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INTRODUCTION 
 

I discovered this highly talented author a couple years back when I first started 
the original Art of Horror; an ezine of horror stories and poetry. He had sent me a story 
that showed unique talent, and I was honored to have Chris involved with AoH.  
 

Later, I started doing bi-weekly novellas with a few authors. Christopher was 
one of the authors, and his novella was "Building a Better Monster". Soon, I was 
bombarded with letters from readers wanting more of Christopher's work, and 
wondering when the next chapter was coming out. But, like quite a few businesses on the 
Internet, the site I was was with (AoH was originally a part of a whole system of 
ezines/articles site), closed down on me. 

 
I was highly disappointed in losing the original site. I'm not a webmaster, and 

composing sites from top to bottom is like digging a six-foot grave with my bare hands. I 
kept AoH from going under completely, but doing the bi-chapter novellas was just not 
going to work as I had cut the site to a quarterly. 



 
During this time, Christopher was going at it with his stories. I would catch his 

name on other sites, and he sent me his book, Primeval Fear. (he is also the author of 
The Hunting Sorrow, which I highly recommend) This was an author I didn't want to 
lose sight of. And of course, as time goes by, and I was asked to come aboard Cyber-
Pulp, the first author I thought of was Christopher Treagus and his un-finished novella 
that readers around the globe wanted to finish. 

 
So, that is what your about to discover here. One of the most original authors that 

carries himself with professionalism and creativity. This is a new talent that I will be 
keeping my eyes on. He deserves everything he gets. His work is outstanding, his talent 
extremely high. "Building a Better Monster" is just the tip of the iceberg, years from 
now I will be able to look back and say, "I knew him when....." Thank you Chris for 
being a talented young man, I am honored to have my name associated with yours for 
"Building a Better Monster". 

 
Editor- Danielle Naibert 
-Author of Basement Insanities/Insane Ink/Witchery Cooking, Editor of Moon Over 
Madness/Horror Haven and Building a Better Monster. 
 
 
 

BUILDING A BETTER MONSTER 
By Christopher Treagus 

 
In the hours before dawn, in the early part of May 1996, a young man moved 

briskly through the streets of his Sinaloa, Mexican home; his thoughts still on the girl he 
had left behind not more than a few minutes before, knowing her sweat still clung to him, 
mixed with his own. Their night of love making had been nearly overwhelming---
passionate and intense, and he had hated to part. But there had been no other choice. He 
needed to be at his uncle's fields before the daybreak. If he was discovered missing again 
when Manuel made his rounds at dawn, there would be hell to pay. Then he would be 
lucky to ever see Rosa again. 

 
With that thought in mind, Carlos Santigo cocked his head toward the sky; 

attempting to determine just how long he had to make it back to the fields. The moon, 
what little sliver there was of it, had already began its descent toward the west, though the 
dark of the night would remain for quite some time to come. Carlos quickened his 
footsteps, cursing the dim light the moon provided. The streets here were never brightly 
lit, and it was easy to stumble on the pot holes that lined the road, not to mention 
tumbling into the ditches on either side. When the moon was thin like this, it would be 
nearly impossible to find his way back to the fields. He would be lucky if he actually 
made it back by the dawning at all. 

 
This thought was suddenly very funny to Carlos. Not in a humorous way, but 

rather in an ironic, bitter variety. He found himself laughing out loud at it. The sound of 



that laugh, however, made his heart skip a beat as it reverberated through the dark all 
around him; making him think, for the briefest of moments, that he were surrounded by at 
least half a dozen others----all laughing in the same sardonic way. 
 

Stopping in his tracks, Carlos shivered. He peered through the dark, trying to 
make out the shadows that lurked there, and what may be covered within them---but there 
was nothing. It had only been an echo. Though Carlos had suspected as much, it never 
hurt to be sure. The boy did his best to shrug off the chill that had overtaken him, and 
prepared to continue on his way; putting out of his mind the thoughts of all the horrid, 
creeping things that could be waiting out there in the dark. So it was that Carlos moved 
through the darkness with his mind lost in thoughts of the girl. As he plodded on, thought 
of her the way he had left her; flushed and naked, the covers pulled up just below her 
exposed breasts, her lower lip pouting and her eyes wide, tinted by just a hint of sadness; 
not wanting him to go.  

 
"Please, Carlos, stay with me!" he could still hear her voice pleading to him, from 

some dark recess of his mind. "At least 'till morning." But he had shaken his head. 
 
"I can't. Manuel will kill me if he finds me missing again!" Carlos had returned as 

he struggled to put on his pants. The pouting lower lip seemed to enlarge, and the 
saddened eyes to widen some; flushed with a new concern. 
 

"But it's so dark out!" Rosa's voice had seemed to quiver as she cast a fearful 
glance out the window, at the pale sliver moon. "Are you sure you have to go? You never 
know what.... Who might be out there." 
 

Carlos had forced a smile and laughed slightly. 
 

"Rosa, darling...." he had gone to her, touching softly her cheek. 
 

"There is nothing out there that isn't there during the day. I've lived in this village 
all my life. I know my way around. I'll be fine, really." 
 

And then he had kissed her, wishing he were really as confident as he sounded. 
"There's nothing to worry about. Trust me." 
 

Rosa had not at first responded, but looked deep into his eyes. Carlos felt a slight 
chill trace his spine, fearing that she might decipher the uncertainty he felt; that she might 
know the truth deep down inside that he, too, feared what may be in the dark. But in a 
moment, she looked away and nodded her head. 

 
"Okay. I believe you," she said in a voice that betrayed her. "You should go now. 

Dawn is nearer than you think." 
 
With that, Carlos had quickly kissed his girl on the forehead, then grabbed his 

shirt and was out the door. As he parted, he thought he heard her say: "God be with you, 



my love, and keep you safe from harm." But he hadn't been quite sure, and didn't want to 
go back to find out. 

 
As he had stepped from the house to the night, a chill scraped him to the bone and 

his heart grew fast and heavy as the darkness and shadows swarmed about him. It was 
certainly going to be a long trip to the fields, he couldn't help thinking, and had shivered 
yet again at that thought. 

 
With a sigh, Carlos tried his best to shake away the girl's image and the thoughts 

of their awkward parting; freeing his mind to concentrate better on the treacherous road 
before him---but he just couldn't seem to get her out of his mind. 

 
Just then, something in the darkness stirred. Carlos stopped dead in his tracks, his 

heart suddenly pounding, his breathing coming in quick spurts. A shiver traced his spine. 
A rustling as if of wings reverberated just behind him; something shifted just out of sight 
from the corner of his eye and the wind picked up a new chill. 
 

"What was that?" he wondered aloud, his voice but a whisper. He didn't like the 
dark, had never been fond of the night. It held too many secrets, hid too many shadows. 
There always seemed to be something lurking there. Something that was better left 
unknown. 

 
Carlos turned his head cautiously from side to side, scanning the dark. Shadows 

loomed all about, and seemed to be closing in on him, but there was nothing concrete he 
could make out; just vague, blurred forms of trees that could have been withered, 
hunched over men, watching, waiting for attack. But even there, in those dark shapes, 
nothing seemed to be stirring. Yet there was a disturbing stillness to the night. The 
crickets had silenced, even the frogs, and all the little critters of the dark. The street 
seemed hushed by an un-natural calm. 

 
Indeed, nothing at all stirred. It was as if death had swept into the valley, Carlos 

couldn't help thinking and shivered for what seemed almost a full minute. 
 
Something was definitely not right here... Something had gone terribly wrong. 

Carlos suddenly had a conviction of this. Though he couldn't quite place exactly what 
that could be, he did know one thing for certain. He wasn't going to stick around here to 
find out what it was. 
 

Picking up feet that had petrified from the fear that iced through his body, Carlos 
took up his trip back to the fields once again, moving far more quickly now than he had 
before. He cared little for the pot holes or the ditches he could stumble into---that would 
be nothing, compared to what he was now fearing could lurk in this darkness. The sooner 
he was away the better. 
 

But no matter how far he would go tonight, the shadows still clung to him like a 
wraith; some horrid fetch that would ride him into death. He couldn't escape it, no matter 



what he did; not matter how hard he tried. The darkness remained cloaked all about him. 
And every time he looked into those shadows, he was sure he could see dark, unholy 
figures lurking there; watching him. Waiting. Carlos knew the dangers of the darkness, 
on this coast of Mexico. He had heard tales of it from the older boys at school, and even 
his father, before he had died, had told him of the things that haunted the night, and how 
they were always stronger in times of strife and struggle. And the Lord knew, these were 
certainly such times. Carlos continued his path through the darkened streets of his village; 
tossing backward glances over his shoulder every now and then just to make sure he 
wasn't being followed. Shadows could be quite deceiving things, after all. It never hurt to 
be cautious. 

 
All the while he moved, his mind was lost in thought---though not so far gone that 

he couldn't notice any odd happenings about him, in the wretched dark, if they were to 
occur. He was attuned to every crunch of twig beneath his feet, every kick of dirt before 
him. If another were to come creeping up behind, he would be certain to notice it. Even 
with all his pre-cautions, however, he couldn't seem to get the feeling of impending doom 
out of his mind. Was there really a dark fate waiting for him out there, somewhere in the 
shadows? 

 
Carlos' skin began to prickle, a shiver contorted his spine. He was deathly 

frightened, and almost convinced that there was indeed someone, something out there, 
following him; lurking, waiting. Whatever it was, where ever it was, he could not let it 
get him. 

 
Carlos quickened his pace until he had broken into a run. He went barreling 

through the dark, no longer caring to avoid the shadows, or to check each one to make 
sure it hid no secrets. His object now was simply to get out of there; to get to his uncle's 
fields, and wait for the dawn, when all would be safe again. When the horrors of the night 
would evaporate, and fade away with the sun. 

 
But as the shadows continued to loom and swarm about him, even in his mad 

dash, Carlos Santigo became increasingly sure that he would never make it. He could see 
the sliver moon before him, balancing just on the edge of the horizon, but it provided no 
comfort. It was not a promise of the dawn to come, but a reflection of the devil's smile, 
wickedly beaming down on him, to taunt him in the last moments of his life. He picked 
up his feet to run faster, a last ditch effort in desperation to try to save himself---but the 
moment he did so, his ankle caught on a root, and he found himself tumbling heavily to 
the ground, rolling off the side of the road. 

 
Carlos landed hard at the bottom of the ditch; his head striking a rock, his body 

sinking to the mud beneath the water thick and stagnant with the odor of urine and feces. 
Something beneath him was squirming. And then something else was atop of him, biting 
into the soft flesh between his shoulder blades. Panic flushed through him, and his 
muscles tensed as if they had been suddenly pulled tight by a dozen imaginary strings. He 
tried to scream and pull away but his mouth instantly filled with the pungent water. The 



bitter taste of urine and sweat filled his mouth, mixed with sewage filth and something 
else, something distinct he couldn't quite make out at first.... Blood! 

 
He rolled over onto his back, gasping for air, and the thing that was on his back, 

whatever it had been, fell away. Yet the squirming beneath him continued. There was 
something there, in the filth and mud beneath the water. Carlos couldn't quite make it out 
in this darkness, but he could see it moving, feel it under him. Dark shapes slowly rising 
from the filth, like countless dead from moldering graves, he imagined. 

 
Carlos shuddered, and tried to move, but he couldn't. His body was petrified. He 

could feel the muscles of his legs and back tensing, trying to get his extremities to 
respond, but they were suddenly too heavy, as though they were strapped down. He could 
not escape. After all his attempts to outrun the lurking shadows, all had come down to 
this. He really was doomed after all, and no one could save him now. 

 
The dark shapes were converging upon him; crawling onto his body, his legs, his 

arm. He could feel their warm, quivering bodies upon his; their tiny clawed feet digging 
into his flesh, their dark, beady eyes boring into him. Carlos opened his mouth as a 
scream slowly built its way up from deep inside. 

 
"Oh God! Oh God!" he trembled, as the black things crawled onto his chest; 

squirming between his legs, finding their way beneath the cotton of his shirt, his pant 
legs, to the flesh below. Carlos could feel tiny little teeth begin to dig into his skin, could 
feel the blood flow hot over his stomach, his legs. 

 
"Oh my God!" he was becoming more desperate now, barely able to contain 

himself as the blackness converged upon him; within him. Dozens of teeth and claws 
continued to prick his skin, at his nipples, his thighs, even his groin, until Carlos could 
finally take no more, and broke free of the ice his fear had had him encased within. His 
scream finally broke from his lips, echoing deep into the night. He rose up suddenly, 
splashing through the stagnant filth infested waters to the edge of the hole, sending the 
darkness scattering… 
 
 
And now without further delay … 
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INTRODUCTION 
 
In The Devil’s Dictionary, Ambrose Bierce gives his definition: “WEREWOLF, n. A wolf 
that was once, or is sometimes, a man. All werewolves are of evil disposition, having 
assumed a bestial form to gratify a beastial appetite, but some, transformed by sorcery, 
are as humane and is consistent with an acquired taste for human flesh. Some Bavarian 
peasants having caught a wolf one evening, tied it to a post by the tail and went to bed. 
The next morning nothing was there! Greatly perplexed, they consulted the local priest, 



who told them that their captive was undoubtedly a werewolf and had resumed its human 
for during the night. "The next time that you take a wolf," the good man said, "see that 
you chain it by the leg, and in the morning you will find a Lutheran." 
 
Of course, Mr. Bierce is having some fun with us, but he still pin-points the greatest 
appeal of the werewolf story, the transformation. The creature that is a man sometimes, 
walking among us, but also a terrible man-eater when the moon is full. 
 
This collection brings together many of the classics of the werewolf genre, some with real 
monsters, others using the lycanthrope idea for other purposes, like “Hugues the Wer-
Wolf’ or “Running Wolf”. We have culled these high-lights from the canon of the wolf 
man from the very earliest tales, those of Petronius to more modern tales, like “Gabriel-
Ernest” by Saki, that show how easy it is for the wolves amongst the sheep. This wide 
time frame matters little since the werewolf is a universal creature, as terrible to the 
Romans at the beginning of the first millennium as it is to us at the end of the second. 
 
I have ended this book with my essay, “TheWerewolf”, which details that long history 
more fully. I hope you will find it useful, as I have included a long if not exhaustive list of 
werewolfiana for you to enjoy. 
 
        G. W. Thomas 
 
 
 
GAIUS PETRONIUS (27 B.C.- 66 A.D.) gives literature its first non-mythological 
werewolf. In previous centuries, the werewolf belonged to the tales of the gods who 
cursed Lycaon for eating human flesh. But in Petronius’ book, The Satyricon, we meet 
Niceros, a former slave, who has a run-in with a shapeshifter. Petronius starts a 
werewolf idea that never quite catches on: what to do with your clothing while you are in 
wolf form? I won’t reveal the answer, but it is unusual. 

 
 

NICEROS’S TALE   
 
 AFTER they had all wished each other sound minds and good health, 
Trimalchio turned to Niceros.  "You used to be better company at dinner," he remarked, 
"and I don't know why you should be dumb today, with never a word to say.  If you wish 
to make me happy, tell about that experience you had, I beg of you."   
 
 Delighted at the affability of his friend, "I hope I lose all my luck if I'm not 
tickled to death at the humor I see you in," Niceros replied.   
 
 "All right, let's go the limit for a good time, though I'm afraid these scholars'll 
laugh at me, but I'll tell my tale and they can go as far as they like.  What t'hell do I care 
who laughs?  It's better to be laughed at than laughed down."   
 



 These words spake the hero, and began the following tale: "We lived in a 
narrow street in the house Gavilla now owns, when I was a slave.  There, by the will of 
the gods, I fell in love with the wife of Terentius, the innkeeper; you knew Melissa of 
Tarentum, that pretty round-checked little wench.  It was no carnal passion, so hear me, 
Hercules, it wasn't; I was not in love with her physical charms.  No, it was because she 
was such a good sport.  I never asked her for a thing and had her deny me; if she had an 
as, I had half.  I trusted her with everything I had and never was done out of anything.  
Her husband up and died on the place, one day, so I tried every way I could to get to her, 
for you know friends ought to show up when anyone's in a pinch. 
 
 "It so happened that our master had gone to Capua to attend to some odds and 
ends of business and I seized the opportunity, and persuaded a guest of the house to 
accompany me as far as the fifth mile-stone.  He was a soldier, and as brave as the very 
devil.  We set out about cock-crow, the moon was shining as bright as midday, and came 
to where the tombstones are.  My man stepped aside amongst them, but I sat down, 
singing, and commenced to count them up.  When I looked around for my companion, he 
had stripped himself and piled his clothes by the side of the road.   
 
 My heart was in my mouth, and I sat there while he pissed a ring around them 
and was suddenly turned into a wolf!  Now don't think I'm joking, I wouldn't lie for any 
amount of money, but as I was saying, he commenced to howl after he was turned into a 
wolf, and ran away into the forest. I didn't know where I was for a minute or two, then I 
went to his clothes, to pick them up, and damned if they hadn't turned to stone!  Was ever 
anyone nearer dead from fright than me?  Then I whipped out my sword and cut every 
shadow along the road to bits, till I came to the house of my mistress.  
 
 I looked like a ghost when I went in, and I nearly slipped my wind.  The sweat 
was pouring down my crotch, my eyes were staring, and I could hardly be brought 
around.  My Melissa wondered why I was out so late.  "Oh, if you'd only come sooner," 
she said, "you could have helped us: a wolf broke into the folds and attacked the sheep, 
bleeding them like a butcher.  But he didn't get the laugh on me, even if he did get away, 
for one of the slaves ran his neck through with a spear!"   
 
 I couldn't keep my eyes shut any longer when I heard that, and as soon as it 
grew light, I rushed back to our Gaius' house like an innkeeper beaten out of his bill, and 
when I came to the place where the clothes had been turned into stone, there was nothing 
but a pool of blood!  And moreover, when I got home, my soldier was lying in bed, like 
an ox, and a doctor was dressing his neck!  I knew then that he was a werewolf, and after 
that, I couldn't have eaten a crumb of bread with him, no, not if you had killed me.  
Others can think what they please about this, but as for me, I hope your geniuses will all 
get after me if I lie." 
 
 
 
FREDERICK MARRYAT (1792-1848) is best known for his sea novels like Peter Simple 
and Masterman Ready. One of these novels is The Phantom Ship (1839) that includes this 



delightful sliver of werewolfery. Published in a popular magazine 1837, the author later 
incorporated a longer version into the ending of his novel. Sometimes called “The 
Werewolf” and other times by this longer title, Marryat uses the idea of lycanthropy 
being different in different countries, a wolf in the Hartz Mountains but a Tiger in Asia.  

THE WHITE WOLF OF THE HARTZ MOUNTAINS (1837) 

BEFORE noon, Philip and Krantz had embarked and made sail in the peroqua.  

They had no difficulty in steering their course; the islands by day, and the clear 
stars by night, were their compass. It is true that they did not follow the more direct track, 
but they followed the more secure, working up the smooth waters, and gaining to the 
northward more than to the west. Many times they were chased by the Malay proas which 
infested the islands, but the swiftness of their little peroqua was their security; indeed, the 
chase was, generally speaking, abandoned as soon as the smallness of the vessel was 
made out by the pirates, who expected that little or no booty was to be gained.  

One morning, as they were sailing between the isles, with less wind than usual, 
Philip observed:  

"Krantz, you said that there were events in your own life, or connected with it, 
which would corroborate the mysterious tale I confided to you. Will you now tell me to 
what you referred?"  

"Certainly," replied Krantz; "I've often thought of doing so, but one circumstance 
or another has hitherto prevented me; this is, however, a fitting opportunity. Prepare, 
therefore, to listen to a strange story, quite as strange, perhaps, as your own: --  

"I take it for granted, that you have heard people speak of the Hartz Mountains," 
observed Krantz.  

"I have never heard people speak of them, that I can recollect," replied Philip; 
"but I have read of them in some book, and of the strange things which have occurred 
there."  

"It is indeed a wild region," rejoined Krantz, "and many strange tales are told of 
it; but strange as they are, I have good reason for believing them to be true. I have told 
you, Philip, that I fully believe in your communion with the other world -- that I credit 
the history of your father, and the lawfulness of your mission; for that we are surrounded, 
impelled, and worked upon by beings different in their nature from ourselves, I have had 
full evidence, as you will acknowledge, when I state what has occurred in my own 
family. Why such malevolent beings as I am about to speak of, should be permitted to 
interfere with us, and punish, I may say, comparatively unoffending mortals, is beyond 
my comprehension; but that they are so permitted is most certain."  



"The great principle of all evil fulfils his work of evil; why, then, not the other 
minor spirits of the same class?" inquired Philip. "What matters it to us, whether we are 
tried by, and have to suffer from, the enmity of our fellow-mortals, or whether we are 
persecuted by beings more powerful and more malevolent than ourselves? We know that 
we have to work out our salvation, and that we shall be judged according to our strength; 
if then there be evil spirits who delight to oppress man, there surely must be, as Amine 
asserts, good spirits, whose delight is to do him service. Whether, then, we have to 
struggle against our passions only, or whether we have to struggle not only against our 
passions, but also the dire influence of unseen enemies, we ever struggle with the same 
odds in our favour, as the good are stronger than the evil which we combat. In either case 
we are on the 'vantage ground, whether, as in the first, we fight the good cause single-
handed, or as in the second, although opposed, we have the host of Heaven ranged on our 
side. Thus are the scales of Divine justice evenly balanced, and man is still a free agent, 
as his own virtuous or vicious propensities must ever decide whether he shall gain or lose 
the victory."  

"Most true," replied Krantz, "and now to my history: --  

"My father was not born, or originally a resident, in the Hartz Mountains; he was 
the serf of an Hungarian nobleman, of great possessions, in Transylvania; but, although a 
serf, he was not by any means a poor or illiterate man. In fact, he was rich and his 
intelligence and respectability were such, that he had been raised by his lord to the 
stewardship; but, whoever may happen to be born a serf, a serf must he remain, even 
though he become a wealthy man: and such was the condition of my father. My father 
had been married for about five years; and by his marriage had three children -- my eldest 
brother Caesar, myself (Hermann), and a sister named Marcella. You know, Philip, that 
Latin is still the language spoken in that country; and that will account for our high-
sounding names. My mother was a very beautiful woman, unfortunately more beautiful 
than virtuous: she was seen and admired by the lord of the soil; my father was sent away 
upon some mission; and, during his absence, my mother, flattered by the attentions, and 
won by the assiduities, of this nobleman, yielded to his wishes. It so happened that my 
father returned very unexpectedly, and discovered the intrigue. The evidence of my 
mother's shame was positive; he surprised her in the company of her seducer! Carried 
away by the impetuosity of his feelings, he watched the opportunity of a meeting taking 
place between them, and murdered both his wife and her seducer. Conscious that, as a 
serf, not even the provocation which he had received would be allowed as a justification 
of his conduct, he hastily collected together what money he could lay his hands upon, 
and, as we were then in the depth of winter, he put his horses to the sleigh, and taking his 
children with him, he set off in the middle of the night, and was far away before the 
tragical circumstance had transpired. Aware that he would be pursued, and that he had no 
chance of escape if he remained in any portion of his native country (in which the 
authorities could lay hold of him), he continued his flight without intermission until he 
had buried himself in the intricacies and seclusion of the Hartz Mountains. Of course, all 
that I have now told you I learned afterwards. My oldest recollections are knit to a rude, 
yet comfortable cottage, in which I lived with my father, brother, and sister. It was on the 
confines of one of those vast forests which cover the northern part of Germany; around it 



were a few acres of ground, which, during the summer months, my father cultivated, and 
which, though they yielded a doubtful harvest, were sufficient for our support. In the 
winter we remained much indoors, for, as my father followed the chase, we were left 
alone, and the wolves, during that season, incessantly prowled about. My father had 
purchased the cottage, and land about it, of one of the rude foresters, who gain their 
livelihood partly by hunting, and partly by burning charcoal, for the purpose of smelting 
the ore from the neighbouring mines; it was distant about two miles from any other 
habitation. I can call to mind the whole landscape now: the tall pines which rose up on 
the mountain above us, and the wide expanse of forest beneath, on the topmost boughs 
and heads of whose trees we looked down from our cottage, as the mountain below us 
rapidly descended into the distant valley. In summer-time the prospect was beautiful: but 
during the severe winter, a more desolate scene could not well be imagined.  

"I said that, in the winter, my father occupied himself with the chase; every day he 
left us, and often would he lock the door, that we might not leave the cottage. He had no 
one to assist him, or to take care of us -- indeed, it was not easy to find a female servant 
who would live in such a solitude; but could he have found one, my father would nut 
have received her, for he had imbibed a horror of the sex, as the difference of his conduct 
towards us, his two boys, and my poor little sister, Marcella evidently proved. You may 
suppose we were sadly neglected; indeed, we suffered much, for my father, fearful that 
we might come to some harm, would not allow us fuel, when he left the cottage; and we 
were obliged, therefore, to creep under the heaps of bears' skins, and there to keep 
ourselves as warm as we could until he returned in the evening, when a blazing fire was 
our delight. That my father chose this restless sort of life may appear strange, but the fact 
was, that he could not remain quiet; whether from the remorse for having committed 
murder, or from the misery consequent on his change of situation, or from both 
combined, he was never happy unless he was in a state of activity. Children, however, 
when left much to themselves, acquire a thoughtfulness not common to their age. So it 
was with us; and during the short cold days of winter, we would sit silent, longing for the 
happy hours when the snow would melt and the leaves would burst out, and the birds 
begin their songs, and when we should again be set at liberty.  

"Such was our peculiar and savage sort of life until my brother Caesar was nine, 
myself seven, and my sister five years old, when the circumstances occurred on which is 
based the extraordinary narrative which I am about to relate.  

"One evening my father returned home rather later than usual; he had been 
unsuccessful, and, as the weather was very severe, and many feet of snow were upon the 
ground, he was not only very cold, but in a very bad humour. He had brought in wood, 
and we were all three gladly assisting each other in blowing on the embers to create the 
blaze, when he caught poor little Marcella by the arm and threw her aside; the child fell, 
struck her mouth, and bled very much. My brother ran to raise her up. Accustomed to ill-
usage and afraid of my father, she did not dare to cry, but looked up in his face very 
piteously. My father drew his stool nearer to the hearth, muttered something in abuse of 
women, and busied himself with the fire, which both my brother and I had deserted when 
our sister was so unkindly treated. A cheerful blaze was soon the result of his exertions; 



but we did not, as usual, crowd round it. Marcella, still bleeding, retired to a corner, and 
my brother and I took our seats beside her, while my father hung over the fire gloomily 
and alone. Such had been our position for about half an hour, when the howl of a wolf, 
close under the window of the cottage, fell on our ears. My father started up, and seized 
his gun: the howl was repeated, he examined the priming, and then hastily left the 
cottage, shutting the door after him. We all waited (anxiously listening), for we thought 
that if he succeeded in shooting the wolf, he would return in a better humour; and, 
although he was harsh to all of us, and particularly so to our little sister, still we loved our 
father, and loved to see him cheerful and happy, for what else had we to look up to? And 
I may here observe, that perhaps there never were three children who were fonder of each 
other; we did not, like other children, fight and dispute together; and if, by chance, any 
disagreement did arise between my elder brother and me, little Marcella would run to us, 
and kissing us both, seal, through her entreaties, the peace between us. Marcella was a 
lovely, amiable child; I can recall her beautiful features even now -- Alas! poor little 
Marcella."  

"She is dead, then?" observed Philip.  

"Dead! yes, dead! -- but how did she die? -- But I must not anticipate, Philip; let 
me tell my story.  

"We waited for some time, but the report of the gun did not reach us, and my 
elder brother then said, 'Our father has followed the wolf, and will not be back for some 
time. Marcella, let us wash the blood from your mouth, and then we will leave this 
corner, and go to the fire and warm ourselves.'  

"We did so, and remained there until near midnight, every minute wondering, as it 
grew later, why our father did not return. We had no idea that he was in any danger, but 
we thought that he must have chased the wolf for a very long time. 'I will look out and 
see if father is coming,' said my brother Caesar, going to the door. 'Take care,' said 
Marcella, 'the wolves must be about now, and we cannot kill them, brother.' My brother 
opened the door very cautiously, and but a few inches: he peeped out. -- 'I see nothing,' 
said he, after a time, and once more he joined us at the fire. 'We have had no supper,' said 
I, for my father usually cooked the meat as soon as he came home; and during his 
absence we had nothing but the fragments of the preceding day.  

"'And if our father comes home after his hunt, Caesar,' said Marcella, 'he will be 
pleased to have some supper; let us cook it for him and for ourselves.' Caesar climbed 
upon the stool, and reached down some meat -- I forget now whether it was venison or 
bear's meat; but we cut off the usual quantity, and proceeded to dress it, as we used to do 
under our father's superintendence. We were all busy putting it into the platters before the 
fire, to await his coming, when we heard the sound of a horn. We listened -- there was a 
noise outside, and a minute afterwards my father entered, ushering in a young female, 
and a large dark man in a hunter's dress.  



"Perhaps I had better now relate what was only known to me many years 
afterwards. When my father had left the cottage, he perceived a large white wolf about 
thirty yards from him; as soon as the animal saw my father, it retreated slowly, growling 
and snarling. My father followed; the animal did not run, but always kept at some 
distance; and my father did not like to fire until he was pretty certain that his ball would 
take effect; thus they went on for some time, the wolf now leaving my father far behind, 
and then stopping and snarling defiance at him, and then, again, on his approach, setting 
off at speed.  

"Anxious to shoot the animal (for the white wolf is very rare) my father continued 
the pursuit for several hours, during which he continually ascended the mountain.  

"You must know, Philip, that there are peculiar spots on those mountains which 
are supposed, and, as my story will prove, truly supposed, to be inhabited by the evil 
influences: they are well known to the huntsmen, who invariably avoid them. Now, one 
of these spots, an open space in the pine forests above us, had been pointed out to my 
father as dangerous on that account. But, whether he disbelieved these wild stories, or 
whether, in his eager pursuit of the chase, he disregarded them, I know not; certain, 
however, it is, that he was decoyed by the white wolf to this open space, when the animal 
appeared to slacken her speed. My father approached, came close up to her, raised his 
gun to his shoulder, and was about to fire, when the wolf suddenly disappeared. He 
thought that the snow on the ground must have dazzled his sight, and he let down his gun 
to look for the beast -- but she was gone; how she could have escaped over the clearance, 
without his seeing her, was beyond his comprehension. Mortified at the ill success of his 
chase, he was about to retrace his steps, when he heard the distant sound of a horn. 
Astonishment at such a sound -- at such an hour -- in such a wilderness, made him forget 
for the moment his disappointment, and he remained riveted to the spot. In a minute the 
horn was blown a second time, and at no great distance; my father stood still, and 
listened: a third time it was blown. I forget the term used to express it, but it was the 
signal which, my father well knew, implied that the party was lost in the woods. In a few 
minutes more my father beheld a man on horseback, with a female seated on the crupper, 
enter the cleared space, and ride up to him. At first, my father called to mind the strange 
stories which he had heard of the supernatural beings who were said to frequent these 
mountains; but the nearer approach of the parties satisfied him that they were mortals like 
himself. As soon as they came up to him, the man who guided the horse accosted him. 
'Friend Hunter, you are out late, the better fortune for us; we have ridden far, and are in 
fear of our lives which are eagerly sought after. These mountains have enabled us to 
elude our pursuers; but if we find not shelter and refreshment, that will avail us little, as 
we must perish from hunger and the inclemency of the night. My daughter, who rides 
behind me, is now more dead than alive -- say, can you assist us in our difficulty?'  

"'My cottage is some few miles distant,' replied my father, 'but I have little to 
offer you besides a shelter from the weather; to the little I have you are welcome. May I 
ask whence you come?'  



"'Yes, friend, it is no secret now; we have escaped from Transylvania, where my 
daughter's honour and my life were equally in jeopardy!'  

"This information was quite enough to raise an interest in my father's heart, he 
remembered his own escape; he remembered the loss of his wife's honour, and the 
tragedy by which it was wound up. He immediately, and warmly, offered all the 
assistance which he could afford them.  

"'There is no time to be lost then, good sir,' observed the horseman; 'my daughter 
is chilled with the frost, and cannot hold out much longer against the severity of the 
weather.'  

"'Follow me,' replied my father, leading the way towards his home.  

"'I was lured away in pursuit of a large white wolf,' observed my father; 'it came 
to the very window of my hut, or I should not have been out at this time of night.'  

"'The creature passed by us just as we came out of the wood,' said the female, in a 
silvery tone.  

"'I was nearly discharging my piece at it,' observed the hunter; 'but since it did us 
such good service, I am glad I allowed it to escape.'  

"In about an hour and a half, during which my father walked at a rapid pace, the 
party arrived at the cottage, and, as I said before, came in.  

"'We are in good time, apparently,' observed the dark hunter, catching the smell of 
the roasted meat, as he walked to the fire and surveyed my brother and sister, and myself. 
'You have young cooks here, Meinheer.' 'I am glad that we shall not have to wait,' replied 
my father. 'Come, mistress, seat yourself by the fire; you require warmth after your cold 
ride.' 'And where can I put up my horse, Meinheer?' observed the huntsman. 'I will take 
care of him,' replied my father, going out of the cottage door.  

"The female must, however, be particularly described. She was young, and 
apparently twenty years of age. She was dressed in a travelling-dress, deeply bordered 
with white fur, and wore a cap of white ermine on her head. Her features were very 
beautiful, at least I thought so, and so my father has since declared. Her hair was flaxen, 
glossy, and shining, and bright as a mirror; and her mouth, although somewhat large 
when it was open, showed the most brilliant teeth I have ever beheld. But there was 
something about her eyes, bright as they were, which made us children afraid; they were 
so restless, so furtive; I could not at that time tell why, but I felt as if there was cruelty in 
her eye; and when she beckoned us to come to her, we approached her with fear and 
trembling. Still she was beautiful, very beautiful. She spoke kindly to my brother and 
myself, patted our heads and caressed us; but Marcella would not come near her; on the 
contrary, she slunk away, and hid herself in the bed, and would not wait for the supper, 
which half an hour before she had been so anxious for.  



"My father, having put the horse into a close shed, soon returned, and supper was placed 
upon the table. When it was over, my father requested that the young lady would take 
possession of his bed, and he would remain at the fire, and sit up with her father. After 
some hesitation on her part, this arrangement was agreed to, and I and my brother crept 
into the other bed with Marcella, for we had as yet always slept together.  

"But we could not sleep; there was something so unusual, not only in seeing 
strange people, but in having those people sleep at the cottage, that we were bewildered. 
As for poor little Marcella, she was quiet, but I perceived that she trembled during the 
whole night, and sometimes I thought that she was checking a sob. My father had brought 
out some spirits, which he rarely used, and he and the strange hunter remained drinking 
and talking before the fire. Our ears were ready to catch the slightest whisper -- so much 
was our curiosity excited.  

"'You said you came from Transylvania?' observed my father.  

"'Even so, Meinheer,' replied the hunter. 'I was a serf to the noble house of -- ; my 
master would insist upon my surrendering up my fair girl to his wishes: it ended in my 
giving him a few inches of my hunting-knife.'  

"'We are countrymen, and brothers in misfortune,' replied my father, taking the 
huntsman's hand, and pressing it warmly.  

"'Indeed! Are you then from that country?'  

"'Yes; and I too have fled for my life. But mine is a melancholy tale.'  

"'Your name?' inquired the hunter.  

"'Krantz.'  

"'What! Krantz of -- ? I have heard your tale; you need not renew your grief by 
repeating it now. Welcome, most welcome, Meinheer, and, I may say, my worthy 
kinsman. I am your second cousin, Wilfred of Barnsdorf,' cried the hunter, rising up and 
embracing my father.  

"They filled their horn-mugs to the brim, and drank to one another after the 
German fashion. The conversation was then carried on in a low tone; all that we could 
collect from it was that our new relative and his daughter were to take up their abode in 
our cottage, at least for the present. In about an hour they both fell back in their chairs 
and appeared to sleep.  

"'Marcella, dear, did you hear?' said my brother, in a low tone.  

"'Yes,' replied Marcella in a whisper, 'I heard all. Oh! brother, I cannot bear to 
look upon that woman -- I feel so frightened.'  



"My brother made no reply, and shortly afterwards we were all three fast asleep.  

"When we awoke the next morning, we found that the hunter's daughter had risen 
before us. I thought she looked more beautiful than ever. She came up to little Marcella 
and caressed her: the child burst into tears, and sobbed as if her heart would break.  

"But, not to detain you with too long a story, the huntsman and his daughter were 
accommodated in the cottage. My father and he went out hunting daily, leaving Christina 
with us. She performed all the household duties; was very kind to us children; and, 
gradually, the dislike even of little Marcella wore away. But a great change took place in 
my father; he appeared to have conquered his aversion to the sex, and was most attentive 
to Christina. Often, after her father and we were in bed would he sit up with her, 
conversing in a low tone by the fire. I ought to have mentioned that my father and the 
huntsman Wilfred, slept in another portion of the cottage, and that the bed which he 
formerly occupied, and which was in the same room as ours, had been given up to the use 
of Christina. These visitors had been about three weeks at the cottage, when, one night, 
after we children had been sent to bed, a consultation was held. My father had asked 
Christina in marriage, and had obtained both her own consent and that of Wilfred; after 
this, a conversation took place, which was, as nearly as I can recollect, as follows.  

"'You may take my child, Meinheer Krantz, and my blessing with her, and I shall 
then leave you and seek some other habitation -- it matters little where.'  

"'Why not remain here, Wilfred?'  

"'No, no, I am called elsewhere; let that suffice, and ask no more questions. You 
have my child.'  

"'I thank you for her, and will duly value her; but there is one difficulty.'  

"'I know what you would say; there is no priest here in this wild country: true; 
neither is there any law to bind; still must some ceremony pass between you, to satisfy a 
father. Will you consent to marry her after my fashion? if so, I will marry you directly.'  

"'I will,' replied my father.  

"'Then take her by the hand. Now, Meinheer, swear.'  

"'I swear,' repeated my father.  

"'By all the spirits of the Hartz mountains -- '  

"'Nay, why not by Heaven?' interrupted my father.  

"'Because it is not my humour,' rejoined Wilfred; 'if I prefer that oath, less binding 
perhaps, than another, surely you will not thwart me.'  



"'Well be it so then; have your humour. Will you make me swear by that in which 
I do not believe?'  

"'Yet many do so, who in outward appearance are Christians,' rejoined Wilfred; 
'say, will you be married, or shall I take my daughter away with me?'  

"'Proceed,' replied my father, impatiently.  

"'I swear by all the spirits of the Hartz mountains, by all their power for good or 
for evil, that I take Christina for my wedded wife; that I will ever protect her, cherish her, 
and love her; that my hand shall never be raised against her to harm her.'  

"My father repeated the words after Wilfred.  

"'And if I fail in this my vow, may all the vengeance of the spirits fall upon me 
and upon my children; may they perish by the vulture, by the wolf, or other beasts of the 
forest; may their flesh be torn from their limbs, and their bones blanch in the wilderness: 
all this I swear.'  

"My father hesitated, as he repeated the last words; little Marcella could not 
restrain herself, and as my father repeated the last sentence, she burst into tears. This 
sudden interruption appeared to discompose the party, particularly my father; he spoke 
harshly to the child, who controlled her sobs, burying her face under the bed-clothes.  

"Such was the second marriage of my father. The next morning, the hunter 
Wilfred mounted his horse, and rode away.  

"My father resumed his bed, which was in the same room as ours; and things went 
on much as before the marriage, except that our new mother-in-law did not show any 
kindness towards us; indeed during my father's absence, she would often beat us, 
particularly little Marcella, and her eyes would flash fire, as she looked eagerly upon the 
fair and lovely child.  

"One night, my sister awoke me and my brother.  

"'What is the matter?' said Caesar.  

"'She has gone out,' whispered Marcella.  

"'Gone out!'  

"'Yes, gone out at the door, in her night-clothes,' replied the child; 'I saw her get 
out of bed, look at my father to see if he slept, and then she went out at the door.'  



"What could induce her to leave her bed, and all undressed to go out, in such 
bitter wintry weather, with the snow deep on the ground was to us incomprehensible; we 
lay awake, and in about an hour we heard the growl of a wolf, close under the window.  

"'There is a wolf,' said Caesar. 'She will be torn to pieces.'  

"'Oh no!' cried Marcella.  

"In a few minutes afterwards our mother-in-law appeared; she was in her night-
dress, as Marcella had stated. She let down the latch of the door, so as to make no noise, 
went to a pail of water, and washed her face and hands, and then slipped into the bed 
where my father lay.  

"We all three trembled -- we hardly knew why; but we resolved to watch the next 
night: we did so; and not only on the ensuing night, but on many others, and always at 
about the same hour, would our mother-in-law rise from her bed and leave the cottage; 
and after she was gone we invariably heard the growl of a wolf under our window, and 
always saw her, on her return, wash herself before she retired to bed. We observed also 
that she seldom sat down to meals, and that when she did she appeared to eat with dislike; 
but when the meat was taken down to be prepared for dinner, she would often furtively 
put a raw piece into her mouth.  

"My brother Caesar was a courageous boy; he did not like to speak to my father 
until he knew more. He resolved that he would follow her out, and ascertain what she did. 
Marcella and I endeavoured to dissuade him from this project; but he would not be 
controlled; and the very next night he lay down in his clothes, and as soon as our mother-
in-law had left the cottage he jumped up, took down my father's gun, and followed her.  

"You may imagine in what a state of suspense Marcella and I remained during his 
absence. After a few minutes we heard the report of a gun. It did not awaken my father; 
and we lay trembling with anxiety. In a minute afterwards we saw our mother-in-law 
enter the cottage -- her dress was bloody. I put my hand to Marcella's mouth to prevent 
her crying out, although I was myself in great alarm. Our mother-in-law approached my 
father's bed, looked to see if he was asleep, and then went to the chimney and blew up the 
embers into a blaze.  

"'Who is there?' said my father, waking up.  

"'Lie still, dearest,' replied my mother-in-law; 'it is only me; I have lighted the fire 
to warm some water; I am not quite well.'  

"My father turned round, and was soon asleep; but we watched our mother-in-
law. She changed her linen, and threw the garments she had worn into the fire; and we 
then perceived that her right leg was bleeding profusely, as if from a gun-shot wound. 
She bandaged it up, and then dressing herself, remained before the fire until the break of 
day.  



"Poor little Marcella, her heart beat quick as she pressed me to her side -- so 
indeed did mine. Where was our brother Caesar? How did my mother-in-law receive the 
wound unless from his gun? At last my father rose, and then for the first time I spoke, 
saying, 'Father, where is my brother Caesar?'  

"'Your brother!' exclaimed he; 'why, where can he be?'  

"'Merciful Heaven! I thought, as lay very restless last night,' observed our mother-
in-law, 'that I heard somebody open the latch of the door; and, dear me, husband, what 
has become of your gun?'  

"My father cast his eyes up above the chimney, and perceived that his gun was 
missing. For a moment he looked perplexed; then, seizing a broad axe, he went out of the 
cottage without saying another word.  

"He did not remain away from us long; in a few minutes he returned, bearing in 
his arms the mangled body of my poor brother; he laid it down, and covered up his face.  

"My mother-in-law rose up, and looked at the body, while Marcella and I threw 
ourselves by its side, wailing and sobbing bitterly.  

"'Go to bed again, children,' said she, sharply. 'Husband,' continued she, 'your boy 
must have taken the gun down, to shoot a wolf, and the animal has been too powerful for 
him. Poor boy! he has paid dearly for his rashness.'  

"My father made no reply. I wished to speak -- to tell all -- but Marcella who 
perceived my intention, held me by the arm, and looked at me so imploringly, that I 
desisted.  

"My father, therefore, was left in his error; but Marcella and I, although we could 
not comprehend it, were conscious that our mother-in-law was in some way connected 
with my brother's death.  

"That day my father went out and dug a grave; and when he hid the body in the 
earth, he piled up stones over it so that the wolves should not be able to dig it up. The 
shock of this catastrophe was to my poor father very severe; for several days he never 
went to the chase, although at times he would utter bitter anathemas and vengeance 
against the wolves.  

"But during this time of mourning on his part, my mother-in-law's nocturnal 
wanderings continued with the same regularity as before.  

"At last my father took down his gun to repair to the forest; but he soon returned, 
and appeared much annoyed.  



"'Would you believe it, Christina, that the wolves -- perdition to the whole race -- 
have actually contrived to dig up the body of my poor boy, and now there is nothing left 
of him but his bones?'  

"'Indeed!' replied my mother-in-law. Marcella looked at me; and I saw in her 
intelligent eye all she would have uttered.  

"'A wolf growls under our window every night, father,' said I.  

"'Ay, indeed! Why did you not tell me, boy? Wake me the next time you hear it.'  

"I saw my mother-in-law turn away; her eyes flashed fire, and she gnashed her 
teeth.  

"My father went out again, and covered up with a larger pile of stones the little 
remnants of my poor brother which the wolves had spared. Such was the first act of the 
tragedy.  

"The spring now came on; the snow disappeared, and we were permitted to leave 
the cottage; but never would I quit for one moment my dear little sister, to whom since 
the death of my brother, I was more ardently attached than ever; indeed, I was afraid to 
leave her alone with my mother-in-law, who appeared to have a particular pleasure in ill-
treating the child. My father was now employed upon his little farm, and I was able to 
render him some assistance.  

"Marcella used to sit by us while we were at work, leaving my mother-in-law 
alone in the cottage. I ought to observe that, as the spring advanced, so did my mother-in-
law decrease her nocturnal rambles, and that we never heard the growl of the wolf under 
the window after I had spoken of it to my father.  

"One day, when my father and I were in the field, Marcella being with us, my 
mother-in-law came out, saying that she was going into the forest to collect some herbs 
my father wanted, and that Marcella must go to the cottage and watch the dinner. 
Marcella went; and my mother-in-law soon disappeared in the forest, taking a direction 
quite contrary to that in which the cottage stood, and leaving my father and I, as it were, 
between her and Marcella.  

"About an hour afterwards we were startled by shrieks from the cottage -- 
evidently the shrieks of little Marcella. 'Marcella has burnt herself, father,' said I, 
throwing down my spade. My father threw down his, and we both hastened to the 
cottage. Before we could gain the door, out darted a large white wolf, which fled with the 
utmost celerity. My father had no weapon; he rushed into the cottage, and there saw poor 
little Marcella expiring. Her body was dreadfully mangled, and the blood pouring from it 
had formed a large pool on the cottage floor. My father's first intention had been to seize 
his gun and pursue; but he was checked by this horrid spectacle; he knelt down by his 



dying child, and burst into tears. Marcella could just look kindly on us for a few seconds, 
and then her eyes were closed in death.  

"My father and I were still hanging over my poor sister's body, when my mother-
in-law came in. At the dreadful sight she expressed much concern; but she did not appear 
to recoil from the sight of blood, as most women do.  

"'Poor child!' said she, 'it must have been that great white wolf which passed me 
just now, and frightened me so. She's quite dead, Krantz.'  

"'I know it -- I know it!' cried my father, in agony.  

"I thought my father would never recover from the effects of this second tragedy; 
he mourned bitterly over the body of his sweet child, and for several days would not 
consign it to its grave, although frequently requested by my mother-in-law to do so. At 
last he yielded, and dug a grave for her close by that of my poor brother, and took every 
precaution that the wolves should not violate her remains.  

"I was now really miserable, as I lay alone in the bed which I had formerly shared 
with my brother and sister. I could not help thinking that my mother-in-law was 
implicated in both their deaths, although I could not account for the manner; but I no 
longer felt afraid of her; my little heart was full of hatred and revenge.  

"The night after my sister had been buried, as I lay awake, I perceived my mother-
in-law get up and go out of the cottage. I waited some time, then dressed myself, and 
looked out through the door, which I half opened. The moon shone bright and I could see 
the spot where my brother and my sister had been buried; and what was my horror when I 
perceived my mother-in-law busily removing the stones from Marcella's grave!  

"She was in her white night-dress and the moon shone full upon her. She was 
digging with her hands, and throwing away the stones behind her with all the ferocity of a 
wild beast. It was some time before I could collect my senses, and decide what I should 
do. At last I perceived that she had arrived at the body, and raised it up to the side of the 
grave. I could bear it no longer, I ran to my father and awoke him.  

"'Father, father!' cried I, 'dress yourself, and get your gun.'  

"'What!' cried my father, 'the wolves are there, are they?'  

"He jumped out of bed, threw on his clothes, and, in his anxiety, did not appear to 
perceive the absence of his wife. As soon as he was ready I opened the door; he went out, 
and I followed him.  

"Imagine his horror, when (unprepared as he was for such a sight) he beheld, as 
he advanced towards the grave not a wolf, but his wife, in her night-dress, on her hands 
and knees, crouching by the body of my sister, and tearing off large pieces of the flesh, 



and devouring them with all the avidity of a wolf. She was too busy to be aware of our 
approach. My father dropped his gun; his hair stood on end, so did mine; he breathed 
heavily, and then his breath for a time stopped. I picked up the gun and put it into his 
hand. Suddenly he appeared as if concentrated rage had restored him to double vigour; he 
levelled his piece, fired, and with a loud shriek down fell the wretch whom he had 
fostered in his bosom.  

"'God of Heaven!' cried my father, sinking down upon the earth in a swoon, as 
soon as he had discharged his gun.  

"I remained some time by his side before he recovered. 'Where am I?' said he, 
'what has happened? Oh! -- yes, yes! I recollect now. Heaven forgive me!'  

"He rose and we walked up to the grave; what again was our astonishment and 
horror to find that, instead of the dead body of my mother-in-law, as we expected, there 
was lying over the remains of my poor sister, a large white she-wolf.  

"'The white wolf!' exclaimed my father, 'the white wolf which decoyed me into 
the forest -- I see it all now -- I have dealt with the spirits of the Hartz Mountains.'  

"For some time my father remained in silence and deep thought. He then carefully 
lifted up the body of my sister, replaced it in the grave, an covered it over as before, 
having struck the head of the dead animal with the heel of his boot, and raving like a 
madman. He walked back to the cottage, shut the door, and threw himself on the bed; I 
did the same, for I was in a stupor of amazement.  

"Early in the morning we were both roused by a loud knocking at the door, and in 
rushed the hunter Wilfred.  

"'My daughter -- man -- my daughter! -- where is my daughter?' cried he in a rage.  

"'Where the wretch, the fiend, should be, I trust,' replied my father, starting up, 
and displaying equal choler; 'where she should be -- in hell! Leave this cottage, or you 
may fare worse.'  

"'Ha -- ha!' replied the hunter, 'would you harm a potent spirit of the Hartz 
Mountains. Poor mortal, who must needs wed a werewolf.'  

"'Out, demon! I defy thee and thy power.'  

"'Yet shall you feel it; remember your oath -- your solemn oath -- never to raise 
your hand against her to harm her.'  

"'I made no compact with evil spirits.'  



"'You did, and if you failed in your vow, you were to meet the vengeance of the 
spirits. Your children were to perish by the vulture, the wolf -- '  

"'Out, out, demon!'  

"'And their bones blanch in the wilderness. Ha! -- ha!'  

"My father, frantic with rage, seized his axe, and raised it over Wilfred's head to 
strike.  

"'All this I swear,' continued the huntsman, mockingly.  

"The axe descended; but it passed through the form of the hunter, and my father 
lost his balance, and tell heavily on the floor.  

"'Mortal!' said the hunter, striding over my father's body, 'we have power over 
those only who have committed murder. You have been guilty of a double murder: you 
shall pay the penalty attached to your marriage vow. Two of your children are gone, the 
third is yet to follow -- and follow them he will, for your oath is registered. Go -- it were 
kindness to kill thee -- your punishment is, that you live!'  

"With these words the spirit disappeared. My father rose from the floor, embraced 
me tenderly, and knelt down in prayer.  

"The next morning he quitted the cottage for ever. He took me with him, and bent 
his steps to Holland, where we safely arrived. He had some little money with him; but he 
had not been many days in Amsterdam before he was seized with a brain fever, and died 
raving mad. I was put into the asylum, and afterwards was sent to sea before the mast. 
You now know all my history. The question is, whether I am to pay the penalty of my 
father's oath? I am myself perfectly convinced that, in some way or another, I shall."  

On the twenty-second day the high land of the south of Sumatra was in view: as 
there were no vessels in sight, they resolved to keep their course through the Straits, and 
run for Pulo Penang, which they expected, as their vessel lay so close to the wind, to 
reach in seven or eight days. By constant exposure Philip and Krantz were now so 
bronzed that with their long beards and Mussulman dresses, they might easily have 
passed off for natives. They had steered the whole of the days exposed to a burning sun; 
they had lain down and slept in the dew of the night; but their health had not suffered. 
But for several days, since he had confided the history of his family to Philip, Krantz had 
become silent and melancholy: his usual flow of spirits had vanished and Philip had often 
questioned him as to the cause. As they entered the Straits, Philip talked of what they 
should do upon their arrival at Goa; when Krantz gravely replied, "For some days, Philip, 
I have had a presentiment that I shall never see that city."  

"You are out of health, Krantz," replied Philip.  



"No, I am in sound health, body and mind. I have endeavoured to shake off the 
presentiment, but in vain; there is a warning voice that continually tells me that I shall not 
be long with you. Philip, will you oblige me by making me content on one point? I have 
gold about my person which may be useful to you; oblige me by taking it, and securing it 
on your own."  

"What nonsense, Krantz."  

"It is no nonsense, Philip. Have you not had your warnings? Why should I not 
have mine? You know that I have little fear in my composition, and that I care not about 
death; but I feel the presentiment which I speak of more strongly every hour. It is some 
kind spirit who would warn me to prepare for another world. Be it so. I have lived long 
enough in this world to leave it without regret; although to part with you and Amine, the 
only two now dear to me, is painful, I acknowledge."  

"May not this arise from over-exertion and fatigue, Krantz? Consider how much 
excitement you have laboured under within these last four months. Is not that enough to 
create a corresponding depression? Depend upon it, my dear friend, such is the fact."  

"I wish it were; but I feel otherwise, and there is a feeling of gladness connected 
with the idea that I am to leave this world, arising from another presentiment, which 
equally occupies my mind."  

"I hardly can tell you -- but Amine and you are connected with it. In my dreams I 
have seen you meet again; but it has appeared to me as if a portion of your trial was 
purposely shut from my sight in dark clouds; and I have asked, 'May not I see what is 
there concealed?' -- and an invisible has answered, 'No! 'twould make you wretched. 
Before these trials take place, you will be summoned away:' and then I have thanked 
Heaven, and felt resigned."  

"These are the imaginings of a disturbed brain, Krantz; that I am destined to 
suffering may be true; but why Amine should suffer, or why you, young, in full health 
and vigour should not pass your days in peace, and live to a good old age, there is no 
cause for believing. You will be better tomorrow."  

"Perhaps so," replied Krantz; "but still you must yield to my whim, and take the 
gold. If I am wrong, and we do arrive safe, you know, Philip, you can let me have it 
back," observed Krantz, with a faint smile -- "but you forget, our water is nearly out, and 
we must look out for a rill on the coast to obtain a fresh supply."  

"I was thinking of that when you commenced this unwelcome topic. We had 
better look out for the water before dark, and as soon as we have replenished our jars, we 
will make sail again."  

At the time that this conversation took place, they were on the eastern side of the 
strait, about forty miles to the northward. The interior of the coast was rocky and 



mountainous; but it slowly descended to low land of alternate forest and jungles, which 
continued to the beach: the country appeared to be uninhabited. Keeping close in to the 
shore, they discovered, after two hours' run, a fresh stream which burst in a cascade from 
the mountains, and swept its devious course through the jungle, until it poured its tribute 
into the waters of the strait.  

They ran close in to the mouth of the stream, lowered the sails, and pulled the 
peroqua against the current, until they had advanced far enough to assure them that the 
water was quite fresh. The jars were soon filled, and they were again thinking of pushing 
off; when, enticed by the beauty of the spot, the coolness of the fresh water, and wearied 
with their long confinement on board of the peroqua, they proposed to bathe -- a luxury 
hardly to be appreciated by those who have not been in a similar situation. They threw off 
their Mussulman dresses, and plunged into the stream, where they remained fur some 
time. Krantz was the first to get out: he complained of feeling chilled, and he walked on 
to the banks where their clothes had been laid. Philip also approached nearer to the beach, 
intending to follow him.  

"And now, Philip," said Krantz, "this will be a good opportunity for me to give 
you the money. I will open my sash and pour it out, and you can put it into your own 
before you put it on."  

Philip was standing in the water, which was about level with his waist.  

"Well, Krantz," said he, "I suppose if it must be so, it must -- but it appears to me 
an idea so ridiculous -- however, you shall have your own way."  

Philip quitted the run, and sat down by Krantz, who was already busy in shaking 
the doubloons out of the folds of his sash -- at last he said --  

"I believe, Philip, you have got them all now? -- I feel satisfied."  

"What danger there can be to you, which I am not equally exposed to, I cannot 
conceive," replied Philip; "however -- "  

Hardly had he said these words, when there was a tremendous roar -- a rush like a 
mighty wind through the air -- a blow which threw him on his back -- a loud cry -- and a 
contention. Philip recovered himself, and perceived the naked form of Krantz carried off 
with the speed of an arrow by an enormous tiger through the jungle. He watched with 
distended eyeballs; in a few seconds the animal and Krantz had disappeared!  

"God of Heaven! would that thou hadst spared me this," cried Philip, throwing 
himself down in agony on his face. "Oh! Krantz, my friend -- my brother -- too sure was 
your presentiment. Merciful God! have pity -- but thy will be done;" and Philip burst into 
a flood of tears.  



For more than an hour did he remain fixed upon the spot, careless and indifferent 
to the danger by which he was surrounded. At last, somewhat recovered, he rose, dressed 
himself, and then again sat down -- his eyes fixed upon the clothes of Krantz, and the 
gold which still lay on the sand.  

"He would give me that gold. He foretold his doom. Yes! yes! it was his destiny, 
and it has been fulfilled. His bones will bleach in the wilderness, and the spirit-hunter and 
his wolfish daughter are avenged."  

 

Little is known for sure about SUTHERLAND MENZIES . The author might have been 
a pseudonom for Elizabeth Stone (1808-1876). What is interesting about this old Gothic 
tale, besides its place beside classics of the Gothic school like the work of Ann Radcliffe 
or ‘Monk” Lewis, is its use of all the lycanthropic legendry. Despite Hugues less-than-
supernatural nature, all the trappings of the werewolf are still part of this tale. 
(Following Ann Radclife’s lead, the Gothic writers were bent on giving chills with a 
natural explanation at the end, what I like to call the “Scooby Doo” school of horror.) 

HUGUES, THE WER-WOLF (1838) 

I  

ON the confines of that extensive forest-tract formerly spreading over so large a 
portion of the county of Kent, a remnant of which, to this day, is known as the weald1 of 
Kent, and where it stretched its almost impervious covert midway between Ashford and 
Canterbury during the prolonged reign of our second Henry, a family of Norman 
extraction by name Hugues (or Wulfric, as they were commonly called by the Saxon 
inhabitants of that district) had, under protection of the ancient forest laws, furtively 
erected for themselves alone and miserable habitation. And amidst those sylvan 
fastnesses, ostensibly following the occupation of woodcutters, the wretched outcasts, for 
such, from some cause or other, they evidently were, had for many years maintained a 
secluded and precarious existence. Whether from the rooted antipathy still actively 
cherished against all of that usurping nation from which they derived their origin, or from 
recorded malpractice by their superstitious Anglo-Saxon neighbours, they had long been 
looked upon as belonging to the accursed race of wer-wolves, and as such churlishly 
refused work on the domains of the surrounding franklins or proprietors, so thoroughly 
was accredited the descent of the original lycanthropic stain transmitted from father to 
son through several generations. That the Hugues Wulfric reckoned not a single friend 
among the adjacent homesteads of serf or freedman was not to be wondered at, 
possessing as they did so unenviable a reputation; for to them was invariably attributed 
even the misfortunes which chance alone might seem to have given birth. Did midnight 
fire consume the grange; — did the time-decayed barn, over-stored with an abundant 
harvest, tumble into ruins; — were the shocks of wheat lain prostrate over the fields by a 
tempest; — did the smut destroy the grain; — or the cattle perish, decimated by a 
murrain; — a child sink under some wasting malady; — or a woman give premature birth 



to her offspring, it was ever the Hugues Wulfric who were openly accused, eyed askance 
with mingled fear and detestation, the finger of young and old pointing them out with 
bitter execrations — in fine, they were almost as nearly classed feroe natura as their 
fabled prototype, and dealt with accordingly.2  

 
 

Terrible, indeed, were the tales told of them round the glowing hearth at eventide, 
whilst spinning the flax, or plucking the geese; equally affirmed too, in broad daylight, 
whilst driving the cows to pasturage, and most circumstantially discussed on Sundays 
between mass and vespers, by the gossip groups collected within Ashford parvyse, with 
most seasonable admixture of anathema and devout crossings. Witchcraft, larceny, 
murther, and sacrilege, formed prominent features in the bloody and mysterious scenes of 
which the Hugues Wulfric were the alleged actors: sometimes they were ascribed to the 
father, at others to the mother, and even the sister escaped not her share of vilification; 
fair would they have attributed an atrocious disposition to the unweaned babe, so great, 
so universal was the horror in which they held that race of Cain! The churchyard at 
Ashford, and the stone cross, from whence diverged the several roads to London, 
Canterbury, and Ashford, situated midway between the two latter places, served, so 
tradition avouched, as nocturnal theatres for the unhallowed deeds of the Wulfrics, who 
thither prowled by moonlight, it was said, to batten on the freshly-buried dead, or drain 
the blood of any living wight who might be rash enough to venture among those solitary 
spots. True it was that the wolves had, during some of the severe winters, emerged from 
their forest lairs, and, entering the cemetery by a breach in its walls, goaded by famine, 
had actually disinterred the dead; true was it, also, that the Wolf's Cross, as the hinds 
commonly designated it, had been stained with gore on one occasion through the fall of a 
drunken mendicant, who chanced to fracture his skull against a pointed angle of its 
basement. But these accidents, as well as a multitude of others, were attributed to the 
guilty intervention of the Wulfrics, under their fiendish guise of wer-wolves.  

These poor people, moreover, took no pains to justify themselves from a prejudice 
so monstrous: full well apprised of what calumny they were the victims, but alike 
conscious of their impotence to contradict it, they tacitly suffered its infliction, and fled 
all contact with those to whom they knew themselves repulsive. Shunning the highways, 
and never venturing to pass through the town of Ashford in open day, they pursued such 
labour as might occupy them within doors, or in unfrequented places. They appeared not 
at Canterbury market, never numbered themselves amongst the pilgrims at Becket's far-
famed shrine, or assisted at any sport, merry-making, hay-cutting, or harvest home: the 
priest had interdicted them from all communion with the church — the ale-bibbers from 
the hostelry.  

The primitive cabin which they inhabited was built of chalk and clay, with a 
thatch of straw, in which the high winds had made huge rents and closed up by a rotten 
door, exhibiting wide gaps, through which the gusts had free ingress. As this wretched 
abode was situated at considerable distance from any other, if, perchance, any of the 



neighbouring serfs strayed within its precincts towards nightfall, their credulous fears 
made them shun near approach so soon as the vapours of the marsh were seen to blend 
their ghastly wreaths with the twilight; and as that darkling time drew on which explains 
the diabolical sense of the old saying, "'tween dog and wolf," "'twixt hawk and buzzard," 
at that hour the will-o'-wisps began to glimmer around the dwelling of the Wulfrics, who 
patriarchally supped — whenever they had a supper — and forthwith betook themselves 
to their rest.  

Sorrow, misery, and the putrid exhalations of the steeped hemp, from which they 
manufactured a rude and scanty attire, combined eventually to bring sickness and death 
into the bosom of this wretched family, who, in their utmost extremity, could neither 
hope for pity or succour. The father was first attacked, and his corpse was scarce cold ere 
the mother rendered up her breath. Thus passed that fated couple to their account, 
unsolaced by the consolation of the confessor, or the medicaments of the leech. Hugues 
Wulfric, their eldest son, himself dug their grave, laid their bodies within it swathed with 
hempen shreds for grave cloths, and raised a few clods of earth to mark their last resting-
place. A hind, who chanced to see him fulfilling this pious duty in the dusk of evening, 
crossed himself, and fled as fast as his legs would carry him, fully believing that he had 
assisted at some hellish incantation. When the real event transpired, the neighbouring 
gossips congratulated one another upon the double mortality, which they looked upon as 
the tardy chastisement of heaven: they spoke of ringing the bells, and singing masses of 
thanks for such an action of grace.  

It was All Souls' eve, and the wind howled along the bleak hillside, whistling 
drearily through the naked branches of the forest trees, whose last leaves it had long since 
stripped; the sun had disappeared; a dense and chilling fog spread through the air like the 
mourning veil of the widowed, whose day of love hath early fled. No star shone in the 
still and murky sky. In that lonely hut, through which death had so lately passed, the 
orphan survivors held their lonely vigil by the fitful blaze emitted by the reeking logs 
upon their hearth. Several days had elapsed since their lips had been imprinted for the last 
time upon the cold hands of their parents; several dreary nights had passed since the sad 
hour in which their eternal farewell had left them desolate on earth.  

Poor lone ones! Both, too, in the flower of their youth — how sad, yet how serene 
did they appear amid their grief! But what sudden and mysterious terror is it that seems to 
overcome them? It is not, alas! the first time since they were left alone upon earth that 
they have found themselves at this hour of the night by their deserted hearth, enlivened of 
old by the cheerful tales of their mother. Full often had they wept together over her 
memory, but never yet had their solitude proved so appalling; and, pallid as very spectres, 
they tremblingly gazed upon one another as the flickering ray from the wood-fire played 
over their features.  

"Brother! heard you not that loud shriek which every echo of the forest repeated? 
It sounds to me as if the ground were ringing with the tread of some gigantic phantom, 
and whose breath seems to have shaken the door of our hut. The breath of the dead they 
say is icy cold. A mortal shivering has come over me."  



"And I, too, sister, thought I heard voices as it were at a distance, murmuring 
strange words. Tremble not thus — am I not beside you?"  

"Oh, brother! let us pray the Holy Virgin, to the end that she may restrain the 
departed from haunting our dwelling."  

"But, perhaps, our mother is amongst them: she comes, unshrived and 
unshrouded, to visit her forlorn offspring — her well-beloved! For, knowest thou not, 
sister, 'tis the eve on which the dead forsake their tombs. Let us open the door, that s our 
mother may enter and resume her wonted place by hearthstone."  

"Oh, brother, how gloomy is all without doors, how damp and cold the gust 
sweeps by. Hearest thou, what groans the dead are uttering round our hut? Oh, close the 
door, in heaven's name!"  

"Take courage, sister, I have thrown upon the fire that holy branch, plucked as it 
flowered on last palm Sunday, which thou knowest will drive away all evil spirits, and 
now our mother can enter alone."  

"But how will she look, brother? They Say the dead are horrible to gaze upon; 
that their hair has fallen away; their eyes become hollow; and that, in walking, their 
bones rattle hideously. Will our mother, then, be thus?"  

"No; she will appear with the features we loved to behold; with the affectionate 
smile that welcomes us home from our perilous labours; with the voice which, in early 
youth, sought us when, belated, the closing night surprised its far from our dwelling."  

The poor girl busied herself awhile in arranging a few platters of scanty fare upon 
the tottering board which served them for a table; and this last pious offering of filial 
love, as she deemed it, appeared accomplished only by the greatest and last effort, so 
enfeebled had her frame become.  

"Let our dearly-beloved mother enter then," she exclaimed, sinking exhausted 
upon the settle. "I have prepared her evening meal, that she may not be angry with me, 
and all is arranged as she was wont to have it. But what ails thee, my brother, for now 
thou tremblest as I did awhile agone?"  

"See'st thou not, sister, those pale lights which are rising at a distance across the 
marsh? They are the dead coming to seat themselves before the repast prepared for then. 
Hark! list to the funeral tones of the Allhallowtide3 bells, as they come upon the gale, 
blended with their hollow voices. — Listen, listen!"  
 

"Brother, this horror grows insupportable. This, I feel, of a verity, will be my last 
night upon earth! And is there no word of hope to cheer me, mingling with those fearful 
sounds? Oh, mother! Mother!"  



"Hush, sister, hush I see'st thou now the ghastly lights which herald the dead, 
gleaming athwart the horizon? Hearest thou the prolonged tolling of the bell? They come! 
they come!"  

"Eternal repose to their ashes!" exclaimed the bereaved ones, sinking upon their 
knees, and bowing down their heads in the extremity of terror and lamentation; and as 
they uttered the words, the door was at the same moment closed with violence, as though 
it had been slammed to by a vigorous hand. Hugues started to his feet, for the cracking of 
the timber which supported the roof seemed to announce the fall of the frail tenement; the 
fire was suddenly extinguished, and a plaintive groan mingled itself with the blast that 
whistled through the crevices of the door. On raising his sister, Hugues found that she too 
was no longer to be numbered among the living.  

    

II  

HUGUES, on becoming the head of his family, composed of two sisters younger 
than himself, saw them likewise descend into the grave in the short space of a fortnight; 
and when he had laid the last within her parent earth, he hesitated whether he should not 
extend himself beside them, and share their peaceful slumber. It was not by tears and 
sobs that grief so profound as his manifested itself, but in a mute and sullen 
contemplation over the supulture of his kindred and his own future happiness. During 
three consecutive nights he wandered, pale and haggard, from his solitary hut, to prostrate 
himself and kneel by turns upon the funereal turf. For three days food had not passed his 
lips.  

Winter had interrupted the labours of the woods and fields, and Hugues had 
presented himself in vain among the neighbouring domains to obtain a few days' 
employment to thresh grain, cut wood, or drive the plough; no one would employ him 
from fear of drawing upon himself the fallity attached to all bearing the name of Wulfric. 
He met with brutal denials at all hands, and not only were these accompanied by taunts 
and menace, but dogs were let loose upon him to rend his limbs; they deprived him even 
of the alms accorded to beggars by profession; in short, he found himself overwhelmed 
with injuries and scorn.  

Was he, then, to expire of inanition or deliver himself from the tortures of hunger 
by suicide? He would have embraced that means, as a last and only consolation, had he 
not been retained earthward to struggle with his dark fate by a feeling of love. Yes, that 
abject being, forced in very desperation, against his better self, to abhor the human 
species in the abstract, and to feel a savage joy in waging war against it; that paria who 
scarce longer felt confidence in that heaven which seemed an apathetic witness of his 
woes; that man so isolated from those social relations which alone compensate us for the 
toils and troubles of life, without other stay than that afforded by his conscience, with no 
other fortune in prospect than the bitter existence and miserable death of his departed kin: 
worn to the bone by privation and sorrow, swelling with rage and resentment, he yet 



consented to live — to cling to life; for, strange — he loved! But for that heaven-sent ray 
gleaming across his thorny path, a pilgrimage so lone and wearisome would he have 
gladly exchanged for the peaceful slumber of the grave.  

Hugues Wulfric would have been the finest youth in all that part of Kent, were it 
not that the outrages with which he had so unceasingly to contend, and the privations he 
was forced to undergo, had effaced the colour from his cheeks, and sunk his eyes deep in 
their orbits: his brows were habitually contracted, and his glance oblique and fierce. Yet, 
despite that recklessness and anguish which clouded his features, one, incredulous of his 
atrocities, could not have failed to admire the savage beauty of his head, cast in nature's 
noblest mould, crowned with a profusion of waving hair, and set upon shoulders whose 
robust and harmonious proportions were discoverable through the tattered attire investing 
them. His carriage was firm and majestic; his motions were not without a species of rustic 
grace, and the tone of his naturally soft voice accorded admirably with the purity in 
which he spoke his ancestral language — the Norman-French: in short, he differed so 
widely from people of his imputed condition that one is constrained to believe that 
jealousy or prejudice must originally have been no stranger to the malicious persecution 
of which he was the object. The women alone ventured first to pity his forlorn condition, 
and endeavoured to think of him in a more favourable light.  

Branda, niece of Willieblud, the flesher of Ashford, had, among other, of the town 
maidens, noticed Hugues with a not unfavouring eye, as she chanced to pass one day on 
horseback, through a coppice near the outskirts of the town, into which the latter had 
been led by the eager chase of a wild hog, and which animal, from the nature of the 
country was, single-handed, exceedingly difficult of capture. The malignant falsehoods of 
the ancient crones, continually buzzed in her ears, in nowise diminished the advantageous 
opinion she had conceived of this ill-treated and good-looking wer-wolf. She sometimes, 
indeed, went so far as to turn considerably out of her way, in order to meet and exchange 
his cordial greeting: for Hugues, recognizing the attention of which he had now become 
the object, had, in his turn, at last summoned up courage to survey more leisurely the 
pretty Branda; and the result was that he found her as buxom and pretty a lass as, in his 
hitherto restricted rambles out of the forest, his timorous gaze had ever encountered. His 
gratitude increased proportionally; and at the moment when his domestic losses came one 
after another to overwhelm him, he was actually on the eve of making Branda, on the first 
opportunity presenting itself, an avowal of the love he bore her.  

It was chill winter — Christmas-tide — the distant roll of the curfew had long 
ceased, and all the inhabitants of Ashford were safe housed in their tenements for the 
night. Hugues, solitary, motionless, silent, his forehead grasped between his hands, his 
gaze dully faced upon the decaying brands that feebly glimmered upon his hearth: he 
heeded not the cutting north wind, whose sweeping gusts shook the crazy roof, and 
whistled through the chinks of the door; he started not at the harsh cries of the herons 
fighting for prey in the marsh, nor at the dismal croaking of the ravens perched over his 
smoke-vent. He thought of his departed kindred, and imagined that his hour to join them 
would soon be at hand; for the intense cold congealed the marrow of his bones, and fell 
hunger gnawed and twisted his entrails. Yet, at intervals, would a recollection of nascent 



love, of Branda, suddenly appease his else intolerable anguish, and cause a faint smile to 
gleam across his wan features.  

"Oh, blessed Virgin! grant that my sufferings may speedily cease!" murmured he, 
despairingly. "Oh, would I might be a wer-wolf, as they call me! I could then requite 
them for all the foul wrong done me. True, I could not nourish myself with their flesh; I 
would not shed their blood; but I would be able to terrify and torment those who have 
wrought my parents' and sisters' death — who have persecuted our family even to 
extermination! Why have I not the power to change my nature into that of a wolf, if, of a 
verity, my ancestors possessed it, as they avouch? I should at least find carrion to 
devour,4 and not die thus horribly. Branda is the sole being in this world who cares for 
me; and that conviction alone reconciles me to life!"  
 

Hugues gave free current to these gloomy reflections. The smouldering embers 
now emitted but a feeble and vacillating light, faintly struggling with the surrounding 
gloom, and Hugues felt the horror of darkness coming strong upon him; frozen with the 
ague-fit one instant, and troubled the next by the hurried pulsation of his veins, he arose, 
at last, to seek some fuel, and threw upon the fire a heap of faggot-chips, heath and straw, 
which soon raised a clear and crackling flame. His stock of wood had become exhausted, 
and, seeking wherewith to replenish his dying hearth-light, whilst foraging under the rude 
oven amongst a pile of rubbish placed there by his mother wherewith to bake bread — 
handles of tools, fractured joint-stools, and cracked platters, he discovered a chest rudely 
covered with a dressed hide, and which he had never seen before; and seizing upon it as 
though he had discovered a treasure, broke open the lid, strongly secured by a string.  

This chest, which had evidently remained long unopened, contained the complete 
disguise of a wer-wolf: — a dyed sheepskin, with gloves in the form of paws, a tail, a 
mask with an elongated muzzle, and furnished with formidable rows of yellow horse-
teeth.  

Hugues started backwards, terrified at his discovery — so opportune, that it 
seemed to him the work of sorcery; then, on recovering from his surprise, he drew forth 
one by one the several pieces of this strange envelope, which had evidently seen some 
service, and from long neglect had become somewhat damaged. Then rushed confusedly 
upon his mind the marvellous recitals made him by his grandfather, as he nursed him 
upon his knees during earliest childhood; tales, during the narration of which his mother 
wept silently, as he laughed heartily. In his mind there was a mingled strife of feelings 
and purposes alike undefinable. He continued his silent examination of this criminal 
heritage, and by degrees his imagination grew bewildered with vague and extravagant 
projects.  

Hunger and despair conjointly hurried him away: he saw objects no longer save 
through a bloody prism: he felt his very teeth on edge with an avidity for biting; he 
experienced an inconceivable desire to run: he set himself to howl as though he had 
practised wer-wolfery all his life, and began thoroughly to invest himself with the guise 



and attributes of his novel vocation. A more startling change could scarcely have been 
wrought in him, had that so horribly grotesque metamorphosis really been the effect of 
enchantment; aided, too, as it was, by the, fever which generated a temporary insanity in 
his frenzied brain.  

Scarcely did he thus find himself travestied into a wer-wolf through the influence 
of his vestment, ere he darted forth from the hut, through the forest and into the open 
country, white with hoar frost, and across which the bitter north wind swept, howling in a 
frightful manner and traversing the meadows, fallows, plains, and marshes, like a 
shadow. But, at that hour, and during such a season, not a single belated wayfarer was 
there to encounter Hugues, whom the sharpness of the air, and the excitation of his 
course, had worked up to the highest pitch of extravagance and audacity: he howled the 
louder proportionally as his hunger increased.  

Suddenly the heavy rumbling of an approaching vehicle arrested his attention; at 
first with indecision, then with a stupid fixity, he struggled with two suggestions, 
counselling him at one and the same time to fly and to advance. The carriage, or whatever 
it might be, continued, rolling towards him; the night was not so obscure but that he was 
enabled to distinguish the tower of Ashford church at a short distance off, and hard by 
which stood a pile of unhewn stone, destined either for the execution of some repair, or 
addition to the saintly edifice, in the shade of which he ran to crouch himself down, and 
so await the arrival of his prey.  

It proved to be the covered cart of Willieblud, the Ashford flesher, who was wont 
twice a week to carry meat to Canterbury, and travelled by night in order that he might be 
among the first at market-opening. Of this Hugues was fully aware, and the departure of 
the flesher naturally suggested to him the inference that his niece must be keeping house 
by herself, for our lusty flesher had been long a widower. For an instant he hesitated 
whether he should introduce himself there, so favourable an opportunity thus presenting 
itself, or whether he should attack the uncle and seize upon his viands. Hunger got the 
better of love this once, and the monotonous whistle with which the driver was 
accustomed to urge forward his sorry jade warning him to be in readiness, he howled in a 
plaintive tone, and, rushing forward, seized the horse by the bit.  

"Willieblud, flesher," said he, disguising his voice, and speaking to him in the 
lingua Franca of that period, "I hunger; throw me two pounds of meat if thou would'st 
have me live."  

"St. Willifred have mercy on me!" cried the terrified flesher, "is it thou, Hugues 
Wulfric, of Wealdmarsh, the born wer-wolf?"  

"Thou say'st sooth — it is I," replied Hugues, who had sufficient address to avail 
himself of the credulous superstition of Willieblud; "I would rather have raw meat than 
eat of thy flesh, plump as thou art. Throw me, therefore, what I crave, and forget not to be 
ready with the like portion each time thou settest out for Canterbury market; or, failing 
thereof, I tear thee limb from limb."  



Hugues, to display his attributes of a wer-wolf before the gaze of the confounded 
flesher, had mounted himself upon the spokes of the wheel, and placed his forepaw upon 
the edge of the cart, which he made semblance of snuffing at with his snout. Willieblud, 
who believed in wer-wolves as devoutly as he did in his patron saint, had no sooner 
perceived this monstrous paw, than, uttering a fervent invocation to the latter, he seized 
upon his daintiest joint of meat, let it fall to the ground, and whilst Hugues sprung eagerly 
down to pick it up, the butcher at the same instant having bestowed a sudden and violent 
blow upon the flank of his beast, the latter set off at a round gallop without waiting for 
any reiterated invitation from the lash.  

Hugues was so satisfied with a repast which had cost him far less trouble to 
procure than any he had long remembered, readily promised himself the renewal of an 
expedient, the execution of which was at once easy and diverting; for though smitten with 
the charms of the fair-haired Branda, he not the less found a malicious pleasure in 
augmenting the terror of her uncle Willieblud. The latter, for a long while, revealed not to 
a living being the tale of his terrible encounter and strange compact, which had varied 
according to circumstances, and he submitted unmurmuringly to the imposts levied each 
time the wer-wolf presented himself before him, without being very nice about either the 
weight or quality of the meat; he no longer even waited to be asked for it, anything to 
avoid the sight of that fiend-like form clinging to the side of his cart, or being brought 
into such immediate contact with that hideous misshapen paw stretched forth, as it were 
to strangle him, that paw too, which had once been a human hand. He had become dull 
and thoughtful of late; he set out to market unwillingly, and seemed to dread the hour of 
departure as it approached, and no longer beguiled the tedium of his nocturnal journey by 
whistling to his horse, or trolling snatches of ballads, as was his wont formerly; he now 
invariably returned in a melancholy and restless mood.  

Branda, at loss to conceive what had given birth to this new and permanent 
depression which had taken possession of her uncle's mind, after in vain exhausting 
conjecture, proceeded to interrogate, importune, and supplicate him by turns, until the 
unhappy flesher, no longer proof against such continued appeals, at last disburthened 
himself of the load which he had at heart, by recounting the history of his adventure with 
the wer-wolf.  

Branda listened to the whole of the recital without offering interruption or 
comment; but, at its close —  

"Hugues is no more a wer-wolf than thou or I," exclaimed she, offended that such 
unjust suspicion should be cherished against one for whom she had long felt more than an 
interest; "'tis an idle tale, or some juggling device; I fear me thou must needs dream these 
sorceries, uncle Willieblud, for Hugues of the Wealmarsh, or Wulfric, as the silly fools 
call him, is worth far more, I trow, than his reputation."  

 "Girl, it boots not saying me nay, in this matter," replied Willieblud, 
pertinaciously urging the truth of his story; "the family of Hugues, as everybody knows, 



were wer-wolves born, and, since they are all of late, by the blessing of heaven, defunct, 
save one, Hugues now inherits the wolf's paw."  

"I tell thee, and will avouch it openly, uncle, that Hugues is of too gentle and 
seemly a nature to serve Satan, and turn himself into a wild beast, and that will I never 
believe until I have seen the like."  

"Mass, and that thou shalt right speedily, if thou wilt but along with me. In very 
troth 'tis he, besides, he made confession of his name, and did I not recognize his voice, 
and am I not ever bethinking me of his knavish paw, which he places me on the shaft 
while he stays the horse. Girl, he is in league with the foul fiend:  

Branda had, to a certain degree, imbibed the superstition in the abstract, equally 
with her uncle, and, excepting so far as it touched the hitherto, as she believed, traduced 
being on whom her affections, as if in feminine perversity, had so strangely lighted. Her 
woman's curiosity, in this instance, less determined her resolution to accompany the 
flesher on his next journey, than the desire to exculpate her lover, fully believing the 
strange tale of her kinsman's encounter with, and spoliation by the latter, to be the effect 
of some illusion, and of which to find him guilty, was the sole fear she experienced on 
mounting the rude vehicle laden with its ensanguined viands.  

 It was just midnight when they started from Ashford, the hour alike dear to wer-
wolves as to spectres of every denomination. Hugues was punctual at the appointed spot; 
his howlings, as they drew nigh, though horrible enough, had still something human in 
them, and disconcerted not a little the doubts of Branda. Willieblud, however, trembled 
even more than she did, and sought for the wolf's portion; the latter raised himself upon 
his hind legs, and extended one of his forepaws to receive his pittance as soon as the cart 
stopped at the heap of stones.  

"Uncle, I shall swoon with affright," exclaimed Branda, clinging closely to the 
flesher, and tremblingly pulling the coverchief over her eyes: "loose rein and smite thy 
beast, or evil will surely betide us."  

"Thou are not alone, gossip," cried Hugues, fearful of a snare; "if thou essay'st to 
play me false, thou art at once undone."  

"Harm us not friend Hugues, thou know'st I weigh not my pounds of meat with 
thee; I shall take care to keep my troth. It is Branda, my niece, who goes with me tonight 
to buy wares at Canterbury."  

"Branda with thee? By the mass 'tis she indeed, more buxom and rosy too, than 
ever; come pretty one, descend and tarry awhile, that I may have speech with thee."  

"I conjure thee, good Hugues, terrify not so cruelly my poor wench, who is 
wellnigh dead already with fear; suffer us to; hold our way, for we have far to go, and the 
morrow is early, market-day."  



"Go thy ways then alone, uncle Willieblud, 'tis thy niece I would have speech 
with, in all courtesy and honour; the which, if thou permittest not readily, and of a good 
grace, I will rend thee both to death."  

All in vain was it that Willieblud exhausted himself in prayers and lamentations in 
hopes of softening the bloodthirsty wer-wolf, as he believed him to be, refusing as the 
latter did, every sort of compromise in avoidance of his demand, and at last replying only 
by horrible threats, which froze the hearts of both. Branda, although especially interested 
in the debate, neither stirred foot, or opened her mouth, so greatly had terror and surprise 
overwhelmed her; she kept her eyes fixed upon the wolf, who peered at her likewise 
through his mask, and felt incapable of offering resistance when she found herself 
forcibly dragged out of the vehicle, and deposited by an invisible power, as it seemed to 
her, beside the piles of stones; she swooned without uttering a single scream.  

The flesher was no less dumbfounded at the turn which the adventure had taken, 
and he, too, fell back among his meat as though stricken by a blinding blow; he fancied 
that the wolf had swept his bushy tail violently across his eyes, and on recovering the use 
of his senses found himself alone in the cart, which rolled joltingly at a swift pace 
towards Canterbury. At first he listened, but in vain, for the wind bringing him either the 
shrieks of his niece, or the howlings of the wolf; but stop his beast he could not, which, 
panic-stricken, kept trotting as though bewitched, or felt the spur of some fiend pricking 
her flanks.  

Willieblud, however, reached his journey's end in safety, sold his meat, and 
returned to Ashford, reckoning full sure upon having to say a De Profundis for his niece, 
whose fate he had not ceased to bemoan during the whole night. But how great was his 
astonishment to find her safe at home, a little pale, from recent fright and want of sleep, 
but without a scratch; still more was he astonished to hear that the wolf had done her no 
injury whatsoever, contenting himself, after she had recovered from her swoon, with 
conducting her back to their dwelling, and acting in every respect like a loyal suitor, 
rather than a sanguinary wer-wolf. Willieblud knew not what to think of it.  

This nocturnal gallantry towards his niece had additionally irritated the burly 
Saxon against the wer-wolf, and although the fear of reprisals kept him from making a 
direct and public attack upon Hugues, he ruminated not the less upon taking some sure 
and secret revenge; but previous to putting his design into execution, it struck him that he 
could not do better than relate his misadventures to the ancient sacristan and parish grave-
digger of St. Michael's, a worthy of profound sagacity in those sort of matters, endowed 
with a clerk-like erudition, and consulted as an oracle by all the old crones and lovelorn 
maidens throughout the township of Ashford and its vicinity.  

"Slay a wer-wolf thou canst not," was the repeated rejoinder of the wiseacre to the 
earnest queries of the tormented flesher; "for his hide is proof against spear or arrow, 
though vulnerable to the edge of a cutting weapon of steel. I counsel thee to deal him a 
slight flesh wound, or cut him over the paw, in order to know of a surety whether it really 



be Hugues or no; thou'lt run no danger, save thou strikest him a blow from which blood 
flows not therefrom, for, so soon as his skin is severed he taketh flight."  

Resolving implicitly to follow the advice of the sacristan, Willieblud that same 
evening determined to know with what wer-wolf it was with whom he had to do, and 
with that view hid his cleaver, newly sharpened for the occasion, under the load in his 
cart, and resolutely prepared to make use of it as a preparatory step towards proving the 
identity of Hugues with the audacious spoiler of his meat, and eke his peace. The wolf 
presented himself as usual, and anxiously inquired after Branda, which stimulated the 
flesher the more firmly to follow out his design.  

"Here, Wolf," said Willieblud, stooping down as if to choose a piece of meat; "I 
give thee double portion tonight; up with thy paw, take toll, and be mindful of my frank 
alms."  

"Sooth, I will remember me, gossip," rejoined our wer-wolf; "but when shall the 
marriage be solemnized for certain, betwixt the fair Branda and myself?"  

Hugues believing he had nothing to fear from the flesher, whose meats he so 
readily appropriated to himself, and of whose fair niece he hoped shortly no less to make 
lawful possession; both that he really loved, and viewed his union with her as the surest 
means of placing him within the pale of that sociality from which he had been so unjustly 
exiled, could he but succeed in making intercession with the holy fathers of the church to 
remove their interdict. Hugues placed his extended paw upon the edge of the cart; but 
instead of handing him his joint of beef, or mutton, Willieblud raised his cleaver, and at a 
single blow lopped off the paw laid there as fittingly for the purpose as though upon a 
block. The flesher flung down his weapon, and belaboured his beast, the wer-wolf roared 
aloud with agony, and disappeared amid the dark shades of the forest, in which, aided by 
the wind, his howling was soon lost.  

The next day, on his return, the flesher, chuckling and laughing, deposited a gory 
cloth upon the table, among the trenchers with which his niece was busied in preparing 
his noonday meal, and which, on being opened, displayed to her horrified gaze a freshly 
severed human hand enveloped in wolf-skin. Branda, comprehending what had occurred, 
shrieked aloud, shed a flood of tears, and then hurriedly throwing her mantle round her, 
whilst her uncle amused himself by turning and twitching the hand about with a ferocious 
delight, exclaiming, whilst he staunched the blood which still flowed:  

"The sacristan said sooth; the wer-wolf has his need I trow, at last, and now I wot 
of his nature, I fear no more his witchcraft."  

Although the day was far advanced, Hugues lay writhing in torture upon his 
couch, his coverings drenched with blood, as well also the floor of his habitation; his 
countenance of a ghastly pallor, expressed as much moral, as physical pain; tears gushed 
from beneath his reddened eyelids, and he listened to every noise without, with an 
increased inquietude, painfully visible upon his distorted features. Footsteps were heard 



rapidly approaching, the door was hurriedly flung open, and a female threw herself 
beside his couch, and with mingled sobs and imprecations sought tenderly for his 
mutilated arm, which, rudely bound round with hempen wrappings, no longer dissembled 
the absence of its wrist, and from which a crimson stream still trickled. At this piteous 
spectacle she grew loud in her denunciations against the sanguinary flesher, and 
sympathetically mingled her lamentations with those of his victim.  

These effusions of love and dolour, however, were doomed to sudden 
interruption; someone knocked at the door. Branda ran to the window that she might 
recognize who the visitor was that had dared to penetrate the lair of a wer-wolf, and on 
perceiving who it was, she raised her eyes and hands on high, in token of her extremity of 
despair, whilst the knocking momentarily grew louder.  

"'Tis my uncle," faltered she. "Ah! woe's me, how shall I escape hence without his 
seeing me? Whither hide? Oh, here, here, nigh to thee, Hugues, and we will die together," 
and she crouched herself into an obscure recess behind his couch. "If Willieblud should 
raise his cleaver to slay thee, he shall first strike through his kinswoman's body."  

   Branda hastily concealed herself amidst a pile of hemp, whispering Hugues to summon 
all his courage, who, however, scarce found strength sufficient to raise himself to a sitting 
posture, whilst his eyes vainly sought around for some weapon of defence.  

"A good morrow to thee, Wulfric!" exclaimed Willieblud, as he entered, holding 
in his hand a napkin tied in a knot, which he proceeded to place upon the coffer beside 
the sufferer. "I come to offer thee some work, to bind and stack me a faggot-pile, 
knowing that thou art no laggard at bill-hook and wattle. Wilt do it?"  

"I am sick," replied Hugues, repressing the wrath which, despite of pain, sparkled 
in his wild glance; "I am not in fitting state to work."  

"Sick, gossip, sick, art thou indeed? Or is it but a sloth fit? Come, what ails thee? 
Where lieth the evil? Your hand, that I may feel thy pulse."  

Hugues reddened, and for an instant hesitated whether he should resist a 
solicitation, the bent of which he too readily comprehended; but in order to avoid 
exposing Branda to discovery, he thrust forth his left hand from beneath the coverlid, all 
imbrued in dried gore.  

"Not that hand, Hugues, but the other, the right one. Alack, and well-a-day, hast 
thou lost thy hand, and I must find it for thee?"  

Hugues, whose purpling flush of rage changed quickly to a death-like hue, replied 
not to this taunt, nor testified by the slightest gesture or movement that he was preparing 
to satisfy a request as cruel in its preconception as the object of it was slenderly cloaked. 
Willieblud laughed, and ground his teeth in savage glee, maliciously revelling in the 
tortures he had inflicted upon the sufferer. He seemed already disposed to use violence, 



rather than allow himself to be baffled in the attainment of the decisive proof he aimed at. 
Already had he commenced untying the napkin, giving vent all the while to his 
implacable taunts; one hand alone displaying itself upon the coverlid, and which Hugues, 
wellnigh senseless with anguish, thought not of withdrawing.  

"Why tender me that hand?" continued his unrelenting persecutor, as he imagined 
himself on the eve of arriving at the conviction he so ardently desired — "That I should 
lop it off? quick, quick, Master Wulfric, and do my bidding; I demanded to see your right 
hand."  

"Behold it then!" ejaculated a suppressed voice, which belonged to no 
supernatural being, however it might seem appertaining to such; and Willieblud to his 
utter confusion and dismay saw a second hand, sound and unmutilated, extend itself 
towards him as though in silent accusation. He started back; he stammered out a cry for 
mercy, bent his knees for an instant, and raising himself, palsied with terror, fled from the 
hut, which he firmly believed under the possession of the foul fiend.  

He carried not with him the severed hand, which henceforward became a 
perpetual vision ever present before his eyes, and which all the potent exorcisms of the 
sacristan, at whose hands he continually sought council and consolation, signally failed to 
dispel.  

"Oh, that hand! To whom then, belongs that accursed hand?" groaned he, 
continually. "Is it really the fiend's, or that of some wer-wolf? Certain 'tis, that Hugues is 
innocent, for have I not seen both his hands? But wherefore was one bloody? There's 
sorcery at bottom of it."  

The next morning, early, the first object that struck his sight on entering his stall, 
was the severed hand that he had left the preceding night upon the coffer in the forest hut; 
it was stripped of its wolf's-skin covering, and lay among the viands. He dared no longer 
touch that hand, which now, he verily believed to be enchanted; but in hopes of getting 
rid of it for ever, he had it flung down a well, and it was with no small increase of despair 
that he found it shortly afterwards again lying upon his block. He buried it in his garden, 
but still without being able to rid himself of it; it returned livid and loathsome to infect 
his shop, and augment the remorse which was unceasingly revived by the reproaches of 
his niece.  

At last, flattering himself to escape all further persecution from that fatal hand, it 
struck him that he would have it carried to the cemetery at Canterbury, and try whether 
exorcism, and supulture in holy ground would effectually bar its return to the light of day. 
This was also done; but lo! on the following morning he perceived it nailed to his shutter. 
Disheartened by these dumb, yet awful reproaches, which wholly robbed him of his 
peace, and impatient to annihilate all trace of an action with which heaven itself seemed 
to upbraid him, he quitted Ashford one morning without bidding adieu to his niece, and 
some days after was found drowned in the river Stour. They drew out his swollen and 
discoloured body, which was discovered floating on the surface among the sedge, and it 



was only by piecemeal that they succeeded in tearing away from his death-contracted 
clutch, the phantom hand, which, in his suicidal convulsions he had retained firmly 
grasped.  

 A year after this event, Hugues, although minus a hand, and consequently a 
confirmed wer-wolf, married Branda, sole heiress to the stock and chattels of the late 
unhappy flesher of Ashford.   

1. That woody district, at the period to which our tale belongs, was an immense 
forest, desolate of inhabitants, and only occupied by wild swine and deer; and 
though it is now filled with towns and villages and well peopled, the woods that 
remain sufficiently indicate its former extent.  

2. King Edgar is said to have been the first who attempted to rid England of these 
animals; criminals even being pardoned by producing a stated number of these 
creatures' tongues. Some centuries after they increased to such a degree as to 
become again the object of royal attention; and Edward I appointed persons to 
extirpate this obnoxious race. It is one of the principal bearings in armoury. Hugh, 
surnamed Lupus, the first Earl of Kent, bore for his crest a wolf's head. 

3. . On this eve formally the Catholic church performed a most solemn office for the 
repose of the dead. 

4. Horseflesh was an article of food among our Saxon forefathers in England. 
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THE GRAY WOLF (1871) 

 

ONE evening-twilight in spring, a young English student, who had wandered 
northwards as far as the outlying fragments of Scotland called the Orkney and Shetland 
Islands, found himself on a small island of the latter group, caught in a storm of wind and 
hail, which had come on suddenly. It was in vain to look about for any shelter; for not 
only did the storm entirely obscure the landscape, but there was nothing around him save 
a desert moss.  

At length, however, as he walked on for mere walking's sake, he found himself on 
the verge of a cliff, and saw, over the brow of it, a few feet below him, a ledge of rock, 
where he might find some shelter from the blast, which blew from behind. Letting 
himself down by his hands, he alighted upon something that crunched beneath his tread, 
and found the bones of many small animals scattered about in front of a little cave in the 



rock, offering the refuge he sought. He went in, and sat upon a stone. The storm increased 
in violence, and as the darkness grew he became uneasy, for he did not relish the thought 
of spending the night in the cave. He had parted from his companions on the opposite 
side of the island, and it added to his uneasiness that they must be full of apprehension 
about him. At last there came a lull in the storm, and the same instant he heard a footfall, 
stealthy and light as that of a wild beast, upon the bones at the mouth of the cave. He 
started up in some fear, though the least thought might have satisfied him that there could 
be no very dangerous animals upon the island. Before he had time to think, however, the 
face of a woman appeared in the opening. Eagerly the wanderer spoke. She started at the 
sound of his voice. He could not see her well, because she was turned towards the 
darkness of the cave.  

"Will you tell me how to find my way across the moor to Shielness?" he asked.  

"You cannot find it to-night," she answered, in a sweet tone, and with a smile that 
bewitched him, revealing the whitest of teeth.  

"What am I to do, then?"  

"My mother will give you shelter, but that is all she has to offer."  

"And that is far more than I expected a minute ago," he replied." I shall be most 
grateful."  

She turned in silence and left the cave. The youth followed.  

She was barefooted, and her pretty brown feet went catlike over the sharp stones, as 
she led the way down a rocky path to the shore. Her garments were scanty and torn, and 
her hair blew tangled in the wind. She seemed about five and twenty, lithe and small. Her 
long fingers kept clutching and pulling nervously at her skirts as she went. Her face was 
very gray in complexion, and very worn, but delicately formed, and smooth-skinned. Her 
thin nostrils were tremulous as eyelids, and her lips, whose curves were faultless, had no 
colour to give sign of indwelling blood. What her eyes were like he could not see, for she 
had never lifted the delicate films of her eyelids.  

At the foot of the cliff. they came upon a little hut leaning against it, and having for 
its inner apartment a natural hollow within. Smoke was spreading over the face of the 
rock, and the grateful odour of food gave hope to the hungry student. His guide opened 
the door of the cottage; he followed her in, and saw a woman bending over a fire in the 
middle of the floor. On the fire lay a large fish broiling. The daughter spoke a few words, 
and the mother turned and welcomed the stranger. She had an old and very wrinkled, but 
honest face, and looked troubled. She dusted the only chair in the cottage, and placed it 
for him by the side of the fire, opposite the one window, whence he saw a little patch of 
yellow sand over which the spent waves spread themselves out listlessly. Under this 
window there was a bench, upon which the daughter threw herself in an unusual posture, 
resting her chin upon her hand. A moment after, the youth caught the first glimpse of her 



blue eyes. They were fixed upon him with a strange look of greed, amounting to craving, 
but, as if aware that they belied or betrayed her, she dropped them instantly. The moment 
she veiled them, her face, notwithstanding its colourless complexion, was almost 
beautiful.  

When the fish was ready, the old woman wiped the deal table, steadied it upon the 
uneven floor, and covered it with a piece of fine table-linen. She then laid the fish on a 
wooden platter, and invited the guest to help himself. Seeing no other provision, he 
pulled from his pocket a hunting knife, and divided a portion from the fish, offering it to 
the mother first,  

"Come, my lamb," said the old woman; and the daughter approached the table. But 
her nostrils and mouth quivered with disgust.  

The next moment she turned and hurried from the hut.  

"She doesn't like fish," said the old woman, "and I haven't anything else to give her."  

"She does not seem in good health," he rejoined.  

The woman answered only with a sigh, and they ate their fish with the help of a little 
rye bread. As they finished their supper, the youth heard the sound as of the pattering of a 
dog's feet upon the sand close to the door; but ere he had time to look out of the window, 
the door opened, and the young woman entered. She looked better, perhaps from having 
just washed her face. She drew a stool to the corner of the fire opposite him. But as she 
sat down, to his bewilderment, and even horror, the student spied a single drop of blood 
on her white skin within her torn dress. The woman brought out a jar of whisky, put a 
rusty old kettle on the fire, and took her place in front of it. As soon as the water boiled, 
she proceeded to make some toddy in a wooden bowl.  

Meantime the youth could not take his eyes off the young woman, so that at length 
he found himself fascinated, or rather bewitched. She kept her eyes for the most part 
veiled with the loveliest eyelids fringed with darkest lashes, and he gazed entranced; for 
the red glow of the little oil-lamp covered all the strangeness of her complexion. But as 
soon as he met a stolen glance out of those eyes unveiled, his soul shuddered within him. 
Lovely face and craving eyes alternated fascination and repulsion.  

The mother placed the bowl in his hands. He drank sparingly, and passed it to the 
girl. She lifted it to her lips, and as she tasted-only tasted it-looked at him. He thought the 
drink must have been drugged and have affected his brain. Her hair smoothed itself back, 
and drew her forehead backwards with it; while the lower part of her face projected 
towards the bowl, revealing, ere she sipped, her dazzling teeth in strange prominence. But 
the same moment the vision vanished; she returned the vessel to her mother, and rising, 
hurried out of the cottage.  



Then the old woman pointed to a bed of heather in one corner with a murmured 
apology; and the student, wearied both with the fatigues of the day and the strangeness of 
the night, threw himself upon it, wrapped in his cloak. The moment he lay down, the 
storm began afresh, and the wind blew so keenly through the crannies of the hut, that it 
was only by drawing his cloak over his head that he could protect himself from its 
currents. Unable to sleep, he lay listening to the uproar which grew in violence, till the 
spray was dashing against the window. At length the door opened, and the young woman 
came in, made up the fire, drew the bench before it, and lay down in the same strange 
posture, with her chin propped on her hand and elbow, and her face turned towards the 
youth. He moved a little; she dropped her head, and lay on her face, with her arms 
crossed beneath her forehead. The mother had disappeared.  

Drowsiness crept over him. A movement of the bench roused him, and he fancied he 
saw some four-footed creature as tall as a large dog trot quietly out of the door. He was 
sure he felt a rush of cold wind. Gazing fixedly through the darkness, he thought he saw 
the eyes of the damsel encountering his, but a glow from the falling together of the 
remnants of the fire revealed clearly enough that the bench was vacant. Wondering what 
could have made her go out in such a storm, he fell fast asleep.  

In the middle of the night he felt a pain in his shoulder, came broad awake, and saw 
the gleaming eyes and grinning teeth of some animal close to his face. Its claws were in 
his shoulder, and its mouth in the act of seeking his throat. Before it had fixed its fangs, 
however, he had its throat in one hand, and sought his knife with the other. A terrible 
struggle followed; but regardless of the tearing claws, he found and opened his knife. He 
had made one futile stab, and was drawing it for a surer, when, with a spring of the whole 
body, and one wildly contorted effort, the creature twisted its neck from his hold, and 
with something betwixt a scream and a howl, darted from him. Again he heard the door 
open; again the wind blew in upon him, and it continued blowing; a sheet of spray dashed 
across the floor, and over his face. He sprung from his couch and bounded to the door.  

It was a wild night-dark, but for the flash of whiteness from the waves as they broke 
within a few yards of the cottage; the wind was raving, and the rain pouring down the air. 
A gruesome sound as of mingled weeping and howling came from somewhere in the 
dark. He turned again into the hut and closed the door, but could find no way of securing 
it.  

The lamp was nearly out, and he could not be certain whether the form of the young 
woman was upon the bench or not. Overcoming a strong repugnance, he approached it, 
and put out his hands-there was nothing there. He sat down and waited for the daylight: 
he dared not sleep any more.  

When the day dawned at length, he went out yet again, and looked around. The 
morning was dim and gusty and gray. The wind had fallen, but the waves were tossing 
wildly. He wandered up and down the little strand, longing for more light.  



At length he heard a movement in the cottage. By and by the voice of the old woman 
called to him from the door.  

"You're up early, sir. I doubt you didn't sleep well."  

"Not very well," he answered. "But where is your daughter?"  

"She's not awake yet," said the mother. "I'm afraid I have but a poor breakfast for 
you. But you'll take a dram and a bit of fish. It's all I've got."  

Unwilling to hurt her, though hardly in good appetite, he sat down at the table. 
While they were eating, the daughter came in, but turned her face away and went to the 
farther end of the hut. When she came forward after a minute or two, the youth saw that 
her hair was drenched, and her face whiter than before. She looked ill and faint, and when 
she raised her eyes, all their fierceness had vanished, and sadness had taken its place. Her 
neck was now covered with a cotton handkerchief. She was modestly attentive to him, 
and no longer shunned his gaze. He was gradually yielding to the temptation of braving 
another night in the hut, and seeing what would follow, when the old woman spoke.  

"The weather will be broken all day, sir," she said. "You had better be going, or your 
friends will leave without you."  

Ere he could answer, he saw such a beseeching glance on the face of the girl, that he 
hesitated, confused. Glancing at the mother, he saw the flash of wrath in her face. She 
rose and approached her daughter, with her hand lifted to strike her. The young woman 
stooped her head with a cry. He darted round the table to interpose between them. But the 
mother had caught hold of her; the handkerchief had fallen from her neck; and the youth 
saw five blue bruises on her lovely throat-the marks of the four fingers and the thumb of 
a left hand. With a cry of horror he darted from the house, but as he reached the door he 
turned. His hostess was lying motionless on the floor, and a huge gray wolf came 
bounding after him.  

There was no weapon at hand; and if there had been, his inborn chivalry would 
never have allowed him to harm a woman even under the guise of a wolf. Instinctively, 
he set himself firm, leaning a little forward, with half outstretched arms, and hands 
curved ready to clutch again at the throat upon which he had left those pitiful marks. But 
the creature as she sprung eluded his grasp, and just as he expected to feel her fangs, he 
found a woman weeping on his bosom, with her arms around his neck. The next instant, 
the gray wolf broke from him, and bounded howling up the cliff. Recovering himself as 
he best might, the youth followed, for it was the only way to the moor above, across 
which he must now make his way to find his companions.  

All at once he heard the sound of a crunching of bones-not as if a creature was 
eating them, but as if they were ground by the teeth of rage and disappointment; looking 
up, he saw close above him the mouth of the little cavern in which he had taken refuge 



the day before. Summoning all his resolution, he passed it slowly and softly. From within 
came the sounds of a mingled moaning and growling.  

Having reached the top, he ran at full speed for some distance across the moor 
before venturing to look behind him. When at length he did so, he saw, against the sky, 
the girl standing on the edge of the cliff, wringing her hands. One solitary wail crossed 
the space between. She made no attempt to follow him, and he reached the opposite shore 
in safety.  

 

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON (1850-1894) has the distinction of writing, according to 
Stephen King, the quintessential werewolf story. Only there is no werewolf in it. This is 
because he is referring to the classic, The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll & Mr. Hyde (1886). 
Stevenson, who was Scottish and familiar with werewolf lore, did write one tale of 
lycanthropy, though he set it in Spain and it doesn’t really feature a lot of hairy monsters 
either. “Olalla” is a quite werewolf story, much in the nature of Webster’s Duchess of 
Malfi. Are there real monsters or is the writer being more “symbolic”? You decide. 

 

OLALLA (1885) 

‘NOW,’ said the doctor, ‘my part is done, and, I may say, with some vanity, well 
done. It remains only to get you out of this cold and poisonous city, and to give you two 
months of a pure air and an easy conscience. The last is your affair. To the first I think I 
can help you. It fells indeed rather oddly; it was but the other day the Padre came in from 
the country; and as he and I are old friends, although of contrary professions, he applied 
to me in a matter of distress among some of his parishioners. This was a family — but 
you are ignorant of Spain, and even the names of our grandees are hardly known to you; 
suffice it, then, that they were once great people, and are now fallen to the brink of 
destitution. Nothing now belongs to them but the residencia, and certain leagues of desert 
mountain, in the greater part of which not even a goat could support life. But the house is 
a fine old place, and stands at a great height among the hills, and most salubriously; and I 
had no sooner heard my friend’s tale, than I remembered you. I told him I had a wounded 
officer, wounded in the good cause, who was now able to make a change; and I proposed 
that his friends should take you for a lodger. Instantly the Padre’s face grew dark, as I had 
maliciously foreseen it would. It was out of the question, he said. Then let them starve, 
said I, for I have no sympathy with tatterdemalion pride. There–upon we separated, not 
very content with one another; but yesterday, to my wonder, the Padre returned and made 
a submission: the difficulty, he said, he had found upon enquiry to be less than he had 
feared; or, in other words, these proud people had put their pride in their pocket. I closed 
with the offer; and, subject to your approval, I have taken rooms for you in the residencia. 
The air of these mountains will renew your blood; and the quiet in which you will there 
live is worth all the medicines in the world.’ 



‘Doctor,’ said I, ‘you have been throughout my good angel, and your advice is a 
command. But tell me, if you please, something of the family with which I am to reside.’ 

‘I am coming to that,’ replied my friend; ‘and, indeed, there is a difficulty in the 
way. These beggars are, as I have said, of very high descent and swollen with the most 
baseless vanity; they have lived for some generations in a growing isolation, drawing 
away, on either hand, from the rich who had now become too high for them, and from the 
poor, whom they still regarded as too low; and even to–day, when poverty forces them to 
unfasten their door to a guest, they cannot do so without a most ungracious stipulation. 
You are to remain, they say, a stranger; they will give you attendance, but they refuse 
from the first the idea of the smallest intimacy.’ 

I will not deny that I was piqued, and perhaps the feeling strengthened my desire 
to go, for I was confident that I could break down that barrier if I desired. ‘There is 
nothing offensive in such a stipulation,’ said I; ‘and I even sympathise with the feeling 
that inspired it.’ 

‘It is true they have never seen you,’ returned the doctor politely; ‘and if they 
knew you were the handsomest and the most pleasant man that ever came from England 
(where I am told that handsome men are common, but pleasant ones not so much so), 
they would doubtless make you welcome with a better grace. But since you take the thing 
so well, it matters not. To me, indeed, it seems discourteous. But you will find yourself 
the gainer. The family will not much tempt you. A mother, a son, and a daughter; an old 
woman said to be halfwitted, a country lout, and a country girl, who stands very high 
with her confessor, and is, therefore,’ chuckled the physician, ‘most likely plain; there is 
not much in that to attract the fancy of a dashing officer.’ 

‘And yet you say they are high–born,’ I objected. 

‘Well, as to that, I should distinguish,’ returned the doctor. ‘The mother is; not so 
the children. The mother was the last representative of a princely stock, degenerate both 
in parts and fortune. Her father was not only poor, he was mad: and the girl ran wild 
about the residencia till his death. Then, much of the fortune having died with him, and 
the family being quite extinct, the girl ran wilder than ever, until at last she married, 
Heaven knows whom, a muleteer some say, others a smuggler; while there are some who 
uphold there was no marriage at all, and that Felipe and Olalla are bastards. The union, 
such as it was, was tragically dissolved some years ago; but they live in such seclusion, 
and the country at that time was in so much disorder, that the precise manner of the man’s 
end is known only to the priest — if even to him.’ 

‘I begin to think I shall have strange experiences,’ said I. 

‘I would not romance, if I were you,’ replied the doctor; ‘you will find, I fear, a 
very grovelling and commonplace reality. Felipe, for instance, I have seen. And what am 
I to say? He is very rustic, very cunning, very loutish, and, I should say, an innocent; the 
others are probably to match. No, no, senor commandante, you must seek congenial 



society among the great sights of our mountains; and in these at least, if you are at all a 
lover of the works of nature, I promise you will not be disappointed.’ 

The next day Felipe came for me in a rough country cart, drawn by a mule; and a 
little before the stroke of noon, after I had said farewell to the doctor, the innkeeper, and 
different good souls who had befriended me during my sickness, we set forth out of the 
city by the Eastern gate, and began to ascend into the Sierra. I had been so long a 
prisoner, since I was left behind for dying after the loss of the convoy, that the mere smell 
of the earth set me smiling. The country through which we went was wild and rocky, 
partially covered with rough woods, now of the cork–tree, and now of the great Spanish 
chestnut, and frequently intersected by the beds of mountain torrents. The sun shone, the 
wind rustled joyously; and we had advanced some miles, and the city had already shrunk 
into an inconsiderable knoll upon the plain behind us, before my attention began to be 
diverted to the companion of my drive. To the eye, he seemed but a diminutive, loutish, 
well–made country lad, such as the doctor had described, mighty quick and active, but 
devoid of any culture; and this first impression was with most observers final. What 
began to strike me was his familiar, chattering talk; so strangely inconsistent with the 
terms on which I was to be received; and partly from his imperfect enunciation, partly 
from the sprightly incoherence of the matter, so very difficult to follow clearly without an 
effort of the mind. It is true I had before talked with persons of a similar mental 
constitution; persons who seemed to live (as he did) by the senses, taken and possessed 
by the visual object of the moment and unable to discharge their minds of that 
impression. His seemed to me (as I sat, distantly giving ear) a kind of conversation proper 
to drivers, who pass much of their time in a great vacancy of the intellect and threading 
the sights of a familiar country. But this was not the case of Felipe; by his own account, 
he was a home–keeper; ‘I wish I was there now,’ he said; and then, spying a tree by the 
wayside, he broke off to tell me that he had once seen a crow among its branches. 

‘A crow?’ I repeated, struck by the ineptitude of the remark, and thinking I had 
heard imperfectly. 

But by this time he was already filled with a new idea; hearkening with a rapt 
intentness, his head on one side, his face puckered; and he struck me rudely, to make me 
hold my peace. Then he smiled and shook his head. 

‘What did you hear?’ I asked. 

‘O, it is all right,’ he said; and began encouraging his mule with cries that echoed 
unhumanly up the mountain walls. 

I looked at him more closely. He was superlatively well–built, light, and lithe and 
strong; he was well–featured; his yellow eyes were very large, though, perhaps, not very 
expressive; take him altogether, he was a pleasant–looking lad, and I had no fault to find 
with him, beyond that he was of a dusky hue, and inclined to hairyness; two 
characteristics that I disliked. It was his mind that puzzled, and yet attracted me. The 
doctor’s phrase — an innocent — came back to me; and I was wondering if that were, 



after all, the true description, when the road began to go down into the narrow and naked 
chasm of a torrent. The waters thundered tumultuously in the bottom; and the ravine was 
filled full of the sound, the thin spray, and the claps of wind, that accompanied their 
descent. The scene was certainly impressive; but the road was in that part very securely 
walled in; the mule went steadily forward; and I was astonished to perceive the paleness 
of terror in the face of my companion. The voice of that wild river was inconstant, now 
sinking lower as if in weariness, now doubling its hoarse tones; momentary freshets 
seemed to swell its volume, sweeping down the gorge, raving and booming against the 
barrier walls; and I observed it was at each of these accessions to the clamour, that my 
driver more particularly winced and blanched. Some thoughts of Scottish superstition and 
the river Kelpie, passed across my mind; I wondered if perchance the like were prevalent 
in that part of Spain; and turning to Felipe, sought to draw him out. 

‘What is the matter?’ I asked. 

‘O, I am afraid,’ he replied. 

‘Of what are you afraid?’ I returned. ‘This seems one of the safest places on this 
very dangerous road.’ 

‘It makes a noise,’ he said, with a simplicity of awe that set my doubts at rest. 

The lad was but a child in intellect; his mind was like his body, active and swift, 
but stunted in development; and I began from that time forth to regard him with a 
measure of pity, and to listen at first with indulgence, and at last even with pleasure, to 
his disjointed babble. 

By about four in the afternoon we had crossed the summit of the mountain line, 
said farewell to the western sunshine, and began to go down upon the other side, skirting 
the edge of many ravines and moving through the shadow of dusky woods. There rose 
upon all sides the voice of falling water, not condensed and formidable as in the gorge of 
the river, but scattered and sounding gaily and musically from glen to glen. Here, too, the 
spirits of my driver mended, and he began to sing aloud in a falsetto voice, and with a 
singular bluntness of musical perception, never true either to melody or key, but 
wandering at will, and yet somehow with an effect that was natural and pleasing, like that 
of the of birds. As the dusk increased, I fell more and more under the spell of this artless 
warbling, listening and waiting for some articulate air, and still disappointed; and when at 
last I asked him what it was he sang — ‘O,’ cried he, ‘I am just singing!’ Above all, I was 
taken with a trick he had of unweariedly repeating the same note at little intervals; it was 
not so monotonous as you would think, or, at least, not disagreeable; and it seemed to 
breathe a wonderful contentment with what is, such as we love to fancy in the attitude of 
trees, or the quiescence of a pool. 

Night had fallen dark before we came out upon a plateau, and drew up a little 
after, before a certain lump of superior blackness which I could only conjecture to be the 
residencia. Here, my guide, getting down from the cart, hooted and whistled for a long 



time in vain; until at last an old peasant man came towards us from somewhere in the 
surrounding dark, carrying a candle in his hand. By the light of this I was able to perceive 
a great arched doorway of a Moorish character: it was closed by iron–studded gates, in 
one of the leaves of which Felipe opened a wicket. The peasant carried off the cart to 
some out–building; but my guide and I passed through the wicket, which was closed 
again behind us; and by the glimmer of the candle, passed through a court, up a stone 
stair, along a section of an open gallery, and up more stairs again, until we came at last to 
the door of a great and somewhat bare apartment. This room, which I understood was to 
be mine, was pierced by three windows, lined with some lustrous wood disposed in 
panels, and carpeted with the skins of many savage animals. A bright fire burned in the 
chimney, and shed abroad a changeful flicker; close up to the blaze there was drawn a 
table, laid for supper; and in the far end a bed stood ready. I was pleased by these 
preparations, and said so to Felipe; and he, with the same simplicity of disposition that I 
held already remarked in him, warmly re–echoed my praises. ‘A fine room,’ he said; ‘a 
very fine room. And fire, too; fire is good; it melts out the pleasure in your bones. And 
the bed,’ he continued, carrying over the candle in that direction — ‘see what fine sheets 
— how soft, how smooth, smooth;’ and he passed his hand again and again over their 
texture, and then laid down his head and rubbed his cheeks among them with a grossness 
of content that somehow offended me. I took the candle from his hand (for I feared he 
would set the bed on fire) and walked back to the supper–table, where, perceiving a 
measure of wine, I poured out a cup and called to him to come and drink of it. He started 
to his feet at once and ran to me with a strong expression of hope; but when he saw the 
wine, he visibly shuddered. 

‘Oh, no,’ he said, ‘not that; that is for you. I hate it.’ 

‘Very well, Senor,’ said I; ‘then I will drink to your good health, and to the 
prosperity of your house and family. Speaking of which,’ I added, after I had drunk, 
‘shall I not have the pleasure of laying my salutations in person at the feet of the Senora, 
your mother?’ 

But at these words all the childishness passed out of his face, and was succeeded 
by a look of indescribable cunning and secrecy. He backed away from me at the same 
time, as though I were an animal about to leap or some dangerous fellow with a weapon, 
and when he had got near the door, glowered at me sullenly with contracted pupils. ‘No,’ 
he said at last, and the next moment was gone noiselessly out of the room; and I heard his 
footing die away downstairs as light as rainfall, and silence closed over the house. 

After I had supped I drew up the table nearer to the bed and began to prepare for 
rest; but in the new position of the light, I was struck by a picture on the wall. It 
represented a woman, still young. To judge by her costume and the mellow unity which 
reigned over the canvas, she had long been dead; to judge by the vivacity of the attitude, 
the eyes and the features, I might have been beholding in a mirror the image of life. Her 
figure was very slim and strong, and of a just proportion; red tresses lay like a crown over 
her brow; her eyes, of a very golden brown, held mine with a look; and her face, which 
was perfectly shaped, was yet marred by a cruel, sullen, and sensual expression. 



Something in both face and figure, something exquisitely intangible, like the echo of an 
echo, suggested the features and bearing of my guide; and I stood awhile, unpleasantly 
attracted and wondering at the oddity of the resemblance. The common, carnal stock of 
that race, which had been originally designed for such high dames as the one now looking 
on me from the canvas, had fallen to baser uses, wearing country clothes, sitting on the 
shaft and holding the reins of a mule cart, to bring home a lodger. Perhaps an actual link 
subsisted; perhaps some scruple of the delicate flesh that was once clothed upon with the 
satin and brocade of the dead lady, now winced at the rude contact of Felipe’s frieze. 

The first light of the morning shone full upon the portrait, and, as I lay awake, my 
eyes continued to dwell upon it with growing complacency; its beauty crept about my 
heart insidiously, silencing my scruples one after another; and while I knew that to love 
such a woman were to sign and seal one’s own sentence of degeneration, I still knew that, 
if she were alive, I should love her. Day after day the double knowledge of her 
wickedness and of my weakness grew clearer. She came to be the heroine of many day–
dreams, in which her eyes led on to, and sufficiently rewarded, crimes. She cast a dark 
shadow on my fancy; and when I was out in the free air of heaven, taking vigorous 
exercise and healthily renewing the current of my blood, it was often a glad thought to 
me that my enchantress was safe in the grave, her wand of beauty broken, her lips closed 
in silence, her philtre spilt. And yet I had a half–lingering terror that she might not be 
dead after all, but re–arisen in the body of some descendant. 

Felipe served my meals in my own apartment; and his resemblance to the portrait 
haunted me. At times it was not; at times, upon some change of attitude or flash of 
expression, it would leap out upon me like a ghost. It was above all in his ill tempers that 
the likeness triumphed. He certainly liked me; he was proud of my notice, which he 
sought to engage by many simple and childlike devices; he loved to sit close before my 
fire, talking his broken talk or singing his odd, endless, wordless songs, and sometimes 
drawing his hand over my clothes with an affectionate manner of caressing that never 
failed to cause in me an embarrassment of which I was ashamed. But for all that, he was 
capable of flashes of causeless anger and fits of sturdy sullenness. At a word of reproof, I 
have seen him upset the dish of which I was about to eat, and this not surreptitiously, but 
with defiance; and similarly at a hint of inquisition. I was not unnaturally curious, being 
in a strange place and surrounded by string people; but at the shadow of a question, he 
shrank back, lowering and dangerous. Then it was that, for a fraction of a second, this 
rough lad might have been the brother of the lady in the frame. But these humours were 
swift to pass; and the resemblance died along with them. 

In these first days I saw nothing of any one but Felipe, unless the portrait is to be 
counted; and since the lad was plainly of weak mind, and had moments of passion, it may 
be wondered that I bore his dangerous neighbourhood with equanimity. As a matter of 
fact, it was for some time irksome; but it happened before long that I obtained over him 
so complete a mastery as set my disquietude at rest. 

It fell in this way. He was by nature slothful, and much of a vagabond, and yet he 
kept by the house, and not only waited upon my wants, but laboured every day in the 



garden or small farm to the south of the residencia. Here he would be joined by the 
peasant whom I had seen on the night of my arrival, and who dwelt at the far end of the 
enclosure, about half a mile away, in a rude out–house; but it was plain to me that, of 
these two, it was Felipe who did most; and though I would sometimes see him throw 
down his spade and go to sleep among the very plants he had been digging, his constancy 
and energy were admirable in themselves, and still more so since I was well assured they 
were foreign to his disposition and the fruit of an ungrateful effort. But while I admired, I 
wondered what had called forth in a lad so shuttle–witted this enduring sense of duty. 
How was it sustained? I asked myself, and to what length did it prevail over his instincts? 
The priest was possibly his inspirer; but the priest came one day to the residencia. I saw 
him both come and go after an interval of close upon an hour, from a knoll where I was 
sketching, and all that time Felipe continued to labour undisturbed in the garden. 

At last, in a very unworthy spirit, I determined to debauch the lad from his good 
resolutions, and, way–laying him at the gate, easily pursuaded him to join me in a ramble. 
It was a fine day, and the woods to which I led him were green and pleasant and sweet–
smelling and alive with the hum of insects. Here he discovered himself in a fresh 
character, mounting up to heights of gaiety that abashed me, and displaying an energy 
and grace of movement that delighted the eye. He leaped, he ran round me in mere glee; 
he would stop, and look and listen, and seem to drink in the world like a cordial; and then 
he would suddenly spring into a tree with one bound, and hang and gambol there like one 
at home. Little as he said to me, and that of not much import, I have rarely enjoyed more 
stirring company; the sight of his delight was a continual feast; the speed and accuracy of 
his movements pleased me to the heart; and I might have been so thoughtlessly unkind as 
to make a habit of these wants, had not chance prepared a very rude conclusion to my 
pleasure. By some swiftness or dexterity the lad captured a squirrel in a tree top. He was 
then some way ahead of me, but I saw him drop to the ground and crouch there, crying 
aloud for pleasure like a child. The sound stirred my sympathies, it was so fresh and 
innocent; but as I bettered my pace to draw near, the cry of the squirrel knocked upon my 
heart. I have heard and seen much of the cruelty of lads, and above all of peasants; but 
what I now beheld struck me into a passion of anger. I thrust the fellow aside, plucked the 
poor brute out of his hands, and with swift mercy killed it. Then I turned upon the 
torturer, spoke to him long out of the heat of my indignation, calling him names at which 
he seemed to wither; and at length, pointing toward the residencia, bade him begone and 
leave me, for I chose to walk with men, not with vermin. He fell upon his knees, and, the 
words coming to him with more cleanness than usual, poured out a stream of the most 
touching supplications, begging me in mercy to forgive him, to forget what he had done, 
to look to the future. ‘O, I try so hard,’ he said. ‘O, commandante, bear with Felipe this 
once; he will never be a brute again!’ Thereupon, much more affected than I cared to 
show, I suffered myself to be persuaded, and at last shook hands with him and made it up. 
But the squirrel, by way of penance, I made him bury; speaking of the poor thing’s 
beauty, telling him what pains it had suffered, and how base a thing was the abuse of 
strength. ‘See, Felipe,’ said I, ‘you are strong indeed; but in my hands you are as helpless 
as that poor thing of the trees. Give me your hand in mine. You cannot remove it. Now 
suppose that I were cruel like you, and took a pleasure in pain. I only tighten my hold, 
and see how you suffer.’ He screamed aloud, his face stricken ashy and dotted with 



needle points of sweat; and when I set him free, he fell to the earth and nursed his hand 
and moaned over it like a baby. But he took the lesson in good part; and whether from 
that, or from what I had said to him, or the higher notion he now had of my bodily 
strength, his original affection was changed into a dog–like, adoring fidelity. 

Meanwhile I gained rapidly in health. The residencia stood on the crown of a 
stony plateau; on every side the mountains hemmed it about; only from the roof, where 
was a bartizan, there might be seen between two peaks, a small segment of plain, blue 
with extreme distance. The air in these altitudes moved freely and largely; great clouds 
congregated there, and were broken up by the wind and left in tatters on the hilltops; a 
hoarse, and yet faint rumbling of torrents rose from all round; and one could there study 
all the ruder and more ancient characters of nature in something of their pristine force. I 
delighted from the first in the vigorous scenery and changeful weather; nor less in the 
antique and dilapidated mansion where I dwelt. This was a large oblong, flanked at two 
opposite corners by bastion–like projections, one of which commanded the door, while 
both were loopholed for musketry. The lower storey was, besides, naked of windows, so 
that the building, if garrisoned, could not be carried without artillery. It enclosed an open 
court planted with pomegranate trees. From this a broad flight of marble stairs ascended 
to an open gallery, running all round and resting, towards the court, on slender pillars. 
Thence again, several enclosed stairs led to the upper storeys of the house, which were 
thus broken up into distinct divisions. The windows, both within and without, were 
closely shuttered; some of the stone–work in the upper parts had fallen; the roof, in one 
place, had been wrecked in one of the flurries of wind which were common in these 
mountains; and the whole house, in the strong, beating sunlight, and standing out above a 
grove of stunted cork–trees, thickly laden and discoloured with dust, looked like the 
sleeping palace of the legend. The court, in particular, seemed the very home of slumber. 
A hoarse cooing of doves haunted about the eaves; the winds were excluded, but when 
they blew outside, the mountain dust fell here as thick as rain, and veiled the red bloom 
of the pomegranates; shuttered windows and the closed doors of numerous cellars, and 
the vacant, arches of the gallery, enclosed it; and all day long the sun made broken 
profiles on the four sides, and paraded the shadow of the pillars on the gallery floor. At 
the ground level there was, however, a certain pillared recess, which bore the marks of 
human habitation. Though it was open in front upon the court, it was yet provided with a 
chimney, where a wood fire would he always prettily blazing; and the tile floor was 
littered with the skins of animals. 

It was in this place that I first saw my hostess. She had drawn one of the skins 
forward and sat in the sun, leaning against a pillar. It was her dress that struck me first of 
all, for it was rich and brightly coloured, and shone out in that dusty courtyard with 
something of the same relief as the flowers of the pomegranates. At a second look it was 
her beauty of person that took hold of me. As she sat back — watching me, I thought, 
though with invisible eyes — and wearing at the same time an expression of almost 
imbecile good–humour and contentment, she showed a perfectness of feature and a quiet 
nobility of attitude that were beyond a statue’s. I took off my hat to her in passing, and 
her face puckered with suspicion as swiftly and lightly as a pool ruffles in the breeze; but 
she paid no heed to my courtesy. I went forth on my customary walk a trifle daunted, her 



idol–like impassivity haunting me; and when I returned, although she was still in much 
the same posture, I was half surprised to see that she had moved as far as the next pillar, 
following the sunshine. This time, however, she addressed me with some trivial 
salutation, civilly enough conceived, and uttered in the same deep–chested, and yet 
indistinct and lisping tones, that had already baffled the utmost niceness of my hearing 
from her son. I answered rather at a venture; for not only did I fail to take her meaning 
with precision, but the sudden disclosure of her eyes disturbed me. They were unusually 
large, the iris golden like Felipe’s, but the pupil at that moment so distended that they 
seemed almost black; and what affected me was not so much their size as (what was 
perhaps its consequence) the singular insignificance of their regard. A look more blankly 
stupid I have never met. My eyes dropped before it even as I spoke, and I went on my 
way upstairs to my own room, at once baffled and embarrassed. Yet, when I came there 
and saw the face of the portrait, I was again reminded of the miracle of family descent. 
My hostess was, indeed, both older and fuller in person; her eyes were of a different 
colour; her face, besides, was not only free from the ill–significance that offended and 
attracted me in the painting; it was devoid of either good or bad — a moral blank 
expressing literally naught. And yet there was a likeness, not so much speaking as 
immanent, not so much in any particular feature as upon the whole. It should seem, I 
thought, as if when the master set his signature to that grave canvas, he had not only 
caught the image of one smiling and false–eyed woman, but stamped the essential quality 
of a race. 

From that day forth, whether I came or went, I was sure to find the Senora seated 
in the sun against a pillar, or stretched on a rug before the fire; only at times she would 
shift her station to the top round of the stone staircase, where she lay with the same 
nonchalance right across my path. In all these days, I never knew her to display the least 
spark of energy beyond what she expended in brushing and re–brushing her copious 
copper–coloured hair, or in lisping out, in the rich and broken hoarseness of her voice, 
her customary idle salutations to myself. These, I think, were her two chief pleasures, 
beyond that of mere quiescence. She seemed always proud of her remarks, as though they 
had been witticisms: and, indeed, though they were empty enough, like the conversation 
of many respectable persons, and turned on a very narrow range of subjects, they were 
never meaningless or incoherent; nay, they had a certain beauty of their own, breathing, 
as they did, of her entire contentment. Now she would speak of the warmth, in which 
(like her son) she greatly delighted; now of the flowers of the pomegranate trees, and now 
of the white doves and long–winged swallows that fanned the air of the court. The birds 
excited her. As they raked the eaves in their swift flight, or skimmed sidelong past her 
with a rush of wind, she would sometimes stir, and sit a little up, and seem to awaken 
from her doze of satisfaction. But for the rest of her days she lay luxuriously folded on 
herself and sunk in sloth and pleasure. Her invincible content at first annoyed me, but I 
came gradually to find repose in the spectacle, until at last it grew to be my habit to sit 
down beside her four times in the day, both coming and going, and to talk with her 
sleepily, I scarce knew of what. I had come to like her dull, almost animal 
neighbourhood; her beauty and her stupidity soothed and amused me. I began to find a 
kind of transcendental good sense in her remarks, and her unfathomable good nature 
moved me to admiration and envy. The liking was returned; she enjoyed my presence 



half–unconsciously, as a man in deep meditation may enjoy the babbling of a brook. I can 
scarce say she brightened when I came, for satisfaction was written on her face eternally, 
as on some foolish statue’s; but I was made conscious of her pleasure by some more 
intimate communication than the sight. And one day, as I set within reach of her on the 
marble step, she suddenly shot forth one of her hands and patted mine. The thing was 
done, and she was back in her accustomed attitude, before my mind had received 
intelligence of the caress; and when I turned to look her in the face I could perceive no 
answerable sentiment. It was plain she attached no moment to the act, and I blamed 
myself for my own more uneasy consciousness. 

The sight and (if I may so call it) the acquaintance of the mother confirmed the 
view I had already taken of the son. The family blood had been impoverished, perhaps by 
long inbreeding, which I knew to be a common error among the proud and the exclusive. 
No decline, indeed, was to be traced in the body, which had been handed down 
unimpaired in shapeliness and strength; and the faces of to–day were struck as sharply 
from the mint, as the face of two centuries ago that smiled upon me from the portrait. But 
the intelligence (that more precious heirloom) was degenerate; the treasure of ancestral 
memory ran low; and it had required the potent, plebeian crossing of a muleteer or 
mountain contrabandista to raise, what approached hebetude in the mother, into the active 
oddity of the son. Yet of the two, it was the mother I preferred. Of Felipe, vengeful and 
placable, full of starts and shyings, inconstant as a hare, I could even conceive as a 
creature possibly noxious. Of the mother I had no thoughts but those of kindness. And 
indeed, as spectators are apt ignorantly to take sides, I grew something of a partisan in the 
enmity which I perceived to smoulder between them. True, it seemed mostly on the 
mother’s part. She would sometimes draw in her breath as he came near, and the pupils of 
her vacant eyes would contract as if with horror or fear. Her emotions, such as they were, 
were much upon the surface and readily shared; and this latent repulsion occupied my 
mind, and kept me wondering on what grounds it rested, and whether the son was 
certainly in fault. 

I had been about ten days in the residencia, when there sprang up a high and harsh 
wind, carrying clouds of dust. It came out of malarious lowlands, and over several snowy 
sierras. The nerves of those on whom it blew were strung and jangled; their eyes smarted 
with the dust; their legs ached under the burthen of their body; and the touch of one hand 
upon another grew to be odious. The wind, besides, came down the gullies of the hills 
and stormed about the house with a great, hollow buzzing and whistling that was 
wearisome to the ear and dismally depressing to the mind. It did not so much blow in 
gusts as with the steady sweep of a waterfall, so that there was no remission of 
discomfort while it blew. But higher upon the mountain, it was probably of a more 
variable strength, with accesses of fury; for there came down at times a far–off wailing, 
infinitely grievous to hear; and at times, on one of the high shelves or terraces, there 
would start up, and then disperse, a tower of dust, like the smoke of in explosion. 

I no sooner awoke in bed than I was conscious of the nervous tension and 
depression of the weather, and the effect grew stronger as the day proceeded. It was in 
vain that I resisted; in vain that I set forth upon my customary morning’s walk; the 



irrational, unchanging fury of the storm had soon beat down my strength and wrecked my 
temper; and I returned to the residencia, glowing with dry heat, and foul and gritty with 
dust. The court had a forlorn appearance; now and then a glimmer of sun fled over it; 
now and then the wind swooped down upon the pomegranates, and scattered the 
blossoms, and set the window shutters clapping on the wall. In the recess the Senora was 
pacing to and fro with a flushed countenance and bright eyes; I thought, too, she was 
speaking to herself, like one in anger. But when I addressed her with my customary 
salutation, she only replied by a sharp gesture and continued her walk. The weather had 
distempered even this impassive creature; and as I went on upstairs I was the less 
ashamed of my own discomposure. 

All day the wind continued; and I sat in my room and made a feint of reading, or 
walked up and down, and listened to the riot overhead. Night fell, and I had not so much 
as a candle. I began to long for some society, and stole down to the court. It was now 
plunged in the blue of the first darkness; but the recess was redly lighted by the fire. The 
wood had been piled high, and was crowned by a shock of flames, which the draught of 
the chimney brandished to and fro. In this strong and shaken brightness the Senora 
continued pacing from wall to wall with disconnected gestures, clasping her hands, 
stretching forth her arms, throwing back her head as in appeal to heaven. In these 
disordered movements the beauty and grace of the woman showed more clearly; but there 
was a light in her eye that struck on me unpleasantly; and when I had looked on awhile in 
silence, and seemingly unobserved, I turned tail as I had come, and groped my way back 
again to my own chamber. 

By the time Felipe brought my supper and lights, my nerve was utterly gone; and, 
had the lad been such as I was used to seeing him, I should have kept him (even by force 
had that been necessary) to take off the edge from my distasteful solitude. But on Felipe, 
also, the wind had exercised its influence. He had been feverish all day; now that the 
night had come he was fallen into a low and tremulous humour that reacted on my own. 
The sight of his scared face, his starts and pallors and sudden harkenings, unstrung me; 
and when he dropped and broke a dish, I fairly leaped out of my seat. 

‘I think we are all mad to–day,’ said I, affecting to laugh. 

‘It is the black wind,’ he replied dolefully. ‘You feel as if you must do something, 
and you don’t know what it is.’ 

I noted the aptness of the description; but, indeed, Felipe had sometimes a strange 
felicity in rendering into words the sensations of the body. ‘And your mother, too,’ said I; 
‘she seems to feel this weather much. Do you not fear she may be unwell?’ 

He stared at me a little, and then said, ‘No,’ almost defiantly; and the next 
moment, carrying his hand to his brow, cried out lamentably on the wind and the noise 
that made his head go round like a millwheel. ‘Who can be well?’ he cried; and, indeed, I 
could only echo his question, for I was disturbed enough myself. 



I went to bed early, wearied with day–long restlessness, but the poisonous nature of the 
wind, and its ungodly and unintermittent uproar, would not suffer me to sleep. I lay there 
and tossed, my nerves and senses on the stretch. At times I would doze, dream horribly, 
and wake again; and these snatches of oblivion confused me as to time. But it must have 
been late on in the night, when I was suddenly startled by an outbreak of pitiable and 
hateful cries. I leaped from my bed, supposing I had dreamed; but the cries still continued 
to fill the house, cries of pain, I thought, but certainly of rage also, and so savage and 
discordant that they shocked the heart. It was no illusion; some living thing, some lunatic 
or some wild animal, was being foully tortured. The thought of Felipe and the squirrel 
flashed into my mind, and I ran to the door, but it had been locked from the outside; and I 
might shake it as I pleased, I was a fast prisoner. Still the cries continued. Now they 
would dwindle down into a moaning that seemed to be articulate, and at these times I 
made sure they must be human; and again they would break forth and fill the house with 
ravings worthy of hell. I stood at the door and gave ear to them, till at, last they died 
away. Long after that, I still lingered and still continued to hear them mingle in fancy 
with the storming of the wind; and when at last I crept to my bed, it was with a deadly 
sickness and a blackness of horror on my heart. 

It was little wonder if I slept no more. Why had I been locked in? What had 
passed? Who was the author of these indescribable and shocking cries? A human being? 
It was inconceivable. A beast? The cries were scarce quite bestial; and what animal, short 
of a lion or a tiger, could thus shake the solid walls of the residencia? And while I was 
thus turning over the elements of the mystery, it came into my mind that I had not yet set 
eyes upon the daughter of the house. What was more probable than that the daughter of 
the Senora, and the sister of Felipe, should be herself insane? Or, what more likely than 
that these ignorant and half–witted people should seek to manage an afflicted kinswoman 
by violence? Here was a solution; and yet when I called to mind the cries (which I never 
did without a shuddering chill) it seemed altogether insufficient: not even cruelty could 
wring such cries from madness. But of one thing I was sure: I could not live in a house 
where such a thing was half conceivable, and not probe the matter home and, if 
necessary, interfere. 

The next day came, the wind had blown itself out, and there was nothing to 
remind me of the business of the night. Felipe came to my bedside with obvious 
cheerfulness; as I passed through the court, the Senora was sunning herself with her 
accustomed immobility; and when I issued from the gateway, I found the whole face of 
nature austerely smiling, the heavens of a cold blue, and sown with great cloud islands, 
and the mountain–sides mapped forth into provinces of light and shadow. A short walk 
restored me to myself, and renewed within me the resolve to plumb this mystery; and 
when, from the vantage of my knoll, I had seen Felipe pass forth to his labours in the 
garden, I returned at once to the residencia to put my design in practice. The Senora 
appeared plunged in slumber; I stood awhile and marked her, but she did not stir; even if 
my design were indiscreet, I had little to fear from such a guardian; and turning away, I 
mounted to the gallery and began my exploration of the house. 



All morning I went from one door to another, and entered spacious and faded 
chambers, some rudely shuttered, some receiving their full charge of daylight, all empty 
and unhomely. It was a rich house, on which Time had breathed his tarnish and dust had 
scattered disillusion. The spider swung there; the bloated tarantula scampered on the 
cornices; ants had their crowded highways on the floor of halls of audience; the big and 
foul fly, that lives on carrion and is often the messenger of death, had set up his nest in 
the rotten woodwork, and buzzed heavily about the rooms. Here and there a stool or two, 
a couch, a bed, or a great carved chair remained behind, like islets on the bare floors, to 
testify of man’s bygone habitation; and everywhere the walls were set with the portraits 
of the dead. I could judge, by these decaying effigies, in the house of what a great and 
what a handsome race I was then wandering. Many of the men wore orders on their 
breasts and had the port of noble offices; the women were all richly attired; the canvases 
most of them by famous hands. But it was not so much these evidences of greatness that 
took hold upon my mind, even contrasted, as they were, with the present depopulation 
and decay of that great house. It was rather the parable of family life that I read in this 
succession of fair faces and shapely bodies. Never before had I so realised the miracle of 
the continued race, the creation and recreation, the weaving and changing and handing 
down of fleshly elements. That a child should be born of its mother, that it should grow 
and clothe itself (we know not how) with humanity, and put on inherited looks, and turn 
its head with the manner of one ascendant, and offer its hand with the gesture of another, 
are wonders dulled for us by repetition. But in the singular unity of look, in the common 
features and common bearing, of all these painted generations on the walls of the 
residencia, the miracle started out and looked me in the face. And an ancient mirror 
falling opportunely in my way, I stood and read my own features a long while, tracing out 
on either hand the filaments of descent and the bonds that knit me with my family. 

At last, in the course of these investigations, I opened the door of a chamber that 
bore the marks of habitation. It was of large proportions and faced to the north, where the 
mountains were most wildly figured. The embers of a fire smouldered and smoked upon 
the hearth, to which a chair had been drawn close. And yet the aspect of the chamber was 
ascetic to the degree of sternness; the chair was uncushioned; the floor and walls were 
naked; and beyond the books which lay here and there in some confusion, there was no 
instrument of either work or pleasure. The sight of books in the house of such a family 
exceedingly amazed me; and I began with a great hurry, and in momentary fear of 
interruption, to go from one to another and hastily inspect their character. They were of 
all sorts, devotional, historical, and scientific, but mostly of a great age and in the Latin 
tongue. Some I could see to bear the marks of constant study; others had been torn across 
and tossed aside as if in petulance or disapproval. Lastly, as I cruised about that empty 
chamber, I espied some papers written upon with pencil on a table near the window. An 
unthinking curiosity led me to take one up. It bore a copy of verses, very roughly metred 
in the original Spanish, and which I may render somewhat thus — 

Pleasure approached with pain and shame, Grief with a wreath of lilies came. 
Pleasure showed the lovely sun; Jesu dear, how sweet it shone! Grief with her worn hand 
pointed on, Jesu dear, to thee! 



Shame and confusion at once fell on me; and, laying down the paper, I beat an 
immediate retreat from the apartment. Neither Felipe nor his mother could have read the 
books nor written these rough but feeling verses. It was plain I had stumbled with 
sacrilegious feet into the room of the daughter of the house. God knows, my own heart 
most sharply punished me for my indiscretion. The thought that I had thus secretly 
pushed my way into the confidence of a girl so strangely situated, and the fear that she 
might somehow come to hear of it, oppressed me like guilt. I blamed myself besides for 
my suspicions of the night before; wondered that I should ever have attributed those 
shocking cries to one of whom I now conceived as of a saint, spectral of mien, wasted 
with maceration, bound up in the practices of a mechanical devotion, and dwelling in a 
great isolation of soul with her incongruous relatives; and as I leaned on the balustrade of 
the gallery and looked down into the bright close of pomegranates and at the gaily 
dressed and somnolent woman, who just then stretched herself and delicately licked her 
lips as in the very sensuality of sloth, my mind swiftly compared the scene with the cold 
chamber looking northward on the mountains, where the daughter dwelt. 

That same afternoon, as I sat upon my knoll, I saw the Padre enter the gates of the 
residencia. The revelation of the daughter’s character had struck home to my fancy, and 
almost blotted out the horrors of the night before; but at sight of this worthy man the 
memory revived. I descended, then, from the knoll, and making a circuit among the 
woods, posted myself by the wayside to await his passage. As soon as he appeared I 
stepped forth and introduced myself as the lodger of the residencia. He had a very strong, 
honest countenance, on which it was easy to read the mingled emotions with which he 
regarded me, as a foreigner, a heretic, and yet one who had been wounded for the good 
cause. Of the family at the residencia he spoke with reserve, and yet with respect. I 
mentioned that I had not yet seen the daughter, whereupon he remarked that that was as it 
should be, and looked at me a little askance. Lastly, I plucked up courage to refer to the 
cries that had disturbed me in the night. He heard me out in silence, and then stopped and 
partly turned about, as though to mark beyond doubt that he was dismissing me. 

‘Do you take tobacco powder?’ said he, offering his snuff–box; and then, when I 
had refused, ‘I am an old man,’ he added, ‘and I may be allowed to remind you that you 
are a guest.’ 

‘I have, then, your authority,’ I returned, firmly enough, although I flushed at the 
implied reproof, ‘to let things take their course, and not to interfere?’ 

He said ‘yes,’ and with a somewhat uneasy salute turned and left me where I was. 
But he had done two things: he had set my conscience at rest, and he had awakened my 
delicacy. I made a great effort, once more dismissed the recollections of the night, and 
fell once more to brooding on my saintly poetess. At the same time, I could not quite 
forget that I had been locked in, and that night when Felipe brought me my supper I 
attacked him warily on both points of interest. 

‘I never see your sister,’ said I casually. 



‘Oh, no,’ said he; ‘she is a good, good girl,’ and his mind instantly veered to 
something else. 

‘Your sister is pious, I suppose?’ I asked in the next pause. 

‘Oh!’ he cried, joining his hands with extreme fervour, ‘a saint; it is she that keeps 
me up.’ 

‘You are very fortunate,’ said I, ‘for the most of us, I am afraid, and myself 
among the number, are better at going down.’ 

‘Senor,’ said Felipe earnestly, ‘I would not say that. You should not tempt your 
angel. If one goes down, where is he to stop?’ 

‘Why, Felipe,’ said I, ‘I had no guess you were a preacher, and I may say a good 
one; but I suppose that is your sister’s doing?’ 

He nodded at me with round eyes. 

‘Well, then,’ I continued, ‘she has doubtless reproved you for your sin of cruelty?’ 

‘Twelve times!’ he cried; for this was the phrase by which the odd creature 
expressed the sense of frequency. ‘And I told her you had done so — I remembered that,’ 
he added proudly — ‘and she was pleased.’ 

‘Then, Felipe,’ said I, ‘what were those cries that I heard last night? for surely 
they were cries of some creature in suffering.’ 

‘The wind,’ returned Felipe, looking in the fire. 

I took his hand in mine, at which, thinking it to be a caress, he smiled with a 
brightness of pleasure that came near disarming my resolve. But I trod the weakness 
down. ‘The wind,’ I repeated; ‘and yet I think it was this hand,’ holding it up, ‘that had 
first locked me in.’ The lad shook visibly, but answered never a word. ‘Well,’ said I, ‘I 
am a stranger and a guest. It is not my part either to meddle or to judge in your affairs; in 
these you shall take your sister’s counsel, which I cannot doubt to be excellent. But in so 
far as concerns my own I will be no man’s prisoner, and I demand that key.’ Half an hour 
later my door was suddenly thrown open, and the key tossed ringing on the floor. 

A day or two after I came in from a walk a little before the point of noon. The 
Senora was lying lapped in slumber on the threshold of the recess; the pigeons dozed 
below the eaves like snowdrifts; the house was under a deep spell of noontide quiet; and 
only a wandering and gentle wind from the mountain stole round the galleries, rustled 
among the pomegranates, and pleasantly stirred the shadows. Something in the stillness 
moved me to imitation, and I went very lightly across the court and up the marble 
staircase. My foot was on the topmost round, when a door opened, and I found myself 



face to face with Olalla. Surprise transfixed me; her loveliness struck to my heart; she 
glowed in the deep shadow of the gallery, a gem of colour; her eyes took hold upon mine 
and clung there, and bound us together like the joining of hands; and the moments we 
thus stood face to face, drinking each other in, were sacramental and the wedding of 
souls. I know not how long it was before I awoke out of a deep trance, and, hastily 
bowing, passed on into the upper stair. She did not move, but followed me with her great, 
thirsting eyes; and as I passed out of sight it seemed to me as if she paled and faded. 

In my own room, I opened the window and looked out, and could not think what 
change had come upon that austere field of mountains that it should thus sing and shine 
under the lofty heaven. I had seen her — Olalla! And the stone crags answered, Olalla! 
and the dumb, unfathomable azure answered, Olalla! The pale saint of my dreams had 
vanished for ever; and in her place I beheld this maiden on whom God had lavished the 
richest colours and the most exuberant energies of life, whom he had made active as a 
deer, slender as a reed, and in whose great eyes he had lighted the torches of the soul. The 
thrill of her young life, strung like a wild animal’s, had entered into me; the force of soul 
that had looked out from her eyes and conquered mine, mantled about my heart and 
sprang to my lips in singing. She passed through my veins: she was one with me. 

I will not say that this enthusiasm declined; rather my soul held out in its ecstasy 
as in a strong castle, and was there besieged by cold and sorrowful considerations. I could 
not doubt but that I loved her at first sight, and already with a quivering ardour that was 
strange to my experience. What then was to follow? She was the child of an afflicted 
house, the Senora’s daughter, the sister of Felipe; she bore it even in her beauty. She had 
the lightness and swiftness of the one, swift as an arrow, light as dew; like the other, she 
shone on the pale background of the world with the brilliancy of flowers. I could not call 
by the name of brother that half–witted lad, nor by the name of mother that immovable 
and lovely thing of flesh, whose silly eyes and perpetual simper now recurred to my mind 
like something hateful. And if I could not marry, what then? She was helplessly 
unprotected; her eyes, in that single and long glance which had been all our intercourse, 
had confessed a weakness equal to my own; but in my heart I knew her for the student of 
the cold northern chamber, and the writer of the sorrowful lines; and this was a 
knowledge to disarm a brute. To flee was more than I could find courage for; but I 
registered a vow of unsleeping circumspection. 

As I turned from the window, my eyes alighted on the portrait. It had fallen dead, 
like a candle after sunrise; it followed me with eyes of paint. I knew it to be like, and 
marvelled at the tenacity of type in that declining race; but the likeness was swallowed up 
in difference. I remembered how it had seemed to me a thing unapproachable in the life, a 
creature rather of the painter’s craft than of the modesty of nature, and I marvelled at the 
thought, and exulted in the image of Olalla. Beauty I had seen before, and not been 
charmed, and I had been often drawn to women, who were not beautiful except to me; but 
in Olalla all that I desired and had not dared to imagine was united. 

I did not see her the next day, and my heart ached and my eyes longed for her, as 
men long for morning. But the day after, when I returned, about my usual hour, she was 



once more on the gallery, and our looks once more met and embraced. I would have 
spoken, I would have drawn near to her; but strongly as she plucked at my heart, drawing 
me like a magnet, something yet more imperious withheld me; and I could only bow and 
pass by; and she, leaving my salutation unanswered, only followed me with her noble 
eyes. 

I had now her image by rote, and as I conned the traits in memory it seemed as if I 
read her very heart. She was dressed with something of her mother’s coquetry, and love 
of positive colour. Her robe, which I know she must have made with her own hands, 
clung about her with a cunning grace. After the fashion of that country, besides, her 
bodice stood open in the middle, in a long slit, and here, in spite of the poverty of the 
house, a gold coin, hanging by a ribbon, lay on her brown bosom. These were proofs, had 
any been needed, of her inborn delight in life and her own loveliness. On the other hand, 
in her eyes that hung upon mine, I could read depth beyond depth of passion and sadness, 
lights of poetry and hope, blacknesses of despair, and thoughts that were above the earth. 
It was a lovely body, but the inmate, the soul, was more than worthy of that lodging. 
Should I leave this incomparable flower to wither unseen on these rough mountains? 
Should I despise the great gift offered me in the eloquent silence of her eyes? Here was a 
soul immured; should I not burst its prison? All side considerations fell off from me; 
were she the child of Herod I swore I should make her mine; and that very evening I set 
myself, with a mingled sense of treachery and disgrace, to captivate the brother. Perhaps I 
read him with more favourable eyes, perhaps the thought of his sister always summoned 
up the better qualities of that imperfect soul; but he had never seemed to me so amiable, 
and his very likeness to Olalla, while it annoyed, yet softened me. 

A third day passed in vain — an empty desert of hours. I would not lose a chance, 
and loitered all afternoon in the court where (to give myself a countenance) I spoke more 
than usual with the Senora. God knows it was with a most tender and sincere interest that 
I now studied her; and even as for Felipe, so now for the mother, I was conscious of a 
growing warmth of toleration. And yet I wondered. Even while I spoke with her, she 
would doze off into a little sleep, and presently awake again without embarrassment; and 
this composure staggered me. And again, as I marked her make infinitesimal changes in 
her posture, savouring and lingering on the bodily pleasure of the movement, I was 
driven to wonder at this depth of passive sensuality. She lived in her body; and her 
consciousness was all sunk into and disseminated through her members, where it 
luxuriously dwelt. Lastly, I could not grow accustomed to her eyes. Each time she turned 
on me these great beautiful and meaningless orbs, wide open to the day, but closed 
against human inquiry — each time I had occasion to observe the lively changes of her 
pupils which expanded and contracted in a breath — I know not what it was came over 
me, I can find no name for the mingled feeling of disappointment, annoyance, and 
distaste that jarred along my nerves. I tried her on a variety of subjects, equally in vain; 
and at last led the talk to her daughter. But even there she proved indifferent; said she was 
pretty, which (as with children) was her highest word of commendation, but was plainly 
incapable of any higher thought; and when I remarked that Olalla seemed silent, merely 
yawned in my face and replied that speech was of no great use when you had nothing to 
say. ‘People speak much, very much,’ she added, looking at me with expanded pupils; 



and then again yawned and again showed me a mouth that was as dainty as a toy. This 
time I took the hint, and, leaving her to her repose, went up into my own chamber to sit 
by the open window, looking on the hills and not beholding them, sunk in lustrous and 
deep dreams, and hearkening in fancy to the note of a voice that I had never heard. 

I awoke on the fifth morning with a brightness of anticipation that seemed to 
challenge fate. I was sure of myself, light of heart and foot, and resolved to put my love 
incontinently to the touch of knowledge. It should lie no longer under the bonds of 
silence, a dumb thing, living by the eye only, like the love of beasts; but should now put 
on the spirit, and enter upon the joys of the complete human intimacy. I thought of it with 
wild hopes, like a voyager to El Dorado; into that unknown and lovely country of her 
soul, I no longer trembled to adventure. Yet when I did indeed encounter her, the same 
force of passion descended on me and at once submerged my mind; speech seemed to 
drop away from me like a childish habit; and I but drew near to her as the giddy man 
draws near to the margin of a gulf. She drew back from me a little as I came; but her eyes 
did not waver from mine, and these lured me forward. At last, when I was already within 
reach of her, I stopped. Words were denied me; if I advanced I could but clasp her to my 
heart in silence; and all that was sane in me, all that was still unconquered, revolted 
against the thought of such an accost. So we stood for a second, all our life in our eyes, 
exchanging salvos of attraction and yet each resisting; and then, with a great effort of the 
will, and conscious at the same time of a sudden bitterness of disappointment, I turned 
and went away in the same silence. 

What power lay upon me that I could not speak? And she, why was she also 
silent? Why did she draw away before me dumbly, with fascinated eyes? Was this love? 
or was it a mere brute attraction, mindless and inevitable, like that of the magnet for the 
steel? We had never spoken, we were wholly strangers: and yet an influence, strong as 
the grasp of a giant, swept us silently together. On my side, it filled me with impatience; 
and yet I was sure that she was worthy; I had seen her books, read her verses, and thus, in 
a sense, divined the soul of my mistress. But on her side, it struck me almost cold. Of me, 
she knew nothing but my bodily favour; she was drawn to me as stones fall to the earth; 
the laws that rule the earth conducted her, unconsenting, to my arms; and I drew back at 
the thought of such a bridal, and began to be jealous for myself. It was not thus that I 
desired to be loved. And then I began to fall into a great pity for the girl herself. I thought 
how sharp must be her mortification, that she, the student, the recluse, Felipe’s saintly 
monitress, should have thus confessed an overweening weakness for a man with whom 
she had never exchanged a word. And at the coming of pity, all other thoughts were 
swallowed up; and I longed only to find and console and reassure her; to tell her how 
wholly her love was returned on my side, and how her choice, even if blindly made, was 
not unworthy. 

The next day it was glorious weather; depth upon depth of blue over–canopied the 
mountains; the sun shone wide; and the wind in the trees and the many falling torrents in 
the mountains filled the air with delicate and haunting music. Yet I was prostrated with 
sadness. My heart wept for the sight of Olalla, as a child weeps for its mother. I sat down 
on a boulder on the verge of the low cliffs that bound the plateau to the north. Thence I 



looked down into the wooded valley of a stream, where no foot came. In the mood I was 
in, it was even touching to behold the place untenanted; it lacked Olalla; and I thought of 
the delight and glory of a life passed wholly with her in that strong air, and among these 
rugged and lovely surroundings, at first with a whimpering sentiment, and then again 
with such a fiery joy that I seemed to grow in strength and stature, like a Samson. 

And then suddenly I was aware of Olalla drawing near. She appeared out of a 
grove of cork–trees, and came straight towards me; and I stood up and waited. She 
seemed in her walking a creature of such life and fire and lightness as amazed me; yet she 
came quietly and slowly. Her energy was in the slowness; but for inimitable strength, I 
felt she would have run, she would have flown to me. Still, as she approached, she kept 
her eyes lowered to the ground; and when she had drawn quite near, it was without one 
glance that she addressed me. At the first note of her voice I started. It was for this I had 
been waiting; this was the last test of my love. And lo, her enunciation was precise and 
clear, not lisping and incomplete like that of her family; and the voice, though deeper 
than usual with women, was still both youthful and womanly. She spoke in a rich chord; 
golden contralto strains mingled with hoarseness, as the red threads were mingled with 
the brown among her tresses. It was not only a voice that spoke to my heart directly; but 
it spoke to me of her. And yet her words immediately plunged me back upon despair. 

‘You will go away,’ she said, ‘to–day.’ 

Her example broke the bonds of my speech; I felt as lightened of a weight, or as if 
a spell had been dissolved. I know not in what words I answered; but, standing before her 
on the cliffs, I poured out the whole ardour of my love, telling her that I lived upon the 
thought of her, slept only to dream of her loveliness, and would gladly forswear my 
country, my language, and my friends, to live for ever by her side. And then, strongly 
commanding myself, I changed the note; I reassured, I comforted her; I told her I had 
divined in her a pious and heroic spirit, with which I was worthy to sympathise, and 
which I longed to share and lighten. ‘Nature,’ I told her, ‘was the voice of God, which 
men disobey at peril; and if we were thus humbly drawn together, ay, even as by a 
miracle of love, it must imply a divine fitness in our souls; we must be made,’ I said — 
‘made for one another. We should be mad rebels,’ I cried out — ‘mad rebels against God, 
not to obey this instinct.’ 

She shook her head. ‘You will go to–day,’ she repeated, and then with a gesture, 
and in a sudden, sharp note — ‘no, not to–day,’ she cried, ‘to–morrow!’ 

But at this sign of relenting, power came in upon me in a tide. I stretched out my 
arms and called upon her name; and she leaped to me and clung to me. The hills rocked 
about us, the earth quailed; a shock as of a blow went through me and left me blind and 
dizzy. And the next moment she had thrust me back, broken rudely from my arms, and 
fled with the speed of a deer among the cork–trees. 

I stood and shouted to the mountains; I turned and went back towards the 
residencia, waltzing upon air. She sent me away, and yet I had but to call upon her name 



and she came to me. These were but the weaknesses of girls, from which even she, the 
strangest of her sex, was not exempted. Go? Not I, Olalla — O, not I, Olalla, my Olalla! 
A bird sang near by; and in that season, birds were rare. It bade me be of good cheer. And 
once more the whole countenance of nature, from the ponderous and stable mountains 
down to the lightest leaf and the smallest darting fly in the shadow of the groves, began to 
stir before me and to put on the lineaments of life and wear a face of awful joy. The 
sunshine struck upon the hills, strong as a hammer on the anvil, and the hills shook; the 
earth, under that vigorous insulation, yielded up heady scents; the woods smouldered in 
the blaze. I felt the thrill of travail and delight run through the earth. Something 
elemental, something rude, violent, and savage, in the love that sang in my heart, was like 
a key to nature’s secrets; and the very stones that rattled under my feet appeared alive and 
friendly. Olalla! Her touch had quickened, and renewed, and strung me up to the old pitch 
of concert with the rugged earth, to a swelling of the soul that men learn to forget in their 
polite assemblies. Love burned in me like rage; tenderness waxed fierce; I hated, I 
adored, I pitied, I revered her with ecstasy. She seemed the link that bound me in with 
dead things on the one hand, and with our pure and pitying God upon the other: a thing 
brutal and divine, and akin at once to the innocence and to the unbridled forces of the 
earth. 

My head thus reeling, I came into the courtyard of the residencia, and the sight of 
the mother struck me like a revelation. She sat there, all sloth and contentment, blinking 
under the strong sunshine, branded with a passive enjoyment, a creature set quite apart, 
before whom my ardour fell away like a thing ashamed. I stopped a moment, and, 
commanding such shaken tones as I was able, said a word or two. She looked at me with 
her unfathomable kindness; her voice in reply sounded vaguely out of the realm of peace 
in which she slumbered, and there fell on my mind, for the first time, a sense of respect 
for one so uniformly innocent and happy, and I passed on in a kind of wonder at myself, 
that I should be so much disquieted. 

On my table there lay a piece of the same yellow paper I had seen in the north 
room; it was written on with pencil in the same hand, Olalla’s hand, and I picked it up 
with a sudden sinking of alarm, and read, ‘If you have any kindness for Olalla, if you 
have any chivalry for a creature sorely wrought, go from here to–day; in pity, in honour, 
for the sake of Him who died, I supplicate that you shall go.’ I looked at this awhile in 
mere stupidity, then I began to awaken to a weariness and horror of life; the sunshine 
darkened outside on the bare hills, and I began to shake like a man in terror. The vacancy 
thus suddenly opened in my life unmanned me like a physical void. It was not my heart, 
it was not my happiness, it was life itself that was involved. I could not lose her. I said so, 
and stood repeating it. And then, like one in a dream, I moved to the window, put forth 
my hand to open the casement, and thrust it through the pane. The blood spurted from my 
wrist; and with an instantaneous quietude and command of myself, I pressed my thumb 
on the little leaping fountain, and reflected what to do. In that empty room there was 
nothing to my purpose; I felt, besides, that I required assistance. There shot into my mind 
a hope that Olalla herself might be my helper, and I turned and went down stairs, still 
keeping my thumb upon the wound. 



There was no sign of either Olalla or Felipe, and I addressed myself to the recess, 
whither the Senora had now drawn quite back and sat dozing close before the fire, for no 
degree of heat appeared too much for her. 

‘Pardon me,’ said I, ‘if I disturb you, but I must apply to you for help.’ 

She looked up sleepily and asked me what it was, and with the very words I 
thought she drew in her breath with a widening of the nostrils and seemed to come 
suddenly and fully alive. 

‘I have cut myself,’ I said, ‘and rather badly. See!’ And I held out my two hands 
from which the blood was oozing and dripping. 

Her great eyes opened wide, the pupils shrank into points; a veil seemed to fall 
from her face, and leave it sharply expressive and yet inscrutable. And as I still stood, 
marvelling a little at her disturbance, she came swiftly up to me, and stooped and caught 
me by the hand; and the next moment my hand was at her mouth, and she had bitten me 
to the bone. The pang of the bite, the sudden spurting of blood, and the monstrous horror 
of the act, flashed through me all in one, and I beat her back; and she sprang at me again 
and again, with bestial cries, cries that I recognised, such cries as had awakened me on 
the night of the high wind. Her strength was like that of madness; mine was rapidly 
ebbing with the loss of blood; my mind besides was whirling with the abhorrent 
strangeness of the onslaught, and I was already forced against the wall, when Olalla ran 
betwixt us, and Felipe, following at a bound, pinned down his mother on the floor. 

A trance–like weakness fell upon me; I saw, heard, and felt, but I was incapable 
of movement. I heard the struggle roll to and fro upon the floor, the yells of that 
catamount ringing up to Heaven as she strove to reach me. I felt Olalla clasp me in her 
arms, her hair falling on my face, and, with the strength of a man, raise and half drag, half 
carry me upstairs into my own room, where she cast me down upon the bed. Then I saw 
her hasten to the door and lock it, and stand an instant listening to the savage cries that 
shook the residencia. And then, swift and light as a thought, she was again beside me, 
binding up my hand, laying it in her bosom, moaning and mourning over it with dove–
like sounds. They were not words that came to her, they were sounds more beautiful than 
speech, infinitely touching, infinitely tender; and yet as I lay there, a thought stung to my 
heart, a thought wounded me like a sword, a thought, like a worm in a flower, profaned 
the holiness of my love. Yes, they were beautiful sounds, and they were inspired by 
human tenderness; but was their beauty human? 

All day I lay there. For a long time the cries of that nameless female thing, as she 
struggled with her half–witted whelp, resounded through the house, and pierced me with 
despairing sorrow and disgust. They were the death–cry of my love; my love was 
murdered; was not only dead, but an offence to me; and yet, think as I pleased, feel as I 
must, it still swelled within me like a storm of sweetness, and my heart melted at her 
looks and touch. This horror that had sprung out, this doubt upon Olalla, this savage and 
bestial strain that ran not only through the whole behaviour of her family, but found a 



place in the very foundations and story of our love — though it appalled, though it 
shocked and sickened me, was yet not of power to break the knot of my infatuation. 

When the cries had ceased, there came a scraping at the door, by which I knew 
Felipe was without; and Olalla went and spoke to him — I know not what. With that 
exception, she stayed close beside me, now kneeling by my bed and fervently praying, 
now sitting with her eyes upon mine. So then, for these six hours I drank in her beauty, 
and silently perused the story in her face. I saw the golden coin hover on her breaths; I 
saw her eyes darken and brighter, and still speak no language but that of an unfathomable 
kindness; I saw the faultless face, and, through the robe, the lines of the faultless body. 
Night came at last, and in the growing darkness of the chamber, the sight of her slowly 
melted; but even then the touch of her smooth hand lingered in mine and talked with me. 
To lie thus in deadly weakness and drink in the traits of the beloved, is to reawake to love 
from whatever shock of disillusion. I reasoned with myself; and I shut my eyes on 
horrors, and again I was very bold to accept the worst. What mattered it, if that imperious 
sentiment survived; if her eyes still beckoned and attached me; if now, even as before, 
every fibre of my dull body yearned and turned to her? Late on in the night some strength 
revived in me, and I spoke:– 

‘Olalla,’ I said, ‘nothing matters; I ask nothing; I am content; I love you.’ 

She knelt down awhile and prayed, and I devoutly respected her devotions. The 
moon had begun to shine in upon one side of each of the three windows, and make a 
misty clearness in the room, by which I saw her indistinctly. When she rearose she made 
the sign of the cross. 

‘It is for me to speak,’ she said, ‘and for you to listen. I know; you can but guess. 
I prayed, how I prayed for you to leave this place. I begged it of you, and I know you 
would have granted me even this; or if not, O let me think so!’ 

‘I love you,’ I said. 

‘And yet you have lived in the world,’ she said; after a pause, ‘you are a man and 
wise; and I am but a child. Forgive me, if I seem to teach, who am as ignorant as the trees 
of the mountain; but those who learn much do but skim the face of knowledge; they seize 
the laws, they conceive the dignity of the design — the horror of the living fact fades 
from their memory. It is we who sit at home with evil who remember, I think, and are 
warned and pity. Go, rather, go now, and keep me in mind. So I shall have a life in the 
cherished places of your memory: a life as much my own, as that which I lead in this 
body.’ 

‘I love you,’ I said once more; and reaching out my weak hand, took hers, and 
carried it to my lips, and kissed it. Nor did she resist, but winced a little; and I could see 
her look upon me with a frown that was not unkindly, only sad and baffled. And then it 
seemed she made a call upon her resolution; plucked my hand towards her, herself at the 
same time leaning somewhat forward, and laid it on the beating of her heart. ‘There,’ she 



cried, ‘you feel the very footfall of my life. It only moves for you; it is yours. But is it 
even mine? It is mine indeed to offer you, as I might take the coin from my neck, as I 
might break a live branch from a tree, and give it you. And yet not mine! I dwell, or I 
think I dwell (if I exist at all), somewhere apart, an impotent prisoner, and carried about 
and deafened by a mob that I disown. This capsule, such as throbs against the sides of 
animals, knows you at a touch for its master; ay, it loves you! But my soul, does my soul? 
I think not; I know not, fearing to ask. Yet when you spoke to me your words were of the 
soul; it is of the soul that you ask — it is only from the soul that you would take me.’ 

‘Olalla,’ I said, ‘the soul and the body are one, and mostly so in love. What the 
body chooses, the soul loves; where the body clings, the soul cleaves; body for body, soul 
to soul, they come together at God’s signal; and the lower part (if we can call aught low) 
is only the footstool and foundation of the highest.’ 

‘Have you,’ she said, ‘seen the portraits in the house of my fathers? Have you 
looked at my mother or at Felipe? Have your eyes never rested on that picture that hangs 
by your bed? She who sat for it died ages ago; and she did evil in her life. But, look–
again: there is my hand to the least line, there are my eyes and my hair. What is mine, 
then, and what am I? If not a curve in this poor body of mine (which you love, and for the 
sake of which you dotingly dream that you love me) not a gesture that I can frame, not a 
tone of my voice, not any look from my eyes, no, not even now when I speak to him I 
love, but has belonged to others? Others, ages dead, have wooed other men with my eyes; 
other men have heard the pleading of the same voice that now sounds in your ears. The 
hands of the dead are in my bosom; they move me, they pluck me, they guide me; I am a 
puppet at their command; and I but reinform features and attributes that have long been 
laid aside from evil in the quiet of the grave. Is it me you love, friend? or the race that 
made me? The girl who does not know and cannot answer for the least portion of herself? 
or the stream of which she is a transitory eddy, the tree of which she is the passing fruit? 
The race exists; it is old, it is ever young, it carries its eternal destiny in its bosom; upon 
it, like waves upon the sea, individual succeeds to individual, mocked with a semblance 
of self–control, but they are nothing. We speak of the soul, but the soul is in the race.’ 

‘You fret against the common law,’ I said. ‘You rebel against the voice of God, 
which he has made so winning to convince, so imperious to command. Hear it, and how 
it speaks between us! Your hand clings to mine, your heart leaps at my touch, the 
unknown elements of which we are compounded awake and run together at a look; the 
clay of the earth remembers its independent life and yearns to join us; we are drawn 
together as the stars are turned about in space, or as the tides ebb and flow, by things 
older and greater than we ourselves.’ 

‘Alas!’ she said, ‘what can I say to you? My fathers, eight hundred years ago, 
ruled all this province: they were wise, great, cunning, and cruel; they were a picked race 
of the Spanish; their flags led in war; the king called them his cousin; the people, when 
the rope was slung for them or when they returned and found their hovels smoking, 
blasphemed their name. Presently a change began. Man has risen; if he has sprung from 
the brutes, he can descend again to the same level. The breath of weariness blew on their 



humanity and the cords relaxed; they began to go down; their minds fell on sleep, their 
passions awoke in gusts, heady and senseless like the wind in the gutters of the 
mountains; beauty was still handed down, but no longer the guiding wit nor the human 
heart; the seed passed on, it was wrapped in flesh, the flesh covered the bones, but they 
were the bones and the flesh of brutes, and their mind was as the mind of flies. I speak to 
you as I dare; but you have seen for yourself how the wheel has gone backward with my 
doomed race. I stand, as it were, upon a little rising ground in this desperate descent, and 
see both before and behind, both what we have lost and to what we are condemned to go 
farther downward. And shall I — I that dwell apart in the house of the dead, my body, 
loathing its ways — shall I repeat the spell? Shall I bind another spirit, reluctant as my 
own, into this bewitched and tempest–broken tenement that I now suffer in? Shall I hand 
down this cursed vessel of humanity, charge it with fresh life as with fresh poison, and 
dash it, like a fire, in the faces of posterity? But my vow has been given; the race shall 
cease from off the earth. At this hour my brother is making ready; his foot will soon be 
on the stair; and you will go with him and pass out of my sight for ever. Think of me 
sometimes as one to whom the lesson of life was very harshly told, but who heard it with 
courage; as one who loved you indeed, but who hated herself so deeply that her love was 
hateful to her; as one who sent you away and yet would have longed to keep you for ever; 
who had no dearer hope than to forget you, and no greater fear than to be forgotten.’ 

She had drawn towards the door as she spoke, her rich voice sounding softer and 
farther away; and with the last word she was gone, and I lay alone in the moonlit 
chamber. What I might have done had not I lain bound by my extreme weakness, I know 
not; but as it was there fell upon me a great and blank despair. It was not long before 
there shone in at the door the ruddy glimmer of a lantern, and Felipe coming, charged me 
without a word upon his shoulders, and carried me down to the great gate, where the cart 
was waiting. In the moonlight the hills stood out sharply, as if they were of cardboard; on 
the glimmering surface of the plateau, and from among the low trees which swung 
together and sparkled in the wind, the great black cube of the residencia stood out 
bulkily, its mass only broken by three dimly lighted windows in the northern front above 
the gate. They were Olalla’s windows, and as the cart jolted onwards I kept my eyes fixed 
upon them till, where the road dipped into a valley, they were lost to my view forever. 
Felipe walked in silence beside the shafts, but from time to time he would cheek the mule 
and seem to look back upon me; and at length drew quite near and laid his hand upon my 
head. There was such kindness in the touch, and such a simplicity, as of the brutes, that 
tears broke from me like the bursting of an artery. 

‘Felipe,’ I said, ‘take me where they will ask no questions.’ 

He said never a word, but he turned his mule about, end for end, retraced some 
part of the way we had gone, and, striking into another path, led me to the mountain 
village, which was, as we say in Scotland, the kirkton of that thinly peopled district. 
Some broken memories dwell in my mind of the day breaking over the plain, of the cart 
stopping, of arms that helped me down, of a bare room into which I was carried, and of a 
swoon that fell upon me like sleep. 



The next day and the days following the old priest was often at my side with his 
snuff–box and prayer book, and after a while, when I began to pick up strength, he told 
me that I was now on a fair way to recovery, and must as soon as possible hurry my 
departure; whereupon, without naming any reason, he took snuff and looked at me 
sideways. I did not affect ignorance; I knew he must have seen Olalla. ‘Sir,’ said I, ‘you 
know that I do not ask in wantonness. What of that family?’ 

He said they were very unfortunate; that it seemed a declining race, and that they 
were very poor and had been much neglected. 

‘But she has not,’ I said. ‘Thanks, doubtless, to yourself, she is instructed and 
wise beyond the use of women.’ 

‘Yes,’ he said; ‘the Senorita is well–informed. But the family has been neglected.’ 

‘The mother?’ I queried. 

‘Yes, the mother too,’ said the Padre, taking snuff. ‘But Felipe is a well–
intentioned lad.’ 

‘The mother is odd?’ I asked. 

‘Very odd,’ replied the priest. 

‘I think, sir, we beat about the bush,’ said I. ‘You must know more of my affairs 
than you allow. You must know my curiosity to be justified on many grounds. Will you 
not be frank with me?’ 

‘My son,’ said the old gentleman, ‘I will be very frank with you on matters within 
my competence; on those of which I know nothing it does not require much discretion to 
be silent. I will not fence with you, I take your meaning perfectly; and what can I say, but 
that we are all in God’s hands, and that His ways are not as our ways? I have even 
advised with my superiors in the church, but they, too, were dumb. It is a great mystery.’ 

‘Is she mad?’ I asked. 

‘I will answer you according to my belief. She is not,’ returned the Padre, ‘or she 
was not. When she was young — God help me, I fear I neglected that wild lamb — she 
was surely sane; and yet, although it did not run to such heights, the same strain was 
already notable; it had been so before her in her father, ay, and before him, and this 
inclined me, perhaps, to think too lightly of it. But these things go on growing, not only 
in the individual but in the race.’ 

‘When she was young,’ I began, and my voice failed me for a moment, and it was 
only with a great effort that I was able to add, ‘was she like Olalla?’ 



‘Now God forbid!’ exclaimed the Padre. ‘God forbid that any man should think so 
slightingly of my favourite penitent. No, no; the Senorita (but for her beauty, which I 
wish most honestly she had less of) has not a hair’s resemblance to what her mother was 
at the same age. I could not bear to have you think so; though, Heaven knows, it were, 
perhaps, better that you should.’ 

At this, I raised myself in bed, and opened my heart to the old man; telling him of 
our love and of her decision, owning my own horrors, my own passing fancies, but telling 
him that these were at an end; and with something more than a purely formal submission, 
appealing to his judgment. 

He heard me very patiently and without surprise; and when I had done, he sat for 
some time silent. Then he began: ‘The church,’ and instantly broke off again to 
apologise. ‘I had forgotten, my child, that you were not a Christian,’ said he. ‘And 
indeed, upon a point so highly unusual, even the church can scarce be said to have 
decided. But would you have my opinion? The Senorita is, in a matter of this kind, the 
best judge; I would accept her judgment.’ 

On the back of that he went away, nor was he thenceforward so assiduous in his 
visits; indeed, even when I began to get about again, he plainly feared and deprecated my 
society, not as in distaste but much as a man might be disposed to flee from the riddling 
sphynx. The villagers, too, avoided me; they were unwilling to be my guides upon the 
mountain. I thought they looked at me askance, and I made sure that the more 
superstitious crossed themselves on my approach. At first I set this down to my heretical 
opinions; but it began at length to dawn upon me that if I was thus redoubted it was 
because I had stayed at the residencia. All men despise the savage notions of such 
peasantry; and yet I was conscious of a chill shadow that seemed to fall and dwell upon 
my love. It did not conquer, but I may not deify that it restrained my ardour. 

Some miles westward of the village there was a gap in the sierra, from which the 
eye plunged direct upon the residencia; and thither it became my daily habit to repair. A 
wood crowned the summit; and just where the pathway issued from its fringes, it was 
overhung by a considerable shelf of rock, and that, in its turn, was surmounted by a 
crucifix of the size of life and more than usually painful in design. This was my perch; 
thence, day after day, I looked down upon the plateau, and the great old house, and could 
see Felipe, no bigger than a fly, going to and fro about the garden. Sometimes mists 
would draw across the view, and be broken up again by mountain winds; sometimes the 
plain slumbered below me in unbroken sunshine; it would sometimes be all blotted out by 
rain. This distant post, these interrupted sights of the place where my life had been so 
strangely changed, suited the indecision of my humour. I passed whole days there, 
debating with myself the various elements of our position; now leaning to the suggestions 
of love, now giving an ear to prudence, and in the end halting irresolute between the two. 

One day, as I was sitting on my rock, there came by that way a somewhat gaunt 
peasant wrapped in a mantle. He was a stranger, and plainly did not know me even by 
repute; for, instead of keeping the other side, he drew near and sat down beside me, and 



we had soon fallen in talk. Among other things he told me he had been a muleteer, and in 
former years had much frequented these mountains; later on, he had followed the army 
with his mules, had realised a competence, and was now living retired with his family. 

‘Do you know that house?’ I inquired, at last, pointing to the residencia, for I 
readily wearied of any talk that kept me from the thought of Olalla. 

He looked at me darkly and crossed himself. 

‘Too well,’ he said, ‘it was there that one of my comrades sold himself to Satan; 
the Virgin shield us from temptations! He has paid the price; he is now burning in the 
reddest place in Hell!’ 

A fear came upon me; I could answer nothing; and presently the man resumed, as 
if to himself: ‘Yes,’ he said, ‘O yes, I know it. I have passed its doors. There was snow 
upon the pass, the wind was driving it; sure enough there was death that night upon the 
mountains, but there was worse beside the hearth. I took him by the arm, Senor, and 
dragged him to the gate; I conjured him, by all he loved and respected, to go forth with 
me; I went on my knees before him in the snow; and I could see he was moved by my 
entreaty. And just then she came out on the gallery, and called him by his name; and he 
turned, and there was she standing with a lamp in her hand and smiling on him to come 
back. I cried out aloud to God, and threw my arms about him, but he put me by, and left 
me alone. He had made his choice; God help us. I would pray for him, but to what end? 
there are sins that not even the Pope can loose.’ 

‘And your friend,’ I asked, ‘what became of him?’ 

‘Nay, God knows,’ said the muleteer. ‘If all be true that we hear, his end was like 
his sin, a thing to raise the hair.’ 

‘Do you mean that he was killed?’ I asked. 

‘Sure enough, he was killed,’ returned the man. ‘But how? Ay, how? But these 
are things that it is sin to speak of.’ 

‘The people of that house . . . ‘ I began. 

But he interrupted me with a savage outburst. ‘The people?’ he cried. ‘What 
people? There are neither men nor women in that house of Satan’s! What? have you lived 
here so long, and never heard?’ And here he put his mouth to my ear and whispered, as if 
even the fowls of the mountain might have over–heard and been stricken with horror. 

What he told me was not true, nor was it even original; being, indeed, but a new 
edition, vamped up again by village ignorance and superstition, of stories nearly as 
ancient as the race of man. It was rather the application that appalled me. In the old days, 
he said, the church would have burned out that nest of basilisks; but the arm of the church 



was now shortened; his friend Miguel had been unpunished by the hands of men, and left 
to the more awful judgment of an offended God. This was wrong; but it should be so no 
more. The Padre was sunk in age; he was even bewitched himself; but the eyes of his 
flock were now awake to their own danger; and some day — ay, and before long — the 
smoke of that house should go up to heaven. 

He left me filled with horror and fear. Which way to turn I knew not; whether first 
to warn the Padre, or to carry my ill–news direct to the threatened inhabitants of the 
residencia. Fate was to decide for me; for, while I was still hesitating, I beheld the veiled 
figure of a woman drawing near to me up the pathway. No veil could deceive my 
penetration; by every line and every movement I recognised Olalla; and keeping hidden 
behind a corner of the rock, I suffered her to gain the summit. Then I came forward. She 
knew me and paused, but did not speak; I, too, remained silent; and we continued for 
some time to gaze upon each other with a passionate sadness. 

‘I thought you had gone,’ she said at length. ‘It is all that you can do for me — to 
go. It is all I ever asked of you. And you still stay. But do you know, that every day heaps 
up the peril of death, not only on your head, but on ours? A report has gone about the 
mountain; it is thought you love me, and the people will not suffer it.’ 

I saw she was already informed of her danger, and I rejoiced at it. ‘Olalla,’ I said, 
‘I am ready to go this day, this very hour, but not alone.’ 

She stepped aside and knelt down before the crucifix to pray, and I stood by and 
looked now at her and now at the object of her adoration, now at the living figure of the 
penitent, and now at the ghastly, daubed countenance, the painted wounds, and the 
projected ribs of the image. The silence was only broken by the wailing of some large 
birds that circled sidelong, as if in surprise or alarm, about the summit of the hills. 
Presently Olalla rose again, turned towards me, raised her veil, and, still leaning with one 
hand on the shaft of the crucifix, looked upon me with a pale and sorrowful countenance. 

‘I have laid my hand upon the cross,’ she said. ‘The Padre says you are no 
Christian; but look up for a moment with my eyes, and behold the face of the Man of 
Sorrows. We are all such as He was — the inheritors of sin; we must all bear and expiate 
a past which was not ours; there is in all of us — ay, even in me — a sparkle of the 
divine. Like Him, we must endure for a little while, until morning returns bringing peace. 
Suffer me to pass on upon my way alone; it is thus that I shall be least lonely, counting 
for my friend Him who is the friend of all the distressed; it is thus that I shall be the most 
happy, having taken my farewell of earthly happiness, and willingly accepted sorrow for 
my portion.’ 

I looked at the face of the crucifix, and, though I was no friend to images, and 
despised that imitative and grimacing art of which it was a rude example, some sense of 
what the thing implied was carried home to my intelligence. The face looked down upon 
me with a painful and deadly contraction; but the rays of a glory encircled it, and 
reminded me that the sacrifice was voluntary. It stood there, crowning the rock, as it still 



stands on so many highway sides, vainly preaching to passers–by, an emblem of sad and 
noble truths; that pleasure is not an end, but an accident; that pain is the choice of the 
magnanimous; that it is best to suffer all things and do well. I turned and went down the 
mountain in silence; and when I looked back for the last time before the wood closed 
about my path, I saw Olalla still leaning on the crucifix. 

 
 
RUDYARD KIPLING(1865-1936) wrote “The Mark of the Beast” in his early career, 
during his days in Lahore, India. Once he moved to London he tried to publish the story 
but publishers turned it down as too vile. One editor wrote: “I would strongly 
recommend you instantly burn this detestable piece of work. I would like to hazard a 
guess that the writer of the article in question is very young, and that he will die mad 
before he has reached the age of thirty.” Kipling, of course, did not go mad, but became 
a world-famous author. The power of writing as in “The Mark of the Beast” is one of the 
reasons why. 

THE MARK OF THE BEAST (1890) 

 

Your Gods and my Gods—do you or I know which are the stronger?—Native Proverb. 

EAST of Suez, some hold, the direct control of Providence ceases; Man being 
there handed over to the power of the Gods and Devils of Asia, and the Church of 
England Providence only exercising an occasional and modified supervision in the case 
of Englishmen. 

This theory accounts for some of the more unnecessary horrors of life in India: it 
may be stretched to explain my story. 

My friend Strickland of the Police, who knows as much of natives of India as is 
good for any man, can bear witness to the facts of the case. Dumoise, our doctor, also 
saw what Strickland and I saw. The inference which he drew from the evidence was 
entirely incorrect. He is dead now; he died in a rather curious manner, which has been 
elsewhere described. 

When Fleete came to India he owned a little money and some land in the 
Himalayas, near a place called Dharmsala. Both properties had been left him by an uncle, 
and he came out to finance them. He was a big, heavy, genial, and inoffensive man. His 
knowledge of natives was, of course, limited, and he complained of the difficulties of the 
language. 

He rode in from his place in the hills to spend New Year in the station, and he 
stayed with Strickland. On New Year’s Eve there was a big dinner at the club, and the 
night was excusably wet. When men foregather from the uttermost ends of the Empire 



they have a right to be riotous. The Frontier had sent down a contingent o’ Catch-’em-
Alive-O’s who had not seen twenty white faces for a year, and were used to ride fifteen 
miles to dinner at the next Fort at the risk of a Khyberee bullet where their drinks should 
lie. They profited by their new security, for they tried to play pool with a curled-up 
hedgehog found in the garden, and one of them carried the marker round the room in his 
teeth. Half a dozen planters had come in from the south and were talking ‘horse’ to the 
Biggest Liar in Asia, who was trying to cap all their stories at once. Everybody was there, 
and there was a general closing up of ranks and taking stock of our losses in dead or 
disabled that had fallen during the past year. It was a very wet night, and I remember that 
we sang ‘Auld Lang Syne’ with our feet in the Polo Championship Cup, and our heads 
among the stars, and swore that we were all dear friends. Then some of us went away and 
annexed Burma, and some tried to open up the Soudan and were opened up by Fuzzies in 
that cruel scrub outside Suakim, and some found stars and medals, and some were 
married, which was bad, and some did other things which were worse, and the others of 
us stayed in our chains and strove to make money on insufficient experiences. 

Fleete began the night with sherry and bitters, drank champagne steadily up to 
dessert, then raw, rasping Capri with all the strength of whisky, took Benedictine with his 
coffee, four or five whiskies and sodas to improve his pool strokes, beer and bones at 
half-past two, winding up with old brandy. Consequently, when he came out, at half-past 
three in the morning, into fourteen degrees of frost, he was very angry with his horse for 
coughing, and tried to leapfrog into the saddle. The horse broke away and went to his 
stables; so Strickland and I formed a Guard of Dishonour to take Fleete home. 

Our road lay through the bazaar, close to a little temple of Hanuman, the Monkey-
god, who is a leading divinity worthy of respect. All gods have good points, just as have 
all priests. Personally, I attach much importance to Hanuman, and am kind to his 
people—the great gray apes of the hills. One never knows when one may want a friend. 

There was a light in the temple, and as we passed we could hear voices of men 
chanting hymns. In a native temple the priests rise at all hours of the night to do honour 
to their god. Before we could stop him, Fleete dashed up the steps, patted two priests on 
the back, and was gravely grinding the ashes of his cigar-butt in to the forehead of the red 
stone image of Hanuman. Strickland tried to drag him out, but he sat down and said 
solemnly: 

‘Shee that? ’Mark of the B—beasht! I made it. Ishn’t it fine?’ 

In half a minute the temple was alive and noisy, and Strickland, who knew what 
came of polluting gods, said that things might occur. He, by virtue of his official position, 
long residence in the country, and weakness for going among the natives, was known to 
the priests and he felt unhappy. Fleete sat on the ground and refused to move. He said 
that ‘good old Hanuman’ made a very soft pillow. 

Then, without any warning, a Silver Man came out of a recess behind the image 
of the god. He was perfectly naked in that bitter, bitter cold, and his body shone like 



frosted silver, for he was what the Bible calls ‘a leper as white as snow.’ Also he had no 
face, because he was a leper of some years’ standing, and his disease was heavy upon 
him. We two stooped to haul Fleete up, and the temple was filling and filling with folk 
who seemed to spring from the earth, when the Silver Man ran in under our arms, making 
a noise exactly like the mewing of an otter, caught Fleete round the body and dropped his 
head on Fleete’s breast before we could wrench him away. Then he retired to a corner 
and sat mewing while the crowd blocked all the doors. 

The priests were very angry until the Silver Man touched Fleete. That nuzzling 
seemed to sober them. 

At the end of a few minutes’ silence one of the priests came to Strickland and 
said, in perfect English, ‘Take your friend away. He has done with Hanuman but 
Hanuman has not done with him.’ The crowd gave room and we carried Fleete into the 
road. 

Strickland was very angry. He said that we might all three have been knifed, and 
that Fleete should thank his stars that he had escaped without injury. 

Fleete thanked no one. He said that he wanted to go to bed. He was gorgeously 
drunk. 

We moved on, Strickland silent and wrathful, until Fleete was taken with violent 
shivering fits and sweating. He said that the smells of the bazaar were overpowering, and 
he wondered why slaughter-houses were permitted so near English residences. ‘Can’t you 
smell the blood?’ said Fleete. 

We put him to bed at last, just as the dawn was breaking, and Strickland invited 
me to have another whisky and soda. While we were drinking he talked of the trouble in 
the temple, and admitted that it baffled him completely. Strickland hates being mystified 
by natives, because his business in life is to overmatch them with their own weapons. He 
has not yet succeeded in doing this, but in fifteen or twenty years he will have made some 
small progress. 

‘They should have mauled us,’ he said, ‘instead of mewing at us. I wonder what 
they meant. I don’t like it one little bit.’ 

I said that the Managing Committee of the temple would in all probability bring a 
criminal action against us for insulting their religion. There was a section of the Indian 
Penal Code which exactly met Fleete’s offence. Strickland said he only hoped and prayed 
that they would do this. Before I left I looked into Fleete’s room, and saw him lying on 
his right side, scratching his left breast. Then I went to bed cold, depressed, and unhappy, 
at seven o’clock in the morning. 

At one o’clock I rode over to Strickland’s house to inquire after Fleete’s head. I 
imagined that it would be a sore one. Fleete was breakfasting and seemed unwell. His 



temper was gone, for he was abusing the cook for not supplying him with an underdone 
chop. A man who can eat raw meat after a wet night is a curiosity. I told Fleete this and 
he laughed. 

‘You breed queer mosquitoes in these parts,’ he said. ‘I’ve been bitten to pieces, 
but only in one place.’ 

‘Let’s have a look at the bite,’ said Strickland. ‘It may have gone down since this 
morning.’ 

While the chops were being cooked, Fleete opened his shirt and showed us, just 
over his left breast, a mark, the perfect double of the black rosettes—the five or six 
irregular blotches arranged in a circle—on a leopard’s hide. Strickland looked and said, 
‘It was only pink this morning. It’s grown black now.’ 

Fleete ran to a glass. 

‘By Jove!’ he said, ‘this is nasty. What is it?’ 

We could not answer. Here the chops came in, all red and juicy, and Fleete bolted 
three in a most offensive manner. He ate on his right grinders only, and threw his head 
over his right shoulder as he snapped the meat. When he had finished, it struck him that 
he had been behaving strangely, for he said apologetically, ‘I don’t think I ever felt so 
hungry in my life. I’ve bolted like an ostrich.’ 

After breakfast Strickland said to me, Don’t go. Stay here, and stay for the night.’ 

Seeing that my house was not three miles from Strickland’s, this request was 
absurd. But Strickland insisted, and was going to say something, when Fleete interrupted 
by declaring in a shame-faced way that he felt hungry again. Strickland sent a man to my 
house to fetch over my bedding and a horse, and we three went down to Strickland’s 
stables to pass the hours until it was time to go out for a ride. The man who has a 
weakness for horses never wearies of inspecting them; and when two men are killing time 
in this way they gather knowledge and lies the one from the other. 

There were five horses in the stables, and I shall never forget the scene as we tried 
to look them over. They seemed to have gone mad. They reared and screamed and nearly 
tore up their pickets; they sweated and shivered and lathered and were distraught with 
fear. Strickland’s horses used to know him as well as his dogs; which made the matter 
more curious. We left the stable for fear of the brutes throwing themselves in their panic. 
Then Strickland turned back and called me. The horses were still frightened, but they let 
us ‘gentle’ and make much of them, and put their heads in our bosoms. 

‘They aren’t afraid of us,’ said Strickland. ‘D’ you know, I’d give three months’ 
pay if Outrage here could talk.’ 



But Outrage was dumb, and could only cuddle up to his master and blow out his 
nostrils, as is the custom of horses when they wish to explain things but can’t. Fleete 
came up when we were in the stalls, and as soon as the horses saw him, their fright broke 
out afresh. It was all that we could do to escape from the place unkicked. Strickland said, 
‘They don’t seem to love you, Fleete.’ 

‘Nonsense, said Fleete; ‘my mare will follow me like a dog.’ He went to her; she 
was in a loose-box; but as he slipped the bars she plunged, knocked him down, and broke 
away into the garden. I laughed, but Strickland was not amused. He took his moustache 
in both fists and pulled at it till it nearly came out. Fleete, instead of going off to chase his 
property, yawned, saying that he felt sleepy. He went to the house to lie down, which was 
a foolish way of spending New Year’s Day. 

Strickland sat with me in the stables and asked if I had noticed anything peculiar 
in Fleete’s manner. I said that he ate his food like a beast; but that this might have been 
the result of living alone in the hills out of the reach of society as refined and elevating as 
ours for instance. Strickland was not amused. I do not think that he listened to me, for his 
next sentence referred to the mark on Fleete’s breast, and I said that it might have been 
caused by blister-flies, or that it was possibly a birth-mark newly born and now visible 
for the first time. We both agreed that it was unpleasant to look at, and Strickland found 
occasion to say that I was a fool. 

‘I can’t tell you what I think now,’ said he, ‘because you would call me a 
madman; but you must stay with me for the next few days, if you can. I want you to 
watch Fleete, but don’t tell me what you think till I have made up my mind.’ 

‘But I am dining out to-night,’ I said. 

‘So am I,’ said Strickland, ‘and so is Fleete. At least if he doesn’t change his mind.’ 

We walked about the garden smoking, but saying nothing—because we were 
friends, and talking spoils good tobacco—till our pipes were out. Then we went to wake 
up Fleete. He was wide awake and fidgeting about his room. 

‘I say, I want some more chops,’ he said. ‘Can I get them?’ 

We laughed and said, ‘Go and change. The ponies will be round in a minute.’ 

‘All right,’ said Fleete. ‘I’ll go when I get the chops—underdone ones, mind.’ 

He seemed to be quite in earnest. It was four o’clock, and we had had breakfast at 
one; still, for a long time, he demanded those underdone chops. Then he changed into 
riding clothes and went out into the verandah. His pony—the mare had not been caught—
would not let him come near. All three horses were unmanageable—mad with fear—and 
finally Fleete said that he would stay at home and get something to eat. Strickland and I 



rode out wondering. As we passed the temple of Hanuman the Silver Man came out and 
mewed at us. 

‘He is not one of the regular priests of the temple,’ said Strickland. ‘I think I 
should peculiarly like to lay my hands on him.’ 

There was no spring in our gallop on the racecourse that evening. The horses were 
stale, and moved as though they had been ridden out. 

‘The fright after breakfast has been too much for them,’ said Strickland. 

That was the only remark he made through the remainder of the ride. Once or 
twice, I think, he swore to himself; but that did not count. 

We came back in the dark at seven o’clock, and saw that there were no lights in 
the bungalow. ‘Careless ruffians my servants are!’ said Strickland. 

My horse reared at something on the carriage drive, and Fleete stood up under its 
nose. 

‘What are you doing, grovelling about the garden?’ said Strickland. 

But both horses bolted and nearly threw us. We dismounted by the stables and 
returned to Fleete, who was on his hands and knees under the orange-bushes. 

‘What the devil’s wrong with you?’ said Strickland. 

‘Nothing, nothing in the world,’ said Fleete, speaking very quickly and thickly. 
‘I’ve been gardening—botanising, you know. The smell of the earth is delightful. I think 
I’m going for a walk—a long walk—all night.’ 

Then I saw that there was something excessively out of order somewhere, and I 
said to Strickland, ‘I am not dining out.’ 

‘Bless you!’ said Strickland. ‘Here, Fleete, get up. You’ll catch fever there. Come 
in to dinner and let’s have the lamps lit. We’ll all dine at home.’ 

Fleete stood up unwillingly, and said, ‘No lamps—no lamps. It’s much nicer here. 
Let’s dine outside and have some more chops—lots of ’em and underdone—bloody ones 
with gristle.’ 

Now a December evening in Northern India is bitterly cold, and Fleete’s 
suggestion was that of a maniac. 

‘Come in,’ said Strickland sternly. ‘Come in at once.’ 



Fleete came, and when the lamps were brought, we saw that he was literally 
plastered with dirt from head to foot. He must have been rolling in the garden. He shrank 
from the light and went to his room. His eyes were horrible to look at. There was a green 
light behind them, not in them, if you understand, and the man’s lower lip hung down. 

Strickland said, ‘There is going to be trouble—big trouble—to-night. Don’t you 
change your riding-things.’ 

We waited and waited for Fleete’s reappearance, and ordered dinner in the 
meantime. We could hear him moving about his own room, but there was no light there. 
Presently from the room came the long-drawn howl of a wolf. 

People write and talk lightly of blood running cold and hair standing up, and 
things of that kind. Both sensations are too horrible to be trifled with. 

My heart stopped as though a knife had been driven through it, and Strickland 
turned as white as the tablecloth. 

The howl was repeated, and was answered by another howl far across the fields. 

That set the gilded roof on the horror. Strickland dashed into Fleete’s room. I 
followed, and we saw Fleete getting out of the window. He made beast-noises in the back 
of his throat. He could not answer us when we shouted at him. He spat. 

I don’t quite remember what followed, but I think that Strickland must have 
stunned him with the long boot-jack, or else I should never have been able to sit on his 
chest. Fleete could not speak, he could only snarl, and his snarls were those of a wolf, not 
of a man. The human spirit must have been giving way all day and have died out with the 
twilight. We were dealing with a beast that had once been Fleete. 

The affair was beyond any human and rational experience. I tried to say 
‘Hydrophobia,’ but the word wouldn’t come, because I knew that I was lying. 

We bound this beast with leather thongs of the punkah-rope, and tied its thumbs 
and big toes together, and gagged it with a shoe-horn, which makes a very efficient gag if 
you know how to arrange it. Then we carried it into the dining-room, and sent a man to 
Dumoise, the doctor, telling him to come over at once. After we had despatched the 
messenger and were drawing breath, Strickland said, ‘It’s no good. This isn’t any 
doctor’s work.’ I, also, knew that he spoke the truth. 

The beast’s head was free, and it threw it about from side to side. Any one 
entering the room would have believed that we were curing a wolf’s pelt. That was the 
most loathsome accessory of all. 



Strickland sat with his chin in the heel of his fist, watching the beast as it wriggled 
on the ground, but saying nothing. The shirt had been torn open in the scuffle and showed 
the black rosette mark on the left breast. It stood out like a blister. 

In the silence of the watching we heard something without mewing like a she-
otter. We both rose to our feet, and, I answer for myself, not Strickland, felt sick—
actually and physically sick. We told each other, as did the men in Pinafore, that it was 
the cat. 

Dumoise arrived, and I never saw a little man so unprofessionally shocked. He 
said that it was a heart-rending case of hydrophobia, and that nothing could be done. At 
least any palliative measures would only prolong the agony. The beast was foaming at the 
mouth. Fleete, as we told Dumoise, had been bitten by dogs once or twice. Any man who 
keeps half a dozen terriers must expect a nip now and again. Dumoise could offer no 
help. He could only certify that Fleete was dying of hydrophobia. The beast was then 
howling, for it had managed to spit out the shoe-horn. Dumoise said that he would be 
ready to certify to the cause of death, and that the end was certain. He was a good little 
man, and he offered to remain with us; but Strickland refused the kindness. He did not 
wish to poison Dumoise’s New Year. He would only ask him not to give the real cause of 
Fleete’s death to the public. 

So Dumoise left, deeply agitated; and as soon as the noise of the cart-wheels had 
died away, Strickland told me, in a whisper, his suspicions. They were so wildly 
improbable that he dared not say them out aloud; and I, who entertained all Strickland’s 
beliefs, was so ashamed of owning to them that I pretended to disbelieve. 

‘Even if the Silver Man had bewitched Fleete for polluting the image of 
Hanuman, the punishment could not have fallen so quickly.’ 

As I was whispering this the cry outside the house rose again, and the beast fell 
into a fresh paroxysm of struggling till we were afraid that the thongs that held it would 
give way. 

‘Watch!’ said Strickland. ‘If this happens six times I shall take the law into my 
own hands. I order you to help me.’ 

He went into his room and came out in a few minutes with the barrels of an old 
shot-gun, a piece of fishing-line, some thick cord, and his heavy wooden bedstead. I 
reported that the convulsions had followed the cry by two seconds in each case, and the 
beast seemed perceptibly weaker. 

Strickland muttered, ‘But he can’t take away the life! He can’t take away the life!’ 

I said, though I knew that I was arguing against myself, ‘It may be a cat. It must 
be a cat. If the Silver Man is responsible, why does he dare to come here?’ 



Strickland arranged the wood on the hearth, put the gun-barrels into the glow of 
the fire, spread the twine on the table, and broke a walking stick in two. There was one 
yard of fishing line, gut lapped with wire, such as is used for mahseer-fishing, and he tied 
the two ends together in a loop. 

Then he said, ‘How can we catch him? He must be taken alive and unhurt.’ 

I said that we must trust in Providence, and go out softly with polo-sticks into the 
shrubbery at the front of the house. The man or animal that made the cry was evidently 
moving round the house as regularly as a night-watchman. We could wait in the bushes 
till he came by and knock him over. 

Strickland accepted this suggestion, and we slipped out from a bath-room window 
into the front verandah and then across the carriage drive into the bushes. 

In the moonlight we could see the leper coming round the corner of the house. He 
was perfectly naked, and from time to time he mewed and stopped to dance with his 
shadow. It was an unattractive sight, and thinking of poor Fleete, brought to such 
degradation by so foul a creature, I put away all my doubts and resolved to help 
Strickland from the heated gun-barrels to the loop of twine—from the loins to the head 
and back again—with all tortures that might be needful. 

The leper halted in the front porch for a moment and we jumped out on him with 
the sticks. He was wonderfully strong, and we were afraid that he might escape or be 
fatally injured before we caught him. We had an idea that lepers were frail creatures, but 
this proved to be incorrect. Strickland knocked his legs from under him and I put my foot 
on his neck. He mewed hideously, and even through my riding-boots I could feel that his 
flesh was not the flesh of a clean man. 

He struck at us with his hand and feet-stumps. We looped the lash of a dog-whip 
round him, under the arm-pits, and dragged him backwards into the hall and so into the 
dining-room where the beast lay. There we tied him with trunk-straps. He made no 
attempt to escape, but mewed. 

When we confronted him with the beast the scene was beyond description. The 
beast doubled backwards into a bow as though he had been poisoned with strychnine, and 
moaned in the most pitiable fashion. Several other things happened also, but they cannot 
be put down here. 

‘I think I was right,’ said Strickland. ‘Now we will ask him to cure this case.’ 

But the leper only mewed. Strickland wrapped a towel round his hand and took 
the gun-barrels out of the fire. I put the half of the broken walking stick through the loop 
of fishing-line and buckled the leper comfortably to Strickland’s bedstead. I understood 
then how men and women and little children can endure to see a witch burnt alive; for the 
beast was moaning on the floor, and though the Silver Man had no face, you could see 



horrible feelings passing through the slab that took its place, exactly as waves of heat 
play across red-hot iron—gun-barrels for instance. 

Strickland shaded his eyes with his hands for a moment and we got to work. This 
part is not to be printed. 

The dawn was beginning to break when the leper spoke. His mewings had not 
been satisfactory up to that point. The beast had fainted from exhaustion and the house 
was very still. We unstrapped the leper and told him to take away the evil spirit. He 
crawled to the beast and laid his hand upon the left breast. That was all. Then he fell face 
down and whined, drawing in his breath as he did so. 

We watched the face of the beast, and saw the soul of Fleete coming back into the 
eyes. Then a sweat broke out on the forehead and the eyes—they were human eyes—
closed. We waited for an hour, but Fleete still slept. We carried him to his room and bade 
the leper go, giving him the bedstead, and the sheet on the bedstead to cover his 
nakedness, the gloves and the towels with which we had touched him, and the whip that 
had been hooked round his body. He put the sheet about him and went out into the early 
morning without speaking or mewing. 

Strickland wiped his face and sat down. A night-gong, far away in the city, made 
seven o’clock. 

‘Exactly four-and-twenty hours!’ said Strickland. ‘And I’ve done enough to 
ensure my dismissal from the service, besides permanent quarters in a lunatic asylum. Do 
you believe that we are awake?’ 

The red-hot gun-barrel had fallen on the floor and was singeing the carpet. The 
smell was entirely real. 

That morning at eleven we two together went to wake up Fleete. We looked and 
saw that the black leopard-rosette on his chest had disappeared. He was very drowsy and 
tired, but as soon as he saw us, he said, ‘Oh! Confound you fellows. Happy New Year to 
you. Never mix your liquors. I’m nearly dead.’ 

‘Thanks for your kindness, but you’re over time,’ said Strickland. ‘To-day is the 
morning of the second. You’ve slept the clock round with a vengeance.’ 

The door opened, and little Dumoise put his head in. He had come on foot, and 
fancied that we were laying out Fleete. 

‘I’ve brought a nurse,’ said Dumoise. ‘I suppose that she can come in for … what 
is necessary.’ 

‘By all means,’ said Fleete cheerily, sitting up in bed. ‘Bring on your nurses.’ 



Dumoise was dumb. Strickland led him out and explained that there must have 
been a mistake in the diagnosis. Dumoise remained dumb and left the house hastily. He 
considered that his professional reputation had been injured, and was inclined to make a 
personal matter of the recovery. Strickland went out too. When he came back, he said that 
he had been to call on the Temple of Hanuman to offer redress for the pollution of the 
god, and had been solemnly assured that no white man had ever touched the idol, and that 
he was an incarnation of all the virtues labouring under a delusion. ‘What do you think?’ 
said Strickland. 

I said, “‘There are more things …”’ 

But Strickland hates that quotation. He says that I have worn it threadbare. 

One other curious thing happened which frightened me as much as anything in all 
the night’s work. When Fleete was dressed he came into the dining-room and sniffed. He 
had a quaint trick of moving his nose when he sniffed. ‘Horrid doggy smell, here,’ said 
he. ‘You should really keep those terriers of yours in better order. Try sulphur, Strick.’ 

But Strickland did not answer. He caught hold of the back of a chair, and, without 
warning, went into an amazing fit of hysterics. It is terrible to see a strong man overtaken 
with hysteria. Then it struck me that we had fought for Fleete’s soul with the Silver Man 
in that room, and had disgraced ourselves as Englishmen for ever, and I laughed and 
gasped and gurgled just as shamefully as Strickland, while Fleete thought that we had 
both gone mad. We never told him what we had done. 

Some years later, when Strickland had married and was a church-going member 
of society for his wife’s sake, we reviewed the incident dispassionately, and Strickland 
suggested that I should put it before the public. 

I cannot myself see that this step is likely to clear up the mystery; because, in the 
first place, no one will believe a rather unpleasant story, and, in the second, it is well 
known to every right-minded man that the gods of the heathen are stone and brass, and 
any attempt to deal with them otherwise is justly condemned. 

 

 

CLEMENCE HOUSMAN (1861- 1955) was the sister of Laurence Housman. She 
wrote only this tale of Nordic werewolves with its strong belief in faith and one 
other. The Scandanavian countries had many tales of werewolves and werebears in 
sagas. The author captures this Nordic feel wonderfully. Housman’s werewolf is, 
first off, a woman and secondly, cured in an unusual and spiritual fashion.  

 



THE WEREWOLF (1896) 

THE great farm hall was ablaze with the fire-light, and noisy with laughter and 
talk and many-sounding work. None could be idle but the very young and the very old -- 
little Rol, who was hugging a puppy, and old Trella, whose palsied hand fumbled over 
her knitting. The early evening had closed in, and the farm servants had comein from the 
outdoor work and assembled in the ample hall, which had space for scores of workers. 
Several of the men were engaged in carving, and to these were yielded the best place and 
light; others made or repaired fishing tackle and harness, and a great seine net occupied 
three pairs of hands. Of the women, most were sorting and mixing eider feather and 
chopping straw of the same. Looms were there, though not in present use, but three 
wheels whirred emulously, and the finest and swiftest thread of the three ran between the 
fingers of the house mistress. Near her were some children, busy, too, plaiting wicks for 
candles and lamps. Each group of workers had a lamp in its centre, and those farthest 
from the fire had extra warmth from the two braziers filled with glowing wood embers, 
replenished now and again from the generous hearth. But the flicker of the great fire was 
manifest to remotest corners, and prevailed beyond the limits of the lesser lights.  

Little Rol grew tired of his puppy, dropped it incontinently, and made an 
onslaught on Tyr, the old wolf-hound, who basked, dozing, whimpering and twitching in 
his hunting dreams. Prone went Rol beside Tyr, his young arms round the shaggy neck, 
his curls against the black jowl. Tyr gave a perfunctory lick, and stretched with a sleepy 
sigh. Rol growled and rolled and shoved invitingly, but could gain nothing from the old 
dog but placid toleration and a half-observant blink. "Take that, then!" said Rol, indignant 
at this ignoring of his advances, and sent the puppy sprawling against the dignity that 
disdained him as playmate. The dog took no notice, and the child wandered off to find 
amusement elsewhere.  

The baskets of white eider feathers caught his eye far off in a distant corner. He 
slipped under the table and crept along on all-fours,the ordinary commonplace custom of 
walking down a room upright not being to his fancy. When close to the women he lay 
still for a moment watching, with his elbows on the floor and his chin in his palms. One 
of the women seeing him nodded and smiled, and presently he crept out behind her skirts 
and passed, hardly noticed, from one to another, till he found opportunity to possess 
himself of a large handful of feathers. With these he traversed the length of the room, 
under the table again, and emerged near the spinners. At the feet of the youngest he 
curled himself round, sheltered by her knees from the observation of the others, and 
disarmed her of interference by secretly displaying his handful with a confiding smile. A 
dubious nod satisfied him, and presently he proceeded with the play he had planned. He 
took a tuft of the white down and gently shook it free of his fingers close to the whirl of 
the wheel. The wind of the swift motion took it, spun it round and round in widening 
circles, till it floated above like a slow white moth. Little Rol's eyes danced, and the row 
of his small teeth shone in a silent laugh of delight. Another and another of the white tufts 
was sent whirling round like a winged thin in a spider's web, and floating clear at last. 
Presently the handful failed.  



Rol sprawled forward to survey the room and contemplate another journey under 
the table. His shoulder thrusting forward checked the wheel for an instant; he shifted 
hastily. The wheel flew with a jerk and the thread snapped. "Naughty Rol!" said the girl. 
The swiftest wheel stopped also, and the house mistress, Rol's aunt, leaned forward and 
sighting the low curly head gave a warning against mischief and sent him off to old 
Trella's corner.  

Rol obeyed and, after a discreet period of obedience, sidled out again down the 
length of the room farthest from his aunt's eye. As he slipped in among the men, they 
looked up to see that their tools might be, as far as possible, out of reach of Rol's hands, 
and close to their own. Nevertheless, before long, he managed to secure a fine chisel and 
take off its point on the leg of the table. The carver's strong objections to this 
disconcerted Rol, who for five minutes thereafter effaced himself under the table.  

During this seclusion he contemplated the many pairs of legs that surrounded him 
and almost shut out the light of the fire. How very odd some of the legs were; some were 
curved where others were straight where they should be curved; and as Rol said to 
himself, "They all seemed screwed on differently." Some were tucked away modestly, 
under the benches, others were thrust far out under the table, encroaching on Rol's own 
particular domain. He stretched out his own short legs and regarded them critically and, 
after comparison, favorably. Why were not all legs made like his, or like his?  

These legs approved by Rol were a little apart from the rest. He crawled opposite 
and again made comparison. His face grew quite solemn as he thought of the 
innumerable days before his legs could be as long and strong. He hoped they would be 
just likethose, his models , as straight as to bone, as curved as to muscle.  

A few moments later Sweyn of the long legs felt a small hand caressing his foot, 
and looking down met the up-turned eyes of his little cousin Rol. Lying on his back, still 
softly patting and stroking the young man's foot, the child was quiet and happy for a good 
while. He watched the movements of the strong, deft hands and the shifting of the bright 
tools. Now and then minute chips of wood puffed off by Sweyn fell down upon his face. 
At last he raised himself very gently lest a jog should wake impatience in the carver, and 
crossing his own legs round Sweyn's ankle, clasping with his arms too, laid his head 
against the knee. Such an act is evidence of a child's most wonderful hero worship. Quite 
content was Rol, and more than content when Sweyn paused a minute to joke and pat his 
head and pull his curls. Quiet he remained, as long as quiescence is possible to limbs 
young as his, Sweyn forgot he was near, hardly noticed when his leg was gently released, 
and never saw the stealthy abstraction of one of his tools.  

Ten minutes thereafter was a lamentable wail from low in the floor, rising to the 
full pitch of Rol's healthy lungs, for his hand was gashed across and the copious bleeding 
terrified him. Then there was soothing and comforting, washing and binding, and a 
modicum of scolding, till the loud outcry sank into occasional sobs, and the child, tear-
stained and subdued, was returned to the chimney-corner, where Trella nodded.  



In the reaction after pain and fright, Rol found that the fire-lit corner was to him 
mind Tyr, too, disdained him no longer, but, roused by his sobs, showed all the concern 
and sympathy that a dog can by licking and wistful watching. A little shame weighed also 
upon his spirits. He wished he had not cried quite so much. He remembered how Sweyn 
had come home with his arm torn down from the shoulder, and a dead bear and how he 
had never winced or said a word, though his lips turned white with pain. Poor little Rol 
gave an extra sighing sob over his own faint-hearted shortcomings.  

The light and motion of the fire began to tell strange stories to the child, and the 
wind in the chimney roared a corroborative note now and then. The great black mouth of 
the chimney, impending high over the hearth, received the murky coils of smoke a 
brightness of aspiring sparks as into a mysterious gulf, and beyond, in the high darkness, 
were muttering and wailing and strange doings, so that sometimes the smoke rushed back 
in panic, and curled out and up to the roof, and condensed itself to invisiblity among the 
rafters. And then the wind would rage after its lost prey, rattling and shrieking at window 
and door.  

In a lull, after one such loud gust, Rol lifted his head in surprise and listened. A 
lull had also come on the babble of talk, and thus could be heard with strange distinctness 
a sound without the door - the sound of a child's voice, a child's hands.  

"Open, open; let me in!" piped the little voice from low down, lower than the 
handle, and the latch rattled as though a tip-toe child reached up to it, and soft small 
knocks were struck. One near the door sprang up and opened it. "No one is here," he said. 
Tyr lifted his head an gave utterance to a howl, loud, prolonged, most dismal.  

Sweyn, not able to believe that his ears had deceived him, got up and went to the 
door. It was a dark night; the clouds were heavy with snow, that had fallen fitfully when 
the wind lulled. Untrodden snow lay up to the porch; there was no sight nor sound of an 
human being. Sweyn strained his eyes far and near, only to see dark sky, pure snow, and 
a line of black fir trees on a hill brow, bowing down before the wind. "It must have been 
the wind," he said, and closed the door.  

Many faces looked scared. The sound of a child's voice had been so distinct - and 
the words, "Open, open; let me in!" The wind might creak the wood or rattle the latch, 
but could not speak with a child's voice; nor knock with the soft plain blows that a plump 
fist gives. And the strange unusual howl of the wolf-hound was an omen to be feared, be 
the rest what it might. Strange things were said by one and other, till a time after there 
was uneasiness, constraint, and silence; then the chill of fear thawed by degrees, and the 
and the babble of talk flowed on again.  

Yet half an hour later a very slight nose outside the door sufficed to arrest every 
hand, every tongue. Every head was raised, every eye fixed in one direction. "It is 
Christian; he is late," said Sweyn.  



No, no; this is a feeble shuffle, not a young man's tread. With the sound of 
uncertain feet came the hard tap tap of a stick against the door, and the high-pitched voice 
of eld, "Open, open; let me in!" Again Tyr flung up his head in a long,doleful howl.  

Before the echo of the tapping stick and the high voice had fairly died way, 
Sweyn had sprung across to the door and flung it wide. "No one again," he said in a 
steady voice, though his eyes looked startled as he stared out. He saw the lonely expanse 
of snow, the clouds swagging low, and between the two, the line of dark fir trees bowing 
in the wind. He closed the door without word of comment, and recrossed the room.  

A score of blanched faces were turned to him as though he were the solver of the 
enigma. He could not be unconscious of this mute eye-questioning, and it disturbed his 
resolute air of composure. He hesitated, glanced toward his mother, the house mistress, 
then back at the frightened fold, and gravely, before them all, made the sign of the cross. 
There was a flutter of hands as the sign was repeated by all, and the dead silence was 
stirred as by a huge sigh, for the held breath of many was freed as if the sign gave magic 
relief.  

Even the house mistress was perturbed. She left her wheel and crossed the room 
to her son, and spoke with him for a moment in a low tone that none could overhear. But 
a moment later her voice was high-pitched and loud, so that all might benefit by her 
rebuke of the heathen chatter of one of the girls. Perhaps she essayed to silence thus her 
own misgivings and forebodings.  

No other voice dared speak now with its natural fulness. Low tones made 
intermittent murmurs, and now and then silence drifted over the whole room. The 
handling of tools was as noiseless as might be, and suspended on the instant if the door 
rattled in a gust of wind. After a time Sweyn left his work, joined the group nearest the 
door, and loitered there on the pretence of giving advice and help to the unskillful.  

A man's tread was heard outside in the porch, "Christian!?said Sweyn and his 
mother simultaneously, he confidently, she authoritatively, to set the checked wheels 
going again. But Tyr flung up his head with an appalling howl.  

"Open, open; let me in!"  

It was a man's voice, and the door shook and rattled as a man's strength beat 
against it. Sweyn could feel the planks quivering, as on the instant his hand was upon the 
door, flinging it open, to face the blank porch, and beyond only snow and sky, and firs 
aslant in the wind.  

He stood for a long minute with the open door in his hand. The bitter wind swept 
in with its icy chill, but a deadlier chill of fear came swifter, and seemed to freeze the 
beating of hearts. Sweyn snatched up a great bearskin cloak.  

"Sweyn, where are you going?"  



"No farther than the porch, mother,?and he stepped out and closed the door.  

He wrapped himself in the heavy fur, and leaning against the most sheltered wall 
of the porch, steeled his nerves to face the devil and all his works. No sound of voices 
came from within; but he could hear the crackle and roar of the fire.  

It was bitterly cold. His feet grew numb, but he fore-bore stamping them into 
warmth lest the sound should strike panic within; nor would he leave the porch, nor print 
a foot-mark on the untrodden snow that testified conclusively to no human voices and 
hands having approached the door since snow fell two hours or more ago. "When the 
wind drops there will be more snow," thought Sweyn.  

For the best part of an hour he kept his watch, and saw no living thing - heard no 
unwonted sound. "I will freeze here no longer," he muttered and reentered.  

One woman gave a half-suppressed scream as his hand was laid on the latch, and 
then a gasp of relief as he came in. No one questioned him, only his mother said, in a tone 
of forced concern, "Could you not see Christian coming?" as though she were made 
anxious only by the absence of her younger son. Hardly had Sweyn stamped near to the 
fire than knocking was heard at the door. Tyr leaped from the hearth - his eyes red as fire 
- his fangs showing white in the black jowl - his neck ridged and bristling; and 
overleaped Rol, ramped at the door, barking furiously.  

Outside the door a clear, mellow voice was calling. Tyr's barking made the words 
indistinguishable.  

No one offered to stir toward the door before Sweyn.  

He stalked the room resolutely, lifted the latch, and swung back the door.  

A white-robed woman glided in.  

No wraith! Living - beautiful - young.  

Tyr leapt upon her.  

Lithely she balked the sharp fangs with folds of her long fur robe, and snatching 
from her girdle a small two-edged axe, whirled it up for a blow of defence.  

Sweyn caught the dog by the collar and dragged him off, yelling and struggling. 
The stranger stood in the doorway motionless, one foot set forward, one arm flung up, till 
the house mistress hurried down the room, and Sweyn, relinquishing to others the furious 
Tyr, turned again to close the door and offer excuses for so fierce a greeting. Then she 
lowered her arm, slung the axe in its place at her waist, loosened the furs about her face, 
and shook over her shoulder the long white robe - all, as it were, with the sway of one 
movement.  



She was a maiden, tall and very fair. The fashion of her dress was strange - half 
masculine, yet not unwomanly. A fine fur tunic, reaching but little below the knee, was 
all the skirt she wore; below were the cross-bound shoes and leggings that a hunter wears. 
A white fur cap was set low upon the brows, and from its edge strips of fur fell lappet-
wise about her shoulders, two of which at her entrance had been drawn forward and 
crossed about her throat, but now, loosened and thrust back, left hidden long plaits of fair 
hair that lay forward on shoulder and breast, down to the ivory-studded girdle where the 
axe gleamed.  

Sweyn and his mother led the stranger to the hearth without question or sign of 
curiosity, till she voluntarily told her tale of a long journey to distant kindred, a promised 
guide unmet, and signals and landmarks mistaken.  

"Alone!" exclaimed Sweyn, in astonishment. "Have you journeyed thus far - a 
hundred leagues - alone?"  

She answered, "Yes," with a little smile.  

"Over the hills and wastes! Why, the folk there are savage and wild as beasts!"  

She dropped her hand upon her axe with a laugh of scorn.  

"I fear neither man nor beast; some few fear me," and then she told strange tales 
of fierce attack and defence, and of the bold, free huntress life she had led.  

Her words came a little slowly and deliberately, as though she spoke in a scarce 
familiar tongue; now and then she hesitated, and stopped in a phrase, as if for lack of 
some word.  

She became the centre of a group of listeners. The interest she excited dissipated, 
in some degree, the dread inspired by the mysterious voices. There was nothing ominous 
about this bright, fair reality, though her aspect was strange.  

Little Rol crept near, staring at the stranger with all his might. Unnoticed, he 
softly stroked and patted a corner of her soft white robe that reached to the floor in ample 
folds. He laid his cheek against it caressingly, and then edged close up to her knees.  

"What is your name?" he asked.  

The stranger's smile and ready answer, as she looked down, saved Rol from the rebuke 
merited by his question.  

"My real name," she said, "would be uncouth to your ears and tongue. The folk of 
this country have given me another name, and from this?- she laid her hand on the fur 
robe - "They call me 'White Fell.'"  



Little Rol repated it to himself, stroking and patting as before. "White Fell, White 
Fell."  

The fair face, and soft, beautiful dress pleased Rol. He knelt up, with his eyes on 
her face and an air of uncertain determination, like a robin's on a doorstep, and plumped 
his elbows into her lap with a little gasp at his own tenacity.  

"Rol!" exclaimed his aunt; but "Oh, let him!" said White Fell, smiling and 
stroking his head; and Rol stayed.  

He advanced farther, and, panting at his own adventurousness, in the face of his 
aunt's authority, climbed up on to her knees. Her welcoming arms hindered any protest. 
He nestled happily, fingering the axe head, the ivory studs in her girdle, the ivory clasp at 
her throat, the plaits of fair hair; rubbing his head against the softness of her fur-clad 
shoulder, with a child's confidence in the kindness of beauty.  

White Fell had not uncovered her head, only knotted the pendant fur loosely 
behind her neck. Rol reached up his hand toward it, whispering her name to himself, 
"White Fell, White Fell," then slid his arms round her neck, and kissed her - once - twice. 
She laughed delightedly and kissed him again.  

"The child plagues you?" said Sweyn.  

"No, indeed," she answered, with an eagerness so intense as to seem disproportionate to 
the occasion.  

Rol settled himself again on her lap and began to unwind the bandage bound 
round his hand. He paused a little when he saw where the blood had soaked through, then 
went on till his hand was bare and the cut displayed, gaping and long, though only skin-
deep. He held it up toward White Fell, desirous of her pity and sympathy.  

At sight of it and the blood-stained linen, she drew in her breath suddenly, clasped 
Rol to her - hard, hard - till he began to struggle. Her face was hidden behind the boy, so 
that none could see its expression. It had lighted up with a most awful glee.  

Afar, beyond the fir grove, beyond the low hill behind, the absent Christian was 
hastening his return. From day-break he had been afoot, carrying summons to a bear hunt 
to all the best hunters of the farms and hamlets that lay within a radius of twelve miles. 
Nevertheless, having detained till a late hour, he now broke into a run, going with a long 
smooth stride that fast made the miles diminish.  

He entered the midnight blackness of the fir grove with scarcely slackened pace, 
though the path was invisible, and, passing through into the open again, sighted the farm 
lying a furlong off down the slope. Then he sprang out freely, and almost on the instant 
gave one great sideways leap and stood still. There in the snow was the track of a great 
wolf.  



His hand went to his knife, his only weapon. He stooped, knelt down, to bring his 
eyes to the level of a beast, and peered about, his teeth set, his heart beating - a little 
harder than the pace of his running had set it. A solitary wolf, nearly always savage and 
of large size, is a formidable beast that will not hesitate to attack a single man. This wolf 
track was the largest Christian had ever seen, and, as far as he could judge, recently 
made. It led from under the fir-trees down the slope. Well for him, he thought, was the 
delay that had so vexed him before; well for him that he had not passed through the dark 
fir grove when that danger of jaws lurked there. Going warily, he followed the track.  

It led down the slope, across a broad ice-bound stream, along the level beyond, 
leading toward the farm. A less sure knowledge than Christian's might have doubted of it 
being a wolf track, and guessed it to be made by Tyr or some other large dog; but he was 
sure, and knew better than to mistake between a wolf's and a dog's footmark.  

Straight on - straight on toward the farm.  

Christian grew surprised and anxious at a prowling wolf daring so near. He drew 
his knife and pressed on, more hastily, more keenly eyed. Oh, that Tyr were with him!  

Straight on, straight on, even to the very door, where the snow failed. His heart 
gave a leap and then stop. There the track ended.  

Nothing lurked in the porch, and there was no sign of return. The firs stood 
straight against the sky, the clouds lay low; for the wind had fallen and a few snowflakes 
came drifting down. In a horror of surprise, Christian stood dazed a moment; then he 
lifted the latch and went in. His glance took in all the old familiar forms and faces, and 
with them that of the stranger, fur-clad and beautiful. The awful truth flashed upon him. 
He knew what she was.  

Only a few were startled by the rattle of the latch when he entered. The room was 
filled with bustle and movement, for it was the supper hour, and all tools were being put 
aside and trestles and tables shifted. Christian had no knowledge of what he said and did; 
he moved and spoke mechanically, half thinking that soon he would wake from this 
horrible dream. Sweyn and his mother supposed him to be cold and dead-tired, and 
spared all unnecessary questions. And he found himself seated beside the hearth, opposite 
that dreadful Thing that looked like a beautiful girl, watching her every movement, 
curdling with horror to see her fondling Rol.  

Sweyn stood near them both, intent upon White Fell also, but how differently! 
She seemed unconscious of the gaze of both - neither aware of the chill dread in the eyes 
of Christian, nor of Sweyn's warm admiration.  

These two brothers, who were twins, contrasted greatly, despite their striking 
likeness. They were alike in regular profile, fair brown hair, and deep blue eyes; but 
Sweyn's features were perfect as a young god's, while Christian's showed faulty detail. 
Thus, the line of his mouth was set too straight, the eyes shelved too deeply back, and the 



contour of the face flowed in less generous curves than Sweyn's. Their height was the 
same, but Christian was too slender for perfect proportion, while Sweyn's well-knit 
frame, broad shoulders and muscular arms made him pre-eminent for manly beauty as 
well as strength. As a hunter Sweyn was without rival; as a fisher without rival. All the 
countryside acknowledged him to be the best wrestler, rider, dancer, singer. Only in 
speed could he be surpassed, and in that only by his younger brother. All others Sweyn 
could distance fairly; but Christian could out-run him easily. Ay, he could keep pace with 
Sweyn's most breathless burst, and laugh and talk the while.  

Christian took little pride in his fleetness of foot, counting a man's legs to be the 
least worthy of his limbs. He had no envy of his brother's athletic superiority, though to 
several feats he had made a moderate second. He loved as only a twin can love - proud of 
all that Sweyn did, content with all Sweyn was, humbly content also that his own great 
love should not be so exceedingly returned, since he knew himself to be so far less 
loveworthy.  

Christian dared not, in the midst of women and children, launch the horror that he 
knew into words. He waited to consult his brother; but Sweyn did not, or would not, 
notice the signal he made, and kept his face always turned toward White Fell. Christian 
drew away from the hearth unable to remain passive with that dread upon him.  

"Where is Tyr?" he said, suddenly. Then catching sight of the dog in a distant 
corner, "Why is he chained there?"  

"He flew at the stranger," one answered.  

Christian's eyes glowed. "Yes?" he said interrogatively, and, rising, went without 
a word to the corner where Tyr was chained. The dog rose up to meet him, as piteous and 
indignant as a dumb beast can be. He stroked the black head.  

"Good Tyr! Brave dog!"  

They knew - they only - and the man and the dumb dog had comfort of each 
other.  

Christian's eyes turned again toward White Fell. Tyr's also, and he strained 
against the length of the chain. Christian's hand lay on the dog's neck, and he felt it ridge 
and bristle with the quivering of impotent fury. Then he began to quiver in like manner, 
with a fury born of reason, not instinct; as impotent morally as was Tyr physically. Oh, 
the woman's form that he dare not touch! Anything but that, and he with Tyr, would be 
free to kill or be killed.  

Then he returned to ask fresh questions.  

"How long has the stranger been here?"  



"She came about half an hour before you."  

"Who opened the door to her?"  

"Sweyn. No one else dared."  

The tone of the answer was mysterious.  

"Why?" queried Christian. "Has anything strange happened? Tell me?"  

For answer, he was told in a low undertone of the summons at the door, thrice 
repeated, without human agency; and of Tyr's ominous howls, and of Sweyn's fruitless 
watch outside.  

Christian turned toward his brother in a torment of impatience for a word apart. 
The board was spread and Sweyn was leading White Fell to the guest's place. This was 
more awful! She would break bread with them under the roof tree.  

He started forward and, touching Sweyn's arm, whispered an urgent entreaty. 
Sweyn stared, and shook his head in angry impatience.  

Thereupon Christian would take no morsel of food.  

His opportunity came at last. White Fell questioned the landmarks of the country, 
and of one Cairn Hill, which was an appointed meeting place at which she was due that 
night. The house mistress and Sweyn both exclaimed.  

"It is three long miles away," said Sweyn, "with no other shelter but a wretched 
hut. Stay with us this night and I will show you the way tomorrow."  

White Fell seemed to hesitate. "Three miles," she said, "Then I should be able to 
see or hear a signal."  

"I will look out," said Sweyn; "Then if there be no signal, you must not leave us."  

He went to the door. Christian silently followed him out.  

"Sweyn, do you know what she is?"  

Sweyn, surprised at the vehement grasp and low hoarse voice, made answer:  

"She? Who? White Fell?"  

"Yes.?"  

"She is the most beautiful girl I have ever seen."  



"She is a were-wolf."  

Sweyn burst out laughing. "Are you mad?" he asked.  

"No; here, see for yourself."  

Christian drew him out of the porch, pointing to the snow where the footmarks 
had been - had been, for now they were not. Snow was falling, and every dint was blotted 
out.  

"Well?" asked Sweyn.  

"Had you come when I first signaled you, you would have seen for yourself."  

"Seen what?"  

"The footprints of a wolf leading up to the door; none leading away."  

It was impossible not to be startled by the tone alone, though it was hardly above 
a whisper. Sweyn eyed his brother anxiously, but in the darkness could make nothing of 
his face. Then he laid his hands kindly and reassuringly on Christian's shoulders and felt 
how he was quivering with excitement and horror.  

"One sees strange things," he said, "when the cold has got into the brain behind 
the eyes; you came in cold and worn out."  

"No," interrupted Christian. "I saw the track first on the brow of the slope, and 
followed it down right here to the door. This was no delusion."  

Sweyn in his heart felt positive that it was. Christian was given to day dreams and 
strange fancies, though never had he been possessed with so mad of a notion before.  

"Don't you believe me?" said Christian desperately. "You must. I swear it is the 
truth. Are you blind? Why, even Tyr knows."  

"You will be clearer-headed tomorrow, after a night's rest. Then come, too, if you 
will, with White Fell, to the Hill Cairn, and, if you have doubts still, watch and follow, 
and see what footprints she leaves."  

Galled by Sweyn's evident contempt, Christian turned abruptly to the door. Sweyn 
caught him back.  

"What now, Christian? What are you going to do?"  

"You do not believe me; my mother shall."  



Sweyn's grasp tightened. "You shall not tell her," he said, authoritatively.  

Customarily Christian was so docile to his brother's mastery that it was now a 
surprising thing when he wrenched himself free vigorously and said as determinedly as 
Sweyn: "She shall know." But Sweyn was nearer the door, and would not let him pass.  

"There has been scare enough for one night already. If this notion of yours will 
keep, broach it tomorrow." Christian would not yield.  

"Women are so easily scared," pursued Sweyn, "and are ready to believe any folly 
without proof. Be a man, Christian, and fight this notion of a were-wolf by yourself."  

"If you would believe me," began Christian.  

"I believe you to be a fool," said Sweyn, losing patience. "Another, who was not 
your brother, might think you a knave, and guess that you had transformed White Fell 
into a were-wolf because she smiled more readily on me than on you."  

The jest was not without foundation, for the grace of White Fell's bright looks had 
been bestowed on him - on Christian never a whit. Sweyn's coxcombry was always frank 
and most forgivable, and not without justifiableness.  

"If you want an ally," continued Sweyn, "Confide in old Trella. Out of her stories 
of wisdom - if her memory holds good - she can instruct you in the orthodox manner of 
tackling a were-wolf. If I remember aright, you should watch the suspected person till 
midnight, when the beast's form must be resumed, and retained ever after if a human eye 
sees the change; or, better still, sprinkle hands and feet with holy water, which is certain 
death! Oh, never fear, but old Trella will be equal to the occasion."  

Sweyn's contempt was no longer good-humored, for he began to feel excessively 
annoyed at this monstrous doubt of White Fell. But Christian was too deeply distressed to 
take offense.  

"You speak of them as old wives' tales, but if you had seen the proof I have seen, 
you would be ready at least to wish them true, if not also to put them to the test."  

"Well," said Sweyn, with a laugh that had a little sneer in it, "put them to the test - 
I will not mind that, if you will only keep your notions to yourself. Now, Christian, give 
me your word for silence, and we will freeze here no longer."  

Christian remained silent.  

Sweyn put his hands on his shoulders again and vainly tried to see his face in the 
darkness.  

"We have never quarreled yet, Christian?"  



"I have never quarreled," returned the other, aware for the first time that his 
dictatorial brother had sometimes offered for quarrel, had he been ready to take it.  

"Well," said Sweyn, empathetically, "if you speak against White Fell to any other, 
as tonight you have spoken to me - we shall."  

He delivered the words like an ultimatum, turned sharp round and re-entered the 
house. Christian, more fearful and wretched than before, followed.  

"Snow is falling fast - not a single light is to be seen."  

White Fell's eyes passed over Christian without apparent notice, and turned bright 
and shining upon Sweyn.  

"Nor any signal to be heard?" she queried. "Did you not hear the sound of a sea-
horn?"  

"I saw nothing and heard nothing; and signal or no signal, the heavy snow would 
keep you here perforce."  

She smiled her thanks beautifully. And Christian's heart sank like lead with a 
deadly foreboding, as he noted what a light was kindled in Sweyn's eyes by her smile.  

That night, when all others slept, Christian, the weariest of all, watched outside 
the guest chamber till midnight was past. No sound, not the faintest, could be heard. 
Could the old tale be true of a midnight change? What was on the other side of the door - 
a woman or a beast - he would have given his right hand to know. Instinctively he laid his 
hand on the latch and drew it softly, though believing that bolts fastened the inner side. 
The door yielded to his hand; he stood on the threshold; a keen gust of air cut at him. The 
window stood open; the room was empty.  

So Christian could sleep with a somewhat lightened heart.  

In the morning there was surprise and conjecture when White Fell's absence was 
discovered. Christian held his peace; not even to his brother did he say how he knew that 
she had fled before midnight; and Sweyn, though evidently greatly chagrined, seemed to 
disdain reference to the subject of Christian's fears.  

The elder brother alone joined the bear hunt; Christian found pretext to stay 
behind. Sweyn, being out of humor, manifested his contempt by uttering not one 
expostulation.  

All that day, and for many a day after, Christian would never go out of sight of his 
home. Sweyn alone noticed how he manoeuvred for this, and was clearly annoyed by it. 
White Fell's name was never mentioned between them, though not seldom was it heard in 
general talk. Hardly a day passed without little Rol asking when White Fell would come 



again; pretty White Fell, who kissed like a snowflake. And if Sweyn answered, Christian 
would be quite sure that the light in his eyes, kindled by White Fell's smile, had not yet 
died out.  

Little Rol! Naughty, merry, fair-haired little Rol! A day came when his feet raced 
over the threshold never to return; when his chatter and laugh were heard no more; when 
tears of anguish were wept by eyes that never would see his bright head again - never 
again - living or dead.  

He was seen at dusk for the last time, escaping from the house with his puppy, in 
freakish rebellion against old Trella. Later, when his absence had begun to cause anxiety, 
his puppy crept back to the farm, cowed, whimpering, and yelping - a pitiful, dumb lump 
of terror - without intelligence or courage to guide the frightened search.  

Rol was never found, nor any trace of him. How he had perished was known only 
by an awful guess - a wild beast had devoured him.  

Christian heard the conjecture, "A wolf," and a horrible certainty flashed upon 
him that he knew what wolf it was. He tried to declare what he knew, but Sweyn saw him 
start at the words with white face and struggling lips, and, guessing his purpose, pulled 
him back and kept him silent, hardly, by his imperious grip and wrathful eyes, and one 
low whisper. Again Christian yielded to his brother's stronger words and will, and against 
his own judgment consented to silence.  

Repentance came before the new moon - the first of the year - was old. White Fell 
came again, smiling as she entered as though assured of a glad and kindly welcome; and, 
in truth, there was only one who saw again her fair face and strange white garb without 
pleasure. Sweyn's face glowed again with delight, while Christian's grew pale and rigid as 
death. He had given his word to keep silence, but he had not thought that she would dare 
to come again. Silence was impossible - face to face with that Thing - impossible. 
Irrepressibly he cried out:  

"Where is Rol?"  

Not a quiver disturbed White Fell's face; she heard, yet remained bright and 
tranquil - Sweyn's eyes flashed round at his brother dangerously. Among the women 
some tears fell at the poor child's name, but none caught alarm from its sudden utterance, 
for the thought of Rol rose naturally. Where was Rol, who had nestled in the stranger's 
arms, kissing her, and watched for her since, and prattled of her daily?  

Christian went out silently. Only one thing there was that he could do, and he 
must not delay. His horror overmastered any curiosity to hear White Fell's glib excuses 
and smiling apologies for her strange and uncourteous departure; or her easy tale of the 
circumstances of her return; or to watch her bearing as she heard the sad tale of little Rol.  



The swiftest runner of the countryside had started on his hardest race - little less 
than three leagues and back, which he reckoned to accomplish in two hours, though the 
night was moonless and the way rugged. He rushed against the still cold air till it felt like 
a wind upon his face. The dim homestead sunk below the ridges at his back, and fresh 
ridges of snowlands rose out of the obscure horizon level to drive past him as the stirless 
air drove, and sink away behind into obscure level again. He took no conscious heed of 
landmarks, not even when all sign of a path was gone under the depths of snow. His will 
was set to reach his goal with unexampled speed, and thither by instinct his physical 
forces bore him, without one definite thought to guide.  

And the idle brain lay passive, inert, receiving into its vacancy, restless siftings of 
past sights and sounds; Rol weeping, laughing, playing, coiled in the arms of that 
dreadful Thing; Tyr - O Tyr! - white fangs in the black jowl; the women who wept on the 
foolish puppy, precious for the child's last touch; footprints from pinewood to door; the 
smiling face among furs, of such womanly beauty - smiling - smiling; and Sweyn's face.  

"Sweyn, Sweyn, O Sweyn, my brother!"  

Sweyn's angry laugh possessed his ear within the sound of the wind of his speed; 
Sweyn's scorn assailed more quick and keen than the biting cold at his throat. And yet he 
was unimpressed by any thought of how Sweyn's scorn and anger would rise if this 
errand were known.  

To the younger brother all life was a spiritual mystery, veiled from clear 
knowledge by the density of flesh. Since he knew his own body to be linked to the 
complex and antagonistic forces that constitute one soul, it seemed to him not impossibly 
strange that one spiritual force should possess diverse forms for widely various 
manifestation. Nor, to him, was it great effort to believe that as pure water washes away 
all natural from that supernatural evil Thing. Therefore, faster than ever man's foot had 
covered those leagues, he sped under the dark, still night, over the waste trackless snow 
ridges to the far-away church where salvation lay in the holy-water stoop at the door. His 
faith was as firm as any that wrought miracles in days past, simple as a child's wish, 
strong as a man's will.  

He was hardly missed during these hours, every second of which was by him 
fulfilled to its utmost extent by extremest effort that sinews and nerves could attain. 
Within the homestead the while easy moments went bright with words and looks of 
unwonted animation, for the kindly hospitable instincts of the inmates were roused into 
cordial expression of welcome and interest by the grace and beauty of the returned 
stranger.  

But Sweyn was eager and earnest, with more than a host's courteous warmth. The 
impression that at her first coming had charmed him, that had lived since through 
memory, deepened now in her actual presence. Sweyn, the matchless among men, 
acknowledged in this fair White Fell a spirit high and bold as his own, and a frame so 
firm and capable that only bulk was lacking for equal strength. Yet the white skin was 



moulded most smoothly, without such muscular swelling as made his might evident. 
Such love as his frank self-love could concede was called forth by an ardent admiration 
for this supreme stranger. More admiration than love was in his passion, and therefore he 
was free from a lover's hesitancy, and delicate reserve and doubts. Frankly and boldly he 
courted her favor by looks and tones, and an address that was his by natural ease.  

Nor was she a woman to be wooed otherwise. Tender whispers and sighs would 
never gain her ear; but her eyes would brighten and shine if she heard of a brave feat, and 
her prompt hand in sympathy would fall swiftly on the axe haft and clasp it hard. That 
movement ever fired Sweyn's admiration anew; he watched for it, strove to elicit it and 
glowed when it came. Wonderful and beautiful was that wrist, slender and steel-strong; 
the smooth shapely hand that curved so fast and firm, ready to deal instant death.  

Desiring to feel the pressure of these hands, this bold lover schemed with palpable 
directness, proposing that she should hear how their hunting songs were sung, with a 
chorus that signalled hands to be clasped. So claimed his splendid voice gave the verses, 
and, as the chorus was taken up, he claimed her hands, and, even through the easy grip, 
felt, as he desired, the strength that was latent, and the vigor that quickened the very 
finger tips, as the song fired her, and her voice was caught out of her by the rhythmic 
swell and rang clear on the top of the closing surge.  

Afterward she sang alone. For contrast, or in the pride of swaying moods by her 
voice, she chose a mournful song that drifted along in a minor chant, sad as a wind that 
dirges:  

"Oh, let me go! 
Around spin the wreaths of snow; 

The dark earth sleeps below.  
 

"Far up the plain 
Moans a voice of pain: 

'Where shall my babe be lain?  
 

'On my white breast 
Lay the sweet life to rest! 
Lay, where it can be best!  

 
'Hush! hush! it cries; 

'Tense night is on the skies; 
'Two stares are in thine eyes.'  

 
'Come, babe away! 

But lie thou till dawn be gray, 
Who must be dead by day.  

 
'This cannot last; 



But, o'er the sickening blast, 
All sorrows shall be past;  

 
'All kings shall be 

Low bending at thy knee, 
Worshipping life from thee.  

 
'For men long sore 

To hope of what's before -  
To leave the things of yore.  

 
'Mine, and not thine, 

How deep their jewels shine! 
Peace laps thy head, not mine!'" 

Old Trella came tottering from her corner, shaken to additional palsy by an 
aroused memory. She strained her dim eyes toward the singer, and then bent her head that 
the one ear yet sensible to sound might avail of every note. At the close, groping forward, 
she murmured with the high pitched quaver of old age:  

"So she sang, my Thora; my last and brightest. What is she like - she, whose voice 
is like my dead Thora's? Are her eyes blue?"  

"Blue as the sky."  

"So were my Thora's. Is her hair fair and in plaits to the waist?"  

"Even so," answered White Fell herself, and met the advancing hands with her 
own, and guided them to corroborate her words by touch.  

"Like my dead Thora's," repeated the old woman; and then her trembling hands 
rested on the fur-clad shoulders and she bent forward and kissed the smooth fair face that 
White Fell upturned, nothing loath to receive and return the caress.  

So Christian saw them as he entered.  

He stood a moment. After the starless darkness and the icy night air, and the 
fierce silent two hours' race, his senses reeled on sudden entrance into warmth and light 
and the cheery hum of voices. A sudden unforeseen anguish assailed him, as now first he 
entertained the possibility of being overmatched by her wiles and her daring, if at the 
approach of pure death she should start up at bay transformed to a terrible beast, and 
achieve a savage glut at the last. He looked with horror and pity on the harmless helpless 
folk, so unwitting of outrage to their comfort and security. The dreadful Thing in their 
midst, that was veiled from their knowledge by womanly beauty, was a centre of pleasant 
interest. There, before him, signally impressive, was poor old Trella, weakest and feeblest 
of all, in fond nearness. And a moment might bring about the revelation of a monstrous 



horror - a ghastly, deadly danger, set loose and at bay, in a circle of girls and women, and 
careless, defenceless men.  

And he alone of the throng prepared!  

For one breathing space he faltered, no longer than that, while over him swept the 
agony of compunction that yet could not make him surrender his purpose.  

He alone? Nay, but Tyr also, and he crossed to the dumb sole sharer of his 
knowledge.  

So timeless is thought that a few seconds only lay between his lifting of the latch 
and his loosening of Tyr's collar; but in those few seconds succeeding his first glance, as 
lightning-swift had been the impulses of others, their motion as quick and sure. Sweyn's 
vigilant eye had darted upon him, and instantly his every fiber was alert with hostile 
instinct; and, half divining, half incredulous, of Christian's object in stooping to Tyr, he 
came hastily, wary, wrathful, resolute to oppose the malice of his wild-eyed brother.  

But beyond Sweyn rose White Fell, blanching white as her furs, and with eyes 
grown fierce and wild. She leaped down the room to the door, whirling her long robe 
closely to her. "Hark!" she panted. "The signal horn! Hark, I must go!?as she snatched at 
the latch to be out and away.  

For one precious moment Christian had hesitated on the half loosened collar; for, 
except the womanly form were exchanged for the bestial, Tyr's jaws would gnash to rags 
his honor of manhood. He heard her voice, and turned - too late.  

As she tugged at the door, he sprang across grasping his flask, but Sweyn dashed 
between and caught him back irresistibly, so that a most frantic effort only availed to 
wrench one arm free. With that, on the impulse of sheer despair, he cast at her with all his 
force. The door swung behind her, and the flask flew into fragments against it. Then, as 
Sweyn's grasp slackened, and he met the questioning astonishment of surrounding faces, 
with a hoarse inarticulate cry: "God help us all!" he said.  

"She is a were-wolf!"  

Sweyn turned upon him, "Liar, coward!" and his hands gripped his brother's 
throat with deadly force as though the spoken word could be killed so, and, as Christian 
struggled, lifted him clear off his feet and flung him crashing backward. So furious was 
he that, as his brother lay motionless, he stirred him roughly with his foot, till their 
mother came between, crying, "Shame!" and yet then he stood by, his teeth set, his brows 
knit, his hands clenched, ready to enforce silence again violently, as Christian rose, 
staggering and bewildered.  

But utter silence and submission was more than he expected, and turned his anger 
into contempt for one so easily cowed and held in subjection by mere force. "He is 



mad!?he said, turning on his heel as he spoke, so that he lost his mother's look of pained 
reproach at this sudden free utterance of what was a lurking dread within her.  

Christian was too spent for the effort of speech. His hard drawn breath labored in 
great sobs; his limbs were powerless and unstrung in utter relax after hard service. His 
failure in this endeavor induced a stupor of misery and despair. In addition was the 
wretched humiliation of open violence and strife with his brother, and the distress of 
hearing misjudging contempt expressed without reserve, for he was aware that Sweyn 
had turned to allay the scared excitement half by imperious master half by explanation 
and argument that showed painful disregard of brotherly consideration.  

Sweyn the while was observant of his brother, despite the continual check of 
finding, turn and glance where he would, Christian's eyes always upon him, with a 
strange look of helpless distress, discomposing enough to the angry aggressor. "Like a 
beaten dog!" he said to himself, rallying contempt to withstand compunction. 
Observation set him wondering on Christian's exhausted condition. The heavy laboring 
breath and the slack, inert fall of the limbs told surely of unusual and prolonged exertion. 
And then why had close upon two hours absence been followed by manifestly hostile 
behavior toward White Fell? Suddenly, the fragments of the flask giving a clue, he 
guessed all, and faced about to stare at his brother in amaze. He forgot that the motive 
scheme was against White Fell, demanding derision and resentment from him; that was 
swept out of remembrance by astonishment and admiration for the feat of speed and 
endurance.  

That night Sweyn and his mother talked long and late together, shaping into 
certainty the suspicion that Christian's mind had lost its balance, and discussing the 
evident cause. For Sweyn, declaring his own love for White Fell, suggested that his 
unfortunate brother with a like passion - they being twins in love as in birth - had through 
jealousy and despair turned from love to hate, until reason failed at the strain, and a craze 
developed, which the malice and treachery of madness made a serious and dangerous 
force.  

So Sweyn theorized; convincing himself as he spoke; convincing afterward others 
who advanced doubts against White Fell; fettering his judgment by his advocacy, and by 
his staunch defence of her hurried flight, silencing his own inner consciousness of the 
unaccountability of her action.  

But a little time and Sweyn lost his vantage in the shock of a fresh horror at the 
homestead. Trella was no more, and her end a mystery. The old woman crawled out in a 
bright gleam to visit a bed-ridden gossip living beyond the fir grove.  

Under the trees she was last seen halting for her companion, sent back for a 
forgotten present. Quick alarm sprang, calling every man to the search. Her stick was 
found among the brushwood near the path, but no track or stain, for a gusty wind was 
siftng the snow from the branches and hid all sign of how she had came by her death.  



So panic-stricken were the farm folk that none dared go singly on the search. 
Known danger could be braced, but not this stealthy Death that walked by day invisible, 
that cut off alike the child in his play and the aged woman so near to her quiet grave.  

"Rol she kissed; Trella she kissed!" So rang Christian's frantic cry again and 
again, till Sweyn dragged him away and strove to keep him apart from the household.  

But thenceforward all Sweyn's reasoning and mastery could not uphold White 
Fell above suspicion. He was not called upon to defend her from accusation, when 
Christian had been brought to silence again; but he well knew the significance of this 
fact, that her name, formerly uttered freely and often, he never heard it now - it was 
huddled away into whispers that he could not catch.  

For a time the twins' variance was marked on Sweyn's part by an air of rigid 
indifference, on Christian's by heavy downcast silence, and a nervous, apprehensive 
observation of his brother. Superadded to his remorse and foreboding, Sweyn's 
displeasure weighed upon him intolerably, and the remembrance of their violent rupture 
was ceaseless misery. The elder brother, self-sufficient and insensitive, could little know 
how deeply his unkindness stabbed. A depth and force of affection such as Christian's 
was unknown to him, and his brother's ceaseless surveillance annoyed him greatly. 
Therefore, that suspicion might be lulled, he judged it wise to make overtures for peace. 
Most easily done. A little kindliness, a few evidences of consideration, a slight return of 
the old brotherly imperiousness, and Christian replied by a gratefulness and relief that 
might have touched him had he understood all, but instead increased his secret contempt.  

So successful was his finesse that when, late on a day, a message summoning 
Christian to a distance was transmitted by Sweyn no doubt of its genuineness occurred. 
When, his errand proving useless, he set out to return, mistake or misapprehension was 
all that he surmised. Not till he sighted the homestead, lying low between the night gray 
snow ridges, did vivid recollection of the time when he had tracked that horror to the 
door rouse an intense dread, and with it a hardly defined suspicion.  

His grasp tightened on the bear-spear that he carried as a staff; every sense was 
alert, every muscle strung; excitement urged him on, caution checked him, and the two 
governed his long stride, swiftly, noiselessly to the climax he felt was at hand.  

As he drew near to the outer gates, a light shadow stirred and went, as though the 
gray of the snow had taken detached motion. A darker shadow stayed and faced 
Christian.  

Sweyn stood before him, and surely the shadow that had went was White Fell.  

They had been together - close. Had she not been in his arms, near enough for lips 
to meet?  



There was no moon, but the stars gave light enough to show that Sweyn's face 
was flushed and elate. The flush remained, thought eh expression changed quickly at the 
sight of his brother. How, if Christian had seen all, should one of his frenzied outbursts 
be met and managed - by resolution? by indifference? He halted between the two, and as 
a result, he swaggered.  

"White Fell?" questioned Christian, breathlessly.  

"Yes?" Sweyn's answer was a query, with an intonation that implied he was 
clearing the ground for action.  

From Christian came, "Have you kissed her?" like a bolt direct, staggering Sweyn 
by its sheer, prompt temerity.  

He flushed yet darker, and yet half smiled over this earnest of success he had 
won. Had there been really between himself and Christian the rivalry that he imagined, 
his face had enough of the insolence of triumph to exasperate jealous rage.  

"You dare ask this!"  

"Sweyn, O Sweyn, I must know! You have!"  

The ring of despair and anguish in his tone angered Sweyn, misconstruing it. 
Jealousy so presumptuous was intolerable.  

"Mad fool!" he said, constraining himself no longer. "Win for yourself a woman 
to kiss. Leave mine without question. Such a one as I should desire to kiss is such a one 
as shall never allow a kiss to you."  

Then Christian fully understood his supposition.  

"I - I - !" he cried. "White Fell - that deadly Thing! Sweyn, are you blind, mad? I 
would save you from her - a were-wolf!"  

Sweyn maddened again at the accusation - a dastardly way of revenge, as he 
conceived; and instantly, for the second time, the brothers were at strife violently. But 
Christian was now too desperate to be scrupulous; for a dim glimpse had shot a 
possibility into his mind, and to be free to follow it the striking of his brother was a 
necessity. Thank God! he was armed, and so Sweyn's equal.  

Facing his assailant with the bear-spear, he struck up his arms, and with the butt 
end hit so hard that he fell. Then the matchless runner leapt away, to follow a forlorn 
hope.  

Sweyn, on regaining his feet, was as amazed as angry at this unaccountable flight. 
He knew in his heart that his brother was no coward, and that it was unlike him to shrink 



from an encounter because defeat was certain, and cruel humiliation from a vindictive 
victor probable. Of the uselessness of pursuit he was well aware; he must abide his 
chagrin until his time for advantage should come. Since White Fell had parted to the 
right, Christian to the left, the event of a sequent encounter did not occur to him.  

And now, Christian, acting on the dim glimpse he had had, just as Sweyn turned 
upon him, of something that moved against the sky along the ridge behind the home-
stead, was staking his only hope on a chance, and his own superlative speed. If what he 
saw was really White Fell, he guessed that she was bending her steps toward the open 
wastes; and there was just a possibility that, by a straight dash, and a desperate, perilous 
leap over a sheer bluff, he might yet meet or head her. And then - he had no further 
thought.  

It was past, the quick, fierce race, and the chance of death at the leap, and he 
halted in a hollow to fetch his breath and to look - did she come? Had she gone?  

She came.  

She came with a smooth, gliding, noiseless speed, that was neither walking nor 
running; her arms were folded in her furs that were drawn tight about her body; the white 
lappets from her head were wrapped and knotted close beneath her face; her eyes were 
set on a far distance. Then the even sway of her going was startled to a pause by 
Christian.  

"Fell!"  

She drew a quick, sharp breath at the sound of her name thus mutilated, and she 
faced Sweyn's brother. Her eyes glittered; her upper lip was lifted and she showed the 
teeth. The half of her name, impressed with an ominous sense as uttered by him, warned 
her of the aspect of a deadly foe. Yet she cast loose her robes till they trailed ample, and 
spoke as a mild woman.  

"What would you do?"  

Christian answered with his solemn, dreadful accusation:  

"You kissed Rol - and Rol is dead! You kissed Trella - she is dead! You have 
kissed Sweyn, my brother, but he shall not die!"  

He added: "You may live till midnight."  

The edge of the teeth and the glitter of the eyes stayed a moment, and her right 
hand also slid down to the axe haft. Then, without a word, she swerved from him, and 
sprang out and away swiftly over the snow.  



And Christian sprang out and away, and followed her swiftly over the snow, 
keeping behind, but half a stride's length from her side.  

So they went running together, silent, toward the vast wastes of snow where no 
living thing but they two moved under the stars of night.  

Never before had Christian so rejoiced in his powers. The gift of speed and the 
training of use and endurance were priceless to him now. Though midnight was hours 
away he was confident that go where that Fell Thing would hasten as she would, she 
could not outstrip him, nor escape from him. Then, when came the time for 
transformation, when the woman's form made no longer a shield against a man's hand, he 
could slay or be slain to save Sweyn. He had struck his dear brother in dire extremity, but 
he could not, though reason urged, strike a woman.  

For one mile, for two miles they ran; White Fell ever foremost, Christian ever at 
an equal distance from her side, so near that, now and again, her outflying furs touched 
him. She spoke no word; nor he. She never turned her head to look at him, nor swerved to 
evade him; but, with set face looking forward, sped straight on, over rough, over smooth, 
aware of his nearness by the regular beat of his feet, and the sound of his breath behind.  

In a while she quickened her pace. From the first Christian had judged of her 
speed as admirable, yet with exulting security in his own excelling and enduring 
whatever her efforts. But, when the pace increased, he found himself put to the test as 
never had been done before in any race. Her feet indeed flew faster than his; it was only 
by his length of stride that he kept pace at her side. But his heart was high and resolute, 
and he did not fear failure yet.  

So the desperate race flew on. Their feet struck up the powdery snow, their breath 
smoked into the sharp, clear air, and they were gone before the air was cleared of snow 
and vapor. Now and then Christian glanced up to judge, by the rising of the stars, of the 
coming of midnight. So long - so long!  

White Fell held on without slack. She, it was evident, with confidence in her 
speed proving matchless, as resolute to outrun her pursuer, as he to endure to midnight 
and fulfill his purpose. And Christian held on, still self-assured. He could not fail, he 
would not fail. To avenge Rol and Trella was motive enough for him to do what man 
could do; but for Sweyn more. She had kissed Sweyn, but he should not die, too - with 
Sweyn to save he could not fail.  

Never before was there a race as this; no, not when in old Greece man and maid 
raced together with two fates at stake; for the hard running was sustained unabated, while 
star after star rose and went wheeling up toward midnight - for one hour, for two hours.  

Then Christian saw and heard what shot him through with fear. Where a fringe of 
trees hung round a slope he saw something dark moving, and heard a yelp, followed by a 
full, horrid cry, and the dark spread out upon the snow - a pack of wolves in pursuit.  



Of the beasts alone he had little cause for fear; at the pace he held he could 
distance them, four footed though they were. But of White Fell's wiles he had infinite 
apprehension, for how might she not avail herself of the savage jaws of these wolves, 
akin as they were to half her nature. She vouchsafed to them nor look nor sign; but 
Christian, on an impulse, to assure himself that she should not escape him, caught and 
held the back-flung edge of her furs, running still.  

She turned like a flash with a beastly snarl, teeth and eyes gleaming again. Her 
axe shone on the upstroke, on the downstroke, as she hacked at his hand. She had lopped 
it off at the wrist, but that he had parried with the bear-spear. Even then, she shore 
through the shaft and shattered the bones of the hand, so that he loosed perforce.  

Then again they raced on as before, Christian not losing a pace, though his left 
hand swung bleeding and broken.  

The snarl, indubitably, though modified from a woman's organs; the vicious fury 
revealed in teeth and eyes; the sharp, arrogant pain of her maiming blow, caught away 
Christian's heed of the beasts behind, by striking into him close, vivid realization of the 
infinitely greater danger that ran before in that deadly Thing.  

When he bethought to look behind, lo! the pack had but reached their tracks, and 
instantly slunk aside, cowed; the yell of pursuit changing to yelps and whines. So 
abhorrent was that Fell creature to beast as to man.  

She had drawn her furs more closely to her, disposing them so that, instead of 
flying loose to her heels, no drapery hung lower than her knees, and this without a check 
to her wonderful speed, nor embarrassment by the cumbering of the folds. She held her 
head as before; her lips were firmly set, only the tense nostrils gave her breath; not a sign 
of distress witnessed to the long sustaining of that terrible speed.  

But on Christian by now the strain was telling palpably. His head weighed heavy, 
and his breath came laboring in great sobs; the bear-spear would have been a burden now. 
His heart was beating like a hammer, but such a dullness oppressed his brain that it was 
only by degrees he could realize his helpless state; wounded and weaponless, chasing that 
Thing, that was a fierce, desperate, axe-armed woman, except she should assume the 
beast with fangs yet more deadly.  

And still the far, slow stars went lingering nearly an hour before midnight.  

So far was his brain astray that an impression took him that she was fleeing from 
the midnight stars, whose gain was by such slow degrees that a time equaling days and 
days had gone in the race round the northern circle of the world, and days and days as 
long as might last before the end - except she slackened, or except he failed.  

But he would not fail yet.  



How long had he been praying so? He had started with a self-confidence and 
reliance that had felt no need for that aid; and now it seemed the only means by which to 
restrain his heart from swelling beyond the compass of his body; by which to cherish his 
brain from dwindling and shriveling away. Some sharp-toothed creature kept tearing and 
dragging on his maimed left hand; he never could see it, he could not shake it off, but he 
prayed it off at times.  

The clear stars before him took to shuddering and he knew why; they shuddered 
at sight of what was behind him. He had never divined before that strange Things hid 
themselves from men, under pretence of being snow-clad mounds of swaying trees; but 
they now came slipping out from their harmless covers to follow him, and mock at his 
impotence to make a kindred Thing resolve to truer form. He knew that the air behind 
him was thronged; he heard the hum of innumerable murmurings to another; but his eyes 
could never catch them - they were too swift and nimble; but he knew they were there, 
because, on a backward glance, he saw the snow mounds surge as they grovelled flatlings 
out of sight; he saw the trees reel as they screwed themselves rigid past recognition 
among the boughs.  

And after such glance, the stars returned to steadfastness, and an infinite stretch of 
silence froze upon the chill, gray world, only deranged by the swift, even beat of flying 
feet, and his own - slower from the longer stride, and the sound of his breath. And for 
some clear moments he knew that his only concern was to sustain his speed regardless of 
pain and distress, to deny with every nerve he had her power to outstrip him or to widen 
the space between them, till the stars crept up to midnight.  

A hideous check came to the race. White Fell swirled about and leapt to the right, 
and Christian, unprepared for so prompt a lurch, found close at his feet a deep pit 
yawning, and his own impetus past control. But he snatched at her as he bore past, 
clasping her right arm with his one whole hand, and the two swung together upon the 
brink.  

And her straining away in self-preservation was vigorous enough to 
counterbalance his headlong impulse, and brought them reeling together to safety.  

Then, before he was verily sure that they were not to perish so, crashing down, he 
saw her gnashing in wild, pale fury, as she wrenched to be free; and since her right arm 
was in his grasp, used her axe left-handed, striking back at him.  

The blow was effectual enough even so; his right arm dropped powerless, gashed 
and with the lesser bone broken that jarred with horrid pain when he let it swing, as he 
leaped out again, and ran to recover the few feet she had gained at his pause at the shock.  

The near escape and this new, quick pain made again every faculty alive and 
intense. He knew that what he followed was most surely Death animate; wounded and 
helpless, he was utterly at her mercy if so she should realize and take action. Hopeless to 
avenge, hopeless to save, his very despair for Sweyn swept him on to follow and follow 



and precede the kiss-doomed death. Could he fail to hunt that Thing past midnight, out of 
the womanly form, alluring and treacherous, into lasting restraint of the bestial, which 
was the last shred of hope left from the confident purpose of the outset.  

The last hour from midnight had lost half its quarters, and the stars went lifting up 
the great minutes, an again his greatening heart and his shrinking brain and the sickening 
agony that swung at either side conspired to appal the will that had only seeming empire 
at his feet.  

Now White Fell's body was so closely enveloped that not a lap or an edge flew 
free. She stretched forward strangely aslant, leaning from the upright poise of a runner. 
She cleared the ground at times by large bounds, gaining an increase of speed that 
Christian agonized to equal.  

He grew bewildered, uncertain of his own identity, doubting of his own true form. 
He could not really be a man, no more than that running Thing was really a woman; his 
real form was only hidden under embodiment of a man, but what he was he did not know. 
And Sweyn's real form he did not know. Sweyn lay fallen at his feet, where he had struck 
him down - his own brother - he; he had stumbled over him and had to overleap him and 
race harder because she who had kissed Sweyn leapt so fast. "Sweyn - Sweyn - O 
Sweyn!"  

Why did the stars stop to shudder? Midnight else had surely come!  

The leaning, leaping Thing looked back at him a wild, fierce look, and laughed in 
a savage scorn and triumph. He saw in a flash why, for within a time measurable by 
seconds she would have escaped him utterly. As the land lay a slope of ice sunk on the 
one hand; on the other hand a steep rose, shouldering forward; between the two was 
space for a foot to be planted, but none for a body to stand; yet a juniper bough, thrusting 
out, gave a handhold secure enough for one with a resolute grasp to swing past the 
perilous place, and pass on safe.  

Though the first seconds of the last moment were going, she dared to flash back a 
wicked look, and laugh at the pursuer who was impotent to grasp.  

The crisis struck convulsive life into his last supreme effort; his will surged up 
indomitable, his speed proved matchless yet. He leapt with a rush, passed her before her 
laugh had time to go out, and turned short, barring the way, and braced to withstand her.  

She came hurling desperate, with a feint to the right hand, and then launched 
herself upon him with a spring like a wild beast when it leaps to kill. And he, with one 
strong arm and a hand that could not hold, with one strong hand and an arm that could 
not guide and sustain, he caught and held her even so. And they fell together. And 
because he felt his whole arm slipping and his whole hand loosing, to slack the dreadful 
agony of the wrenched bone above, he caught and held with his teeh the tunic at her knee, 
as she struggled up and wrung off his hands to overleap him victorious.  



Like lightening she snatched her axe, and struck him on the neck - deep - once - 
twice - his life-blood gushed out, staining her feet.  

The stars touched midnight.  

The death scream he heard was not his, for his set teeth had hardly yet relaxed 
when it rang out. And the dreadful cry began with a woman's shriek, and changed and 
ended as the yell of a beast. And before the final blank overtook his dying eyes, he saw 
the She gave place to the It; he saw more, that Life gave place to Death - 
incomprehensibly.  

For he did not dream that no holy water could be more holy, more potent to 
destroy an evil thing than the life-blood of a pure heart poured out for another in willing 
devotion.  

His own true hidden identity that he had desire to know grew palpable, 
recognizable. It seemed to him just this: a great, glad, abounding hole that he had saved 
his brother; too expansive to be contained by the limited form of a sole man, it yearned 
for a new embodiment infinite as the stars.  

What did it matter that to true reality that the man's brain shrank, shrank, till it 
was nothing; that the man's body could not retain the huge pain of his heart, and heaved it 
out through the red exit riven at the neck: that hurtling blackness blotted out forever the 
man's sight, hearing, sense?  

In the early gray of day Sweyn chanced upon the footprints of a man - of a runner, 
as he saw by the shifted snow; and the direction they had taken aroused curiosity, since a 
little farther their line must be crossed by the edge of a sheer height.  

He turned to trace them. And so doing, the length of the stride struck his attention 
- a stride long as his own if he ran. He knew he was following Christian.  

In his anger he had hardened himself to be indifferent to the night-long absence of 
his brother; but now, seeing where the footsteps went, he was seized with compunction 
and dread. He had failed to give thought and care to his poor, frantic twin, who might - 
was it possible? - have rushed to a frantic death.  

His heart stood still when he came to the place where the leap had been taken. A 
piled edge of snow had fallen, too, and nothing lay below when he peered. Along the 
upper edge he ran for a furlong, till he came to a dip where he could slip and climb down, 
then back again on the lower level to the pile of fallen snow. There he saw that the 
vigorous running had started afresh.  

He stood pondering; vexed that any man should have taken that leap where he had 
not ventured to follow; guessing vainly at Christian's object in this mad freak. He began 



sauntering along half-unconsciously following his brother's track, and so in a while he 
came to the place where the footprints were doubled.  

Small prints were these others, small as a woman's, though the pace from one to 
another was longer than that which the skirts of women allow.  

Did not White Fell tread so?  

A dreadful guess appalled him - so dreadful that he recoiled from belief. Yet his 
face grew ashy white, and he gasped to fetch back motion to his checked heart. 
Unbelievable? Closer attention showed how the smaller footfall had altered for greater 
speed, striking into the snow with a deeper onset and a lighter pressure on the heels. 
Unbelievable? Could any woman but White Fell run so? Could any man but Christian run 
so? The guess became a certainty. He was following where alone in the dark night White 
Fell had fled from Christian pursuing.  

Such villainy set heart and brain on fire with rage and indignation - such villainy 
in his own brother, till lately loveworthy, praiseworthy, though a fool for meekness. He 
would kill Christian; had he lives as many as the footprints he had trodden, vengeance 
should demand them all. In a tempest of murderous hate he followed on in haste, for the 
track was plain enough; starting with such a burst of speed as could not be maintained, 
but brought him back soon to a plod for the spent, sobbing breath to be regulated.  

Mile after mile he traveled with a bursting heart; more piteous, more tragic, 
seemed the case at this evidence of White Fell's splendid supremacy, holding her own so 
long against Christian's famous speed. So long, so long, that his love and admiration grew 
more and more boundless, and his grief and indignation therewith also. Whenever the 
track lay clear he ran, with such reckless prodigality of strength that it was soon spent, 
and he dragged on heavily, till, sometimes on the ice of a mere, sometimes on a wind-
swept place, all signs were lost; but, so undeviating had been their line, that a course 
straight on, and then a short questing to either hand recovered them again.  

Hour after hour had gone by through more than half that winter day, before ever 
he came to the place where the trampled snow showed that a scurry of feet had come and 
gone! Wolves feet - and gone most amazingly! Only a little beyond he came to the lopped 
point of Christian's bear-spear - farther on he would see where the remnant of the useless 
shaft had been dropped. The snow here was dashed with blood, and the footsteps of the 
two had fallen closer together. Some hoarse sound of exultation came from him that 
might have been a laugh had breath sufficed. "O White Fell, my poor brave love! Well 
struck!" he groaned, torn by his pity and great admiration, as he guessed surely how she 
had turned and dealt a blow.  

The sight of blood inflamed him as it might a beast that ravens. He grew mad with 
a desire to once again have Christian by the throat, not to loose this time till he had 
crushed out his life - or beat out his life - or stabbed out his life - or all of these, and torn 



him piecemeal like-wise - and ah! then, not till then, bleed his heart with weeping, like a 
child, like a girl, over the piteous fate of his poor lost love.  

On - on - on - through the aching time, toiling and straining in the track of those 
two superb runners, aware of the marvel of their endurance, but unaware of the marvel of 
their speed that in the three hours before midnight had overpassed all that vast distance 
that he could only traverse from twilight to twilight. For clear daylight was passing when 
he came to the edge of an old marlpit, and saw how the two who had gone before had 
stamped and trampled together in desperate peril on the verge. And here fresh blood 
stains spoke to him of a valiant defence against his infamous brother; and he followed 
where the blood had dripped till the cold had staunched its flow, taking a savage 
gratification from the evidence that Christian had been gash deeply, maddening afresh 
with desire to do likewise more excellently and so slake his murderous hate. And he 
began to know that through his despair he had entertained a germ of hope, that grew 
apace, rained upon by his brother's blood.  

He strove on as best he might, wrung now by an access of hope - now of despair, 
in agony to reach the end however terrible, sick with the aching of the toiled miles that 
deferred it.  

And the light went lingering out of the sky, giving place to uncertain stars.  

He came to the finish.  

Two bodies lay in a narrow place. Christian's was one, but the other beyond not 
White Fell's. There where the footsteps ended lay a great white wolf. At the sight, 
Sweyn's strength was blasted; body and soul he was struck down groveling.  

The stars had grown sure and intense before he stirred from where he had dropped 
prone. Very feebly he crawled to his dead brother, and laid his hands upon him, and 
crouched so, afraid to look or stir further.  

Cold - stiff - hours dead. Yet the dead body was his only shelter and stay in that 
most dreadful hour. His soul, stripped bare of all comfort, cowered, shivering, naked, 
abject, and the living clung to the dead out of piteous need for grace from the soul that 
had passed away.  

He rose to his knees, lifing the body. Christian had fallen face forward in the 
snow, with his arms flung up and wide, and so had the frost made him rigid; strange, 
ghastly, unyeilding to Sweyn lifting, so that he laid him down again and crouched above, 
with his arms fast round him and a low, heart-wrung groan.  

When at last he found force to raise his brother's body and gather it in his arms, 
tight clasped to his breast, he tried to face the Thing that lay beyond. The sight set his 
limbs in a palsy with horror and dread. His senses had failed and fainted in utter 
cowardice, but for the strength that came from holding dead Christian in his arms, 



enabling him to compel his eyes to endure the sight, and take into the brain the complete 
aspect of the Thing. No wound - only blood stains on the feet. The great, grim jaws had a 
savage grin, though dead-stiff. And his kiss - he could bear it no longer, and turned away, 
nor ever looked again.  

And the dead man in his arms, knowing the full horror, had followed and faced it 
for his sake; had suffered agony and death for his sake; in the neck was the deep death-
gash, one arm and both hands were dark with frozen blood, for his sake!  

Dead he knew him - as in life he had not known him - to give the right meed of 
love and worship. He longed for annihilation, so he might lose the agony of knowing 
himself so unworthy of such perfect love. The frozen calm of death on the face appalled 
him. He dared not touch it with lips that had cursed so lately, with lips fouled by a kiss of 
the Horror that had been Death.  

He struggled to his feet, still clasping Christian. The dead man stood upright 
within his arms, frozen rigid. The eyes were not quite closed; the head had stiffened, 
bowed slightly to one side; the arms stayed straight and wide. It was the figure of one 
crucified, the blood-stained hands also conforming.  

So living and dead went back along the track, that one had passed in the deepest 
passion of love, and one in the deepest passion of hate. All that night Sweyn toiled 
through the snow, bearing the weight of dead Christian, treading back along the steps he 
before had trodden when he was wronging with vilest thoughts and cursing with 
murderous hate the brother who all the while lay dead for his sake.  

 

HENRY BEAUGRAND  (1855 - 1929) remains obscure. He may have been a Canadian 
writer. Beaugrand’s tale is set in the early days of Canadian history, when the French 
and English vied for the land along with the Iroquois and the Huron. Though the tale is 
filled with many interesting details about the Loup-garous, it ends abruptly and without 
much drama. 

 

THE WERWOLVES (1898) 

A MOTLEY and picturesque-looking crowd had gathered within the walls of Fort 
Richelieu to attend the annual distribution of powder and lead, to take part in the winter 
drills and target practice, and to join in the Christmas festivities, that would last until the 
fast-approaching New Year.  

Coureurs des bois from the Western country, scouts, hunters, trappers, militiamen, 
and habitants from the surrounding settlements, Indian warriors from the neighbouring 
tribe of friendly Abenakis, were all placed under the military instruction of the company 



of regular marine infantry that garrisoned the fort constructed in 1665, by M. de Saurel, at 
the mouth of the Richelieu River, where it flows into the waters of the St. Lawrence, 
forty-five miles below Montreal.  

It was on Christmas eve of the year 1706, and the dreaded Iroquois were 
committing depredations in the surrounding country, burning farm-houses, stealing cattle 
and horses, and killing every man, woman, and child whom they could not carry away to 
their own villages to torture at the stake.  

The Richelieu River was the natural highway to the Iroquois country during the 
open season, but now that its waters were icebound, it was hard to tell whence the attacks 
from those terrible savages could be expected.  

The distribution of arms and ammunition having been made, under the joint 
supervision of the notary royal and the commandant of the fort, the men had retired to the 
barracks, where they were drinking, singing, and telling stories.  

Tales of the most extraordinary adventures were being unfolded by some of the 
hunters, who were vying with one another in their attempts at relating some unheard-of 
and fantastic incidents that would create a sensation among their superstitious and 
wonder-loving comrades.  

  A sharp lookout was kept outside on the bastions, where four sentries were pacing up 
and down, repeating every half-hour the familiar watch-cry:  

"Sentinelles! Prenez garde … vous!"  

Old Sergeant Bellehumeur of the regulars, who had seen forty years of service in 
Canada, and who had come over with the regiment of Carignan-Salieres, was quietly 
sitting in a corner of the guard-room, smoking his Indian calumet, and watching over and 
keeping order among the men who were inclined to become boisterous over the oft-
repeated libations.  

One of the men, who had accompanied La Salle in his first expedition in search of 
the mouths of the Mississippi, was in the act of reciting his adventures with the hostile 
tribes that they had met in that far-off country, when the crack of a musket was heard 
from the outside, through the battlements. A second report immediately followed the first 
one, and the cry, "Aux armes!" was soon heard, with two more shots following close on 
each other.  

The four sentries had evidently fired their muskets at some enemy or enemies, and 
the guard tumbled out in a hurry, followed by all the men, who had seized their arms, 
ready for an emergency.  

The officer on duty was already on the spot when Sergeant Bellehumeur arrived 
to inquire into the cause of all this turmoil.  



The sentry who had fired the first shot declared excitedly that all at once, on 
turning round on his beat, he had seen a party of red devils dancing around a bush fire, a 
couple of hundred yards away, right across the river from the fort, on the point covered 
with tall pine-trees. He had fired his musket in their direction, more with the intention of 
giving alarm than in the hope of hitting any of them at that distance.  

The second, third, and fourth shots had been successively fired by the other 
sentries, who had not seen anything of the Indians, but who had joined in the firing with 
the idea of calling the guard to the spot, and scaring away the enemy who might be 
prowling around.  

"But where are the Indians now?" inquired the officer, who had climbed on the 
parapet, "and where is the fire of which you speak?"  

"They seem to have disappeared as by enchantment, sir," answered the soldier, in 
astonishment; "but they were there a few moments ago, when I fired my musket at them."  

"Well, we will see"; and, turning to Bellehumeur: "Sergeant, take ten men with 
you, and proceed over there cautiously, to see whether you can discover any signs of the 
presence of Indians on the point. Meanwhile, see to it that the guard is kept under arms 
until your return, to prevent any surprise."  

Bellehumeur did as he was ordered, picking ten of his best men to accompany 
him. The gate of the fort was opened, and the drawbridge was lowered to give passage to 
the party, who proceeded to cross the river, over the ice, marching at first in Indian file. 
When nearing the opposite shore, near the edge of the wood, the men were seen to 
scatter, and to advance carefully, taking advantage of every tree to protect themselves 
against a possible ambush.  

The night was a bright one, and any dark object could be plainly seen on the white 
snow, in the clearing that surrounded the fort.  

The men disappeared for a short time, but were soon seen again, coming back in 
the same order and by the same route.  

"Nothing, sir," said the sergeant, in saluting the officer. "Not a sign of fire of any 
kind, and not a single Indian track, in the snow, over the point."  

"Well, that is curious, I declare! Had the sentry been drinking, sergeant, before 
going on post?"  

"No more than the rest of the men, sir; and I could see no sign of liquor on him 
when the relief was sent out, an hour ago."  



"Well, the man must be a fool or a poltroon to raise such an alarm without any 
cause whatever. See that he is immediately relieved from his post, sergeant, and have him 
confined in the guard-house until he appears before the commandant in the morning."  

The sentry was duly relieved, and calm was restored among the garrison. The men 
went back to their quarters, and the conversation naturally fell on the peculiar 
circumstances that had just taken place.  

    

AN old weather-beaten trapper who had just returned from the Great Lakes 
volunteered the remark that, for his part, he was not so very sure that the sentry had not 
acted in perfect good faith, and had not been deceived by a band of loups-garous — 
werwolves — who came and went, appeared and disappeared, just as they pleased, under 
the protection of old Nick himself.  

"I have seen them more than once in my travels," continued the trapper; "and only 
last year I had occasion to fire at just such a band of miscreants, up on the Ottawa River, 
above the portage of the Grandes-Chaudieres."  

"Tell us about it!" chimed in the crowd of superstitious adventurers, whose 
credulous curiosity was instantly awakened by the promise of a story that would appeal to 
their love of the supernatural.  

And everyone gathered about the old trapper, who was evidently proud to have 
the occasion to recite his exploits before as distinguished an assemblage of dare-devils as 
one could find anywhere, from Quebec to Michilimackinac.  

"We had left Lachine, twenty-four of us, in three war-canoes, bound for the 
Illinois country, by way of the Ottawa River and the Upper Lakes; and in four days we 
had reached the portage of the Grandes-Chaudieres, where we rested for one day to 
renew our stock of meat, which was getting exhausted. Along with one of my 
companions, I had followed some deer-tracks, which led us several miles up the river, 
and we soon succeeded in killing a splendid animal. We divided the meat so as to make it 
easier for us to carry, and it was getting on toward nightfall when we began to retrace our 
steps in the direction of the camp. Darkness overtook us on the way, and as we were 
heavily burdened, we had stopped to rest and to smoke a pipe in a clump of maple trees 
on the edge of the river. All at once, and without warning of any kind, we saw a bright 
fire of balsam boughs burning on a small island in the middle of the river. Ten or twelve 
renegades, half human and half beasts, with heads and tails like wolves, arms, legs, and 
bodies like men, and eyes glaring like burning coals, were dancing around the fire and 
barking a sort of outlandish chant that was now and then changed to peals of infernal 
laughter. We could also vaguely perceive, lying on the ground, the body of a human 
being that two of the imps were engaged in cutting up, probably getting it ready for the 
horrible meal that the miscreants would make when the dance would be over. Although 
we were sitting in the shadow of the trees, partly concealed by the underbrush, we were at 



once discovered by the dancers, who beckoned to us to go and join them in their 
disgusting feast. That is the way they entrap unwary hunters for their bloody sacrifices. 
Our first impulse was to fly toward the woods; but we soon realised that we had to deal 
with loups-garous; and as we had both been to confession and taken holy communion 
before embarking at Lachine, we knew we had nothing to fear from them. White loups-
garous are bad enough at any time, and you all know that only those who have remained 
seven years without performing their Easter duties are liable to be changed into wolves, 
condemned to prowl about at night until they are delivered by some Christian drawing 
blood from them by inflicting a wound on their forehead in the form of a cross. But we 
had to deal with Indian renegades, who had accepted the sacraments only in mockery, 
and we had never since performed any of the duties commanded by the Church. They are 
the worst loups-garous that one can meet, because they are constantly intent on capturing 
some misguided Christian, to drink his blood and to eat his flesh in their horrible fricots. 
Had we been in possession of holy water to sprinkle at them, or of a four-leaved clover to 
make wadding for our muskets, we might have exterminated the whole crowd, after 
having cut crosses on the lead of our bullets. But we were powerless to interfere with 
them, knowing full well that ordinary ammunition was useless, and that bullets would 
flatten out on their tough and impenetrable hides. Wolves at night, those devils would 
assume again, during the day, the appearance of ordinary Indians; but their hide is only 
turned inside out, with the hair growing inward. We were about to proceed on our way to 
the camp, leaving the loups-garous to continue their witchcraft unmolested, when a 
thought struck me that we might at least try to give them a couple of parting shots. We 
both withdrew the bullets from our muskets, cut crosses on them with our hunting-knives, 
placed them back in the barrels, along with two dizaines [a score] of beads from the 
blessed rosary which I carried in my pocket. That would surely make the renegades sick, 
if it did not kill them outright.  

"We took good aim, and fired together. Such unearthly howling and yelling I have 
never heard before or since. Whether we killed any of them I could not say; but the fire 
instantly disappeared, and the island was left in darkness, while the howls grew fainter 
and fainter as the loups-garous seemed to be scampering in the distance. We returned to 
camp, where our companions were beginning to be anxious about our safety.  

We found that one man, a hard character who bragged of his misdeeds, had 
disappeared during the day, and when we left on the following morning he had not yet 
returned to camp, neither did we ever hear of him afterward. In paddling up the river in 
our canoes, we passed close to the island where we had seen the loups-garous the night 
before. We landed, and searched around for some time; but we could find no traces of 
fire, or any signs of the passage of werewolves or of any other animals. I knew that it 
would turn out just so, because it is a well- known fact that those accursed brutes never 
leave any tracks behind them. My opinion was then, and has never changed to this day, 
that the man who strayed from our camp, and never returned, was captured by the loups-
garous, and was being eaten up by them when we disturbed their horrible feast."  

"Well, is that all?" inquired Sergeant Bellehumeur, with an ill-concealed 
contempt.  



"Yes, that is all; but is it not enough to make one think that the sentry who has just 
been confined in the guard-house by the lieutenant for causing a false alarm has been 
deceived by a band of loups-garous who were picnicking on the point, and who 
disappeared in a twinkle when they found out that they were discovered?" 

 

SAKI (pseudonym of  H. H. Munroe) (1870- 1916) has fun with the werewolf legend in 
this funny tale of a wild little boy. The author has as much fun poking his finger at the 
prim society of his day as well. Munroe wrote sevral books of short clever tales, many of 
which feature strange or magical animals like Tobermory, the talking cat or the nasty 
Esme the hyena, and especially the werewolf-like “She-Wolf”. Munro enlisted as a non-
com in WWI. He was killed by a sniper in 1916. 

GABRIEL-ERNEST (1909) 

THERE is a wild beast in your woods," said the artist Cunningham, as he was 
being driven to the station. It was the only remark he had made during the drive, but as 
Van Cheele had talked incessantly his companion's silence had not been noticeable.  

"A stray fox or two and some resident weasels. Nothing more formidable," said 
Van Cheele. The artist said nothing.  

"What did you mean about a wild beast?" said Van Cheele later, when they were 
on the platform.  

"Nothing. My imagination. Here is the train," said Cunningham.  

That afternoon Van Cheele went for one of his frequent rambles through his 
woodland property. He had a stuffed bittern in his study, and knew the names of quite a 
number of wild flowers, so his aunt had possibly some justification in describing him as a 
great naturalist. At any rate, he was a great walker. It was his custom to take mental notes 
of everything he saw during his walks, not so much for the purpose of assisting 
contemporary science as to provide topics for conversation afterwards. When the 
bluebells began to show themselves in flower he made a point of informing every one of 
the fact; the season of the year might have warned his hearers of the likelihood of such an 
occurrence, but at least they felt that he was being absolutely frank with them.  

What Van Cheele saw on this particular afternoon was, however, something far 
removed from his ordinary range of experience. On a shelf of smooth stone overhanging 
a deep pool in the hollow of an oak coppice a boy of about sixteen lay asprawl, drying his 
wet brown limbs luxuriously in the sun. His wet hair, parted by a recent dive, lay close to 
his head, and his light-brown eyes, so light that there was an almost tigerish gleam in 
them, were turned towards Van Cheele with a certain lazy watchfulness. It was an 
unexpected apparition, and Van Cheele found himself engaged in the novel process of 
thinking before he spoke. Where on earth could this wild-looking boy hail from? The 



miller's wife had lost a child some two months ago, supposed to have been swept away 
by the mill-race, but that had been a mere baby, not a half-grown lad.  

"What are you doing there?" he demanded.  

"Obviously, sunning myself," replied the boy.  

"Where do you live?"  

"Here, in these woods."  

"You can't live in the woods," said Van Cheele.  

"They are very nice woods," said the boy, with a touch of patronage in his voice.  

"But where do you sleep at night?"  

"I don't sleep at night; that's my busiest time."  

Van Cheele began to have an irritated feeling that he was grappling with a 
problem that was eluding him.  

"What do you feed on?" he asked.  

"Flesh," said the boy, and he pronounced the word with slow relish, as though he 
were tasting it.  

"Flesh! What Flesh?"  

"Since it interests you, rabbits, wild-fowl, hares, poultry, lambs in their season, 
children when I can get any; they're usually too well locked in at night, when I do most of 
my hunting. It's quite two months since I tasted child-flesh."  

Ignoring the chaffing nature of the last remark Van Cheele tried to draw the boy 
on the subject of possible poaching operations.  

"You're talking rather through your hat when you speak of feeding on hares." 
(Considering the nature of the boy's toilet the simile was hardly an apt one.) "Our hillside 
hares aren't easily caught."  

"At night I hunt on four feet," was the somewhat cryptic response.  

"I suppose you mean that you hunt with a dog?" hazarded Van Cheele.  

The boy rolled slowly over on to his back, and laughed a weird low laugh, that 
was pleasantly like a chuckle and disagreeably like a snarl.  



"I don't fancy any dog would be very anxious for my company, especially at 
night."  

Van Cheele began to feel that there was something positively uncanny about the 
strange-eyed, strange-tongued youngster.  

"I can't have you staying in these woods," he declared authoritatively.  

"I fancy you'd rather have me here than in your house," said the boy.  

The prospect of this wild, nude animal in Van Cheele's primly ordered house was 
certainly an alarming one.  

"If you don't go. I shall have to make you," said Van Cheele.  

The boy turned like a flash, plunged into the pool, and in a moment had flung his 
wet and glistening body half-way up the bank where Van Cheele was standing. In an otter 
the movement would not have been remarkable; in a boy Van Cheele found it sufficiently 
startling. His foot slipped as he made an involuntarily backward movement, and he found 
himself almost prostrate on the slippery weed-grown bank, with those tigerish yellow 
eyes not very far from his own. Almost instinctively he half raised his hand to his throat. 
They boy laughed again, a laugh in which the snarl had nearly driven out the chuckle, and 
then, with another of his astonishing lightning movements, plunged out of view into a 
yielding tangle of weed and fern.  

"What an extraordinary wild animal!" said Van Cheele as he picked himself up. 
And then he recalled Cunningham's remark "There is a wild beast in your woods."  

Walking slowly homeward, Van Cheele began to turn over in his mind various 
local occurrences which might be traceable to the existence of this astonishing young 
savage.  

Something had been thinning the game in the woods lately, poultry had been 
missing from the farms, hares were growing unaccountably scarcer, and complaints had 
reached him of lambs being carried off bodily from the hills. Was it possible that this 
wild boy was really hunting the countryside in company with some clever poacher dogs? 
He had spoken of hunting "four-footed" by night, but then, again, he had hinted strangely 
at no dog caring to come near him, "especially at night." It was certainly puzzling. And 
then, as Van Cheele ran his mind over the various depredations that had been committed 
during the last month or two, he came suddenly to a dead stop, alike in his walk and his 
speculations. The child missing from the mill two months ago--the accepted theory was 
that it had tumbled into the mill-race and been swept away; but the mother had always 
declared she had heard a shriek on the hill side of the house, in the opposite direction 
from the water. It was unthinkable, of course, but he wished that the boy had not made 
that uncanny remark about child-flesh eaten two months ago. Such dreadful things should 
not be said even in fun.  



Van Cheele, contrary to his usual wont, did not feel disposed to be 
communicative about his discovery in the wood. His position as a parish councillor and 
justice of the peace seemed somehow compromised by the fact that he was harbouring a 
personality of such doubtful repute on his property; there was even a possibility that a 
heavy bill of damages for raided lambs and poultry might be laid at his door. At dinner 
that night he was quite unusually silent.  

"Where's your voice gone to?" said his aunt. "One would think you had seen a 
wolf."  

Van Cheele, who was not familiar with the old saying, thought the remark rather 
foolish; if he HAD seen a wolf on his property his tongue would have been 
extraordinarily busy with the subject.  

At breakfast next morning Van Cheele was conscious that his feeling of 
uneasiness regarding yesterday's episode had not wholly disappeared, and he resolved to 
go by train to the neighbouring cathedral town, hunt up Cunningham, and learn from him 
what he had really seen that had prompted the remark about a wild beast in the woods. 
With this resolution taken, his usual cheerfulness partially returned, and he hummed a 
bright little melody as he sauntered to the morning-room for his customary cigarette. As 
he entered the room the melody made way abruptly for a pious invocation. Gracefully 
asprawl on the ottoman, in an attitude of almost exaggerated repose, was the boy of the 
woods. He was drier than when Van Cheele had last seen him, but no other alteration was 
noticeable in his toilet.  

"How dare you come here?" asked Van Cheele furiously.  

"You told me I was not to stay in the woods," said the boy calmly.  

"But not to come here. Supposing my aunt should see you!"  

And with a view to minimising that catastrophe, Van Cheele hastily obscured as 
much of his unwelcome guest as possible under the folds of a Morning Post. At that 
moment his aunt entered the room.  

"This is a poor boy who has lost his way--and lost his memory. He doesn't know 
who he is or where he comes from," explained Van Cheele desperately, glancing 
apprehensively at the waif's face to see whether he was going to add inconvenient 
candour to his other savage propensities.  

Miss Van Cheele was enormously interested.  

"Perhaps his underlinen is marked," she suggested.  

"He seems to have lost most of that, too," said Van Cheele, making frantic little 
grabs at the Morning Post to keep it in its place.  



A naked homeless child appealed to Miss Van Cheele as warmly as a stray kitten 
or derelict puppy would have done.  

"We must do all we can for him," she decided, and in a very short time a 
messenger, dispatched to the rectory, where a page-boy was kept, had returned with a suit 
of pantry clothes, and the necessary accessories of shirt, shoes, collar, etc. Clothed, clean, 
and groomed, the boy lost none of his uncanniness in Van Cheele's eyes, but his aunt 
found him sweet.  

"We must call him something till we know who he really is," she said. "Gabriel-
Ernest, I think; those are nice suitable names."  

Van Cheele agreed, but he privately doubted whether they were being grafted on 
to a nice suitable child. His misgivings were not diminished by the fact that his staid and 
elderly spaniel had bolted out of the house at the first incoming of the boy, and now 
obstinately remained shivering and yapping at the farther end of the orchard, while the 
canary, usually as vocally industrious as Van Cheele himself, had put itself on an 
allowance of frightened cheeps. More than ever he was resolved to consult Cunningham 
without loss of time.  

As he drove off to the station his aunt was arranging that Gabriel-Ernest should 
help her to entertain the infant members of her Sunday-school class at tea that afternoon.  

Cunningham was not at first disposed to be communicative.  

"My mother died of some brain trouble," he explained, "so you will understand 
why I am averse to dwelling on anything of an impossibly fantastic nature that I may see 
or think that I have seen."  

"But what did you see?" persisted Van Cheele.  

"What I thought I saw was something so extraordinary that no really sane man 
could dignify it with the credit of having actually happened. I was standing, the last 
evening I was with you, half-hidden in the hedgegrowth by the orchard gate, watching the 
dying glow of the sunset. Suddenly I became aware of a naked boy, a bather from some 
neighbouring pool, I took him to be, who was standing out on the bare hillside also 
watching the sunset. His pose was so suggestive of some wild faun of Pagan myth that I 
instantly wanted to engage him as a model, and in another moment I think I should have 
hailed him. But just then the sun dipped out of view, and all the orange and pink slid out 
of the landscape, leaving it cold and grey. And at the same moment an astounding thing 
happened--the boy vanished too!"  

"What! vanished away into nothing?" asked Van Cheele excitedly.  



"No; that is the dreadful part of it," answered the artist; "on the open hillside 
where the boy had been standing a second ago, stood a large wolf, blackish in colour, 
with gleaming fangs and cruel, yellow eyes. You may think--"  

But Van Cheele did not stop for anything as futile as thought. Already he was 
tearing at top speed towards the station. He dismissed the idea of a telegram. "Gabriel-
Ernest is a werewolf" was a hopelessly inadequate effort at conveying the situation, and 
his aunt would think it was a code message to which he had omitted to give her the key. 
His one hope was that he might reach home before sundown. The cab which he chartered 
at the other end of the railway journey bore him with what seemed exasperating slowness 
along the country roads, which were pink and mauve with the flush of the sinking sun. 
His aunt was putting away some unfinished jams and cake when he arrived.  

"Where is Gabriel-Ernest?" he almost screamed.  

"He is taking the little Toop child home," said his aunt. "It was getting so late, I 
thought it wasn't safe to let it go back alone. What a lovely sunset, isn't it?"  

But Van Cheele, although not oblivious of the glow in the western sky, did not 
stay to discuss its beauties. At a speed for which he was scarcely geared he raced along 
the narrow lane that led to the home of the Toops. On one side ran the swift current of the 
mill-stream, on the other rose the stretch of bare hillside. A dwindling rim of red sun 
showed still on the skyline, and the next turning must bring him in view of the ill-
assorted couple he was pursuing. Then the colour went suddenly out of things, and a grey 
light settled itself with a quick shiver over the landscape. Van Cheele heard a shrill wail 
of fear, and stopped running.  

Nothing was ever seen again of the Toop child or Gabriel-Ernest, but the latter's 
discarded garments were found lying in the road so it was assumed that the child had 
fallen into the water, and that the boy had stripped and jumped in, in a vain endeavour to 
save it. Van Cheele and some workmen who were near by at the time testified to having 
heard a child scream loudly just near the spot where the clothes were found. Mrs. Toop, 
who had eleven other children, was decently resigned to her bereavement, but Miss Van 
Cheele sincerely mourned her lost foundling. It was on her initiative that a memorial 
brass was put up in the parish church to "Gabriel-Ernest, an unknown boy, who bravely 
sacrificed his life for another."  

Van Cheele gave way to his aunt in most things, but he flatly refused to subscribe 
to the Gabriel-Ernest memorial.  

 
 
EUGENE FIELD (1850-1895) is an unusual member of the Werewolf Club. He is best 
known as the Children’s Poet, writing almost exclusively in verse for children, including 
such famous poems as "Wynken, Blynken, and Nod"; "The Duel"; and "Little Boy Blue". 



His excursion into the world of the Lycanthrope is different in that it is set in Saxon 
England.  

THE WEREWOLF (1911) 

IN the reign of Egbert the Saxon there dwelt in Britain a maiden named Yseult, 
who was beloved of all, both for her goodness and for her beauty. But, though many a 
youth came wooing her, she loved Harold only, and to him she plighted her troth.  

Among the other youth of whom Yseult was beloved was Alfred, and he was sore 
angered that Yseult showed favor to Harold, so that one day Alfred said to 

Harold: "Is it right that old Siegfried should come from his grave and have Yseult 
to wife?" Then added he, "Prithee, good sir, why do you turn so white when I speak your 
grandsire's name?"  

Then Harold asked, "What know you of Siegfried that you taunt me? What 
memory of him should vex me now?"  

"We know and we know," retorted Alfred. "There are some tales told us by our 
grandmas we have not forgot."  

So ever after that Alfred's words and Alfred's bitter smile haunted Harold by day 
and night.  

Harold's grandsire, Siegfried the Teuton, had been a man of cruel violence. The 
legend said that a curse rested upon him, and that at certain times he was possessed of an 
evil spirit that wreaked its fury on mankind. But Siegfried had been dead full many years, 
and there was naught to mind the world of him save the legend and a cunning-wrought 
spear which he had from Brunehilde, the witch. This spear was such a weapon that it 
never lost its brightness, nor had its point been blunted. It hung in Harold's chamber, and 
it was the marvel among weapons of that time.  

Yseult knew that Alfred loved her, but she did not know of the bitter words which 
Alfred had spoken to Harold. Her love for Harold was perfect in its trust and gentleness. 
But Alfred had hit the truth: the curse of old Siegfried was upon Harold — slumbering a 
century, it had awakened in the blood of the grandson, and Harold knew the curse that 
was upon him, and it was this that seemed to stand between him and Yseult. But love is 
stronger than all else, and Harold loved.  

Harold did not tell Yseult of the curse that was upon him, for he feared that she 
would not love him if she knew. Whensoever he felt the fire of the curse burning in his 
veins he would say to her, "To-morrow I hunt the wild boar in the uttermost forest," or, 
"Next week I go stag-stalking among the distant northern hills." Even so it was that he 
ever made good excuse for his absence, and Yseult thought no evil things, for she was 



trustful; ay though he went many times away and was long gone, Yseult suspected no 
wrong. So none beheld Harold when the curse was upon him in its violence.  

Alfred alone bethought himself of evil things. "'Tis passing strange," quoth he, 
"that ever and anon this gallant lover should quit our company and betake himself 
whither none knoweth. In sooth 't will be well to have an eye on old Siegfried's 
grandson."  

Harold knew that Alfred watched him zealously and he was tormented by a 
constant fear that Alfred would discover the curse that was on him; but what gave him 
greater anguish was the fear that mayhap at some moment when he was in Yseult's 
presence, the curse would seize upon him and cause him to do great evil unto her, 
whereby she would be destroyed or her love for him would be undone forever. So Harold 
lived in terror, feeling that his love was hopeless, yet knowing not how to combat it.  

Now, it befell in those times that the country round about was ravaged of a 
werewolf, a creature that was feared by all men howe'er so valorous. This werewolf was 
by day a man, but by night a wolf given to ravage and to slaughter, and having a charmed 
life against which no human agency availed aught. Wheresoever he went he attacked and 
devoured mankind, spreading terror and desolation round about, and the dream-readers 
said that the earth would not be freed from the werewolf until some man offered himself 
a voluntary sacrifice to the monster's rage.  

Now, although Harold was known far and wide as a mighty huntsman, he had 
never set forth to hunt the werewolf, and, strange enow, the werewolf never ravaged the 
domain while Harold was therein. Whereat Alfred marvelled much, and oftentimes he 
said: "Our Harold is a wondrous huntsman. Who is like unto him in stalking the timid doe 
and in crippling the fleeing boar? But how passing well doth he time his absence from the 
haunts of the werewolf. Such valor beseemeth our young Siegfried."  

Which being brought to Harold his heart flamed with anger, but he made no 
answer, lest he betray the truth he feared.  

It happened so about that time that Yseult said to Harold, "Wilt thou go with me 
tomorrow even to the feast in the sacred grove?"  

"That can I not do," answered Harold. "I am privily summoned hence to 
Normandy upon a mission of which I shall some time tell thee. And I pray thee, on thy 
love for me, go not to the feast in the sacred grove without me."  

"What say'st thou?" cried Yseult. "Shall I not go to the feast of Ste. Ælfreda? My 
father would be sore displeased were I not there with the other maidens. 'T were greatest 
pity that I should despite his love thus."  



"But do not, I beseech thee," Harold implored. "Go not to the feast of Ste. Ælfreda 
in the sacred grove! And thou would thus love me, go not — see, thou my life, on my two 
knees I ask it!"  

"How pale thou art," said Yseult, "and trembling."  

"Go not to the sacred grove upon the morrow night," he begged.  

Yseult marvelled at his acts and at his speech. Then, for the first time, she thought 
him to be jealous — whereat she secretly rejoiced (being a woman).  

"Ah," quoth she, "thou dost doubt my love," but when she saw a look of pain 
come on his face she added — as if she repented of the words she had spoken — "or dost 
thou fear the werewolf?"  

Then Harold answered, fixing his eyes on hers, "Thou hast said it; it is the 
werewolf that I fear."  

"Why dost thou look at me so strangely, Harold?" cried Yseult. "By the cruel light 
in thine eyes one might almost take three to be the werewolf!"  

"Come hither, sit beside me," said Harold tremblingly "and I will tell thee why I 
fear to have thee go to the feast of Ste. Ælfreda tomorrow evening. Hear what I dreamed 
last night. I dreamed I was the werewolf — do not shudder, dear love, for 't was only a 
dream.  

"A grizzled old man stood at my bedside and strove to pluck my soul from my 
bosom.  

"'What would'st thou?' I cried.  

"'Thy soul is mine,' he said, 'thou shalt live out my curse. Give me thy soul — 
hold back thy hands — give me thy soul, I say.'  

"'Thy curse shall not be upon me,' I cried. 'What have I done that thy curse should 
rest upon me? Thou shalt not have my soul.'  

"'For my offence shalt thou suffer, and in my curse thou shalt endure hell — it is 
so decreed.'  

"So spake the old man, and he strove with me, and he prevailed against me, and 
he plucked my soul from my bosom, and he said, 'Go, search and kill' — and — and lo, I 
was a wolf upon the moor.  

"The dry grass crackled beneath my tread. The darkness of the night was heavy 
and it oppressed me. Strange horrors tortured my soul, and it groaned and groaned gaoled 



in that wolfish body. The wind whispered to me; with its myriad voices it spake to me 
and said, 'Go, search and kill.' And above these voices sounded the hideous laughter of an 
old man. I fled the moor — whither I knew not, nor knew I what motive lashed me on.  

"I came to a river and I plunged in. A burning thirst consumed me, and I lapped 
the waters of the river — they were waves of flame, and they flashed around me and 
hissed, and what they said was, 'Go, search and kill,' and I heard the old man's laughter 
again.  

"A forest lay before me with its gloomy thickets and its sombre shadows — with 
its ravens, its vampires, its serprents, its reptiles, and all its hideous brood of night. I 
darted among its thorns and crouched amid the leaves, the nettles, and the brambles. The 
owls hooted at me and the thorns pierced my flesh. 'Go, search and kill,' said everything. 
The hares sprang from my pathway; the other beasts ran bellowing away; every form of 
life shrieked in my ears — the curse was on me — I was the werewolf.  

"On, on I went with the fleetness of the wind, and my soul groaned in its wolfish 
prison, and the winds and the waters and the trees bade me, 'Go, search and kill, thou 
accursed brute; go, search and kill.'  

"Nowhere was there pity for the wolf; what mercy, thus, should I, the werewolf, 
show? The curse was on me and it filled me with hunger and a thirst for blood. Skulking 
on my way within myself I cried, 'Let me have blood, oh, let me have human blood, that 
this wrath may be appeased, that this curse may be removed.'  

"At last I came to the sacred grove. Sombre loomed the poplars, the oaks frowned 
upon me. Before me stood an old man — 'twas he, grizzled and taunting, whose curse I 
bore. He feared me not. All other living things fled before me, but the old man feared me 
not. A maiden stood beside him. She did not see me, for she was blind.  

"'Kill, kill,' cried the old man, and he pointed at the girl beside him.  

"Hell raged within me — the curse impelled me — I sprang at her throat. I heard 
the old man's laughter once more, and then — then I awoke, trembling, cold, horrified."  

Scarce was this dream told when Alfred strode the way.  

"Now, by'r Lady," quoth he, "I bethink me never to have seen a sorrier twain."  

Then Yseult told him of Harold's going away and how that Harold had besought 
her not to venture to the feast of Ste. Ælfreda in the sacred grove.  

"These fears are childish," cried Alfred boastfully. "And thou sufferest me, sweet 
lady, I will bear thee company to the feast, and a score of my lusty yeoman with their 
good yew-bows and honest spears, they shall attend me. There be no werewolf, I trow, 
will chance about with us."  



Whereat Yseult laughed merrily, and Harold said: "'T is well; thou shalt go to the 
sacred grove, and may my love and Heaven's grace forefend all evil."  

Then Harold went to his abode, and he fetched old Siegfried's spear back unto 
Yseult, and he gave it into her two hands, saying, "Take this spear with thee to the feast 
to-morrow night. It is old Siegfried's spear, possessing mighty virtue and marvellous."  

And Harold took Yseult to his heart and blessed her, and he kissed her upon her 
brow and upon her lips, saying, "Farewell, oh, my beloved. How wilt thou love me when 
thou know'st my sacrifice. Farewell, farewell, forever, oh, alder-liefest mine."  

So Harold went his way, and Yseult was lost in wonderment.  

On the morrow night came Yseult to the sacred grove wherein the feast was 
spread, and she bore old Siegfried's spear with her in her girdle. Alfred attended her, and 
a score of lusty yeomen were with him. In the grove there was great merriment, and with 
singing and dancing and games withal did the honest folk celebrate the feast of the fair 
Ste. Ælfreda.  

But suddenly a mighty tumult arose, and there were cries of "The werewolf!" 
"The werewolf!" Terror seized upon all — stout hearts were frozen with fear. Out from 
the further forest rushed the werewolf, wood wroth, bellowing hoarsely, gnashing his 
fangs and tossing hither and thither the yellow foam from his snapping jaws. He sought 
Yseult straight, as if an evil power drew him to the spot where she stood. But Yseult was 
not afeared; like a marble statue she stood and saw the werewolf's coming. The yeomen, 
dropping their torches and casting aside their bows, had fled; Alfred alone abided there to 
do the monster battle.  

At the approaching wolf he hurled his heavy lance, but as it struck the werewolf's 
bristling back the weapon was all to-shivered.  

Then the werewolf, fixing his eyes upon Yseult, skulked for a moment in the 
shadow of the yews and thinking then of Harold's words, Yseult plucked old Siegfried's 
spear from her girdle, raised it on high, and with the strength of despair sent it hurtling 
through the air.  

The werewolf saw the shining weapon, and a cry burst from his gaping throat — a 
cry of human agony. And Yseult saw in the werewolf's eyes the eyes of some one she had 
seen and known, but 't was for an instant only, and then the eyes were no longer human, 
but wolfish in their ferocity.  

A supernatural force seemed to speed the spear in its flight. With fearful precision 
the weapon smote home and buried itself by half its length in the werewolf's shaggy 
breast just above the heart, and then, with a monstrous sigh — as if he yielded up his life 
without regret — the werewolf fell dead in the shadow of the yews.  



Then, ah, then in very truth there was great joy, and loud were the acclaims, 
while, beautiful in her trembling pallor, Yseult was led unto her home, where the people 
set about to give great feast to do her homage, for the werewolf was dead, and she it was 
that had slain him.  

But Yseult cried out: "Go, search for Harold — go, bring him to me. Nor eat, nor 
sleep till he be found."  

"Good my lady," quoth Alfred, "how can that be, since he hath betaken himself to 
Normandy?"  

"I care not where he be," she cried. "My heart stands still until I look into his eyes 
again."  

"Surely he hath not gone to Normandy" outspake Hubert. "This very eventide I 
saw him enter his abode."  

They hastened thither — a vast company. His chamber door was barred.  

 "Harold, Harold, come forth!" they cried, as they beat upon the door, but no 
answer came to their calls and knockings. Afeared, they battered down the door, and 
when it fell they saw that Harold lay upon his bed.  

"He sleeps," said one. "See, he holds a portrait in his hand — and it is her portrait. 
How fair he is and how tranquilly he sleeps."  

But no, Harold was not asleep. His face was calm and beautiful, as if he dreamed 
of his beloved, but his raiment was red with the blood that streamed from a wound in his 
breast — a gaping, ghastly spear wound just above his heart. 

 
BRAM STOKER (1847-1912) will always be remembered as the author of Dracula 
(1897). One of the most re-printed short stories of the 20th Century has to be this excised 
first chapter from that book. Though published in 1914 by his widow along with several 
classic short stories, “Dracula’s Guest” was actually written before 1897 like the rest of 
the novel. Stoker was the writer who cemented the vampire and werewolf together in the 
popular imagination. This story shows brilliantly why. 
 

DRACULA'S GUEST (1914) 
 
 
 WHEN we started for our drive the sun was shining brightly on Munich, and 
the air was full of the joyousness of early summer.  Just as we were about to depart, Herr 
Delbruck (the maitre d'hotel of the Quatre  Saisons,  where I was staying) came down 
bareheaded to the carriage and,  after wishing me a pleasant drive,  said to the coachman, 
still holding his hand on the handle of the carriage door, "Remember you are back by 



nightfall.  The sky looks bright but there is a shiver in the north wind that says there may 
be a sudden storm.   But I am sure you will not be late." Here he smiled and added, "for 
you know what night it is." 
    
 Johann answered with an emphatic,  "Ja, mein Herr," and, touching his hat, 
drove off quickly.  When we had cleared the town, I said, after signalling to him to stop:  
    
 "Tell me, Johann, what is tonight?" 
    
 He crossed himself, as he answered laconically: "Walpurgis nacht."  Then he 
took out his watch, a great, old-fashioned German silver thing as big as a turnip and 
looked at it, with his eyebrows gathered together and a little impatient shrug of his 
shoulders. I realized that this was his way of respectfully protesting against the 
unnecessary delay and sank back in the carriage, merely motioning him to proceed.  He 
started off rapidly, as if to make up for lost time.  Every now and then the horses seemed 
to throw up their heads and sniff the air suspiciously.  On such occasions I often looked 
round in alarm.  The road was pretty bleak, for we were traversing a sort of high 
windswept plateau. As we drove, I saw a road that looked but little used and which 
seemed to dip through a little winding valley.  It looked so inviting that, even at the risk 
of offending him, I called Johann to stop--and when he had pulled up,  I told him I  would  
like to drive down  that road. He made all sorts of excuses and frequently crossed himself 
as he spoke. This somewhat piqued my curiosity, so I asked him various questions. He 
answered fencingly and repeatedly looked at his watch in protest. 
    
 Finally I said, "Well, Johann, I want to go down this road. I shall not ask you to 
come unless you like; but tell me why you do not like to go, that is all I ask." For answer 
he seemed to throw himself off the box, so quickly did he reach the ground.  Then he 
stretched out his hands appealingly to me and implored me not to go.  There was just 
enough of English mixed with the German for me to understand the drift of his talk. He 
seemed always just about to tell me something--the very idea of which evidently 
frightened him; but each time he pulled himself up saying, "Walpurgis nacht!" 
    
 I tried to argue with him, but it was difficult to argue with a man when I did not 
know his language.   The advantage certainly rested with him, for although he began to 
speak in English, of a very crude and broken kind, he always got excited and broke into 
his native tongue--and every time he did so, he looked at his watch.  Then the horses 
became restless and sniffed the air. At this he grew very pale, and, looking around in a 
frightened way, he suddenly jumped forward, took them by the bridles, and led them on 
some twenty feet. I followed and asked why he had done this. For an answer he crossed 
himself, pointed to the spot we had left, and drew his carriage in the direction of the other 
road, indicating a cross, and said, first in German, then in English, "Buried him--him 
what killed themselves." 
     
 I remembered the old custom of burying suicides at cross roads: "Ah! I see, a 
suicide.  How interesting!"  But for the life of me I could not make out why the horses 
were frightened. 



    
 Whilst we were talking, we heard a sort of sound between a yelp and a bark. It 
was far away; but the horses got very restless, and it took Johann all his time to quiet 
them.  He was pale and said,  "It sounds like a wolf--but yet there are no wolves here 
now." 
    
 "No?"  I said, questioning him.  "Isn't it long since the wolves were so near the 
city?" 
    
 "Long, long," he answered, "in the spring and summer; but with the snow the 
wolves have been here not so long." 
    
 Whilst he was petting the horses and trying to quiet them, dark clouds drifted 
rapidly across the sky. The sunshine passed away, and a breath of cold wind seemed to 
drift over us. It was only a breath, however, and more of a warning than a fact, for the sun 
came out brightly again. 
    
 Johann looked under his lifted hand at the horizon  and said, "The storm of 
snow, he comes before long time." Then he looked at his watch again, and, straightway 
holding his reins firmly--for the horses were still pawing the ground restlessly and 
shaking their heads--he climbed to his box as though the time had come for proceeding 
on our journey. 
    
 I felt a little obstinate and did not at once get into the carriage. 
    
 "Tell me," I said, "about this place where the road leads," and I pointed down. 
    
  Again he crossed himself and mumbled a prayer before he answered, "It is 
unholy." 
    
 "What is unholy?" I enquired. 
 
 "The village." 
    
 "Then there is a village?" 
    
 "No, no. No one lives there hundreds of years." 
    
 My curiosity was piqued, "But you said there was a village." 
    
 "There was." 
    
 "Where is it now?" 
    
 Whereupon he burst out into a long story in German and English, so mixed up 
that I could not quite understand exactly what he said.  Roughly I gathered that long ago, 



hundreds of years, men had died there and been buried in their graves; but sounds were  
heard  under the clay,  and when the  graves were opened, men and women were found 
rosy with life and their mouths red with  blood.  And so, in haste to save their lives   
(aye, and their souls!--and here he crossed himself)those who were left fled away to other 
places,  where  the living lived and the dead were dead and not--not something. He was 
evidently afraid to speak the last words.  As he proceeded with his narration, he grew 
more and more excited. It seemed as if his imagination had got hold of him, and he ended  
in a  perfect paroxysm of  fear--white-faced,  perspiring,  trembling,  and looking round 
him as if expecting that some dreadful presence would manifest itself there  in the  bright  
sunshine on  the open plain. 
    
 Finally, in an agony of desperation, he cried,  "Walpurgis nacht!" and pointed to 
the carriage for me to get in. 
    
 All my English blood rose at this, and standing back I said, "You are afraid, 
Johann--you are afraid. Go home, I shall return alone, the walk will do me good."  The 
carriage door was open. I took from the seat my oak walking stick--which I always carry 
on my holiday  excursions--and  closed  the  door, pointing back to Munich, and said, 
"Go home, Johann—Walpurgis nacht doesn't concern Englishmen." 
    
 The horses were now more restive than ever, and Johann was trying to hold 
them in, while excitedly imploring me not to do anything so foolish.  I pitied the poor 
fellow, he was so deeply in earnest; but all the same I could not help laughing. His 
English was quite gone now. In his anxiety he had forgotten that his only means of 
making me understand was to talk my language, so he jabbered away in his native 
German. It began to be a little tedious. After giving the direction, "Home!" I turned to go 
down the cross road into the valley. 
    
 With a despairing gesture, Johann turned his horses towards Munich.  I leaned 
on my stick and looked after him.  He went slowly along the road for a while, then there 
came over the crest of the hill a man tall and thin. I could see so much in the distance. 
When he drew near the horses, they began to jump and kick about, then to scream with 
terror. Johann could not hold them in; they bolted down the road, running away madly. 
I watched them out of sight, then looked for the stranger; but I found that he, too, was 
gone. 
    
 With a light heart I turned down the side road through the deepening valley to 
which Johann had objected.  There was not the slightest reason, that I could see, for his 
objection; and I daresay I tramped for a couple of hours without thinking of time or 
distance and certainly without seeing a person or a house. So far as the place was 
concerned, it was desolation itself. But I did not notice this particularly till, on turning a 
bend in the road, I came upon a scattered fringe of wood; then I recognized that I had 
been impressed unconsciously by the desolation of the region through which I had 
passed. 
    



  I sat down to rest myself and began to look around.  It struck me that it was 
considerably colder than it had been at the commencement of my walk--a sort of sighing 
sound seemed to be around me with, now and then, high overhead, a sort of muffled roar.  
Looking upwards I noticed that great thick clouds were drafting rapidly across the sky 
from north to south at a great height. There were signs of a coming storm in some lofty 
stratum of the air.  I was a little chilly, and, thinking that it was the sitting still after the 
exercise of walking, I resumed my journey. 
    
 The ground I passed over was now much more picturesque. There were no 
striking objects that the eye might single out, but in all there was a charm of beauty. I 
took little heed of time, and it was only when the deepening twilight forced itself upon 
me that I began to think of how I should find my way home.  The air was cold, and the 
drifting of clouds high overhead was more marked.  They were accompanied by a sort of 
far away rushing sound, through which seemed to come at intervals that mysterious cry 
which the driver had said came from a wolf.  For a while I hesitated.  I had said I would 
see the deserted village, so on I went and presently came on a wide stretch of open 
country, shut in by hills all around.  Their sides were covered with trees which spread 
down to the plain, dotting in clumps the gentler slopes and hollows which showed here 
and there. I followed with my eye the winding of the road and saw that it curved close to 
one of the densest of these clumps and was lost behind it. 
    
 As I looked there came a cold shiver in the air, and the snow began to fall. I 
thought of the miles and miles of bleak country I had passed, and then hurried on to seek 
shelter of the wood in front. Darker and darker grew the sky, and faster and heavier fell 
the snow, till the earth before and around me was a glistening white carpet the further 
edge of which was lost in misty vagueness. The road was here but crude, and when on the 
level its boundaries were not so marked as when it passed through the cuttings; and in a 
little while I found that I must have strayed from it, for I missed underfoot the hard 
surface, and my feet sank deeper in the grass and moss. Then the wind grew stronger and 
blew with ever increasing force, till I was fain to run before it.  The air became icy- cold, 
and in spite of my exercise I began to suffer. The snow was now falling so thickly and 
whirling around me in such rapid eddies that I could hardly keep my eyes open.  Every 
now and then the heavens were torn asunder by vivid lightning, and in the flashes I could 
see ahead of me a great mass of trees, chiefly yew and cypress all heavily coated with 
snow. 
    
 I was soon amongst the shelter of the trees, and there in comparative silence I 
could hear the rush of the wind high overhead. Presently the blackness of the storm had 
become merged in the darkness of the night.  By-and-by the storm seemed to be passing 
away, it now only came in fierce puffs or blasts. At such moments the weird sound of the 
wolf appeared to be echoed by many similar sounds around me. 
    
 Now and again, through the black mass of drifting cloud, came a straggling ray 
of moonlight which lit up the expanse and showed me that I was at the edge of a dense 
mass of cypress and yew trees. As the snow had ceased to fall, I walked out from the 
shelter and began to investigate more closely. It appeared to me that, amongst so many 



old foundations as I had passed, there might be still standing a house in which, though in 
ruins, I could find some sort of shelter for a while. As I skirted the edge of the copse, I 
found that a low wall encircled it, and following this I presently found an opening. Here 
the cypresses formed an alley leading up to a square mass of some kind of building. Just 
as I caught sight of this, however, the drifting clouds obscured the moon, and I passed up 
the path in darkness. The wind must have grown colder, for I felt myself shiver as I 
walked; but there was hope of shelter, and I groped my way blindly on. 
    
 I stopped, for there was a sudden stillness. The storm had passed; and, perhaps 
in sympathy with nature's silence, my heart seemed to cease to beat.  But this was only 
momentarily; for suddenly the moonlight broke through the clouds showing me that I was 
in a graveyard and that the square object before me was a great massive tomb of marble,  
as white as the  snow that lay on and all around it.  With the moonlight there came a 
fierce sigh of the storm which appeared to resume its course with a long, low howl, as of 
many dogs or wolves. I was awed and shocked, and I felt the cold perceptibly grow upon 
me till it seemed to grip me by the heart.   Then while the flood of moonlight still fell on 
the marble tomb, the storm gave further evidence of renewing, as though it were 
returning on its track. Impelled by some sort of fascination, I approached the sepulchre to 
see what it was and why such a thing stood alone in such a place. I walked around it and 
read, over the Doric door, in German-- 
 

COUNTESS DOLINGEN OF GRATZ 
 

IN STYRIA 
 

SOUGHT AND FOUND DEATH 
 

1801 
 
 On the top of the tomb, seemingly driven through the solid marble--for the 
structure was composed of a few vast blocks of stone--was a great iron spike or stake.  
On going to the back I saw, graven in great Russian letters: "The dead travel fast." 
   
 There was something so weird and uncanny about the whole thing that it gave 
me a turn and made me feel quite faint.  I began to wish, for the first time, that I had 
taken Johann's advice. Here a thought struck me, which came under almost mysterious 
circumstances and with a terrible shock. This was Walpurgis Night! 
    
 Walpurgis Night was when, according to the belief of millions of people, the 
devil was abroad--when the graves were opened and the dead came forth and walked. 
When all evil things of earth and air and water held revel.   This very place the driver had 
specially shunned.  This was the depopulated village of centuries ago. This was where the 
suicide lay; and this was the place where I was alone--unmanned, shivering with cold in a 
shroud of snow with a wild storm gathering again upon me! It took all my philosophy, all 
the religion I had been taught, all my courage, not to collapse in a paroxysm of fright. 
    



 And now a perfect tornado burst upon me.  The ground shook as though 
thousands of horses thundered across it; and this time the storm bore on its icy wings,  not 
snow,  but  great hailstones which  drove with such  violence  that they  might have come 
from the  thongs of  Balearic  slingers—hailstones that beat down leaf and branch  and 
made the  shelter  of the  cypresses of no more avail than though their stems were 
standing corn. At the first I had rushed to the nearest tree; but I was soon fain to leave it 
and seek the only spot that seemed to afford refuge, the deep Doric doorway of the 
marble tomb. There, crouching against the massive bronze door,  I gained a certain 
amount of protection from the  beating of  the  hailstones, for now they only drove 
against me as they ricochetted from the ground and the side of the marble. 
    
 As I leaned against the door, it moved slightly and opened inwards.  The shelter 
of even a tomb was welcome in that pitiless tempest and I was about to enter it when 
there came a flash of forked lightning that lit up the whole expanse of the heavens.  In the 
instant, as I am a living man, I saw, as my eyes turned into the darkness of the tomb, a 
beautiful woman with rounded cheeks and red lips, seemingly sleeping on a bier.  As the 
thunder broke overhead, I was grasped as by the hand of a giant and hurled out into the 
storm.  The whole thing was so sudden that, before I could realize the shock, moral as 
well as physical, I found the hailstones beating me down. At the same time I had a 
strange, dominating feeling that I was not alone.  I looked towards the tomb.  Just then 
there came another blinding flash which seemed to strike the iron stake that surmounted 
the tomb and to pour through to the earth, blasting and crumbling the marble, as in a burst 
of flame. The dead woman rose for a moment of agony while she was lapped in the 
flame, and her bitter scream of pain was drowned in the thundercrash.  The last thing I 
heard was this mingling of dreadful sound, as again I was seized in the giant grasp and 
dragged away, while the hailstones beat on me and the air around seemed reverberant 
with the howling of wolves. The last sight that I remembered was a vague, white, moving 
mass, as if all the graves around me had sent out the phantoms of their sheeted dead, and 
that they were closing in on me through the white cloudiness of the driving hail. 
 
 Gradually there came a sort of vague beginning of consciousness, then a sense 
of weariness that was dreadful.  For a time I remembered nothing, but slowly my senses 
returned. My feet seemed positively racked with pain, yet I could not move them. They 
seemed to be numbed. There was an icy feeling at the back of my neck and all down my 
spine,  and my ears, like my feet, were dead yet in torment;  but there  was in my breast a 
sense of warmth which was by comparison delicious. It was as a nightmare--a physical 
nightmare, if one may use such an expression; for some heavy weight on my chest made 
it difficult for me to breathe. 
    
 This period of semi-lethargy seemed to remain a long time, and as it faded away 
I must have slept or swooned.  Then came a sort of loathing, like the first stage of 
seasickness, and a wild desire to be free of something--I knew not what. A vast stillness 
enveloped me, as though all the world were asleep or dead--only broken by the low 
panting as of  some  animal close to me. I felt a warm rasping at my throat, then came a 
consciousness of the awful truth which chilled me to the heart and sent the blood surging 
up through my brain. Some great animal was lying on me and now licking my throat.  I 



feared to stir, for some instinct of prudence bade me lie still; but the brute seemed to 
realize that there was now some change in me, for it raised its head. Through my 
eyelashes I saw above me the two great flaming eyes of a gigantic wolf.  Its sharp white 
teeth gleamed in the gaping red mouth, and I could feel its hot breath fierce and acrid 
upon me. 
    
 For another spell of time I remembered no more. Then I became conscious of a 
low growl, followed by a yelp, renewed again and again. Then seemingly very far away, I 
heard a "Holloa! holloa!" as of many voices calling in unison. Cautiously I raised my 
head and looked in the direction whence the sound came, but the cemetery blocked my 
view. The wolf still continued to yelp in a strange way, and a red glare began to move 
round the grove of cypresses, as though following the sound. As the voices drew closer, 
the wolf yelped faster and louder. I feared to make either sound or motion.  Nearer came 
the red glow over the white pall which stretched into the darkness around me. Then all at 
once from beyond the trees there came at a trot a troop of horsemen bearing torches.  The 
wolf rose from my breast and made for the cemetery. I saw one of the horsemen  (soldiers 
by their caps and their long military cloaks) raise his carbine and take aim.   A companion 
knocked up his arm, and I heard the ball whiz over my head. He had evidently taken my 
body for that of the wolf.  Another sighted the animal as it slunk away, and a shot 
followed.  Then, at a gallop, the troop rode forward--some towards me, others following 
the wolf as it disappeared amongst the snow-clad cypresses. 
    
 As they drew nearer I tried to move but was powerless, although I could see and 
hear all that went on around me.  Two or three of the soldiers jumped from their horses 
and knelt beside me.  One of them raised my head and placed his hand over my heart. 
 
 "Good news, comrades!" he cried. "His heart still beats!" 
    
 Then some brandy was poured down my throat; it put vigor into me, and I was 
able to open my eyes fully and look around. Lights and shadows were moving among the 
trees, and I heard men call to one another. They drew together, uttering frightened 
exclamations; and the lights flashed as the others came pouring out of the cemetery pell-
mell, like men possessed. When the further ones came close to us, those who were around 
me asked them eagerly, "Well, have you found him?" 
    
 The reply rang out hurriedly, "No! no!  Come away quick--quick! This is no 
place to stay, and on this of all nights!" 
    
 "What was it?" was the question, asked in all manner of keys. The answer came 
variously and all indefinitely as though the men were moved by some common impulse 
to speak yet were restrained by some common fear from giving their thoughts. 
    
 "It--it--indeed!" gibbered one, whose wits had plainly given out for the moment. 
    
 "A wolf--and yet not a wolf!" another put in shudderingly. 
    



 "No use trying for him without the sacred bullet," a third remarked in a more 
ordinary manner. 
    
 "Serve us right for coming out on this night! Truly we have earned our thousand 
marks!" were the ejaculations of a fourth. 
    
 "There was blood on the broken marble," another said after a pause, "the 
lightning never brought that there. And for him--is he safe? Look at his throat!  See 
comrades, the wolf has been lying on him and keeping his blood warm." 
    
   The officer looked at my throat and replied,  "He is all right, the skin is not pierced.  
What does it all mean?   We should never have found him but for the yelping of the 
wolf." 
    
 "What became of it?" asked the man who was holding up my head and who 
seemed the  least  panic-stricken of the  party, for his hands were steady and without 
tremor.   On his sleeve was the chevron of a petty officer. 
    
 "It went home," answered the man, whose long face was pallid and who 
actually shook with terror as he glanced around him fearfully. "There are graves enough 
there in which it may lie. Come, comrades--come quickly!  Let us leave this cursed spot." 
    
   The officer raised me to a sitting posture, as he uttered a word of command; then 
several men placed me upon a horse. He sprang to the saddle behind me, took me in his 
arms, gave the word to advance; and, turning our faces away from the cypresses, we rode 
away in swift military order. 
    
 As yet my tongue refused its office, and I was perforce silent. I must have fallen 
asleep; for the next thing I remembered was finding myself standing up, supported by a 
soldier on each side of me. It was almost broad daylight, and to the north a red streak of 
sunlight was reflected like a path of blood over the waste of snow. The officer was telling 
the men to say nothing of what they had seen, except that they found an English stranger, 
guarded by a large dog. 
    
 "Dog! that was no dog,"  cut in the man who had  exhibited such fear. "I think I 
know a wolf when I see one." 
    
 The young officer answered calmly, "I said a dog." 
    
 "Dog!" reiterated the other ironically. It was evident that his courage was rising 
with the sun; and, pointing to me, he said, "Look at his throat. Is that the work of a dog, 
master?" 
    
 Instinctively I raised my hand to my throat, and as I touched it I cried out in 
pain. The men crowded round to look, some stooping down from their saddles; and again 



there came the calm voice of the young officer, "A dog, as I said.  If aught else were said 
we should only be laughed at." 
    
 I was then mounted behind a trooper, and we rode on into the suburbs of 
Munich.  Here we came across a stray carriage into which I was lifted, and it was driven 
off to the Quatre Saisons--the young officer accompanying me, whilst a trooper followed 
with his horse,  and the others  rode  off to  their barracks. 
    
 When we arrived, Herr Delbruck rushed so quickly down the steps to meet me, 
that it was apparent he had been watching within. Taking me by both hands he 
solicitously led me in. The officer saluted me and was turning to withdraw, when I 
recognized his purpose and insisted that he should come to my rooms. Over a glass of 
wine I warmly thanked him and his brave comrades for saving me.  He replied simply 
that he was more than glad, and that Herr Delbruck had at the first taken steps to make all 
the searching party pleased; at which ambiguous utterance the maitre d'hotel smiled,  
while the officer plead duty and withdrew. 
    
 "But Herr Delbruck," I enquired,  "how and why was it that the soldiers 
searched for me?" 
    
 He shrugged his shoulders, as if in depreciation of his own deed, as he replied,  
"I was so fortunate as to obtain leave from the commander of the  regiment in which I 
serve,  to ask for volunteers." 
    
 "But how did you know I was lost?" I asked. 
    
 "The driver came hither with the remains of his carriage, which had been upset 
when the horses ran away." 
    
 "But surely you would not send a search party of soldiers merely on this 
account?" 
   
  "Oh, no!" he answered, "but even before the coachman arrived, I had this 
telegram from the Boyar whose guest you are," and he took from his pocket a telegram 
which he handed to me, and I read: 
 
  Bistritz. 
 
    Be careful of my guest--his safety is most precious to me. Should aught happen to him, 
or if he be missed, spare nothing to find him and ensure his safety.  He is English and 
therefore adventurous.  There are often dangers from snow and wolves and night.  Lose 
not a moment if you suspect harm to him. I answer your zeal with my fortune. 
 
  --Dracula. 
 



 As I held the telegram in my hand, the room seemed to whirl around me, and if 
the attentive maitre d'hotel had not caught me, I think I should have fallen. There was 
something so strange in all this, something so weird and impossible to imagine, that there 
grew on me a sense of my being in some way the sport of opposite forces--the mere 
vague idea of which seemed in a way to paralyze me.  I was certainly under some form of 
mysterious protection. From a distant country had come, in the very nick of time, a 
message that took me out of the danger of the snow sleep and the jaws of the wolf. 
 
 

ALGERNON BLACKWOOD (1869-1951) was probably the most prolific ghost 
story writer at the turn of the century. It is only natural that he should pen a few 
werewolf tales. These include “Camp of the Dog”, “The Empty Sleeve” and 
“Strange Adventure”. In “Camp of the Dog” he explains how the person wishing to 
transform covers themselves with an ecto-plasmic coat, an idea Manly Wade 
Wellman would use in his Silver John novels. By the time Blackwood came to write 
“Running Wolf”, he has come back to the more tradtional ghost story. The author 
has a little fun with us in the name of his main character. 

RUNNING WOLF (1920) 

THE man who enjoys an adventure outside the general experience of the race, and 
imparts it to others, must not be surprised if he is taken for either a liar or a fool, as 
Malcolm Hyde, hotel clerk on a holiday, discovered in due course. Nor is 'enjoy' the word 
to use in describing his emotions; the word he chose was probably 'survive'.  

When he first set eves on Medicine Lake he was struck by its still, sparkling 
beauty, lying there in the vast Canadian backwoods; next, by its extreme loneliness; and, 
lastly -- a good deal later, this -- by its combination of beauty, loneliness, and singular 
atmosphere, due to the fact that it was the scene of adventure.  

'It's fairly stiff with big fish,' said Morton of the Montreal Sporting Club. 'Spend 
your holidays there up Mattawa way, some fifteen miles west of Stony Creek. You'll 
have it all yourself except for an old Indian who's got a shack there. Camp on the east 
side -- if you'll take a tip from me.' He then talked for half an hour about the wonderful 
sport; yet he was not otherwise very communicative, and did nut suffer questions gladly, 
Hyde noticed. Nor had he stayed there very long himself. If it was such a paradise as 
Morton, its discoverer and the most experienced rod in the province, claimed, why had he 
himself spent only three days there?  

'Ran short of grub,' was the explanation offered; but to another friend he had 
mentioned briefly, 'flies' and to a third, so Hyde learned later, he gave the excuse that his 
half-breed 'took sick', necessitating a quick return to civilisation.  

Hyde, however, cared little for the explanations; his interest in these came later. 
'Stiff with fish' was the phrase he liked. He took the Canadian Pacific train to Mattawa, 



laid in his outfit at Stony Creek, and set off thence for the fifteen-mile canoe-trip without 
a care in the world.  

Travelling light, the portages did not trouble him; the water was swift and easy, 
the rapids negotiable; everything came his way, as the saying is. Occasionally he saw big 
fish making for the deeper pools, and was sorely tempted to stop; but he resisted. He 
pushed on between the immense world of forests that stretched for hundreds of miles, 
known to deer, bear, moose, and wolf, but strange to any echo of human tread, a deserted 
and primeval wilderness. The autumn day was calm, the water sang and sparkled, the 
blue sky hung cloudless over all, ablaze with Light. Toward evening he passed an old 
beaver-dam, rounded a little point, and had his first sight of Medicine Lake. He lifted his 
dripping paddle; the canoe shot with silent glide into calm water.  

He gave an exclamation of delight, for the loveliness caught his breath away.  

Though primarily a sportsman, he was not insensible to beauty. The lake formed a 
crescent, perhaps four miles long, its width between a mile and half a mile. The slanting 
gold of sunset flooded it. No wind stirred its crystal surface. Here it had lain since the 
redskins' god first made it; here it would lie until he dried it up again. Towering spruce 
and hemlock trooped to its very edge, majestic cedars leaned down as if to drink, crimson 
sumachs shone in fiery patches, and maples gleamed orange and red beyond belief. The 
air was like wine, with the silence of a dream.  

It was here the red men formerly 'made medicine', with all the wild ritual and 
tribal ceremony of an ancient day. But it was of Morton, rather than of Indians, that Hyde 
thought. If this lonely, hidden paradise was really stiff with big fish, he owed a lot to 
Morton for the information. Peace invaded him, but the excitement of the hunter lay 
below.  

He looked about him with quick, practised eye for a camping-place before the sun 
sank below the forests and the half-lights came. The Indian's shack, lying in full sunshine 
on the eastern shore, he found at once; but the trees lay too thick about it for comfort, nor 
did he wish to be so close to its inhabitant. Upon the opposite side, however, an ideal 
clearing offered. This lay already in shadow, the huge forest darkening it toward evening; 
but the open space attracted. He paddled over and quickly examined it. The ground was 
hard and dry, he found, and a little brook ran tinkling down one side of it into the lake. 
This outfall, too, would be a good fishing spot.  

Also it was sheltered. A few low willows marked the mouth.  

An experienced camper soon makes up his mind. It was a perfect site, and some 
charred logs, with traces of former fires, proved that he was not the first to think so. Hyde 
was delighted.  

Then, suddenly, disappointment came to tinge his pleasure. His kit was landed, 
and preparations for putting up the tent were begun, when he recalled a detail that 



excitement had so far kept in the background of his mind -- Morton's advice. But not 
Morton's only, for the storekeeper at Stony Creek reinforced it. The big fellow with 
straggling moustache and stooping shoulders, dressed in shirt and trousers, had handed 
him out a final sentence with the bacon, flour, condensed milk, and sugar. He had 
repeated Morton's half-forgotten words:  

'Put yer tent on the east shore, I should,' he had said at parting.  

He remembered Morton, too, apparently. 'A shortish fellow, brown as an Indian 
and fairly smelling of the woods. Travelling with Jake, the half-breed.' That assuredly 
was Morton. 'Didn't stay long, now, did he,' he added to himself in a reflective tone.  

'Going Windy Lake way, are yer? Or Ten Mile Water maybe?' he had first 
inquired of Hyde.  

'Medicine Lake.'  

'Is that so?' the man said, as though he doubted it for some obscure reason. He 
pulled at his ragged moustache a moment. 'Is that so, now?' he repeated. And the final 
words followed him down-stream after a considerable pause -- the advice about the best 
shore on which to put his tent All this now suddenly flashed back upon Hyde's mind with 
a tinge of disappointment and annoyance, for when two experienced men agreed, their 
opinion was nor to be lightly disregarded. He wished he had asked the storekeeper for 
more details. He looked about him, he reflected, he hesitated, His ideal camping-ground 
lay certainly on the forbidden shore. What in the world, he wondered, could be the 
objection to it?  

But the light was fading; he must decide quickly one way or the other. After 
staring at his unpacked dunnage, and the tent, already half erected, he made up his mind 
with a muttered expression that consigned both Morton and the storekeeper to less 
pleasant places. 'They must have some reason,' he growled to himself; 'fellows like that 
usually know what they're talking about. I guess I'd better shift over to the other side -- 
for to-night at any rate.'  

He glanced across the water before actually reloading. No smoke rose from the 
Indian's shack.  

He had seen no sign of a canoe. The man, he decided, was away. Reluctantly, 
then, he left the good camping-ground and paddled across the lake, and half an hour later 
his tent was up, firewood collected, and two small trout were already caught for supper. 
But the bigger fish, he knew, lay waiting for him on the other side by the little out-fall, 
and he fell asleep at length on his bed of balsam boughs, annoyed and disappointed, yet 
wondering how a mere sentence could have persuaded him so easily against his own 
better judgment. He slept like the dead; the sun was well up before he stirred.  



But his morning mood was a very different one. The brilliant light, the peace, the 
intoxicating air, all this was too exhilarating for the mind to harbour foolish fancies, and 
he marvelled that he could have been so weak the night before. No hesitation lay in him 
anywhere. He struck camp.immediately after breakfast, paddled back across the strip of 
shining water, and quickly settled in upon the forbidden shore, as he now called it, with a 
contemptuous grin. And the more he saw of the spot, the better he liked it. There was 
plenty of wood, running water to drink, an open space about the tent, and there were no 
flies. The fishing, moreover, was magnificent. Morton's description was fully justified, 
and 'stiff with big fish' for once was not an exaggeration.  

The useless hours of the early afternoon he passed dozing in the sun, or 
wandering through the underbrush beyond the camp. He found no sign of anything 
unusual. He bathed in a cool1 deep pool; he revelled in the lonely little paradise. Lonely 
it certainly was, but the loneliness was part of its charm; the stillness, the peace, the 
isolation of this beautiful backwoods lake delighted him.  

The silence was divine. He was entirely satisfied.  

After a brew of tea, he strolled toward evening along the shore, looking for the 
first sign of a rising fish. A faint ripple on the water, with the lengthening shadows, made 
good conditions.  

Plop followed plop, as the big fellows rose, snatched at their food, and vanished 
into the depths.  

He hurried back. Ten minute later he had taken his rods and was gliding 
cautiously in the canoe through the quiet water.  

So good was the sport, indeed, and so quickly did the big trout pile up in the 
bottom of the canoe, that despite the growing lateness, he found it hard to tear himself 
away. 'One more,' he said, 'and then I really will go.' He landed that 'one more', and was 
in the act of taking off the hook, when the deep silence of the evening was curiously 
disturbed. He became abruptly aware that some one watched him. A pair of eyes, it 
seemed, were fixed upon him from some point in the surrounding shadows.  

Thus, at least, he interpreted the odd disturbance in his happy mood; for thus he 
felt it. The feeling stole over him withouy the slightest warning. He was not alone. The 
slippery big trout dropped from his fingers. He sat motionless, and stared about him.  

Nothing stirred; the ripple on the lake had died away; there was no wind; the 
forest lay a single purple mass of shadow; the yellow sky, fast fading, threw reflections 
that troubled the eye and made distances uncertain. But there was no sound, no 
movement; he saw no figure anywhere.  

Yet he knew that some one watched him, and a wave of quite unreasoning terror 
gripped him.  



The nose of the canoe was against the bank. In a moment, and instinctively, he 
shoved it off and paddled into deeper water. The watcher, it came to him also 
instinctively, was quite close to him upon that bank. But where? And who? Was it the 
Indian?  

Here, in deeper water, and some twenty yards from the shore, he paused and 
strained both sight and hearing to find some possible clue. He felt half ashamed, now that 
the first strange feeling passed a little. But the certainty remained. Absurd as it was, he 
felt positive that some one watched him with concentrated and intent regard. Every fibre 
in his being told him so; and though he could discover no figure, no new outline on the 
shore, he could even have sworn in which clump of willow bushes the hidden person 
crouched and stared. His attention seemed drawn to that particular dump.  

The water dripped slowly from his paddle, now lying across the thwarts. There 
was no other sound. The canvas of his tent gleamed dimly. A star or two were out. He 
waited. Nothing happened.  

Then, as suddenly as it had come, the feeling passed, and he knew that the person 
who had been watching him intently had gone. It was as if a current had been turned off; 
the normal world flowed back; the landscape emptied as if some one had left a room. The 
disagreeable feeling left him at the same time, so that he instantly turned the canoe in to 
the shore again, landed, and, paddle in hand, went over to examine the clump of willows 
he had singled out as the place of.concealment. There was no one there, of course, nor 
any trace of recent human occupancy. No leaves, no branches stirred, nor was a single 
twig displaced; his keen and practised sight detected no sign of tracks upon the ground. 
Yet, for all that, he felt positive that a little time ago some one had crouched among these 
very leaves and watched him. He remained absolutely convinced of it.  

The watcher, whether Indian hunter, stray lumberman, or wandering half-breed, 
had now withdrawn, a search was useless, and dusk was falling. He returned to his little 
camp, more disturbed perhaps than he cared to acknowledge. He cooked his supper, hung 
up his catch on a string, so that no prowling animal could get at it during the night, and 
prepared to make himself comfortable until bedtime. Unconsciously, he built a bigger fire 
than usual and found himself peering over his pipe into the deep shadows beyond the 
firelight, straining his ears to catch the slightest sound. He remained generally on the alert 
in a way that was new to him.  

A man under such conditions and in such a place need not know discomfort until 
the sense of loneliness strikes him as too vivid a reality. Loneliness in a backwoods camp 
brings charm, pleasure, and a happy sense of calm until, and unless, it comes too near. It 
should remain an ingredient only among other conditions; it should not be directly, 
vividly noticed. Once it has crept within short range, however, it may easily cross the 
narrow line between comfort and discomfort, and darkness is an undesirable time for the 
transition. A curious dread may easily follow -- the dread lest the loneliness suddenly be 
disturbed, and the solitary human feel himself open to attack.  



For Hyde, now, this transition had been already accomplished; the too intimate 
sense of his loneliness had shifted abruptly into the worst condition of no longer being 
quite alone. It was an awkward moment, and the hotel clerk realised his position exactly. 
He did not quite like it. He sat there, with his back to the blazing logs, a very visible 
object in the light, while all about him the darkness of the forest lay like an impenetrable 
wall. He could not see a yard beyond the small circle of his camp-fire; the silence about 
him was like the silence of the dead. No leaf rustled, no wave lapped; he himself sat 
motionless as a log.  

Then again he became suddenly aware that the person who watched him had 
returned, and that same intent and concentrated gaze as before was fixed upon him where 
he lay. There was no warning; he heard no stealthy tread or snapping of dry twigs, yet the 
owner of those steady eyes was very close to him, probably not a dozen feet away. This 
sense of proximity was overwhelming.  

It is unquestionable that a shiver ran down his spine. This time, moreover, he felt 
positive that the man crouched just beyond the firelight, the distance he himself could see 
being nicely calculated, and straight in front of him. For some minutes he sat without 
stirring a single muscle, yet with each muscle ready and alert, straining his eyes in vain to 
pierce the darkness, but only succeeding in dazzling his sight with the reflected light. 
Then, as he shifted his position slowly, cautiously, to obtain another angle of vision, his 
heart gave two big thumps against his ribs and the hair seemed to rise on his scalp with 
the sense of cold that gave him goose-flesh. In the darkness facing him he saw two small 
and greenish circles that were certainly a pair of eyes, yet not the eyes of Indian hunter, 
or of any human being. It was a pair of animal eyes that stared so fixedly at him out of 
the night. And this certainty had an immediate and natural effect upon him.  

For, at the menace of those eyes, the fears of millions of long dead hunters since 
the dawn of time woke in him. Hotel clerk though he was, heredity surged through him in 
an automatic wave of instinct. His hand groped for a weapon. His fingers fell on the iron 
head of his small camp axe, and at once he was himself again. Confidence returned; the 
vague, superstitious dread was gone. This was a bear or wolf that smelt his catch and 
came to steal it. With beings of that sort he.knew instinctively how to deal, yet admitting, 
by this very instinct, that his original dread had been of quite another kind.  

'I'll damned quick find out what it is,' he exclaimed aloud, and snatching a burning 
brand from the fire, he hurled it with good aim straight at the eyes of the beast before 
him.  

The bit of pitch-pine fell in a shower of sparks that lit the dry grass this side of the 
animal, flared up a moment, then died quickly down again. But in that instant of bright 
illumination he saw clearly what his unwelcome visitor was. A big timber wolf sat on its 
hindquarters, staring steadily at him through the firelight. He saw its legs and shoulders, 
he saw its hair, he saw also the big hemlock trunks lit up behind it, and the willow scrub 
on each side. It formed a vivid, clear-cut picture shown in clear detail by the momentary 
blaze. To his amazement, however, the wolf did not turn and bolt away from the burning 



log, but withdrew a few yards only, and sat there again on its haunches, staring, staring as 
before. Heavens, how it stared! He 'shoo-ed' it, but without effect; it did not budge. He 
did not waste another good log on it, for his fear was dissipated now; a timber wolf was a 
timber wolf, and it might sit there as long as it pleased, provided it did not try to steal his 
catch. No alarm was in him any more. He knew that wolves were harmless in the summer 
and autumn, and even when 'packed' in the winter they would attack a man only when 
suffering desperate hunger. So he lay and watched the beast, threw bits of stick in its 
direction, even talked to it, wondering only that it never moved. 'You can stay there for 
ever, if you like,' he remarked to it aloud, 'for you cannot get at my fish, and the rest of 
the grub I shall take into the tent with me!'  

The creature blinked its bright green eyes, but made no move. Why, then, if his 
fear was gone, did he think of certain things as he rolled himself in the Hudson Bay 
blankets before going sleep? The immobility of the animal was strange, its refusal to turn 
and bolt was still stranger.  

Never before had he know, a wild creature that was not afraid of fire. Why did it 
sit and watch him, as with purpose in its gleaming eyes? How had he felt its presence 
earlier and instantly? A timber wolf, especially a solitary wolf, was a timid thing, yet this 
one feared neither man nor fire.  

Now, as he lay there wrapped in his blankets inside the cosy tent, it sat outside 
beneath the stars, beside the fading embers, the wind chilly in its fur, the ground cooling 
beneath its planted paws, watching him, steadily watching him, perhaps until the dawn.  

It was unusual, it was strange. Having neither imagination nor tradition, he called 
upon no store of racial visions. Matter of fact, a hotel clerk on a fishing holiday, he lay 
there in blankets, merely wondering and puzzled. A timber wolf was a timber wolf and 
nothing more. Yet this timber wolf -- the idea haunted him -- was different. In a word, the 
deeper part his original uneasiness remained. He tossed about, he shivered sometimes in 
his broken sleep; he did not go out to see, but he woke early and unrefreshed.  

Again with the sunshine and the morning wind, however, the incident of the night 
before was forgotten, almost unreal. His hunting zeal was uppermost. The tea and fish 
were delicious, his pipe had never tasted so good, the glory of this lonely lake amid 
primeval forests went to his head a little; he was a hunter before the Lord, and nothing 
else. He tried the edge of the lake, and in the excitement of playing a big fish, knew 
suddenly that it, the wolf, was there. He paused with the rod, exactly as if struck. He 
looked about him, he looked in a definite direction. The brilliant sunshine made every 
smallest detail clear and sharp -- boulders of granite, burned stems, crimson sumach, 
pebbles along the shore in neat, separate detail -- without revealing where the watcher 
hid. Then, his sight wandering farther inshore among the tangled undergrowth, he 
suddenly picked up the familiar, half-expected outline. The wolf was lying behind a 
granite boulder, so that only the head, the muzzle, and the eyes were visible. It merged in 
its.background. Had he not known it was a wolf, he could never have separated it from 
the landscape. The eyes shone in the sunlight.  



There it lay. He looked straight at it. Their eyes, in fact, actually met full and 
square. 'Great Scott!' he exclaimed aloud, 'why, it's like looking at a human being!'  

From that moment, unwittingly, he established a singular personal relation with 
the beast. And what followed confirmed this undesirable impression, for the animal rose 
instantly and came down in leisurely fashion to the shore, where it stood looking back at 
him. It stood and stared into his eyes like some great wild dog, so that he was aware of a 
new and almost incredible sensation -- that it courted recognition.  

'Well! Well!' he exclaimed again, relieving his feelings by addressing it aloud, 'if 
this doesn't beat everything I ever saw! What d'you want, anyway?'  

He examined it now more carefully. He had never seen a wolf so big before; it 
was a tremendous beast, a nasty customer to tackle, he reflected, if it ever came to that. It 
stood there absolutely fearless, and full of confidence. In the clear sunlight he took in 
every detail of it -- a huge, shaggy, lean-flanked timber wolf, its wicked eyes staring 
straight into his own, almost with a kind of purpose in them. He saw its great jaws, its 
teeth, and its tongue hung out, dropping saliva a little. And yet the idea of its savagery, its 
fierceness, was very little in him.  

He was amazed and puzzled beyond belief. He wished the Indian would come 
back. He did not understand this strange behaviour in an animal. Its eyes, the odd 
expression in them, gave him a queer, unusual, difficult feeling. Had his nerves gone 
wrong, he almost wondered.  

The beast stood on the shore and looked at him. He wished for the first time that 
he had brought a rifle. With a resounding smack he brought his paddle down flat upon the 
water, using all his strength, till the echoes rang as from a pistol-shot that was audible 
from one end of the lake to the other. The wolf never stirred. He shouted, but the beast 
remained unmoved. He blinked his eyes, speaking as to a dog, a domestic animal, a 
creature accustomed to human ways.  

It blinked its eyes in return.  

At length, increasing his distance from the shore, he continued fishing, and the 
excitement of the marvellous sport held his attention -- his surface attention, at any rate. 
At times he almost forgot the attendant beast; yet whenever he looked up, he saw it there. 
And worse; when he slowly paddled home again, he observed it trotting along the shore 
as though to keep him com-pany.  

Crossing a little bay, he spurted, hoping to reach the other point before his 
undesired and undesirable attendant. Instantly the brute broke into that rapid, tireless lope 
that, except on ice, can run down anything on four legs in the woods. When he reached 
the distant point, the wolf was waiting for him. He raised his paddle from the water, 
pausing a moment for reflection; for his very close attention -- there were dusk and night 
yet to come -- he certainly did not relish. His camp was near; he had to land; he felt 



uncomfortable even in the sunshine of broad day, when, to his keen relief, about half a 
mile from the tent, he saw the creature suddenly stop and sit down in the open. He waited 
a moment, then paddled on. It did not follow. There was no attempt to move; it merely sat 
and watched him. After a few hundred yards, he looked back. It was still sitting where he 
left it. And the absurd, yet significant, feeling came to him that the beast divined his 
thought, his anxiety, his dread, and was now showing him, as well as it could, that it 
entertained no hostile feeling and did not meditate attack.  

He turned the canoe toward the shore; he landed; he cooked his supper in the 
dusk; the animal made no sign. Not far away it certainly lay and watched, but it did not 
advance. And to Hyde, observant now in a new way, came one sharp, vivid reminder of 
the strange atmosphere into which his commonplace personality had strayed: he suddenly 
recalled that his relations with the.beast, already established, had progressed distinctly a 
stage further. This startled him, yet without the accompanying alarm he must certainly 
have felt twenty-four hours before. He had an understanding with the wolf. He was aware 
of friendly thoughts toward it. He even went so far as to set out a few big fish on the spot 
where he had first seen it sitting the previous night. 'If he comes,' he thought, 'he is 
welcome to them, I've got plenty, anyway.' He thought of it now as 'he'.  

Yet the wolf made no appearance until he was in the act of entering his tent a 
good deal later. It was close on ten o'clock, whereas nine was his hour, and late at that, 
for turning in. He had, therefore, unconsciously been waiting for him. Then, as he was 
closing the flap, he saw the eyes close to where he had placed the fish. He waited, hiding 
himself, and expecting to hear sounds of munching jaws; but all was silence. Only the 
eyes glowed steadily out of the background of pitch darkness. He closed the flap. He had 
no slightest fear. In ten minutes he was sound asleep.  

He could not have slept very long, for when he woke up he could see the shine of 
a faint red light through the canvas, and the fire had not died down completely. He rose 
and cautiously peeped out. The air was very cold, he saw breath. But he also saw the 
wolf, for it had come in, and was sitting by the dying embers, not two yards away from 
where he crouched behind the flap. And this time, at these very close quarters, there was 
something in the attitude of the big wild thing that caught his attention with a vivid thrill 
of startled surprise and a sudden shock of cold that held him spell-bound. He stared, 
unable to believe his eyes; for the wolf's attitude conveyed to him something familiar that 
at first was unable to explain. Its pose reached him in the terms of another thing with 
which he was entirely at home. What was it? Did his senses betray him? Was he still 
asleep and dreaming?  

Then, suddenly, with a start of uncanny recognition, he knew. Its attitude was that 
of a dog.  

Having found the clue, his mind then made an awful leap. For it was, after all, no 
dog its appearance aped, but something nearer to himself, and more familiar still. Good 
heavens! It sat there with the pose, the attitude, the gesture in repose of something almost 



human. And then, with a second shock of biting wonder, it came to him like a revelation. 
The wolf sat beside that camp-fire as a man might sit.  

Before he could weigh his extraordinary discovery, before he could examine it in 
detail or with care, the animal, sitting in this ghastly fashion, seemed to feel his eyes 
fixed on it. It slowly turned and looked him in the face, and for the first time Hyde felt a 
fullblooded superstitious fear flood through his entire being. He seemed transfixed with 
that nameless terror that is said to attack human beings who suddenly face the dead, 
finding themselves bereft of speech and movement. This moment of paralysis certainly 
occurred. Its passing, however, was as singular as its advent. For almost at once he was 
aware of something beyond and above this mockery of human attitude and pose, 
something that ran along unaccustomed nerves and reached his feeling, even perhaps his 
heart. The revulsion was extraordinary, its result still more extraordinary and unexpected. 
Yet the fact remains. He was aware of another thing that had the effect of stilling his 
terror as soon as it was born. He was aware of appeal, silent, half expressed, yet vastly 
pathetic.  

He saw in the savage eyes beseeching, even a yearning, expression that changed 
his mood as by magic from dread to natural sympathy. The great grey brute, symbol of 
cruel ferocity, sat there beside his dying fire and appealed for help.  

The gulf betwixt animal and human seemed in that instant bridged. It was, of 
course, incredible. Hyde, sleep still possibly clinging to his inner being with the shades 
and half shapes of dream yet about his soul, acknowledged, how he knew not, the 
amazing fact. He found.himself nodding to the brute in half consent, and instantly, 
without more ado, the lean grey shape rose like a wraith and trotted off swiftly, but with 
stealthy tread, into the background of the night.  

When Hyde woke in the morning his first impression was that he must have 
dreamed the entire incident. His practical nature asserted itself. There was a bite in the 
fresh autumn air; the bright sun allowed no half lights anywhere; he felt brisk in mind and 
body. Reviewing what had happened, he came to the conclusion that it was utterly vain to 
speculate; no possible explanation of the animal's behaviour occurred to him: he was 
dealing with something entirely outside his experience. His fear, however, had 
completely left him. The odd sense of friendliness remained.  

The beast had a definite purpose, and he himself was included in that purpose. His 
sympathy held good.  

But with the sympathy there was also an intense curiosity. 'If it shows itself 
again,' he told himself, 'I'll go up close and find out what it wants.' The fish laid out the 
night before had not been touched.  

It must have been a full hour after breakfast when he next saw the brute; it was 
standing on the edge of the clearing, looking at him in the way now become familiar. 
Hyde immediately picked up his axe and advanced toward it boldly, keeping his eyes 



fixed straight upon its own. There was nervousness in him, but kept well under; nothing 
betrayed it; step by step he drew nearer until some ten yards separated them. The wolf 
had not stirred a muscle as yet. Its jaws hung open, its eyes observed him intently; it 
allowed him to approach without a sign of what its mood might be. Then, with these ten 
yards between them, it turned abruptly and moved slowly off, looking back first over one 
shoulder and then over the other, exactly as a dog might do, to see if he was following.  

A singular journey it was they then made together, animal and man. The trees 
surrounded them at once, for they left the lake behind them, entering the tangled bush 
beyond. The beast, Hyde noticed, obviously picked the easiest track for him to follow; for 
obstacles that meant nothing to the four-legged expert, yet were difficult for a man, were 
carefully avoided with an almost uncanny skill, while yet the general direction was 
accurately kept. Occasionally there were windfalls to be surmounted; but though the wolf 
bounded over these with it was always waiting for the man on the other side after he had 
laboriously climbed over. Deeper and deeper into the heart of the lonely forest they 
penetrated in this singular fashion, cutting across the arc of the lake's crescent, it seemed 
to Hyde; for after two miles or so, he recognised the big rocky bluff that overhung the 
water at its northern end. This outstanding bluff he had seen from his camp, one side of it 
falling sheer into the water; it was probably the spot, he imagined, where the Indians held 
their medicine-making ceremonies, for it stood out in isolated fashion, and its top formed 
a private plateau not easy of access. And it was here, close to a big spruce at the foot of 
the bluff upon the forest side, that the wolf stopped suddenly and for the first time since 
its appearance gave audible expression to its feelings. It sat down on its haunches, lifted 
its muzzle with open jaws, and gave vent to a subdued and long-drawn howl that was 
more like the wail of a dog than the fierce barking cry associated with a wolf, By this 
time Hyde had lost not only fear, but caution too; nor, oddly enough, did this warning 
howl, revive a sign of unwelcome emotion in him. In that curious sound he detected the 
same message that the eyes conveyed -- appeal for help. He paused, nevertheless, a little 
startled, and while the wolf sat waiting for him, he looked about him quickly. There was 
young timber here; it had once been a small clearing, evidently. Axe and fire had done 
their work, but there was evidence to an experienced eye that it was Indians and not white 
men who had once been busy here. Some part of the medicine ritual, doubtless, took 
place in the little clearing, thought the.man, as he advanced again towards his patient 
leader. The end of their queer journey, he felt, was close at hand.  

He had not taken two steps before the animal got up and moved very slowly in the 
direction of some low bushes that formed a clump just beyond. It entered these, first 
looking back to make sure that its companion watched. The bushes hid it; a moment later 
it emerged again. Twice it performed this pantomime, each time, as it reappeared, 
standing still and staring at the man with as distinct an expression of appeal in the eyes as 
an animal may compass, probably. Its excitement, meanwhile, certainly increased, and 
this excitement was, with equal certainty, communicated to the man. Hyde made up his 
mind quickly. Gripping his axe tightly, and ready to use it at the first hint of malice, he 
moved slowly nearer to the bushes, wondering with something of a tremor what would 
happen.  



If he expected to be startled, his expectation was at once fulfilled; but it was the 
behaviour of the beast that made him jump. It positively frisked about him like a happy 
dog. It frisked for joy.  

Its excitement was intense, yet from its open mouth no sound was audible. With a 
sudden leap, then, it bounded past him into the clump of bushes, against whose very edge 
he stood, and began scraping vigorously at the ground. Hyde stood and stared, 
amazement and interest now banishing all his nervousness, even when the beast, in its 
violent scraping, actually touched his body with its own. He had, perhaps, the feeling that 
he was in a dream, one of those fantastic dreams in which things may happen without 
involving an adequate surprise; for otherwise the manner of scraping and scratching at 
the ground must have seemed an impossible phenomenon. No wolf, no dog certainly, 
used its paws in the way those paws were working. Hyde had the odd, distressing 
sensation that it was hands, not paws, he watched. And yet, somehow, the natural, 
adequate surprise he should have felt was absent. The strange action seemed not entirely 
unnatural. In his heart some deep hidden spring of sympathy and pity stirred instead. He 
was aware of pathos.  

The wolf stopped in its task and looked up into his face. Hyde acted without 
hesitation then.  

Afterwards he was wholly at a loss to explain his own conduct. It seemed he knew 
what to do, divined what was asked, expected of him. Between his mind and the dumb 
desire yearning through the savage animal there was intelligent and intelligible 
communication. He cut a stake and sharpened it, for the stones would blunt his axe-edge. 
He entered the clump of bushes to complete the digging his four-legged companion had 
begun. And while he worked, though he did not forget the close proximity of the wolf, he 
paid no attention to it; often his back was turned as he stooped over the laborious clearing 
away of the hard earth; no uneasiness or sense of danger was in him any more. The wolf 
sat outside the clump and watched the operations. Its concentrated attention, its patience, 
its intense eagerness, the gentleness and docility of the grey, fierce, and probably hungry 
brute, its obvious pleasure and satisfaction, too, at having won the human to its 
mysterious purpose -- these were colours in the strange picture that Hyde thought of later 
when dealing with the human herd in his hotel again. At the moment he was aware 
chiefly of pathos and affection. The whole business was, of course, not to be believed, 
but that discovery came later, too, when telling it to others.  

The digging continued for fully half an hour before his labour was rewarded by 
the discovery of a small whitish object. He picked it up and examined it -- the finger-
bone of a man. Other discoveries then followed quickly and in quantity. The cache was 
laid bare. He collected nearly the complete skeleton. The skull however, he found last, 
and might not have found at all but for the guidance of his strangely alert companion. It 
lay some few yards away from the central hole now dug, and the wolf stood nuzzling the 
ground with its nose before Hyde understood that he.was meant to dig exactly in that spot 
for it. Between the beast's very paws his stake struck hard upon it. He scraped the earth 
from the bone and examined it carefully. It was perfect, save for the fact that some wild 



animal had gnawed it, the teeth-marks being still plainly visible. Close beside it lay the 
rusty iron head of a tomahawk. This and the smallness of the bones confirmed him in his 
judgment that it was the skeleton not of a white man, but of an Indian.  

During the excitement of the discovery of the bones one by one, and finally of the 
skull, but, more especially, during the period of intense interest while Hyde was 
examining them, he had paid little if any attention to the wolf. He was aware that it sat 
and watched him, never moving its keen eyes for a single moment from the actual 
operations, but sign or movement it made none at all. He knew that it was pleased and 
satisfied, he knew also that he had now fulfilled its purpose in a great measure. The 
further intuition that now came to him, derived, he felt positive, from his companion's 
dumb desire, was perhaps the cream of the entire experience to him.  

Gathering the bones together in his coat, he carried them, together with the 
tomahawk, to the foot of the big spruce where the animal had first topped. His leg 
actually touched the creature's muzzle as he passed. It turned its head to watch, but did 
not follow, nor did it move a muscle while he prepared the platform of boughs upon 
which he then laid the poor worn bones of an Indian who had been killed, doubtless, in 
sudden attack or ambush, and to whose remains had been denied the last grace of proper 
tribal burial. He wrapped the bones in bark; he laid the tomahawk beside the skull; he lit 
the circular fire round the pyre, and the blue smoke rose upward into the clear bright 
sunshine of the Canadian autumn morning till it was lost among the mighty trees far 
overhead.  

In the moment before actually lighting the little fire he had turned to note what his 
companion did. It sat five yards away, he saw, gazing intently, and one of its front paws 
was raised a little from the ground. It made no sign of any kind. He finished the work, 
becoming so absorbed in it that he had eyes for nothing but the tending and guarding of 
his careful ceremonial fire. It was only when the platform of boughs collapsed, laying 
their charred burden gently on the fragrant earth among the soft wood ashes, that he 
turned again, as though to show the wolf what he had done, and seek, perhaps, some look 
of satisfaction in its curiously expressive eyes. But the place he searched was empty. The 
wolf had gone.  

He did not see it again; it gave no sign of its presence where; he was not watched. 
He fished as before, wandered through the bush about his camp, sat smoking round his 
fire after dark, and slept peacefully in his cosy little tent. He was not disturbed. No howl 
was ever audible in the distant forest, no twig snapped beneath a stealthy tread, he saw no 
eyes. The wolf that behaved like a man had gone for ever.  

It was the day before he left that Hyde, noticing smoke rising from the shack across the 
lake, paddled over to exchange a word or two with the Indian, who had evidently now 
returned. The Redskin came down to meet him as he landed, but it was soon plain that he 
spoke very little English. He emitted the familiar grunts at first; then bit by bit Hyde 
stirred his limited vocabulary into action. The net result, however, was slight enough 
though it was certainly direct:  



'You camp there?' the man asked, pointing to the other side.  

'Yes.'  

'Wolf come?'  

'Yes.'  

'You see wolf?'  

'Yes.'.The Indian stared at him fixedly a moment, a keen, wondering look upon 
his coppery, creased face.  

'You 'fraid wolf?' he asked after a moment's pause.  

'No,' replied Hyde, truthfully. He knew it was useless to ask questions of his own, 
though he was eager for information. The other would have told him nothing. It was 
sheer luck that the man had touched on the subject at all, and Hyde realised that his own 
best role was merely to answer, but to ask no questions. Then, suddenly, the Indian 
became comparatively voluble. There was awe in his voice and manner.  

'Him no wolf. Him big medicine wolf. Him spirit wolf.'  

Whereupon he drank the tea the other had brewed for him, closed his lips tightly, 
and said no more. His outline was discernible on the shore, rigid and motionless, an hour 
later, when Hyde's canoe turned the corner of the lake three miles away, and landed to 
make the portages up the first rapid of his homeward stream.  

It was Morton who, after some persuasion, supplied further details of what he 
called the legend. Some hundred years before, the tribe that lived in the territory beyond 
the lake began their annual medicine-making ceremonies on the big rocky bluff at the 
northern end; but no medicine could be made. The spirits, declared the chief medicine 
man, would not answer. They were offended. An investigation followed. It was 
discovered that a young brave had recently killed a wolf, a thing strictly forbidden, since 
the wolf was the totem animal of the tribe. To make matters worse, the name of the guilty 
man was Running Wolf. The offence being unpardonable, the man was cursed and driven 
from the tribe:  

'Go out. Wander alone among the woods, and if we see you we slay you. Your 
bones shall be scattered in the forest, and your spirit shall not enter the Happy Hunting 
Grounds till one of another race shall find and bury them.'  

'Which meant,' explained Morton laconically, his only comment on the story, 
'probably for ever.'  

 



AFTERWORD: THE WEREWOLF 

By G. W. Thomas 
 

These creatures live onely without meats; 
The Cameleon by the Air, 

The Eant or Mole, by the Earth, 
The Sea-Herring by the Water, 
The Salamander by the Fire, 

Unto which maybe added the Dormouse, 
which lives partly by sleep, 

And the Werewolf, whose food is night, 
winter and death. 

 
(An Old Saying) 

 
 
THE werewolf of the last 60 years is largely the product of Hollywood. The first big 
werewolf film was The Werewolf of London (1935) starring Henry Hull as the 
unfortunate shape-shifter.  Better remembered is Lon Chaney Jr. in The Wolfman (1941) 
and sequels with the other Universal stable of monsters like Frankenstein Meets The 
Wolfman (1943) and The House Of Frankenstein (1944).  The man-wolf who can be 
killed with a silver bullet has become a staid cliche, more likely to generate groans than 
fear.  But if we turn to its history, we can see the werewolf is and has been more than just 
a guy with fuzz on his face. 
 
THE CHILDREN OF LYCAON 
 
Shapeshifter stories appear in just about every culture on Earth.  Where wolves did not 
live, the role of the monster was often filled by another meat-eater such as the tiger, 
crocodile, shark or bear.  The Greeks and Romans included the werewolf in their 
mythology, in the story of Lycaon, the Tyrant of Arcadia.  Lycaon served Zeus human 
flesh at a banquet.  In return the god transformed the vile man into a wolf, reflecting the 
shape of his soul.  The very first transformation scene in werewolf literature was penned 
by the Roman poet, Ovid.  Written in the 1st Century AD, the scene shows even the 
ancient writers knew what readers wanted to see: 
 
...There he uttered howling noises, and his attempts to speak were all in vain.  His clothes changed into 
bristling hairs, his arms to legs, and he became a wolf.  His own savage nature showed in his rabid jaws, 
and he now directed against the flocks his innate lust for killing.  He had a mania, even yet, for shedding 
blood.  But though he was a wolf, he retained some traces of his original shape.  The greyness of his hair 
was the same, his face showed the same violence, his eyes gleamed as before, and he presented the same 
picture of ferocity.  
 
From Lycaon's name we get the word "Lycanthropy" or the state of being a werewolf. 
 
From mythology, the werewolf entered legend.  In the works of Herodotus and Petronius, 
the werewolf goes from being a mortal cursed by a god to a shape-shifting witch or 
warlock with evil intentions.  In Petronius' The Satyricon is a segment sometimes called 



"Niceros' Story".  Niceros is going to woe the beautiful Melissa when he meets a soldier 
on the road.  The man "... pissed a ring around his clothes and suddenly turned into a wolf 
... then I went to collect his clothes -- but they'd turned to stone." Later a wolf attacks 
Melissa's stock and is stabbed in the throat.  Once home, Niceros sees the soldier again, 
gravely injured in the throat.  Stories like "Niceros' Story" were common well up to the 
feudal times.  The werewolf was a man, transformed into the animal with all its 
vulnerabilities.   
 
The monks and story-tellers of the Middle Ages didn't change the outward appearance 
but the inside, with the first sympathetic werewolves.  Geraldis Cambrensis tells about 
two Irish folk cursed by an abbot, to be wolves for their ungodliness .  After seven years 
penance as wolves, they were to change back into humans and return home.  The 
Rawlinson Manuscript tells about "King Arthur and Gorgalon".  Gorgalon is another poor 
individual cursed to be a wolf.  These medieval werewolves did not kill men or livestock, 
and could even speak the Name of God to prove their goodness.  They are victims of 
priests, witches and often their own sin.   
 
THE LITERARY WEREWOLF 
 
The Renaissance ushered in a new era, that of the literary werewolf.  John Webster wrote 
of moral werewolves and vampires in his play The Duchess of Malfi (1613), figurative 
creatures rather than literal ones.  William Beckford, writing a century later during the 
Age of Reason, briefly mentions the lycanthrope in his arabesque tale Vathek (1787)as 
does Charles Maturin in his masterpiece, Melmoth the Wanderer (1820).  Other literary 
figures like Mrs. Crowe and Alexandre Dumas wrote works with werewolves central to 
the plot.  Even the prolific and sanguine Penny Dreadfuls -- semi-illiterate, often 
plagueristic, newspapers sold for a penny a page -- produced one lycanthrope: Wagner, 
The Wehr-Wolf (1846) by G. W. M. Reynolds.  With the exception of Wagner, more 
often than not, the werewolf was used as a metaphor for the beastly sins of glutton, 
cruelty and avarice than as an actual creature. 
 
Despite works with Romantic tonalities like George MacDonald's "The Gray Wolf" and 
"The Romance of Photogen and Nycteris" as well as Robert Louis Stevenson's "Ollala", 
the majority of Victorians -- perhaps the single period to produced the greatest werewolf 
classics -- preferred the supernatural approach, in adventure stories like Rudyard 
Kipling's "The Mark of the Beast"(1891), moral tales like Clemence Houseman's "The 
Werewolf"(1896) and the masterpiece of vampirism, Dracula (1897) by Bram Stoker.  
More interesting to the lycanthrophile is the excised first chapter, published as "Dracula's 
Guest" in 1914.  In this chapter -- cut because of the novel's length -- Jonathon Harker 
leaves his carriage, which is taking him to Transylvania, and gets lost in a snowstorm.  
The graveyard he takes shelter in is inhabited by the undead.  Only Dracula's appearance 
as a great, red-eyed wolf, saves Harker, so that he can go onto Castle Dracula and the 
well-known events there.  It is with Stoker and the other Victorians that lycanthrope 
returns to its true state as a supernatural creature, but retains some allusive qualities as a 
literary device. 
 



The Twentieth Century brought many works about werewolves, more than in any 
preceding era.  Early on these works resemble their Victorian counterparts in the works 
of writers like Algernon Blackwood and Eden Phillpotts, dealing largely with moral evil 
embraced in traditional ghost story techniques.  It took a novel by New Yorker, Guy 
Endore (Harry Relis), to change the werewolf theme forever.  The Werewolf of Paris 
(1933) as Robert Bloch writes in the introduction to the 1992 edition, was important: 
 
... for the legends and literature of lycanthropy prior to the publication of his novel contain no observations 
on society or the human condition -- only the inhuman condition of werewolfery itself.  It remained for 
Endore to elevate the penny-dreadful approach of a Wagner: the Wehr-Wolf and its Victorian counterparts 
to new heights which combined the frightful with the insightful ... 
 
Before Endore, the only werewolves to comment on social ills or the state of Mankind, 
were the allusive villains of Webster, evil men but not in actuality flesh-eating monsters.  
Endore combine the "actual" werewolf and the "literary" werewolf to create a modern 
classic. 
 
During the years that Endure wrote The Werewolf of Paris, the greatest explosion of 
entertainment writing in American history was taking place.  During the 1920-50's the 
pulp magazines dominated popular entertainment.  Titles like Weird Tales and Strange 
Stories produced hundreds of works about werewolves and other monsters. Some of these 
stories were at the very least entertaining; many fared worse.  The average "one-penny 
per word hack" did nothing to re-invent the lycanthrope, but a few tried.   
 
One writer who exemplified an imaginative use of the werewolf, was Robert E. Howard, 
the creator of Conan the Cimmerian.  One of his very first stories was the vignette “In the 
Forest of Villefere”(1925) which first introduces de Montour, a man who meets a 
werewolf and kills him in wolf form.  By so doing, he assumes the curse from the last 
victim.  When we meet him again in “Wolfshead”(1926) we get to see how the curse 
comes on him like a ghost, possessing him and turning him into a "wolf man".  
 
De Montour was standing, legs braced, arms thrown back, fists clenched.  The muscles bulged beneath his 
skin, his eyes widened and narrowed, the veins stood out upon his forehead as if in great physical effort.  
As I looked, to my horror, out of nothing, a shapeless, nameless something took vague form!  Like a 
shadow it moved upon de Montour.  
 It was hovering about him!  Good God, it was merging, becoming one with the man!  
 
It should be noted that Henry Hull had yet to appear as The Werewolf ofLondon and set 
Hollywood's werewolf mold for all time.  Across many stories, Howard sets down the 
idea that the wolf people, the harpies and other mythological creatures are ancient 
survivors of a time when man had yet to evolve from the trees.   
 
Contemporary with Howard was H. Warner Munn who penned The Tales of the 
Werewolf Clan.  Beginning with "The Werewolf of Ponkert"(1925) he creates a different 
image of the lycanthrope, not a man who becomes a wolf but another creature who only 
shares some of the wolf's features: 
 



Far from being wolves, as my first thought had been, they were great grey animals, the size of a large 
hound, excepting the leader, who was black and more the size and shape of a true wolf.  All, however, had 
the same general characteristics.  A high intelligent brow, beneath which gleamed little red pig-like eyes, 
with a glint of a devil in their glance; long and misshapen hind quarters, which lent them a rabbit lope when 
they ran; and most terrifying of all, they were almost hairless and possessed not the slightest rudiment of a 
tail. 
 
"...inspired by a letter from H. P. Lovecraft which was published in Weird Tales.  HPL 
asked ... why someone had not attempted a werewolf story narrated by the werewolf 
himself", Munn tells the decline of a man who is selected against his will to join the wolf 
clan that is led by the fearsome Master, a vampire-like being who feeds on victims' souls.  
The sequel "The Werewolf's Daughter"(1928) tells of the Werewolf of Ponkert's daughter 
who is unrightful prosecuted for his crimes.   
 
H. P. Lovecraft, whose fame lies with monsters on such a gigantic scale as to make the 
werewolf look trivial, himself used the werewolf in a collaborative story called "The 
Ghost-eater"(1923), in which the werewolf has been murdered but returns as a ghost, 
reliving over and over its revenge.  He also used the lycanthrope in the poem, "The 
Howler"(1929). 
 
MODERN WEREWOLVES 
 
With the coming of pulps like Astounding and Amazing Stories in the 20's, sf writers 
would eventually get around to explaining the werewolf in scientific terms, in magazines 
like John W. Campbell's Unknown.  Three of the most intriguing are "The Wolves of 
Darkness"(1932, Stranges Tales) and the novel Darker Than You Think (1940, 
Unknown) by Jack Williamson and “There Shall Be No Darkness”(1950, Thrilling 
Wonder Stories) by James Blish.  Instead of a being which can not be explained, only in 
religious terminology, the sf writers created logical-appearing beasts who had set rules 
like the alien creatures they invented in science fiction stories.  These rules applied to all 
"supernatural" beings like witches and demons as well. 
 
Recent horror writers have used this same approach, playing fast and loose with the 
traditional werewolf but creating consistent, terrifying monsters.  Whitley Strieber 
disposed with the shape-shifter altogether and gave us The Wolfen (1978), ancient wolf-
like spirits who have been on the Earth longer than humans.  Preying off the unwanted 
and derelict, the Wolfen are the top of the human food chain, taking the sick and the 
weak.  More recently, “SQ 389” by David W. Hill (New Traditions in Terror) offers a 
cyber-reality werewolf, hunting the alleys between reality and hyper-reality. The future 
of the werewolf is assured, and readers can be sure the old lycanthrope has a few 
surprises left up his furry sleeve. 
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10. “The Empty Sleeve” by Algernon Blackwood and Wilfred Wilson (1921) 
11. “Lady Into Fox” by David Garnett (1922) 
12. “The Master of the House” by Oliver Onions (1929) 
13. “The Phantom Farmhouse” by Seabury Quinn (1923) 
14. The Werewolf by Max Brand (1926) 
15. “The Blood Flower” by Seabury Quinn (1927) 
16. “The Hyena” by Robert E. Howard (1928) 
17. The House of the Golden Eyes by Theda Kenyon (1930) 
18. “The Wolf of St. Bonnet” by Seabury Quinn (1930) 
19. The Wolf in the Garden by Alfred Bill (1931) 
20. “The Devil’s Pool” by Greye La Spina (1932) 
21. “The Thing in the Fog” by Seabury Quinn (1933) 
22. “Tarnhelm” by Hugh Walpole (1933) 
23. “The Wolf Woman” by H. Bedford-Jones (1934) 
24. “The Drone” by A. Merritt (1934) 
25. “Uncanonized” by Seabury Quinn (1934) 
26. “The Hand of O’Mecca” by Howard Wandrei (1935) 
27. “The Woman at Loon Point” by August Derleth and Mark Schorer (1936) 
28. The Undying Monster by Jessie Douglas Kerruish (1936) 
29. Werewolves of the Sahara by Gladys Trenery (1936) 
30. “The Horror Undying” by Manly Wade Wellman (1936) 
31. “The Black Kiss” by Robert Bloch and Henry Kuttner (1937) 
32. “The Werewolf Snarls” by Manly Wade Wellman (1937) 
33. “The Hound of Pedro” by Robert Bloch (1938) 
34. Lycanthrope: The Mystery of William Wolf by Eden Phillpotts (1938) 
35. Fortune’s Fool” by Seabury Quinn (1938) 
36. “The Hairy Ones Shall Dance” by Manly Wade Wellman (1938) 
37. “The Witch-Makes” by Donald Wandrei (1939) 
38. “The Gentle Werewolf” by Seabury Quinn (1940) 
39. “Werewolf Western” by Manly Bannister (1942) 
40. “Nursemaid to Nightmares” by Robert Bloch (1942) 
41. The Compleat Werewolf  by Anthony Boucher (1942) 
42. “The Refugee” by Jane Rice (1943) 
43. “Bon Voyage, Michele”(1944) by Seabury Quinn 
44. “Eena” by Manly Bannister (1947) 
45. “Loup-Garou” by Manly Bannister (1947) 
46. “The Last Grave of Lill Warran” by Manly Wade Wellman (1951) 
47. Frontier of the Dark by B. Chandler (1952) 



48. “The Green Splotches”(1952) BY T. S. Stribling 
49. “The Man Who Cried Wolf” by Robert Bloch  
50. “The Lame Priest” by S. Carleton 
51. “Samsi” by Peter Coccagna  
52. “Invaders from the Dark” by Greye La Spina 
53. “Mere Maxim” by Elliott O’Donnell 
54. “And Not Quite Human” by Joe L. Hensley (1953) 
55. “The Young One” by Jerome Bixby (1954) 
56. “Wolves Don’t Cry” by Bruce Eliott (1954) 
57. “A Prophecy of Monsters” by Clark Ashton Smith (1954) 
58. “The Girl Who Played Wolf” by Gordon R. Dickson (1958) 
59. "The Black Retriever" by Charles G. Finney (1958) 
60. Canis Lupis Sapiens by Alex Hamilton (1966) 
61. “Full Sun” by Brian Aldiss (1967) 
62. Moon of the Wolf by Leslie H. Whitten (1967) 
63. "Cry Wolf" by Basil Copper (1968) 
64. "The Kill" by Peter Fleming (1973) 
65. A Werewolf Among Us by Dean R. Koontz (1973) 
66. "Lila the Werewolf" by Peter S. Beagle (1974) 
67. “Adrift just off the Islets of Langerhans Latitude 38 Degrees 54’N,  
      Longitude 77 Degrees 00’13”W” (1974) by Harlan Ellison 
68. "The Werewolf and the Vampire" by R. Chetwynd-Hayes (1975) 
69. “L is For Loup-Garou” by Harlan Ellison (1976) 
70. “Shattered Like a Glass Goblin”(1976) 
71. The Howling by Gary Bradner (1977) 
72. "Best of Luck" by David A. Drake (1978) 
73. An East Wind Coming by Arthur Byron Cover (1979) 
74. “Nightshapes” by Barry N. Malzberg (1979) 
75. The Orphan by Robert Stallman (1980) 
76. The Captive by Robert Stallman (1981) 
77. "Anna Medea" by Tanith Lee (1982) 
78.  The Beast by Robert Stallman (1982) 
79. The Talisman by Stephen King and Peter Straub (1983) 

*     *     * 
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	 A year after this event, Hugues, although minus�
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	ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON (1850-1894) has the distinction of writing, according to Stephen King, the quintessential werewolf story. Only there is no werewolf in it. This is because he is referring to the classic, The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll & Mr. Hyde 
	OLALLA (1885)


	THE MARK OF THE BEAST (1890)
	
	CLEMENCE HOUSMAN (1861- 1955) was the sister of Laurence Housman. She wrote only this tale of Nordic werewolves with its strong belief in faith and one other. The Scandanavian countries had many tales of werewolves and werebears in sagas. The author ca
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