
 
 

 
 
 

Welcome to this free ebook from Cyber-Pulp. If you love ghostbreakers, those 
stalwart detectives who face the forces of evil, then you will love our new line of ebooks, 
THE GHOSTBREAKERS. The first free volume, THE GHOSTBREAKERS: DARK 
BEGINNINGS, features Edgar Allan Poe, J. Sheridan Le Fanu, A. Conan Doyle, Arthur 
Machen, William Hope Hodgson and others.  

 
For those that love modern horror fiction, there is THE GHOSTBREAKERS: 

NEW HORRORS, thirteen new stories about daring detectives, psychics and ghost 
chasers by Mark Orr, H. Turnip Smith, Walt Hicks, J. R. Cain, Sarah E. Glenn, G. W. 
Thomas, K.K., Jack MacKenzie, Alex Severin & Kailleaugh Andersson, Virginia Cole, 
Jason Brannon, Dayle A. Dermatis and Loren Rhoads.  

 
And still in the works is THE GHOSTBREAKERS: SINISTER SLEUTHS with  

Mark Orr, G. W. Thomas, C. J. Church, Jason M. Hardy, David Bain, Steven L. 
Shrewsbury, Mark Kehl, a three person jam with M. F. Korn, David Mathew and Hertzan 
Chimera, Stephen Couch, Junior Joe Elsass, Jeremiah Chiappelli, Stephen D. Rogers, S. 
J. Hinton as well as others. 

 
And there will more great books in the series later this year. Feel free to share this 

book with friends who will enjoy it. Please remember that commercial use is prohibited 
without written permission. 

 
 
 

A FREE Excerpt from THE GHOSTBREAKERS: NEW HORRORS 
 
 
 

BODY OF WORK 
By G. W. Thomas 

 
 

“Now I have done a good day’s work.” 



-- Richard III 
 

 
1:07 

 Telford knows my weakness. He’s got the books. I want the books. So when he 
called me at nearly midnight I didn’t grumble or waste time bitching. I left the 
experiment I was doing on the larvae of a certain insect from Shaggai. The bugs could 
wait. Telford wouldn’t. He said the one phrase that always got my attention. “Black Sun.” 
 
 I drove to his bookshop in my Miata. I don’t have a radio so I kept busy by 
swearing at the other lousy drivers. “Dickhead!” I screamed at an old lady doing forty in 
an eighty zone. I was soon across town, looking at the inconspicuous door of Telford’s 
shop. Even at this hour the door was unlocked. 
 

As the bell jangled over my head, Telford was at my elbow. He didn’t bother 
with, “Hello – how are you?” crap. He just handed me a yellow card covered in cramped 
handwriting. On it I read: 

 
 

Book of the Black Sun 
 

Robert Numae 
717 Probert Lane 

 
 “I assume you sent someone already?” I asked, taking a seat in an old dusty chair. 
It smelled like cats had had sex in it. 
 
 “Yes. We couldn’t find the book. He didn’t even crack under pressure.” 
 
 Torture. I’d hate to be on the other end of Telford’s thugs. They weren’t clever, 
(like me – hey, I’m not full of myself – if I wasn’t good at what I do, Telford wouldn’t 
hire me.) but they were mean. Mean enough to pull your testicles out your nose.  
 
 “Is Mr. Numae alive?” 
 
 “I’m afraid not,” Telford admitted, leafing through the latest Weird Tales. “Fuck, 
that George Barr can draw,” he said more to himself than me. 
 
 “You’ve checked 717 Probert?” 
 
 Telford sighed, closing the magazine. But I had to know. I didn’t have time to 
retrace the steps of others. The standard contract was half the fee if I could find it in 
twenty-four hours. Otherwise only one quarter. Five hundred grand don’t buy shit in 
Telford’s shop. I needed the half fee. 
 



 “The house was thoroughly searched. Under floorboards, in walls, ceilings, even 
the foundation. It ain’t there. We even dug up the yard.” 
 
 “He must have given it to someone else. Any suspects?” 
 
 “Yes, he had a partner. They have an antique store on Quimby. Mostly furniture, 
but some occult stuff too. We search it too. Zip.” 
 
 “So you figure, this partner—“ 
 
 “Jesus Fuentez.” 
 
 “—he’s got it?” 
 
 “Not exactly. I think he’s looking for it, too. He killed one of my ‘messengers’.” 
(Telford’s word for goon.) “He used magic.” 
 
 “Great. I have competition, then?” 
 
 “Looks like it. You don’t have to take it, of course. Fowler is –“ 
 
 “No. I’m on it. And I’ll want the Book. For a month.”  
 
 Telford looked at me. I wanted the Book of the Black Sun for two and half weeks 
in exchange for half million. It would have cost anyone else twice that. He nodded. “Then 
you better get busy. You got twenty-hour. Then it’s half pay.” 
 
 “I’m on it.” 

 
1:38 

 I had made it sound easy. I really didn’t have any ideas on how to start. If the 
house and the business had been searched, then where? I decided on the body. There 
might be some kind of a clue.  
 
 In my line of work you have to know lots of people. The guys on the night shift at 
the morgue were such people. Danny Petersen sits at the desk. Bill Gage runs the bodies 
in and out. Danny waved hi but didn’t look up from his book, some shocker by Brian 
Keene. Despite my love of the genre, I went in without commenting. 
 
 Bill was busy inside. He had a pet thing that you could identify people by the 
patterns on their tongues. I found him inking some dead fucker’s mouth.  
 
 “I’d like to see the Numae corpse.”  I flashed him a Ben Franklin. 
 
 “Top drawer, on the left,” Bill offered, finishing his print.  
 



 I rolled Mr. Robert Numae out and started looking for mystic tattoos or ritual 
scarrings. I wasn’t disappointed. He had the Sign of Dagon on his left hand. (I bore it on 
the right. Some people were such amateurs!) On the bottoms of his feet I saw the 
Shugron Ritual scarring which involved walking over white-hot glass shards. But it was 
the tat on his stomach that commanded my attention. Two images: a dagger and a key, 
surrounded by small > shapes. I wasn’t familiar with this sigil. Was it some  
Freemason-ish silliness or a clue? 
 
 I checked what was left of his face. I wanted to have some idea of his appearance. 
I took mental note of his height, weight and other personal measurements. Then I rolled 
him back in. 
 

2: 20 
 I went home. I had to feed the bugs some more blood. While I was pouring the 
thick coagulated mess into their feeders I had an idea. The blood attracted the bugs. I 
needed a similar ploy to flush out the partner, Fuentez. I could make him think I had the 
book, then when he came to get it, I would grab him. He had used magic on Telford’s 
goons. I’d be more careful. 
 
 I made a quick stop at my magic room, selected a few things. I loaded my shotgun 
with Special Shot #6, silver fragments mixed with holy water and sulfur. The mix was a 
good all-round shot. It could knock a werewolf down with one blast. It could kill men, 
too. As for less-well defined things, it worked about as well as anything. 
 
 The last thing I needed was a decoy, a prop to make Fuentez think I had the book. 
I had plenty of cases with leather handles, the ones I usually used for transporting the 
goods back to Telford. Rare books need lots of protection. Inside the fireproof liner was 
foam with a big rectangle cut out. The bait would go in there. But it would be useless 
unless Fuentez saw it. I’d have to go to the house… 
 

3:18 
 717 Probart was a crappy little rancher on a street filled with others like it. At 3 in 
the AM, most of the inhabitants were asleep. I walked up to the steps without trying to 
hide. I looked about suspiciously, as if I wasn’t supposed to be there. I went in. The door 
was locked but mere locks could not keep me out. I stepped in, shotgun sprouting from 
my coat like an unwelcome relative. Nobody came at me. 
 
 I turned on my flashlight and checked the entire house. My gun was ready for any 
monkey business. I almost shot Numae’s cat, starving now after hours of neglect, but I 
restrained myself in time. I wanted Fuentez, not the cops. 
 
 I began a second search. For the most part, Numae was oddly ordinary. No kinks. 
A girlfriend, long gone from the hair cuts in the pictures. A military background. No 
PhDs. Just a fun-loving retailer. 
 



 But I dug deeper. A secret stash in the toilet was filled with grass. Not particularly 
good stuff. I left it. A box of papers in the den proved old tax forms. The antique business 
was successful but not suspiciously so. 
 
 The one arcane clue I found was a wall map in the den. On an image of the US of 
A were six colored push pins. They were in a circle around a small town in Wyoming. 
Dagon’s Bridge. Nothing else. That was it. 
 
 I forgot about clues. If Fuentez was watching it was time to bait the trap. I pulled 
the largest book I could find off Numae’s shelf, a collected Shakespeare-- you know  the 
kind, with the tissue paper illustrations-- wrapped it in a blanket from the hall closet. I put 
this bundle in an old coat and headed out the front door. Slow and obvious. I put the 
bundle in my truck and drove away. It was 3:53 AM. 
 
 If he were watching, he’d think I’d found it. I scanned the rearview. There! A car 
a block backfired up its lights. I took a corner just to see. The non-descript sedan was still 
with me. I eyeballed the make and model. Dark green, expensive but not in a Mercedes 
class. Olds probably. Typical Rotory Club kind of a vehicle. 
 
 I had my prey. All I needed was a place to reel him in. Telford’s wouldn’t do. Nor 
my place. I knew an abandoned building just off the freeway. That would do nicely. Lure 
him in – slap the Incantation of Bokrog on him and then the shotgun if needs be. Only I 
never got there. 
 

4:12 
 

 It was still dark. The sun wasn’t due for almost two hours. He had lots of time to 
hit me. And he did. There was a loud bang and then sharp points cut into the roof of my 
Mazda. I pulled the shotgun, aimed it at the point above me--and the thing that was 
tearing up my car. I didn’t wait to see what it was. The shot punched a hole into the 
ceiling, ripping away something’s face as well. A sloppy mess rolled off the roof , 
smearing my back window with black blood. 
 
 A small minion, probably a byakhee. Where there’s one, there’s – 
 
 The second one attacked by windshield. I cocked and fired the gun but was too 
late. My car spun out of control, hitting a fire hydrant. I slammed into the steering wheel, 
only able to break a special tube before passing out. The next byakhee to touch me died 
in a shower of purple flame. 
 
 Fuentez had no such trouble. He had the case out of the trunk, after a short 
struggle with a crowbar. The fact that he hadn’t finished me off showed me he was an 
amateur. I looked up through bloody eyes to see him in my side rearview. 
 
 He had the bundle. I couldn’t allow him to see inside it. I threw the car into 
reverse, gunned it. The bent frame threw the car back like a boomerang. It was enough to 



scare him back. By that time I had the car door open and the scattergun pointing at his 
head. 
 
 “Down on the ground. You move your hands or say one word and you’ll be pulp.” 
 “I – I –“ he stuttered then lay down quietly. I almost killed him. If I had heard so 
much as an “Ia!” I’d have plugged him. 
 
 Getting out of the car, stiff with the impact of the collision, I did a quick once up 
to make sure no more byakhees filled the sky above us. An amateur like Fuentez would 
hardly be expected to control a flock of them. I actually had a grudging respect for the 
kid. He had taken on Telford’s bullies and now his best book collector. But every 
amateur eventually makes a mistake. Fuentez had run his race and lost. 
 
 “What you do in the next ten seconds will determine if you live or die. Strip. 
When you are naked – and I’m sure you can’t cast a spell – then, we’ll talk. Anything 
else and – bang!” 
 
 The antique dealer rose, started pulling off his shoes. Minutes later he sat naked 
on the wet street. I didn’t hear any vehicles. The nosy neighbors still slept I hoped. It 
would be a quick conversation. 
 
 “I want to know everything about Numae and the book. No tricks and be quick.” 
 
 “He- he didn’t tell me much. Just that he had this book, which he’d, paid a lot to 
see. He called it Black Sun.” 
 
 “Go on.” 
 
 “He didn’t trust me. He knew I had more background in the Lore than he did. He 
told me he had found a way to hide the book. I thought you’d found it. The blanket—“ 
 
 “No, just a decoy. Get up. Raise your arms.” 
 
 He rose cautiously. I checked him for tattoos. He had a Sword of Kamath on his 
right shoulder. Nothing else.  
 

“Numae has a tat on his stomach. A dagger and a key. Know anything about it?” 
 

 He looked nervous. “No.” 
 
 “That’s too bad.” I raised the scattergun. 
 
 “Okay, okay. In my car. I found it in the house yesterday.” 
 
 “Lay down.” 
 



 He did reluctantly. I pulled a test tube from one pocket and poured the yellow 
stinking liquid over him.  
 
 “It’s the urine of the Cats of Ulthar. You get up and I’ll speak a single word.  
You’ll wind up kitty chow. So don’t.” 
 
 I went to his car. The door wasn’t locked. On the rider’s side seat was a silver 
dagger. I knocked it aside with the gun barrel. No protection spell. I picked up the knife 
and examined the blade. There was a key shaped indentation in the metal.  
 
 “Fuentez,” I yelled then looked down the street. He was gone. Oh well, the cats 
would get him come the first full moon. No matter what he washed in.  
 
 My car was toast but the olds would do for now. I checked the dash clock. 5:20. 
Time for breakfast…. 
 

Read the conclusion in The Ghotbreakers: New Horrors. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



And now without further delay… 
 

 
 

THE GHOSTBREAKERS: DARK BEGINNINGS 
 
 

INTRODUCTION  
THE MURDER IN THE RUE MORGUES by Edgar Allan Poe 

GREEN TEA by J. Sheridan Le Fanu 
THE ADVENTURE OF THE DEVIL’S FOOT by A. Conan Doyle 

THE GREAT GOD PAN by Arthur Machen 
DRACULA: CHAPTER 16 by Bram Stoker 

THE STORY OF KONNOR OLD HOUSE by E. & H. Herron 
A VICTIM OF HIGHER SPACE by Algernon Blackwood 

THE HOG by William Hope Hodgson 
 
 
 

INTRODUCTION 
By G. W. Thomas 

 
 LET’S talk pop culture. I’m seven years old. I’m watching the safest program in 
the world: The Wonderful World of Disney. It’s one of my favorite episodes—one of the 
ones where we got cartoons instead of Fred Allen narrating a nature show. We loved the 
cartoons. But today’s show features a cartoon that will change my life. I don’t know it. 
My parents don’t know it. Walt Disney didn’t know it. 
 
 The cartoon is “Lonesome Ghosts” (first released December 24, 1937). It’s a 36 
year old cartoon but it’s new to me. And it has three detectives going into a haunted 
house where mischievous spooks torment them. My first ghostbreakers are Mickey, 
Donald and Goofy. I have no idea there is a long tradition behind this cartoon. I know 



nothing of John Thunstone or Jules DeGrandin. I don’t even know what a pulp magazine 
is.  
 
 Jump ahead four years. Now I’m twelve and I’m watching afternoon TV. This is 
before Oprah. This is before VCRs. I’m watching a movie. On TV. In the afternoon. 
(Hard to believe.) It’s a fairly new re-run: The Nightstalker starring Darren McGavin. 
Suddenly,  Mickey, Donald and Goofy are gone. Now it’s Carl Kolchak running through 
the night trying to get that story. (And I’m not alone. Another fellow by the name of 
Chris Carter is also watching around this time. But more of him later.) Even those 
Scooby Doo cartoons aren’t doing it for me anymore. Kolchak’s vampires are real and 
not Principal Dingwell in a rubber mask.  
 
 From that moment in 1975 I was hooked. Comic books, TV movies, TV shows, 
anything with ghostbreakers in them and I was there. Ten years later it would be RPGs 
like Call of Cthulhu. (I always played the P.I. character.) I was an addict for life. 
 
 Jump to 1993. Chris Carter (remember him?) releases a new FOX TV show called 
The X-Files. It starts in small until everybody starts grooving to the Alien Abduction 
thing. But I’m there from Day One. Ghostbreakers. New, modern, plausible and scary. 
And I was there until the first film. After that, the show became a soap about freaky 
people. Ghostbreaking wasn’t the key any longer. (So, Chris, if you’re reading this. 
Remember Kolchak. Go back to the beginnings, man.) 
  
 I’ve been talking about how films and TV have portray the Ghostbreakers. I could 
mention Bob Hope and Paulette Goddard in 1940’s The Ghost Breakers. I could go on 
about The 13 Ghosts of Scooby Doo, Ghostbusters and Ghostbusters II, The Frighteners, 
Psi Factor, and many others. But there wouldn’t really be any point. I love them all more 
or less. They are a reflection of a literature that has so much more to offer.  

I have selected some choice jewels from that literature and presented them here 
for you in THE GHOSTBREAKERS: DARK BEGINNINGS. From Edgar Allan Poe to 
William Hope Hodgson, these stories show the rise and evolution of a horror sub-genre, 
one that came out of the Victorian ghost story,  practiced largely by UK writers. Of the 
authors included here, only Poe is American.  

 
Here is the history of the Ghostbreakers… 

 
 

EDGAR ALLAN POE (1809-1849) did not invent the occult detective. Or did he? 
He certainly invented the mystery story. He peppers this tale of C. Auguste Dupin with 
hints of the supernatural, but in true Gothic fashion the real culprit is unveiled and our 
thoughts of supernatural agents are dispelled. Dupin says: “It is not too much to say that 
neither of us believe in praeternatural events. Madame and Mademoiselle L'Espanaye 
were not destroyed by spirits. The doers of the deed were material, and escaped 
materially.” Dupin’s final quote of Rosseau would make a good motto for all 
ghostbreakers: “of denying that which does exist, and explaining that which does not.”  



This “false monster” sub-genre begins with the novels of Ann Radcliffe and her ilk about 
fifty years earlier. Poe uses it for a new purpose, to steer the reader away from a logical 
answer, making Dupin’s “ratiocination” all the more clever. Poe’s detective set the 
pattern for all who would followed including Sherlock Holmes and Carnacki. Not until 
The Hound of the Baskerville will a better false monster story be written.  

 
 

THE MURDERS IN THE RUE MORGUE (1841) 
by Edgar Allan Poe 

 
 
What song the Syrens sang, or what name Achilles assumed when he hid himself among 
women, although puzzling questions are not beyond all conjecture.  
                                                                                  --Sir Thomas Browne, Urn-Burial. 
 

THE mental features discoursed of as the analytical, are, in themselves, but little 
susceptible of analysis. We appreciate them only in their effects. We know of them, 
among other things, that they are always to their possessor, when inordinately possessed, 
a source of the liveliest enjoyment. As the strong man exults in his physical ability, 
delighting in such exercises as call his muscles into action, so glories the analyst in that 
moral activity which disentangles. He derives pleasure from even the most trivial 
occupations bringing his talents into play. He is fond of enigmas, of conundrums, of 
hieroglyphics; exhibiting in his solutions of each a degree of acumen which appears to 
the ordinary apprehension preternatural. His results, brought about by the very soul and 
essence of method, have, in truth, the whole air of intuition. The faculty of re-solution is 
possibly much invigorated by mathematical study, and especially by that highest branch 
of it which, unjustly, and merely on account of its retrograde operations, has been called, 
as if par excellence, analysis. Yet to calculate is not in itself to analyze. A chess-player, 
for example, does the one without effort at the other. It follows that the game of chess, in 
its effects upon mental character, is greatly misunderstood. I am not now writing a 
treatise, but simply prefacing a somewhat peculiar narrative by observations very much at 
random; I will, therefore, take occasion to assert that the higher powers of the reflective 
intellect are more decidedly and more usefully tasked by the unostentatious game of 
draughts than by all the elaborate frivolity of chess. In this latter, where the pieces have 
different and bizarre motions, with various and variable values, what is only complex is 
mistaken (a not unusual error) for what is profound. The attention is here called 
powerfully into play. If it flag for an instant, an oversight is committed, resulting in injury 
or defeat. The possible moves being not only manifold but involute, the chances of such 
oversights are multiplied; and in nine cases out of ten it is the more concentrative rather 
than the more acute player who conquers. In draughts, on the contrary, where the moves 
are unique and have but little variation, the probabilities of inadvertence are diminished, 
and the mere attention being left comparatively what advantages are obtained by either 
party are obtained by superior acumen. To be less abstract --Let us suppose a game of 
draughts where the pieces are reduced to four kings, and where, of course, no oversight is 
to be expected. It is obvious that here the victory can be decided (the players being at all 
equal) only by some recherche movement, the result of some strong exertion of the 



intellect. Deprived of ordinary resources, the analyst throws himself into the spirit of his 
opponent, identifies himself therewith, and not unfrequently sees thus, at a glance, the 
sole methods (sometimes indeed absurdly simple ones) by which he may seduce into 
error or hurry into miscalculation. 
 

Whist has long been noted for its influence upon what is termed the calculating 
power; and men of the highest order of intellect have been known to take an apparently 
unaccountable delight in it, while eschewing chess as frivolous. Beyond doubt there is 
nothing of a similar nature so greatly tasking the faculty of analysis. The best chess-
player in Christendom may be little more than the best player of chess; but proficiency in 
whist implies capacity for success in all these more important undertakings where mind 
struggles with mind. When I say proficiency, I mean that perfection in the game which 
includes a comprehension of all the sources whence legitimate advantage may be derived. 
These are not only manifold but multiform, and lie frequently among recesses of thought 
altogether inaccessible to the ordinary understanding. To observe attentively is to 
remember distinctly; and, so far, the concentrative chess-player will do very well at 
whist; while the rules of Hoyle (themselves based upon the mere mechanism of the game) 
are sufficiently and generally comprehensible. Thus to have a retentive memory, and to 
proceed by "the book," are points commonly regarded as the sum total of good playing. 
But it is in matters beyond the limits of mere rule that the skill of the analyst is evinced. 
He makes, in silence, a host of observations and inferences. So, perhaps, do his 
companions; and the difference in the extent of the information obtained, lies not so 
much in the validity of the inference as in the quality of the observation. The necessary 
knowledge is that of what to observe. Our player confines himself not at all; nor, because 
the game is the object, does he reject deductions from things external to the game. He 
examines the countenance of his partner, comparing it carefully with that of each of his 
opponents. He considers the mode of assorting the cards in each hand; often counting 
trump by trump, and honor by honor, through the glances bestowed by their holders upon 
each. He notes every variation of face as the play progresses, gathering a fund of thought 
from the differences in the expression of certainty, of surprise, of triumph, or chagrin. 
From the manner of gathering up a trick he judges whether the person taking it can make 
another in the suit. He recognizes what is played through feint, by the air with which it is 
thrown upon the table. A casual or inadvertent word; the accidental dropping or turning 
of a card, with the accompanying anxiety or carelessness in regard to its concealment; the 
counting of the tricks, with the order of their arrangement; embarrassment, hesitation, 
eagerness or trepidation --all afford, to his apparently intuitive perception, indications of 
the true state of affairs. The first two or three rounds having been played, he is in full 
possession of the contents of each hand, and thenceforward puts down his cards with as 
absolute a precision of purpose as if the rest of the party had turned outward the faces of 
their own. 
 

The analytical power should not be confounded with simple ingenuity; for while 
the analyst is necessarily ingenious, the ingenious man often remarkably incapable of 
analysis. The constructive or combining power, by which ingenuity is usually manifested, 
and which the phrenologists (I believe erroneously) have assigned a separate organ, 
supposing it a primitive faculty, has been so frequently seen in those whose intellect 



bordered otherwise upon idiocy, as to have attracted general observation among writers 
on morals. Between ingenuity and the analytic ability there exists a difference far greater, 
indeed, than that between the fancy and the imagination, but of a character very strictly 
analogous. It will found, in fact, that the ingenious are always fanciful, and the truly 
imaginative never otherwise than analytic. 
 

The narrative which follows will appear to the reader somewhat in the light of a 
commentary upon the propositions just advanced. 
 

Residing in Paris during the spring and part of the summer of 18--, I there became 
acquainted with a Monsieur C. Auguste Dupin. This young gentleman was of an 
excellent --indeed of an illustrious family, but, by a variety of untoward events, had been 
reduced to such poverty that the energy of his character succumbed beneath it, and he 
ceased to bestir himself in the world, or to care for the retrieval of his fortunes. By 
courtesy of his creditors, there still remained in his possession a small remnant of his 
patrimony; and, upon the income arising from this, he managed, by means of a rigorous 
economy, to procure the necessaries of life, without troubling himself about its 
superfluities. Books, indeed, were his sole luxuries, and in Paris these are easily obtained. 
 

Our first meeting was at an obscure library in the Rue Montmartre, where the 
accident of our both being in search of the same very rare and very remarkable volume, 
brought us into closer communion. We saw each other again and again. I was deeply 
interested in the little family history which he detailed to me with all that candor which a 
Frenchman indulges whenever mere self is the theme. I was astonished, too, at the vast 
extent of his reading; and, above all, I felt my soul enkindled within me by the wild 
fervor, and the vivid freshness of his imagination. Seeking in Paris the objects I then 
sought, I felt that the society of such a man would be to me a treasure beyond price; and 
this feeling I frankly confided to him. It was at length arranged that we should live 
together during my 
stay in the city; and as my worldly circumstances were somewhat less embarrassed than 
his own, I was permitted to be at the expense of renting, and furnishing in a style which 
suited the rather fantastic gloom of our common temper, a time-eaten and grotesque 
mansion, long deserted through superstitions into which we did not inquire, and 
tottering to its fall in a retired and desolate portion of the Faubourg St. Germain. 
 

Had the routine of our life at this place been known to the world, we should have 
been regarded as madmen --although, perhaps, as madmen of a harmless nature. Our 
seclusion was perfect. We admitted no visitors. Indeed the locality of our retirement had 
been carefully kept a secret from my own former associates; and it had been many 
years since Dupin had ceased to know or be known in Paris. We existed within ourselves 
alone. 
 

It was a freak of fancy in my friend (for what else shall I call it?) to be enamored 
of the Night for her own sake; and into this bizarrerie, as into all his others, I quietly fell; 
giving myself up to his wild whims with a perfect abandon. The sable divinity would not 



herself dwell with us always; but we could counterfeit her presence. At the first dawn of 
the morning we closed all the massy shutters of our old building; lighted a couple of 
tapers which, strongly perfumed, threw out only the ghastliest and feeblest of rays. By the 
aid of these we then busied our souls in dreams --reading, writing, or conversing, until 
warned by the clock of the advent of the true Darkness. Then we sallied forth into the 
streets, arm and arm, continuing the topics of the day, or roaming far and wide until a late 
hour, seeking, amid the wild lights and shadows of the populous city, that infinity of 
mental excitement which quiet observation can afford. 
 

At such times I could not help remarking and admiring (although from his rich 
ideality I had been prepared to expect it) a peculiar analytic ability in Dupin. He seemed, 
too, to take an eager delight in its exercise --if not exactly in its display --and did not 
hesitate to confess the pleasure thus derived. He boasted to me, with a low chuckling 
laugh, that most men, in respect to himself, wore windows in their bosoms, and was wont 
to follow up such assertions by direct and very startling proofs of his intimate knowledge 
of my own. His manner at these moments was frigid and abstract; his eyes were vacant in 
expression; while his voice, usually a rich tenor, rose into a treble which would have 
sounded petulantly but for the deliberateness and entire distinctness of the enunciation. 
Observing him in these moods, I often dwelt meditatively upon the old philosophy of the 
Bi-Part Soul, and amused myself with the fancy of a double Dupin --the creative and the 
resolvent. 

 
Let it not be supposed, from what I have just said, that I am detailing any mystery, 

or penning any romance. What I have described in the Frenchman, was merely the result 
of an excited, or perhaps of a diseased intelligence. But of the character of his remarks at 
the periods in question an example will best convey the idea. 

 
We were strolling one night down a long dirty street, in the vicinity of the Palais 

Royal. Being both, apparently, occupied with thought, neither of us had spoken a syllable 
for fifteen minutes at least. All at once Dupin broke forth with these words:- "He is a very 
little fellow, that's true, and would do better for the Theatre des Varietes." 

 
"There can be no doubt of that," I replied unwittingly, and not at first observing 

(so much had I been absorbed in reflection) the extraordinary manner in which the 
speaker had chimed in with my meditations. In an instant afterward I recollected myself, 
and my astonishment was profound. 

 
"Dupin," said I, gravely, "this is beyond my comprehension. I do not hesitate to 

say that I am amazed, and can scarcely credit my senses. How was it possible you should 
know I was thinking of --?" Here I paused, to ascertain beyond a doubt whether he really 
knew of whom I thought. 
 

--"of Chantilly," said he, "why do you pause? You were remarking to yourself 
that his diminutive figure unfitted him for tragedy." 

 



This was precisely what had formed the subject of my reflections. Chantilly was a 
quondam cobbler of the Rue St. Denis, who, becoming stage-mad, had attempted the role 
of Xerxes, in Crebillon's tragedy so called, and been notoriously Pasquinaded for his 
pains. 

 
"Tell me, for Heaven's sake," I exclaimed, "the method --if method there is --by 

which you have been enabled to fathom my soul in this matter." In fact I was even more 
startled than I would have been willing to express. 

 
"It was the fruiterer," replied my friend, "who brought you to the conclusion that 

the mender of soles was not of sufficient height for Xerxes et id genus omne." 
 
"The fruiterer! --you astonish me --I know no fruiterer whomsoever." 
 
"The man who ran up against you as we entered the street --it may have been 

fifteen minutes ago." 
 
I now remembered that, in fact, a fruiterer, carrying upon his head a large basket 

of apples, had nearly thrown me down, by accident, as we passed from the Rue C-- into 
the thoroughfare where we stood; but what this had to do with Chantilly I could not 
possibly understand. 

 
There was not a particle of charlatanerie about Dupin. "I will explain," he said, 

"and that you may comprehend all clearly, we will explain," he said, "and that you may 
comprehend all clearly, we will first retrace the course of your meditations, from the 
moment in which I spoke to you until that of the rencontre with the fruiterer in question. 
The larger links of the chain run thus --Chantilly, Orion, Dr. Nichols, Epicurus, 
Stereotomy, the street stones, the fruiterer." 

 
There are few persons who have not, at some period of their lives, amused 

themselves in retracing the steps by which particular conclusions of their own minds have 
been attained. The occupation is often full of interest; and he who attempts it for the first 
time is astonished by the apparently illimitable distance and incoherence between the 
starting-point and the goal. What, then, must have been my amazement when I heard the 
Frenchman speak what he had just spoken, and when I could not help acknowledging that 
he had spoken the truth. He continued: 

 
"We had been talking of horses, if I remember aright, just before leaving the Rue 

C--. This was the last subject we discussed. As we crossed into this street, a fruiterer, 
with a large basket upon his head, brushing quickly past us, thrust you upon a pile of 
paving-stones collected at a spot where the causeway is undergoing repair. You stepped 
upon one of the loose fragments) slipped, slightly strained your ankle, appeared vexed or 
sulky, muttered a few words, turned to look at the pile, and then proceeded in silence. I 
was not particularly attentive to what you did; but observation has become with me, of 
late, a species of necessity. 
 



"You kept your eyes upon the ground --glancing, with a petulant expression, at 
the holes and ruts in the pavement, (so that I saw you were still thinking of the stones,) 
until we reached the little alley called Lamartine, which has been paved, by way of 
experiment, with the overlapping and riveted blocks. Here your countenance 
brightened up, and, perceiving your lips move, I could not doubt that you murmured the 
word 'stereotomy,' a term very affectedly applied to this species of pavement. I knew that 
you could not say to yourself 'stereotomy' without being brought to think of atomies, 
and thus of the theories of Epicurus; and since, when we discussed this subject not very 
long ago, I mentioned to you how singularly, yet with how little notice, the vague guesses 
of that noble Greek had met with confirmation in the late nebular cosmogony, I felt that 
you could not avoid casting your eyes upward to the great nebula in Orion, and I 
certainly expected that you would do so. You did look up; and I was now assured that I 
had correctly followed your steps. But in that bitter tirade upon Chantilly, which 
appeared in yesterday's 'Musee,' the satirist, making some disgraceful allusions to the 
cobbler's change of name upon assuming the buskin, quoted a Latin line about which we 
have often conversed. I mean the line 
 
             Perdidit antiquum litera prima sonum. [‘The first letter destroys the antique sound.’] 
 
I had told you that this was in reference to Orion, formerly written Urion; and, from 
certain pungencies connected with this explanation, I was aware that you could not have 
forgotten it. It was clear, therefore, that you would not fall to combine the ideas of Orion 
and Chantilly. That you did combine them I say by the character of the smile which 
passed over your lips. You thought of the poor cobbler's immolation. So far, you had 
been stooping in your gait; but now I saw you draw yourself up to your full height. I was 
then sure that you reflected upon the diminutive figure of Chantilly. At this point I 
interrupted your meditations to remark that as, in fact, he was a very little fellow --that 
Chantilly --he would do better at the Theatre des Varietes." 
 

Not long after this, we were looking over an evening edition of the "Gazette des 
Tribunaux," when the following paragraphs arrested our attention. 
 
"EXTRAORDINARY MURDERS. -- This morning, about three o'clock, the inhabitants 
of the Quartier St. Roch were aroused from sleep by a succession of terrific shrieks, 
issuing, apparently, from the fourth story of a house in the Rue Morgue, known to be in 
the sole occupancy of one Madame L'Espanaye, and her daughter, Mademoiselle Camille 
L'Espanaye. After some delay, occasioned by a fruitless attempt to procure admission in 
the usual manner, the gateway was broken in with a crowbar, and eight or ten of the 
neighbors entered, accompanied by two gendarmes. By this time the cries had ceased; 
but, as the party rushed up the first flight of stairs, two or more rough voices, in angry 
contention, were distinguished, and seemed to proceed from the upper part of the house. 
As the second landing was reached, these sounds, also, had ceased, and everything 
remained perfectly quiet. The party spread themselves, and hurried from room to room. 
Upon arriving at a large back chamber in the fourth story, (the door of which, being 
found locked, with the key inside, was forced open,) a spectacle presented itself which 
struck every one present not less with horror than with astonishment. 
 



"The apartment was in the wildest disorder --the furniture broken and thrown 
about in all directions. There was only one bedstead; and from this the bed had been 
removed, and thrown into the middle of the floor. On a chair lay a razor, besmeared with 
blood. On the hearth were two or three long and thick tresses of grey human hair, also 
dabbled in blood, and seeming to have been pulled out by the roots. Upon the floor were 
found four Napoleons, an ear-ring of topaz, three large silver spoons, three smaller of 
metal d'Alger, and two bags, containing nearly four thousand francs in gold. The drawers 
of a bureau, which stood in one corner, were open, and had been, apparently, rifled, 
although many articles still remained in them. A small iron safe was discovered under the 
bed (not under the bedstead). It was open, with the key still in the door. It had no contents 
beyond a few old letters, and other papers of little consequence. 

 
"Of Madame L'Espanaye no traces were here seen; but an unusual quantity of soot 

being observed in the fire-place, a search was made in the chimney, and (horrible to 
relate!) the corpse of the daughter, head downward, was dragged therefrom; it having 
been thus forced up the narrow aperture for a considerable distance. The body was quite 
warm. Upon examining it, many excoriations were perceived, no doubt occasioned by the 
violence with which it had been thrust up and disengaged. Upon the face were many 
severe scratches, and, upon the throat, dark bruises, and deep indentations of finger nails, 
as if the deceased had been throttled to death. 

 
"After a thorough investigation of every portion of the house, without farther 

discovery, the party made its way into a small paved yard in the rear of the building, 
where lay the corpse of the old lady, with her throat so entirely cut that, upon an attempt 
to raise her, the head fell off. The body, as well as the head, was fearfully mutilated --the 
former so much so as scarcely to retain any semblance of humanity. 
 

"To this horrible mystery there is not as yet, we believe, the slightest clew." 
 

The next day's paper had these additional particulars. 
 

"The Tragedy in the Rue Morgue. Many individuals have been examined in 
relation to this most extraordinary and frightful affair," [The word 'affaire' has not yet, in 
France, that levity of import which it conveys with us] "but nothing whatever has 
transpired to throw light upon We give below all the material testimony elicited. 

 
"Pauline Dubourg, laundress, deposes that she has known both the deceased for 

three years, having washed for them during that period. The old lady and her daughter 
seemed on good terms-very affectionate towards each other. They were excellent pay. 
Could not speak in regard to their mode or means of living. Believed that Madame L. told 
fortunes for a living. Was reputed to have money put by. Never met any persons in the 
house when she called for the clothes or took them home. Was sure that they had no 
servant in employ. There appeared to be no furniture in any part of the building except in 
the fourth story. 
 



"Pierre Moreau, tobacconist, deposes that he has been in the habit of selling small 
quantities of tobacco and snuff to Madame L'Espanaye for nearly four years. Was born in 
the neighborhood, and has always resided there. The deceased and her daughter had 
occupied the house in which the corpses were found, for more than six years. It was 
formerly occupied by a jeweller, who under-let the upper rooms to various persons. The 
house was the property of Madame L. She became dissatisfied with the abuse of the 
premises by her tenant, and moved into them herself, refusing to let any portion. The old 
lady was childish. Witness had seen the daughter some five or six times during the six 
years. The two lived an exceedingly retired life –were reputed to have money. Had heard 
it said among the neighbors that Madame L. told fortunes --did not believe it. Had never 
seen any person enter the door except the old lady and her daughter, a porter once or 
twice, and a physician some eight or ten times. 

 
"Many other persons, neighbors, gave evidence to the same effect. No one was 

spoken of as frequenting the house. It was not known whether there were any living 
connexions of Madame L. and her daughter. The shutters of the front windows were 
seldom opened. Those in the rear were always closed, with the exception of the large 
back room, fourth story. The house was a good house --not very old. 

 
"Isidore Muset, gendarme, deposes that he was called to the house about three 

o'clock in the morning, and found some twenty or thirty persons at the gateway, 
endeavoring to gain admittance. Forced it open, at length, with a bayonet --not with a 
crowbar. Had but little difficulty in getting it open, on account of its being a double or 
folding gate, and bolted neither at bottom nor top. The shrieks were continued until the 
gate was forced --and then suddenly ceased. They seemed to be screams of some person 
(or persons) in great agony –were loud and drawn out, not short and quick. Witness led 
the way up stairs. Upon reaching the first landing, heard two voices in loud and angry 
contention-the one a gruff voice, the other much shriller --a very strange voice. Could 
distinguish some words of the former, which was that of a Frenchman. Was positive that 
it was not a woman's voice. Could distinguish the words 'sacre' and 'diable.' The shrill 
voice was that of a foreigner. Could not be sure whether it was the voice of a man or of a 
woman. Could not make out what was said, but believed the language to be Spanish. The 
state of the room and of the bodies was described by this witness as we described them 
yesterday. 
 

"Henri Duval, a neighbor, and by trade a silversmith, deposes that he was one of 
the party who first entered the house. Corroborates the testimony of Muset in general. As 
soon as they forced an entrance, they reclosed the door, to keep out the crowd, which 
collected very fast, notwithstanding the lateness of the hour. The shrill voice, the witness 
thinks, was that of an Italian. Was certain it was not French. Could not be sure that it was 
a man's voice. It might have been a woman's. Was not acquainted with the Italian 
language. Could not distinguish the words, but was convinced by the intonation that 
the speaker was an Italian. Knew Madame L. and her daughter. Had conversed with both 
frequently. Was sure that the shrill voice was not that of either of the deceased. 
 



"-- Odenheimer, restaurateur. This witness volunteered his testimony. Not 
speaking French, was examined through an interpreter. Is a native of Amsterdam. Was 
passing the house at the time of the shrieks. They lasted for several minutes --probably 
ten. They were long and loud --very awful and distressing. Was one of those who entered 
the building. Corroborated the previous evidence in every respect but one. Was sure that 
the shrill voice was that of a man --of a Frenchman. Could not distinguish the words 
uttered. They were loud and quick --unequal --spoken apparently in fear as well as in 
anger. The voice was harsh --not so much shrill as harsh. Could not call it a shrill 
voice. The gruff voice said repeatedly 'sacre,' 'diable' and once 'mon Dieu.' 
 

"Jules Mignaud, banker, of the firm of Mignaud et Fils, Rue Deloraine. Is the 
elder Mignaud. Madame L'Espanaye had some property. Had opened an account with his 
baking house in the spring of the year --(eight years previously). Made frequent deposits 
in small sums. Had checked for nothing until the third day before her death, when she 
took out in person the sum of 4000 francs. This sum was paid in gold, and a clerk sent 
home with the money. 

 
"Adolphe Le Bon, clerk to Mignaud et Fils, deposes that on the day in question, 

about noon, he accompanied Madame L'Espanaye to her residence with the 4000 francs, 
put up in two bags. Upon the door being opened, Mademoiselle L. appeared and took 
from his hands one of the bags, while the old lady relieved him of the other. He then 
bowed and departed. Did not see any person in the street at the time. It is a bye-street --
very lonely. 
 

"William Bird, tailor, deposes that he was one of the party who entered the house. 
Is an Englishman. Has lived in Paris two years. Was one of the first to ascend the stairs. 
Heard the voices in contention. The gruff voice was that of a Frenchman. Could make out 
several words, but cannot now remember all. Heard distinctly 'sacre' and 'mon 
Dieu.' There was a sound at the moment as if of several persons struggling --a scraping 
and scuffling sound. The shrill voice was very loud --louder than the gruff one. Is sure 
that it was not the voice of an Englishman. Appeared to be that of a German. Might have 
been a woman's voice. Does not understand German. 
 

"Four of the above-named witnesses, being recalled, deposed that the door of the 
chamber in which was found the body of Mademoiselle L. was locked on the inside when 
the party reached it. Every thing was perfectly silent --no groans or noises of any kind. 
Upon forcing the door no person was seen. The windows, both of the back and front 
room, were down and firmly fastened from within. A door between the two rooms was 
closed, but not locked. The door leading from the front room into the passage was locked, 
with the key on the inside. A small room in the front of the house, on the fourth story, at 
the head of the passage, was open, the door being ajar. This room was crowded with old 
beds, boxes, and so forth. These were carefully removed and searched. There was not an 
inch of any portion of the house which was not carefully searched. Sweeps were sent up 
and down the chimneys. The house was a four story one, with garrets (mansardes). A 
trap-door on the roof was nailed down very securely --did not appear to have been 
opened for years. The time elapsing between the hearing of the voices in contention and 



the breaking open of the room door, was variously stated by the witnesses. Some made it 
as short as three minutes --some as long as five. The door was opened with difficulty. 
 

"Alfonzo Garcio, undertaker, deposes that he resides in the Rue Morgue. Is a 
native of Spain. Was one of the party who entered the house. Did not proceed up stairs. Is 
nervous, and was apprehensive of the consequences of agitation. Heard the voices in 
contention. The gruff voice was that of a Frenchman. Could not distinguish what was 
said. The shrill voice was that of an Englishman --is sure of this. Does not understand the 
English language, but judges by the intonation. 

 
"Alberto Montani, confectioner, deposes that he was among the first to ascend the 

stairs. Heard the voices in question. The gruff voice was that of a Frenchman. 
Distinguished several words. The speaker appeared to be expostulating. Could not make 
out the words of the shrill voice. Spoke quick and unevenly. Thinks it the voice of a 
Russian. Corroborates the general testimony. Is an Italian. Never conversed with a native 
of Russia. 

 
"Several witnesses, recalled, here testified that the chimneys of all the rooms on 

the fourth story were too narrow to admit the passage of a human being. By 'sweeps' were 
meant cylindrical sweeping-brushes, such as are employed by those who clean chimneys. 
These brushes were passed up and down every flue in the house. There is no back 
passage by which any one could have descended while the party proceeded up stairs. The 
body of Mademoiselle L'Espanaye was so firmly wedged in the chimney that it could not 
be got down until four or five of the party united their strength. 

 
"Paul Dumas, physician, deposes that he was called to view the bodies about day-

break. They were both then lying on the sacking of the bedstead in the chamber where 
Mademoiselle L. was found. The corpse of the young lady was much bruised and 
excoriated. The fact that it had been thrust up the chimney would sufficiently account 
for these appearances. The throat was greatly chafed. There were several deep scratches 
just below the chin, together with a series of livid spots which were evidently the 
impression of fingers. The face was fearfully discolored, and the eye-balls protruded. The 
tongue had been partially bitten through. A large bruise was discovered upon the pit of 
the stomach, produced, apparently, by the pressure of a knee. In the opinion of M. 
Dumas, Mademoiselle L'Espanaye had been throttled to death by some person or persons 
unknown. The corpse of the mother was horribly mutilated. All the bones of the 
right leg and arm were more or less shattered. The left tibia much splintered, as well as 
all the ribs of the left side. Whole body dreadfully bruised and discolored. It was not 
possible to say how the injuries had been inflicted. A heavy club of wood, or a broad 
bar of iron --a chair --any large, heavy, and obtuse weapon have produced such results, if 
wielded by the hands of a very powerful man. No woman could have inflicted the blows 
with any weapon. The head of the deceased, when seen by witness, was entirely 
separated from the body, and was also greatly shattered. The throat had evidently been 
cut with some very sharp instrument --probably with a razor. 
 



"Alexandre Etienne, surgeon, was called with M. Dumas to view the bodies. 
Corroborated the testimony, and the opinions of M. Dumas. 

 
"Nothing farther of importance was elicited, although several other persons were 

examined. A murder so mysterious, and so perplexing in all its particulars, was never 
before committed in Paris –if indeed a murder has been committed at all. The police are 
entirely at fault --an unusual occurrence in affairs of this nature. There is not, however, 
the shadow of a clew apparent." 
 
The evening edition of the paper stated that the greatest excitement continued in the 
Quartier St. Roch --that the premises in question had been carefully re-searched, and 
fresh examinations of witnesses instituted, but all to no purpose. A postscript, however 
mentioned that Adolphe Le Bon had been arrested and imprisoned --although 
nothing appeared to criminate him, beyond the facts already detailed. 
 

Dupin seemed singularly interested in the progress of this affair --at least so I 
judged from his manner, for he made no comments. It was only after the announcement 
that Le Bon had been imprisoned, that he asked me my opinion respecting the murders. 

 
I could merely agree with all Paris in considering them an insoluble mystery. I 

saw no means by which it would be possible to trace the murderer. 
 
"We must not judge of the means," said Dupin, "by this shell of an examination. 

The Parisian police, so much extolled for acumen, are cunning, but no more. There is no 
method in their proceedings, beyond the method of the moment. They make a vast parade 
of measures; but, not unfrequently, these are so ill adapted to the objects proposed, as to 
put us in mind of Monsieur Jourdain's calling for his robe-de-chambre --pour mieux 
entendre la musique. The results attained by them are not unfrequently surprising, but, for 
the most part, are brought about by simple diligence and activity. When these qualities 
are unavailing, their schemes fall. Vidocq, for example, was a good guesser, and a 
persevering man. But, without educated thought, he erred continually by the very 
intensity of his investigations. He impaired his vision by holding the object too 
close. He might see, perhaps, one or two points with unusual clearness, but in so doing 
he, necessarily, lost sight of the matter as a whole. Thus there is such a thing as being too 
profound. Truth is not always in a well. In fact, as regards the more important 
knowledge, I do believe that she is invariably superficial. The depth lies in the valleys 
where we seek her, and not upon the mountain-tops where she is found. The modes and 
sources of this kind of error are well typified in the contemplation of the heavenly 
bodies. To look at a star by glances --to view it in a side-long way, by turning toward it 
the exterior portions of the retina (more susceptible of feeble impressions of light than 
the interior), is to behold the star distinctly --is to have the best appreciation of its lustre --
a lustre which grows dim just in proportion as we turn our vision fully upon it. A greater 
number of rays actually fall upon the eye in the latter case, but, in the former, there is the 
more refined capacity for comprehension. By undue profundity we perplex and 
enfeeble thought; and it is possible to make even Venus herself vanish from the 
firmament by a scrutiny too sustained, too concentrated, or too direct. 



 
"As for these murders, let us enter into some examinations for ourselves, before 

we make up an opinion respecting them. An inquiry will afford us amusement," [I 
thought this an odd term, so applied, but said nothing] "and, besides, Le Bon once 
rendered me a service for which I am not ungrateful. We will go and see the premises 
with our own eyes. I know G--, the Prefect of Police, and shall have no difficulty in 
obtaining the necessary permission." 

 
The permission was obtained, and we proceeded at once to the Rue Morgue. This 

is one of those miserable thoroughfares which intervene between the Rue Richelieu and 
the Rue St. Roch. It was late in the afternoon when we reached it; as this quarter is at a 
great distance from that in which we resided. The house was readily found; for there were 
still many persons gazing up at the closed shutters, with an objectless curiosity, from the 
opposite side of the way. It was an ordinary Parisian house, with a gateway, on one side 
of which was a glazed watch-box, with a sliding way, on one side of which was a glazed 
watch-box, with a sliding panel in the window, indicating a loge de concierge. Before 
going in we walked up the street, turned down an alley, and then, again turning, passed in 
the rear of the building-Dupin, meanwhile, examining the whole neighborhood, as well as 
the house, with a minuteness of attention for which I could see no possible object. 
 

Retracing our steps, we came again to the front of the dwelling, rang, and, having 
shown our credentials, were admitted by the agents in charge. We went up stairs --into 
the chamber where the body of Mademoiselle L'Espanaye had been found, and where 
both the deceased still lay. The disorders of the room had, as usual, been suffered to exist. 
I saw nothing beyond what had been stated in the "Gazette des Tribunaux." Dupin 
scrutinized every thing-not excepting the bodies of the victims. We then went into the 
other rooms, and into the yard; a gendarme accompanying us throughout. The 
examination occupied us until dark, when we took our departure. On our way home my 
companion stopped in for a moment at the office of one of the dally papers. 
 

I have said that the whims of my friend were manifold, and that Je les menageais: 
-- for this phrase there is no English equivalent. It was his humor, now, to decline all 
conversation on the subject of the murder, until about noon the next day. He then asked 
me, suddenly, if I had observed any thing peculiar at the scene of the atrocity. 

 
There was something in his manner of emphasizing the word "peculiar," which 

caused me to shudder, without knowing why. 
 
"No, nothing peculiar," I said; "nothing more, at least, than we both saw stated in 

the paper." 
 
"The 'Gazette,'" he replied, "has not entered, I fear, into the unusual horror of the 

thing. But dismiss the idle opinions of this print. It appears to me that this mystery is 
considered insoluble, for the very reason which should cause it to be regarded as easy of 
solution --I mean for the outre character of its features. The police are confounded by the 
seeming absence of motive --not for the murder itself --but for the atrocity of the murder. 



They are puzzled, too, by the seeming impossibility of reconciling the voices heard in 
contention, with the facts that no one was discovered up stairs but the assassinated 
Mademoiselle L'Espanaye, and that there were no means of egress without the notice of 
the party ascending. The wild disorder of the room; the corpse thrust, with the head 
downward, up the chimney; the frightful mutilation of the body of the old lady; these 
considerations with those just mentioned, and others which I need not mention, have 
sufficed to paralyze the powers, by putting completely at fault the boasted acumen, of the 
government agents. They have fallen into the gross but common error of confounding the 
unusual with the abstruse. But it is by these deviations from the plane of the ordinary, that 
reason feels its way, if at all, in its search for the true. In investigations such as we are 
now pursuing, it should not be so much asked 'what has occurred,' as 'what has occurred 
that has never occurred before.' In fact, the facility with which I shall arrive, or have 
arrived, at the solution of this mystery, is in the direct ratio of its apparent 
insolubility in the eyes of the police." 
 

I stared at the speaker in mute astonishment. 
 
"I am now awaiting," continued he, looking toward the door of our apartment --"I 

am now awaiting a person who, although perhaps not the perpetrator of these butcheries, 
must have been in some measure implicated in their perpetration. Of the worst portion of 
the crimes committed, it is probable that he is innocent. I hope that I am right in this 
supposition; for upon it I build my expectation of reading the entire riddle. I look for the 
man here --in this room --every moment. It is true that he may not arrive; but the 
probability is that he will. Should he come, it will be necessary to detain him. Here are 
pistols; and we both know how to use them when occasion demands their use." 

 
I took the pistols, scarcely knowing what I did, or believing what I heard, while 

Dupin went on, very much as if in a soliloquy. I have already spoken of his abstract 
manner at such times. His discourse was addressed to myself; but his voice, although by 
no means loud, had that intonation which is commonly employed in speaking to some 
one at a great distance. His eyes, vacant in expression, regarded only the wall. 

 
"That the voices heard in contention," he said, "by the party upon the stairs, were 

not the voices of the women themselves, was fully proved by the evidence. This relieves 
us of all doubt upon the question whether the old lady could have first destroyed the 
daughter, and afterward have committed suicide. I speak of this point chiefly for the sake 
of method; for the strength of Madame L'Espanaye would have been utterly unequal to 
the task of thrusting her daughter's corpse up the chimney as it was found; and the nature 
of the wounds upon her own person entirely preclude the idea of self-destruction. 
Murder, then, has been committed by some third party; and the voices of this third party 
were those heard in contention. Let me now advert --not to the whole testimony 
respecting these voices --but to what was peculiar in that testimony. Did you observe 
anything peculiar about it?" 
 



I remarked that, while all the witnesses agreed in supposing the gruff voice to be 
that of a Frenchman, there was much disagreement in regard to the shrill, or, as one 
individual termed it, the harsh voice. 

 
"That was the evidence itself," said Dupin, "but it was not the peculiarity of the 

evidence. You have observed nothing distinctive. Yet there was something to be 
observed. The witnesses, as you remark, agreed about the gruff voice; they were here 
unanimous. But in regard to the shrill voice, the peculiarity is not that they disagreed 
--but that, while an Italian, an Englishman, a Spaniard, a Hollander, and a Frenchman 
attempted to describe it, each one spoke of it as that of a foreigner. Each is sure that it 
was not the voice of one of his own countrymen. Each likens it --not to the voice of an 
individual of any nation with whose language he is conversant –but the converse. The 
Frenchman supposes it the voice of a Spaniard, and 'might have distinguished some 
words had he been acquainted with the Spanish.' The Dutchman maintains it to have been 
that of a Frenchman; but we find it stated that 'not understanding French this witness was 
examined through an interpreter.' The Englishman thinks it the voice of a German, and 
'does not understand German.' The Spaniard 'is sure' that it was that of an Englishman, 
but 'judges by the intonation' altogether, 'as he has no knowledge of the English.' The 
Italian believes it the voice of a Russian, but 'has never conversed with a native of 
Russia.' A second Frenchman differs, moreover, with the first, and is positive that the 
voice was that of an Italian; but, not being cognizant of that tongue, is, like the Spaniard, 
'convinced by the intonation.' Now, how strangely unusual must that voice have really 
been, about which such testimony as this could have been elicited! --in whose tones, 
even, denizens of the five great divisions of Europe could recognise nothing familiar! 
You will say that it might have been the voice of an Asiatic --of an African. Neither 
Asiatics nor Africans abound in Paris; but, without denying the inference, I will now 
merely call your attention to three points. The voice is termed by one witness 'harsh 
rather than shrill.' It is represented by two others to have been 'quick and unequal' No 
words --no sounds resembling words --were by any witness mentioned as distinguishable. 
 

"I know not," continued Dupin, "what impression I may have made, so far, upon 
your own understanding; but I do not hesitate to say that legitimate deductions even from 
this portion of the testimony –the portion respecting the gruff and shrill voices --are in 
themselves sufficient to engender a suspicion which should give direction to all farther 
progress in the investigation of the mystery. I said 'legitimate deductions;' but my 
meaning is not thus fully expressed. I designed to imply that the deductions are the sole 
proper ones, and that the suspicion arises inevitably from them as the single result. What 
the suspicion is, however, I will not say just yet. I merely wish you to bear in mind that, 
with myself, it was sufficiently forcible to give a definite form --a certain tendency --to 
my inquiries in the chamber. 

 
"Let us now transport ourselves, in fancy, to this chamber. What shall we first 

seek here? The means of egress employed by the murderers. It is not too much to say that 
neither of us believe in praeternatural events. Madame and Mademoiselle L'Espanaye 
were not destroyed by spirits. The doers of the deed were material, and escaped 



materially. Then how? Fortunately, there is but one mode of reasoning upon the point, 
and that mode must lead us to a definite decision. --Let us examine, each by each, the 
possible means of egress. It is clear that the assassins were in the room where 
Mademoiselle L'Espanaye was found, or at least in the room adjoining, when the party 
ascended the stairs. It is then only from these two apartments that we have to seek issues. 
The police have laid bare the floors, the ceilings, and the masonry of the walls, in 
every direction. No secret issues could have escaped their vigilance. But, not trusting to 
their eyes, I examined with my own. There were, then, no secret issues. Both doors 
leading from the rooms into the passage were securely locked, with the keys inside. Let 
us turn to the chimneys. These, although of ordinary width for some eight or ten feet 
above the hearths, will not admit, throughout their extent, the body of a large cat. The 
impossibility of egress, by means already stated, being thus absolute, we are reduced to 
the windows. Through those of the front room no one could have escaped without notice 
from the crowd in the street. The murderers must have passed, then, through those of the 
back room. Now, brought to this conclusion in so unequivocal a manner as we are, it is 
not our part, as reasoners, to reject it on account of apparent impossibilities. It is only left 
for us to prove that these apparent 'impossibilities' are, in reality, not such. 
 

"There are two windows in the chamber. One of them is unobstructed by 
furniture, and is wholly visible. The lower portion of the other is hidden from view by the 
head of the unwieldy bedstead which is thrust close up against it. The former was found 
securely fastened from within. It resisted the utmost force of those who endeavored to 
raise it. A large gimlet-hole had been pierced in its frame to the left, and a very stout nail 
was found fitted therein, nearly to the head. Upon examining the other window, a similar 
nail was seen similarly fitted in it; and a vigorous attempt to raise this sash, failed also. 
The police were now entirely satisfied that egress had not been in these directions. And, 
therefore, it was thought a matter of supererogation to withdraw the nails and open the 
windows. 
 

"My own examination was somewhat more particular, and was so for the 
reason I have just given --because here it was, I knew, that all apparent impossibilities 
must be proved to be not such in reality. 
 

"I proceeded to think thus --a posteriori. The murderers did escape from one of 
these windows. This being so, they could not have re-fastened the sashes from the inside, 
as they were found fastened;--the consideration which put a stop, through its obviousness, 
to the scrutiny of the police in this quarter. Yet the sashes were fastened. They must, then, 
have the power of fastening themselves. There was no escape from this conclusion. I 
stepped to the unobstructed casement, withdrew the nail with some difficulty, and 
attempted to raise the sash. It resisted all my efforts, as I had anticipated. A concealed 
spring must, I now knew, exist; and this corroboration of my idea convinced me that my 
premises, at least, were correct, however mysterious still appeared the circumstances 
attending the nails. A careful search soon brought to light the hidden spring. I pressed it, 
and, satisfied with the discovery, forebore to upraise the sash. 
 



"I now replaced the nail and regarded it attentively. A person passing out through 
this window might have reclosed it, and the spring would have caught --but the nail could 
not have been replaced. The conclusion was plain, and again narrowed in the field of my 
investigations. The assassins must have escaped through the other window. Supposing, 
then, the springs upon each sash to be the same, as was probable, there must be found a 
difference between the nails, or at least between the modes of their fixture. Getting upon 
the sacking of the bedstead, I looked over the headboard minutely at the second 
casement. Passing my hand down behind the board, I readily discovered and pressed the 
spring, which was, as I had supposed, identical in character with its neighbor. I now 
looked at the nail. It was as stout as the other, and apparently fitted in the same manner --
driven in nearly up to the head. 
 

"You will say that I was puzzled; but, if you think so, you must have 
misunderstood the nature of the inductions. To use a sporting phrase, I had not been once 
'at fault.' The scent had never for an instant been lost. There was no flaw in any link of 
the chain. I had traced the secret to its ultimate result, --and that result was the nail. It 
had, I say, in every respect, the appearance of its fellow in the other window; but this fact 
was an absolute nullity (conclusive as it might seem to be) when compared with the 
consideration that here, at this point, terminated the clew. 'There must be something 
wrong,' I said, 'about the nail.' I touched it; and the head, with about a quarter of an inch 
of the shank, came off in my fingers. The rest of the shank was in the gimlet-hole, where 
it had been broken off. The fracture was an old one (for its edges were incrusted with 
rust), and had apparently been accomplished by the blow of a hammer, which had 
partially imbedded, in the top of the bottom sash, the head portion of the nail. now 
carefully replaced this head portion in the indentation whence I had taken it, and the 
resemblance to a perfect nail was complete-the fissure was invisible. Pressing the spring, 
I gently raised the sash for a few inches; the head went up with it, remaining firm in its 
bed. I closed the window, and the semblance of the whole nail was again perfect. 

 
"The riddle, so far, was now unriddled. The assassin had escaped through the 

window which looked upon the bed. Dropping of its own accord upon his exit (or perhaps 
purposely closed) it had become fastened by the spring; and it was the retention of this 
spring which had been mistaken by the police for that of the nail, --farther inquiry being 
thus considered unnecessary. 

 
"The next question is that of the mode of descent. Upon this point I had been 

satisfied in my walk with you around the building. About five feet and a half from the 
casement in question there runs a lightning-rod. From this rod it would have been 
impossible for any one to reach the window itself, to say nothing of entering it. I 
observed, however, that shutters of the fourth story were of the peculiar kind called by 
Parisian carpenters ferrades --a kind rarely employed at the present day, but frequently 
seen upon very old mansions at Lyons and Bordeaux. They are in the form of an ordinary 
door, (a single, not a folding door) except that the upper half is latticed or worked in open 
trellis --thus affording an excellent hold for the hands. In the present instance these 
shutters are fully three feet and a half broad. When we saw them from the rear of the 
house, they were both about half open --that is to say, they stood off at right angles from 



the wall. It is probable that the police, as well as myself, examined the back of the 
tenement; but, if so, in looking at these ferrades in the line of their breadth (as they must 
have done), they did not perceive this great breadth itself, or, at all events, failed to take it 
into due consideration. In fact, having once satisfied themselves that no egress could have 
been made in this quarter, they would naturally bestow here a very cursory examination. 
It was clear to me, however, that the shutter belonging to the window at the head of the 
bed, would, if swung fully back to the wall, reach to within two feet of the lightning-rod. 
It was also evident that, by exertion of a very unusual degree of activity and courage, an 
entrance into the window, from the rod, might have been thus effected. --By reaching 
to the distance of two feet and a half (we now suppose the shutter open to its whole 
extent) a robber might have taken a firm grasp upon the trellis-work. Letting go, then, his 
hold upon the rod, placing his feet securely against the wall, and springing boldly from it, 
he might have swung the shutter so as to close it, and, if we imagine the window open at 
the time, might have swung himself into the room. 
 

"I wish you to bear especially in mind that I have spoken of a very unusual degree 
of activity as requisite to success in so hazardous and so difficult a feat. It is my design to 
show you, first, that the thing might possibly have been accomplished: --but, secondly 
and chiefly, I wish to impress upon your understanding the very extraordinary --the 
almost praeternatural character of that agility which could have accomplished it. 

 
"You will say, no doubt, using the language of the law, that 'to make out my case' 

I should rather undervalue, than insist upon a full estimation of the activity required in 
this matter. This may be the practice in law, but it is not the usage of reason. My ultimate 
object is only the truth. My immediate purpose is to lead you to place in juxta-position 
that very unusual activity of which I have just spoken, with that very peculiar shrill (or 
harsh) and unequal voice, about whose nationality no two persons could be found to 
agree, and in whose utterance no syllabification could be detected." 
 

At these words a vague and half-formed conception of the meaning of Dupin 
flitted over my mind. I seemed to be upon the verge of comprehension, without power to 
comprehend --as men, at times, find themselves upon the brink of remembrance, without 
being able, in the end, to remember. My friend went on with his discourse. 

 
  "You will see," he said, "that I have shifted the question from the mode of egress to that 
of ingress. It was my design to suggest that both were effected in the same manner, at the 
same point. Let us now revert to the interior of the room. Let us survey the appearances 
here. The drawers of the bureau, it is said, had been rifled, although many articles of 
apparel still remained within them. The conclusion here is absurd. It is a mere guess --a 
very silly one --and no more. How are we to know that the articles found in the drawers 
were not all these drawers had originally contained? Madame L'Espanaye and her 
daughter lived an exceedingly retired life --saw no company --seldom went out --had 
little use for numerous changes of habiliment. Those found were at least of as good 
quality as any likely to be possessed by these ladies. If a thief had taken any, why did 
he not take the best --why did he not take all? In a word, why did he abandon four 
thousand francs in gold to encumber himself with a bundle of linen? The gold was 



abandoned. Nearly the whole sum mentioned by Monsieur Mignaud, the banker, was 
discovered, in bags, upon the floor. I wish you, therefore, to discard from your thoughts 
the blundering idea of motive, engendered in the brains of the police by that portion of the 
evidence which speaks of money delivered at the door of the house. Coincidences ten 
times as remarkable as this (the delivery of the money, and murder committed within 
three days upon the party receiving it), happen to all of us every hour of our lives, 
without attracting even momentary notice. Coincidences, in general, are great stumbling-
blocks in the way of that class of thinkers who have been educated to know nothing of 
the theory of probabilities --that theory to which the most glorious objects of human 
research are indebted for the most glorious of illustration. In the present instance, had the 
gold been gone, the fact of its delivery three days before would have formed something 
more than a coincidence. It would have been corroborative of this idea of motive. But, 
under the real circumstances of the case, if we are to suppose gold the motive of this 
outrage, we must also imagine the perpetrator so vacillating an idiot as to have 
abandoned his gold and his motive together. 
 

"Keeping now steadily in mind the points to which I have drawn your attention --
that peculiar voice, that unusual agility, and that startling absence of motive in a murder 
so singularly atrocious as this --let us glance at the butchery itself. Here is a woman 
strangled to death by manual strength, and thrust up a chimney, head downward. 
Ordinary assassins employ no such modes of murder as this. Least of all, do they thus 
dispose of the murdered. In the manner of thrusting the corpse up the chimney, you will 
that there was something excessively outre --something altogether irreconcilable with our 
common notions of human action, even when we suppose the actors the most depraved of 
men. Think, too, how great must have been that strength which could have thrust the 
body up such an aperture so forcibly that the united vigor of several persons was found 
barely sufficient to drag it down! 
 

"Turn, now, to other indications of the employment of a vigor most marvellous. 
On the hearth were thick tresses --very thick tresses –of grey human hair. These had been 
torn out by the roots. You are aware of the great force necessary in tearing thus from the 
head even twenty or thirty hairs together. You saw the locks in question as well as 
myself. Their roots (a hideous sight!) were clotted with fragments of the flesh of the scalp 
--sure token of the prodigious power which had been exerted in uprooting perhaps half a 
million of hairs at a time. The throat of the old lady was not merely cut, but the head 
absolutely severed from the body: the instrument was a mere razor. I wish you also to 
look at the brutal ferocity of these deeds. Of the bruises upon the body of Madame 
L'Espanaye I do not speak. Monsieur Dumas, and his worthy coadjutor Monsieur 
Etienne, have pronounced that they were inflicted by some obtuse instrument; and so far 
these gentlemen are very correct. The obtuse instrument was clearly the stone pavement 
in the yard, upon which the victim had fallen from the window which looked in upon the 
bed. This idea, however simple it may now seem, escaped the police for the same reason 
that the breadth of the shutters escaped them --because, by the affair of the nails, their 
perceptions had been hermetically sealed against the possibility of the windows have ever 
been opened at all. 

 



If now, in addition to all these things, you have properly reflected upon the odd 
disorder of the chamber, we have gone so far as to combine the ideas of an agility 
astounding, a strength superhuman, a ferocity brutal, a butchery without motive, a 
grotesquerie in horror absolutely alien from humanity, and a voice foreign in tone to the 
ears of men of many nations, and devoid of all distinct or intelligible syllabification. 
What result, then, has ensued? What impression have I made upon your fancy?" 

 
I felt a creeping of the flesh as Dupin asked me the question. "A madman," I said, 

"has done this deed --some raving maniac, escaped from a neighboring Maison de Sante." 
 
"In some respects," he replied, "your idea is not irrelevant. But the voices of 

madmen, even in their wildest paroxysms, are never found to tally with that peculiar 
voice heard upon the stairs. Madmen are of some nation, and their language, however 
incoherent in its words, has always the coherence of syllabification. Besides, the hair of a 
madman is not such as I now hold in my hand. I disentangled this little tuft from the 
rigidly clutched fingers of Madame L'Espanaye. Tell me what you can make of it." 
 

"Dupin!" I said, completely unnerved; "this hair is most unusual --this is no 
human hair." 

 
"I have not asserted that it is," said he; "but, before we decide this point, I wish 

you to glance at the little sketch I have here traced upon this paper. It is a fac-simile 
drawing of what has been described in one portion of the testimony as 'dark bruises, and 
deep indentations of finger nails,' upon the throat of Mademoiselle L'Espanaye, and in 
another, (by Messrs. Dumas and Etienne,) as a 'series of livid spots, evidently the 
impression of fingers.' 

 
"You will perceive," continued my friend, spreading out the paper upon the table 

before us, "that this drawing gives the idea of a firm and fixed hold. There is no slipping 
apparent. Each finger has retained --possibly until the death of the victim --the fearful 
grasp by which it originally imbedded itself. Attempt, now, to place all your fingers, at 
the same time, in the respective impressions as you see them." 
 

I made the attempt in vain. 
 

"We are possibly not giving this matter a fair trial," he said. "The paper is spread 
out upon a plane surface; but the human throat is cylindrical. Here is a billet of wood, the 
circumference of which is about that of the throat. Wrap the drawing around it, and try 
the experiment again." 

 
I did so; but the difficulty was even more obvious than before. 
 
"This," I said, "is the mark of no human hand." 
 
"Read now," replied Dupin, "this passage from Cuvier." It was a minute 

anatomical and generally descriptive account of the large fulvous Ourang-Outang of the 



East Indian Islands. The gigantic stature, the prodigious strength and activity, the wild 
ferocity, and the imitative propensities of these mammalia are sufficiently well known to 
all. I understood the full horrors of the murder at once. 

 
"The description of the digits," said I, as I made an end of reading, "is in exact 

accordance with this drawing, I see that no animal but an Ourang-Outang, of the species 
here mentioned, could have impressed the indentations as you have traced them. This tuft 
of tawny hair, too, is identical in character with that of the beast of Cuvier. But I cannot 
possibly comprehend the particulars of this frightful mystery. Besides, there were two 
voices heard in contention, and one of them was unquestionably the voice of a 
Frenchman." 

 
True; and you will remember an expression attributed almost unanimously, by the 

evidence, to this voice, --the expression, 'mon Dieu!' This, under the circumstances, has 
been justly characterized by one of the witnesses (Montani, the confectioner,) as an 
expression of remonstrance or expostulation. Upon these two words, therefore, I have 
mainly built my hopes of a full solution of the riddle. A Frenchman was cognizant of the 
murder. It is possible --indeed it is far more than probable --that he was innocent of all 
participation in the bloody transactions which took place. The Ourang-Outang may 
have escaped from him. He may have traced it to the chamber; but, under the agitating 
circumstances which ensued, he could never have re-captured it. It is still at large. I will 
not pursue these guesses-for I have no right to call them more --since the shades of 
reflection upon which they are based are scarcely of sufficient depth to be appreciable by 
my own intellect, and since I could not pretend to make them intelligible to the 
understanding of another. We will call them guesses then, and speak of them as such. If 
the Frenchman in question is indeed, as I suppose, innocent of this atrocity, this 
advertisement, which I left last night, upon our return home, at the office of 'Le Monde,' 
(a paper devoted to the shipping interest, and much sought by sailors,) will bring him to 
our residence." 
 

He handed me a paper, and I read thus: 
 
CAUGHT --In the Bois de Boulogne, early in the morning of the --inst., (the morning of 
the murder,) a very large, tawny Ourang-Outang of the Bornese species. The owner, 
(who is ascertained to be a sailor, belonging to a Maltese vessel,) may have the animal 
again, upon identifying it satisfactorily, and paying a few charges arising from its 
capture and keeping. Call at No.--, Rue --, Faubourg St. Germain --au troisieme. 
 

"How was it possible," I asked, "that you should know the man to be a sailor, and 
belonging to a Maltese vessel?" 

 
"I do not know it," said Dupin. "I am not sure of it. Here, however, is a small 

piece of ribbon, which from its form, and from its greasy appearance, has evidently been 
used in tying the hair in one of those long queues of which sailors are so fond. Moreover, 
this knot is one which few besides sailors can tie, and is peculiar to the Maltese. I picked 
the ribbon up at the foot of the lightning-rod. It could not have belonged to either of the 



deceased. Now if, after all, I am wrong in my induction from this ribbon, that the 
Frenchman was a sailor belonging to a Maltese vessel, still I can have done no harm in 
saying what I did in the advertisement. If I am in error, he will merely suppose that I have 
been misled by some circumstance into which he will not take the trouble to inquire. But 
if I am right, a great point is gained. Cognizant although innocent of the murder, the 
Frenchman will naturally hesitate about replying to the advertisement --about demanding 
the Ourang-Outang. He will reason thus: --'I am innocent; I am poor; my Ourang-Outang 
is of great value --to one in my circumstances a fortune of itself --why should I lose it 
through idle apprehensions of danger? Here it is, within my grasp. It was found in the 
Bois de Boulogne --at a vast distance from the scene of that butchery. How can it ever be 
suspected that a brute beast should have done the deed? The police are at fault --they 
have failed to procure the slightest clew. Should they even trace the animal, it would be 
impossible to prove me cognizant of the murder, or to implicate me in guilt on account of 
that cognizance. Above all, I am known. The advertiser designates me as the possessor of 
the beast. I am not sure to what limit his knowledge may extend. Should I avoid claiming 
a property of so great value, which it is known that I possess, I will render the animal, at 
least, liable to suspicion. It is not my policy to attract attention either to myself or to the 
beast. I will answer the advertisement, get the Ourang-Outang, and keep it close until this 
matter has blown over. 
 

At this moment we heard a step upon the stairs. 
 

"Be ready," said Dupin, "with your pistols, but neither use them nor show them 
until at a signal from myself." 
 

The front door of the house had been left open, and the visitor had entered, 
without ringing, and advanced several steps upon the staircase. Now, however, he seemed 
to hesitate. Presently we heard him descending. Dupin was moving quickly to the door, 
when we again heard him coming up. He did not turn back a second time, but stepped up 
with decision and rapped at the door of our chamber. 
 

"Come in," said Dupin, in a cheerful and hearty tone. 
 
A man entered. He was a sailor, evidently, --a tall, stout, and muscular-looking 

person, with a certain dare-devil expression of countenance, not altogether 
unprepossessing. His face, greatly sunburnt, was more than half hidden by whisker and 
mustachio. He had with him a huge oaken cudgel, but appeared to be otherwise unarmed. 
He bowed awkwardly, and bade us "good evening," in French accents, which, although 
somewhat Neufchatelish, were still sufficiently indicative of a Parisian origin. 

 
“Sit down, my friend," said Dupin. "I suppose you have called about the Ourang-

Outang. Upon my word, I almost envy you the possession of him; a remarkably fine, and 
no doubt a very valuable animal. How old do you suppose him to be?" 

 
The sailor drew a long breath, with the air of a man relieved of some intolerable 

burden, and then replied, in an assured tone: 



 
"I have no way of telling --but he can't be more than four or five years old. Have 

you got him here?" 
 
"Oh no; we had no conveniences for keeping him here. He is at a livery stable in 

the Rue Dubourg, just by. You can get him in the morning. Of course you are prepared to 
identify the property?" 

 
"To be sure I am, sir." 
 
"I shall be sorry to part with him," said Dupin. 
 
"I don't mean that you should be at all this trouble for nothing, sir," said the man.  

"Couldn't expect it. Am very willing to pay a reward for the finding of the animal --that is 
to say, any thing in reason." 

 
"Well," replied my friend, "that is all very fair, to be sure. Let me think! --what 

should I have? Oh! I will tell you. My reward shall be this. You shall give me all the 
information in your power about these murders in the Rue Morgue." 

 
Dupin said the last words in a very low tone, and very quietly. Just as quietly, too, 

he walked toward the door, locked it, and put the key in his pocket. He then drew a pistol 
from his bosom and placed it, without the least flurry, upon the table. 

 
The sailor's face flushed up as if he were struggling with suffocation. He started to 

his feet and grasped his cudgel; but the next moment he fell back into his seat, trembling 
violently, and with the countenance of death itself. He spoke not a word. I pitied him 
from the bottom of my heart. 

 
"My friend," said Dupin, in a kind tone, "you are alarming yourself unnecessarily 

--you are indeed. We mean you no harm whatever. I pledge you the honor of a 
gentleman, and of a Frenchman, that we intend you no injury. I perfectly well know that 
you are innocent of the atrocities in the Rue Morgue. It will not do, however, to deny 
that you are in some measure implicated in them. From what I have already said, you 
must know that I have had means of information about this matter --means of which you 
could never have dreamed. Now the thing stands thus. You have done nothing which you 
could have avoided --nothing, certainly, which renders you culpable. You were not 
even guilty of robbery, when you might have robbed with impunity. You have nothing to 
conceal. You have no reason for concealment. On the other hand, you are bound by every 
principle of honor to confess all you know. An innocent man is now imprisoned, charged 
with that crime of which you can point out the perpetrator." 
 

The sailor had recovered his presence of mind, in a great measure, while Dupin 
uttered these words; but his original boldness of bearing was all gone. 

 



"So help me God," said he, after a brief pause, "I will tell you all I know about 
this affair; --but I do not expect you to believe one half I say --I would be a fool indeed if 
I did. Still, I am innocent, and I will make a clean breast if I die for it." 

 
What he stated was, in substance, this. He had lately made a voyage to the Indian 

Archipelago. A party, of which he formed one, landed at Borneo, and passed into the 
interior on an excursion of pleasure. Himself and a companion had captured the Ourang-
Outang. This companion dying, the animal fell into his own exclusive possession. After 
great trouble, occasioned by the intractable ferocity of his captive during the home 
voyage, he at length succeeded in lodging it safely at his own residence in Paris, where, 
not to attract toward himself the unpleasant curiosity of his neighbors, he kept it carefully 
secluded, until such time as it should recover from a wound in the foot, received from a 
splinter on board ship. His ultimate design was to sell it. 

 
Returning home from some sailors' frolic on the night, or rather in the morning of 

the murder, he found the beast occupying his own bed-room, into which it had broken 
from a closet adjoining, where it had been, as was thought, securely confined. Razor in 
hand, and fully lathered, it was sitting before a looking-glass, attempting the operation of 
shaving, in which it had no doubt previously watched its master through the key-hole of 
the closet. Terrified at the sight of so dangerous a weapon in the possession of an animal 
so ferocious, and so well able to use it, the man, for some moments, was at a loss what to 
do. He had been accustomed, however, to quiet the creature, even in its fiercest moods, 
by the use of a whip, and to this he now resorted. Upon sight of it, the Ourang-Outang 
sprang at once through the door of the chamber, down the stairs, and thence, through a 
window, unfortunately open, into the street. 

 
The Frenchman followed in despair; the ape, razor still in hand, occasionally 

stopping to look back and gesticulate at its pursuer, until the latter had nearly come up 
with it. It then again made off. In this manner the chase continued for a long time. The 
streets were profoundly quiet, as it was nearly three o'clock in the morning. In passing 
down an alley in the rear of the Rue Morgue, the fugitive's attention was arrested by a 
light gleaming from the open window of Madame L'Espanaye's chamber, in the fourth 
story of her house. Rushing to the building, it perceived the lightning-rod, clambered up 
with inconceivable agility, grasped the shutter, which was thrown fully back against the 
wall, and, by its means, swung itself directly upon the headboard of the bed. The whole 
feat did not occupy a minute. The shutter was kicked open again by the Ourang-Outang 
as it entered the room. 

 
The sailor, in the meantime, was both rejoiced and perplexed. He had strong 

hopes of now recapturing the brute, as it could scarcely escape from the trap into which it 
had ventured, except by the rod, where it might be intercepted as it came down. On the 
other hand, there was much cause for anxiety as to what it might do in the house. This 
latter reflection urged the man still to follow the fugitive. A lightning-rod is ascended 
without difficulty, especially by a sailor; but, when he had arrived as high as the window, 
which lay far to his left, his career was stopped; the most that he could accomplish was to 
reach over so as to obtain a glimpse of the interior of the room. At this glimpse he nearly 



fell from his hold through excess of horror. Now it was that those hideous shrieks arose 
upon the night, which had startled from slumber the inmates of the Rue Morgue. Madame 
L'Espanaye and her daughter, habited in their night clothes, had apparently been 
arranging some papers in the iron chest already mentioned, which had been wheeled into 
the middle of the room. It was open, and its contents lay beside it on the floor. The 
victims must have been sitting with their backs toward the window; and, from the time 
elapsing between the ingress of the beast and the screams, it seems probable that it was 
not immediately perceived. The flapping-to of the shutter would naturally have been 
attributed to the wind. 
 

As the sailor looked in, the gigantic animal had seized Madame L'Espanaye by 
the hair, (which was loose, as she had been combing it,) and was flourishing the razor 
about her face, in imitation of the motions of a barber. The daughter lay prostrate and 
motionless; she had swooned. The screams and struggles of the old lady (during which 
the hair was torn from her head) had the effect of changing the probably pacific purposes 
of the Ourang-Outang into those of wrath. With one determined sweep of its muscular 
arm it nearly severed her head from her body. The sight of blood inflamed its anger into 
phrenzy. Gnashing its teeth, and flashing fire from its eves, it flew upon the body of the 
girl, and imbedded its fearful talons in her throat, retaining its grasp until she expired. Its 
wandering and wild glances fell at this moment upon the head of the bed, over which the 
face of its master, rigid with horror, was just discernible. The fury of the beast, who no 
doubt bore still in mind the dreaded whip, was instantly converted into fear. Conscious of 
having deserved punishment, it seemed desirous of concealing its bloody deeds, and 
skipped about the chamber in an agony of nervous agitation; throwing down and breaking 
the furniture as it moved, and dragging the bed from the bedstead. In conclusion, it seized 
first the corpse of the daughter, and thrust it up the chimney, as it was found; then that 
of the old lady, which it immediately hurled through the window headlong. 
 

As the ape approached the casement with its mutilated burden, the sailor shrank 
aghast to the rod, and, rather gliding than clambering down it, hurried at once home --
dreading the consequences of the butchery, and gladly abandoning, in his terror, all 
solicitude about the fate of the Ourang-Outang. The words heard by the party upon the 
staircase were the Frenchman's exclamations of horror and affright, commingled with the 
fiendish jabberings of the brute. 
 

I have scarcely anything to add. The Ourang-Outang must have escaped from the 
chamber, by the rod, just before the breaking of the door. It must have closed the window 
as it passed through it. It was subsequently caught by the owner himself, who obtained 
for it a very large sum at the Jardin des Plantes. Le Bon was instantly released, upon our 
narration of the circumstances (with some comments from Dupin) at the bureau of the 
Prefect of Police. This functionary, however well disposed to my friend, could not 
altogether conceal his chagrin at the turn which affairs had taken, and was fain to indulge\ 
in a sarcasm or two, about the propriety of every person minding his own business. 
 

"Let them talk," said Dupin, who had not thought it necessary to reply. "Let him 
discourse; it will ease his conscience. I am satisfied with having defeated him in his own 



castle. Nevertheless, that he failed in the solution of this mystery, is by no means that 
matter for wonder which he supposes it; for, in truth, our friend the Prefect is somewhat 
too cunning to be profound. In his wisdom is no stamen. It is all head and no body, like 
the pictures of the Goddess Laverna, --or, at best, all head and shoulders, like a codfish. 
But he is a good creature after all. I like him especially for one master stroke of cant, by 
which he has attained his reputation for ingenuity. I mean the way he has 'de nier ce qui 
est, et d'expliquer ce qui n'est pas.'" [“of denying that which does exist, and explaining 
that which does not.” – Rosseau Novelle Heloise] 

 
Afternote 

 
The villainous ape will be used over and over in Ghostbreaker fiction. A. Conan Doyle 
had a man become an ape in “The Creeping Man”. Seabury Quinn featured an ape in the 
Jules de Grandin adventure, “Suicide Chapel”, to name only two. The cartoon 
Filmations’ Ghostbusters has an ape on the team. Do you think the cartoon’s creators 
had any idea why? Edgar Allan Poe would become a ghostbreaker character himself  in 
the February 1940 issue of Unknown,  in Manly Wade Wellman’s “When It Was 
Moonlight” and again in 1978 in Marc Olden’s first novel Poe Must Die. 

 
J. SHERIDAN LE FANU (1814-1873) Irish writer, grand-nephew of Richard Brinsley 
Sheridan, is the man who started it all. He didn’t mean to, but… Le Fanu needed a 
gimmick to tie a collection of stories together, so he invented a character for the frame 
story (as would Algernon Blackwood thirty-eight years later with John Silence). That 
character was Martin Hesselius, a German physician and student of Swedenbourg. 
Hesselius was the first true ghost-buster. Here was a man of great knowledge, skill and 
outré understanding who could tackle the unseen world around us. This blending of 
Science with Spiritualism had never been done before. Hesselius would inspire a line of 
psychic doctors including characters as famous as Dr. van Helsing in Dracula. Hesselius 
does not appear in most of the stories in In a Glass Darkly except in the first tale, “Green 
Tea”.  
 

GREEN TEA (1872) 
by Joseph Sheridan LeFanu 

 
 

Prologue 
Martin Hesselius, the German physician 

 
             THOUGH carefully educated in medicine and surgery, I have never practised 
either. The study of each continues, nevertheless, to interest me profoundly. Neither 
idleness nor caprice caused my secession from the honourable calling which I had just 
entered. The cause was a very trifling scratch inflicted by a dissecting knife. This trifle 
cost me the loss of two fingers, amputated promptly, and the more painful loss of my 
health, for I have never been quite well since, and have seldom been twelve months 
together in the same place. 
 



             In my wanderings I became acquainted with Dr. Martin Hesselius, a wanderer 
like myself, like me a physician, and like me an enthusiast in his profession. Unlike me in 
this, that his wanderings were voluntary, and he a man, if not of fortune, as we estimate 
fortune in England, at least in what our forefathers used to term "easy circumstances." He 
was an old man when I first saw him; nearly five-and-thirty years my senior. 
 
             In Dr. Martin Hesselius, I found my master. His knowledge was immense, his 
grasp of a case was an intuition. He was the very man to inspire a young enthusiast like 
me with awe and delight. My admiration has stood the test of time and survived the 
separation of death. I am sure it was well-founded. 
 
             For nearly twenty years I acted as his medical secretary. His immense collection 
of papers he has left in my care, to be arranged, indexed, and bound. His treatment of 
some of these cases is curious. He writes in two distinct characters. He describes what he 
saw and heard as an intelligent layman might, and when in this style of narrative he had 
seen the patient either through his own hall-door, to the light of day, or through the gates 
of darkness to the caverns of the dead, he returns upon the narrative, and in the terms of 
his art and with all the force and originality of genius, proceeds to the work of analysis, 
diagnosis and illustration. 
 
             Here and there a case strikes me as of a kind to amuse or horrify a lay reader 
             with an interest quite different from the peculiar one which it may possess for 
             an export. With slight modifications, chiefly of language, and of course a 
             change of names, I copy the following. The narrator is Dr. Martin Hesselius. I 
             find it among the voluminous notes of cases which he made during a tour in 
             England about sixty-four years ago. 
 
             It is related in series of letters to his friend Professor Van Loo of Leyden. The 
professor was not a physician, but a chemist, and a man who read history and 
metaphysics and medicine, and had in his day written a play. 
 
             The narrative is, therefore, if somewhat less valuable as a medical record, 
necessarily written in a manner more likely to interest an unlearned reader. 
 
             These letters, from a memorandum attached, appear to have been returned on the 
death of the professor in 1819 to Dr. Hesselius. They are written, some in English, some 
in French, but the greater part in German. I am a faithful, though I am conscious by no 
means a graceful translator, and although here and there I omit some passages and 
shorten others, and disguise names, I have interpolated nothing. 
 
 

Chapter I 
Dr. Hesselius relates how he met the Reverend Mr. Jennings 

 
             THE Rev. Mr. Jennings is tall and thin. He is middle-aged, and dresses with a 
natty, old-fashioned, high-church precision. He is naturally a little stately, but not at all 



stiff. His features, without being handsome, are well formed, and their expression 
extremely kind but also shy. 
 
             I met him one evening at Lady Mary Heyduke's. The modesty and benevolence 
of his countenance are extremely prepossessing. 
 
             We were but a small party, and he joined agreeably enough in the conversion. He 
seems to enjoy listening very much more than contributing to the talk, but what he says is 
always to the purpose and well said. He is a great favourite of Lady Mary's, who it seems 
consults him upon many things and thinks him the most happy and blessed person on 
Earth. Little knows she about him. 
 
             The Rev. Mr. Jennings is a bachelor, and has, they say, sixty thousand pounds in 
the funds. He is a charitable man. He is most anxious to be actively employed in his 
sacred profession, and yet though always tolerably well elsewhere, when he goes down to 
his vicarage in Warwickshire to engage in the actual duties of his sacred calling, his 
health soon fails him, and in a very strange way. So says Lady Mary. 
 
             There is no doubt that Mr. Jennings' health does break down in, generally, a 
sudden and mysterious way, sometimes in the very act of officiating in his old and pretty 
church at Kenlis. It may be his heart, it may be his brain. But so it has happened three or 
four times or oftener that after proceeding a certain way in the service, he has on a sudden 
stopped short, and after a silence, apparently quite unable to resume, he has fallen into 
solitary, inaudible prayer, his hands and his eyes uplifted, and then pale as death, and in 
the agitation of a strange shame and horror, descended trembling, and got into the vestry-
room, leaving his congregation, without explanation, to themselves. This occurred when 
his curate was absent. When he goes down to Kenlis now, he always takes care to provide 
a clergyman to share his duty, and to supply his place on the instant should he become 
thus suddenly incapacitated. 
 
             When Mr. Jennings breaks down quite, and beats a retreat from the vicarage, and 
returns to London where, in a dark street off Picadilly, he inhabits a very narrow house, 
Lady Mary says that he is always perfectly well. I have my own opinion about that. There 
are degrees of course. We shall see. 
 
             Mr. Jennings is a perfectly gentlemanlike man. People, however, remark 
something odd. There is an impression a little ambiguous. One thing which certainly 
contributes to it, people I think don't remember, or, perhaps, distinctly remark. But I did, 
almost immediately. Mr. Jennings has a way of looking sidelong upon the carpet, as if his 
eye followed the movements of something there. This, of course, is not always. It occurs 
now and then. But often enough to give a certain oddity, as I have said, to his manner, 
and in this glance traveling along the floor there is something both shy and anxious. 
 
             A medical philosopher, as you are good enough to call me, elaborating theories 
by the aid of cases sought out by himself, and by him watched and scrutinised with more 
time at command, and consequently infinitely more minuteness than the ordinary 



practitioner can afford, falls insensibly into habits of observation, which accompany him 
everywhere, and are exercised, as some people would say, impertinently, upon every 
subject that presents itself with the least likelihood of rewarding inquiry. 
 
             There was a promise of this kind in the slight, timid, kindly but reserved 
gentleman whom I met for the first time at this agreeable little evening gathering. I 
observed, of course, more than I here set down, but I reserve all that borders on the 
technical for a strictly scientific paper. 
 
             I may remark that when I here speak of medical science I do so, as I hope some 
day to see it more generally understood, in a much more comprehensive sense than its 
generally material treatment would warrant. I believe the entire natural world is but the 
ultimate expression of that spiritual world from which, and in which alone, it has its life. I 
believe that the essential man is a spirit, that the spirit is an organized substance, but as 
different in point of material from what we ordinarily understand by matter, as light or 
electricity is; that the material body is, in the most literal sense, a vesture, and death 
consequently no interruption of the living man's existence but simply his extrication from 
the natural body -- a process which commences at the moment of what we term death, 
and the completion of which, at furthest a few days later, is the resurrection "in power." 
 
             The person who weighs the consequences of these positions will probably see 
their practical bearing upon medical science. This is, however, by no means the proper 
place for displaying the proofs and discussing the consequences of this too generally 
unrecognized state of facts. 
 
             In pursuance of my habit, I was covertly observing Mr. Jennings, with all my 
caution -- I think he perceived it -- and I saw plainly that he was as cautiously observing 
me. Lady Mary happening to address me by name, as Dr. Hesselius, I saw that he glanced 
at me more sharply, and then became thoughtful for a few minutes. 
 
             After this, as I conversed with a gentleman at the other end of the room, I saw 
him look at me more steadily, and with an interest which I thought I understood. I then 
saw him take an opportunity of chatting with Lady Mary, and was, as one always is, 
perfectly aware of being the subject of a distant inquiry and answer. 
 
             This tall clergyman approached me by-and-by, and in a little time we had got into 
conversation. 
             When two people who like reading and know books and places, having traveled, 
wish to discourse, it is very strange if they can't find topics. It was not accident that 
brought him near me, and led him into conversation. He knew German and had read my 
Essays on Metaphysical Medicine, which suggest more than they actually say. 
 
             This courteous man, gentle, shy, plainly a man of thought and reading, who 
moving and talking among us was not altogether of us, and whom I already suspected of 
leading a life whose transactions and alarms were carefully concealed, with an 



impenetrable reserve from not only the world but his best beloved friends, was cautiously 
weighing in his own mind the idea of taking a certain step with regard to me. 
 
             I penetrated his thoughts without his being aware of it, and was careful to say 
nothing which could betray to his sensitive vigilance my suspicions respecting his 
position, or my surmises about his plans respecting myself. 
 
             We chatted upon indifferent subjects for a time but at last he said: 
 
             "I was very much interested by some papers of yours, Dr. Hesselius, upon what 
you term Metaphysical Medicine. I read them in German, ten or twelve years ago; have 
they been translated?" 
 
             "No, I'm sure they have not -- I should have heard. They would have asked my 
leave, I think." 
 
             "I asked the publishers here a few months ago to get the book for me in the 
original German, but they tell me it is out of print." 
 
             "So it is, and has been for some years. But it flatters me as an author to find that 
you have not forgotten my little book, although," I added, laughing, "ten or twelve years 
is a considerable time to have managed without it. But I suppose you have been turning 
the subject over again in your mind, or something has happened lately to revive your 
interest in it." 
 
             At this remark, accompanied by a glance of inquiry, a sudden embarrassment 
disturbed Mr. Jennings, analogous to that which makes a young lady blush and look 
foolish. He dropped his eyes and folded his hands together uneasily, and looked oddly, 
and would have said guiltily, for a moment. 
 
             I helped him out of his awkwardness in the best way, by appearing not to observe 
it, and going straight on I said: "Those revivals of interest in a subject happen to me 
often. One book suggests another, and often sends me back a wild-goose chase over an 
interval of twenty years. But if you still care to possess a copy, I shall be only too happy 
to provide you; I have still got two or three by me -- and if you allow me to present one I 
shall be very much honoured." 
 
             "You are very good indeed," he said, quite at his ease again, in a moment: "I 
almost despaired – I don't know how to thank you." 
 
             "Pray don't say a word. The thing is really so little worth that I am only ashamed 
of having offered it, and if you thank me any more I shall throw it into the fire in a fit of 
modesty." 
 
             Mr. Jennings laughed. He inquired where I was staying in London, and after a 
little more conversation on a variety of subjects he took his departure. 



 
 

Chapter II:  
The doctor questions Lady Mary and she answers 

 
                 "I LIKE your vicar so much, Lady Mary," said I, as soon as he was gone. "He 
has read, traveled, and thought, and having also suffered he ought to be an accomplished 
companion." 
 
                 "So he is, and better still, he is a really good man," said she. "His advice is 
invaluable about my schools, and all my little undertakings at Dawlbridge, and he's so 
painstaking, he takes so much trouble -- you have no idea -- wherever he thinks he can be 
of use. He's so good-natured and so sensible." 
 
                 It is pleasant to hear so good an account of his neighbourly virtues. I can only 
testify to his being an agreeable and gentle companion, and in addition to what you have 
told me, I think I can tell you two or three things about him," said I. 
 
                 "Really!" 
 
                 "Yes, to begin with, he's unmarried." 
 
                 "Yes, that's right -- go on." 
 
                 "He has been writing, that is he was, but for two or three years perhaps he has 
not gone on with his work, and the book was upon some rather abstract subject – perhaps 
theology." 
 
                 "Well, he was writing a book, as you say; I'm not quite sure what it was about, 
but only that it was nothing that I cared for. Very likely you are right, and he certainly did 
stop -- yes." 
 
                 "And although he only drank a little coffee here tonight, he likes tea, at least 
did like it extravagantly." 
 
                 "Yes, that's quite true." 
 
                 "He drank green tea a good deal, didn't he?" I pursued. 
 
                 "Well, that's very odd! Green tea was a subject on which we used almost to 
quarrel." 
 
                 "But he has quite given that up," said I. 
 
                 "So he has." 
 



                 "And now, one more fact. His mother or his father, did you know them?" 
 
                 "Yes, both. His father is only ten years dead, and their place is near 
Dawlbridge. We knew them very well," she answered. 
 
                 "Well, either his mother or his father -- I should rather think his father -- saw a 
ghost," said I. 
 
                 "Well, you really are a conjurer, Dr. Hesselius." 
 
                 "Conjurer or no, haven't I said right?" I answered merrily. 
 
                 "You certainly have, and it was his father: he was a silent, whimsical man, and 
he used to bore my father about his dreams, and at last he told him a story about a ghost 
he had seen and talked with, and a very odd story it was. I remember it particularly, 
because I was so afraid of him. This story was long before he died -- when I was quite a 
child -- and his ways were so silent and moping, and he used to drop in sometimes, in the 
dusk, when I was alone in the drawing-room, and I used to fancy there were ghosts about 
him." 
 
                 I smiled and nodded. 
 
                 "And now, having established my character as a conjurer, I think I must say 
good-night," said I. 
 
                 "But how did you find it out?" 
 
                 "By the planets, of course, as the gipsies do," I answered, and so, gaily we said 
good-night. 
 
                 Next morning I sent the little book he had been inquiring after, and a note to 
Mr. Jennings, and on returning late that evening I found that he had called at my lodgings 
and left his card. He asked whether I was at home, and asked at what hour he would be 
most likely to find me. 
 
                 Does he intend opening his case, and consulting me "professionally," as they 
say? I hope so. I have already conceived a theory about him. It is supported by Lady 
Mary's answers to my parting questions. I should like much to ascertain from his own 
lips. But what can I do consistently with good breeding to invite a confession? Nothing. I 
rather think he meditates one. At all events, my dear Van L., I shan't make myself 
difficult of access. I mean to return his visit tomorrow. It will be only civil in return for 
his politeness to ask to see him. Perhaps something may come of it. Whether much, little, 
or nothing, my dear Van L., you shall hear.  
 

Chapter III 
Dr. Hesselius picks up something in Latin books 



 
                 WELL, I have called at Blank Street. 
 
                 On inquiring at the door, the servant told me that Mr. Jennings was engaged 
very particularly with a gentlemen, a clergyman from Kenlis, his parish in the country. 
Intending to reserve my privilege and to call again, I merely intimated that I should try 
another time, and had turned to go when the servant begged my pardon, and asked me, 
looking at me a little more attentively than well-bred persons of his order usually do, 
whether I was Dr. Hesselius; and on learning that I was, he said, "Perhaps then, sir, you 
would allow me to mention it to Mr. Jennings, for I am sure he wishes to see you." 
 
                 The servant returned in a moment with a message from Mr. Jennings, asking 
me to go into his study, which was in effect his back drawing-room, promising to be with 
me in a very few minutes. 
 
                 This was really a study -- almost a library. The room was lofty, with two tall 
slender windows and rich dark curtains. It was much larger than I had expected, and 
stored with books on every side, from the floor to the ceiling. The upper carpet -- for to 
my tread it felt that there were two or three -- was a Turkey carpet. My steps fell 
noiselessly. The bookcases standing out placed the windows, particularly narrow ones, in 
deep recesses. The effect of the room was, although extremely comfortable and even 
luxurious, decidedly gloomy, and aided by the silence, almost oppressive. Perhaps, 
however, I ought to have allowed something for association. My mind had connected 
peculiar ideas with Mr. Jennings. I stepped into this perfectly silent room of a very silent 
house with a peculiar foreboding, and its darkness and solemn clothing of books, for 
except where two narrow looking-glasses were set in the wall they were everywhere, 
helped this somber feeling. 
 
                 While awaiting Mr. Jennings' arrival, I amused myself by looking into some of 
the books with which his shelves were laden. Not among these but immediately under 
then, with their backs upward, on the floor, I lighted upon a complete set of 
Swedenborg's Arcana Cælestia in the original Latin, a very fine folio set, bound in the 
natty livery which theology affects, pure vellum, namely gold letters, and carmine edges. 
There were paper markers in several of these volumes. I raised and placed them, one after 
the other, upon the table, and opening where these papers were placed I read in the 
solemn Latin phraseology a series of sentences indicated by a penciled line at the margin. 
Of these I copy here a few, translating them into English. 
 
                 "When man's interior sight is opened, which is that of his spirit, then there 
appear the things of another life, which cannot possibly be made visible to the bodily 
sight."... 
 
                 "By the internal sight it has been granted me to see the things that are in the 
other life more clearly than I see those that are in the world. From these considerations, it 
is evident that external vision exists from interior vision, and this from a vision still more 
interior, and so on."... 



 
                 "There are with every man at least two evil spirits."... 
 
                 "With wicked genii there is also a fluent speech, but harsh and grating. There 
is also among them a speech which is not fluent, wherein the dissent of the thoughts is 
perceived as something secretly creeping along within it." 
 
                 "The evil spirits associated with man are indeed from from the hells, but when 
with man they are not then in hell, but are taken out thence. The place where they then 
are is in the midst between heaven and hell, and is called the world of spirits -- when the 
evil spirits who are with man are in that world, they are not in any infernal torment but in 
every thought and affection of man, and so in all that the man himself enjoys. But when 
they are remitted into their hell, they return to their former state."... 
 
                 "If evil spirits could perceive that they were associated with man, and yet that 
they were spirits separate from him, and if they could flow in into the things of his body, 
they would attempt by a thousand means to destroy him; for they hate man with a deadly 
hatred."... 
 
                 "Knowing, therefore, that I was a man in the body, they were continually 
striving to destroy me, not as to the body only, but especially as to the soul. For to 
destroy any man or spirit is the very delight of the life of all who are in hell, but I have 
been continually protected by the Lord. Hence it appears how dangerous it is for man to 
be in a living consort with spirits, unless he be in the good of faith."... 
 
                 "Nothing is more carefully guarded from the knowledge of associate spirits 
than their being thus conjoint with a man, for if they knew it they would speak to him, 
with the intention to destroy him."... 
 
                 "The delight of hell is to do evil to man, and to hasten his eternal ruin." 
 
                 A long note, written with a very sharp and fine pencil in Mr. Jennings' neat 
hand, at the foot of the page caught my eye. Expecting his criticism upon the text, I read a 
word or two and stopped, for it was something quite different, and began with these 
words, Deus misereatur mei -- "May God compassionate me." Thus warned of its private 
nature, I averted my eyes and shut the book, replacing all the volumes as I had found 
them, except one which interested me and in which, as men studious and solitary in their 
habits will do, I grew so absorbed as to take no cognisance of the outer world, nor to 
remember where I was. 
 
                 I was reading some pages which refer to "representatives" and 
"correspondents," in the technical language of Swedenborg, and had arrived at a passage, 
the substance of which is that evil spirits, when seen by other eyes than those of their 
infernal associates, present themselves, by "correspondence," in the shape of the beast 
(fera) which represents their particular lust and life, in aspect direful and atrocious. This 
is a long passage, and particularises a number of those bestial forms. 



 
 
 

Chapter IV 
Four eyes were reading the passage 

 
                I WAS running the head of my pencil-case along the line as I read it, and 
something caused me to raise my eyes. 
 
                Directly before me was one of the mirrors I have mentioned, in which I saw 
reflected the tall shape of my friend Mr. Jennings leaning over my shoulder, and reading 
the page at which I was busy, and with a face so dark and wild that I should hardly have 
known him. 
 
                I turned and rose. He stood erect also, and with an effort laughed a little, 
saying: 
 
                "I came in and asked you how you did, but without succeeding in awaking you 
from your book, so I could not restrain my curiosity, and very impertinently, I'm afraid, 
peeped over your shoulder. This is not your first time of looking into those pages. You 
have looked into Swedenborg, no doubt, long ago?" 
 
                "Oh dear, yes! I owe Swedenborg a great deal. You will discover traces of him 
in the little book on Metaphysical Medicine which you were so good as to remember." 
 
                Although my friend affected a gaiety of manner, there was a slight flush in his 
face, and I could perceive that he was inwardly much perturbed. 
 
                "I'm scarcely yet qualified, I know so little of Swedenborg. I've only had them a 
fortnight," he answered, "and I think they are rather likely to make a solitary man nervous 
-- that is, judging from the very little I have read -- I don't say they have made me so," he 
laughed, "and I'm so very much obliged for the book. I hope you got my note?" 
 
                I made all proper acknowledgements and modest disclaimers. 
 
                "I never read a book that I go with so entirely as that of yours," he continued. "I 
saw at once there is more in it than is quite unfolded. Do you know Dr. Harley?" he 
asked, rather abruptly. 
 
                In passing, the editor remarks that the physician here named was one of the 
most eminent who had ever practised in England. 
 
                I did, having had letters to him, and had experienced from him great courtesy 
and considerable assistance during my visit to England. 
 



                "I think that man one of the very greatest fools I ever met in my life," said Mr. 
Jennings. 
 
                This was the first time I had ever heard him say a sharp thing of anybody, and 
such a term applied to so high a name a little startled me. 
 
                "Really! And in what way?" I asked. 
 
                "In his profession," he answered. 
 
                I smiled. 
 
                "I mean this," he said: "he seems to me one half blind -- I mean one half of all 
he looks at is dark -- preternaturally bright and vivid all the rest, and the worst of it is, it 
seems wilful. I can't get him -- I mean he won't -- I've had some experience of him as a 
physician, but I look on him as, in that sense, no better than a paralytic mind, an intellect 
half dead. I'll tell you -- I know I shall some time -- all about it," he said, with a little 
agitation. "You stay some months longer in England. If I should be out of town during 
your stay for a little time, would you allow me to trouble you with a letter?" 
 
                "I should be only too happy," I assured him. 
 
                "Very good of you. I am so utterly dissatisfied with Harley." 
 
                "A little leaning to the materialistic school," I said. 
 
                "A mere materialist," he corrected me. "You can't think how that sort of thing 
worries one who knows better. You won't tell anyone -- any of my friends you know -- 
that I am hippish; now, for instance, no one knows --not even Lady Mary -- that I have 
seen Dr. Harley or any other doctor. So pray don't mention it; and, if I should have any 
threatening of an attack, you'll kindly let me write, or, should I be in town, have a little 
talk with you." 
 
                I was full of conjecture, and unconsciously I found I had fixed my eyes gravely 
on him, for he lowered his for a moment, and he said: 
 
                "I see you think I might as well tell you now, or else you are forming a 
conjecture, but you may as well give it up. If you were guessing all the rest of your life, 
you would never hit on it." 
 
                He shook his head smiling, and over that wintry sunshine a black cloud 
suddenly came down, and he drew his breath in through his teeth as men do in pain. 
 
                "Sorry, of course, to learn that you apprehend occasion to consult any of us, but 
command me when and how you like, and I need not assure you that your confidence is 
sacred." 



 
                He then talked of quite other things, and in a comparatively cheerful way and 
after a little time, I took my leave. 
 
 

Chapter V 
Dr. Hesselius is summoned to Richmond 

 
                WE parted cheerfully, but he was not cheerful, nor was I. There are certain 
expressions of that powerful organ of the spirit -- the human face -- which, although I 
have seen them often, and possess a doctor's never, yet disturb me profoundly. One look 
of Mr. Jennings haunted me. It had seized my imagination with so dismal a power that I 
changed my plans for the evening, and went to the opera, feeling that I wanted a change 
of ideas. 
 
                I heard nothing of or from him for two or three days, when a note in his hand 
reached me. It was cheerful, and full of hope. He said that he had been for some little 
time so much better -- quite well in fact -- that he was going to make a little experiment, 
and run down for a month or so to his parish to try whether a little work might not quite 
set him up. There was in it a fervent religious expression of gratitude for his restoration, 
as he now almost hoped he might call it. 
 
                A day or two later I saw Lady Mary, who repeated what his note had 
announced, and told me that he was actually in Warwickshire, having resumed his 
clerical duties at Kenlis. Then she added, "I begin to think that he is really perfectly well, 
and that there never was anything the matter more than nerves and fancy; we are all 
nervous, but I fancy there is nothing like a little hard work for that kind of weakness, and 
he has made up his mind to try it. I should not be surprised if he did not come back for a 
year." 
 
                Notwithstanding all this confidence, only two days later I had this note, dated 
from his house off Piccadilly: 
 
                Dear Sir, -- I have returned disappointed. If I should feel at all able to see you, I 
shall write to ask you kindly to call. At present, I am too low and, in fact, simply unable 
to say all I wish to say. Pray don't mention my name to my friends. I can see no one. By-
and-by, please G-d, you shall hear from me. I mean to take a run into Shropshire, where 
some of my people are. G-d bless you! May we, on my return, meet more happily than I 
can now write. 
 
                About a week after this I saw Lady Mary at her own house, the last person, she 
said, left in town, and just on the wing for Brighton, for the London season was quite 
over. She told me that she had heard from Mr. Jennings' niece Martha, in Shropshire. 
There was nothing to be gathered from her letter more than that he was low and nervous. 
In those words, of which healthy people think so lightly, what a world of suffering is 
sometimes hidden! 



 
                Nearly five weeks had passed without any further news of Mr. Jennings. At the 
end of that time I received a note from him. He wrote: 
 
                "I have been in the country, and have had change of air, change of scene, 
change of faces, change of everything -- and in everything -- but myself. I have made up 
my mind, so far as the most irresolute creature on Earth can do it, to tell my case fully to 
you. If your engagements will permit, pray come to me today, tomorrow, or the next day; 
but pray defer as little as possible. You know not how much I need help. I have a quiet 
house at Richmond, where I now am. Perhaps you can manage to come to dinner, or to 
luncheon, or even to tea. You shall have no trouble in finding me out. The servant at 
Blank Street, who takes this note, will have a carriage at your door at any hour you 
please, and I am always to be found. You will say that I ought not to be alone. I have 
tried everything. Come and see." 
 
                I called up the servant, and decided on going out the same evening, which 
accordingly I did. 
 
                He would have been much better in a lodging-house or hotel, I thought as I 
drove up through a short double row of somber elms to a very old-fashioned brick house, 
darkened by the foliage of these trees which overtopped and nearly surrounded it. It was a 
perverse choice, for nothing could be imagined more triste and silent. The house, I found, 
belonged to him. He had stayed for a day or two in town, and finding it for some cause 
insupportable had come out here, probably because being furnished and his own he was 
relieved of the thought and delay of selection by coming here. 
 
                The sun had already set, and the red reflected light of the western sky 
illuminated the scene with the peculiar effect with which we are all familiar. The hall 
seemed very dark, but getting back to the back drawing-room, whose windows command 
the west, I was again in the same dusky light. 
 
                I sat down, looking out upon the richly-wooded landscape that glowed in the 
grand and melancholy light which was every moment fading. The corners of the room 
were already dark; all was growing dim, and the gloom was insensibly toning my mind, 
already prepared for what was sinister. I was waiting alone for his arrival, which soon 
took place. 
                The door communicating with the front room opened, and the tall figure of Mr. 
Jennings, faintly seen in the ruddy twilight, came, with quiet stealthy steps, into the room. 
 
                We shook hands and, taking a chair to the window, where there was still light 
enough to enable us to see each others' faces, he sat down beside me and ,placing his 
hand upon my arm, with scarcely a word of preface began his narrative. 
 
 

Chapter VI 



How Mr. Jennings met his companion 
 
                 THE faint glow of the west, the pomp of the then-lonely woods of Richmond, 
were before us, behind and about us the darkening room, and on the stony face of the 
sufferer -- for the character of his face, though still gentle and sweet, was changed -- 
rested that dim, odd glow which seems to descend and produce, where it touches, lights, 
sudden though faint, which are lost almost without gradation in darkness. The silence too 
was utter: not a distant wheel or bark or whistle from without, and within the depressing 
stillness of an invalid bachelor's house. 
 
                 I guessed well the nature, though not even vaguely the particulars of the 
revelations I was about to receive, from that fixed face of suffering that so oddly flushed 
stood out like a portrait of Schalken's before its background of darkness. 
 
                 "It began," he said, "on the 15th of October, three years and eleven weeks ago, 
and two days -- I keep very accurate count, for every day is torment. If I leave anywhere 
a chasm in my narrative tell me. 
 
                 "About four years ago I began a work which had cost me very much thought 
and reading, It was upon the religious metaphysics of the ancients." 
 
                 "I know," said I, "the actual religion of educated and thinking paganism, quite 
apart from symbolic worship? A wide and very interesting field." 
 
                 "Yes, but not good for the mind -- the Christian mind, I mean. Paganism is all 
bound together in essential unity, and with evil sympathy their religion involves their art, 
and both their manners, and the subject is a degrading fascination and the nemesis sure. 
God forgive me! 
 
                 "I wrote a great deal; I wrote late at night. I was always thinking on the 
subject, walking about, wherever I was, everywhere. It thoroughly infected me. You are 
to remember that all the material ideas connected with it were more or less of the 
beautiful, the subject itself delightfully interesting, and I, then, without a care." 
 
                 He sighed heavily. 
 
                 "I believe that everyone who sets about writing in earnest does his work, as a 
friend of mine phrased it, on something -- tea, or coffee, or tobacco. I suppose there is a 
material waste that must be hourly supplied in such occupations, or that we should grow 
too abstracted and the mind, as it were, pass out of the body, unless it were reminded 
often enough of the connection by actual sensation. At all events, I felt the want, and I 
supplied it. Tea was my companion -- at first the ordinary black tea, made in the usual 
way, not too strong; but I drank a good deal, and increased its strength as I went on. I 
never experienced an uncomfortable symptom from it. I began to take a little green tea. I 
found the effect pleasanter, it cleared and intensified the power of thought so, I had come 
to take it frequently, but not stronger than one might take it for pleasure. I wrote a great 



deal out here, it was so quiet, and in this room. I used to sit up very late, and it became a 
habit with me to sip my tea -- green tea -- every now and then as my work proceeded. I 
had a little kettle on my tale that swung over a lamp, and made tea two or three times 
between eleven o'clock and two or three in the morning, my hours of going to bed. I used 
to go into town every day. I was not a monk, and, although I spent an hour or two in a 
library hunting up authorities and looking out lights upon my theme, I was in no morbid 
state as far as I can judge. I met my friends pretty much as usual and enjoyed their 
society, and, on the whole, existence had never been, I think, so pleasant before. 
 
                 "I had met with a man who had some odd old books, German editions in 
mediæval Latin, and I was only too happy to be permitted access to them. This obliging 
person's books were in the City, a very out-of-the-way part of it. I had rather out-stayed 
my intended hour, and, on coming out, seeing no cab near, I was tempted to get into the 
omnibus which used to drive past this house. It was darker than this by the time the 'bus 
had reached an old house, you may have remarked, with four poplars at each side of the 
door, and there the last passenger but myself got out. We drove along rather faster. It was 
twilight now. I leaned back in my corner next the door ruminating pleasantly. 
 
                 "The interior of the omnibus was nearly dark. I had observed in the corner 
opposite to me at the other side, and at the end next the horses, two small circular 
reflections, as it seemed to me of a reddish light. They were about two inches apart, and 
about the size of those small brass buttons that yachting men used to put upon their 
jackets. I began to speculate, as listless men will, upon this trifle, as it seemed. From what 
centre did that faint but deep red light come, and from what -- glass beads, buttons, toy 
decorations -- was it reflected? We were lumbering along gently, having nearly a mile 
still to go. I had not solved the puzzle, and it became in another minute more odd, for 
these two luminous points, with a sudden jerk, descended nearer and nearer the floor, 
keeping still their relative distance and horizontal position, and then, as suddenly, they 
rose to the level of the seat on which I was sitting and I saw them no more. 
 
                 "My curiosity was no really excited, and, before I had time to think, I saw 
again these two dull lamps, again together near the floor. gain they disappeared, and 
again in their old corner I saw them. 
 
                 "So, keeping my eyes upon them, I edged quietly up my own side, towards the 
end at which I still saw these tiny discs of red. 
 
                 "There was very little light in the 'bus. It was nearly dark. I leaned forward to 
aid my endeavour to discover what these little circles really were. They shifted position a 
little as I did so. I began now to perceive an outline of something black, and I soon saw, 
with tolerable distinctness, the outline of a small black monkey, pushing its face forward 
in mimicry to meet mine. Those were its eyes, and I now dimly saw its teeth grinning at 
me. 
 
                 "I drew back, not knowing whether it might no meditate a spring. I fancied that 
one of the passengers had forgot this ugly pet, and wishing to ascertain something of its 



temper, though not caring to trust my fingers to it, I poked my umbrella softly towards it. 
It remained immovable -- up to it -- through it. For through it, and back and forward it 
passed, without the slightest resistance. 
 
                 "I can't, in the least, convey to you the kind of horror that I felt. When I had 
ascertained that the thing was an illusion, as I then supposed, there came a misgiving 
about myself and a terror that fascinated me in impotence to remove my gaze from the 
eyes of the brute for some moments. As I looked, it made a little skip back, quite into the 
corner, and I, in a panic, found myself at the door, having put my head out, drawing deep 
breaths of the outer air, and staring at the lights and trees we were passing, too glad to 
reassure myself of reality. 
 
                 "I stopped the 'bus and got out. I perceived the man look oddly at me as I paid 
him. I dare say there was something unusual in my looks and manner, for I had never felt 
so strangely before." 
 

Chapter VII 
The journey: first stage 

 
                 "WHEN the omnibus drove on, and I was alone upon the road, I looked 
carefully round to ascertain whether the monkey had followed me. To my indescribable 
relief I saw it nowhere. I can't describe easily what a shock I had received, and my sense 
of genuine gratitude on finding myself, as I supposed, quite rid of it. 
 
                 "I had got out a little before we reached this house, two or three hundred steps. 
A brick wall runs along the footpath, and inside the wall is a hedge of yew, or some dark 
evergreen of that kind, and within that again the row of fine trees which you may have 
remarked as you came. 
 
                 "This brick wall is about as high as my shoulder, and happening to raise my 
eyes I saw the monkey, with that stopping gait, on all fours, walking or creeping close 
beside me on top of the wall. I stopped, looking at it with a feeling of loathing and horror. 
As I stopped so did it. It sat up on the wall with its long hands on its knees looking at me. 
There was not light enough to see it much more than in outline, nor was it dark enough to 
bring the peculiar light of its eyes into strong relief. I still saw, however, that red foggy 
light plainly enough. It did not show its teeth, nor exhibit any sign of irritation, but 
seemed jaded and sulky, and was observing me steadily. 
 
                 "I drew back into the middle of the road. It was an unconscious recoil, and 
there I stood, still looking at it. It did not move. 
 
                 "With an instinctive determination to try something -- anything -- I turned 
about and walked briskly towards town with askance look, all the time, watching the 
movements of the beast. It crept swiftly along the wall, at exactly my pace. 
 



                 "Where the wall ends, near the turn of the road, it came down, and with a wiry 
spring or two brought itself close to my feet, and continued to keep up with me as I 
quickened my pace. It was at my left side, so close to my leg that I felt every moment as 
if I should tread upon it. 
 
                 "The road was quite deserted and silent, and it was darker every moment. I 
stopped dismayed and bewildered, turning as I did so the other way -- I mean towards the 
house, away from which I had been walking. When I stood still, the monkey drew back to 
a distance of, I suppose, about five or six yards, and remained stationary, watching me. 
 
                 "I had been more agitated than I have said. I had read, of course, as everyone 
has, something about 'spectral illusions,' as you physicians term the phenomena of such 
cases. I considered my situation, and looked my misfortune in the face. 
 
                 "These affections, I had read, are sometimes transitory and sometimes 
obstinate. I had read of cases in which the appearance, at first harmless, had, step by step, 
degenerated into something direful and insupportable, and ended by wearing its victim 
out. Still as I stood there, but for my bestial companion, quite alone, I was I tried to 
comfort myself by repeating again and again the assurance 'the thing is purely disease, a 
well-known physical affection, as distinctly as small-pox or neuralgia. Doctors are all 
agreed on that, philosophy demonstrates it. I must not be a fool. I've been sitting up too 
late, and I daresay my digestion is quite wrong, and, with God's help, I shall be all right, 
and this is but a symptom of nervous dyspepsia.' Did I believe this? Not one word of it, 
no more than any other miserable being ever did who is once seized and riveted in this 
satanic captivity. Against my convictions, I might say my knowledge, I was simply 
bullying myself into a false courage. 
 
                 "I now walked homeward. I had only a few hundred yards to go. I had forced 
myself into a sort of resignation, but I had not got over the sickening shock and the flurry 
of the first certainty of my misfortune. 
 
                 I made up my mind to pass the night at home. The brute moved close beside 
me, and I fancied there was the sort of anxious drawing toward the house which one sees 
in tired horses or dogs sometimes as they come toward home. 
 
                 "I was afraid to go into town, and I was afraid of anyone's seeing and 
recognizing me. I was conscious of an irrepressible agitation in my manner. Also, I was 
afraid of any violent change in my habits, such as going to a place of amusement, or 
walking home in order to fatigue myself. At the hall door it waited till I mounted the 
steps, and when the door was opened entered with me. 
 
                 "I drank no tea that night. I got cigars and some brandy and water. My idea 
was that I should act upon my material system, and by living for a while in sensation 
apart from thought send myself forcibly, as it were, into a new groove. I came up here to 
this drawing-room. I sat just here. The monkey then got upon a small table that then stood 
there. It looked dazed and languid. An irrepressible uneasiness as to its movements kept 



my eyes always upon it. Its eyes were half closed, but I could see them glow. It was 
looking steadily at me. In all situations, at all hours, it is awake and looking at me. That 
never changes. 
 
                 "I shall not continue in detail my narrative of this particular night. I shall 
describe, rather, the phenomena of the first year, which never varied, essentially. I shall 
describe the monkey as it appeared in daylight. In the dark, as you shall presently hear, 
there are peculiarities. It is a small monkey, perfectly black. It had only one peculiarity – 
a character of malignity -- unfathomable malignity. During the first year it look sullen 
and sick. But this character of intense malice and vigilance was always underlying that 
surly languor. During all that time it acted as if on a plan of giving me as little trouble as 
was consistent with watching me. Its eyes were never off me. I have never lost sight of it, 
except in my sleep, light or dark, day or night, since it came here, excepting when it 
withdraws for some weeks at a time, unaccountably. 
 
                 "In total dark it is visible as in daylight. I do not mean merely its eyes. It is all 
visible distinctly in a halo that resembles a glow of red embers, and which accompanies it 
in all its movements. 
 
                 "When it leaves me for a time it is always at night, in the dark, and in the same 
way. It grows at first uneasy, and then furious, and then advances towards me, grinning 
and shaking, its paws clenched and, at the same time, there comes the appearance of fire 
in the grate. I never have any fire. I can't sleep in the room where there is any, and it 
draws nearer and nearer to the chimney, quivering, it seems, with rage, and when its fury 
rises to the highest pitch, it springs into the grate and up the chimney, and I see it no 
more. 
 
                 "When first this happened, I thought I was released. I was now a new man. A 
day passed -- a night -- and no return, and a blessed week -- a week -- another week. I 
was always on my knees, Dr. Hesselius, always, thanking G-d and praying. A whole 
month passed of liberty, but on a sudden, it was with me again. 
 

Chapter VIII 
The second stage 

 
                 "IT was with me, and the malice which before was torpid under a sullen 
exterior was not active. It was perfectly unchanged in every other respect. This new 
energy was apparent in its activity and its looks, and soon in other ways. 
 
                 "For a time, you will understand, the change was shown only in an increased 
vivacity, and an air of menace, as if it were always brooding over some atrocious plan. Its 
eyes, as before, were never off me." 
 
                 "Is it here now?" I asked. 
 



                 "No," he replied, "it has been absent exactly a fortnight and a day -- fifteen 
days. It has sometimes been away as long as nearly two months, once for three. Its 
absence always exceeds a fortnight, although it may be but by a single day. Fifteen days 
having past since I saw it last, it may return now at any moment." 
 
                 "Is its return," I asked, "accompanied by any peculiar manifestation?" 
 
                 "Nothing -- no," he said. "It is simply with me again. On lifting my eyes from a 
book, or turning my head, I see it, as usual, looking at me, and then it remains, as before 
for its appointed time. I have never told so much and so minutely before to anyone." 
 
                 I perceived that he was agitated, and looking like death, and he repeatedly 
applied his handkerchief to his forehead; I suggested that he might be tired, and told him 
that I would call, with pleasure, in the morning, but he said: 
 
                 "No, if you don't mind hearing it all now. I have got so far, and I should prefer 
making one effort of it. When I spoke to Dr. Harley I had nothing like so much to tell. 
You are a philosophic physician. You give spirit its proper rank. If this thing is real --" 
 
                 He paused looking at me with agitated inquiry. 
 
                 "We can discuss it by-and-by, and very fully. I will give you all I think," I 
answered after an interval. 
 
                 "Well -- very well. If it is anything real, I say, it is prevailing, little by little, 
and drawing me more interiorly into hell. Optic nerves, he talked of. Ah! well -- there are 
other nerves of communication. May God Almighty help me! You shall hear. 
 
                 "Its power of action, I tell you, had increased. Its malice became, in a way, 
aggressive. About two years ago, some questions that were pending between me and the 
bishop having been settled, I went down to my parish in Warwickshire, anxious to find 
occupation in my profession. I was not prepared for what happened, although I have since 
thought I might have apprehended something like it. The reason of my saying so is this -" 
 
                 He was beginning to speak with a great deal more effort and reluctance, and 
sighed often, and seemed at times nearly overcome. But at this time his manner was not 
agitated. It was more like that of a sinking patient, who has given himself up. 
 
                 "Yes, but I will first tell you about Kenlis, my parish. 
 
                 "It was with me when I left this place for Dawlbridge. It was my silent 
traveling companion, and it remained with me at the vicarage. When I entered on the 
discharge of my duties, another change took place. The thing exhibited an atrocious 
determination to thwart me. It was with me in the church -- in the reading-desk -- in the 
pulpit -- within the communion rails. At last it reached this extremity, that while I was 



reading to the congregation it would spring upon the book and squat there, so that I was 
unable to see the page. This happened more than once. 
 
                 "I left Dawlbridge for a time. I placed myself in Dr. Harley's hands. I did 
everything he told me. He gave my case a great deal of thought. It interested him, I think. 
He seemed successful. For nearly three months I was perfectly free from a return. I began 
to think I was safe. With his full assent I returned to Dawlbridge. 
 
                 "I traveled in a chaise. I was in good spirits. I was more -- I was happy and 
grateful. I was returning, as I thought, delivered from a dreadful hallucination, to the 
scene of duties which I longed to enter upon. It was a beautiful sunny evening, everything 
looked serene and cheerful, and I was delighted. I remember looking out of the window 
to see the spire of my church at Kenlis among the trees, at the point where one has the 
earliest view of it. It is exactly where the little stream that bounds the parish passes under 
the road by a culvert, and where it emerges at the road-side, a stone with an old 
inscription is placed. As we passed this point, I drew my head in and sat down, and in the 
corner of the chaise was the monkey. 
 
                 "For a moment I felt faint, and then quite wild with despair and horror. I called 
to the driver, and got out, and sat down at the road-side, and prayed to G-d silently for 
mercy. A despairing resignation supervened. My companion was with me as I re-entered 
the vicarage. The same persecution followed. After a short struggle I submitted, and soon 
I left the place. 
 
                 "I told you," he said, "that the beast has before this become in certain ways 
aggressive. I will explain a little. It seemed to be actuated by intense and increasing fury 
whenever I said my prayers, or even meditated prayer. It amounted at last to a dreadful 
interruption. You will ask, how could a silent immaterial phantom effect that? It was 
thus, whenever I meditated praying. It was always before me, and nearer and nearer. 
 
                 "It used to spring on a table, on the back of a chair, on the chimney-piece, and 
slowly to swing itself from side to side, looking at me all the time. There is in its motion 
an indefinable power to dissipate thought, and to contract one's attention to that 
monotony, till the ideas shrink, as it were, to a point, and at last to nothing – and unless I 
had started up and shook off the catalepsy I have felt as if my mind were on the point of 
losing itself. There are other ways," he sighed heavily; "thus, for instance, while I pray 
with my eyes closed it comes closer and closer, and I see it. I know it is not to be 
accounted for physically, but I do actually see it, though my lids are closed, and so it 
rocks my mind, as it were, and overpowers me, and I am obliged to rise from my knees. 
If you had ever yourself known this, you would be acquainted with desperation." 
 

Chapter IX 
The third stage 

 
                 "I SEE, Dr. Hesselius, that you don't lose one word of my statement. I need not 
ask you to listen specially to what I am now going to tell you. They talk of the optic 



nerves, and of spectral illusions, as if the organ of sight was the only point assailable by 
the influences that have fastened upon me -- I know better. For two years in my direful 
case that limitation prevailed. But as food is taken in softly at the lips, and then brought 
under the teeth, as the tip of the little finger caught in a mill crank will draw in the hand, 
and the arm, and the whole body, so the miserable mortal who has been once caught 
firmly by the end of the finest fibre of his nerve is drawn in and in, by the enormous 
machinery of hell, until he is as I am. Yes, Doctor, as I am, for a while I talk to you, and 
implore relief, I feel that my prayer is for the impossible, and my pleading with the 
inexorable." 
 
                 I endeavoured to calm his visibly increasing agitation, and told him that he 
must not despair. 
 
                 While we talked the night overtaken us. The filmy moonlight was wide over 
the scene which the window commanded, and I said: 
 
                 "Perhaps you would prefer having candles. This light, you know, is odd. I 
should wish you, as much as possible, under your usual conditions while I make my 
diagnosis, shall I call it -- otherwise I don't care." 
 
                 "All lights are the same to me," he said, "except when I read or write, I care 
not if night were perpetual. I am going to tell you what happened about a year ago. The 
thing began to speak to me." 
 
                 "Speak! How do you mean -- speak as a man does, do you mean?" 
 
                 "Yes; speak in words and consecutive sentences, with perfect coherence and 
articulation; but there is a peculiarity. It is not like the tone of a human voice. It is not by 
my ears it reaches me -- it comes like a singing through my head. 
 
                 "This faculty, the power of speaking to me, will be my undoing. It won't let me 
pray, it interrupts me with dreadful blasphemies. I dare not go on, I could not. Oh! 
Doctor, can the skill, and thought, and prayers of man avail me nothing!" 
 
                 "You must promise me, my dear sir, not to trouble yourself with unnecessarily 
exciting thoughts; confine yourself strictly to the narrative of facts; and recollect, above 
all, that even if the thing that infests you be, you seem to suppose a reality with an actual 
independent life and will, yet it can have no power to hurt you, unless it be given from 
above: its access to your senses depends mainly upon your physical condition – this is, 
under God, your comfort and reliance: we are all alike environed. It is only that in your 
case, the 'paries,' the veil of the flesh, the screen, is a little out of repair, and sights and 
sounds are transmitted. We must enter on a new course, sir – be encouraged. I'll give 
tonight to the careful consideration of the whole case." 
 



                 "You are very good, sir; you think it worth trying, you don't give me quite up; 
but sir, you don't know, it is gaining such an influence over me: it orders me about, it is 
such a tyrant, and I'm growing so helpless. May God deliver me!" 
 
                 "It orders you about -- of course you mean by speech?" 
 
                 "Yes, yes; it is always urging me to crimes, to injure others or myself. You see, 
Doctor, the situation is urgent, it is indeed. When I was in Shropshire a few weeks ago" 
(Mr. Jennings was speaking rapidly and trembling now, holding my arm with one hand 
and looking in my face), "I went out one day with a party of friends for a walk. My 
persecutor, I tell you, was with me at the time. I lagged behind the rest; the country near 
the Dee, you know, is beautiful. Our path happened to lie near a coal mine, and at the 
verge of the wood is a perpendicular shaft, they say, a hundred and fifty feet deep. My 
niece had remained behind with me -- she knows, of course, nothing of the nature of my 
sufferings. She knew, however, that I had been ill, and was low, and she remained to 
prevent my being quite alone. As we loitered slowly on together, the brute that 
accompanied me was urging me to throw myself down the shaft. I tell you now -- oh, sir, 
think of it! -- the one consideration that saved me from that hideous death was the fear 
lest the shock of witnessing the occurrence should be too much for the poor girl. I asked 
her to go on and walk with her friends, saying that I could go no further. She made 
excuses, and the more I urged her the firmer she became. She looked doubtful and 
frightened. I suppose there was something in my looks or manner that alarmed her, but 
she would not go, and that literally saved me. You had no idea, sir, that a living man 
could be made so abject a slave of Satan," he said, with a ghastly groan and a shudder. 
 
                 There was a pause here, and I said, "You were preserved nevertheless. It was 
the act of God. You are in His hands and in the power of no other being: be therefore 
confident for the future." 
 

Chapter X 
Home 

 
                 I MADE him have candles lighted, and saw the room looking cheery and 
inhabited before I left him. I told him that he must regard his illness strictly as one 
dependent on physical, though subtle physical causes. I told him that he had evidence of 
God's care and love in the deliverance which he had just described, and that I had 
perceived with pain that he seemed to regard its peculiar features as indicating that he had 
been delivered over to spiritual reprobation. Than such a conclusion nothing could be, I 
insisted, less warranted; and not only so, but more contrary to facts, as disclosed in his 
mysterious deliverance from that murderous influence during his Shropshire excursion. 
First, his niece had been retained by his side without his intending to keep her near him; 
and, secondly, there had been infused into his mind an irresistible repugnance to execute 
the dreadful suggestion in her presence. 
 
                 As I reasoned this point with him, Mr. Jennings wept. He seemed comforted. 
One promise I exacted, which was that should the monkey at any time return, I should be 



sent for immediately; and, repeating my assurance that I would give neither time nor 
thought to any other subject until I had thoroughly investigated his case, and that 
tomorrow he should hear the result, I took my leave. 
 
                 Before getting into the carriage I told the servant that his master was far from 
well, and that he should make a point of frequently looking into his room. 
 
                 My own arrangements I made with a view to being quite secure from 
interruption. 
 
                 I merely called at my lodgings, and with a travelling-desk and carpet-bag set 
off in a hackney carriage for an inn about two miles out of town, called "The Horns," a 
very quiet and comfortable house with good thick walls. And there I resolved, without the 
possibility of intrusion or distraction, to devote some hours of the night in my 
comfortable sitting-room to Mr. Jennings' case, and so much of the morning as it might 
require. 
 
                 (There occurs here a careful note of Dr. Hesselius' opinion upon the case, and 
of the habits, dietary, and medicines which he prescribed. It is curious -- some persons 
would say mystical. But, on the whole, I doubt whether it would sufficiently interest a 
reader of the kind I am likely to meet with to warrant its being here reprinted. The whole 
letter was plainly written at the inn where he had hid himself for the occasion. The next 
letter is dated from his town lodgings.) 
 
                 I left town for the inn where I slept last night at half-past nine, and did not 
arrive at my room in town until one o'clock this afternoon. I found a letter in Mr. 
Jennings' hand upon my table. It had not come by post, and, on inquiry, I learned that Mr. 
Jennings' servant had brought it, and on learning that I was not to return until today, and 
that no one could tell him my address, he seemed very uncomfortable, and said his orders 
from his master were that he was not to return without an answer. 
 
                 I opened the letter and read: 
 
                “ Dear Dr. Hesselius. -- It is here. You had not been an hour gone when it    
   returned. It is speaking. It knows all that has happened. It knows everything -- it knows  
   you, and is frantic and atrocious. It reviles. I send you this. It knows every word I have  
   written – I write. This I promised, and I therefore write, but I fear very confused, very  
   incoherently. I am so interrupted, disturbed.  
 

Ever yours, sincerely yours,  
Robert Lynder Jennings.” 

 
                 "When did this come?" I asked. 
 
                 "About eleven last night; the man was here again, and has been here three 
times today. The last time is about an hour since." 



 
                 Thus answered, and with the notes I had made upon his case in my pocket, I 
was in a few minutes driving towards Richmond, to see Mr. Jennings. 
 
                 I by no means, as you perceive, despaired of Mr. Jennings' case. He had 
himself remembered and applied, though quite in a mistaken way, the principle which I 
lay down in my Metaphysical Medicine, and which governs all such cases. I was about to 
apply it in earnest. I was profoundly interested, and very anxious to see and examine him 
while the "enemy" was actually present. 
 
                 I drove up to the somber house, and ran up the steps, and knocked. The door, 
in a little time, was opened by a tall woman in black silk. She looked ill, and as if she had 
been crying. She curtseyed, and heard my question, but she did not answer. She turned 
her face away, extending her hand towards two men who were coming down-stairs; and 
thus having, as it were, tacitly made me over to them, she passed through a side-door 
hastily and shut it. 
 
                 The man who was nearest the hall I at once accosted, but being now close to 
him I was shocked to see that both his hands were covered with blood. 
 
                 I drew back a little, and the man, passing downstairs, merely said in a low 
tone, "Here's the servant, sir." 
 
                 The servant had stopped on the stairs, confounded and dub at seeing me. He 
was rubbing his hands in a handkerchief, and it was steeped in blood. 
 
                 "Jones, what is it? What has happened?" I asked, while a sickening suspicion 
overpowered me. 
 
                 The man asked me to come up to the lobby. I was beside him in a moment, 
and, frowning and pallid, with contracted eyes, he told me the horror which I already half 
guessed. 
 
                 His master had made away with himself. 
 
                 I went upstairs with him to the room -- what I saw there I won't tell you. He 
had cut his throat with his razor. It was a frightful gash. The two men had laid him on the 
bed, and composed his limbs. It had happened, as the immense pool of blood on the floor 
declared, at some distance between the bed and the window. There was carpet round his 
bed, and a carpet under his dressing-table, but none on the rest of the floor, for the man 
said he did not like a carpet on his bedroom. In this somber and now terrible room, one of 
the great elms that darkened the house was slowly moving the shadow of one of its great 
boughs upon this dreadful floor. 
 



                 I beckoned to the servant, and we went downstairs together. I turned off the 
hall into an old-fashioned paneled room, and there standing I heard all the servant had to 
tell. It was not a great deal. 
 
                 "I concluded, sir, from your words and looks, sir, as you left last night, that 
you thought my master was seriously ill. I thought it might be that you were afraid of a fit 
or something. So I attended very close to your directions. He sat up late, till past three 
o'clock. He was not writing or reading. He was talking a great deal to himself, but that 
was nothing unusual. At about that hour I assisted him to undress, and left him in his 
slippers and dressing-gown. I went back softly in about half-an-hour. He was in his bed, 
quite undressed, and a pair of candles lighted on the table beside his bed. He was leaning 
on his elbow and looking out at the other side of the bed when I came in. I asked him if 
he wanted anything, and he said No. 
 
                 "I don't know whether it was what you said to me, sir, or something a little 
unusual about him, but I was uneasy, uncommon uneasy about him last night. 
 
                 "In another half hour, or it might be a little more, I went up again. I did not 
hear him talking as before. I opened the door a little. The candles were both out, which 
was not usual. I had a bedroom candle, and I let the light in a little bit, looking softly 
round. I saw him sitting in that chair beside the dressing-table with his clothes on again. 
He turned round and looked at me. I thought it strange he should get up and dress, and 
put out the candles to sit in the dark that way. But I only asked him again if I could do 
anything for him. He said No rather sharp, I thought. I asked him if I might light the 
candles, and he said, 'Do as you like, Jones.' So I lighted them, and I lingered about the 
room, and he said, 'Tell me truth, Jones: why did you come again -- you did not hear 
anyone cursing?' 'No, sir,' I said, wondering what he could mean. 
 
                 " 'No,' said he, after me, 'of course, no;' and I said to him, 'Wouldn't it be well, 
sir, you went to bed? It's just five o'clock;' and he said nothing but 'Very likely; good-
night, Jones.' So I went, sir, but in less than an hour I came again. The door was fast, and 
he heard me, and called as I thought from the bed to know what I wanted, and he desired 
me not to disturb him again. I lay down and slept for a little. It must have been between 
six and seven when I went up again. The door was still fast, and he made no answer, so I 
did not like to disturb him, and thinking he was asleep, I left him till nine. It was his 
custom to ring when he wished me to come, and I had no particular hour for calling him. 
I tapped very gently, and getting no answer I stayed away a good while, supposing he 
was getting rest then. It was not till eleven o'clock I grew really uncomfortable about him 
-- for at the latest he was never, that I could remember, later than half-past ten. I got no 
answer. I knocked and called, and still no answer. So not being able to force the door, I 
called Thomas from the stables, and together we forced it, and found him in the shocking 
way you saw." 
 
                 Jones had no more to tell. Poor Mr. Jennings was very gentle, and very kind. 
All his people were fond of him. I could see that the servant was very much moved. 
 



                 So, dejected and agitated, I passed from that terrible house, and its dark canopy 
of elms, and I hope I shall never see it more. While I write to you I feel like a man who 
has but half waked from a frightful and monotonous dream. My memory rejects the 
picture with incredulity and horror. Yet I know it is true. It is the story of the process of a 
poison, a poison which excites the reciprocal action of spirit and nerve, and paralyses the 
tissue that separates those cognate functions of the senses, the external and the interior. 
Thus we find strange bed-fellows, and the mortal and immortal prematurely make 
acquaintance. 
 

Conclusion 
A word for those who suffer 

 
                 My dear Van L--, you have suffered from an affection similar to that which I 
have just described. You twice complained of a return of it. 
 
                 Who, under God, cured you? Your humble servant, Martin Hesselius. Let me 
rather adopt the more emphasized piety of a certain good old French surgeon of three 
hundred years ago: "I treated, and God cured you." 
 
                 Come, my friend, you are not to be hippish. Let me tell you a fact. 
 
                 I have met with, and treated, as my book shows, fifty-seven cases of this kind 
of vision, which I term indifferently "sublimated," "precocious," and "interior." 
 
                 There is another class of affections which are truly termed -- though 
commonly confounded with those which I describe -- spectral illusions. These latter I 
look upon as being no less simply curable than a cold in the head or a trifling dyspepsia. 
 
                 It is those which rank in the first category that test our promptitude of thought. 
Fifty-seven such cases have I encountered, neither more nor less. And in how many of 
these have I failed? In no one single instance. 
 
                 There is no one affliction of mortality more easily and certainly reducible, with 
a little patience, and a rational confidence in the physician. With these simple conditions, 
I look upon the cure as absolutely certain. 
 
                 You are to remember that I had not even commenced to treat Mr. Jennings' 
case. I have not any doubt that I should have cured him perfectly in eighteen months, or 
possibly it might have extended to two years. Some cases are very rapidly curable, others 
extremely tedious. Every intelligent physician who will give thought and diligence to the 
task will effect a cure. 
 
                 You know my tract on "The Cardinal Functions of the Brain." I there, by the 
evidence of innumerable facts, prove, as I think, the high probability of a circulation 
arterial and venous in its mechanism, through the nerves. Of this system, thus considered, 
the brain is the heart. The fluid, which is propagated hence through one class of nerves, 



returns in an altered state through another, and the nature of that fluid is spiritual, though 
not immaterial, any more than, as I before remarked, light or electricity are so. 
 
                 By various abuses, among which the habitual use of such agents as green tea is 
one, this fluid may be affected as to its quality, but it is more frequently disturbed as to 
equilibrium. This fluid being that which we have in common with spirits, a congestion 
found upon the masses of brain or nerve, connected with the interior sense, forms a 
surface unduly exposed, on which disembodied spirits may operate; communication is 
thus more or less effectually established. Between this brain circulation and the heart 
circulation there is an intimate sympathy. The seat, or rather the instrument of exterior 
vision, is the eye. The seat of interior vision is the nervous tissue and brain, immediately 
about and above the eyebrow. You remember how effectually I dissipated your pictures 
by the simple application of iced eau-de-cologne. Few cases, however, can be treated 
exactly alike with anything like rapid success. Cold acts powerfully as a repellent of the 
nervous fluid. Long enough continued it will even produce that permanent insensibility 
which we call numbness, and a little longer, muscular as well as sensational paralysis. 
 
                 I have not, I repeat, the slightest doubt that I should have first dimmed and 
ultimately sealed that inner eye which Mr. Jennings had inadvertently opened. The same 
senses are opened in delirium tremens, and entirely shut up again when the overaction of 
the cerebral heart, and the prodigious nervous congestions that attend it, are terminated 
by a decided change in the state of the body. It is by acting steadily upon the body, by a 
simple process, that this result is produced -- and inevitably produced -- I have never yet 
failed. 
 
                 Poor Mr. Jennings made away with himself. But that catastrophe was the result 
of a totally different malady, which, as it were, projected itself upon the disease which 
was established. His case was in the distinctive manner a complication, and the complaint 
under which he really succumbed was hereditary suicidal mania. Poor Mr. Jennings I 
cannot call a patient of mine, for I had not even begun to treat his case, and he had not 
given me, I am convinced, his full and unreserved confidence. If the patient does not 
array himself on the side of the disease, his cure is certain. 
 

Afternote 
 

Not everybody was fond of the blending of Science with Mysticism that we now take for 
granted in the Ghostbreakers. M. R. James, who wrote thirty-three great ghost stories of 
his own, did not like the psychic doctor sub-genre. This did not stop him from 
appreciating the work of Joseph Sheridan Le Fanu (who had slipped into obscurity after 
his death). James collected his best tales in Madam Crowl’s Ghost(1923). Ironically it is 
thanks to M. R. James that we know the works of the man who inspired the whole line of 
Ghostbreakers. 
  
SIR ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE (1859-1930) created two great heroes. The first was 
Sherlock Holmes in 1887 in the novel A Study in Scarlet. Many of the Holmes and 
Watson tales feature outré-seeming occurrences, but as Holmes says: “No ghosts need 



apply”. The monsters always turn out to be earthly enough.  Doyle wrote perhaps the 
greatest of all false monster stories in The Hound of the Baskerville. Ironically, Doyle 
himself was a great believer in Spiritualism. His second great character was George 
Challenger who discovered The Lost World in 1912. Challenger’s third and least 
successful novel was The Land of Mist (1926) in which Challenger and his friend 
Edward Malone and Challenger’s daughter, Enid, are props in a propagandistic novel 
about Spiritualism. Holmes faced many weird situations in his earlier stories but it is in 
the later ones that he comes face to face with cases that appear openly supernatural: The 
Hound of the Baskervilles, “The Sussex Vampire”, and in this story the very Devil 
himself, “the strangest case I have ever handled…” as Holmes puts it. 
 

THE ADVENTURE OF THE DEVIL’S FOOT (1910) 
By A. Conan Doyle 

 
 IN recording from time to time some of the curious experiences and interesting 
recollections which I associate with my long and intimate friendship with Mr. Sherlock 
Holmes, I have continually been faced by difficulties caused by his own aversion to 
publicity. To his somber and cynical spirit all popular applause was always abhorrent 
and nothing amused him more at the end of a successful case than to hand over the actual 
exposure to some orthodox official, and to listen with a mocking smile to the  
general chorus of misplaced congratulation. It was indeed this attitude upon the part of 
my friend and certainly not any lack of interesting material which has caused me of late 
years to lay very few of my records before the public. My participation in some  
of his adventures was always a privilege which entailed discretion and reticence upon me. 
It was, then, with considerable surprise that I received a telegram from Holmes last 
Tuesday -- he has never been known to write where a telegram would serve -- in the 
following terms: “Why not tell them of the Cornish horror -- strangest case I have 
handled.” I have no idea what backward sweep of memory had brought the matter  fresh 
to his mind, or what freak had caused him to desire that I should recount it; but I hasten, 
before another cancelling telegram may arrive, to hunt out the notes which give me the 
exact details of the case and to lay the narrative before my readers. 
 

It was, then, in the spring of the year 1897 that Holmes's iron constitution showed 
some symptoms of giving way in the face of constant hard work of a most exacting kind, 
aggravated, perhaps, by occasional indiscretions of his own. In March of that year  
Dr. Moore Agar, of Harley Street, whose dramatic introduction to Holmes I may some 
day recount, gave positive injunctions that the famous private agent lay aside all his cases 
and surrender himself to complete rest if he wished to avert an absolute  
breakdown. The state of his health was not a matter in which he himself took the faintest 
interest, for his mental detachment was absolute, but he was induced at last, on the threat 
of being permanently disqualified from work, to give himself a complete  
change of scene and air. Thus it was that in the early spring of that year we found 
ourselves together in a small cottage near Poldhu Bay, at the further extremity of the 
Cornish peninsula. 
 



It was a singular spot, and one peculiarly well suited to the grim humour of my 
patient. From the windows of our little whitewashed house, which stood high upon a 
grassy headland, we looked down upon the whole sinister semicircle of Mounts  
Bay, that old death trap of sailing vessels, with its fringe of black cliffs and surge-swept 
reefs on which innumerable seamen have met their end. With a northerly breeze it lies 
placid and sheltered, inviting the storm-tossed craft to tack into it for rest and  
protection. 
 

Then come the sudden swirl round of the wind, the blustering gale from the  
south-west, the dragging anchor, the lee shore, and the last battle in the creaming 
breakers. The wise mariner stands far out from that evil place. 
 

On the land side our surroundings were as sombre as on the sea. It was a country 
of rolling moors, lonely and dun-coloured, with an occasional church tower to mark the 
site of some old world village. In every direction upon these moors there were  
traces of some vanished race which had passed utterly away, and left as its sole record 
strange monuments of stone, irregular mounds which contained the burned ashes of the 
dead, and curious earthworks which hinted at prehistoric strife. The glamour and mystery 
of the place, with its sinister atmosphere of forgotten nations, appealed to the imagination 
of my friend, and he spent much of his time in long walks and solitary meditations upon 
the moor. The ancient Cornish language had also arrested his attention, and he had, I 
remember, conceived the idea that it was akin to the Chaldean, and had been largely 
derived from the Phoenician traders in tin. He had received a consignment of books upon 
philology and was settling down to develop this thesis when suddenly, to my sorrow and 
to his unfeigned delight, we found ourselves, even in that land of dreams, plunged into a  
problem at our very doors which was more intense, more engrossing, and infinitely more 
mysterious than any of those which had driven us from London. Our simple life and 
peaceful, healthy routine were violently interrupted, and we were precipitated  
into the midst of a series of events which caused the utmost excitement not only in 
Cornwall but throughout the whole west of England. Many of my readers may retain 
some recollection of what was called at the time "The  
Cornish Horror," though a most imperfect account of the matter reached the London 
press. Now, after thirteen years, I will give the true details of this inconceivable affair to 
the public. 
 

I have said that scattered towers marked the villages which dotted this part of 
Cornwall. The nearest of these was the hamlet of Tredannick Wollas, where the cottages 
of a couple of hundred inhabitants clustered round an ancient, moss-grown church. The  
vicar of the parish, Mr. Roundhay, was something of an archeologist, and as such Holmes 
had made his acquaintance. He was a middle-aged man, portly and affable, with a 
considerable fund of local lore. At his invitation we had taken tea at the vicarage  
and had come to know, also, Mr. Mortimer Tregennis, an independent gentleman, who 
increased the clergyman's scanty resources by taking rooms in his large, straggling house. 
The vicar, being a bachelor, was glad to come to such an arrangement, though he had 
little in common with his lodger, who was a thin, dark, spectacled man, with a stoop 
which gave the impression of actual, physical deformity. I remember that during our 



short visit we found the vicar garrulous, but his lodger strangely reticent, a sad-faced, 
introspective man, sitting with averted eyes, brooding apparently upon his own affairs. 
 

These were the two men who entered abruptly into our little sitting-room  
on Tuesday, March the 16th, shortly after our breakfast hour, as we were smoking 
together, preparatory to our daily excursion upon the moors. 
 

"Mr. Holmes," said the vicar in an agitated voice, "the most extraordinary  
and tragic affair has occurred during the night. It is the most unheard-of business. We can 
only regard it as a special Providence that you should chance to be here at the time, for in 
all England you are the one man we need." 
 

I glared at the intrusive vicar with no very friendly eyes; but Holmes took his pipe 
from his lips and sat up in his chair like an old hound who hears the view-holloa. He 
waved his hand to the sofa, and our palpitating visitor with his agitated companion sat 
side by side upon it. Mr. Mortimer Tregennis was more self-contained than the 
clergyman, but the twitching of his thin hands and the brightness of his dark eyes showed 
that they shared a common emotion. 
 

“Shall I speak or you?" he asked of the vicar. 
 

"Well, as you seem to have made the discovery, whatever it may be, and the  
vicar to have had it second-hand, perhaps you had better do the speaking," said Holmes. 
 

I glanced at the hastily clad clergyman, with the formally dressed lodger seated 
beside him, and was amused at the surprise which Holmes's simple deduction had 
brought to their faces. 
 

"Perhaps I had best say a few words first," said the vicar, "and then you can judge 
if you will listen to the details from Mr. Tregennis, or whether we should not hasten at 
once to the scene of this mysterious affair. I may explain, then, that our friend here spent 
last evening in the company of his two brothers, Owen and George, and of his sister 
Brenda, at their house of Tredannick Wartha, which is near the old stone cross upon the 
moor. He left them shortly after ten o'clock, playing cards round the dining-room table, in  
excellent health and spirits. This morning, being an early riser, he walked in that direction 
before breakfast and was overtaken by the carriage of Dr.  
 

Richards, who explained that he had just been sent for on a most urgent call to 
Tredannick Wartha. Mr. Mortimer Tregennis naturally went with him. When he arrived 
at Tredannick Wartha he found an extraordinary state of things. His two brothers and his 
sister were seated round the table exactly as he had left them, the cards still spread in 
front of them and the candles burned down to their sockets. The sister lay back stone-
dead in her chair, while the two brothers sat on each side of her laughing, shouting, and  
singing, the senses stricken clean out of them. All three of them, the dead woman and the 
two demented men, retained upon their faces an expression of the utmost horror -- a 
convulsion of terror which was dreadful to look upon. There was no sign of the presence 



of anyone in the house, except Mrs. Porter, the old cook and housekeeper, who declared 
that she had slept deeply and heard no sound during the night. Nothing had been stolen or  
disarranged, and there is absolutely no explanation of what the horror can be which has 
frightened a woman to death and two strong men out of their senses. There is the 
situation, Mr. Holmes, in a nutshell, and if you can help us to clear it up you will have 
done a great work." 
 

I had hoped that in some way I could coax my companion back into the quiet 
which had been the object of our journey; but one glance at his intense face and 
contracted eyebrows told me how vain was now the expectation. He sat for some little 
time in silence, absorbed in the strange drama which had broken in upon our peace. 
 

"I will look into this matter," he said at last. "On the face of it, it would appear to 
be a case of a very exceptional nature. Have you been there yourself, Mr. Roundhay?" 
 

"No, Mr. Holmes. Mr. Tregennis brought back the account to the vicarage,  
and I at once hurried over with him to consult you." 
 

"How far is it to the house where this singular tragedy occurred?"     
 

"About a mile inland." 
 

"Then we shall walk over together. But before we start I must ask you a few  
questions, Mr. Mortimer Tregennis." 
 

The other had been silent all this time, but I had observed that his more controlled 
excitement was even greater than the obtrusive emotion of the clergyman. He sat with a 
pale, drawn face, his anxious gaze fixed upon Holmes, and his thin hands clasped 
convulsively together. His pale lips quivered as he listened to the dreadful experience 
which had befallen his family, and his dark eyes seemed to reflect something of the 
horror of the scene. 
 

"Ask what you like, Mr. Holmes," said he eagerly. "It is a bad thing to speak of, 
but I will answer you the truth." 
 

"Tell me about last night." 
 

"Well, Mr. Holmes, I supped there, as the vicar has said, and my elder brother 
George proposed a game of whist afterwards. We sat down about nine o'clock. It was a 
quarter-past ten when I moved to go. I left them all round the table, as merry as could 
be." 
 

"Who let you out?" 
 

"Mrs. Porter had gone to bed, so I let myself out. I shut the hall door behind me. 
The window of the room in which they sat was closed, but the blind was not drawn down. 



There was no change in door or window this morning, nor any reason to think that any 
stranger had been to the house. Yet there they sat, driven clean mad with terror, and 
Brenda lying dead of fright, with her head hanging over the arm of the chair. I'll never get 
the sight of that room out of my mind so long as I live." 
 

"The facts, as you state them, are certainly most remarkable," said Holmes. 
  

"I take it that you have no theory yourself which can in any way account for  
them?" 
 

"It's devilish, Mr. Holmes, devilish!" cried Mortimer Tregennis. "It is not of this 
world. Something has come into that room which has dashed the light of reason from 
their minds. What human contrivance could do that?" 
 

"I fear," said Holmes~, "that if the matter is beyond humanity it is certainly 
beyond me. Yet we must exhaust all natural explanations before we fall back upon such a 
theory as this. As to yourself, Mr. Tregennis, I take it you were divided in some way from 
your family, since they lived together and you had rooms apart?" 
 

"That is so, Mr. Holmes, though the matter is past and done with. We were a 
family of tin-miners at Redruth, but we sold out our venture to a company, and so retired 
with enough to keep us. I won't deny that there was some feeling about the division of the 
money and it stood between us for a time, but it was all forgiven and forgotten, and we 
were the best of friends together." 
 

"Looking back at the evening which you spent together, does anything stand out 
in your memory as throwing any possible light upon the tragedy? Think carefully, Mr. 
Tregennis, for any clue which can help me." 
 

"There is nothing at all, sir." 
 

"Your people were in their usual spirits?" 
 

"Never better." 
 

"Were they nervous people? Did they ever show any apprehension of coming 
danger?" 
 

"Nothing of the kind." 
 

"You have nothing to add then, which could assist me?" 
 

Mortimer Tregennis considered earnestly for a moment. 
 

"There is one thing occurs to me," said he at last. "As we sat at the table my back 
was to the window, and my brother George, he being my partner at cards, was facing it. I 



saw him once look hard over my shoulder, so I turned round and looked also. The blind 
was up and the window shut, but I could just make out the bushes on the lawn, and it 
seemed to me for a moment that I saw something moving among them. I couldn't even 
say if it was man or animal, but I just thought there was something there. When I asked 
him what he was looking at, he told me that he had the same feeling. That is all that I can 
say." 
 

"Did you not investigate?" 
 

"No; the matter passed as unimportant." 
 

"You left them, then, without any premonition of evil?" 
 

"None at all." 
 

"I am not clear how you came to hear the news so early this morning." 
 

"I am an early riser and generally take a walk before breakfast. This morning I 
had hardly started when the doctor in his carriage overtook me. He told me that old Mrs. 
Porter had sent a boy down with an urgent message. I sprang in beside him and we drove 
on. When we got there we looked into that dreadful room. The candles and the fire must 
have burned out hours before, and they had been sitting there in the dark until dawn  
had broken. The doctor said Brenda must have been dead at least six hours. There were 
no signs of violence. She just lay across the arm of the chair with that look on her face. 
George and Owen were singing snatches of songs and gibbering like two great apes. Oh, 
it was awful to see! I couldn't stand it, and the doctor was as white as a sheet. Indeed, he 
fell into a chair in a sort of faint, and we nearly had him on our hands as well." 
 

"Remarkable -- most remarkable!" said Holmes, rising and taking his hat. "I think, 
perhaps, we had better go down to Tredannick Wartha without further delay. I confess 
that I have seldom known a case which at first sight presented a more singular problem." 
 
 

OUR proceedings of that first morning did little to advance the investigation. It 
was marked, however, at the outset by an incident which left the most sinister impression 
upon my mind. The approach to the spot at which the tragedy occurred is down a narrow, 
winding, country lane. While we made our way along it we heard the raffle of a carriage 
coming towards us and stood aside to let it pass. As it drove by us I caught a glimpse 
through the closed window of a horribly contorted, grinning face glaring out at us. Those  
staring eyes and gnashing teeth flashed past us like a dreadful vision. 
 

"My brothers!" cried Mortimer Tregennis, white to his lips. "They are taking them 
to Helston." 
 

We looked with horror after the black carriage, lumbering upon its way.  



Then we turned our steps towards this ill-omened house in which they had met their 
strange fate. 
 

It was a large and bright dwelling, rather a villa than a cottage, with a 
considerable garden which was already, in that Cornish air, well filled with spring 
flowers. Towards this garden the window of the sitting-room fronted, and from it, 
according to Mortimer Tregennis, must have come that thing of evil which had by sheer 
horror in a single instant blasted their minds. 

  
Holmes walked slowly and thoughtfully among the flower-plots and along the 

path before we entered the porch. So absorbed was he in his thoughts, I remember, that 
he stumbled over the watering-pot, upset its contents, and deluged both our feet and the 
garden path. Inside the house we were met by the elderly Cornish housekeeper, Mrs. 
Porter, who, with the aid of a young girl, looked after the wants of the family. She readily 
answered all Holmes's questions. She had heard nothing in the night. Her employers had  
all been in excellent spirits lately, and she had never known them more cheerful and 
prosperous. She had fainted with horror upon entering the room in the morning and 
seeing that dreadful company round the table. She had, when she recovered, thrown open 
the window to let the morning air in and had run down to the lane, whence she sent a 
farm-lad for the doctor. The lady was on her bed upstairs if we cared to see her. It took 
four strong men to get the brothers into the asylum carriage. She would not herself stay in 
the house another day and was starting that very afternoon to rejoin her family at St. Ives. 
 

We ascended the stairs and viewed the body. Miss Brenda Tregennis had been a 
very beautiful girl, though now verging upon middle age. Her dark, clear-cut face was 
handsome, even in death, but there still lingered upon it something of that convulsion of 
horror which had been her last human emotion. From her bedroom we descended to the 
sitting-room, where this strange tragedy had actually occurred. The charred ashes of the 
overnight fire lay in the grate. On the table were the four guttered and burned-out 
candles, with the cards scattered over its surface. The chairs had been moved back against 
the walls, but all else was as it had been the night before. Holmes paced with light, swift 
steps about the room; he sat in the various chairs, drawing them up and reconstructing 
their positions. He tested how much of the garden was visible; he examined the floor, the 
ceiling, and the fireplace; but never once did I see that sudden brightening of his eyes and 
tightening of his lips which would have told me that he saw some gleam of light in this 
utter darkness. 
 

"Why a fire?" he asked once. "Had they always a fire in this small room on a 
spring evening?" 
 

Mortimer Tregennis explained that the night was cold and damp. For that reason, 
after his arrival, the fire was lit. "What are you going to do now, Mr. Holmes?" he asked. 
 

My friend smiled and laid his hand upon my arm. "I think, Watson, that I shall 
resume that course of tobacco-poisoning which you have so often and so justly 
condemned," said he. "With your permission, gentlemen, we will now return to our 



cottage, for I am not aware that any new factor is likely to come to our notice here. I will 
turn the facts over in my mind, Mr. Tregennis, and should anything occur to me I will 
certainly communicate with you and the vicar. In the meantime I wish you both good-
morning." 
 

It was not until long after we were back in Poldhu Cottage that Holmes broke his 
complete and absorbed silence. He sat coiled in his armchair, his haggard and ascetic face 
hardly visible amid the blue swirl of his tobacco smoke, his black brows drawn down, his 
forehead contracted, his eyes vacant and far away. Finally he laid down his pipe and 
sprang to his feet. 
 

"It won't do, Watson!" said he with a laugh. "Let us walk along the cliffs together 
and search for flint arrows. We are more likely to find them than clues to this problem. 
To let the brain work without sufficient material is like racing an engine. It racks itself to 
pieces. The sea air, sunshine, and patience, Watson -- all else will come. 
 

"Now, let us calmly define our position, Watson," he continued as we skirted the 
cliffs together. "Let us get a firm grip of the very little which we do know, so that when 
fresh facts arise we may be ready to fit them into their places. I take it, in the first place, 
that neither of us is prepared to admit diabolical intrusions into the affairs of men. Let us 
begin by ruling that entirely out of our minds. Very good. There remain three persons 
who have been grievously stricken by some conscious or unconscious human agency.  
That is firm ground. Now, when did this occur? Evidently, assuming his narrative to be 
true, it was immediately after Mr. Mortimer Tregennis had left the room. That is a very 
important point. The presumption is that it was within a few minutes afterwards. The 
cards still lay upon the table. It was already past their usual hour for bed. Yet they had not 
changed their position or pushed back their chairs. I repeat then, that the occurrence was  
immediately after his departure, and not later than eleven o'clock last night. 
 

"Our next obvious step is to check, so far as we can, the movements of Mortimer 
Tregennis after he left the room. In this there is no difficulty, and they seem to be above 
suspicion. Knowing my methods as you do, you were, of course, conscious of the 
somewhat clumsy water-pot expedient by which I obtained a clearer impress of his foot 
than might otherwise have been possible. The wet, sandy path took it admirably. Last 
night was also wet, you will remember, and it was not difficult -- having obtained a 
sample print -- to pick out his track among others and to follow his movements. He 
appears to have walked away swiftly in the direction of the vicarage. 
 

"If, then, Mortimer Tregennis disappeared from the scene, and yet some outside 
person affected the card players, how can we reconstruct that person, and how was such 
an impression of horror conveyed? Mrs. Porter may be eliminated. She is evidently 
harmless. Is there any evidence that someone crept up to the garden window and in some 
manner produced so terrific an effect that he drove those who saw it out of their senses? 
The only suggestion in this direction comes from Mortimer Tregennis himself, who says 
that his brother spoke about some movement in the garden. That is certainly remarkable, 
as the night was rainy, cloudy, and dark. Anyone who had the design to alarm these 



people would be compelled to place his very face against the glass before he could be 
seen. There is a three-foot flower border outside this window, but no indication of a 
footmark. It is difficult to imagine, then, how an outsider could have made so terrible an  
impression upon the company, nor have we found any possible motive for  
so strange and elaborate an attempt. You perceive our difficulties, Watson?" 
 

"They are only too clear," I answered with conviction. 
 

"And yet, with a little more material, we may prove that they are not 
insurmountable," said Holmes. "I fancy that among your extensive archives, Watson, you 
may find some which were nearly as obscure. Meanwhile, we shall put the case aside 
until more accurate data are available, and devote the rest of our morning to the pursuit of 
neolithic man." 
 

I may have commented upon my friend's power of mental detachment, but never 
have I wondered at it more than upon that spring morning in Cornwall when for two 
hours he discoursed upon Celts, arrowheads, and shards, as lightly as if no sinister 
mystery were waiting for his solution. It was not until we had returned in the afternoon to 
our cottage that we found a visitor awaiting us, who soon brought our minds back to the 
matter in hand. Neither of us needed to be told who that visitor was. The huge body, the 
craggy and deeply seamed face with the fierce eyes and hawk-like nose, the grizzled hair 
which nearly brushed our cottage ceiling, the beard -- golden at the fringes and white near 
the lips, save for the nicotin stain from his perpetual cigar -- all these were as well known 
in London as in Africa, and could only be associated with the tremendous personality of 
Dr. Leon Sterndale, the great lion-hunter and explorer. 
 

We had heard of his presence in the district and had once or twice caught sight of 
his tall figure upon the moorland paths. He made no advances to us, however, nor would 
we have dreamed of doing so to him, as it was well known that it was his love of 
seclusion which caused him to spend the greater part of the intervals between his 
journeys in a small bungalow buried in the lonely wood of Beauchamp Arriance. Here, 
amid his books and his maps, he lived an absolutely lonely life, attending to his own 
simple wants and paying little apparent heed to the affairs of his neighbours. It was a 
surprise to me, therefore, to hear him asking Holmes in an eager voice whether he had 
made any advance in his reconstruction of this mysterious episode. "The county police 
are utterly at fault," said he, "but perhaps your wider experience has suggested some 
conceivable explanation. My only claim to being taken into your confidence is that 
during my many residences here I have come to know this family of Tregennis very well 
-- indeed, upon my Cornish mother's side I could call them cousins -- and their strange 
fate has naturally been a great shock to me. I may tell you that I had got as far as 
Plymouth upon my way to Africa, but the news reached me this morning, and I came 
straight back again to help in the inquiry." 
 

Holmes raised his eyebrows. 
 

"Did you lose your boat through it?" 



 
"I will take the next." 

 
"Dear me! that is friendship indeed." 

 
"I tell you they were relatives." 

 
"Quite so -- cousins of your mother. Was your baggage aboard the ship?" 

 
"Some of it, but the main part at the hotel." 

 
"I see. But surely this event could not have found its way into the Plymouth  

morning papers." 
 

"No, sir; I had a telegram." 
 

"Might I ask from whom?" 
 

A shadow passed over the gaunt face of the explorer. 
 

"You are very inquisitive, Mr. Holmes." 
 

"It is my business." 
 

With an effort Dr. Sterndale recovered his ruffled composure. 
 

"I have no objection to telling you," he said. "It was Mr. Roundhay, the vicar, who 
sent me the telegram which recalled me." 
 

"Thank you," said Holmes. "I may say in answer to your original question that I 
have not cleared my mind entirely on the subject of this case, but that I have every hope 
of reaching some conclusion. It would be premature to say more." 
 

"Perhaps you would not mind telling me if your suspicions point in any particular 
direction?" 
 

"No, I can hardly answer that." 
 

"Then I have wasted my time and need not prolong my visit." The famous doctor 
strode out of our cottage in considerable ill-humour, and within five minutes Holmes had 
followed him. I saw him no more until the evening, when he returned with a slow step 
and haggard face which assured me that he had made no great progress with his 
investigation. He glanced at a telegram which awaited him and threw it into the grate. 
 

"From the Plymouth hotel, Watson," he said. "I learned the name of it from the 
vicar, and I wired to make certain that Dr. Leon Sterndale's account was true. It appears 



that he did indeed spend last night there, and that he has actually allowed some of his 
baggage to go on to Africa, while he returned to be present at this investigation. What do 
you make of that, Watson?" 
 

"He is deeply interested." 
 

"Deeply interested -- yes. There is a thread here which we have not yet grasped 
and which might lead us through the tangle. Cheer up, Watson, for I am very sure that our 
material has not yet all come to hand. When it does we may soon leave our difficulties 
behind us." 
 

Little did I think how soon the words of Holmes would be realized, or how 
strange and sinister would be that new development which opened up an entirely fresh 
line of investigation. I was shaving at my window in the morning when I heard the rattle 
of hoofs and, looking up, saw a dog-cart coming at a gallop down the road. It pulled up at 
our door, and our friend, the vicar, sprang from it and rushed up our garden path. Holmes 
was already dressed, and we hastened down to meet him. 
 

Our visitor was so excited that he could hardly articulate, but at last in gasps and 
bursts his tragic story came out of him. 
 

"We are devil-ridden, Mr. Holmes! My poor parish is devil-ridden!" he cried. 
"Satan himself is loose in it! We are given over into his hands!" He danced about in his 
agitation, a ludicrous object if it were not for his ashy face and startled eyes. Finally he 
shot out his terrible news. 
 

"Mr. Mortimer Tregennis died during the night, and with exactly the same 
symptoms as the rest of his family." 
 

Holmes sprang to his feet, all energy in an instant. 
 

"Can you fit us both into your dog-cart?" 
 

"Yes, I can." 
 

"Then, Watson, we will postpone our breakfast. Mr. Roundhay, we are entirely at 
your disposal. Hurry -- hurry, before things get disarranged." 
 

The lodger occupied two rooms at the vicarage, which were in an angle by 
themselves, the one above the other. Below was a large sitting-room; above, his bedroom. 
They looked out upon a croquet lawn which came up to the windows. We had arrived 
before the doctor or the police, so that everything was absolutely undisturbed. Let me 
describe exactly the scene as we saw it upon that misty March morning. It has left an 
impression which can never be effaced from my mind. 
 



The atmosphere of the room was of a horrible and depressing stuffiness. The 
servant who had first entered had thrown up the window, or it would have been even 
more intolerable. This might partly be due to the fact that a lamp stood flaring and 
smoking on the centre table. Beside it sat the dead man, leaning back in his chair, his thin 
beard projecting, his spectacles pushed up on to his forehead, and his lean dark face 
turned towards the window and twisted into the same distortion of terror which had 
marked the features of his dead sister. His limbs were convulsed and his fingers contorted 
as though he had died in a very paroxysm of fear. He was fully clothed, though there 
were signs that his dressing had been done in a hurry. We had already learned that his bed 
had been slept in, and that the tragic end had come to him in the early morning. 
 

One realized the red-hot energy which underlay Holmes's phlegmatic exterior  
when one saw the sudden change which came over him from the moment that he entered 
the fatal apartment. In an instant he was tense and alert, his eyes shining, his face set, his 
limbs quivering with eager activity. He was out on the lawn, in through the window, 
round the room, and up into the bedroom, for all the world like a dashing foxhound 
drawing a cover. In the bedroom he made a rapid cast around and ended by throwing 
open the window, which appeared to give him some fresh cause for excitement, for he  
leaned out of it with loud ejaculations of interest and delight. Then he rushed down the 
stair, out through the open window, threw himself upon his face on the lawn, sprang up 
and into the room once more, all with the energy of the hunter who is at the very heels of 
his quarry. The lamp, which was an ordinary standard, he examined with minute care, 
making certain measurements upon its bowl. He carefully scrutinized with his lens the 
tale shield which covered the top of the chimney and scraped off some ashes which 
adhered to its upper surface, putting some of them into an envelope, which he placed in 
his pocketbook. Finally, just as the doctor and the official police put in an appearance, he 
beckoned to the vicar and we all three went out upon the lawn. 
 

"I am glad to say that my investigation has not been entirely barren," he remarked. 
"I cannot remain to discuss the matter with the police, but I should be exceedingly 
obliged, Mr. Roundhay, if you would give the inspector my compliments and direct his 
attention to the bedroom window and to the sitting room lamp. Each is suggestive, and 
together they are almost conclusive. If the police would desire further information I shall 
be happy to see any of them at the cottage. And now, Watson, I think that, perhaps, we 
shall be better employed elsewhere." 
 

It may be that the police resented the intrusion of an amateur, or that they 
imagined themselves to be upon some hopeful line of investigation; but it is certain that 
we heard nothing from them for the next two days. During this time Holmes spent some 
of his time smoking and dreaming in the cottage; but a greater portion in country walks 
which he undertook alone, returning after many hours without remark as to where he had 
been. One experiment served to show me the line of his investigation. He had bought a 
lamp which was the duplicate of the one which had burned in the room of Mortimer  
Tregennis on the morning of the tragedy. This he filled with the same oil as that used at 
the vicarage, and he carefully timed the period which it would take to be exhausted. 



Another experiment which he made was of a more unpleasant nature, and one which I am 
not likely ever to forget. 
 

"You will remember, Watson," he remarked one afternoon, "that there is a single 
common point of resemblance in the varying reports which have reached us. This 
concerns the effect of the atmosphere of the room in each case upon those who had first 
entered it. You will recollect that Mortimer Tregennis, in describing the episode of his 
last visit to his brother's house, remarked that the doctor on entering the room fell into a 
chair? You had forgotten? Well, I can answer for it that it was so. Now, you will 
remember also that Mrs. Porter, the housekeeper, told us that she herself fainted upon  
entering the room and had afterwards opened the window. In the second case -- that of 
Mortimer Tregennis himself -- you cannot have forgotten the horrible stuffiness of the 
room when we arrived. though the servant had thrown open the window. That servant, I 
found upon inquiry, was so ill that she had gone to her bed. You will admit, Watson, that 
these facts are very suggestive. In each case there is evidence of a poisonous atmosphere. 
In each case, also, there is combustion going on in the room -- in the one case a fire, in 
the other a lamp. The fire was needed, but the lamp was lit -- as a comparison of the oil 
consumed will show -- long after it was broad daylight. Why? Surely because there is 
some connection between three things -- the burning, the stuffy atmosphere, and, finally, 
the madness or death of those unfortunate people. That is clear, is it not?" 
 

"It would appear so." 
 

"At least we may accept it as a working hypothesis. We will suppose, then, that 
something was burned in each case which produced an atmosphere causing strange toxic 
effects. Very good. In the first instance -- that of the Tregennis family -- this substance 
was placed in the fire. Now the window was shut, but the fire would naturally carry 
fumes to some extent up the chimney. Hence one would expect the effects of the poison 
to be less than in the second case, where there was less escape for the vapour. The result 
seems to indicate that it was so, since in the first case only the woman, who had 
presumably the more sensitive organism, was killed, the others exhibiting that temporary 
or permanent lunacy which is evidently the first effect of the drug. In the second case the 
result was complete. The facts, therefore, seem to bear out the theory of a poison which 
worked by combustion. 
 

"With this train of reasoning in my head I naturally looked about in Mortimer 
Tregennis's room to find some remains of this substance. The obvious place to look was 
the talc shield or smoke-guard of the lamp. There, sure enough, I perceived a number of 
flaky ashes, and round the edges a fringe of brownish powder, which had not yet been 
consumed. Half of this I took, as you saw, and I placed it in an envelope." 
 

"Why half, Holmes?" 
 

"It is not for me, my dear Watson, to stand in the way of the official police force. I 
leave them all the evidence which I found. The poison still remained upon the talc had 
they the wit to find it. Now, Watson, we will light our lamp; we will, however, take the 



precaution to open our window to avoid the premature decease of two deserving 
members of society, and you will seat yourself near that open window in an armchair 
unless, like a sensible man, you determine to have nothing to do with the affair. Oh, you 
will see it out, will you? I thought I knew my Watson. This chair I will place opposite 
yours, so that we may be the same distance from the poison and face to face. The door we 
will leave ajar. Each is now in a position to watch the other and to bring the experiment 
to an end should the symptoms seem alarming. Is that all clear? Well, then, I take our 
powder -- or what remains of it --from the envelope, and I lay it above the burning lamp. 
So! Now, Watson, let us sit down and await developments." 
 

They were not long in coming. I had hardly settled in my chair before I was 
conscious of a thick, musky odour, subtle and nauseous. At the very first whiff of it my 
brain and my imagination were beyond all control. A thick, black cloud swirled before 
my eyes, and my mind told me that in this cloud, unseen as yet,  but about to spring out 
upon my appalled senses, lurked all that was vaguely horrible, all that was monstrous and 
inconceivably wicked in the universe. Vague shapes swirled and swam amid the dark 
cloud-bank, each a menace and a warning of something coming, the advent of some 
unspeakable dweller upon the threshold, whose very shadow would blast my soul. A 
freezing horror took possession of me. I felt that my hair was rising, that my eyes were 
protruding, that my mouth wag opened, and my tongue like leather. The turmoil within 
my brain was such that something must surely snap. I tried to scream and was vaguely 
aware of some hoarse croak which was my own voice, but distant and detached from 
myself. At the same moment, in some effort of escape, I broke through that cloud of 
despair and had a glimpse of Holmes's face, white, rigid, and drawn with horror --  the 
very look which I had seen upon the features of the dead. It was that vision which gave 
me an instant of sanity and of strength. I dashed from my chair, threw my arms round 
Holmes, and together we lurched through the door, and an instant afterwards had  
thrown ourselves down upon the grass plot and were lying side by side, conscious only of 
the glorious sunshine which was bursting its way through the hellish cloud of terror 
which had girt us in. Slowly it rose from our souls like the mists from a landscape until 
peace and reason had returned, and we were sitting upon the grass, wiping our clammy 
foreheads, and looking with apprehension at each other to mark the last traces of that 
terrific experience which we had undergone.  
 

"Upon my word, Watson!" said Holmes at last with an unsteady voice, "I owe you 
both my thanks and an apology. It was an unjustifiable experiment even for one's self, 
and doubly so for a friend. I am really very sorry." 
 

"You know," I answered with some emotion, for I had never seen so much of 
Holmes's heart before, "that it is my greatest joy and privilege to help you." 
 

He relapsed at once into the half-humorous, half-cynical vein which was his 
habitual attitude to those about him. "It would be superfluous to drive us mad, my dear 
Watson," said he. "A candid observer would certainly declare that we were so already 
before we embarked upon so wild an experiment. I confess that I never imagined that the 
effect could be so sudden and so severe." He dashed into the cottage, and, reappearing 



with the burning lamp held at full arm's length, he threw it among a bank of brambles. 
"We must give the room a little time to clear. I take it, Watson, that you have no longer a 
shadow of a doubt as to how these tragedies were produced?" 
 

"None whatever." 
 

"But the cause remains as obscure as before. Come into the arbour here and let us 
discuss it together. That villainous stuff seems still to linger round my throat. I think we 
must admit that all the evidence points to this man, Mortimer Tregennis, having been the 
criminal in the first tragedy, though he was the victim in the second one. We must 
remember, in the first place, that there is some story of a family quarrel, followed by a 
reconciliation. How bitter that quarrel may have been, or how hollow the reconciliation 
we cannot tell. When I think of Mortimer Tregennis, with the foxy face and the small 
shrewd, beady eyes behind the spectacles, he is not a man whom I should judge to be of a 
particularly forgiving disposition. Well, in the next place, you will remember that this 
idea of someone moving in the garden, which took our attention for a moment from the 
real cause of the tragedy, emanated from him. He had a motive in misleading us. Finally, 
if he did not throw this substance into the fire at the moment of leaving the room, who 
did do so? The affair happened immediately after his departure. Had anyone else come in, 
the family would certainly have risen from the table. Besides, in peaceful Cornwall, 
visitors do not arrive after ten o'clock at night. We may take it, then, that all the evidence 
points to Mortimer Tregennis as the culprit." 
 

"Then his own death was suicide!" 
 

"Well, Watson, it is on the face of it a not impossible supposition. The man who 
had the guilt upon his soul of having brought such a fate upon his own family might well 
be driven by remorse to inflict it upon himself. There are, however, some cogent reasons 
against it. Fortunately, there is one man in England who knows all about it, and I have 
made arrangements by which we shall hear the facts this afternoon from his own lips. Ah! 
he is a little before his time. Perhaps you would kindly step this way, Dr. Leon Sterndale.  
We have been conducting a chemical experiment indoors which has left our little room 
hardly fit for the reception of so distinguished a visitor." 
 

I had heard the click of the garden gate, and now the majestic figure of the great 
African explorer appeared upon the path. He turned in some surprise towards the rustic 
arbour in which we sat. 
 

"You sent for me, Mr. Holmes. I had your note about an hour ago, and I have 
come, though I really do not know why I should obey your summons." 
 

"Perhaps we can clear the point up before we separate," said Holmes. 
"Meanwhile, I am much obliged to you for your courteous acquiescence. You will excuse 
this informal reception in the open air, but my friend Watson and I have nearly furnished 
an additional chapter to what the papers call the Cornish Horror, and we prefer a clear 
atmosphere for the present. Perhaps, since the matters which we have to discuss will 



affect you personally in a very intimate fashion, it is as well that we should talk where 
there can be no eavesdropping." 
 

The explorer took his cigar from his lips and gazed sternly at my companion. 
 

"I am at a loss to know, sir," he said, "what you can have to speak about which 
affects me personally in a very intimate fashion." 
 

"The killing of Mortimer Tregennis," said Holmes. 
 

For a moment I wished that I were armed. Sterndale's fierce face turned to a 
dusky red, his eyes glared, and the knotted, passionate veins started out in his forehead, 
while he sprang forward with clenched hands towards my companion. Then he stopped, 
and with a violent effort he resumed a cold, rigid calmness, which was, perhaps, more 
suggestive of danger than his hot-headed outburst. 
 

"I have lived so long among savages and beyond the law," said he, "that I have 
got into the way of being a law to myself. You would do well, Mr. Holmes, not to forget 
it, for I have no desire to do you an injury." 
 

"Nor have I any desire to do you an injury, Dr. Sterndale. Surely the clearest 
proof of it is that, knowing what I know, I have sent for you and not for the police." 
 

Sterndale sat down with a gasp, overawed for, perhaps, the first time in his 
adventurous life. There was a calm assurance of power in Holmes's manner which could 
not be withstood. Our visitor stammered for a moment, his great hands opening and 
shutting in his agitation. 
 

"What do you mean?" he asked at last. "If this is bluff upon your part, Mr. 
Holmes, you have chosen a bad man for your experiment. Let us have no more beating 
about the bush. What do you mean?" 
 

"I will tell you," said Holmes, "and the reason why I tell you is that I hope 
frankness may beget frankness. What my next step may be will depend entirely upon the 
nature of your own defence." 
 

"My defence?" 
 

"Yes, sir." 
 

"My defence against what?" 
 

"Against the charge of killing Mortimer Tregennis." 
 

Sterndale mopped his forehead with his handkerchief. "Upon my word, you  



are getting on," said he. "Do all your successes depend upon this prodigious power of 
bluff?" 
 

"The bluff," said Holmes sternly, "is upon your side, Dr. Leon Sterndale, and not 
upon mine. As a proof I will tell you some of the facts upon which my conclusions are 
based. Of your return from Plymouth, allowing much of your property to go on to Africa, 
I will say nothing save that it first informed me that you were one of the factors which 
had to be taken into account in reconstructing this drama --" 
 

"I came back --" 
 

"I have heard your reasons and regard them as unconvincing and inadequate. We 
will pass that. You came down here to ask me whom I suspected. I refused to answer you. 
You then went to the vicarage, waited outside it for some time, and finally returned to 
your cottage." 
 

"How do you know that?" 
 

"I followed you." 
 

"I saw no one." 
 

"That is what you may expect to see when I follow you. You spent a restless night 
at your cottage, and you formed certain plans, which in the early morning you proceeded 
to put into execution. Leaving your door just as day was breaking, you filled your pocket 
with some reddish gravel that was lying heaped beside your gate." 
 

Sterndale gave a violent start and looked at Holmes in amazement. 
 

"You then walked swiftly for the mile which separated you from the vicarage. 
You were wearing, I may remark, the same pair of ribbed tennis shoes which are at the 
present moment upon your feet. At the vicarage you passed through the orchard and the 
side hedge, coming out under the window of the lodger Tregennis. It was now daylight, 
but the household was not yet stirring. You drew some of the gravel from your pocket, 
and you threw it up at the window above you." 
 

Sterndale sprang to his feet. 
 

"I believe that you are the devil himself!" he cried. 
 

Holmes smiled at the compliment. "It took two, or possibly three, handfuls before 
the lodger came to the window. You beckoned him to come down. He dressed hurriedly 
and descended to his sitting-room. You entered by the window. There was an interview -- 
a short one -- during which you walked up and down the room. Then you passed out and 
closed the window, standing on the lawn outside smoking a cigar and watching what 
occurred. Finally, after the death of Tregennis, you withdrew as you had come. Now, Dr.  



Sterndale, how do you justify such conduct, and what were the motives for your actions? 
If you prevaricate or trifle with me, I give you my assurance that the matter will pass out 
of my hands forever." 
 

Our visitor's face had turned ashen gray as he listened to the words of his accuser. 
Now he sat for some time in thought with his face sunk in his hands. Then with a sudden 
impulsive gesture he plucked a photograph from his breast-pocket and threw it on the 
rustic table before us. 
 

"That is why I have done it," said he. 
 

It showed the bust and face of a very beautiful woman. Holmes stooped  
over it. 
 

"Brenda Tregennis," said he. 
 

"Yes, Brenda Tregennis," repeated our visitor. "For years I have loved her. For 
years she has loved me. There is the secret of that Cornish seclusion which people have 
marvelled at. It has brought me close to the one thing on earth that was dear to me. I 
could not marry her, for I have a wife who has left me for years and yet whom, by the 
deplorable laws of England, I could not divorce. For years Brenda waited. For years I 
waited. And this is what we have waited for." A terrible sob shook his great frame, and 
he clutched his throat under his brindled beard. Then with an effort he mastered himself 
and spoke on: 
 

"The vicar knew. He was in our confidence. He would tell you that she was an 
angel upon earth. That was why he telegraphed to me and I returned. What was my 
baggage or Africa to me when I learned that such a fate had come upon my darling? 
There you have the missing clue to my action, Mr. Holmes." 
 

"Proceed," said my friend. 
 

Dr. Sterndale drew from his pocket a paper packet and laid it upon the table. On 
the outside was written "Radix pedis diaboli" with a red poison label beneath it. He 
pushed it towards me. "I understand that you are a doctor, sir. Have you ever heard of this 
preparation?" 
 

"Devil's-foot root! No, I have never heard of it." 
 

"It is no reflection upon your professional knowledge," said he, "for I believe that, 
save for one sample in a laboratory at Buda, there is no other specimen in Europe. It has 
not yet found its way either into the pharmacopceia or into the literature of toxicology. 
The root is shaped like a foot, half human, half goatlike; hence the fanciful name given 
by a botanical missionary. It is used as an ordeal poison by the medicine-men in certain 
districts of West Africa and is kept as a secret among them. This particular specimen I  



obtained under very extraordinary circumstances in the Ubangi country." He opened the 
paper as he spoke and disclosed a heap of reddish-brown, snuff-like powder. 
 

"Well, sir?" asked Holmes sternly. 
 

"I am about to tell you, Mr. Holmes, all that actually occurred, for you already 
know so much that it is clearly to my interest that you should know all. I have already 
explained the relationship in which I stood to the Tregennis family. For the sake of the 
sister I was friendly with the brothers. There was a family quarrel about money which 
estranged this man Mortimer, but it was supposed to be made up, and I afterwards met 
him as I did the others. He was a sly, subtle, scheming man, and several things arose 
which gave me a suspicion of him, but I had no cause for any positive quarrel. 
 

"One day, only a couple of weeks ago, he came down to my cottage and I showed 
him some of my African curiosities. Among other things I exhibited this powder, and I 
told him of its strange properties, how it stimulates those brain centres which control the 
emotion of fear, and how either madness or death is the fate of the unhappy native who is 
subjected to the ordeal by the priest of his tribe. I told him also how powerless European 
science would be to detect it. How hi took it I cannot say, for I never left the room, but 
there is no doubt that it was then, while I was opening cabinets and stooping to boxes, 
that he managed to abstract some of the devil's-foot root. I well remember how he plied 
me with questions as to the amount and the time that was needed for its effect, but I little 
dreamed that he could have a personal reason for asking.  
 

"I thought no more of the matter until the vicar's telegram reached me at 
Plymouth. This villain had thought that I would be at sea before the news could reach me, 
and that I should be lost for years in Africa. But I returned at once. Of course, I could not 
listen to the details without feeling assured that my poison had been used. I came round 
to see you on the chance that some other explanation had suggested itself to you. But 
there could be none. I was convinced that Mortimer Tregennis was the murderer; that for 
the sake of money, and with the idea, perhaps, that if the other members of his family  
were all insane he would be the sole guardian of their joint property, he had used the 
devil's-foot powder upon them, driven two of them out of their senses, and killed his 
sister Brenda, the one human being whom I have ever loved or who has ever loved me. 
There was his crime; what was to be his punishment? 
 

"Should I appeal to the law? Where were my proofs? I knew that the facts were 
true, but could I help to make a jury of countrymen believe so fantastic a story? I might 
or I might not. But I could not afford to fail. My soul cried out for revenge. I have said to 
you once before, Mr. Holmes, that I have spent much of my life outside the law, and that 
I have come at last to be a law to myself. So it was now. I determined that the fate which 
he had given to others should be shared by himself. Either that or I would do justice upon 
him with my own hand. In all England there can be no man who sets less value upon his 
own life than I do at the present moment. 
 



"Now I have told you all. You have yourself supplied the rest. I did, as you say, 
after a restless night, set off early from my cottage. I foresaw the difficulty of arousing 
him, so I gathered some gravel from the pile which you have mentioned, and I used it to 
throw up to his window. He came down and admitted me through the window of the 
sitting-room. I laid his offence before him. I told him that I had come both as judge and 
executioner. The wretch sank into a chair, paralyzed at the sight of my revolver. I lit the 
lamp, put the powder above it, and stood outside the window, ready to carry out my 
threat to shoot him should he try to leave the room. In five minutes he died. My God! 
how he died! But my heart was flint, for he endured nothing which my innocent darling 
had not felt before him. There is my story, Mr. Holmes. Perhaps, if you loved a woman, 
you would have done as much yourself. At any rate, I am in your hands. You can take 
what steps you like. As I have already said, there is no man living who can fear death less 
than I do. " 
 

Holmes sat for some little time in silence. 
 

"What were your plans?" he asked at last. 
 

"I had intended to bury myself in central Africa. My work there is but half 
finished." 
 

"Go and do the other half," said Holmes. "I, at least, am not prepared to prevent 
you." 
 

Dr. Sterndale raised his giant figure, bowed gravely, and walked from the arbour. 
Holmes lit his pipe and handed me his pouch. 
 

"Some fumes which are not poisonous would be a welcome change," said he. "I 
think you must agree, Watson, that it is not a case in which we are called  
upon to interfere. Our investigation has been independent, and our action shall be so also. 
You would not denounce the man?" 
 

"Certainly not," I answered. 
 

"I have never loved, Watson, but if I did and if the woman I loved had met such 
an end, I might act even as our lawless lion-hunter has done. Who knows? Well, Watson, 
I will not offend your intelligence by explaining what is obvious. The gravel upon the 
window-sill was, of course, the starting-point of my research. It was unlike anything in 
the vicarage garden. Only when my attention had been drawn to Dr. Sterndale and his 
cottage did I find its counterpart. The lamp shining in broad daylight and the remains of  
powder upon the shield were successive links in a fairly obvious chain. And now, my 
dear Watson, I think we may dismiss the matter from our mind and go back with a clear 
conscience to the study of those Chaldean roots which are surely to be traced in the 
Cornish branch of the great Celtic speech." 
 

Afternote 



 
Arthur Conan Doyle was an amazing writer. Holmes and Watson have become universal 
icons of detection. Poe may have invented the mystery but it is Doyle who solidified it in 
Holmes. Doyle also was a writer of true horror tales. “The Horror of the Heights”, “The 
Terror of Blue John Gap”, “The Captain of the Polestar” and many others are classics 
of the horror genre. Strangely, Doyle never wrote a true ghostbreaker series, with a 
detective and real monsters. He certainly had the capacity. Perhaps it was his firm belief 
in Spiritualism that would not allow him to use the supernatural so lightly. The closest he 
came to this was The Land of Mist, which reads like an essay in fiction form. It would 
have to wait for others to take the next step. Doyle himself became a ghostbreaker 
character in the 1993 novel The List of 7 by Mark Frost. 

 
ARTHUR MACHEN (1863-1947) like Conan Doyle and Algernon Blackwood was a 
believer in the other world, being a member of the Golden Dawn, an organization of 
occultists which included Aleister Crowely. Machen creates two different kinds of 
detectives in this classic tale. First he gives us Dr. Raymond, a chip-off-the old Hesselius 
block. Raymond is only in the opening of “The Great God Pan” while Clarke follows the 
thread of the story to the end. Clarke is an amateur who has a desk filled with strange 
occurances, a Fox Mulder of the previous century.  
 

The Great God Pan (1894) 
by Arthur Machen 

 
 

Chapter I 
The Experiment 

 
"I AM glad you came, Clarke; very glad indeed.  I was not sure you could spare 

the time." 
 

"I was able to make arrangements for a few days; things are not very lively just 
now.  But have you no misgivings, Raymond?  Is it absolutely safe?" 
 

The two men were slowly pacing the terrace in front of Dr. Raymond's house.  
The sun still hung above the western mountain-line, but it shone with a dull red glow that 
cast no shadows, and all the air was quiet; a sweet breath came from the great wood on 
the hillside above, and with it, at intervals, the soft murmuring call of the wild doves.  
Below, in the long lovely valley, the river wound in and out between the lonely hills, and, 
as the sun hovered and vanished into the west, a faint mist, pure white, began to rise from 
the hills.  Dr.Raymond turned sharply to his friend. 
 

"Safe?  Of course it is.  In itself the operation is a perfectly simple one; any 
surgeon could do it." 
 

"And there is no danger at any other stage?" 
 



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

"I should like to believe it is all true."  Clarke knit his brows, and looked 
doubtfully at Dr. Raymond.  "Are you perfectly sure, Raymond, that your theory is not a 
phantasmagoria--a splendid vision, certainly, but a mere vision after all?" 
 

Dr. Raymond stopped in his walk and turned sharply. He was a middle-aged man, 
gaunt and thin, of a pale yellow complexion, but as he answered Clarke and faced him, 
there was a flush on his cheek. 
 

"Look about you, Clarke.  You see the mountain, and hill following after hill, as 
wave on wave, you see the woods and orchard, the fields of ripe corn, and the meadows 
reaching to the reed-beds by the river.  You see me standing here beside you, and hear 
my voice; but I tell you that all these things -- yes, from that star that has just shone out in 
the sky to the solid ground beneath our feet--I say that all these are but dreams and 
shadows; the shadows that hide the real world from our eyes.  There is a real world, but it 
is beyond this glamour and this vision, beyond these 'chases in Arras, dreams in a career, 
'beyond them all as beyond a veil.  I do not know whether any human being has ever 
lifted that veil; but I do know, Clarke, that you and I shall see it lifted this very night from 
before another's eyes.  You may think this all strange nonsense; it may be strange, but it 
is true, and the ancients knew what lifting the veil means.  They called it seeing the god 
Pan." 
 

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

"It is wonderful indeed," he said.  "We are standing on the brink of a strange 
world, Raymond, if what you say is true.  I suppose the knife is absolutely necessary?" 
 

"Yes; a slight lesion in the grey matter, that is all; a trifling rearrangement of 
certain cells, a microscopical alteration that would escape the attention of ninety-nine 
brain specialists out of a hundred.  I don't want to bother you with 'shop,' Clarke; I might 
give you a mass of technical detail which would sound very imposing, and would leave 
you as enlightened as you are now.  But I suppose you have read, casually, in 
out-of-the-way corners of your paper, that immense strides have been made recently in 
the physiology of the brain.  I saw a paragraph the other day about Digby's theory, and 
Browne Faber's discoveries.  Theories and discoveries!  Where they are standing now, I 
stood fifteen years ago, and I need not tell you that I have not been standing still for the 
last fifteen years.  It will be enough if I say that five years ago I made the discovery that I 
alluded to when I said that ten years ago I reached the goal.  After years of labour, after 
years of toiling and groping in the dark, after days and nights of disappointments and 
sometimes of despair, in which I used now and then to tremble and grow cold with the 



thought that perhaps there were others seeking for what I sought, at last, after so long, a 
pang of sudden joy thrilled my soul, and I knew the long journey was at an end.  By what 
seemed then and still seems a chance, the suggestion of a moment's idle thought followed 
up upon familiar lines and paths that I had tracked a hundred times already, the great 
truth burst upon me, and I saw, mapped out in lines of sight, a whole world, a sphere 
unknown; continents and islands, and great oceans in which no ship has sailed (to my 
belief) since a Man first lifted up his eyes and beheld the sun, and the stars of heaven, and 
the quiet earth beneath.  You will think this all high-flown language, Clarke, but it is hard 
to be literal.  And yet; I do not know whether what I am hinting at cannot be set forth in 
plain and lonely terms.  For instance, this world of ours is pretty well girded now with the 
telegraph wires and cables; thought, with something less than the speed of thought, 
flashes from sunrise to sunset, from north to south, across the floods and the desert 
places.  Suppose that an electrician of today were suddenly to perceive that he and his 
friends have merely been playing with pebbles and mistaking them for the foundations of 
the world; suppose that such a man saw uttermost space lie open before the current, and 
words of men flash forth to the sun and beyond the sun into the systems beyond, and the 
voice of articulate-speaking men echo in the waste void that bounds our thought.  As 
analogies go, that is a pretty good analogy of what I have done; you can understand now 
a little of what I felt as I stood here one evening; it was a summer evening, and the valley 
looked much as it does now; I stood here, and saw before me the unutterable, the 
unthinkable gulf that yawns profound between two worlds, the world of matter and the 
world of spirit; I saw the great empty deep stretch dim before me, and in that instant a 
bridge of light leapt from the earth to the unknown shore, and the abyss was spanned.  
You may look in Browne Faber's book, if you like, and you will find that to the present 
day men of science are unable to account for the presence, or to specify the functions of a 
certain group of nerve-cells in the brain.  That group is, as it were, land to let, a mere 
waste place for fanciful theories.  I am not in the position of Browne Faber and the 
specialists, I am perfectly instructed as to the possible functions of those nerve-centers in 
the scheme of things.  With a touch I can bring them into play, with a touch, I say, I can 
set free the current, with a touch I can complete the communication between this world of 
sense and--we shall be able to finish the sentence later on. Yes, the knife is necessary; but 
think what that knife will effect.  It will level utterly the solid wall of sense, and probably, 
for the first time since man was made, a spirit will gaze on a spirit-world.  Clarke, Mary 
will see the god Pan!" 
 

"But you remember what you wrote to me?  I thought it would be requisite that 
she--" 
 

He whispered the rest into the doctor's ear. 
 

"Not at all, not at all.  That is nonsense.  I assure you.  Indeed, it is better as it is; I 
am quite certain of that." 
 

"Consider the matter well, Raymond.  It's a great responsibility.  Something might 
go wrong; you would be a miserable man for the rest of your days." 
 



"No, I think not, even if the worst happened.  As you know, I rescued Mary from 
the gutter, and from almost certain starvation, when she was a child; I think her life is 
mine, to use as I see fit.  Come, it's getting late; we had better go in." 
 

Dr. Raymond led the way into the house, through the hall, and down a long dark 
passage.  He took a key from his pocket and opened a heavy door, and motioned Clarke 
into his laboratory.  It had once been a billiard-room, and was lighted by a glass dome in 
the centre of the ceiling, whence there still shone a sad grey light on the figure of the 
doctor as he lit a lamp with a heavy shade and placed it on a table in the middle of the 
room. 
 

Clarke looked about him.  Scarcely a foot of wall remained bare; there were 
shelves all around laden with bottles and phials of all shapes and colours, and at one end 
stood a little Chippendale book-case.  Raymond pointed to this. 
 

"You see that parchment Oswald Crollius?  He was one of the first to show me 
the way, though I don't think he ever found it himself.  That is a strange saying of his: 'In 
every grain of wheat there lies hidden the soul of a star.'" 
 

There was not much furniture in the laboratory.  The table in the centre, a stone 
slab with a drain in one corner, the two armchairs on which Raymond and Clarke were 
sitting; that was all, except an odd-looking chair at the furthest end of the room.  Clarke 
looked at it, and raised his eyebrows. 
 

"Yes, that is the chair," said Raymond.  "We may as well place it in position."  He 
got up and wheeled the chair to the light, and began raising and lowering it, letting down 
the seat, setting the back at various angles, and adjusting the foot-rest.  It looked 
comfortable enough, and Clarke passed his hand over the soft green velvet, as the doctor 
manipulated the levers. 
 

"Now, Clarke, make yourself quite comfortable.  I have a couple hours' work 
before me; I was obliged to leave certain matters to the last." 
 

Raymond went to the stone slab, and Clarke watched him drearily as he bent over 
a row of phials and lit the flame under the crucible.  The doctor had a small hand-lamp, 
shaded as the larger one, on a ledge above his apparatus, and Clarke, who sat in the 
shadows, looked down at the great shadowy room, wondering at the bizarre effects of 
brilliant light and undefined darkness contrasting with one another.  Soon he became 
conscious of an odd odour, at first the merest suggestion of odour, in the room, and as it 
grew more decided he felt surprised that he was not reminded of the chemist's shop or the 
surgery.  Clarke found himself idly endeavouring to analyse the sensation, and half 
conscious, he began to think of a day, fifteen years ago, that he had spent roaming 
through the woods and meadows near his own home.  It was a burning day at the 
beginning of August, the heat had dimmed the outlines of all things and all distances with 
a faint mist, and people who observed the thermometer spoke of an abnormal register, of 
a temperature that was almost tropical. Strangely that wonderful hot day of the fifties rose 



up again in Clarke's imagination; the sense of dazzling all-pervading sunlight seemed to 
blot out the shadows and the lights of the laboratory, and he felt again the heated air 
beating in gusts about his face, saw the shimmer rising from the turf, and heard the 
myriad murmur of the summer. 
 

"I hope the smell doesn't annoy you, Clarke; there's nothing unwholesome about 
it.  It may make you a bit sleepy, that's all." 
 

Clarke heard the words quite distinctly, and knew that Raymond was speaking to 
him, but for the life of him he could not rouse himself from his lethargy.  He could only 
think of the lonely walk he had taken fifteen years ago; it was his last look at the fields 
and woods he had known since he was a child, and now it all stood out in brilliant light, 
as a picture, before him.  Above all there came to his nostrils the scent of summer, the 
smell of flowers mingled, and the odour of the woods, of cool shaded places, deep in the 
green depths, drawn forth by the sun's heat; and the scent of the good earth, lying as it 
were with arms stretched forth, and smiling lips, overpowered all. His fancies made him 
wander, as he had wandered long ago, from the fields into the wood, tracking a little path 
between the shining undergrowth of beech-trees; and the trickle of water dropping from 
the limestone rock sounded as a clear melody in the dream.  Thoughts began to go astray 
and to mingle with other thoughts; the beech alley was transformed to a path between 
ilex-trees, and here and there a vine climbed from bough to bough, and sent up waving 
tendrils and drooped with purple grapes, and the sparse grey-green leaves of a wild olive-
tree stood out against the dark shadows of the ilex.  Clarke, in the deep folds of dream, 
was conscious that the path from his father's house had led him into an undiscovered 
country, and he was wondering at the strangeness of it all, when suddenly, in place of the 
hum and murmur of the summer, an infinite silence seemed to fall on all things, and the 
wood was hushed, and for a moment in time he stood face to face there with a presence, 
that was neither man nor beast, neither the living nor the dead, but all things mingled, the 
form of all things but devoid of all form.  And in that moment, the sacrament of body and 
soul was dissolved, and a voice seemed to cry "Let us go hence," and then the darkness of 
darkness beyond the stars, the darkness of everlasting. 
 

When Clarke woke up with a start he saw Raymond pouring a few drops of some 
oily fluid into a green phial, which he stoppered tightly. 
 

"You have been dozing," he said; "the journey must have tired you out.  It is done 
now.  I am going to fetch Mary; I shall be back in ten minutes." 
 

Clarke lay back in his chair and wondered.  It seemed as if he had but passed from 
one dream into another.  He half expected to see the walls of the laboratory melt and 
disappear, and to awake in London, shuddering at his own sleeping fancies. But at last the 
door opened, and the doctor returned, and behind him came a girl of about seventeen, 
dressed all in white.  She was so beautiful that Clarke did not wonder at what the doctor 
had written to him.  She was blushing now over face and neck and arms, but Raymond 
seemed unmoved. 
 



"Mary," he said, "the time has come.  You are quite free.  Are you willing to trust 
yourself to me entirely?" 
 

"Yes, dear." 
 

"Do you hear that, Clarke?  You are my witness.  Here is the chair, Mary.  It is 
quite easy.  Just sit in it and lean back.  Are you ready?" 
 

"Yes, dear, quite ready.  Give me a kiss before you begin." 
 

The doctor stooped and kissed her mouth, kindly enough. "Now shut your eyes," 
he said.  The girl closed her eyelids, as if she were tired, and longed for sleep, and 
Raymond placed the green phial to her nostrils.  Her face grew white, whiter than her 
dress; she struggled faintly, and then with the feeling of submission strong within her, 
crossed her arms upon her breast as a little child about to say her prayers.  The bright 
light of the lamp fell full upon her, and Clarke watched changes fleeting over her face as 
the changes of the hills when the summer clouds float across the sun.  And then she lay 
all white and still, and the doctor turned up one of her eyelids.  She was quite 
unconscious.  Raymond pressed hard on one of the levers and the chair instantly sank 
back.  Clarke saw him cutting away a circle, like a tonsure, from her hair, and the lamp 
was moved nearer.  Raymond took a small glittering instrument from a little case, and 
Clarke turned away shudderingly.  When he looked again the doctor was binding up the 
wound he had made. 
 

"She will awake in five minutes."  Raymond was still perfectly cool.  "There is 
nothing more to be done; we can only wait." 
 

The minutes passed slowly; they could hear a slow, heavy, ticking.  There was an 
old clock in the passage.  Clarke felt sick and faint; his knees shook beneath him, he 
could hardly stand. 
 

Suddenly, as they watched, they heard a long-drawn sigh, and suddenly did the 
colour that had vanished return to the girl's cheeks, and suddenly her eyes opened.  
Clarke quailed before them.  They shone with an awful light, looking far away, and a 
great wonder fell upon her face, and her hands stretched out as if to touch what was 
invisible; but in an instant the wonder faded, and gave place to the most awful terror.  
The muscles of her face were hideously convulsed, she shook from head to foot; the soul 
seemed struggling and shuddering within the house of flesh.  It was a horrible sight, and 
Clarke rushed forward, as she fell shrieking to the floor. 
 

Three days later Raymond took Clarke to Mary's bedside. She was lying wide-
awake, rolling her head from side to side, and grinning vacantly. 
 

"Yes," said the doctor, still quite cool, "it is a great pity; she is a hopeless idiot.  
However, it could not be helped; and, after all, she has seen the Great God Pan." 
 



 
Chapter II 

Mr. Clarke's Memoirs 
 

MR. Clarke, the gentleman chosen by Dr. Raymond to witness the strange 
experiment of the god Pan, was a person in whose character caution and curiosity were 
oddly mingled; in his sober moments he thought of the unusual and eccentric with 
undisguised aversion, and yet, deep in his heart, there was a wide-eyed inquisitiveness 
with respect to all the more recondite and esoteric elements in the nature of men.  The 
latter tendency had prevailed when he accepted Raymond's invitation, for though his 
considered judgment had always repudiated the doctor's theories as the wildest nonsense, 
yet he secretly hugged a belief in fantasy, and would have rejoiced to see that belief 
confirmed. The horrors that he witnessed in the dreary laboratory were to a certain extent 
salutary; he was conscious of being involved in an affair not altogether reputable, and for 
many years afterwards he clung bravely to the commonplace, and rejected all occasions 
of occult investigation.  Indeed, on some homeopathic principle, he for some time 
attended the seances of distinguished mediums, hoping that the clumsy tricks of these 
gentlemen would make him altogether disgusted with mysticism of every kind, but the 
remedy, though caustic, was not efficacious. Clarke knew that he still pined for the 
unseen, and little by little, the old passion began to reassert itself, as the face of Mary, 
shuddering and convulsed with an unknown terror, faded slowly from his memory.  
Occupied all day in pursuits both serious and lucrative, the temptation to relax in the 
evening was too great, especially in the winter months, when the fire cast a warm glow 
over his snug bachelor apartment, and a bottle of some choice claret stood ready by his 
elbow.  His dinner digested, he would make a brief pretence of reading the evening 
paper, but the mere catalogue of news soon palled upon him, and Clarke would find 
himself casting glances of warm desire in the direction of an old Japanese bureau, which 
stood at a pleasant distance from the hearth.  Like a boy before a jam-closet, for a few 
minutes he would hover indecisive, but lust always prevailed, and Clarke ended by 
drawing up his chair, lighting a candle, and sitting down before the bureau.  Its pigeon-
holes and drawers teemed with documents on the most morbid subjects, and in the well 
reposed a large manuscript volume, in which he had painfully entered he gems of his 
collection.  Clarke had a fine contempt for published literature; the most ghostly story 
ceased to interest him if it happened to be printed; his sole pleasure was in the reading, 
compiling, and rearranging what he called his "Memoirs to prove the Existence of the 
Devil," and engaged in this pursuit the evening seemed to fly and the night appeared too 
short. 
 

On one particular evening, an ugly December night, black with fog, and raw with 
frost, Clarke hurried over his dinner, and scarcely deigned to observe his customary ritual 
of taking up the paper and laying it down again.  He paced two or three times up and 
down the room, and opened the bureau, stood still a moment, and sat down.  He leant 
back, absorbed in one of those dreams to which he was subject, and at length drew out 
his book, and opened it at the last entry.  There were three or four pages densely covered 
with Clarke's round, set penmanship, and at the beginning he had written in a somewhat 
larger hand: 



 
        Singular Narrative told me by my Friend, Dr. Phillips. He assures me that all the 
facts related therein are strictly and wholly True, but refuses to give either the Surnames 
of the Persons Concerned, or the Place where these Extraordinary Events occurred. 
 

Mr. Clarke began to read over the account for the tenth time, glancing now and 
then at the pencil notes he had made when it was told him by his friend.  It was one of his 
humours to pride himself on a certain literary ability; he thought well of his style, and 
took pains in arranging the circumstances in dramatic order.  He read the following 
story:-- 
 
 

The persons concerned in this statement are Helen V., who, if she is still alive, 
must now be a woman of twenty-three, Rachel M., since deceased, who was a year 
younger than the above, and Trevor W., an imbecile, aged eighteen. These persons were 
at the period of the story inhabitants of a village on the borders of Wales, a place of some 
importance in the time of the Roman occupation, but now a scattered hamlet, of not more 
than five hundred souls.  It is situated on rising ground, about six miles from the sea, and 
is sheltered by a large and picturesque forest. 
 

Some eleven years ago, Helen V.  came to the village under rather peculiar 
circumstances.  It is understood that she, being an orphan, was adopted in her infancy by 
a distant relative, who brought her up in his own house until she was twelve years old. 
Thinking, however, that it would be better for the child to have playmates of her own age, 
he advertised in several local papers for a good home in a comfortable farmhouse for a 
girl of twelve, and this advertisement was answered by Mr.  R., a well-to-do farmer in the 
above-mentioned village.  His references proving satisfactory, the gentleman sent his 
adopted daughter to Mr. R., with a letter, in which he stipulated that the girl should 
have a room to herself, and stated that her guardians need be at no trouble in the matter of 
education, as she was already sufficiently educated for the position in life which she 
would occupy.  In fact, Mr. R. was given to understand that the girl be allowed to find her 
own occupations and to spend her time almost as she liked.  Mr. R.  duly met her at the 
nearest station, a town seven miles away from his house, and seems to have remarked 
nothing extraordinary about the child except that she was reticent as to her former life 
and her adopted father. She was, however, of a very different type from the inhabitants 
of the village; her skin was a pale, clear olive, and her features were strongly marked, and 
of a somewhat foreign character.  She appears to have settled down easily enough into 
farmhouse life, and became a favourite with the children, who sometimes went with her 
on her rambles in the forest, for this was her amusement.  Mr.  R. states that he has 
known her to go out by herself directly after their early breakfast, and not return till after 
dusk, and that, feeling uneasy at a young girl being out alone for so many hours, he 
communicated with her adopted father, who replied in a brief note that Helen must do as 
she chose.  In the winter, when the forest paths are impassable, she spent most of her time 
in her bedroom, where she slept alone, according to the instructions of her relative. It was 
on one of these expeditions to the forest that the first of the singular incidents with which 
this girl is connected occurred, the date being about a year after her arrival at the village.  



The preceding winter had been remarkably severe, the snow drifting to a great depth, and 
the frost continuing for an unexampled period, and the summer following was as 
noteworthy for its extreme heat.  On one of the very hottest days in this summer, Helen 
V. left the farmhouse for one of her long rambles in the forest, taking with her, as usual, 
some bread and meat for lunch.  She was seen by some men in the fields making for 
the old Roman Road, a green causeway which traverses the highest part of the wood, and 
they were astonished to observe that the girl had taken off her hat, though the heat of the 
sun was already tropical.  As it happened, a labourer, Joseph W. by name, was working in 
the forest near the Roman Road, and at twelve o'clock his little son, Trevor, brought the 
man his dinner of bread and cheese.  After the meal, the boy, who was about seven years 
old at the time, left his father at work, and, as he said, went to look for flowers in the 
wood, and the man, who could hear him shouting with delight at his discoveries, felt no 
uneasiness.  Suddenly, however, he was horrified at hearing the most dreadful screams, 
evidently the result of great terror, proceeding from the direction in which his son had 
gone, and he hastily threw down his tools and ran to see what had happened.  Tracing his 
path by the sound, he met the little boy, who was running headlong, and was evidently 
terribly frightened, and on questioning him the man elicited that after picking a posy of 
flowers he felt tired, and lay down on the grass and fell asleep.  He was suddenly 
awakened, as he stated, by a peculiar noise, a sort of singing he called it, and on peeping 
through the branches he saw Helen V. playing on the grass with a "strange naked man," 
who he seemed unable to describe more fully.  He said he felt dreadfully frightened and 
ran away crying for his father.  Joseph W. proceeded in the direction indicated by his son, 
and found Helen V. sitting on the grass in the middle of a glade or open space left by 
charcoal burners.  He angrily charged her with frightening his little boy, but she entirely 
denied the accusation and laughed at the child's story of a "strange man," to which he 
himself did not attach much credence.  Joseph W.  came to the conclusion that the boy 
had woke up with a sudden fright, as children sometimes do, but Trevor persisted in his 
story, and continued in such evident distress that at last his father took him home, hoping 
that his mother would be able to soothe him. For many weeks, however, the boy gave his 
parents much anxiety; he became nervous and strange in his manner, refusing to leave 
the cottage by himself, and constantly alarming the household by waking in the night 
with cries of "The man in the wood! father!  father!" 
 

In course of time, however, the impression seemed to have worn off, and about 
three months later he accompanied his father to the home of a gentleman in the 
neighborhood, for whom Joseph W. occasionally did work.  The man was shown into the 
study, and the little boy was left sitting in the hall, and a few minutes later, while the 
gentleman was giving W. his instructions, they were both horrified by a piercing shriek 
and the sound of a fall, and rushing out they found the child lying senseless on the floor, 
his face contorted with terror.  The doctor was immediately summoned, and after some 
examination he pronounced the child to be suffering form a kind of fit, apparently 
produced by a sudden shock.  The boy was taken to one of the bedrooms, and after some 
time recovered consciousness, but only to pass into a condition described by the medical 
man as one of violent hysteria.  The doctor exhibited a strong sedative, and in the course 
of two hours pronounced him fit to walk home, but in passing through the hall the 



paroxysms of fright returned and with additional violence.  The father perceived that the 
child was pointing at some object, and heard the old cry, "The man in the wood," and 
looking in the direction indicated saw a stone head of grotesque appearance, which had 
been built into the wall above one of the doors.  It seems the owner of the house had 
recently made alterations in his premises, and on digging the foundations for some 
offices, the men had found a curious head, evidently of the Roman period, which had 
been placed in the manner described.  The head is pronounced by the most experienced 
archaeologists of the district to be that of a faun or satyr.*  [*Dr. Phillips tells me that he 
has seen the head in question, and assures me that he has never received such a vivid 
presentment of intense evil.] 
 

From whatever cause arising, this second shock seemed too severe for the boy 
Trevor, and at the present date he suffers from a weakness of intellect, which gives but 
little promise of amending.  The matter caused a good deal of sensation at the time, and 
the girl Helen was closely questioned by Mr.  R., but to no purpose, she steadfastly 
denying that she had frightened or in any way molested Trevor. 
 

The second event with which this girl's name is connected took place about six 
years ago, and is of a still more extraordinary character. 
 

At the beginning of the summer of 1882, Helen contracted a friendship of a 
peculiarly intimate character with Rachel M., the daughter of a prosperous farmer in the 
neighbourhood.  This girl, who was a year younger than Helen, was considered by most 
people to be the prettier of the two, though Helen's features had to a great extent softened 
as she became older.  The two girls, who were together on every available opportunity, 
presented a singular contrast, the one with her clear, olive skin and almost Italian 
appearance, and the other of the proverbial red and white of our rural districts.  It must be 
stated that the payments made to Mr. R. for the maintenance of Helen were known in the 
village for their excessive liberality, and the impression was general that she 
would one day inherit a large sum of money from her relative. The parents of Rachel 
were therefore not averse from their daughter's friendship with the girl, and even 
encouraged the intimacy, though they now bitterly regret having done so. Helen still 
retained her extraordinary fondness for the forest, and on several occasions Rachel 
accompanied her, the two friends setting out early in the morning, and remaining in the 
wood until dusk.  Once or twice after these excursions Mrs. M. thought her daughter's 
manner rather peculiar; she seemed languid and dreamy, and as it has been expressed, 
"different from herself," but these peculiarities seem to have been thought too trifling for 
remark.  One evening, however, after Rachel had come home, her mother heard a noise 
which sounded like suppressed weeping in the girl's room, and on going in found her 
lying, half undressed, upon the bed, evidently in the greatest distress.  As soon as she saw 
her mother, she exclaimed, "Ah, mother, mother, why did you let me go to the 
forest with Helen?"  Mrs. M. was astonished at so strange a question, and proceeded to 
make inquiries.  Rachel told her a wild story.  She said -- 
 

Clarke closed the book with a snap, and turned his chair towards the fire.  When 
his friend sat one evening in that very chair, and told his story, Clarke had interrupted 



him at a point a little subsequent to this, had cut short his words in a paroxysm of horror.  
"My God!" he had exclaimed, "think, think what you are saying.  It is too incredible, too 
monstrous; such things can never be in this quiet world, where men and women live and 
die, and struggle, and conquer, or maybe fail, and fall down under sorrow, and grieve and 
suffer strange fortunes for many a year; but not this, Phillips, not such things as this. 
There must be some explanation, some way out of the terror.  Why, man, if such a case 
were possible, our earth would be a nightmare." 
 

But Phillips had told his story to the end, concluding: 
 

"Her flight remains a mystery to this day; she vanished in broad sunlight; they 
saw her walking in a meadow, and a few moments later she was not there." 
 

Clarke tried to conceive the thing again, as he sat by the fire, and again his mind 
shuddered and shrank back, appalled before the sight of such awful, unspeakable 
elements enthroned as it were, and triumphant in human flesh.  Before him stretched the 
long dim vista of the green causeway in the forest, as his friend had described it; he saw 
the swaying leaves and the quivering shadows on the grass, he saw the sunlight and the 
flowers, and far away, far in the long distance, the two figure moved toward him.  One 
was Rachel, but the other? 
 

Clarke had tried his best to disbelieve it all, but at the end of the account, as he 
had written it in his book, he had placed the inscription: 
 

ET DIABOLUS INCARNATE EST.  ET HOMO FACTUS EST. 
 
 
 

 
Chapter III 

The City of Resurrections 
 

"HERBERT!  Good God!  Is it possible?" 
 

"Yes, my name's Herbert.  I think I know your face, too, but I don't remember 
your name.  My memory is very queer." 
 

"Don't you recollect Villiers of Wadham?" 
 

"So it is, so it is.  I beg your pardon, Villiers, I didn't think I was begging of an old 
college friend. Good-night." 
 

"My dear fellow, this haste is unnecessary.  My rooms are close by, but we won't 
go there just yet.  Suppose we walk up Shaftesbury Avenue a little way?  But how in 
heaven's name have you come to this pass, Herbert?" 
 



"It's a long story, Villiers, and a strange one too, but you can hear it if you like." 
 

"Come on, then.  Take my arm, you don't seem very strong." 
 

The ill-assorted pair moved slowly up Rupert Street; the one in dirty, evil-looking 
rags, and the other attired in the regulation uniform of a man about town, trim, glossy, 
and eminently well-to-do.  Villiers had emerged from his restaurant after an excellent 
dinner of many courses, assisted by an ingratiating little flask of Chianti, and, in that 
frame of mind which was with him almost chronic, had delayed a moment by the door, 
peering round in the dimly-lighted street in search of those mysterious incidents and 
persons with which the streets of London teem in every quarter and every hour.  Villiers 
prided himself as a practised explorer of such obscure mazes and byways of London life, 
and in this unprofitable pursuit he displayed an assiduity which was worthy of more 
serious employment.  Thus he stood by the lamp-post surveying the passers-by with 
undisguised curiosity, and with that gravity known only to the systematic diner, had just 
enunciated in his mind the formula: "London has been called the city of encounters; it is 
more than that, it is the city of Resurrections," when these reflections were suddenly 
interrupted by a piteous whine at his elbow, and a deplorable appeal for alms.  He looked 
around in some irritation, and with a sudden shock found himself confronted with the 
embodied proof of his somewhat stilted fancies.  There, close beside him, his face altered 
and disfigured by poverty and disgrace, his body barely covered by greasy ill-fitting rags, 
stood his old friend Charles Herbert, who had matriculated on the same day as himself, 
with whom he had been merry and wise for twelve revolving terms.  Different 
occupations and varying interests had interrupted the friendship, and it was six years 
since Villiers had seen Herbert; and now he looked upon this wreck of a man with grief 
and dismay, mingled with a certain inquisitiveness as to what dreary chain of 
circumstances had dragged him down to such a doleful pass.  Villiers felt together 
with compassion all the relish of the amateur in mysteries, and congratulated himself on 
his leisurely speculations outside the restaurant. 
 

They walked on in silence for some time, and more than one passer-by stared in 
astonishment at the unaccustomed spectacle of a well-dressed man with an unmistakable 
beggar hanging on to his arm, and, observing this, Villiers led the way to an obscure 
street in Soho.  Here he repeated his question. 
 

"How on earth has it happened, Herbert?  I always understood you would succeed 
to an excellent position in Dorsetshire.  Did your father disinherit you?  Surely not?" 
 

"No, Villiers; I came into all the property at my poor father's death; he died a year 
after I left Oxford.  He was a very good father to me, and I mourned his death sincerely 
enough.  But you know what young men are; a few months later I came up to town and 
went a good deal into society.  Of course I had excellent introductions, and I managed to 
enjoy myself very much in a harmless sort of way.  I played a little, certainly, but never 
for heavy stakes, and the few bets I made on races brought me in money--only a few 
pounds, you know, but enough to pay for cigars and such petty pleasures.  It was in my 
second season that the tide turned.  Of course you have heard of my marriage?" 



 
"No, I never heard anything about it." 

 
"Yes, I married, Villiers.  I met a girl, a girl of the most wonderful and most 

strange beauty, at the house of some people whom I knew.  I cannot tell you her age; I 
never knew it, but, so far as I can guess, I should think she must have been about nineteen 
when I made her acquaintance.  My friends had come to know her at Florence; she told 
them she was an orphan, the child of an English father and an Italian mother, and she 
charmed them as she charmed me.  The first time I saw her was at an evening party.  I 
was standing by the door talking to a friend, when suddenly above the hum and babble of 
conversation I heard a voice which seemed to thrill to my heart.  She was singing an 
Italian song.  I was introduced to her that evening, and in three months I married Helen.  
Villiers, that woman, if I can call her woman, corrupted my soul.  The night of the 
wedding I found myself sitting in her bedroom in the hotel, listening to her talk.  She was 
sitting up in bed, and I listened to her as she spoke in her beautiful voice, spoke of things 
which even now I would not dare whisper in the blackest night, though I stood in the 
midst of a wilderness.   You, Villiers, you may think you know life, and London, and 
what goes on day and night in this dreadful city; for all I can say you may have heard the 
talk of the vilest, but I tell you you can have no conception of what I know, not in your 
most fantastic, hideous dreams can you have imaged forth the faintest shadow of what I 
have heard—and seen.  Yes, seen.  I have seen the incredible, such horrors that even I 
myself sometimes stop in the middle of the street and ask whether it is possible for a man 
to behold such things and live. In a year, Villiers, I was a ruined man, in body and soul—
in body and soul." 
 

"But your property, Herbert?  You had land in Dorset." 
 

"I sold it all; the fields and woods, the dear old house--everything." 
 

"And the money?" 
 

"She took it all from me." 
 

"And then left you?" 
 

"Yes; she disappeared one night.  I don't know where she went, but I am sure if I 
saw her again it would kill me. The rest of my story is of no interest; sordid misery, that 
is all.  You may think, Villiers, that I have exaggerated and talked for effect; but I have 
not told you half.  I could tell you certain things which would convince you, but you 
would never know a happy day again.  You would pass the rest of your life, as I pass 
mine, a haunted man, a man who has seen hell." 
 

Villiers took the unfortunate man to his rooms, and gave him a meal.  Herbert 
could eat little, and scarcely touched the glass of wine set before him.  He sat moody and 
silent by the fire, and seemed relieved when Villiers sent him away with a small present 
of money. 



 
"By the way, Herbert," said Villiers, as they parted at the door, "what was your 

wife's name?  You said Helen, I think? Helen what?" 
 

"The name she passed under when I met her was HelenVaughan, but what her real 
name was I can't say.  I don't think she had a name.  No, no, not in that sense.  Only 
human beings have names, Villiers; I can't say anymore.  Good-bye; yes, I will not fail to 
call if I see any way in which you can help me.Good-night." 
 

The man went out into the bitter night, and Villiers returned to his fireside.  There 
was something about Herbert which shocked him inexpressibly; not his poor rags nor the 
marks which poverty had set upon his face, but rather an indefinite terror which hung 
about him like a mist.  He had acknowledged that he himself was not devoid of blame; 
the woman, he had avowed, had corrupted him body and soul, and Villiers felt that 
this man, once his friend, had been an actor in scenes evil beyond the power of words.  
His story needed no confirmation: he himself was the embodied proof of it.  Villiers 
mused curiously over the story he had heard, and wondered whether he had heard 
both the first and the last of it.  "No," he thought, "certainly not the last, probably only the 
beginning.  A case like this is like a nest of Chinese boxes; you open one after the other 
and find a quainter workmanship in every box.  Most likely poor Herbert is merely one of 
the outside boxes; there are stranger ones to follow." 
 

Villiers could not take his mind away from Herbert and his story, which seemed 
to grow wilder as the night wore on. The fire seemed to burn low, and the chilly air of the 
morning crept into the room; Villiers got up with a glance over his shoulder, and, 
shivering slightly, went to bed. 
 

A few days later he saw at his club a gentleman of his acquaintance, named 
Austin, who was famous for his intimate knowledge of London life, both in its tenebrous 
and luminous phases.  Villiers, still full of his encounter in Soho and its consequences, 
thought Austin might possibly be able to shed some light on Herbert's history, and so 
after some casual talk he suddenly put the question: 
 

"Do you happen to know anything of a man named Herbert-- Charles Herbert?" 
 

Austin turned round sharply and stared at Villiers with some astonishment. 
 

"Charles Herbert?  Weren't you in town three years ago? No; then you have not 
heard of the Paul Street case?  It caused a good deal of sensation at the time." 
 

"What was the case?" 
 

"Well, a gentleman, a man of very good position, was found dead, stark dead, in 
the area of a certain house in Paul Street, off Tottenham Court Road.  Of course the 
police did not make the discovery; if you happen to be sitting up all night and 



have a light in your window, the constable will ring the bell, but if you happen to be lying 
dead in somebody's area, you will be left alone.  In this instance, as in many others, the 
alarm was raised by some kind of vagabond; I don't mean a common tramp, or a public-
house loafer, but a gentleman, whose business or pleasure, or both, made him a spectator 
of the London streets at five o'clock in the morning.  This individual was, as he 
said, 'going home,'it did not appear whence or whither, and had occasion to pass through 
Paul Street between four and five a.m. Something or other caught his eye at Number 20; 
he said, absurdly enough, that the house had the most unpleasant physiognomy he had 
ever observed, but, at any rate, he glanced down the area and was a good deal astonished 
to see a man lying on the stones, his limbs all huddled together, and his face turned up.  
Our gentleman thought his face looked peculiarly ghastly, and so set off at a run in search 
of the nearest policeman.  The constable was at first inclined to treat the matter lightly, 
suspecting common drunkenness; however, he came, and after looking at the man's face, 
changed his tone, quickly enough.  The early bird, who had picked up this fine worm, 
was sent off for a doctor, and the policeman rang and knocked at the door till a slatternly 
servant girl came down looking more than half asleep.  The constable pointed out the 
contents of the area to the maid, who screamed loudly enough to wake up the street, 
but she knew nothing of the man; had never seen him at the house, and so forth.  
Meanwhile, the original discoverer had come back with a medical man, and the next 
thing was to get into the area.  The gate was open, so the whole quartet stumped down 
the steps.  The doctor hardly needed a moment's examination; he said the poor fellow had 
been dead for several hours, and it was then the case began to get interesting.  The dead 
man had not been robbed, and in one of his pockets were papers identifying him as--well, 
as a man of good family and means, a favourite in society, and nobody's enemy, as far as 
could be known.  I don't give his name, Villiers, because it has nothing to do with the 
story, and because it's no good raking up these affairs about the dead when there are no 
relations living.  The next curious point was that the medical men couldn't agree as to 
how he met his death.  There were some slight bruises on his shoulders, but they were so 
slight that it looked as if he had been pushed roughly out of the kitchen door, and not 
thrown over the railings from the street or even dragged down the steps. But there were 
positively no other marks of violence about him, certainly none that would account for 
his death; and when they came to the autopsy there wasn't a trace of poison of any kind. 
Of course the police wanted to know all about the people at Number 20, and here again, 
so I have heard from private sources, one or two other very curious points came out.  It 
appears that the occupants of the house were a Mr.  and Mrs. Charles Herbert; he was 
said to be a landed proprietor, though it struck most people that Paul Street was not 
exactly the place to look for country gentry.  As for Mrs. Herbert, nobody seemed to 
know who or what she was, and, between ourselves, I fancy the divers after her history 
found themselves in rather strange waters.  Of course they both denied knowing anything 
about the deceased, and in default of any evidence against them they were discharged. 
But some very odd things came out about them.  Though it was between five and six in 
the morning when the dead man was removed, a large crowd had collected, and several 
of the neighbours ran to see what was going on.  They were pretty free with their 
comments, by all accounts, and from these it appeared that Number 20 was in very bad 
odour in Paul Street.  The detectives tried to trace down these rumours to some solid 



foundation of fact, but could not get hold of anything.  People shook their heads and 
raised their eyebrows and thought the Herberts rather 'queer,' 'would rather not be seen 
going into their house,'and so on, but there was nothing tangible.  The authorities were 
morally certain the man met his death in some way or another in the house and was 
thrown out by the kitchen door, but they couldn't prove it, and the absence of any 
indications of violence or poisoning left them helpless.  An odd case, wasn't it?  But 
curiously enough, there's something more that I haven't told you.  I happened to know 
one of the doctors who was consulted as to the cause of death, and some time after 
the inquest I met him, and asked him about it.  'Do you really mean to tell me,' I said, 'that 
you were baffled by the case, that you actually don't know what the man died of?' 'Pardon 
me,' he replied, 'I know perfectly well what caused death.  Blank died of fright, of sheer, 
awful terror; I never saw features so hideously contorted in the entire course of my 
practice, and I have seen the faces of a whole host of dead.'  The doctor was usually a 
cool customer enough, and a certain vehemence in his manner struck me, but I couldn't 
get anything more out of him. I suppose the Treasury didn't see their way to prosecuting 
the Herberts for frightening a man to death; at any rate, nothing was done, and the case 
dropped out of men's minds.  Do you happen to know anything of Herbert?" 
 

"Well," replied Villiers, "he was an old college friend of mine." 
 

"You don't say so?  Have you ever seen his wife?" 
 

"No, I haven't.  I have lost sight of Herbert for many years." 
 

"It's queer, isn't it, parting with a man at the college gate or at Paddington, seeing 
nothing of him for years, and then finding him pop up his head in such an odd place.  But 
I should like to have seen Mrs. Herbert; people said extraordinary things about her." 
 

"What sort of things?" 
 

"Well, I hardly know how to tell you.  Everyone who saw her at the police court 
said she was at once the most beautiful woman and the most repulsive they had ever set 
eyes on.  I have spoken to a man who saw her, and I assure you he positively shuddered 
as he tried to describe the woman, but he couldn't tell why.  She seems to have been a sort 
of enigma; and I expect if that one dead man could have told tales, he would have told 
some uncommonly queer ones.  And there you are again in another puzzle; what could a 
respectable country gentleman like Mr.Blank (we'll call him that if you don't mind) want 
in such a very queer house as Number 20?  It's altogether a very odd case, isn't it?" 
 

"It is indeed, Austin; an extraordinary case.  I didn't think, when I asked you about 
my old friend, I should strike on such strange metal.  Well, I must be off; good-day." 
 

Villiers went away, thinking of his own conceit of the Chinese boxes; here was 
quaint workmanship indeed. 
 
 



 
 

Chapter IV 
The Discovery In Paul Street 

 
A FEW months after Villers'meeting with Herbert, Mr. Clarke was sitting, as 

usual, by his after-dinner hearth, resolutely guarding his fancies from wandering in the 
direction of the bureau.  For more than a week he had succeeded in keeping away from 
the "Memoirs," and he cherished hopes of a complete self-reformation; but, in spite of his 
endeavours, he could not hush the wonder and the strange curiosity that the last case he 
had written down had excited within him.  He had put the case, or rather the outline of it, 
conjecturally to a scientific friend, who shook his head, and thought Clarke getting queer, 
and on this particular evening Clarke was making an effort to rationalize the story, when 
a sudden knock at the door roused him from his meditations. 
 

"Mr. Villiers to see you sir." 
 

"Dear me, Villiers, it is very kind of you to look me up; I have not seen you for 
many months; I should think nearly a year.  Come in, come in.  And how are you, 
Villiers?  Want any advice about investments?" 
 

"No, thanks, I fancy everything I have in that way is pretty safe.  No, Clarke, I 
have really come to consult you about a rather curious matter that has been brought under 
my notice of late.  I am afraid you will think it all rather absurd when I tell my tale.  I 
sometimes think so myself, and that's just what I made up my mind to come to you, as I 
know you're a practical man." 
 

Mr. Villiers was ignorant of the "Memoirs to prove the Existence of the Devil." 
 

"Well, Villiers, I shall be happy to give you my advice, to the best of my ability.  
What is the nature of the case?" 
 

"It's an extraordinary thing altogether.  You know my ways; I always keep my 
eyes open in the streets, and in my time I have chanced upon some queer customers, and 
queer cases too, but this, I think, beats all.  I was coming out of a restaurant one nasty 
winter night about three months ago; I had had a capital dinner and a good bottle of 
Chianti, and I stood for a moment on the pavement, thinking what a mystery there is 
about London streets and the companies that pass along them.  A bottle of red wine 
encourages these fancies, Clarke, and I dare say I should have thought a page of small 
type, but I was cut short by a beggar who had come behind me, and was making the usual 
appeals.  Of course I looked round, and this beggar turned out to be what was left of an 
old friend of mine, a man named Herbert.  I asked him how he had come to such a 
wretched pass, and he told me.  We walked up and down one of those long and dark Soho 
streets, and there I listened to his story.  He said he had married a beautiful girl, some 
years younger than himself, and, as he put it, she had corrupted him body and 



soul.  He wouldn't go into details; he said he dare not, that what he had seen and heard 
haunted him by night and day, and when I looked in his face I knew he was speaking the 
truth. There was something about the man that made me shiver.  I don't know why, but it 
was there.  I gave him a little money and sent him away, and I assure you that when he 
was gone I gasped for breath.  His presence seemed to chill one's blood." 
 

"Isn't this all just a little fanciful, Villiers?  I suppose the poor fellow had made an 
imprudent marriage, and, in plain English, gone to the bad." 
 

"Well, listen to this."  Villiers told Clarke the story he had heard from Austin. 
 

"You see," he concluded, "there can be but little doubt that this Mr.  Blank, 
whoever he was, died of sheer terror; he saw something so awful, so terrible, that it cut 
short his life. And what he saw, he most certainly saw in that house, which, somehow or 
other, had got a bad name in the neighbourhood.  I had the curiosity to go and look at the 
place for myself.  It's a saddening kind of street; the houses are old enough to be mean 
and dreary, but not old enough to be quaint.  As far as I could see most of them are let in 
lodgings, furnished and unfurnished, and almost every door has three bells to it.  Here 
and there the round floors have been made into shops of the commonest kind; it's a 
dismal street in every way.  I found Number 20 was to let, and I went to the agent's and 
got the key.  Of course I should have heard nothing of the Herberts in that quarter, but 
I asked the man, fair and square, how long they had left the house and whether there had 
been other tenants in the meanwhile. He looked at me queerly for a minute, and told me 
the Herberts had left immediately after the unpleasantness, as he called it, and since then 
the house had been empty." 
 

Mr. Villiers paused for a moment. 
 

"I have always been rather fond of going over empty houses; there's a sort of 
fascination about the desolate empty rooms, with the nails sticking in the walls, and the 
dust thick upon the window-sills.  But I didn't enjoy going over Number 20, Paul Street.  
I had hardly put my foot inside the passage when I noticed a queer, heavy feeling about 
the air of the house.  Of course all empty houses are stuffy, and so forth, but this was 
something quite different; I can't describe it to you, but it seemed to stop the breath.  I 
went into the front room and the back room, and the kitchens downstairs; they were all 
dirty and dusty enough, as you would expect, but there was something strange about them 
all.  I couldn't define it to you, I only know I felt queer.  It was one of the rooms on the 
first floor, though, that was the worst.  It was a largish room, and once on a time the 
paper must have been cheerful enough, but when I saw it, paint, paper, and everything 
were most doleful.  But the room was full of horror; I felt my teeth grinding as I put my 
hand on the door, and when I went in, I thought I should have fallen fainting to the floor.  
However, I pulled myself together, and stood against the end wall, wondering what on 
earth there could be about the room to make my limbs tremble, and my heart beat as if I 
were at the hour of death.  In one corner there was a pile of newspapers littered on the 
floor, and I began looking at them; they were papers of three or four years ago, some of 



them half torn, and some crumpled as if they had been used for packing.  I turned the 
whole pile over, and amongst them I found a curious drawing; I will show it to you 
presently.  But I couldn't stay in the room; I felt it was overpowering me.  I was thankful 
to come out, safe and sound, into the open air.  People stared at me as I walked along the 
street, and one man said I was drunk.  I was staggering about from one side of the 
pavement to the other, and it was as much as I could do to take the key back to the agent 
and get home.  I was in bed for a week, suffering from what my doctor called nervous 
shock and exhaustion.  One of those days I was reading the evening paper, and happened 
to notice a paragraph headed: Starved to Death.'  It was the usual style of thing; a model 
lodging-house in Marlyebone, a door locked for several days, and a dead man in his chair 
when they broke in.  'The deceased,' said the paragraph, 'was known as Charles Herbert, 
and is believed to have been once a prosperous country gentleman.  His name was 
familiar to the public three years ago in connection with the mysterious death in Paul 
Street, Tottenham Court Road, the deceased being the tenant of the house Number 20, in 
the area of which a gentleman of good position was found dead under circumstances not 
devoid of suspicion.'  A tragic ending, wasn't it?  But after all, if what he told me were 
true, which I am sure it was, the man's life was all a tragedy, and a tragedy of a stranger 
sort than they put on the boards." 
 

"And that is the story, is it?" said Clarke musingly. 
 

"Yes, that is the story." 
 

"Well, really, Villiers, I scarcely know what to say about it.  There are, no doubt, 
circumstances in the case which seem peculiar, the finding of the dead man in the area of 
Herbert's house, for instance, and the extraordinary opinion of the physician as to the 
cause of death; but, after all, it is conceivable that the facts may be explained in a 
straightforward manner.  As to your own sensations, when you went to see the 
house, I would suggest that they were due to a vivid imagination; you must have been 
brooding, in a semi-conscious way, over what you had heard.  I don't exactly see what 
more can be said or done in the matter; you evidently think there is a mystery of some 
kind, but Herbert is dead; where then do you propose to look?" 
 

"I propose to look for the woman; the woman whom he married.  She is the 
mystery." 
 

The two men sat silent by the fireside; Clarke secretly congratulating himself on 
having successfully kept up the character of advocate of the commonplace, and Villiers 
wrapped in his gloomy fancies. 
 

"I think I will have a cigarette," he said at last, and put his hand in his pocket to 
feel for the cigarette-case. 
 

"Ah!" he said, starting slightly, "I forgot I had something to show you.  You 
remember my saying that I had found a rather curious sketch amongst the pile of old 
newspapers at the house in Paul Street?  Here it is." 



 
Villiers drew out a small thin parcel from his pocket. It was covered with brown 

paper, and secured with string, and the knots were troublesome.  In spite of himself 
Clarke felt inquisitive; he bent forward on his chair as Villiers painfully undid the string, 
and unfolded the outer covering.  Inside was a second wrapping of tissue, and Villiers 
took it off and handed the small piece of paper to Clarke without a word. 
 

There was dead silence in the room for five minutes or more; the two man sat so 
still that they could hear the ticking of the tall old-fashioned clock that stood outside in 
the hall, and in the mind of one of them the slow monotony of sound woke up a far, far 
memory.  He was looking intently at the small pen-and-ink sketch of the woman's head; it 
had evidently been drawn with great care, and by a true artist, for the woman's soul 
looked out of the eyes, and the lips were parted with a strange smile.  Clarke gazed still at 
the face; it brought to his memory one summer evening, long ago; he saw again the long 
lovely valley, the river winding between the hills, the meadows and the cornfields, the 
dull red sun, and the cold white mist rising from the water.  He heard a voice speaking to 
him across the waves of many years, and saying "Clarke, Mary will see the god Pan!" and 
then he was standing in the grim room beside the doctor, listening to the heavy ticking of 
the clock, waiting and watching, watching the figure lying on the green char beneath the 
lamplight.  Mary rose up, and he looked into her eyes, and his heart grew cold within 
him. 
 

"Who is this woman?" he said at last.  His voice was dry and hoarse. 
 

"That is the woman who Herbert married." 
 

Clarke looked again at the sketch; it was not Mary after all.  There certainly was 
Mary's face, but there was something else, something he had not seen on Mary's features 
when the white-clad girl entered the laboratory with the doctor, nor at her terrible 
awakening, nor when she lay grinning on the bed.   Whatever it was, the glance that came 
from those eyes, the smile on the full lips, or the expression of the whole face, Clarke 
shuddered before it at his inmost soul, and thought, unconsciously, of Dr. Phillip's words, 
"the most vivid presentment of evil I have ever seen."  He turned the paper over 
mechanically in his hand and glanced at the back. 
 

"Good God!  Clarke, what is the matter?  You are as white as death." 
 

Villiers had started wildly from his chair, as Clarke fell back with a groan, and let 
the paper drop from his hands. 
 

"I don't feel very well, Villiers, I am subject to these attacks.  Pour me out a little 
wine; thanks, that will do. I shall feel better in a few minutes." 
 

Villiers picked up the fallen sketch and turned it over as Clarke had done. 
 



"You saw that?" he said.  "That's how I identified it as being a portrait of Herbert's 
wife, or I should say his widow.  How do you feel now?" 
 

"Better, thanks, it was only a passing faintness.  I don't think I quite catch your 
meaning.  What did you say enabled you to identify the picture?" 
 

"This word--'Helen'--was written on the back. Didn't I tell you her name was 
Helen?  Yes; Helen Vaughan." 
 

Clarke groaned; there could be no shadow of doubt. 
 

"Now, don't you agree with me," said Villiers, "that in the story I have told you 
to-night, and in the part this woman plays in it, there are some very strange points?" 
 

"Yes, Villiers," Clarke muttered, "it is a strange story indeed; a strange story 
indeed.  You must give me time to think it over; I may be able to help you or I may not.  
Must you be going now?  Well, good-night, Villiers, good-night.  Come and see me in the 
course of a week." 
 
 

Chapter V 
The Letter Of Advice 

 
 

"DO you know, Austin," said Villiers, as the two friends were pacing sedately 
along Piccadilly one pleasant morning in May, "do you know I am convinced that what 
you told me about Paul Street and the Herberts is a mere episode in an extraordinary 
history?  I may as well confess to you that when I asked you about Herbert a few months 
ago I had just seen him." 
 

"You had seen him?  Where?" 
 

"He begged of me in the street one night.  He was in the most pitiable plight, but I 
recognized the man, and I got him to tell me his history, or at least the outline of it.  In 
brief, it amounted to this--he had been ruined by his wife." 
 

"In what manner?" 
 

"He would not tell me; he would only say that she had destroyed him, body and 
soul.  The man is dead now. 
 

"And what has become of his wife?" 
 

"Ah, that's what I should like to know, and I mean to find her sooner or later.  I 
know a man named Clarke, a dry fellow, in fact a man of business, but shrewd enough.  
You understand my meaning; not shrewd in the mere business sense of the word, but a 



man who really knows something about men and life.  Well, I laid the case before him, 
and he was evidently impressed.  He said it needed consideration, and asked me to come 
again in the course of a week.  A few days later I received this extraordinary letter." 
 

Austin took the envelope, drew out the letter, and read it curiously.  It ran as 
follows:-- 
 

"MY DEAR VILLIERS,--I have thought over the matter on which you consulted 
me the other night, and my advice to you is this.  Throw the portrait into the fire, blot out 
the story from your mind.  Never give it another thought, Villiers, or you will be sorry.  
You will think, no doubt, that I am in possession of some secret information, and to a 
certain extent that is the case.  But I only know a little; I am like a traveller who has 
peered over an abyss, and has drawn back in terror.  What I know is strange enough and 
horrible enough, but beyond my knowledge there are depths and horrors more frightful 
still, more incredible than any tale told of winter nights about the fire. I have resolved, 
and nothing shall shake that resolve, to explore no whit farther, and if you value your 
happiness you will make the same determination. 
 

"Come and see me by all means; but we will talk on more cheerful topics than 
this." 
 

Austin folded the letter methodically, and returned it to Villiers. 
 

"It is certainly an extraordinary letter," he said, "what does he mean by the 
portrait?" 
 

"Ah!  I forgot to tell you I have been to Paul Street and have made a discovery." 
 

Villiers told his story as he had told it to Clarke, and Austin listened in silence.  
He seemed puzzled. 
 

"How very curious that you should experience such an unpleasant sensation in 
that room!" he said at length.  "I hardly gather that it was a mere matter of the 
imagination; a feeling of repulsion, in short." 
 

"No, it was more physical than mental.  It was as if I were inhaling at every breath 
some deadly fume, which seemed to penetrate to every nerve and bone and sinew of my 
body.  I felt racked from head to foot, my eyes began to grow dim; it was like the 
entrance of death." 
 

"Yes, yes, very strange certainly.  You see, your friend confesses that there is 
some very black story connected with this woman.  Did you notice any particular 
emotion in him when you were telling your tale?" 
 

"Yes, I did.  He became very faint, but he assured me that it was a mere passing 
attack to which he was subject." 



 
"Did you believe him?" 

 
"I did at the time, but I don't now.  He heard what I had to say with a good deal of 

indifference, till I showed him the portrait.  It was then that he was seized with the attack 
of which I spoke.  He looked ghastly, I assure you." 
 

"Then he must have seen the woman before.  But there might be another 
explanation; it might have been the name, and not the face, which was familiar to him.  
What do you think?" 
 

"I couldn't say.  To the best of my belief it was after turning the portrait in his 
hands that he nearly dropped from the chair.  The name, you know, was written on the 
back." 
 

"Quite so.  After all, it is impossible to come to any resolution in a case like this.  
I hate melodrama, and nothing strikes me as more commonplace and tedious than the 
ordinary ghost story of commerce; but really, Villiers, it looks as if there were something 
very queer at the bottom of all this." 
 

The two men had, without noticing it, turned up Ashley Street, leading northward 
from Piccadilly.  It was a long street, and rather a gloomy one, but here and there a 
brighter taste had illuminated the dark houses with flowers, and gay curtains, and a 
cheerful paint on the doors.  Villiers glanced up as Austin stopped speaking, and looked 
at one of these houses; geraniums, red and white, drooped from every sill, and daffodil-
coloured curtains were draped back from each window. 
 

"It looks cheerful, doesn't it?" he said. 
 

"Yes, and the inside is still more cheery.  One of the pleasantest houses of the 
season, so I have heard.  I haven't been there myself, but I've met several men who have, 
and they tell me it's uncommonly jovial." 
 

"Whose house is it?" 
 

"A Mrs. Beaumont's." 
 

"And who is she?" 
 

"I couldn't tell you.  I have heard she comes from South America, but after all, 
who she is is of little consequence.  She is a very wealthy woman, there's no doubt of 
that, and some of the best people have taken her up.  I hear she has some wonderful 
claret, really marvellous wine, which must have cost a fabulous sum.  Lord Argentine 
was telling me about it; he was there last Sunday evening.  He assures me he has never 
tasted such a wine, and Argentine, as you know, is an expert.  By the way, that reminds 
me, she must be an oddish sort of woman, this Mrs. Beaumont.  Argentine asked her how 



old the wine was, and what do you think she said?  'About a thousand years, I believe.' 
Lord Argentine thought she was chaffing him, you know, but when he laughed she said 
she was speaking quite seriously and offered to show him the jar.  Of course, he couldn't 
say anything more after that; but it seems rather antiquated for a beverage, doesn't it?  
Why, here we are at my rooms.  Come in, won't you?" 
 

"Thanks, I think I will.  I haven't seen the curiosity-shop for a while." 
 

It was a room furnished richly, yet oddly, where every jar and bookcase and table, 
and every rug and jar and ornament seemed to be a thing apart, preserving each its own 
individuality. 
 

"Anything fresh lately?" said Villiers after a while. 
 

"No; I think not; you saw those queer jugs, didn't you? I thought so.  I don't think 
I have come across anything for the last few weeks." 
 

Austin glanced around the room from cupboard to cupboard, from shelf to shelf, 
in search of some new oddity. His eyes fell at last on an odd chest, pleasantly and 
quaintly carved, which stood in a dark corner of the room. 
 

"Ah," he said, "I was forgetting, I have got something to show you." Austin 
unlocked the chest, drew out a thick quarto volume, laid it on the table, and resumed the 
cigar he had put down. 
 

"Did you know Arthur Meyrick the painter, Villiers?" 
 

"A little; I met him two or three times at the house of a friend of mine.  What has 
become of him?  I haven't heard his name mentioned for some time." 
 

"He's dead." 
 

"You don't say so!  Quite young, wasn't he?" 
 

"Yes; only thirty when he died." 
 

"What did he die of?" 
 

"I don't know.  He was an intimate friend of mine, and a thoroughly good fellow.  
He used to come here and talk to me for hours, and he was one of the best talkers I have 
met.  He could even talk about painting, and that's more than can be said of most painters.  
About eighteen months ago he was feeling rather overworked, and partly at my 
suggestion he went off on a sort of roving expedition, with no very definite end or aim 
about it.  I believe New York was to be his first port, but I never heard from him.  Three 
months ago I got this book, with a very civil letter from an English doctor practising at 
Buenos Ayres, stating that he had attended the late Mr. Meyrick during his illness, and 



that the deceased had expressed an earnest wish that the enclosed packet should be sent to 
me after his death. That was all." 
 

"And haven't you written for further particulars?" 
 

"I have been thinking of doing so.  You would advise me to write to the doctor?" 
 

"Certainly.  And what about the book?" 
 

"It was sealed up when I got it.  I don't think the doctor had seen it." 
 

"It is something very rare?  Meyrick was a collector, perhaps?" 
 

"No, I think not, hardly a collector.  Now, what do you think of these Ainu jugs?" 
 

"They are peculiar, but I like them.  But aren't you going to show me poor 
Meyrick's legacy?" 
 

"Yes, yes, to be sure.  The fact is, it's rather a peculiar sort of thing, and I haven't 
shown it to any one.  I wouldn't say anything about it if I were you.  There it is." 
 

Villiers took the book, and opened it at haphazard. 
 

"It isn't a printed volume, then?" he said. 
 

"No.  It is a collection of drawings in black and white by my poor friend 
Meyrick." 
 

Villiers turned to the first page, it was blank; the second bore a brief inscription, 
which he read: 
 

Silet per diem universus, nec sine horrore secretus est; lucet nocturnis ignibus, 
chorus Aegipanum undique personatur: audiuntur et cantus tibiarum, et tinnitus 
cymbalorum per oram maritimam. 
 
 

On the third page was a design which made Villiers start and look up at Austin; he 
was gazing abstractedly out of the window.  Villiers turned page after page, absorbed, in 
spite of himself, in the frightful Walpurgis Night of evil, strange monstrous evil, that the 
dead artist had set forth in hard black and white.  The figures of Fauns and Satyrs and 
Aegipans danced before his eyes, the darkness of the thicket, the dance on the mountain-
top, the scenes by lonely shores, in green vineyards, by rocks and desert places, passed 
before him: a world before which the human soul seemed to shrink back and shudder. 
Villiers whirled over the remaining pages; he had seen enough, but the picture on the last 
leaf caught his eye, as he almost closed the book. 
 



"Austin!" 
 

"Well, what is it?" 
 

"Do you know who that is?" 
 

It was a woman's face, alone on the white page. 
 

"Know who it is?  No, of course not." 
 

"I do." 
 

"Who is it?" 
 

"It is Mrs. Herbert." 
 

"Are you sure?" 
 

"I am perfectly sure of it.  Poor Meyrick!  He is one more chapter in her history." 
 

"But what do you think of the designs?" 
 

"They are frightful.  Lock the book up again, Austin. If I were you I would burn 
it; it must be a terrible companion even though it be in a chest." 
 

"Yes, they are singular drawings.  But I wonder what connection there could be 
between Meyrick and Mrs. Herbert, or what link between her and these designs?" 
 

"Ah, who can say?  It is possible that the matter may end here, and we shall never 
know, but in my own opinion this Helen Vaughan, or Mrs. Herbert, is only the beginning.  
She will come back to London, Austin; depend on it, she will come back, and we shall 
hear more about her then.  I doubt it will be very pleasant news." 
 
 

Chapter VI 
The Suicides 

 
LORD Argentine was a great favourite in London Society.  At twenty he had been 

a poor man, decked with the surname of an illustrious family, but forced to earn a 
livelihood as best he could, and the most speculative of money-lenders would not have 
entrusted him with fifty pounds on the chance of his ever changing his name for a title, 
and his poverty for a great fortune.  His father had been near enough to the fountain of 
good things to secure one of the family livings, but the son, even if he had taken orders, 
would scarcely have obtained so much as this, and moreover felt no vocation for the 
ecclesiastical estate.  Thus he fronted the world with no better armour than the bachelor's 
gown and the wits of a younger son's grandson, with which equipment he contrived in 



some way to make a very tolerable fight of it.  At twenty-five Mr. Charles Aubernon saw 
himself still a man of struggles and of warfare with the world, but out of the seven who 
stood before him and the high places of his family three only remained.  These three, 
however, were "good lives," but yet not proof against the Zulu assegais and typhoid 
fever, and so one morning Aubernon woke up and found himself Lord Argentine, a man 
of thirty who had faced the difficulties of existence, and had conquered.  The situation 
amused him immensely, and he resolved that riches should be as pleasant to him as 
poverty had always been.  Argentine, after some little consideration, came to the 
conclusion that dining, regarded as a fine art, was perhaps the most amusing pursuit open 
to fallen humanity, and thus his dinners became famous in London, and an invitation to 
his table a thing covetously desired.  After ten years of lordship and dinners Argentine 
still declined to be jaded, still persisted in enjoying life, and by a kind of infection had 
become recognized as the cause of joy in others, in short, as the best of company.  His 
sudden and tragical death therefore caused a wide and deep sensation. People could 
scarcely believe it, even though the newspaper was before their eyes, and the cry of 
"Mysterious Death of a Nobleman" came ringing up from the street.  But there stood the 
brief paragraph: "Lord Argentine was found dead this morning by his valet under 
distressing circumstances.  It is stated that there can be no doubt that his lordship 
committed suicide, though no motive can be assigned for the act.  The deceased 
nobleman was widely known in society, and much liked for his genial manner and 
sumptuous hospitality.  He is succeeded by," etc., etc. 
 

By slow degrees the details came to light, but the case still remained a mystery.  
The chief witness at the inquest was the deceased's valet, who said that the night before 
his death Lord Argentine had dined with a lady of good position, whose named was 
suppressed in the newspaper reports.  At about eleven o'clock Lord Argentine had 
returned, and informed his man that he should not require his services till the next 
morning.  A little later the valet had occasion to cross the hall and was somewhat 
astonished to see his master quietly letting himself out at the front door.  He had taken off 
his evening clothes, and was dressed in a Norfolk coat and knickerbockers, and wore a 
low brown hat.  The valet had no reason to suppose that Lord Argentine had seen him, 
and though his master rarely kept late hours, thought little of the occurrence till the next 
morning, when he knocked at the bedroom door at a quarter to nine as usual.  He received 
no answer, and, after knocking two or three times, entered the room, and saw Lord 
Argentine's body leaning forward at an angle from the bottom of the bed.  He found that 
his master had tied a cord securely to one of the short bed-posts, and, after making a 
running noose and slipping it round his neck, the unfortunate man must have resolutely 
fallen forward, to die by slow strangulation.  He was dressed in the light suit in which the 
valet had seen him go out, and the doctor who was summoned pronounced that life had 
been extinct for more than four hours.  All papers, letters, and so forth seemed in perfect 
order, and nothing was discovered which pointed in the most remote way to any scandal 
either great or small.  Here the evidence ended; nothing more could be discovered.  
Several persons had been present at the dinner-party at which Lord Augustine had 
assisted, and to all these he seemed in his usual genial spirits.  The valet, indeed, said he 
thought his master appeared a little excited when he came home, but confessed that the 
alteration in his manner was very slight, hardly noticeable, indeed.  It seemed hopeless to 



seek for any clue, and the suggestion that Lord Argentine had been suddenly attacked by 
acute suicidal mania was generally accepted. 
 

It was otherwise, however, when within three weeks, three more gentlemen, one 
of them a nobleman, and the two others men of good position and ample means, perished 
miserably in the almost precisely the same manner.  Lord Swanleigh was found one 
morning in his dressing-room, hanging from a peg affixed to the wall, and Mr. Collier 
Stuart and Mr. Herries had chosen to die as Lord Argentine.  There was no explanation in 
either case; a few bald facts; a living man in the evening, and a body with a black swollen 
face in the morning.  The police had been forced to confess themselves powerless to 
arrest or to explain the sordid murders of Whitechapel; but before the horrible suicides of 
Piccadilly and Mayfair they were dumbfoundered, for not even the mere ferocity which 
did duty as an explanation of the crimes of the East End, could be of service in the West. 
Each of these men who had resolved to die a tortured shameful death was rich, 
prosperous, and to all appearances in love with the world, and not the acutest research 
should ferret out any shadow of a lurking motive in either case.  There was a horror in the 
air, and men looked at one another's faces when they met, each wondering whether the 
other was to be the victim of the fifth nameless tragedy. Journalists sought in vain for 
their scrapbooks for materials whereof to concoct reminiscent articles; and the morning 
paper was unfolded in many a house with a feeling of awe; no man knew when or where 
the next blow would light. 
 

A short while after the last of these terrible events, Austin came to see Mr. 
Villiers.  He was curious to know whether Villiers had succeeded in discovering any 
fresh traces of Mrs. Herbert, either through Clarke or by other sources, and he asked the 
question soon after he had sat down. 
 

"No," said Villiers, "I wrote to Clarke, but he remains obdurate, and I have tried 
other channels, but without any result.  I can't find out what became of Helen Vaughan 
after she left Paul Street, but I think she must have gone abroad.  But to tell the truth, 
Austin, I haven't paid much attention to the matter for the last few weeks; I knew poor 
Herries intimately, and his terrible death has been a great shock to me, a great shock." 
 

"I can well believe it," answered Austin gravely, "you know Argentine was a 
friend of mine.  If I remember rightly, we were speaking of him that day you came to my 
rooms." 
 

"Yes; it was in connection with that house in Ashley Street, Mrs. Beaumont's 
house.  You said something about Argentine's dining there." 
 

"Quite so.  Of course you know it was there Argentine dined the night before--
before his death." 
 

"No, I had not heard that." 
 



"Oh, yes; the name was kept out of the papers to spare Mrs. Beaumont.  Argentine 
was a great favourite of hers, and it is said she was in a terrible state for sometime after." 
 

A curious look came over Villiers' face; he seemed undecided whether to speak or 
not.  Austin began again. 
 

"I never experienced such a feeling of horror as when I read the account of 
Argentine's death.  I didn't understand it at the time, and I don't now.  I knew him well, 
and it completely passes my understanding for what possible cause he -- or any of the 
others for the matter of that--could have resolved in cold blood to die in such an awful 
manner.  You know how men babble away each other's characters in London, you 
may be sure any buried scandal or hidden skeleton would have been brought to light in 
such a case as this; but nothing of the sort has taken place.  As for the theory of mania, 
that is very well, of course, for the coroner's jury, but everybody knows that it's all 
nonsense.  Suicidal mania is not small-pox." 
 

Austin relapsed into gloomy silence.  Villiers sat silent, also, watching his friend.  
The expression of indecision still fleeted across his face; he seemed as if weighing his 
thoughts in the balance, and the considerations he was resolving left him still silent.  
Austin tried to shake off the remembrance of tragedies as hopeless and perplexed as the 
labyrinth of Daedalus, and began to talk in an indifferent voice of the more pleasant 
incidents and adventures of the season. 
 

"That Mrs. Beaumont," he said, "of whom we were speaking, is a great success; 
she has taken London almost by storm.  I met her the other night at Fulham's; she is really 
a remarkable woman." 
 

"You have met Mrs. Beaumont?" 
 

"Yes; she had quite a court around her.  She would be called very handsome, I 
suppose, and yet there is something about her face which I didn't like.  The features are 
exquisite, but the expression is strange.  And all the time I was looking at her, and 
afterwards, when I was going home, I had a curious feeling that very expression was in 
some way or another familiar to me." 
 

"You must have seen her in the Row." 
 

"No, I am sure I never set eyes on the woman before; it is that which makes it 
puzzling.  And to the best of my belief I have never seen anyone like her; what I felt was 
a kind of dim far-off memory, vague but persistent.  The only sensation I can compare it 
to, is that odd feeling one sometimes has in a dream, when fantastic cities and wondrous 
lands and phantom personages appear familiar and accustomed." 
 

Villiers nodded and glanced aimlessly round the room, possibly in search of 
something on which to turn the conversation.  His eyes fell on an old chest somewhat like 
that in which the artist's strange legacy lay hid beneath a Gothic scutcheon. 



 
"Have you written to the doctor about poor Meyrick?" he asked. 

 
"Yes; I wrote asking for full particulars as to his illness and death.  I don't expect 

to have an answer for another three weeks or a month.  I thought I might as well inquire 
whether Meyrick knew an Englishwoman named Herbert, and if so, whether the doctor 
could give me any information about her.  But it's very possible that Meyrick fell in with 
her at New York, or Mexico, or San Francisco; I have no idea as to the extent or direction 
of his travels." 
 

"Yes, and it's very possible that the woman may have more than one name." 
 

"Exactly.  I wish I had thought of asking you to lend me the portrait of her which 
you possess.  I might have enclosed it in my letter to Dr.  Matthews." 
 

"So you might; that never occurred to me.  We might send it now.  Hark! what are 
those boys calling?" 
 

While the two men had been talking together a confused noise of shouting had 
been gradually growing louder.  The noise rose from the eastward and swelled down 
Piccadilly, drawing nearer and nearer, a very torrent of sound; surging up streets usually 
quiet, and making every window a frame for a face, curious or excited.  The cries and 
voices came echoing up the silent street where Villiers lived, growing more distinct as 
they advanced, and, as Villiers spoke, an answer rang up from the pavement: 
 

"The West End Horrors; Another Awful Suicide; Full Details!" 
 

Austin rushed down the stairs and bought a paper and read out the paragraph to 
Villiers as the uproar in the street rose and fell.  The window was open and the air 
seemed full of noise and terror. 
 

"Another gentleman has fallen a victim to the terrible epidemic of suicide which 
for the last month has prevailed in the West End.  Mr. Sidney Crashaw, of Stoke House, 
Fulham, and King's Pomeroy, Devon, was found, after a prolonged search, hanging dead 
from the branch of a tree in his garden at one o'clock today.  The deceased gentleman 
dined last night at the Carlton Club and seemed in his usual health and spirits.  He left the 
club at about ten o'clock, and was seen walking leisurely up St. James's Street a little 
later.  Subsequent to this his movements cannot be traced.  On the discovery of the body 
medical aid was at once summoned, but life had evidently been long extinct.  So far as is 
known, Mr. Crashaw had no trouble or anxiety of any kind.  This painful suicide, it will 
be remembered, is the fifth of the kind in the last month.  The authorities at Scotland 
Yard are unable to suggest any explanation of these terrible occurrences." 
 

Austin put down the paper in mute horror. 
 



"I shall leave London to-morrow," he said, "it is a city of nightmares.  How awful 
this is, Villiers!" 
 

Mr. Villiers was sitting by the window quietly looking out into the street.  He had 
listened to the newspaper report attentively, and the hint of indecision was no longer on 
his face. 
 

"Wait a moment, Austin," he replied, "I have made up my mind to mention a little 
matter that occurred last night.  It stated, I think, that Crashaw was last seen alive in St. 
James's Street shortly after ten?" 
 

"Yes, I think so.  I will look again.  Yes, you are quite right." 
 

"Quite so.  Well, I am in a position to contradict that statement at all events.  
Crashaw was seen after that; considerably later indeed." 
 

"How do you know?" 
 

"Because I happened to see Crashaw myself at about two o'clock this morning." 
 

"You saw Crashaw?  You, Villiers?" 
 

"Yes, I saw him quite distinctly; indeed, there were but a few feet between us." 
 

"Where, in Heaven's name, did you see him?" 
 

"Not far from here.  I saw him in Ashley Street.  He was just leaving a house." 
 

"Did you notice what house it was?" 
 

"Yes.  It was Mrs. Beaumont's." 
 

"Villiers!  Think what you are saying; there must be some mistake.  How could 
Crashaw be in Mrs. Beaumont's house at two o'clock in the morning?  Surely, surely, you 
must have been dreaming, Villiers; you were always rather fanciful." 
 

"No; I was wide awake enough.  Even if I had been dreaming as you say, what I 
saw would have roused me effectually." 
 

"What you saw?  What did you see?  Was there anything strange about Crashaw?  
But I can't believe it; it is impossible." 
 

"Well, if you like I will tell you what I saw, or if you please, what I think I saw, 
and you can judge for yourself." 
 

"Very good, Villiers." 



 
The noise and clamour of the street had died away, though now and then the 

sound of shouting still came from the distance, and the dull, leaden silence seemed like 
the quiet after an earthquake or a storm.  Villiers turned from the window and began 
speaking. 
 

"I was at a house near Regent's Park last night, and when I came away the fancy 
took me to walk home instead of taking a hansom.  It was a clear pleasant night enough, 
and after a few minutes I had the streets pretty much to myself. It's a curious thing, 
Austin, to be alone in London at night, the gas-lamps stretching away in perspective, and 
the dead silence, and then perhaps the rush and clatter of a hansom on 
the stones, and the fire starting up under the horse's hoofs. I walked along pretty briskly, 
for I was feeling a little tired of being out in the night, and as the clocks were striking two 
I turned down Ashley Street, which, you know, is on my way.  It was quieter than ever 
there, and the lamps were fewer; altogether, it looked as dark and gloomy as a forest in 
winter. I had done about half the length of the street when I heard a door closed very 
softly, and naturally I looked up to see who was abroad like myself at such an hour.  As it 
happens, there is a street lamp close to the house in question, and I saw a man standing on 
the step.  He had just shut the door and his face was towards me, and I recognized 
Crashaw directly.  I never knew him to speak to, but I had often seen him, and I am 
positive that I was not mistaken in my man.  I looked into his face for a moment, and 
then--I will confess the truth--I set off at a good run, and kept it up till I was within my 
own door." 
 

"Why?" 
 

"Why?  Because it made my blood run cold to see that man's face.  I could never 
have supposed that such an infernal medley of passions could have glared out of any 
human eyes; I almost fainted as I looked.  I knew I had looked into the eyes of a lost soul, 
Austin, the man's outward form remained, but all hell was within it.  Furious lust, and 
hate that was like fire, and the loss of all hope and horror that seemed to shriek aloud 
to the night, though his teeth were shut; and the utter blackness of despair.  I am sure that 
he did not see me; he saw nothing that you or I can see, but what he saw I hope we never 
shall.  I do not know when he died; I suppose in an hour, or perhaps two, but when I 
passed down Ashley Street and heard the closing door, that man no longer belonged to 
this world; it was a devil's face I looked upon." 
 

There was an interval of silence in the room when Villiers ceased speaking.  The 
light was failing, and all the tumult of an hour ago was quite hushed.  Austin had bent his 
head at the close of the story, and his hand covered his eyes. 
 

"What can it mean?" he said at length. 
 

"Who knows, Austin, who knows?  It's a black business, but I think we had better 
keep it to ourselves, for the present at any rate.  I will see if I cannot learn anything about 



that house through private channels of information, and if I do light upon anything I will 
let you know." 
 
 
 
 

Chapter VII 
The Encounter In Soho 

 
THREE weeks later Austin received a note from Villiers, asking him to call either 

that afternoon or the next.  He chose the nearer date, and found Villiers sitting as usual by 
the window, apparently lost in meditation on the drowsy traffic of the street.  There was a 
bamboo table by his side, a fantastic thing, enriched with gilding and queer painted 
scenes, and on it lay a little pile of papers arranged and docketed as neatly as anything in 
Mr. Clarke's office. 
 

"Well, Villiers, have you made any discoveries in the last three weeks?" 
 

"I think so; I have here one or two memoranda which struck me as singular, and 
there is a statement to which I shall call your attention." 
 

"And these documents relate to Mrs. Beaumont?  It was really Crashaw whom 
you saw that night standing on the doorstep of the house in Ashley Street?" 
 

"As to that matter my belief remains unchanged, but neither my inquiries nor their 
results have any special relation to Crashaw.  But my investigations have had a strange 
issue.  I have found out who Mrs. Beaumont is!" 
 

"Who is she?  In what way do you mean?" 
 

"I mean that you and I know her better under another name." 
 

"What name is that?" 
 

"Herbert." 
 

"Herbert!"  Austin repeated the word, dazed with astonishment. 
 
"Yes, Mrs. Herbert of Paul Street, Helen Vaughan of earlier adventures unknown to me.  
You had reason to recognize the expression of her face; when you go home look at the 
face in Meyrick's book of horrors, and you will know the sources of your recollection." 
 

"And you have proof of this?" 
 

"Yes, the best of proof; I have seen Mrs. Beaumont, or shall we say Mrs. 
Herbert?" 



 
"Where did you see her?" 

 
"Hardly in a place where you would expect to see a lady who lives in Ashley 

Street, Piccadilly.  I saw her entering a house in one of the meanest and most disreputable 
streets in Soho.  In fact, I had made an appointment, though not with her, and she was 
precise to both time and place." 
 

"All this seems very wonderful, but I cannot call it incredible.  You must 
remember, Villiers, that I have seen this woman, in the ordinary adventure of London 
society, talking and laughing, and sipping her coffee in a commonplace drawing-room 
with commonplace people.  But you know what you are saying." 
 

"I do; I have not allowed myself to be led by surmises or fancies.  It was with no 
thought of finding Helen Vaughan that I searched for Mrs. Beaumont in the dark waters 
of the life of London, but such has been the issue." 
 

"You must have been in strange places, Villiers." 
 

"Yes, I have been in very strange places.  It would have been useless, you know, 
to go to Ashley Street, and ask Mrs. Beaumont to give me a short sketch of her previous 
history.  No; assuming, as I had to assume, that her record was not of the cleanest, it 
would be pretty certain that at some previous time she must have moved in circles not 
quite so refined as her present ones.  If you see mud at the top of a stream, you may be 
sure that it was once at the bottom.  I went to the bottom.  I have always been fond of 
diving into Queer Street for my amusement, and I found my knowledge of that locality 
and its inhabitants very useful.  It is, perhaps, needless to say that my friends had never 
heard the name of Beaumont, and as I had never seen the lady, and was quite unable to 
describe her, I had to set to work in an indirect way.  The people there know me; I have 
been able to do some of them a service now and again, so they made no difficulty about 
giving their information; they were aware I had no communication direct or indirect with 
Scotland Yard.  I had to cast out a good many lines, though, before I got what I wanted, 
and when I landed the fish I did not for a moment suppose it was my fish.  But I listened 
to what I was told out of a constitutional liking for useless information, and I found 
myself in possession of a very curious story, though, as I imagined, not the story I was 
looking for.  It was to this effect.  Some five or six years ago, a woman named Raymond 
suddenly made her appearance in the neighbourhood to which I am referring.  She was 
described to me as being quite young, probably not more than seventeen or eighteen, very 
handsome, and looking as if she came from the country.  I should be wrong in saying that 
she found her level in going to this particular quarter, or associating with these people, 
for from what I was told, I should think the worst den in London far too good for her.  
The person from whom I got my information, as you may suppose, no great Puritan, 
shuddered and grew sick in telling me of the nameless infamies which were laid to her 
charge. After living there for a year, or perhaps a little more, she disappeared as suddenly 
as she came, and they saw nothing of her till about the time of the Paul Street case.  At 
first she came to her old haunts only occasionally, then more frequently, and finally took 



up her abode there as before, and remained for six or eight months.  It's of no use my 
going into details as to the life that woman led; if you want particulars you can look at 
Meyrick's legacy.  Those designs were not drawn from his imagination.  She again 
disappeared, and the people of the place saw nothing of her till a few months ago.  My 
informant told me that she had taken some rooms in a house which he pointed out, and 
these rooms she was in the habit of visiting two or three times a week and always at ten 
in the morning.  I was led to expect that one of these visits would be paid on a certain day 
about a week ago, and I accordingly managed to be on the look-out in company with my 
cicerone at a quarter to ten, and the hour and the lady came with equal punctuality.  My 
friend and I were standing under an archway, a little way back from the street, but she 
saw us, and gave me a glance that I shall be long in forgetting.  That look was quite 
enough for me; I knew Miss Raymond to be Mrs. Herbert; as for Mrs. Beaumont she had 
quite gone out of my head.  She went into the house, and I watched it till four o'clock, 
when she came out, and then I followed her.  It was a long chase, and I had to be very 
careful to keep a long way in the background, and yet not lose sight of the woman.  She 
took me down to the Strand, and then to Westminster, and then up St. James's Street, and 
along Piccadilly.  I felt queerish when I saw her turn up Ashley Street; the thought that 
Mrs. Herbert was Mrs. Beaumont came into my mind, but it seemed too impossible to be 
true.  I waited at the corner, keeping my eye on her all the time, and I took particular care 
to note the house at which she stopped. It was the house with the gay curtains, the home 
of flowers, the house out of which Crashaw came the night he hanged himself in his 
garden.  I was just going away with my discovery, when I saw an empty carriage come 
round and draw up in front of the house, and I came to the conclusion that Mrs. Herbert 
was going out for a drive, and I was right.  There, as it happened, I met a man I know, 
and we stood talking together a little distance from the carriage-way, to which I had my 
back.  We had not been there for ten minutes when my friend took off his hat, and I 
glanced round and saw the lady I had been following all day. 'Who is that?' I said, and his 
answer was 'Mrs. Beaumont; lives in Ashley Street.'  Of course there could be no doubt 
after that.  I don't know whether she saw me, but I don't think she did.  I went home at 
once, and, on consideration, I thought that I had a sufficiently good case with which to go 
to Clarke." 
 

"Why to Clarke?" 
 

"Because I am sure that Clarke is in possession of facts about this woman, facts of 
which I know nothing." 
 

"Well, what then?" 
 

Mr. Villiers leaned back in his chair and looked reflectively at Austin for a 
moment before he answered: 
 

"My idea was that Clarke and I should call on Mrs. Beaumont." 
 

"You would never go into such a house as that?  No, no, Villiers, you cannot do it.  
Besides, consider; what result..." 



 
"I will tell you soon.  But I was going to say that my information does not end 

here; it has been completed in an extraordinary manner. 
 

"Look at this neat little packet of manuscript; it is paginated, you see, and I have 
indulged in the civil coquetry of a ribbon of red tape.  It has almost a legal air, hasn't it? 
Run your eye over it, Austin.  It is an account of the entertainment Mrs. Beaumont 
provided for her choicer guests. The man who wrote this escaped with his life, but I do 
not think he will live many years.  The doctors tell him he must have sustained some 
severe shock to the nerves." 
 

Austin took the manuscript, but never read it.  Opening the neat pages at 
haphazard his eye was caught by a word and a phrase that followed it; and, sick at heart, 
with white lips and a cold sweat pouring like water from his temples, he flung the paper 
down. 
 

"Take it away, Villiers, never speak of this again. Are you made of stone, man?  
Why, the dread and horror of death itself, the thoughts of the man who stands in the keen 
morning air on the black platform, bound, the bell tolling in his ears, and waits for the 
harsh rattle of the bolt, are as nothing compared to this.  I will not read it; I should never 
sleep again." 
 

"Very good.  I can fancy what you saw.  Yes; it is horrible enough; but after all, it 
is an old story, an old mystery played in our day, and in dim London streets instead of 
amidst the vineyards and the olive gardens.  We know what happened to those who 
chanced to meet the Great God Pan, and those who are wise know that all symbols are 
symbols of something, not of nothing.  It was, indeed, an exquisite symbol beneath which 
men long ago veiled their knowledge of the most awful, most secret forces which lie at 
the heart of all things; forces before which the souls of men must wither and die and 
blacken, as their bodies blacken under the electric current. Such forces cannot be named, 
cannot be spoken, cannot be imagined except under a veil and a symbol, a symbol to the 
most of us appearing a quaint, poetic fancy, to some a foolish tale. But you and I, at all 
events, have known something of the terror that may dwell in the secret place of life, 
manifested under human flesh; that which is without form taking to itself a form.  Oh, 
Austin, how can it be?  How is it that the very sunlight does not turn to blackness before 
this thing, the hard earth melt and boil beneath such a burden?" 
 

Villiers was pacing up and down the room, and the beads of sweat stood out on 
his forehead.  Austin sat silent for a while, but Villiers saw him make a sign upon his 
breast. 
 

"I say again, Villiers, you will surely never enter such a house as that?  You 
would never pass out alive." 
 

"Yes, Austin, I shall go out alive--I, and Clarke with me." 
 



What do you mean?  You cannot, you would not dare..." 
 

"Wait a moment.  The air was very pleasant and fresh this morning; there was a 
breeze blowing, even through this dull street, and I thought I would take a walk. 
Piccadilly stretched before me a clear, bright vista, and the sun flashed on the carriages 
and on the quivering leaves in the park.  It was a joyous morning, and men and women 
looked at the sky and smiled as they went about their work or their pleasure, and the wind 
blew as blithely as upon the meadows and the scented gorse.  But somehow or other I got 
out of the bustle and the gaiety, and found myself walking slowly along a quiet, dull 
street, where there seemed to be no sunshine and no air, and where the few foot-
passengers loitered as they walked, and hung indecisively about corners and archways.  I 
walked along, hardly knowing where I was going or what I did there, but feeling 
impelled, as one sometimes is, to explore still further, with a vague idea of reaching some 
unknown goal.  Thus I forged up the street, noting the small traffic of the milk-shop, and 
wondering at the incongruous medley of penny pipes, black tobacco, sweets, newspapers, 
and comic songs which here and there jostled one another in the short compass of a single 
window.  I think it was a cold shudder that suddenly passed through me that first told 
me that I had found what I wanted.  I looked up from the pavement and stopped before a 
dusty shop, above which the lettering had faded, where the red bricks of two hundred 
years ago had grimed to black; where the windows had gathered to themselves the dust of 
winters innumerable.  I saw what I required; but I think it was five minutes before I had 
steadied myself and could walk in and ask for it in a cool voice and with a calm face.  I 
think there must even then have been a tremor in my words, for the old man who came 
out of the back parlour, and fumbled slowly amongst his goods, looked oddly at me as he 
tied the parcel.  I paid what he asked, and stood leaning by the counter, with a strange 
reluctance to take up my goods and go. I asked about the business, and learnt that trade 
was bad and the profits cut down sadly; but then the street was not what it was before 
traffic had been diverted, but that was done forty years ago, 'just before my father died,' 
he said.  I got away at last, and walked along sharply; it was a dismal street indeed, and I 
was glad to return to the bustle and the noise.  Would you like to see my purchase?" 
 

Austin said nothing, but nodded his head slightly; he still looked white and sick.  
Villiers pulled out a drawer in the bamboo table, and showed Austin a long coil of cord, 
hard and new; and at one end was a running noose. 
 

"It is the best hempen cord," said Villiers, "just as it used to be made for the old 
trade, the man told me.  Not an inch of jute from end to end." 
 

Austin set his teeth hard, and stared at Villiers, growing whiter as he looked. 
 

“You would not do it," he murmured at last. "You would not have blood on your 
hands.  My God!" he exclaimed, with sudden vehemence, "you cannot mean this, 
Villiers, that you will make yourself a hangman?" 
 



"No.  I shall offer a choice, and leave Helen Vaughan alone with this cord in a 
locked room for fifteen minutes.  If when we go in it is not done, I shall call the nearest 
policeman.  That is all." 
 

"I must go now.  I cannot stay here any longer; I cannot bear this.  Good-night." 
 

"Good-night, Austin." 
 

The door shut, but in a moment it was open again, and Austin stood, white and 
ghastly, in the entrance. 
 

"I was forgetting," he said, "that I too have something to tell.  I have received a 
letter from Dr. Harding of Buenos Ayres.  He says that he attended Meyrick for three 
weeks before his death." 
 

"And does he say what carried him off in the prime of 
life?  It was not fever?" 
 

"No, it was not fever.  According to the doctor, it was an utter collapse of the 
whole system, probably caused by some severe shock.  But he states that the patient 
would tell him nothing, and that he was consequently at some disadvantage in treating the 
case." 
 

"Is there anything more?" 
 

"Yes.  Dr. Harding ends his letter by saying: 'I think this is all the information I 
can give you about your poor friend.  He had not been long in Buenos Ayres, and knew 
scarcely any one, with the exception of a person who did not bear the best of characters, 
and has since left--a Mrs. Vaughan.'" 
 
 

Chapter VIII 
The Fragments 

 
[AMONGST the papers of the well-known physician, Dr. Robert Matheson, of 

Ashley Street, Piccadilly, who died suddenly, of apoplectic seizure, at the beginning of 
1892, a leaf of manuscript paper was found, covered with pencil jottings.  These notes 
were in Latin, much abbreviated, and had evidently been made in great haste.  The MS. 
was only deciphered with difficulty, and some words have up to the present time evaded 
all the efforts of the expert employed. The date, "XXV Jul. 1888," is written on the right-
hand corner of the MS.  The following is a translation of Dr. Matheson's manuscript.] 
 

"Whether science would benefit by these brief notes if they could be published, I 
do not know, but rather doubt.  But certainly I shall never take the responsibility of 
publishing or divulging one word of what is here written, not only on account of my oath 



given freely to those two persons who were present, but also because the details are too 
abominable.  It is probably that, upon mature consideration, and after weighting the good 
and evil, I shall one day destroy this paper, or at least leave it under seal to my friend D., 
trusting in his discretion, to use it or to burn it, as he may think fit. 
 

"As was befitting, I did all that my knowledge suggested to make sure that I was 
suffering under no delusion. At first astounded, I could hardly think, but in a minute's 
time I was sure that my pulse was steady and regular, and that I was in my real and true 
senses.  I then fixed my eyes quietly on what was before me. 
 

"Though horror and revolting nausea rose up within me, and an odour of 
corruption choked my breath, I remained firm. I was then privileged or accursed, I dare 
not say which, to see that which was on the bed, lying there black like ink, transformed 
before my eyes.  The skin, and the flesh, and the muscles, and the bones, and the firm 
structure of the human body that I had thought to be unchangeable, and permanent as 
adamant, began to melt and dissolve. 
 

"I know that the body may be separated into its elements by external agencies, but 
I should have refused to believe what I saw.  For here there was some internal force, of 
which I knew nothing, that caused dissolution and change. 
 

"Here too was all the work by which man had been made repeated before my 
eyes.  I saw the form waver from sex to sex, dividing itself from itself, and then again 
reunited.  Then I saw the body descend to the beasts whence it ascended, and that which 
was on the heights go down to the depths, even to the abyss of all being.  The principle of 
life, which makes organism, always remained, while the outward form changed. 
 
"The light within the room had turned to blackness, not the darkness of night, in which 
objects are seen dimly, for I could see clearly and without difficulty.  But it was the 
negation of light; objects were presented to my eyes, if I may say so, without any 
medium, in such a manner that if there had been a prism in the room I should have seen 
no colours represented in it. 
 

"I watched, and at last I saw nothing but a substance as jelly.  Then the ladder was 
ascended again... [here the MS. is illegible] ...for one instance I saw a Form, shaped in 
dimness before me, which I will not farther describe.  But the symbol of this form may be 
seen in ancient sculptures, and in paintings which survived beneath the lava, too foul to 
be spoken of... as a horrible and unspeakable shape, neither man nor beast, was changed 
into human form, there came finally death. 
 

"I who saw all this, not without great horror and loathing of soul, here write my 
name, declaring all that I have set on this paper to be true. 
 

"ROBERT MATHESON, Med. Dr." 
 
*       *       * 



 
...Such, Raymond, is the story of what I know and what I have seen.  The burden 

of it was too heavy for me to bear alone, and yet I could tell it to none but you.  Villiers, 
who was with me at the last, knows nothing of that awful secret of the wood, of how what 
we both saw die, lay upon the smooth, sweet turf amidst the summer flowers, half in sun 
and half in shadow, and holding the girl Rachel's hand, called and summoned those 
companions, and shaped in solid form, upon the earth we tread upon, the horror which we 
can but hint at, which we can only name under a figure.  I would not tell Villiers of this, 
nor of that resemblance, which struck me as with a blow upon my heart, when I saw the 
portrait, which filled the cup of terror at the end.  What this can mean I dare not guess.  I 
know that what I saw perish was not Mary, and yet in the last agony Mary's eyes looked 
into mine.  Whether there can be any one who can show the last link in this chain of 
awful mystery, I do not know, but if there be any one who can do this, you, Raymond, are 
the man.  And if you know the secret, it rests with you to tell it or not, as you please. 
 
I am writing this letter to you immediately on my getting back to town.  I have been in 
the country for the last few days; perhaps you may be able to guess in which part.  While 
the horror and wonder of London was at its height--for "Mrs.Beaumont," as I have told 
you, was well known in society—I wrote to my friend Dr. Phillips, giving some brief 
outline, or rather hint, of what happened, and asking him to tell me the name of the 
village where the events he had related to me occurred.  He gave me the name, as he said 
with the less hesitation, because Rachel's father and mother were dead, and the rest of the 
family had gone to a relative in the State of Washington six months before.  The parents, 
he said, had undoubtedly died of grief and horror caused by the terrible death of their 
daughter, and by what had gone before that death. On the evening of the day which I 
received Phillips'letter I was at Caermaen, and standing beneath the mouldering Roman 
walls, white with the winters of seventeen hundred years, I looked over the meadow 
where once had stood the older temple of the "God of the Deeps," and saw a house 
gleaming in the sunlight.  It was the house where Helen had lived.  I stayed at Caermaen 
for several days.  The people of the place, I found, knew little and had guessed less.  
Those whom I spoke to on the matter seemed surprised that an antiquarian (as I professed 
myself to be) should trouble about a village tragedy, of which they gave a very 
commonplace version, and, as you may imagine, I told nothing of what I knew.  Most of 
my time was spent in the great wood that rises just above the village and climbs the 
hillside, and goes down to the river in the valley; such another long lovely valley, 
Raymond, as that on which we looked one summer night, walking to and fro before your 
house.  For many an hour I strayed through the maze of the forest, turning now to right 
and now to left, pacing slowly down long alleys of undergrowth, shadowy and chill, even 
under the midday sun, and halting beneath great oaks; lying on the short turf of a clearing 
where the faint sweet scent of wild roses came to me on the wind and mixed with the 
heavy perfume of the elder, whose mingled odour is like the odour of the room of the 
dead, a vapour of incense and corruption.  I stood at the edges of the wood, gazing at all 
the pomp and procession of the foxgloves towering amidst the bracken and shining red in 
the broad sunshine, and beyond them into deep thickets of close undergrowth where 
springs boil up from the rock and nourish the water-weeds, dank and evil.  But in all my 



wanderings I avoided one part of the wood; it was not till yesterday that I climbed to the 
summit of the hill, and stood upon the ancient Roman road that threads the highest ridge 
of the wood.  Here they had walked, Helen and Rachel, along this quiet causeway, upon 
the pavement of green turf, shut in on either side by high banks of red earth, and tall 
hedges of shining beech, and here I followed in their steps, looking out, now and again, 
through partings in the boughs, and seeing on one side the sweep of the wood stretching 
far to right and left, and sinking into the broad level, and beyond, the yellow sea, and the 
land over the sea.  On the other side was the valley and the river and hill following hill as 
wave on wave, and wood and meadow, and cornfield, and white houses gleaming, and a 
great wall of mountain, and far blue peaks in the north.  And so at least I came to the 
place.  The track went up a gentle slope, and widened out into an open space with a wall 
of thick undergrowth around it, and then, narrowing again, passed on into the distance 
and the faint blue mist of summer heat.  And into this pleasant summer glade Rachel 
passed a girl, and left it, who shall say what?  I did not stay long there. 
 

In a small town near Caermaen there is a museum, containing for the most part 
Roman remains which have been found in the neighbourhood at various times.  On the 
day after my arrival in Caermaen I walked over to the town in question, and took the 
opportunity of inspecting the museum.  After I had seen most of the sculptured stones, 
the coffins, rings, coins, and fragments of tessellated pavement which the place contains, 
I was shown a small square pillar of white stone, which had been recently discovered in 
the wood of which I have been speaking, and, as I found on inquiry, in that open space 
where the Roman road broadens out.  On one side of the pillar was an inscription, of 
which I took a note.  Some of the letters have been defaced, but I do not think there can 
be any doubt as to those which I supply.  The inscription is as follows: 
 
            DEVOMNODENTi 
            FLAvIVSSENILISPOSSvit 
            PROPTERNVPtias 
            quaSVIDITSVBVMra 
 
"To the great god Nodens (the god of the Great Deep or Abyss) Flavius Senilis has 
erected this pillar on account of the marriage which he saw beneath the shade." 
 

The custodian of the museum informed me that local antiquaries were much 
puzzled, not by the inscription, or by any difficulty in translating it, but as to the 
circumstance or rite to which allusion is made. 
 
*       *       * 
 

...And now, my dear Clarke, as to what you tell me about Helen Vaughan, whom 
you say you saw die under circumstances of the utmost and almost incredible horror.  I 
was interested in your account, but a good deal, nay all, of what you told me I knew 
already.  I can understand the strange likeness you remarked in both the portrait and in 
the actual face; you have seen Helen's mother.  You remember that still summer night so 



many years ago, when I talked to you of the world beyond the shadows, and of the god 
Pan.  You remember Mary.  She was the mother of Helen Vaughan, who was born nine 
months after that night. 
 

Mary never recovered her reason.  She lay, as you saw her, all the while upon her 
bed, and a few days after the child was born she died.  I fancy that just at the last she 
knew me; I was standing by the bed, and the old look came into her eyes for a second, 
and then she shuddered and groaned and died.  It was an ill work I did that night when 
you were present; I broke open the door of the house of life, without knowing or caring 
what might pass forth or enter in.  I recollect your telling me at the time, sharply enough, 
and rightly too, in one sense, that I had ruined the reason of a human being by a foolish 
experiment, based on an absurd theory.  You did well to blame me, but my theory was 
not all absurdity.  What I said Mary would see she saw, but I forgot that no human eyes 
can look on such a sight with impunity.  And I forgot, as I have just said, that when the 
house of life is thus thrown open, there may enter in that for which we have no name, and 
human flesh may become the veil of a horror one dare not express.  I played with 
energies which I did not understand, you have seen the ending of it.  Helen Vaughan 
did well to bind the cord about her neck and die, though the death was horrible.  The 
blackened face, the hideous form upon the bed, changing and melting before your eyes 
from woman to man, from man to beast, and from beast to worse than beast, all the 
strange horror that you witness, surprises me but little. What you say the doctor whom 
you sent for saw and shuddered at I noticed long ago; I knew what I had done the 
moment the child was born, and when it was scarcely five years old I surprised it, not 
once or twice but several times with a playmate, you may guess of what kind.  It was for 
me a constant, an incarnate horror, and after a few years I felt I could bear it no more, 
and I sent Helen Vaughan away.  You know now what frightened the boy in the wood.  
The rest of the strange story, and all else that you tell me, as discovered by your friend, I 
have contrived to learn from time to time, almost to the last chapter.  And now Helen is 
with her companions... 
 

Afternote 
“The Great God Pan” is a one-shot. There is no series of Clarke or Dr. Raymond tales. 
(Raymond is too offensive to make a hero anyway). Machen was a believer in the 
supernatural but he was also responsible for a famous supernatural legend, the Phantom 
Bowmen of Mons. His story “The Bowmen”, written in 1914 during World War I, was 
taken up like an urban legend and believed by many to have happened. Machen told the 
editors of The Occult that the story was not based in fact. The legend persists all the 
same. 
 
E. & H. Herron were actually the mother and son team of Kate(1851-1935) & Hesketh 
(1872-1922) Prichard. They published two sets of six stories in Pearson’s Magazine in 
1898 and 1899. These stories featured the occult detective Flaxman Low. Low was 
unique in the history of the ghostbreakers because some of his cases featured real 
supernatural creatures and others did not. No occult detective before him had done this. 
Hesselius, van Helsing & Co. had chased the true monsters while Dupin & Sherlock, the 
false variety. The reason for Flaxman Low’s duality may have been because the stories 



were supposed to be based on real cases. The Flaxman Low stories were collected in a 
book in 1916 entitled Real Ghosts. I won’t ruin the surprise by telling which the following 
tale is – real haunting or natural phenomena – either way, the Pritchards always 
delivered a creepy tale. 
 

THE STORY OF KONNOR OLD HOUSE 
by E. and H. Heron 

 
"I HOLD," Mr. Flaxman Low, the eminent psychologist, was saying, "that there 

are no other laws in what we term the realm of the supernatural but those which are the 
projections or extensions of natural laws."  
 

"Very likely that's so," returned Naripse, with suspicious humility. "But, all the 
same, Konnor Old House presents problems that won't work in with any natural laws I'm 
acquainted with. I almost hesitate to give voice to them, they sound so impossible and -- 
and absurd."  
 

"Let's judge of them," said Low.  
 

"It is said," said Naripse, standing up with his back to the fire, "it is said that a 
Shining Man haunts the place. Also a light is frequently seen in the library -- I've watched 
it myself of a night from here -- yet the dust there, which happens to lie very thick over 
the floor and the furniture, has afterwards shown no sign of disturbance."  
 

"Have you satisfactory evidence of the presence of the Shining Man?"  
 

"I think so," replied Naripse shortly. "I saw him myself the night before I wrote 
asking you to come up to see me. I went into the house after dusk, and was on the stairs 
when I saw him: the tall figure of a man, absolutely white and shining. His back was 
towards me, but the sullen, raised shoulders and sidelong head expressed a degree of 
sinister animosity that exceeded anything I've ever met with. So I left him in possession, 
for it's a fact that anyone who has tried to leave his card at Konnor Old House has left his 
wits with it."  
 

"It certainly sounds rather absurd," said Mr. Low, "but I suppose we have not 
heard all about it yet?"  
 

"No, there is a tragedy connected with the house, but it's quite a commonplace 
sort of story and in no way accounts for the Shining Man."  
 

Naripse was a young man of means, who spent most of his time abroad, but the 
above conversation took place at the spot to which he always referred as home -- a 
shooting-lodge connected with his big grouse-moor on the West Coast of Scotland. The 
lodge was a small new house built in a damp valley, with a trout-stream running just 
beyond the garden-hedge.  
 



From the high ground above, where the moor stretched out towards the Solway 
Firth, it was possible on a fine day to see the dark cone of Ailsa Crag rising above the 
shimmering ripples. But Mr. Low happened to arrive in a spell of bad weather, when 
nothing was visible about the lodge but a few roods of sodden lowland, and a curve of the 
yellow tumbling little river, and beyond a mirky outline of shouldering hills blurred by 
the ever-falling rain. It may have been eleven o'clock on a depressing, muggy night, 
when Naripse began to talk about Konnor Old House as he sat with his guests over a 
crackling flaming fire of pinewood.  
 

"Konnor Old House stands on a spur of the ridge opposite-one of the finest sites 
possible, and it belongs to me. Yet I am obliged to live in this damp little boghole, for the 
man who would pass a night in Konnor is not to be met with in this county!"  
 

Sullivan, the third man present, replied he was, perhaps -- with a glance at Low -- 
there were two, which stung Naripse, who turned his words into a deliberate challenge.  
 

"Is it a bet?" asked Sullivan, rising. He was a tallish man, dark, and clean-shaven, 
whose features were well-known to the public in connection with the emerald green 
jersey of the Rugby International Football Team of Ireland. "If it is, it's a bet I'm going to 
win I Good-night. In the morning, Naripse, I'll trouble you for the difference."  
 

"The affair is much more in Low's line than in yours," said Naripse. "But you're 
not really going?"  
 

"You may take it I am though!"  
 

"Don't be a fool, Jack! Low, tell him not to go, tell him there are things no man 
ought to meddle with ----" he broke off.  
 

"There are things no man can meddle with," replied Sullivan, obstinately fixing 
his cap on his head, "and my backing out of this bet would stand in as one of them!"  
 

Naripse was strangely urgent.  
 

"Low, speak to him! You know ----"  
 

Flaxman Low saw that the big Irishman's one vanity had got upon its legs; he also 
saw that Naripse was very much in earnest.  
 

"Sullivan's big enough to take care of himself:' he said laughing. "At the same 
time, if he doesn't object, we might as well hear the story before he starts."  
 

Sullivan hesitated, then flung his cap into a corner.  
 

"That's so," he said.  
 



It was a warm night for the time of the year, and they could hear, through the 
open window, the splashing downpour of the rain.  
 

"There's nothing so lonely as the drip of heavy rain!" began Naripse, "I always 
associate it with Konnor Old House. The place has stood empty for ten years or more, 
and this is the story they tell about it. It was last inhabited by a Sir James Mackian, who 
had been a merchant of sorts in Sierra Leone. When the baronetcy fell to him, he came to 
England and settled down in this place with a pretty daughter and a lot of servants, 
including a nigger, named Jake, whose life he was said to have saved in Africa. 
Everything went on well for nearly two years, when Sir James had occasion to go to 
Edinburgh for a few days. During his absence his daughter was found dead in her bed, 
having taken an overdose of some sleeping draught. The shock proved too great for her 
father. He tried travelling, but, on his return home, he fell into a settled melancholy, and 
died some months later a dumb imbecile at the asylum."  
 

"Well, I shan't object to meeting the girl as she's so pretty," remarked Sullivan 
with a laugh. "But there's not much in the story."  
 

"Of course," added Naripse, "countryside gossip adds a good deal of colour to the 
plain facts of the case. It is said that terrible details connected with Miss Mackian's death 
were suppressed at the inquest, and people recollected afterwards that for months the girl 
had worn an unhappy, frightened look. It seemed she disliked the negro, and had been 
heard to beg her father to send him away, but the old man would not listen to her."  
 

"What became of the negro in the end?" asked Flaxman Low.  
 

"In the end Sir James kicked him out after a violent scene, in the course of which 
he appears to have accused Jake of having some hand in causing the girl's death. The 
nigger swore he'd be revenged on him, but, as a matter of fact, he left the place almost 
immediately, and has never been heard of since -- which disposes of the nigger. A short 
time after the old man went mad; he was found lying on a couch in the library -- a 
hopeless imbecile." Saying this, Naripse went to the window, and looked out into the 
rainy darkness. "Konnor Old House stands on the ridge opposite, and a part of the 
building, including the library window, where the light is sometimes seen, is visible 
through the trees from here. There is no light there tonight, though."  
 

Sullivan laughed his big, full laugh.  
 

"How about your shining man? I hope we may have the luck to meet. I suspect 
some canny Scots tramp knows where to get a snug roost rent free."  
 

"That may be so," replied Naripse, with a slow patience. "I can only say that after 
seeing the light of a night, I have more than once gone up in the morning to have a look 
at the library, and never found the thick dust in the least disturbed."  
 

"Have you noticed if the light appears at regular intervals?" said Low.  



 
"No; it's there on and off. I generally see it in rainy weather."  

 
  "What sort of people have gone crazy in Konnor Old House?" asked Sullivan.  
 

"One was a tramp. He must have lived pleasantly in the kitchen for days. Then he 
took to the library, which didn't agree with him apparently. He was found in a dying state 
lying upon Sir James's couch, with horrible black patches on his face. He was too far 
gone to speak, so nothing was gleaned from him."  
 

"He probably had a dirty face, and, having caught cold in the rain, went into 
Konnor Old House and died quietly there of pneumonia or something of the kind, just as 
you or I might have done, tucked up in our own little beds at home," commented 
Sullivan.  
 

"The last man to try his luck with the ghosts," went on Naripse, without noticing 
this remark, "was a young fellow, called Bowie, a nephew of Sir James. He was a student 
at Edinburgh University and he wanted to clear up the mystery. I was not at home, but 
my factor allowed him to pass a night in the house. As he did not appear next day, they 
went to look for him. He was found lying on the couch -- and he has not spoken a rational 
word since."  
 

"Sheer -- mere physical fright, acting on an overwrought brain!" Sullivan summed 
up the case scornfully. "And now I'm off. The rain has stopped, and I'll get up to the 
house before midnight. You may expect me at dawn to tell you what I've seen."  
 

"What do you intend to do when you get there?" asked Flaxman Low.  
 

"I'll pass the night on the ghostly couch which I suppose I shall find in the library. 
Take my word for it, madness is in Sir James's family; father and daughter and nephew 
all gave proof of it in different ways. The tramp, who was perhaps in there for a couple 
of days, died a natural death. It only needs a healthy man to run the gauntlet and set all 
this foolish talk at rest."  
 

Naripse was plainly much disturbed though he made no further objection, but 
when Sullivan was gone, he moved restlessly about the room looking out of the window 
from time to time. Suddenly he spoke:  
 

"There it is! The light I mentioned to you."  
 

Mr. Low went to the window. Away on the opposite ridge a faint light glimmered 
out through the thick gloom. Then he glanced at his watch.  
 

"Rather over an hour since he started," he remarked. " Well, now, Naripse, if you 
will be so good as to hand me Human Origins from the shelf behind you, I think we may 
settle down to wait for dawn. Sullivan's just the man to give a good account of himself 



-- under most circumstances."  
 

"Heaven send there may be no black side to this business!" said Naripse. "Of 
course I was a fool to say what I did about the Old House, but nobody except an ass like 
Jack would think I meant it. I wish the night was well over! That light is due to go out in 
two hours anyway."  
 

Even to Mr. Low the night seemed unbearably long; but at the first streak of dawn 
he tossed his book on to the sofa, stretched himself, and said: "We may as well be 
moving; let's go and see what Sullivan is doing."  
 

The rain began to fall again, and was coming down in close straight lines as the 
two men drove up the avenue to Konnor Old House. As they ascended, the trees grew 
thicker on the banks of the cutting which led them in curves to the terrace on which 
stood the house. Although it was a modern red-brick building, rather picturesque with its 
gables and sharply-pitched overhanging roofs, it looked desolate and forbidding enough 
in the grey daybreak. To the left lay lawns and gardens, to the right the cliff fell away 
steeply to where the burn roared in spate some three hundred feet below. They drove 
round to the empty stables, and then hurried back to the house on foot by a path that 
debouched directly under the library window. Naripse stopped under it, and shouted: 
"Hullo! Jack, where are you?"  
 

But no answer came, and they went on to the hall door. The gloom of the wet 
dawning and the heavy smell of stagnant air filled the big hall as they looked round at its 
dreary emptiness. The silence within the house itself was oppressive. Again Naripse 
shouted, and the noise echoed harshly through the passages, jarring on the stillness, then 
he led the way to the library at a run.  
 

As they came in sight of the doorway a wave of some nauseating odour met them, 
and at the same moment they saw Sullivan lying just outside the threshold, his body 
twisted and rigid like a man in the extremity of pain, his contorted profile ivory-pale 
against the dark oak flooring, As they stooped to raise him, Mr. Low had just time to 
notice the big gloomy room beyond, with its heaped and trampled layers of accumulated 
dust. There was no time for more than a glance, for the indescribable, fetid odour almost 
overpowered them as they hastened to carry Sullivan into the open air.  
 

"We must get him home as soon as we can," said Mr. Low, "for we have a very 
sick man on our hands."  
 

This proved to be true. But in a few days, thanks to Mr. Low's treatment and 
untiring care, the severe physical symptoms became less urgent, and in due time 
Sullivan's mind cleared.  
 

The following account is taken from the written statement of his experience in 
Konnor Old House:  
 



"On reaching the house he entered as noiselessly as possible, and made for the 
library, finding his way by the help of a series of matches to Sir James's couch, upon 
which he lay down. He was conscious at once of an acrid taste in his mouth, which he 
accounted for by the clouds of dust he had raised in crossing the room.  
 

"First he began to think about the approaching football match with Scotland, for 
which he was already in training. He was still in his mood of derisive incredulity. The 
house seemed vastly empty, and wrapped in an uneasy silence, a silence which made 
each of his comfortable movements an omen of significance. Presently the sense of a 
presence in the room was borne in upon him. He sat up, and spoke softly. He almost 
expected someone to answer him, and so strong did this feeling become that he called 
out: 'Who's there?' No reply came, and he sat on amidst the oppressive silence. He says 
the slightest noise would have been a relief. It was the listening in the silence that bred in 
him so intense a longing to grapple with some solid opponent.  
 

"Fear! He, who had denied the very existence of cause for fear, found himself 
shivering with an untranslatable terror! This was fear! He realised it with an infinite 
recoil of anger.  
 

"Presently he became aware that the darkness about him was clearing. A feeble 
light filtered slowly through it from above. 
Looking up at the ceiling, he perceived directly above his head an irregular patch of pale 
phosphorescent luminance, which grew gradually brighter. How long he sat with his head 
thrown back, staring at the light, he does not know. It seemed years. Then he spoke to 
himself plainly. With an immense effort, he forced his eyes away from the light and got 
upon his feet to drag his limbs round the room. The phosphorescence was of a greenish 
tint, and as strong as moonlight, but the dust rose like vapour at the slightest movement, 
and somewhat obscured its power. He moved about, but not for long. A clogging weight, 
such as one feels in nightmare, pressed upon him, and his exhaustion was intensified by 
the overpowering physical disgust bred in him by the repulsive odour which passed 
across his face as he staggered back to the couch.  
 

"For a few moments he would not look up. He says he had an impression that 
someone was watching him through the radiance as through a window. The atmosphere 
about him was thickening and cloaking the walls with drowsy horror, while his senses 
revolted and choked at the growing odour. Then followed a state of semi-sleep, for he 
recollects no more until he found himself staring again at the luminous patch on the 
ceiling.  
 

"By this time the brightness was beginning to dim; dark smears showed through it 
here and there, which ran slowly together till out of them grew and protruded a fat, black, 
evil face. A second later Sullivan was aware that the horrible face was sinking down 
nearer and nearer to his own, while all about it the light changed to black, dripping fluid, 
that formed great drops and fell.  
 



"It seemed as if he could not save himself; he could not move! The fighting blood 
in him had died out; Then fear, mad fear and strong loathing gave him the strength to act. 
He saw his own hand working savagely, it passed through and through the impending 
face, yet he swears that he felt a slight impact and that he saw the fat, glazed skin quiver! 
Then, with a final struggle, he tore it himself from the couch, and, rushing to the door, he 
wrenched open, and plunged forward into a red vacancy, down -- down -- After that he 
remembered no more."  
 

While Sullivan still lay ill and unable to give an account of himself or of what had 
happened at Konnor Old House, Mr. Flaxman Low expressed his intention of paying a 
visit to the asylum for the purpose of seeing young Bowie. But on arrival at the asylum, 
he found that Bowie had died during the previous night. A weary-eyed assistant doctor 
took Mr. Low to see the body. Bowie had evidently been of a gaunt, but powerful build. 
The features, though harsh, were noble, the face being somewhat disfigured by a rough, 
raised discoloration, which extended from the centre of the forehead to behind the right 
ear.  
 

Mr. Low asked a question.  
 

"Yes, it is a very obscure case," observed the assistant, "but it is the disease he 
died of. When he was brought here some months ago he had a small dark spot on his 
forehead, but it spread rapidly, and there are now similar large patches over the whole of 
his body. I take it to be of a cancerous character, likely to occur in a scrofulous subject 
after a shock and severe mental strain, such as Bowie chose to subject himself to by 
passing a night in Konnor Old House. The first result of the shock was the imbecility, an 
increasing lethargic condition of the body supervened and finally coma."  
 

While the doctor was speaking, Mr. Low bent over the dead man and closely 
examined the mark upon the face.  
 

"This mark appears to be the result of a fungoid growth, perhaps akin to the 
Indian disease known as mycetoma?" he said at length.  
 

"It may be so. The case is very obscure, but the disease, whatever we may call it, 
appears to be in Bowie's family, for I believe his uncle, Sir James Mackian, had precisely 
similar symptoms during his last illness. He also died in this institution, but that was 
before my time," replied the assistant.  
 

After a further examination of the body Mr. Low took his leave, and during the 
following day or two was busily engaged in a spare empty room placed at his disposal by 
Naripse. A deal table and chair were all he required, Mr. Low explained, and to these 
he added a microscope, an apparatus for producing a moist heat, and the coat worn by 
Sullivan on the night of his adventure. At the end of the third day, as Sullivan was 
already on the road to recovery, Mr. Low, accompanied by Naripse, paid a second visit to 
Konnor Old House, during which Low mentioned some of his conclusions about the 
strange events which had occurred there. It will be an easy task to compare Mr. Flaxman 



Low's theory with the experience detailed by Sullivan and with the one or two subsequent 
discoveries that added something like confirmation to his conclusions.  
 

Mr. Low and his host drove up as on the previous occasion, and stabled the horse 
as before. The day was dry, but grey, and the time the early afternoon. As they ascended 
the path leading to the house, Mr. Low remarked, after gazing up for a few seconds at 
the library window:  
 

"That room has the air of being occupied."  
 

"Why? -- What makes you think so?" asked Naripse nervously.  
 

"It is hard to say, but it produces that impression." Naripse shook his head 
despondently.  
 

"I've always noticed it myself," he returned, "I wish Sullivan were all right again 
and able to tell us what he saw in there. Whatever it was it has nearly cost him his life. I 
don't suppose we shall ever know anything more definite about the matter."  
 

"I fancy I can tell you," replied Low, "but let us get on into the library, and see 
what it looks like before we enter into the subject any further. By the way, I should 
advise you to tie your handkerchief over your mouth and nose before we go into the 
room."  
 

Naripse, upon whom the events of the last few days had had a very strong effect, 
was in a state of scarcely-controllable excitement.  
 

"What do you mean, Low? -- you can't have any idea ----"  
 

"Yes, I believe the dust in that house to be simply poisonous. Sullivan inhaled any 
amount of it -- hence his condition."  
 

The same suggestion of loneliness and stagnation hung about the house as they 
passed through the hall and entered the library. They halted at the door and looked in. 
The amount of greenish dust in the room was extraordinary; it lay in little drifts and 
mounds over the floor, but most abundantly just about the couch. Immediately above this 
spot, they perceived on the ceiling a long, discoloured stain. Naripse pointed to it.  
 

"Do you see that? It is a bloodstain, and, I give you my word, it grows larger and 
larger every year!" He finished the sentence in a low voice, and shuddered.  
 

"Ah, so I should have expected," observed Flaxman Low, who was looking at the 
stained ceiling with much interest. "That, of course, explains everything."  
 



"Low, tell me what you mean? A bloodstain that grows year by year explains 
everything?" Naripse broke off and pointed to the couch. "Look there! a cat's been 
walking over that sofa."  
 

Mr. Low put his hand on his friend's shoulder and smiled.  
 

"My dear fellow! That stain on the ceiling is simply a patch of mould and fungi, 
Now come in carefully without raising the dust, and let us examine the cat's footsteps, as 
you call them."  
 

Naripse advanced to the couch and considered the marks gravely.  
 

"They are not the footmarks of any animal, they are something much more 
unaccountable. They are raindrops. And why should raindrops be here in this perfectly 
watertight room, and even then only in one small part of it? You can't very well explain 
that, and you certainly can't have expected it?"  
 

"Look round and follow my points," replied Mr. Low. "When we came to fetch 
Sullivan, I noticed the dust which far exceeds the ordinary accumulation even in the most 
neglected places. You may also notice that it is of a greenish colour and of extreme 
fineness. This dust is of the same nature as the powder you find in a puff-ball, and is 
composed of minute sporuloid bodies. I found that Sullivan's coat was covered with this 
fine dust, and also about the collar and upper portion of the sleeve I found one or two 
gummy drops which correspond to these raindrops, as you call them. I naturally 
concluded from their position that they had fallen from above. From the dust, or rather 
spores, which I found on Sullivan's coat, I have since cultivated no fewer than four 
specimens of fungi, of which three belong to known African species; but the fourth, so 
far as I know, has never been described, but it approximates most closely to one of the 
phalliodei."  
 

"But how about the raindrops, or whatever they are? I believe they drop from that 
horrible stain."  
 

"They are drops from the stain, and are caused by the unnamed fungus I have just 
alluded to. It matures very rapidly, and absolutely decays as it matures, liquefying into a 
sort of dark mucilage, full of spores, which drips down, and diffuses a most repulsive 
odour. In time the mucilage dries, leaving the dust of the spores."  
 

"I don't know much about these things myself," replied Naripse dubiously, "and it 
strikes me you know more than enough. But look here; how about the light? You saw it 
last night yourself."  
 

"It happens that the three species of African fungi possess well known 
phosphorescent properties, which are manifested not only during decomposition, but also 
during the period of growth. The light is only visible from time to time; probably climatic 
and atmospheric conditions only admit of occasional efflorescence."  



 
"But," object Naripse, "supposing it to be a case of poisoning by fungi as you say, 

how is it that Sullivan, though exposed to precisely the same sources of danger as the 
others who have passed a night here, has escaped? He has been very ill, but his mind 
has already regained its balance, whereas, in the three other cases, the mind was wholly 
destroyed."  
 

Mr. Low looked very grave.  
 

"My dear fellow, you are such an excitable and superstitious person that I hesitate 
to put your nerves to any further test."  
 

"Oh, go on!"  
 

"I hesitate for two reasons. The one I have mentioned, and also because in my 
answer I must speak of curious and unpleasant things, some of which are proved facts, 
others only more or less well-founded assumptions. It is acknowledged that fungi exert an 
important influence in certain diseases, a few being directly attributable to fungi as a 
primary cause. Also it is an historical fact that poisonous fungi have more than once been 
used to alter the fate of nations. From the evidence before us and the condition of 
Bowie's body, I can but conclude that the unknown fungus I have alluded to is of a 
singularly malignant nature, and acts through the skin upon the brain with terrible 
rapidity afterwards gradually inter-penetrating all the tissues of the body, and eventually 
causing death. In Sullivan's case, luckily, the falling drops only touched his clothing, not 
his skin."  
 

"But wait a minute, Low, how did these fungi come here? And how can we rid the 
house of them? Upon my word, it is enough to make a man go off his head to hear about 
it. What are you going to do now?"  
 

"In the first place we will go upstairs and examine the flooring just above that 
stained patch of ceiling."  
 

"You can't do that I'm afraid. The room above this happens to be divided into two 
portions by a hollow partition between 2ft. and 3ft. thick," said Naripse, "the interior of 
which may originally have been meant for a cupboard, but I don't think it has ever been 
used."  
 

"Then let us examine the cupboard; there must be some way of getting into it."  
 

Upon this Naripse led the way upstairs, but, as he gained the top, he leant back, 
and grasping Mr. Low by the arm thrust him violently forward.  
 

"Look! the light -- did you see the light?" he said.  
 



For a second or two it seemed as if a light, like the elusive light thrown by a 
rotating reflector, quivered on the four walls of the landing, then disappeared almost 
before one could he certain of having seen it.  
 

"Can you point me out the precise spot where you saw the shining figure you told 
us of?" asked Low.  
 

Naripse pointed to a dark corner of the landing.  
 

"Just there in front of that panel between the two doors. Now that I come to think 
of it, I fancy there is some means of opening the upper part of that panel. The idea was to 
ventilate the cupboard-like space I mentioned just now."  
 

Naripse walked across the landing and felt round the panel, till he found a small 
metal knob. On turning this, the upper part of the panel fell back like a shutter, disclosing 
a narrow space of darkness beyond. Naripse thrust his head into the opening and peered 
into the gloom, but immediately started back with a gasp.  
 

"The shining man!" he cried. "He's there!"  
 

Mr. Flaxman Low, hardly knowing what to expect, looked over his shoulder; 
then, exerting his strength, pulled away some of the lower boarding. For within, at arm's 
length, stood a dimly shining figure! A tall man, with his back towards them, leaning 
against the left of the partition, and shrouded from head to foot in faintly luminous white 
mould.  
 

The figure remained quite motionless while they stared at it in surprise; then Mr. 
Flaxman Low pulled on his glove, and, leaning forward, touched the man's head. A 
portion of the white mass came away in his fingers, the lower surface of which showed a 
bunch of frizzled negroid hair.  
 

"Good Heavens, Low, what do you make of this?" asked Naripse. "It must be the 
body of Jake. But what is this shining stuff?"  
 

Low stood under the wide skylight and examined what he held in his fingers.  
 

"Fungus," he said at last. "And it appears to have some property allied to the 
mouldy fungus which attacks the common house-fly. Have you not seen them dead upon 
window-panes, stiffly fixed upon their legs, and covered with a white mould? Something 
of the same kind has taken place here."  
 

"But what had Jake to do with the fungus? And how did he come here?"  
 

"All that, of course, we can only surmise," replied Mr. Low. "There is little doubt 
that secrets of nature hidden from us are well known to the various African tribes. It is 
possible that the negro possessed some of these deadly spores, but how or why he made 



use of them are questions that can never be cleared up now."  
 

"But what was he doing here?" asked Naripse.  
 

"As I said before we can only guess the answer to that question, but I should 
suppose that the negro made use of this cupboard as a place where he could be free from 
interruption; that he here cultivated the spores is proved by the condition of his body and 
of the ceiling immediately below. Such an occupation is by no means free from danger, 
especially in an airless and inclosed space such as this. It is evident that either by design 
or accident he became infected by the fungus poison, which in time covered his whole 
body as you now see. The subject of obeah," Flaxman Low went on reflectively, "is one 
to the study of which I intend to devote myself at some future period. I have, indeed, 
already made some arrangements for an expedition in connection with the 
subject into the interior of Africa."  
 

"And how is the horrible thing to be got rid of? Nothing short of burning the place 
down would be of any radical use," remarked Naripse.  
 

Low, who by this time was deeply engrossed in considering the strange facts with 
which he had just become acquainted, answered abstractedly: "I suppose not."  
 

Naripse said no more, and the words were only recalled to Mr. Low's mind a day 
or two later, when he received by post a copy of the West Coast Advertiser. It was 
addressed in the handwriting of Naripse, and the following extract was lightly scored:  

 
"Konnor Old House, the property of Thomas Naripse, Esquire, of Konnor Lodge, 
was, we regret to say, destroyed by fire last night. We are sorry to add that the 
loss to the owner will be considerable, as no insurance policy had been effected 
with regard to the property."  
 

Afternote 
It’s hard to choose from the twelve tales of Flaxman Low. I would have preferred to 
include “The Story of Yand Manor House” or “The Story of the Moor Road” but I felt I 
needed to include some tales without supernatural opponents to keep the balance. Arthur 
Conan Doyle and Edgar Allan Poe are in good company with this tale.  
 
BRAM STOKER (1847-1914) wrote only one masterpiece, Dracula. Dr. Abraham van 
Helsing is like Hesselius’ understudy: foreign, esoteric, almost laughable today though 
he has been portrayed by some great actors in film. I couldn’t place the entire novel here 
for obvious reasons and there are other chapters that better show off van Helsing, but 
Chapter 16 contains one of the truly great scenes: the killing of Lucy Westenra. The 
fearless party, led by van Helsing, have terrible work to do but they are equal to the task. 
This chapter, along with the finale, presented for the first time the specific ghostbreakers 
known as vampire-hunters, destined to inspire many such from  The Fearless Vampire 
Hunters to Buffy the Vampire-Slayer. 
 



DRACULA: Chapter Sixteen (1897) 
By Bram Stoker 

 
DR SEWARD'S DIARY-cont.  
 
            IT was just a quarter before twelve o'clock when we got into the churchyard over 
the low wall. The night was dark with occasional gleams of moonlight between the dents 
of the heavy clouds that scudded across the sky. We all kept somehow close together, 
with Van Helsing slightly in front as he led the way. When we had come close to the 
tomb I looked well at Arthur, for I feared the proximity to a place laden with so sorrowful 
a memory would upset him, but he bore himself well. I took it that the very mystery of 
the proceeding was in some way a counteractant to his grief. The Professor unlocked the 
door, and seeing a natural hesitation amongst us for various reasons, solved the difficulty 
by entering first himself. The rest of us followed, and he closed the door. He then lit a 
dark lantern and pointed to a coffin. Arthur stepped forward hesitatingly. Van Helsing 
said to me: -- 
 

‘You were with me here yesterday. Was the body of Miss Lucy in that coffin?’  
 

‘It was." The Professor turned to the rest saying: -- 
 

‘You hear, and yet there is no one who does not believe with me.' He took his 
screwdriver and again took off the lid of the coffin. Arthur looked on, very pale but 
silent; when the lid was removed he stepped forward. He evidently did not know that 
there was a leaden coffin, or at any rate, had not thought of it. When he saw the rent in 
the lead, the blood rushed to his face for an instant, but as quickly fell away again, so that 
he remained of a ghastly whiteness. He was still silent. Van Helsing forced back the 
leaden flange, and we all looked in and recoiled.  
 
            The coffin was empty!  
 
            For several minutes no one spoke a word. The silence was broken by Quincey 
Morris: -- 
 

‘Professor, I answered for you. Your word is all I want. I wouldn't ask such a 
thing ordinarily, I wouldn't so dishonor you as to imply a doubt, but this is a mystery that 
goes beyond any honor or dishonor. Is this your doing?’ 
 
            ‘I swear to you by all that I hold sacred that I have not removed or touched her. 
What happened was this. Two nights ago my friend Seward and I came here, with good 
purpose, believe me. I opened that coffin, which was then sealed up, and we found it as 
now, empty. We then waited, and saw something white come through the trees. The next 
day we came here in daytime and she lay there. Did she not, friend John?’  
 
            ‘Yes.’  
 



            ‘That night we were just in time. One more so small child was missing, and we 
find it, thank God, unharmed amongst the graves. Yesterday I came here before sundown, 
for at sundown the Un-Dead can move. I waited here all night till the sun rose, but I saw 
nothing. It was most probable that it was because I had laid over the clamps of those 
doors garlic, which the Un-Dead cannot bear, and other things which they shun. Last 
night there was no exodus, so tonight before the sundown I took away my garlic and 
other things. And so it is we find this coffin empty. But bear with me. So far there is 
much that is strange. Wait you with me outside, unseen and unheard, and things much 
stranger are yet to be. So’ --  here he shut the dark slide of his lantern, ‘now to the 
outside.’ He opened the door, and we filed out, he coming last and locking the door 
behind him.  
 
            Oh! But it seemed fresh and pure in the night air after the terror of that vault. How 
sweet it was to see the clouds race by, and the passing gleams of the moonlight between 
the scudding clouds crossing and passing -- like the gladness and sorrow of a man's life. 
How sweet it was to breathe the fresh air, that had no taint of death and decay. How 
humanizing to see the red lighting of the sky beyond the hill, and to hear far away the 
muffled roar that marks the life of a great city. Each in his own way was solemn and 
overcome. Arthur was silent, and was, I could see, striving to grasp the purpose and the 
inner meaning of the mystery. I was myself tolerably patient, and half inclined again to 
throw aside doubt and to accept Van Helsing's conclusions. Quincey Morris was 
phlegmatic in the way of a man who accepts all things, and accepts them in the spirit of 
cool bravery, with hazard of all he has at stake. Not being able to smoke, he cut himself a 
good-sized plug of tobacco and began to chew. As to Van Helsing, he was employed in a 
definite way. First he took from his bag a mass of what looked like thin, wafer-like 
biscuit, which was carefully rolled up in a white napkin; next he took out a double 
handful of some whitish stuff, like dough or putty. He crumbled the wafer up fine and 
worked it into the mass between his hands. This he then took, and rolling it into thin 
strips, began to lay them into the crevices between the door and its setting in the tomb. I 
was somewhat puzzled at this, and being close, asked him what it was that he was doing. 
Arthur and Quincey drew near also, as they too were curious. He answered: -- 
 

‘I am closing the tomb, so that the Un-Dead may not enter.’  
 
            ‘And is that stuff you have there going to do it?’ asked Quincey. ‘Great Scott Is 
this a game?’ 
 
            ‘It is.’  
 
            ‘What is that which you are using?’ This time the question was by Arthur. Van 
Helsing reverently lifted his hat as he answered: --  
 
            ‘The Host. I brought it from Amsterdam. I have an Indulgence.’ t was an answer 
that appalled the most sceptical of us, and we felt individually that in the presence of such 
earnest purpose as the Professor's, a purpose which could thus use the to him most sacred 
of things, it was impossible to distrust. In respectful silence we took the places assigned 



to us close round the tomb, but hidden from the sight of any one approaching. I pitied the 
others, especially Arthur. I had myself been apprenticed by my former visits to this 
watching horror, and yet I, who had up to an hour ago repudiated the proofs, felt my heart 
sink within me. Never did tombs look so ghastly white; never did cypress, or yew, or 
juniper so seem the embodiment of funeral gloom. Never did tree or grass wave or rustle 
so ominously. Never did bough creak so mysteriously, and never did the far-away 
howling of dogs send such a woeful presage through the night.  
 
            There was a long spell of silence, big, aching, void, and then from the Professor a 
keen ‘S-s-s-s!’  He pointed, and far down the avenue of yews we saw a white figure 
advance, a dim white figure, which held something dark at its breast. The figure stopped, 
and at the moment a ray of moonlight fell upon the masses of driving clouds, and showed 
in startling prominence a dark-haired woman, dressed in the cerements of the grave. We 
could not see the face, for it was bent down over what we saw to be a fair-haired child. 
There was a pause and a sharp little cry, such as a child gives in sleep, or a dog as it lies 
before the fire and dreams. We were starting forward, but the Professor's warning hand, 
seen by us as he stood behind a yew tree, kept us back; and then as we looked the white 
figure moved forwards again. It was now near enough for us to see clearly, and the 
moonlight still held. My own heart grew cold as ice, and I could hear the gasp of Arthur, 
as we recognized the features of Lucy Westenra. Lucy Westenra, but yet how changed. 
The sweetness was turned to adamantine, heartless cruelty, and the purity to voluptuous 
wantonness. Van Helsing stepped out, and obedient to his gesture, we all advanced too. 
The four of us ranged in a line before the door of the tomb. Van Helsing raised his lantern 
and drew the slide; by the concentrated light that fell on Lucy's face we could see that the 
lips were crimson with fresh blood, and that the stream had trickled over her chin and 
stained the purity of her lawn death-robe.  
 
            We shuddered with horror. I could see by the tremulous light that even Van 
Helsing's iron nerve had failed. Arthur was next to me, and if I had not seized his arm and 
held him up, he would have fallen.  
 
            When Lucy -- I call the thing that was before us Lucy because it bore her shape -- 
saw us she drew back with an angry snarl, such as a cat gives when taken unawares, then 
her eyes ranged over us. Lucy's eyes in form and color, but Lucy's eyes unclean and full 
of hell fire, instead of the pure, gentle orbs we knew. At that moment the remnant of my 
love passed into hate and loathing. Had she then to be killed, I could have done it with 
savage delight. As she looked, her eyes blazed with unholy light, and the face became 
wreathed with a voluptuous smile. Oh, God, how it made me shudder to see it! With a 
careless motion, she flung to the ground, callous as a devil, the child that up to now she 
had clutched strenuously to her breast, growling over it as a dog growls over a bone. The 
child gave a sharp cry, and lay there moaning. There was a cold-bloodedness in the act 
which wrung a groan from Arthur. When she advanced to him with outstretched arms and 
a wanton smile he fell back and hid his face in his hands.  
 
            She still advanced, however, and with a languorous, voluptuous grace, said: -- 
 



‘Come to me, Arthur. Leave these others and come to me. My arms are hungry for 
you. Come, and we can rest together. Come, my husband, come!’  
 
            There was something diabolically sweet in her tones -- something of the tinkling 
of glass when struck -- which rang through the brains even of us who heard the words 
addressed to another. As for Arthur, he seemed under a spell, moving his hands from his 
face, he opened wide his arms. She was leaping for them, when Van Helsing sprang 
forward and held between them his little golden crucifix. She recoiled from it, and, with a 
suddenly distorted face, full of rage, dashed past him as if to enter the tomb.  
 
            When within a foot or two of the door, however, she stopped, as if arrested by 
some irresistible force. Then she turned, and her face was shown in the clear burst of 
moonlight and by the lamp, which had now no quiver from Van Helsing's nerves. Never 
did I see such baffled malice on a face, and never, I trust, shall such ever be seen again by 
mortal eyes. The beautiful color became livid, the eyes seemed to throw out sparks of hell 
fire, the brows were wrinkled as though the folds of flesh were the coils of Medusa's 
snakes, and the lovely, blood-stained mouth grew to an open square, as in the passion 
masks of the Greeks and Japanese. If ever a face meant death -- if looks could kill -- we 
saw it at that moment.  
 
            And so for full half a minute, which seemed an eternity, se remained between the 
lifted crucifix and the sacred closing of her means of entry. Van Helsing broke the silence 
by asking Arthur: -- 
 

‘Answer me, oh my friend! Am I to proceed in my work?’  
 

Arthur threw himself on his knees, and his his face in his hands as he answered: -- 
 
‘Do as you will, friend. Do as you will. There can be no horror like this ever any 

more.’ And he groaned in spirit. Quincey and I simultaneously moved towards him, and 
took his arms. We could hear the click of the closing lantern as Van Helsing held it down. 
Coming close to the tomb, he began to remove from the chinks some of the sacred 
emblem which he had placed there. We all looked on with horrified amazement as we 
saw, when he stood back, the woman, with a corporeal body as real at that moment as our 
own, pass through the interstice where scarce a knife blade could have gone. We all felt a 
glad sense of relief when we saw the Professor calmly restoring the strings of putty to the 
edges of the door. 
 
            When this was done, he lifted the child and said: -- 
 

‘Come now, my friends; we can do no more till tomorrow. There is a funeral at 
noon, so here we shall all come before long after that. The friends of the dead will all be 
gone by two, and when the sexton locks the gate we shall remain. Then there is more to 
do; but not like this of to-night. As for this little one, he is not much harmed, and by 
tomorrow night he shall be well. We shall leave him where the police will find him, as on 
the other night, and then to home.’ Coming close to Arthur, he said: -- 



 
 ‘My friend Arthur, you have had a sore trial, but after, when you look back, you 

will see how it was necessary. You are now in the bitter waters, my child. By this time 
tomorrow you will, please God, have passed them, and have drunk of the sweet waters. 
So do not mourn over-much. Till then I shall not ask you to forgive me.’  
 
            Arthur and Quincey came home with me, and we tried to cheer each other on the 
way. We had left behind the child in safety, and were tired; so we all slept with more or 
less reality of sleep.  
 
            29 September, night.--A little before twelve o'clock we three -- Arthur, Quincey 
Morris, and myself -- called for the Professor. It was odd to notice that by common 
consent we had all put on black clothes. Of course, Arthur wore black, for he was in deep 
mourning, but the rest of us wore it by instinct. We got to the graveyard by half-past one, 
and strolled about, keeping out of official observation, so that when the gravediggers had 
completed their task and the sexton under the belief that every one had gone, had locked 
the gate, we had the place all to ourselves. Van Helsing, instead of his little black bag, 
had with him a long leather one, something like a cricketing bag. It was manifestly of fair 
weight.  
 
            When we were alone and had heard the last of the footsteps die out up the road, 
we silently, and as if by ordered intention, followed the Professor to the tomb. He 
unlocked the door, and we entered, closing it behind us. Then he took from his bag the 
lantern, which he lit, and also two wax candles, which, when lighted, he stuck by melting 
their own ends, on other coffins, so that they might give light sufficient to work by. When 
he again lifted the lid off Lucy's coffin we all looked -- Arthur trembling like an aspen -- 
and saw that the corpse lay there in all its death-beauty. But there was no love in my own 
heart,  nothing but loathing for the foul Thing which had taken Lucy's shape without her 
soul. I could see even Arthur's face grow hard as he looked. Presently he said to Van 
Helsing: -- 
 

‘Is this really Lucy's body, or only a demon in her shape?’  
 

‘It is her body, and yet not it. But wait a while, and you shall see her as she was, 
and is.’  
 
            She seemed like a nightmare of Lucy as she lay there, the pointed teeth, the blood 
stained, voluptuous mouth -- which made one shudder to see -- the whole carnal and 
unspirited appearance,  seeming like a devilish mockery of Lucy's sweet purity. Van 
Helsing, with his usual methodicalness, began taking the various contents from his bag 
and placing them ready for use. First he took out a soldering iron and some plumbing 
solder, and then small oil lamp, which gave out, when lit in a corner of the tomb, gas 
which burned at a fierce heat with a blue flame, then his operating knives, which he 
placed to hand, and last a round wooden stake, some two and a half or three inches thick 
and about three feet long. One end of it was hardened by charring in the fire, and was 
sharpened to a fine point. With this stake came a heavy hammer, such as in households is 



used in the coal cellar for breaking the lumps. To me, a doctor's preparations for work of 
any kind are stimulating and bracing, but the effect of these things on both Arthur and 
Quincey was to cause them a sort of consternation. They both, however, kept their 
courage, and remained silent and quiet.  
 
            When all was ready, Van Helsing said: -- 
 

‘Before we do anything, let me tell you this. It is out of the lore and experience of 
the ancients and of all those who have studied the powers of the Un-Dead. When they 
become such, there comes with the change the curse of immortality. They cannot die, but 
must go on age after age adding new victims and multiplying the evils of the world. For 
all that die from the preying of the Un-dead become themselves Un-dead, and prey on 
their kind. And so the circle goes on ever widening, like as the ripples from a stone 
thrown in the water. Friend Arthur, if you had met that kiss which you know of before 
poor Lucy die; or again, last night when you open your arms to her, you would in time, 
when you had died, have become nosferatu, as they call it in Eastern Europe, and would 
for all time make more of those Un-Deads that so have filled us with horror. The career 
of this so unhappy dear lady is but just begun. Those children whose blood she sucked 
are not as yet so much the worse, but if she lives on, Un-Dead, more and more they lose 
their blood and by her power over them they come to her; and so she draw their blood 
with that so wicked mouth. But if she die in truth, then all cease; the tiny wounds of the 
throats disappear, and they go back to their play unknowing ever of what has been. But of 
the most blessed of all, when this now Un-Dead be made to rest as true dead, then the 
soul of the poor lady whom we love shall again be free. Instead of working wickedness 
by night and growing more debased in the assimilating of it by day, she shall take her 
place with the other Angels. So that, my friend, it will be a blessed hand for her that shall 
strike the blow that sets her free. To this I am willing, but is there none amongst us who 
has a better right? Will it be no joy to think of hereafter in the silence of the night when 
sleep is not: “It was my hand that sent her to the stars. It was the hand of him that loved 
her best, the hand that of all she would herself have chosen, had it been to her to choose?” 
Tell me if there be such a one amongst us?’ 
 
            We all looked at Arthur. He saw too, what we all did, the infinite kindness which 
suggested that his should be the hand which would restore Lucy to us as a holy, and not 
an unholy, memory. He stepped forward and said bravely, though his hand trembled, and 
his face was as pale as snow: -- 
 

‘My true friend, from the bottom of my broken heart I thank you. Tell me what I 
am to do, and I shall not falter!’ Van Helsing laid a hand on his shoulder, and said: -- 

 
‘Brave lad! A moment's courage, and it is done. This stake must be driven 

through her. It well be a fearful ordeal, be not deceived in that -- but it will be only a 
short time, and you will then rejoice more than your pain was great. From this grim tomb 
you will emerge as though you tread on air. But you must not falter when once you have 
begun. Only think that we, your true friends, are round you, and that we pray for you all 
the time.’  



 
            ‘Go on,"said Arthur hoarsely."Tell me what I am to do.’  
 
            ‘Take this stake in your left hand, ready to place to the point over the heart, and 
the hammer in your right. Then when we begin our prayer for the dead -- I shall read him; 
I have here the book, and the others shall follow -- strike in God's name, that so all may 
be well with the dead that we love and that the Un-Dead pass away.’  
 

Arthur took the stake and the hammer, and when once his mind was set on action 
his hands never trembled nor even quivered. Van Helsing opened his missal and began to 
read, and Quincey and I followed as well as we could. Arthur placed the point over the 
heart, and as I looked I could see its dint in the white flesh. Then he struck with all his 
might.  
 
            The thing in the coffin writhed; and a hideous, bloodcurdling screech came from 
the opened red lips. The body shook and quivered and twisted in wild contortions. The 
sharp white champed together till the lips were cut, and the mouth was smeared with a 
crimson foam. But Arthur never faltered. He looked like a figure of Thor as his 
untrembling arm rose and fell, driving deeper and deeper the mercy-bearing stake, whilst 
the blood from the pierced heart welled and spurted up around it. His face was set, and 
high duty seemed to shine through it; the sight of it gave us courage so that our voices 
seemed to ring through the little vault.  
 
            And then the writhing and quivering of the body became less, and the teeth 
seemed to champ, and the face to quiver. Finally it lay still. The terrible task was over.  
 
            The hammer fell from Arthur's hand. He reeled and would have fallen had we not 
caught him. The great drops of sweat sprang from his forehead, and his breath came in 
broken gasps. It had indeed been an awful strain on him, and had he not been forced to 
his task by more than human considerations he could never have gone through with it. 
For a few minutes we were so taken up with him that we did not look towards the coffin. 
When we did, however, a murmur of startled surprise ran from one to the other of us. We 
gazed so eagerly that Arthur rose, for he had been seated on the ground, and came and 
looked too; and then a glad strange light broke over his face and dispelled altogether the 
gloom of horror that lay upon it.  
 
            There, in the coffin lay no longer the foul Thing that we has so dreaded and 
grown to hate that the work of her destruction was yielded as a privilege to the one best 
entitled to it, but Lucy as we had seen her in life, with her face of unequalled sweetness 
and purity. True that there were there, as we had seen them in life, the traces of care and 
pain and waste. But these were all dear to us, for they marked her truth to what we knew. 
One and all we felt that the holy calm that lay like sunshine over the wasted face and 
form was only an earthly token and symbol of the calm that was to reign for ever.  
 
            Van Helsing came and laid his hand on Arthur's shoulder, and said to him: -- 
 



‘And now, Arthur my friend, dear lad, am I not forgiven?’  
 
            The reaction of the terrible strain came as he took the old man's hand in his, and 
raising it to his lips, pressed it, saying: -- 
 

‘Forgiven! God bless you that you have given my dear one her soul again, and me 
peace.’ He put his hands on the Professor's shoulder, and laying his head on his breast, 
cried for a while silently, whilst we stood unmoving. When he raised his head Van 
Helsing said to him:-- 

 
 ‘And now, my child, you may kiss her. Kiss her dead lips if you will, as she 

would have you to, if for her to choose. For she is not a grinning devil now -- not any 
more a foul Thing for all eternity. No longer she is the devil's Un-Dead. She is God's true 
dead, whose soul is with Him!’  
 
            Arthur bent and kissed her, and then we sent him and Quincey out of the tomb. 
The Professor and I sawed the top off the stake, leaving the point of it in the body. Then 
we cut off the head and filled the mouth with garlic. We soldered up the leaden coffin, 
screwed on the coffin lid, and gathering up our belongings, came away. When the 
Professor locked the door he gave the key to Arthur.  
 
            Outside the air was sweet, the sun shone, and the birds sang, and it seemed as if 
all nature were tuned to a different pitch. There was gladness and mirth and peace 
everywhere, for we were at rest ourselves on one account, and we were glad, though it 
was with a tempered joy.  
 
            Before we moved away Van Helsing said: -- 
 

‘Now, my friends, one step or our work is done, one the most harrowing to 
ourselves. But there remains a greater task: to find out the author of all this or sorrow and 
to stamp him out. I have clues which we can follow; but it is a long task, and a difficult 
one, and there is danger in it, and pain. Shall you not all help me? We have learned to 
believe, all of us -- is it not so? And since so, do we not see our duty? Yes! And do we 
not promise to go on to the bitter end?’  
 
            Each in turn, we took his hand, and the promise was made. Then said the 
Professor as we moved off: -- 
 

‘Two nights hence you shall meet with me and dine together at seven of the clock 
with friend John. I shall entreat two others, two that you know not as yet; and I shall be 
ready to all our work show and our plans unfold. Friend John, you come with me home, 
for I have much to consult you about, and you can help me. To-night I leave for 
Amsterdam, but shall return to-morrow night. And then begins our great quest. But first I 
shall have much to say, so that you may know what to do and to dread. Then our promise 
shall be made to each other anew; for there is a terrible task before us, and once our feet 
are on the ploughshare we must not draw back.’ 



 
Afterword 

Not surprising, I would recommend any ghostbreaker fan to read the entire novel. The 
influence of Hesselius and in particular the story “Carmilla” are fun to look for. Stoker 
does not hide his fondness for Le Fanu, who was still popular in 1897. By the time H. P. 
Lovecraft wrote “The Supernatural Horror in Literature” in 1925-1926, Le Fanu had 
been largely forgotten. Lovecraft wrote an excellent overview of horror history (even 
better than Rev. Summers’ in The Supernatural Omnibus (1931), but misses Le Fanu’s 
huge contribution entirely.  
 
ALGERNON BLACKWOOD (1869-1951) is one of the first anomalies in the writing 
profession: a full-time horror writer. Unlike many contemporaries Blackwood specialized 
in creepy stories, so much so, he was nicknamed “the ghost man”. One of his collection 
was John Silence: Physician Extraordinaire (1908), being a gathering of 6 tales all linked 
in the Le Fanu tradition by a frame character. The story selected here is not even from 
that book but appeared later in Day and Night (1917), the only other Silence story. 
Though not my favorite, it is the only one to show the inner sanctum of the legendary 
doctor.  
 

A VICTIM OF HIGHER SPACE (1917) 
By Algernon Blackwood 

 
 

"THERE’S a hextraordinary gentleman to see you, sir," said the new man.  
 

"Why 'extraordinary'?" asked Dr. Silence, drawing the tips of his thin fingers 
through his brown beard. His eyes twinkled pleasantly. "Why 'extraordinary,' Barker?" he 
repeated encouragingly, noticing the perplexed expression in the man's eyes.  
 

"He's so--so thin, sir. I could hardly see 'im at all--at first. He was inside the house 
before I could ask the name," he added, remembering strict orders.  
 

"And who brought him here?"  
 

"He come alone, sir, in a closed cab. He pushed by me before I could say a word--
making no noise not what I could hear. He seemed to move very soft----"  
 

The man stopped short with obvious embarrassment, as though he had already 
said enough to jeopardise his new situation, but trying hard to show that he remembered 
the instructions and warnings he had received with regard to the admission of strangers 
not properly accredited.  
 

"And where is the gentleman now?" asked Dr. Silence, turning away to conceal 
his amusement.  
 

"I really couldn't exactly say, sir. I left him standing in the 'all----"  



 
The doctor looked up sharply. "But why in the hall, Barker? Why not in the 

waiting-room?" He fixed his piercing though kindly eyes on the man's face. "Did he 
frighten you?" he asked quickly.  
 

"I think he did, sir, if I may say so. I seemed to lose sight of him, as it were----" 
The man stammered, evidently convinced by now that he had earned his dismissal. "He 
come in so funny, just like a cold wind," he added boldly, setting his heels at attention 
and looking his master full in the face.  
 

The doctor made an internal note of the man's halting description; he was pleased 
that the slight evidence of intuition which had induced him to engage Barker had not 
entirely failed at the first trial. Dr. Silence sought for this qualification in all his 
assistants, from secretary to serving-man, and if it surrounded him with a somewhat 
singular crew, the drawbacks were more than compensated for on the whole by their 
occasional flashes of insight.  
 

"So the gentleman made you feel queer, did he?"  
 

"That was it, I think, sir," repeated the man stolidly.  
 

"And he brings no kind of introduction to me--no letter or anything?" asked the 
doctor, with feigned surprise, as though he knew what was coming.  
 

The man fumbled, both in mind and pockets, and finally produced an envelope.  
 

"I beg pardon, sir," he said, greatly flustered; "the gentleman handed me this for 
you."  
 

It was a note from a discerning friend, who had never yet sent him a case that was 
not vitally interesting from one point or another.  
 

"Please see the bearer of this note," the brief message ran, "though I doubt if even 
you can do much to help him."  
 

John Silence paused a moment, so as to gather from the mind of the writer all that 
lay behind the brief words of the letter. Then he looked up at his servant with a graver 
expression than he had yet worn.  
 

"Go back and find this gentleman," he said, "and show him into the green study. 
Do not reply to his question, or speak more than actually necessary; but think kind, 
helpful, sympathetic thoughts as strongly as you can, Barker. You remember what I told 
you about the importance of thinking, when I engaged you. Put curiosity out of your 
mind, and think gently, sympathetically, affectionately, if you can."  
 



He smiled, and Barker, who had recovered his composure in the doctor's 
presence, bowed silently and went out.  
 

There were two different reception rooms in Dr. Silence's house. One, intended 
for persons who imagined they needed 
spiritual assistance when really they were only candidates for the asylum, had padded 
walls, and was well supplied with various concealed contrivances by means of which 
sudden violence could be instantly met and overcome. It was, however, rarely used. 
The other, intended for the reception of genuine cases of spiritual distress and out-of-the-
way afflictions of a psychic nature, was entirely draped and furnished in a soothing deep 
green, calculated to induce calmness and repose of mind. And this room was the one in 
which Dr. Silence interviewed the majority of his "queer" cases, and the one into which 
he had directed Barker to show his present caller.  
 

To begin with, the arm-chair in which the patient was always directed to sit, was 
nailed to the floor, since its immovability tended to impart this same excellent 
characteristic to the occupant. Patients invariably grew excited when talking about 
themselves, and their excitement tended to confuse their thoughts and to exaggerate their 
language. The immobility of the chair helped to counteract this. After repeated 
endeavours to drag it forward, or push it back, they ended by resigning themselves to 
sitting quietly. And with the futility of fidgeting there followed a calmer state of mind.  
 

Upon the floor, and at intervals in the wall immediately behind, were certain tiny 
green buttons, practically unnoticeable, which on being pressed permitted a soothing and 
persuasive narcotic to rise invisibly about the occupant of the chair. The effect upon 
the excitable patient was rapid, admirable, and harmless. The green study was further 
provided with a secret spy-hole; for John Silence liked when possible to observe his 
patient's face before it had assumed that mask the features of the human countenance 
invariably wear in the presence of another person. A man sitting alone wears a psychic 
expression; and this expression is the man himself. It disappears the moment another 
person joins him. And Dr. Silence often learned more from a few moments' secret 
observation of a face than from hours of conversation with its owner afterwards.  
 

A very light, almost a dancing step followed Barker's heavy tread towards the 
green room, and a moment afterwards the man came in and announced that the gentleman 
was waiting. He was still pale and his manner nervous.  
 

"Never mind, Barker," the doctor said kindly; "if you were not intuitive the man 
would have had no effect upon you at all. You only need training and development. And 
when you have learned to interpret these feelings and sensations better, you will feel 
no fear, but only a great sympathy."  
 

"Yes, sir; thank you sir!" And Barker bowed and made his escape, while Dr. 
Silence, an amused smile lurking about the corners of his mouth, made his way 
noiselessly down the passage and put his eye to the spy-hole in the door of the green 
study. 



 
This spy-hole was so placed that it commanded a view of almost the entire room, 

and, looking through it, the doctor saw a hat, gloves, and umbrella lying on a chair by the 
table, but searched at first in vain for their owner.  
 

The windows were both closed and a brisk fire burned in the grate. There were 
various signs--signs intelligible at least to a keenly intuitive soul--that the room was 
occupied, yet so far as human beings were concerned, it seemed undeniably empty. No 
one sat in the chairs; no one stood on the mat before the fire; there was no sign even that 
a patient was anywhere close against the wall, examining the Böcklin reproduction--as 
patients so often did when they thought they were alone--and therefore rather difficult to 
see from the spy-hole. Ordinarily speaking, there was no one in the room. It was 
unoccupied.  
 

Yet Dr. Silence was quite well aware that a human being was in the room. His 
sensitive system never failed to let him know the proximity of an incarnate or discarnate 
being. Even in the dark he could tall that. And he now knew positively that his patient, 
the patient who had alarmed Barker, and had then tripped down the corridor with that 
dancing footstep—was somewhere concealed within the four walls commanded by his 
spy-hole. He also realized -- and this was most unusual--that this individual whom he 
desired to watch knew that he was being watched. And, further, that the stranger himself 
was also watching in his turn. In fact, that it was he, the doctor, who was being observed 
--and by an observer as keen and trained as himself.  
 

An inkling of the true state of the case began to dawn upon him, and he was on 
the verge of entering--indeed, his hand already touched the door-knob--when his eye, still 
glued to the spy-hole, detected a slight movement. Directly opposite, between him 
and the fireplace, something stirred. He watched very attentively and made certain that he 
was not mistaken. An object on the mantelpiece--it was a blue vase—disappeared from 
view. It passed out of sight together with the portion of the marble mantelpiece on which 
it rested. Next, that part of the fire and grate and brass fender immediately below, it 
vanished entirely, as though a slice had been taken clean out of them.  
 

Dr. Silence then understood that something between him and these objects was 
slowly coming into being, something that concealed them and obstructed his vision by 
inserting itself in the line of sight between them and himself.  
 

He quietly awaited further results before going in.  
 

First he saw a thin, perpendicular line tracing itself from just above the height of 
the clock and continuing downwards till it reached the woolly fire-mat. This line grew 
wider, broadened, grew solid. It was no shadow; it was something substantial. It defined 
itself more and more. Then suddenly, at the top of the line, and about on a level with the 
face of the clock, he saw a small luminous disc gazing steadily at him. It was a human 
eye, looking straight into his own, pressed there against the spy-hole. And it was bright 
with intelligence. Dr. Silence held his breath for a moment--and stared back at it.  



 
Then, like someone moving out of deep shadow into light, he saw the figure of a 

man come sliding sideways into view, a whitish face following the eye, and the 
perpendicular line he had first observed broadening out and developing into the complete 
figure of a human being. It was the patient. He had apparently been standing there in 
front of the fire all the time. A second eye had followed the first, and both of them stared 
steadily at the spy-hole, sharply concentrated, yet with a sly twinkle of humour and 
amusement that made it impossible for the doctor to maintain his position any longer.  
 

He opened the door and went in quickly. As he did so he noticed for the first time 
the sound of a German band coming in noisily through the open ventilators. In some 
intuitive, unaccountable fashion the music connected itself with the patient he was 
about to interview. This sort of prevision was not unfamiliar to him. It always explained 
itself later.  
 

The man, he saw, was of middle age and of very ordinary appearance; so 
ordinary, in fact, that he was difficult to describe--his only peculiarity being his extreme 
thinness. Pleasant--that is, good--vibrations issued from his atmosphere and met Dr. 
Silence as he advanced to greet him, yet vibrations alive with currents and discharges 
betraying the perturbed and disordered condition of his mind and brain. There was 
evidently something wholly out of the usual in the state of his thoughts. Yet, though 
strange, it was not altogether distressing; it was not the impression that the broken and 
violent atmosphere of the insane produces upon the mind. Dr. Silence realised in a flash 
that here was a case of absorbing interest that might require all his powers to handle 
properly.  
 

"I was watching you through my little peep-hole--as you saw," he began, with a 
pleasant smile, advancing to shake hands. "I find it of the greatest assistance  
sometimes----"  
 

But the patient interrupted him at once. His voice was hurried and had odd, shrill 
changes in it, breaking from high to low in unexpected fashion. One moment it 
thundered, the next it almost squeaked.  
 

"I understand without explanation," he broke in rapidly. "You get the true note of 
a man in that way--when he thinks himself unobserved. I quite agree. Only, in my case, I 
fear, you saw very little. My case, as you of course grasp, Dr. Silence, is extremely 
peculiar, uncomfortably peculiar. Indeed, unless Sir William had positively assured  
me----"  
 

"My friend has sent you to me," the doctor interrupted gravely, with a gentle note 
of authority, "and that is quite sufficient. Pray, be seated, Mr.----"  
 

"Mudge--Racine Mudge," returned the other.  
 



"Take this comfortable one, Mr. Mudge," leading him to the fixed chair, "and tell 
me your condition in your own way and at your own pace. My whole day is at your 
service if you require it."  
 

Mr. Mudge moved towards the chair in question and then hesitated.  
 

"You will promise me not to use the narcotic buttons," he said, before sitting 
down. "I do not need them. Also I ought to mention that anything you think of vividly 
will reach my mind. That is apparently part of my peculiar case." He sat down with a 
sigh and arranged his thin legs and body into a position of comfort. Evidently he was 
very sensitive to the thoughts of others, for the picture of the green buttons had only 
entered the doctor's mind for a second, yet the other had instantly snapped it up. Dr. 
Silence noticed, too that Mr. Mudge held on tightly with both hands to the arms of the 
chair.  
 

"I'm rather glad the chair is nailed to the floor," he remarked, as he settled himself 
more comfortably. "It suits me admirably. The fact is---and this is my case in a nutshell--
which is all that a doctor of your marvellous development requires--the fact is, Dr. 
Silence, I am a victim of Higher Space. That's what"s the matter with me--Higher Space!"  
 

The two looked at each other for a space in silence, the little patient holding 
tightly to the arms of the chair which "suited him admirably", and looking up with staring 
eyes, his atmosphere positively trembling with the waves of some unknown activity; 
while the doctor smiled kindly and sympathetically, and put his whole person as far as 
possible into the mental condition of the other.  
 

"Higher Space," repeated Mr. Mudge, "that's what it is. Now, do you think you 
can help me with that?"  
 

There was a pause during which the men's eyes steadily searched down below the 
surface of their respective personalities. Then Dr. Silence spoke.  
 

"I am quite sure I can help," he answered quietly; "sympathy must always help, 
and suffering always claims my sympathy. I see you have suffered cruelly. You must tell 
me all about your case, and when I hear the gradual steps by which you reached this 
strange condition, I have no doubt I can be of assistance to you."  
 

He drew a chair up beside his interlocutor and laid a hand on his shoulder for a 
moment. His whole being radiated kindness, intelligence, desire to help.  
 

"For instance," he went on, "I feel sure it was the result of no mere chance that 
you became familiar with the terrors of what you term Higher Space; for higher space is 
no mere external measurement. It is, of course, a spiritual state, a spiritual condition, 
an inner development, and one that we must recognise as abnormal, since it is beyond the 
reach of the senses at the present stage of evolution. Higher Space is a mystical state."  
 



"Oh!" cried the other, rubbing his birdlike hands with pleasure, "the relief it is to 
me to talk to someone who can understand! Of course what you say is the utter truth. And 
you are right that no mere chance led me to my present condition, but, on the other hand, 
prolonged and deliberate study. Yet chance in a sense now governs it. I mean, my 
entering the condition of higher space seems to depend upon the chance of this and that 
circumstance." He sighed and paused a moment. "For instance," he continued, starting, 
"the mere sound of that German band sent me off. Not that all music will do so, but 
certain sounds, certain vibrations, at once key me up to the requisite pitch, and off I go. 
Wagner's music always does it, and that band must have been playing a stray bit of 
Wagner. But I'll come to all that later. Only, first"--he smiled deprecating]y--"I must ask 
you to send away your man from the spy-hole."  
 

John Silence looked up with a start, for Mr. Mudge's back was to the door, and 
there was no mirror. He saw the brown eye of Barker glued to the little circle of glass, 
and he crossed the room without a word and snapped down the black shutter provided for 
the purpose, and then heard Barker shuffle away along the passage.  
 

"Now," continued the little man in the chair, "I can go on. You have managed to 
put me completely at my ease, and I feel I may tell you my whole case without shame or 
reserve. You will understand. But you must be patient with me if I go into details 
that are already familiar to you--details of higher space, I mean--and if I seem stupid 
when I have to describe things that transcend the power of language and are really 
therefore indescribable."  
 

"My dear friend," put in the other calmly, "that goes without saying. To know 
higher space is an experience that defies description, and one is obliged to make use of 
more or less intelligible symbols. But, pray, proceed. Your vivid thoughts will tell 
me more than your halting words."  
 

An immense sigh of relief proceeded from the little figure half lost in the depths 
of the chair. Such intelligent sympathy meeting him half-way was a new experience, and 
it touched his heart at once. He leaned back, relaxing his tight hold of the arms, and 
began in his thin, scale-like voice.  
 

"My mother was a Frenchwoman, and my father an Essex bargeman," he said 
abruptly. "Hence my name--Racine and Mudge. My father died before I ever saw him. 
My mother inherited money from her Bordeaux relations, and when she died soon after, I 
was left alone with wealth and a strange freedom. I had no guardian, trustees, sisters, 
brothers, or any connection in the world to look after me. I grew up, therefore, utterly 
without education. This much was to my advantage; I learned none of that deceitful 
rubbish taught in schools, and so had nothing to unlearn when I awakened to my true 
love--mathematics, higher mathematics and higher geometry. These, however, I seemed 
to know instinctively. It was like the memory of what I had deeply studied before; the 
principles were in my blood, and I simply raced through the ordinary stages, and beyond, 
and then did the same with geometry. Afterwards, when I read the books on these 
subjects, I understood how swift and undeviating the knowledge had come back to me. It 



was simply memory. It was simply re-collecting the memories of what I had known 
before in a previous existence and required no books to teach me."  
 

In his growing excitement, Mr. Mudge attempted to drag the chair forward a little 
nearer to his listener, and then smiled faintly as he resigned himself instantly again to its 
immobility, and plunged anew into the recital of his singular "disease".  
 

"The audacious speculations of Bolyai, the amazing theories of Gauss--that 
through a point more than one line could be drawn parallel to a given line; the possibility 
that the angles of a triangle are together greater than two right angles, if drawn upon 
immense curvatures--the breathless intuitions of Beltrami and Lobatchewsky--all these I 
hurried through, and emerged, panting but unsatisfied, upon the verge of my--my world, 
my higher space possibilities--in a word, my disease!  
 

"How I got there," he resumed after a brief pause, during which he appeared to be 
listening nervously for an approaching sound, "is more than I can put intelligibly into 
words. I can only hope to leave your mind with an intuitive comprehension of the 
possibility of what I say.  
 

"Here, however, came a change. At this point I was no longer absorbing the fruits 
of studies I had made before; it was the beginning of new efforts to learn for the first 
time, and I had to go slowly and laboriously through terrible work. Here I sought 
for the theories and speculations of others. But books were few and far between, and with 
the exception of one man—a 'dreamer,' the world called him--whose audacity and 
piercing intuition amazed and delighted me beyond description, I found no one to guide 
or help.  
 

"You, of course, Dr. Silence, understand something of what I am driving at with 
these stammering words, though you cannot perhaps yet guess what depths of pain my 
new knowledge brought me to, nor why an acquaintance with a new dimension of 
space should prove a source of misery and terror."  
 

Mr. Racine Mudge, remembering that the chair would not move, did the next best 
thing he could in his desire to draw nearer to the attentive man facing him, and sat 
forward upon the very edge of the cushions, crossing his legs and gesticulating with both 
hands as though he saw into this region of new space he was attempting to describe, and 
might any moment tumble into it bodily from the edge of the chair and disappear from 
view. John Silence, separated from him by three aces, sat with his eyes fixed upon the 
thin white face opposite, noting every word and every gesture with deep attention.  
 

"This room we now sit in, Dr. Silence, has one side open to space--to higher 
space. A closed box only seems closed. There is a way in and out of a soap bubble 
without breaking the skin."  
 

"You tell me no new thing," the doctor interposed gently.  
 



"Hence, if higher space exists and our world borders upon it and lies partially in 
it, if follows necessarily that we see only portions of all objects. We never see their true 
and complete shape. We see three measurements, but not their fourth. The new 
direction is concealed from us, and when I hold this book and move my hand all round it 
I have not really made a complete circuit. We only perceive those portions of any object 
which exist in our three dimensions, the rest escapes us. But, once learn to see in higher 
space, and objects will appear as they actually are. Only they will thus be hardly 
recognisable!  
 

"Now you may begin to grasp something of what I am coming to."  
 

"I am beginning to understand something of what you must have suffered," 
observed the doctor soothingly, "for I have made similar experiments myself, and only 
stopped just in time----"  
 

"You are the one man in all the world who can understand, and sympathise," 
exclaimed Mr. Mudge, grasping his hand and holding it tightly while he spoke. The 
nailed chair prevented further excitability.  
 

"Well," he resumed, after a moments' pause, "I procured the implements and the 
coloured blocks for practical experiment, and I followed the instructions carefully till I 
had arrived at an imaginative conception of four dimensional space. The tessaract, the 
figure whose boundaries are cubes, I knew by heart. That is to say, I knew it and saw it 
mentally, for my eye, of course, could never take in a new measurement, nor my hands 
and feet handle it.  
 

"So, at least, I thought," he added, making a wry face. "I had reached the stage, 
you see, when I could imagine in a new dimension. I was able to conceive the shape of 
that new figure which is intrinsically different to all we know--the shape of the tessaract. 
I could perceive in four dimensions. When, therefore, I looked at a cube I could see all its 
sides at once. Its top was not foreshortened, nor its farther side and base invisible. I saw 
the whole thing out flat, so to speak. Moreover, I also saw its content--its in-sides."  
 

"You were not yourself able to enter this new world?" interrupted Dr. Silence.  
 

"Not then. I was only able to conceive intuitively what it was like and how 
exactly it must look. Later, when I slipped in there and saw objects in their entirety, 
unlimited by the paucity of our poor three measurements, I very nearly lost my life. For, 
you see, space does not stop at a single new dimension, a fourth. It extends in all possible 
new ones, and we must conceive it as containing any number of new dimensions. In other 
words, there is no space at all, but only a condition. But, meanwhile, I had come to grasp 
the strange fact that the objects in our normal world appear to us only partially."  
 

Mr. Mudge moved farther forward till he was balanced dangerously on the very 
edge of the chair. "From this starting point," he resumed, "I began my studies and 
experiments, and continued them for years. I had money, and I was without friends. I 



lived in solitude and experimented. My intellect, of course, had little part in the work, for 
intellectually it was all unthinkable. Never was the limitation of mere reason more plainly 
demonstrated. It was mystically, intuitively, spiritually that I began to advance. And what 
I learnt, and knew, and did is all impossible to put into language, since it describes 
experiences transcending the experiences of men. It is only some of the results--what you 
would call the symptoms of my disease--that I can give you, and even these must often 
appear absurd contradictions and impossible paradoxes.  
 

"I can only tell you, Dr. Silence"--his manner became grave suddenly--"that I 
reached sometimes a point of view whence all the great puzzles of the world became 
plain to me, and I understood what they call in the Yoga books 'The Great Heresy of 
Separateness'; why all great teachers have urged the necessity of man loving his 
neighbour as himself; how men are all really one; and why the utter loss of self is 
necessary to salvation and the discovery of the true life of the soul."  
 

He paused a moment and drew breath.  
 

"Your speculations have been my own long ago," the doctor said quietly. "I fully 
realise the force of your words. Men are doubtless not separate at all--in the sense they 
imagine."  
 

"All this about the very much higher space I only dimly, very dimly conceived, of 
course," the other went on, raising his voice again by jerks; "but what did happen to me 
was the humbler accident of--the simpler disaster--oh dear, how shall I put it----?"  
 

He stammered and showed visible signs of distress.  
 

"It was simply this," he resumed with a sudden rush of words, "that, accidentally, 
as the result of my years of experiment, I one day slipped bodily into the next world, the 
world of four dimensions, yet without knowing precisely how I got there, or how I 
could get back again. I discovered, that is, that my ordinary three-dimensional body was 
but an expression--a partial projection--of my higher four-dimensional body!  
 

"Now you understand what I meant much earlier in our talk when I spoke of 
chance. I cannot control my entrance or exit. Certain people, certain human atmospheres, 
certain wandering forces, thoughts, desires even--the radiations of certain combinations 
of colour, and above all, the vibrations of certain kinds of music, will suddenly throw me 
into a state of what I can only describe as an intense and terrific inner vibration--and 
behold I am off! Off in the direction at right angles to all our known directions! Off in the 
direction the cube takes when it begins to trace the outlines of the new figure, the 
tessaract! Off into my breathless and semi-divine higher space! Off, inside myself, into 
the world of four dimensions!"  
 

He gasped and dropped back into the depths of the immovable chair.  
 



"And there," he whispered, his voice issuing from among the cushions, "there I 
have to stay until these vibrations subside, or until they do something which I cannot find 
words to describe properly or intelligibly to you--and then, behold, I am back again. 
First, that is, I disappear. Then I reappear. Only,"--he sighed--"I cannot control my 
entrance nor my exit."  
 

"Just so," exclaimed Dr. Silence, "and that is why a few---"  
 

"Why a few moments ago," interrupted Mr. Mudge, taking the words out of his 
mouth, "you found me gone, and then saw me return. The music of that wretched German 
band sent me off. Your intense thinking about me brought me back--when the band 
had stopped its Wagner. I saw you approach the peep-hole and I saw Barker's intention of 
doing so later. For me no interiors are hidden. I see inside. When in that state the content 
of your mind, as of your body, is open to me as the day. Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear!"  
 

Mr. Mudge stopped and mopped his brow. A light trembling ran over the surface 
of his small body like wind over grass. He still held tightly to the arms of the chair.  
 

"At first," he presently resumed, "my new experiences were so vividly interesting 
that I felt no alarm. There was no room for it. The alarm came a little later."  
 

"Then you actually penetrated far enough into that state to experience yourself as 
a normal portion of it?" asked the doctor, leaning forward, deeply interested.  
 

Mr. Mudge nodded a perspiring face in reply.  
 

"I did," he whispered, "undoubtedly I did. I am coming to all that. It began first at 
night, when I realised that sleep brought no loss of consciousness----"  
 

"The spirit, of course, can never sleep. Only the body becomes unconscious," 
interposed John Silence.  
 

"Yes, we know that--theoretically. At night, of course, the spirit is active 
elsewhere, and we have no memory of where and how, simply because the brain stays 
behind and receives no record. But I found the, while remaining conscious, I also retained 
memory. I had attained to the state of continuous consciousness, for at night regularly, 
with the first approaches of drowsiness, I entered nolens volens the four dimensional 
world.  
 

"For a time this happened frequently, and I could not control it; though later I 
found a way to regulate it better. Apparently sleep is unnecessary in the higher--the four 
dimensional--body. Yes, perhaps. But I should infinitely have preferred dull sleep to 
the knowledge. For, unable to control my movements, I wandered to and fro, attracted 
owing to my partial development and premature arrival, to parts of this new world that 
alarmed me more and more. It was the awful waste and drift of a monstrous world, so 
utterly different to all we know and see that I cannot even hint at the nature of the sights 



and objects and beings in it. More than that, I cannot even remember them. I cannot now 
picture them to myself even, but can recall only the memory of the impression they made 
upon me, the horror and devastating terror of it all. To be in several places at once, for 
instance----"  
 

"Perfectly," interrupted John Silence, noticing the increase of the other's 
excitement, "I understand exactly. But now, please, tell me a little more of this alarm you 
experienced, and how it affected you."  
 

"It's not the disappearing and reappearing per se that I mind," continued Mr. 
Mudge, "so much as certain other things. It's seeing people and objects in their weird 
entirety, in their true and complete shapes, that is so distressing. It introduced me to a 
world of monsters. Horses, dogs, cats, all of which I loved; people, trees, children; all that 
I have considered beautiful in life--everything, from a human face to a cathedral--appear 
to me in a different shape and aspect to all I have known before. Instead of seeing their 
partial expression in three dimensions, I saw them complete--in four. I cannot perhaps 
convince you why this should be terrible, but I assure you that it is so. To hear the human 
voice proceeding from this novel appearance which I scarcely recognise as a human body 
is ghastly, simply ghastly. To see inside everything and everybody is a form of insight 
peculiarly distressing. To be so confused in geography as to find myself one moment at 
the North Pole, and the next at Clapham Junction--or possibly at both places 
simultaneously--is absurdly terrifying. Your imagination will readily furnish other 
details without my multiplying my experiences now. But you have no idea what it all 
means, and how I suffer."  
 

Mr. Mudge paused in his panting account and lay back in his chair. He still held 
tightly to the arms as though they could keep him in the world of sanity and three 
measurements, and only now and again released his left hand in order to mop his face. He 
looked very thin and white and oddly unsubstantial, and he stared about him as though he 
saw into this other space he had been talking about.  
 

John Silence, too, felt warm. He had listened to every word and had made many 
notes. The presence of this man had an exhilarating effect upon him. It seemed as if Mr. 
Racine Mudge still carried about with him something of that breathless higher-space 
condition he had been describing. At any rate, Dr. Silence had himself advanced 
sufficiently far to realise that the visions of this extraordinary little person had a basis of 
truth for their origin.  
 

After a pause that prolonged itself into minutes, he crossed the room and unlocked 
a drawer in a bookcase, taking out a small book with a red cover. It had a lock to it, and 
he produced a key out of his pocket and proceeded to open the covers. The bright eyes of 
Mr. Mudge never left him for a single second.  
 

"It almost seems a pity," he said at length, "to cure you, Mr. Mudge. You are on 
the way to discovery of great things. Though you may lose your life in the process--that 
is, your life here in the world of three dimensions--you would lose thereby nothing of 



great value--you will pardon my apparent rudeness, I know--and you might gain what is 
infinitely greater. Your suffering, of course, lies in the fact that you alternate between the 
two worlds and are never wholly in one or the other. Also, I rather imagine, though I 
cannot be certain of this from any personal experiments, that you have here and there 
penetrated even into space of more than four dimensions, and have hence experienced the 
terror you speak of."  
 

The perspiring son of the Essex bargeman and the woman of Normandy bent his 
head several times in assent, but uttered no word in reply.  
 

"Some strange psychic predisposition, dating no doubt from one of your former 
lives, has favoured the development of your 'disease'; and the fact that you had no normal 
training at school or college, no leading by the poor intellect into the culs-de-sac falsely 
called knowledge, has further caused your exceedingly rapid movement along the lines of 
direct inner experience. None of the knowledge you have foreshadowed has come to you 
through the senses, of course."  
 
  Mr. Mudge, sitting in his immovable chair, began to tremble slightly. A wind again 
seemed to pass over his surface and again to set it curiously in motion like a field of 
grass.  
 

"You are merely talking to gain time," he said hurriedly, in a shaking voice. "This 
thinking aloud delays us. I see ahead what you are coming to, only please be quick, for 
something is going to happen. A band is again corning down the street, and if it plays--if 
it plays Wagner--I shall be off in a twinkling."  
 

"Precisely. I will be quick. I was leading up to the point of how to effect your 
cure. The way is this: You must simply learn to block the entrances--prevent the centres 
acting."  
 

"True, true utterly true!" exclaimed the little man, dodging about nervously in the 
depths of the chair. "But how, in the name of space, can that be done?"  
 

"By concentration. They are all within you, these centres, although outer causes 
such as colour, music and other things lead you towards them. These external things you 
cannot hope to destroy, but once the entrances are blocked, they will lead you only to 
bricked walls and closed channels. You will no longer be able to find the way."  
 

"Quick, quick!" cried the bobbing figure in the chair. "How is this concentration 
to be effected?"  
 

"This little book," continued Dr. Silence calmly, "will explain to you the way." He 
tapped the cover. "Let me now read out to you certain simple instructions, composed, as I 
see you divine, entirely from my own personal experiences in the same direction. Follow 
these instructions and you will no longer enter the state of higher space. The entrances 
will be blocked effectively."  



 
Mr. Mudge sat bolt upright in his chair to listen, and John Silence cleared his 

throat and began to read slowly in a very distinct voice.  
 

But before he had uttered a dozen words, something happened. A sound of street 
music entered the room through the open ventilators, for a band had begun to play in the 
stable mews at the back of the house--the March from Tannhäuser. Odd as it may seem 
that a German band should twice within the space of an hour enter the same mews and 
play Wagner, it was nevertheless the fact.  
 

Mr. Racine Mudge heard it. He uttered a sharp, squeaking cry and twisted his 
arms with nervous energy round the chair. A piteous look that was not far from tears 
spread over his white face. Grey shadows followed it--the grey of fear. He began to 
struggle convulsively.  
 

"Hold me fast! Catch me! For God's sake, keep me here! I'm on the rush already. 
Oh, it's frightful!" he cried in tones of anguish, his voice as thin as a reed.  
 

Dr. Silence made a plunge forward to seize him, but in a flash, before he could 
cover the space between them, Mr. Racine Mudge, screaming and struggling, seemed to 
shoot past him into invisibility. He disappeared like an arrow from a bow propelled at 
infinite speed, and his voice no longer sounded in the external air, but seemed in some 
curious way to make itself heard somewhere within the depths of the doctor's own being. 
It was almost like a faint singing cry in his head, like a voice of dream, a voice of vision 
and unreality.  
 

"Alcohol, alcohol!" it cried faintly, with distance in it, "give me alcohol! It's the 
quickest way. Alcohol, before I'm out of reach!"  
 

The doctor, accustomed to rapid decisions and even more rapid action, 
remembered that a brandy flask stood upon the mantelpiece, and in less than a second he 
had seized it and was holding it out towards the space above the chair recently 
occupied by the visible Mudge. But, before his very eyes, and long ere he could unscrew 
the metal stopper, he saw the contents of the closed glass phial sink and lessen as though 
someone were drinking violently and greedily of the liquor within.  
 

"Thanks! Enough! It deadens the vibrations!" cried the faint voice in his interior, 
as he withdrew the flask and set it back upon the mantelpiece. He understood that in 
Mudge's present condition one side of the flask was open to space and he could drink 
without removing the stopper. He could hardly have had a more interesting proof of what 
he had been hearing described at such length.  
 

But the next moment--the very same moment it almost seemed--the German band 
stopped midway in its tune--and there was Mr. Mudge back in his chair again, gasping 
and panting!  
 



"Quick!" he shrieked, "stop that band! Send it away! Catch hold of me! Block the 
entrances! Block the entrances! Give me the red book! Oh, oh, oh-h-h-h!!!"  
 

The music had begun again. It was merely a temporary interruption. The 
Tannhäuser March started again, this time at a tremendous pace that made it sound like a 
rapid two-step, as though the instruments played against time  
 

But the brief interruption gave Dr. Silence a moment in which to collect his 
scattering thoughts, and before the band had got through half a bar, he had flung forward 
upon the chair and held Mr. Racine Mudge, the struggling little victim of Higher Space, 
in a grip of iron. His arms went all round his diminutive person, taking in a good part of 
the chair at the same time. He was not a big man, yet he seemed to smother Mudge 
completely.  
 

Yet, even as he did so, and felt the wriggling form underneath him, it began to 
melt and slip away like air or water. The wood of the armchair somehow disentangled 
itself from between his own arms and those of Mudge. The phenomenon known as the 
passage of matter through matter took place. The little man seemed actually to be 
interfused with the other's being. Dr. Silence could just see his face beneath him. It 
puckered and grew dark as though from some great internal effort. He heard the thin, 
reedy voice crying his ear to "Block the entrances, block the entrances!" and then--but 
how in the world describe what is indescribable?  
 

John Silence half rose up to watch. Racine Mudge, his face distorted beyond all 
recognition, was making a marvellous inward movement, as though doubling back upon 
himself. He turned funnel-wise like water in a whirling vortex, and then appeared to 
break up somewhat as a reflection breaks up and divides in a distorting convex mirror. He 
went neither forward nor backward, neither to the right nor the left, neither up nor down. 
But he went. He went utterly. He simply flashed away out of sight like a vanishing 
projectile.  
 

All but one leg! Dr. Silence just had the time and the presence of mind to seize 
upon the left ankle and boot as it disappeared, and to this he held on for several seconds 
like grim death. Yet all the time he knew it was a foolish and useless thing to do.  
 

The foot was in his grasp one moment, and the next it seemed--this was the only 
way he could describe it--inside his own skin and bones, and at the same time outside his 
hand and all round it. It seemed mingled in some amazing way with his own flesh 
and blood. Then it was gone, and he was tightly grasping a mere draught of heated air.  
 

"Gone! gone! gone!" cried a faint, whispering voice somewhere deep within his 
own consciousness. "Lost! lost! lost!" it repeated, growing fainter and fainter till at length 
it vanished into nothing and the last signs of Mr. Racine Mudge vanished with it.  
 

John Silence locked his red book and replaced it in the cabinet, which he fastened 
with a click, and when Barker answered the bell he inquired if Mr. Mudge had left a card 



upon the table. It appeared that he had, and when the servant returned with it, Dr. Silence 
read the address and made a note of it. It was in North London.  
 

"Mr. Mudge has gone," he said quietly to Barker, noticing his expression of 
alarm.  
 

"He's not taken his 'at with him, sir."  
 

"Mr. Mudge requires no hat where he is now," continued the doctor, stooping to 
poke the fire. "But he may return for it----"  
 

"And the humbrella, sir."  
 

"And the umbrella."  
 

"He didn't go out my way, sir, if you please," stuttered the amazed servant, his 
curiosity overcoming his nervousness.  
 

"Mr. Mudge has his own way of coming and going, and prefers it. If he returns by 
the door at any time remember to bring him instantly to me, and be kind and gentle with 
him and ask no questions. Also, remember, Barker, to think pleasantly, sympathetically, 
affectionately of him while he is away. Mr. Mudge is a very suffering gentleman."  
 

Barker bowed and went out of the room backwards, gasping and feeling round the 
inside of his collar with three very hot fingers of one hand.  
 

It was two days later when he brought in a telegram to the study. Dr. Silence 
opened it, and read as follows:  
 

"Bombay. Just slipped out again. All safe. Have blocked entrances. Thousand 
thanks. Address Cooks, London.--MUDGE. 
 

Dr. Silence looked up and saw Barker staring at him bewilderingly. It occurred to 
him that somehow he knew the contents of the telegram.  
 

"Make a parcel of Mr. Mudge's things," he said briefly, "and address them 
Thomas Cook & Sons, Ludgate Circus. And send them there exactly a month from to-
day, marked 'To be called for.'"  
 

"Yes, sir," said Barker, leaving the room with a deep sigh and a hurried glance at 
the waste-paper basket where his master had dropped the pink paper.  
 

Afternote 
Algernon Blackwood was a firm believer in Spiritualism like Arthur Conan Doyle before 
him. Both men also tried their hand at occult investigation. Blackwood’s recounting of 
ghost-chasing can be found in the story, “The Pikestaff Case”(1924). Blackwood never 



sought the limelight as an investigator. Perhaps because of the embarrassment that it 
leaves one open to – as in the case of Doyle and The Coming of the Fairies, a fraud that 
made him a laughingstock in 1921. Other occult detective writers who did some ghost 
chasing include Sax Rohmer, writer of the Moris Klaw tales, who explored the haunted 
Low Fennel, which he wrote about in fiction form as well, in “The Haunting of Low 
Fennel” (1920). 

 
WILLIAM HOPE HODGSON (1877-1918) will be remembered forever as the writer of 
strange but imaginative novels like The Boats of Glen Carrig and The Night Land. He is 
also known as the creator of Carnacki the Ghost-Finder. Unlike John Silence, Carnacki is 
not a doctor but an investigator. The mysterious Sigsand Manuscript is one of the strange 
books that inspired H. P. Lovecraft’s Necronomicon. Of all the ghostbreakers, Carnacki 
seems the best supplied with weird devices and arcane methods. The monster Hog in this 
story is closely related to the wonderfully scary hogmen in The House on the 
Borderlands. Both stories have a cosmic feel that is descended from H. G. Wells and Olaf 
Stapldeon. 
 

THE HOG (1913) 
By William Hope Hodgson 

 
Chapter 1 

 
WE had finished dinner and Carnacki had drawn his big chair up to the fire, and 

started his pipe.  
 

Jessop, Arkright, Taylor and I had each of us taken up our favourite positions, and 
waited for Carnacki to begin.  
 

'What I'm going to tell you about happened in the next room,' he said, after 
drawing at his pipe for a while. 'It has been a terrible experience. Doctor Witton first 
brought the case to my notice. We'd been chatting over a pipe at the Club one night about 
an article in the Lancet, and Witton mentioned having just such a similar case in a man 
called Bains. I was interested at once. It was one of those cases of a gap or flaw in a 
man's protection barrier, I call it. A failure to be what I might term efficiently insulated - 
spiritually - from the outer monstrosities.  
 

'From what I knew of Witton, I knew he'd be no use. You all know Witton. A 
decent sort, hard-headed, practical, stand-no-kind-of-nonsense sort of man, all right at his 
own job when that job's a fractured leg or a broken collarbone; but he'd never have made 
anything of the Bains case.'  
 

For a space Carnacki puffed meditatively at his pipe, and we waited for him to go 
on with his tale.  
 

'I told Witton to send Bains to me,' he resumed, 'and the following Saturday he 
came up. A little sensitive man. I liked him as soon as I set eyes on him. After a bit, I got 



him to explain what was troubling him, and questioned him about what Doctor Witton 
had called his "dreams."  
 

'"They're more than dreams," he said, "they're so real that they're actual 
experiences to me. They're simply horrible. And yet there's nothing very definite in them 
to tell you about. They generally come just as I am going off to sleep. I'm hardly over 
before suddenly I seem to have got down into some deep, vague place with some 
inexplicable and frightful horror all about me. I can never understand what it is, for I 
never see anything, only I always get a sudden knowledge like a warning that I have got 
down into some terrible place - a sort of hell-place I might call it, where I've no business 
ever to have wandered; and the warning is always insistent - even imperative - that I must 
get out, get out, or some enormous horror will come at me."  
 

'"Can't you pull yourself back?" I asked him. "Can't you wake up?"  
 

'"No," he told me. "That's just what I can't do, try as I will. I can't stop going along 
this labyrinth-of-hell as I call it to myself, towards some dreadful unknown Horror. The 
warning is repeated, ever so strongly - almost as if the live me of my waking moments 
was awake and aware. Something seems to warn me to wake up, that whatever I do I 
must wake, wake, and then my consciousness comes suddenly alive and I know that my 
body is there in the bed, but my essence or spirit is still down there in that hell, wherever 
it is, in a danger that is both unknown and inexpressible; but so overwhelming that my 
whole spirit seems sick with terror.  
 

' "I keep saying to myself all the time that I must wake up," he continued, "but it 
is as if my spirit is still down there, and as if my consciousness knows that some 
tremendous invisible Power is fighting against me. I know that if I do not wake then, I 
shall never wake up again, but go down deeper and deeper into some stupendous horror 
of soul destruction. So then I fight. My body lies in the bed there, and pulls. And the 
power down there in that labyrinth exerts itself too so that a feeling of despair, greater 
than any I have ever known on this earth, comes on me. I know that if I give way and 
cease to fight, and do not wake, then I shall pass out - out to that monstrous Horror which 
seems to be silently calling my soul to destruction.  
 

'"Then I make a final stupendous effort," he continued, "and my brain seems to 
fill my body like the ghost of my soul. I can even open my eyes and see with my brain, or 
consciousness, out of my own eyes. I can see the bedclothes, and I know just how I am 
lying in the bed; yet the real me is down in that hell in terrible danger. Can you get me?" 
he asked.  
 

'"Perfectly," I replied.  
 

'"Well, you know," he went on, "I fight and fight. Down there in that great pit my 
very soul seems to shrink back from the call of some brooding horror that impels it 
silently a little further, always a little further round a visible corner, which if I once pass I 



know I shall never return again to this world. Desperately I fight brain and consciousness 
fighting together to help it. The agony is so great that I could scream were it not that I am 
rigid and frozen in the bed with fear.  
 

'"Then, just when my strength seems almost gone, soul and body win, and blend 
slowly. And I lie there worn out with this terrible extraordinary fight. I have still a sense 
of a dreadful horror all about me, as if out of that horrible place some brooding 
monstrosity had followed me up, and hangs still and silent and invisible over me, 
threatening me there in my bed. Do I make it clear to you?" he asked. "It's like some 
monstrous Presence."  
 

' "Yes," I said. "I follow you."  
 

'The man's forehead was actually covered with sweat, so keenly did he live again 
through the horrors he had experienced.  
 

'After a while he continued:  
 

'"Now comes the most curious part of the dream or whatever it is," he said. 
"There's always a sound I hear as I lie there exhausted in the bed. It comes while the 
bedroom is still full of the sort of atmosphere of monstrosity that seems to come up 
with me when I get out of that place. I hear the sound coming up out of that enormous 
depth, and it is always the noise of pigs - pigs grunting, you know. It's just simply 
dreadful. The dream is always the same. Sometimes I've had it every single night for a 
week, until I fight not to go to sleep; but, of course, I have to sleep sometimes. I think 
that's how a person might go mad, don't you?" he finished.  
 

'I nodded, and looked at his sensitive face. Poor beggar ! He had been through it, 
and no mistake.  
 

'"Tell me some more," I said. "The grunting - what does it sound like exactly?"  
 

'"It's just like pigs grunting," he told me again. "Only much more awful. There are 
grunts, and squeals and pig-howls, like you hear when their food is being brought to them 
at a pig farm. You know those large pig farms where they keep hundreds of pigs. All the 
grunts, squeals and howls blend into one brutal chaos of sound - only it isn't a chaos. It all 
blends in a queer horrible way. I've heard it. A sort of swinish clamouring melody that 
grunts and roars and shrieks in chunks of grunting sounds, all tied together with 
squealings and shot through with pig howls. I've sometimes thought there was a definite 
beat in it; for every now and again there comes a gargantuan GRUNT, breaking through 
the million pig-voiced roaring - a stupendous GRUNT that comes in with a beat. Can you 
understand me? It seems to shake everything.... It's like a spiritual earthquake. The 
howling, squealing, grunting, rolling clamour of swinish noise coming up out of that 
place, and then the monstrous GRUNT rising up through it all, an ever-recurring beat out 
of the depth - the voice of the swine-mother of monstrosity beating up from below 



through that chorus of mad swine-hunger.... It's no use! I can't explain it. No one ever 
could. It's just terrible! And I'm afraid you're saying to yourself that I'm in a bad way; that 
I want a change or a tonic; that I must buck up or I'll land myself in a madhouse. If only 
you could understand ! Doctor Witton seemed to half understand, I thought; but I know 
he's only sent me to you as a sort of last hope. He thinks I'm booked for the asylum. I 
could tell it."  
 

'"Nonsense!" I said. "Don't talk such rubbish. You're as sane as I am. Your ability 
to think clearly what you want to tell me, and then to transmit it to me so well that you 
compel my mental retina to see something of what you have seen, stands sponsor for 
your mental balance.  
 

'"I am going to investigate your case, and if it is what I suspect, one of those rare 
instances of a 'flaw' or 'gap' in your protective barrier (what I might call your spiritual 
insulation from the Outer Monstrosities) I've no doubt we can end the trouble. But we've 
got to go properly into the matter first, and there will certainly be danger in doing so."  
 

'"I'll risk it," replied Bains. "I can't go on like this any longer."  
 

' "Very well," I told him. "Go out now, and come back at five o'clock. I shall be 
ready for you then. And don't worry about your sanity. You're all right, and we'll soon 
make things safe for you again. Just keep cheerful and don't brood about it."'  
 
 

Chapter 2 
 

'I PUT in the whole afternoon preparing my experimenting room, across the 
landing there, for his case. When he returned at five o'clock I was ready for him and took 
him straight into the room.  
 

'It gets dark now about six-thirty, as you know, and I had just nice time before it 
grew dusk to finish my arrangements. I prefer always to be ready before the dark comes.  
 

'Bains touched my elbow as we walked into the room.  
 

' "There's something I ought to have told you," he said, looking rather sheepish. 
"I've somehow felt a bit ashamed of it."  
 

' "Out with it," I replied.  
 

'He hesitated a moment, then it came out with a jerk.  
 

' "I told you about the grunting of the pigs," he said. "Well, I grunt too. I know it's 
horrible. When I lie there in bed and hear those sounds after I've come up, I just grunt 
back as if in reply. I can't stop myself. I just do it. Something makes me. I never told 
Doctor Witton that. I couldn't. I'm sure now you think me mad," he concluded.  



 
'He looked into my face, anxious and queerly ashamed.  

 
'"It's only the natural sequence of the abnormal events, and I'm glad you told me," 

I said, slapping him on the back. "It follows logically on what you had already told me. I 
have had two cases that in some way resembled yours."  
 

'"What happened?" he asked me. "Did they get better?"  
 

'"One of them is alive and well today, Mr. Bains," I replied. "The other man lost 
his nerve, and fortunately for all concerned, he is dead."  
 

'I shut the door and locked it as I spoke, and Bains stared round, rather alarmed, I 
fancy, at my apparatus.  
 

'"What are you going to do?" he asked. "Will it be a dangerous experiment?"  
 

'"Dangerous enough," I answered, "if you fail to follow my instructions absolutely 
in everything. We both run the risk of never leaving this room alive. Have I your word 
that I can depend on you to obey me whatever happens?"  
 

'He stared round the room and then back at me.  
 

'"Yes," he replied. And, you know, I felt he would prove the right kind of stuff 
when the moment came.  
 

'I began now to get things finally in train for the night's work. I told Bains to take 
off his coat and his boots. Then I dressed him entirely from head to foot in a single thick 
rubber combination-overall, with rubber gloves, and a helmet with ear-flaps of the same 
material attached.  
 

'I dressed myself in a similar suit. Then I began on the next stage of the night's 
preparations.  
 

'First I must tell you that the room measures thirty-nine feet by thirty-seven, and 
has a plain board floor over which is fitted a heavy, half-inch rubber covering.  
 

'I had cleared the floor entirely, all but the exact centre where I had placed a glass-
legged, upholstered table, a pile of vacuum tubes and batteries, and three pieces of special 
apparatus which my experiment required.  
 

'"Now Bains," I called, "come and stand over here by this table. Don't move 
about. I've got to erect a protective 'barrier' round us, and on no account must either of us 
cross over it by even so much as a hand or foot, once it is built."  
 



'We went over to the middle of the room, and he stood by the glass-legged table 
while I began to fit the vacuum tubing together round us.  
 

'I intended to use the new spectrum "defense" which I have been perfecting lately. 
This, I must tell you, consists of seven glass vacuum circles with the red on the outside, 
and the colour circles lying inside it, in the order of orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo 
and violet.  
 

'The room was still fairly light, but a slight quantity of dusk seemed to be already 
in the atmosphere, and I worked quickly.  
 

'Suddenly, as I fitted the glass tubes together I was aware of some vague sense of 
nerve-strain, and glancing round at Bains who was standing there by the table I noticed 
him staring fixedly before him. He looked absolutely drowned in uncomfortable 
memories.  
 

'"For goodness' sake stop thinking of those horrors," I called out to him. "I shall 
want you to think hard enough about them later; but in this specially constructed room it 
is better not to dwell on things of that kind till the barriers are up. Keep your mind on 
anything normal or superficial - the theatre will do - think about that last piece you saw at 
the Gaiety. I'll talk to you in a moment."  
 

'Twenty minutes later the "barrier" was completed all round us, and I connected 
up the batteries. The room by this time was greying with the coming dusk, and the seven 
differently coloured circles shone out with extraordinary effect, sending out a cold glare.  
 

'"By Jove! " cried Bains, "that's very wonderful - very wonderful!"  
 

'My other apparatus which I now began to arrange consisted of a specially made 
camera, a modified form of phonograph with ear-pieces instead of a horn, and a glass 
disk composed of many fathoms of glass vacuum tubes arranged in a special way. It had 
two wires leading to an electrode constructed to fit round the head.  
 

'By the time I had looked over and fixed up these three things, night had 
practically come, and the darkened room shone most strangely in the curious upward 
glare of the seven vacuum tubes.  
 

'"Now, Bains," I said, "I want you to lie on this table. Now put your hands down 
by your sides and lie quiet and think. You've just got two things to do," I told him. "One 
is to lie there and concentrate your thoughts on the details of the dream you are always 
having, and the other is not to move off this table whatever you see or hear, or whatever 
happens, unless I tell you. You understand, don't you?"  
 

'"Yes," he answered, "I think you may rely on me not to make a fool of myself. I 
feel curiously safe with you somehow."  
 



' "I'm glad of that," I replied. "But I don't want you to minimise the possible 
danger too much. There may be horrible danger. Now, just let me fix this band on your 
head," I added, as I adjusted the electrode. I gave him a few more instructions, telling 
him to concentrate his thoughts particularly upon the noises he heard just as he was 
waking, and I warned him again not to let himself fall asleep. "Don't talk," I said, "and 
don't take any notice of me. If you find I disturb your concentration keep your eyes 
closed."  
 

'He lay back and I walked over to the glass disk arranging the camera in front of it 
on its stand in such a way that the lens was opposite the centre of the disk.  
 

'I had scarcely done this when a ripple of greenish light ran across the vacuum 
tubes of the disk. This vanished, and for maybe a minute there was complete darkness. 
Then the green light rippled once more across it - rippled and swung round, and began to 
dance in varying shades from a deep heavy green to a rank ugly shade; back and forward, 
back and forward.  
 

'Every half second or so there shot across the varying greens a flicker of yellow, 
an ugly, heavy repulsive yellow, and then abruptly there came sweeping across the disk a 
great beat of muddy red. This died as quickly as it came, and gave place to the changing 
greens shot through by the unpleasant and ugly yellow hues. About every seventh second 
the disk was submerged, and the other colours momentarily blotted out by the great beat 
of heavy, muddy red which swept over everything.  
 

' "He's concentrating on those sounds," I said to myself, and I felt queerly excited 
as I hurried on with my operations. I threw a word over my shoulder to Bains.  
 

'"Don't get scared, whatever happens," I said. "You're all right!"  
 

'I proceeded now to operate my camera. It had a long roll of specially prepared 
paper ribbon in place of a film or plates. By turning the handle the roll passed through the 
machine exposing the ribbon.  
 

'It took about five minutes to finish the roll, and during ail that time the green 
lights predominated; but the dull heavy beat of muddy red never ceased to flow across the 
vacuum tubes of the disk at every seventh second. It was like a recurrent beat in some 
unheard and somehow displeasing melody.  
 

'Lifting the exposed spool of paper ribbon out of the camera I laid it horizontally 
in the two "rests" that I had arranged for it on my modified gramaphone. Where the paper 
had been acted upon by the varying coloured lights which had appeared on the disk, the 
prepared surface had risen in curious, irregular little waves.  
 

'I unrolled about a foot of the ribbon and attached the loose end to an empty 
spool-roller (on the opposite side of the machine) which I had geared to the driving 
clockwork mechanism of the gramophone. Then I took the diaphragm and lowered it 



gently into place above the ribbon. Instead of the usual needle the diaphragm was fitted 
with a beautifully made metal-filament brush, about an inch broad, which just covered 
the whole breadth of the ribbon. This fine and fragile brush rested lightly on the prepared 
surface of the paper, and when I started the machine the ribbon began to pass under the 
brush, and as it passed, the delicate metal-filament "bristles" followed every minute 
inequality of those tiny, irregular wave-like excrescences on the surface.  
 

'I put the ear-pieces to my ears, and instantly I knew that I had succeeded in 
actually recording what Bains had heard in his sleep. In fact, I was even then hearing 
"mentally" by means of his effort of memory. I was listening to what appeared to be the 
faint, far-off squealing and grunting of countless swine. It was extraordinary, and at the 
same time exquisitely horrible and vile. It frightened me, with a sense of my having come 
suddenly and unexpectedly too near to something foul and most abominably dangerous.  
 

'So strong and imperative was this feeling that I twitched the ear-pieces out of my 
ears, and sat a while staring round the room trying to steady my sensations back to 
normality.  
 

'The room looked strange and vague in the dull glow of light from the circles, and 
I had a feeling that a taint of monstrosity was all about me in the air. I remembered what 
Bains had told me of the feeling he'd always had after coming up out of "that place" - 
as if some horrible atmosphere had followed him up and filled his bedroom. I understood 
him perfectly now - so much so that I had mentally used almost his exact phrase in 
explaining to myself what I felt.  
 

'Turning round to speak to him I saw there was something curious about the 
centre of the "defense."  
 

'Now, before I tell you fellows any more I must explain that there are certain, 
what I call "focussing", qualities about this new "defense" I've been trying.  
 

'The Sigsand manuscript puts it something like this: "Avoid diversities of colour; 
nor stand ye within the barrier of the colour lights; for in colour hath Satan a delight. Nor 
can he abide in the Deep if ye adventure against him armed with red purple. So be 
warned. Neither forget that in blue, which is God's colour in the Heavens, ye have 
safety."  
 

'You see, from that statement in the Sigsand manuscript I got my first notion for 
this new "defense" of mine. I have aimed to make it a "defense" and yet have "focussing" 
or "drawing" qualities such as the Sigsand hints at. I have experimented enormously, and 
I've proved that reds and purples - the two extreme colours of the spectrum - are fairly 
dangerous; so much so that I suspect they actually "draw" or "focus" the outside forces. 
Any action or "meddling" on the part of the experimentalist is tremendously enhanced in 
its effect if the action is taken within barriers composed of these colours, in certain 
proportions and tints.  
 



'In the same way blue is distinctly a "general defense." Yellow appears to be 
neutral, and green a wonderful protection within limits. Orange, as far as I can tell, is 
slightly attractive and indigo is dangerous by itself in a limited way, but in certain 
combinations with the other colours it becomes a very powerful "defense". I've not yet 
discovered a tenth of the possibilities of these circles of mine. It's a kind of colour organ 
upon which I seem to play a tune of colour combinations that can be either safe or 
infernal in its effects. You know I have a keyboard with a separate switch to each of the 
colour circles.  
 

'Well, you fellows will understand now what I felt when I saw the curious 
appearance of the floor in the middle of the "defense." It looked exactly as if a circular 
shadow lay, not just on the floor, but a few inches above it. The shadow seemed to 
deepen and blacken at the centre even while I watched it. It appeared to be spreading 
from the centre outwardly, and all the time it grew darker.  
 

'I was watchful, and not a little puzzled; for the combination of lights that I had 
switched on approximated a moderately safe "general defense." Understand, I had no 
intention of making a focus until I had learnt more. In fact, I meant that first investigation 
not to go beyond a tentative inquiry into the kind of thing I had got to deal with.  
 

'I knelt down quickly and felt the floor with the palm of my hand, but it was quite 
normal to the feel, and that reassured me that there was no Saaaiti mischief abroad; for 
that is a form of danger which can involve, and make use of, the very material of the 
"defense" itself. It can materialise out of everything except fire.  
 

'As I knelt there I realised all at once that the legs of the table on which Bains lay 
were partly hidden in the ever blackening shadow, and my hands seemed to grow vague 
as I felt at the floor.  
 

'I got up and stood away a couple of feet so as to see the phenomenon from a little 
distance. It struck me then that there was something different about the table itself. It 
seemed unaccountably lower.  
 

'"It's the shadow hiding the legs," I thought to myself. "This promises to be 
interesting; but I'd better not let things go too far."  
 

'I called out to Bains to stop thinking so hard. "Stop concentrating for a bit," I 
said; but he never answered, and it occurred to me suddenly that the table appeared to be 
still lower.  
 

'"Bains," I shouted, "stop thinking a moment." Then in a flash I realised it. "Wake 
up, man! Wake up!" I cried.  
 

'He had fallen over asleep - the very last thing he should have done; for it 
increased the danger twofold. No wonder I had been getting such good results! The poor 
beggar was worn out with his sleepless nights. He neither moved nor spoke as I strode 



across to him.  
 

'"Wake up!" I shouted again, shaking him by the shoulder.  
 

'My voice echoed uncomfortably round the big empty room; and Bains lay like a 
dead man.  
 

'As I shook him again I noticed that I appeared to be standing up to my knees in 
the circular shadow. It looked like the mouth of a pit. My legs, from the knees 
downwards, were vague. The floor under my feet felt solid and firm when I stamped on 
it; but all the same I had a feeling that things were going a bit too far, so striding across to 
the switchboard I switched on the "full defense."  
 

'Stepping back quickly to the table I had a horrible and sickening shock. The table 
had sunk quite unmistakably. Its top was within a couple of feet of the floor, and the legs 
had that fore-shortened appearance that one sees when a stick is thrust into water. They 
looked vague and shadowy in the peculiar circle of dark shadows which had such an 
extraordinary resemblance to the black mouth of a pit. I could see only the top of the 
table plainly with Bains lying motionless on it; and the whole thing was going down, as I 
stared, into that black circle.'  
 
 

Chapter 3 
 

'THERE was not a moment to lose, and like a flash I caught Bains round his neck 
and body and lifted him clean up into my arms off the table. And as I lifted him he 
grunted like a great swine in my ear.  
 

'The sound sent a thrill of horrible funk through me. It was just as though I held a 
hog in my arms instead of a human. I nearly dropped him. Then I held his face to the 
light and stared down at him. His eyes were half opened, and he was looking at me 
apparently as if he saw me perfectly.  
 

'Then he grunted again. I could feel his small body quiver with the sound.  
 

'I called out to him. "Bains," I said, "can you hear me?"  
 

'His eyes still gazed at me; and then, as we looked at each other, he grunted like a 
swine again.  
 

'I let go one hand, and hit him across the cheek, a stinging slap.  
 

'"Wake up, Bains!" I shouted. "Wake up!" But I might have hit a corpse. He just 
stared up at me. And. suddenly I bent lower and looked into his eyes more closely. I 
never saw such a fixed, intelligent, mad horror as I saw there. It knocked out all my 
sudden disgust. Can you understand?  



 
'I glanced round quickly at the table. It stood there at its normal height; and, 

indeed, it was in every way normal. The curious shadow that had somehow suggested to 
me the black mouth of the pit had vanished. I felt relieved; for it seemed to me that I 
had entirely broken up any possibility of a partial "focus" by means of the full "defense" 
which I had switched on.  
 

'I laid Bains on the floor, and stood up to look round and consider what was best 
to do. I dared not step outside of the barriers, until any "dangerous tensions" there might 
be in the room had been dissipated. Nor was it wise, even inside the full "defense," to 
have him sleeping the kind of sleep he was in; not without certain preparations having 
been made first, which I had not made.  
 

'I can tell you, I felt beastly anxious. I glanced down at Bains, and had a sudden 
fresh shock; for the peculiar circular shadow was forming all round him again, where he 
lay on the floor. His hands and face showed curiously vague, and distorted, as they 
might have looked through a few inches of faintly stained water. But his eyes were 
somehow clear to see. They were staring up, mute and terrible, at me, through that 
horrible darkening shadow.  
 

'I stopped, and with one quick lift, tore him up off the floor into my arms, and for 
the third time he grunted like a swine, there in my arms. It was damnable.  
 

'I stood up, in the barrier, holding Bains, and looked about the room again; then 
back at the floor. The shadow was still thick round about my feet, and I stepped quickly 
across to the other side of the table. I stared at the shadow, and saw that it had vanished; 
then I glanced down again at my feet, and had another shock; for the shadow was 
showing faintly again, all round where I stood.  
 

'I moved a pace, and watched the shadow become invisible; and then, once more, 
like a slow stain, it began to grow about my feet.  
 

'I moved again, a pace, and stared round the room, meditating a break for the 
door. And then, in that instant, I saw that this would be certainly impossible; for there 
was something indefinite in the atmosphere of the room - something that moved, circling 
slowly about the barrier.  
 

'I glanced down at my feet, and saw that the shadow had grown thick about them. 
I stepped a pace to the right, and as it disappeared, I stared again round the big room and 
somehow it seemed tremendously big and unfamiliar. I wonder whether you can 
understand.  
 

'As I stared I saw again the indefinite something that floated in the air of the 
room. I watched it steadily for maybe a minute. It went twice completely round the 
barrier in that time. And, suddenly, I saw it more distinctly. It looked like a small puff of 
black smoke.  



 
'And then I had something else to think about; for all at once I was aware of an 

extraordinary feeling of vertigo, and in the same moment, a sense of sinking - I was 
sinking bodily. I literally sickened as I glanced down, for I saw in that moment that I had 
gone down, almost up to my thighs into what appeared to be actually the shadowy, but 
quite unmistakable, mouth of a pit. Do you under stand? I was sinking down into this 
thing, with Bains in my arms.  
 

'A feeling of furious anger came over me, and I swung my right boot forward with 
a fierce kick. I kicked nothing tangible, for I went clean through the side of the shadowy 
thing, and fetched up against the table, with a crash. I had come through something 
that made all my skin creep and tingle - an invisible, vague something which resembled 
an electric tension. I felt that if it had been stronger, I might not have been able to charge 
through as I had. I wonder if I make it clear to you?  
 

'I whirled round, but the beastly thing had gone; yet even as I stood there by the 
table, the slow greying of a circular shadow began to form again about my feet.  
 

'I stepped to the other side of the table, and leaned against it for a moment: for I 
was shaking from head to foot with a feeling of extraordinary horror upon me, that was in 
some way, different from any kind of horror I have ever felt. It was as if I had in that 
one moment been near something no human has any right to be near, for his soul's sake. 
And abruptly, I wondered whether I had not felt just one brief touch of the horror that the 
rigid Bains was even then enduring as I held him in my arms.  
 

'Outside of the barrier there were now several of the curious little clouds. Each 
one looked exactly like a little puff of black smoke. They increased as I watched them, 
which I did for several minutes; but all the time as I watched, I kept moving from 
one part to another of the "defense", so as to prevent the shadow forming round my feet 
again.  
 

'Presently, I found that my constant changing of position had resolved into a slow 
monotonous walk round and round, inside the "defense"; and all the time I had to carry 
the unnaturally rigid body of poor Bains.  
 

'It began to tire me; for though he was small, his rigidity made him dreadfully 
awkward and tiring to hold, as you can understand; yet I could not think what else to do; 
for I had stopped shaking him, or trying to wake him, for the simple reason 
that he was as wide awake as I was mentally; though but physically inanimate, through 
one of those partial spiritual disassociations which he had tried to explain to me.  
 

'Now I had previously switched out the red, orange, yellow and green circles, and 
had on the full defense of the blue end of the spectrum - I knew that one of the repelling 
vibrations of each of the three colours: blue, indigo and violet were beating out 
protectingly into space; yet they were proving insufficient, and I was in the position of 
having either to take some desperate action to stimulate Bains to an even greater effort of 



will than I judged him to be making, or else to risk experimenting with fresh 
combinations of the defensive colours.  
 

'You see, as things were at that moment, the danger was increasing steadily; for 
plainly, from the appearance of the air of the room outside the barrier, there were some 
mighty dangerous tensions generating. While inside the danger was also increasing; 
the steady recurrence of the shadow proving that the "defense" was insufficient.  
 

'In short, I feared that Bains in his peculiar condition was literally a "doorway" 
into the "defense"; and unless I could wake him or find out the correct combinations of 
circles necessary to set up stronger repelling vibrations against that particular danger, 
there were very ugly possibilities ahead. I felt I had been incredibly rash not to have 
foreseen the possibility of Bains falling asleep under the hypnotic effect of deliberately 
paralleling the associations of sleep.  
 

'Unless I could increase the repulsion of the barriers or wake him there was every 
likelihood of having to chose between a rush for the door - which the condition of the 
atmosphere outside the barrier showed to be practically impossible - or of throwing 
him outside the barrier, which, of course, was equally not possible.  
 

'All this time I was walking round and round inside the barrier, when suddenly I 
saw a new development of the danger which threatened us. Right in the centre of the 
"defense" the shadow had formed into an intensely black circle, about a foot wide.  
 

'This increased as I looked at it. It was horrible to see it grow. It crept out in an 
ever widening circle till it was quite a yard across.  
 

'Quickly I put Bains on the floor. A tremendous attempt was evidently going to be 
made by some outside force to enter the "defense", and it was up to me to make a final 
effort to help Bains to "wake up." I took out my lancet, and pushed up his left coat sleeve.  
 

'What I was going to do was a terrible risk, I knew, for there is no doubt that in 
some extraordinary fashion blood attracts.  
 

'The Sigsand mentions it particularly in one passage which runs something like 
this: "In blood there is the Voice which calleth through all space. Ye Monsters in ye Deep 
hear, and hearing, they lust. Likewise hath it a greater power to reclaim backward 
ye soul that doth wander foolish adrift from ye body in which it doth have natural 
abiding. But woe unto him that doth spill ye blood in ye deadly hour; for there will be 
surely Monsters that shall hear ye Blood Cry."  
 

'That risk I had to run. I knew that the blood would call to the outer forces; but 
equally I knew that it should call even more loudly to that portion of Bains' "Essence" 
that was adrift from him, down in those depths.  
 



'Before lancing him, I glanced at the shadow. It had spread out until the nearest 
edge was not more than two feet away from Bains' right shoulder; and the edge was 
creeping nearer, like the blackening edge of burning paper, even while I stared. The 
whole thing had a less shadowy, less ghostly appearance than at any time before. And it 
looked simply and literally like the black mouth of a pit.  
 

'"Now, Bains," I said, "pull yourself together, man. Wake up!" And at the same 
time as I spoke to him, I used my lancet quickly but superficially.  
 

'I watched the little red spot of blood well up, then trickle round his wrist and fall 
to the floor of the "defense". And in the moment that it fell the thing that I had feared 
happened. There was a sound like a low peal of thunder in the room, and curious 
deadly-looking flashes of light rippled here and there along the floor outside the barrier.  
 

'Once more I called to him, trying to speak firmly and steadily as I saw that the 
horrible shadowy circle had spread across every inch of the floor space of the centre of 
the "defense", making it appear as if both Bains and I were suspended above an 
unutterable black void - the black void that stared up at me out of the throat of that 
shadowy pit. And yet, all the time I could feel the floor solid under my knees as I knelt 
beside Bains holding his wrist.  
 

' "Bains!" I called once more, trying not to shout madly at him. "Bains, wake up! 
Wake up, man! Wake up!"  
 

'But he never moved, only stared up at me with eyes of quiet horror that seemed 
to be looking at me out of some dreadful eternity.'  
 
 

Chapter 4 
 

'BY this time the shadow had blackened all around us, and I felt that strangely 
terrible vertigo coming over me again. Jumping to my feet I caught up Bains in my arms 
and stepped over the first of the protective circles - the violet, and stood between it and 
the indigo circle, holding Bains as close to me as possible so as to prevent any portion of 
his helpless body from protruding outside the indigo and blue circles.  
 

'From the black shadowy mouth which now filled the whole of the centre of the 
"defense" there came a faint sound - not near but seeming to come up at me out of 
unknown abysses. Very, very faint and lost it sounded, but I recognised it as 
unmistakably the infinitely remote murmur of countless swine.  
 

'And that same moment Bains, as if answering the sound, grunted like a swine in 
my arms.  
 



'There I stood between the glass vacuum tubes of the circles, gazing dizzily into 
that black shadowy pit-mouth, which seemed to drop sheer into hell from below my left 
elbow.  
 

'Things had gone so utterly beyond all that I had thought of, and it had all 
somehow come about so gradually and yet so suddenly, that I was really a bit below my 
natural self. I felt mentally paralysed, and could think of nothing except that not 
twenty feet away was the door and the outer natural world; and here was I face to face 
with some unthought-of danger, and all adrift, what to do to avoid it.  
 

'You fellows will understand this better when I tell you that the bluish glare from 
the three circles showed me that there were now hundreds and hundreds of those small 
smoke-like puffs of black cloud circling round and round outside the barrier in an 
unvarying, unending procession.  
 

'And all the time I was holding the rigid body of Bains in my arms, trying not to 
give way to the loathing that got me each time he grunted. Every twenty or thirty seconds 
he grunted, as if in answer to the sounds which were almost too faint for my normal 
hearing. I can tell you, it was like holding something worse than a corpse in my arms, 
standing there balanced between physical death on the one side and soul destruction on 
the other.  
 

'Abruptly, from out of the deep that lay so close that my elbow and shoulder 
overhung it, there came again a hint, marvelously faint murmur of swine, so utterly far 
away that the sound was as remote as a lost echo.  
 

'Bains answered it with a pig-like squeal that set every fibre in me protesting in 
sheer human revolt, and I sweated coldly from head to foot. Pulling myself together I 
tried to pierce down into the mouth of the great shadow when, for the second time, a low 
peel of thunder sounded in the room, and every joint in my body seemed to jolt and burn.  
 

'In turning to look down the pit I had allowed one of Bains' heels to protrude for a 
moment slightly beyond the blue circle, and a fraction of the "tension" outside the barrier 
had evidently discharged through Bains and me. Had I been standing directly inside 
the "defense" instead of being "insulated" from it by the violet circle, then no doubt 
things might have been much more serious. As it was, I had, psychically, that dreadful 
soiled feeling which the healthy human always experiences when he comes too 
closely in contact with certain Outer Monstrosities. Do you fellows remember how I had 
just the same feeling when the Hand came too near me in the "Gateway" case?  
 

'The physical effects were sufficiently interesting to mention; for Bains left boot 
had been ripped open, and the leg of his trousers was charred to the knee, while all 
around the leg were numbers of bluish marks in the form of irregular spirals.  
 



'I stood there holding Bains, and shaking from head to foot. My head ached and 
each joint had a queer numbish feeling; but my physical pains were nothing compared 
with my mental distress. I felt that we were done! I had no room to turn or move for the 
space between the violet circle which was the innermost, and the blue circle which was 
the outermost of those in use was thirty-one inches, including the one inch of the indigo 
circle. So you see I was forced to stand there like an image, fearing each moment lest I 
should get another shock, and quite unable to think what to do.  
 

'I daresay five minutes passed in this fashion. Bains had not grunted once since 
the "tension" caught him, and for this I was just simply thankful; though at first I must 
confess I had feared for a moment that he was dead.  
 

'No further sounds had come up out of the black mouth to my left, and I grew 
steady enough again to begin to look about me, and think a bit. I leant again so as to look 
directly down into the shadowy pit. The edge of the circular mouth was now quite 
defined, and had a curious solid look, as if it were formed out of some substance like 
black glass.  
 

'Below the edge, I could trace the appearance of solidity for a considerable 
distance, though in a vague sort of way. The center of this extraordinary phenomenon 
was simple and unmitigated blackness - an utter velvety blackness that seemed to soak 
the very light out of the room down into it. I could see nothing else, and if anything else 
came out of it except a complete silence, it was the atmosphere of frightening suggestion 
that was affecting me more and more every minute.  
 

'I turned away slowly and carefully, so as not to run any risks of allowing either 
Bains or myself to expose any part of us over the blue circle. Then I saw that things 
outside of the blue circle had developed considerably; for the odd, black puffs of 
smoke-like cloud had increased enormously and blent into a great, gloomy, circular wall 
of tufted cloud, going round and round and round eternally, and hiding the rest of the 
room entirely from me.  
 

'Perhaps a minute passed, while I stared at this thing; and then, you know, the 
room was shaken slightly. This shaking lasted for three or four seconds, and then passed; 
but it came again in about half a minute, and was repeated from time to time. There was a 
queer oscillating quality in the shaking, that made me think suddenly of that Jarvee 
Haunting case. You remember it?  
 

'There came again the shaking, and a ripple of deadly light seemed to play round 
the outside of the barrier; and then, abruptly, the room was full of a strange roaring - a 
brutish enormous yelling, grunting storm of swine-sounds.  
 

'They fell away into a complete silence, and the rigid Bains grunted twice in my 
arms, as if answering. Then the storm of swine noise came again, beating up in a gigantic 
riot of brute sound that roared through the room, piping, squealing, grunting, and 



howling. And as it sank with a steady declination, there came a single gargantuan grunt 
out of some dreadful throat of monstrousness, and in one beat, the crashing chorus of 
unknown millions of swine came thundering and raging through the room again.  
 

'There was more in that sound than mere chaos - there was a mighty devilish 
rhythm in it. Suddenly, it swept down again into a multitudinous swinish whispering and 
minor gruntings of unthinkable millions; and then with a rolling deafening bellow of 
sound came the single vast grunt. And, as if lifted upon it the swine roar of the millions of 
the beasts beat up through the room again; and at every seventh second, as I knew well 
enough without the need of the watch on my wrist, came the single storm beat of 
the great grunt out of the throat of unknowable monstrosity - and in my arms, Bains, the 
human, grunted in time to the swine melody - a rigid grunting monster there in my two 
arms.  
 

'I tell you from head to foot I shook and sweated. I believe I prayed; but if I did I 
don't know what I prayed. I have never before felt or endured just what I felt, standing 
there in that thirty-one-inch space, with that grunting thing in my arms, and the 
hell melody beating up out of the great Deeps: and to my right, "tensions" that would 
have torn me into a bundle of blazing tattered flesh, if I had jumped out over the barriers.  
 

'And then, with an effect like a clap of unexpected thunder, the vast storm of 
sound ceased; and the room was full of silence and an unimaginable horror.  
 

'This silence continued. I want to say something which may sound a bit silly; but 
the silence seemed to trickle round the room. I don't know why I felt it like that; but my 
words give you just what I seemed to feel, as I stood there holding the softly grunting 
body of Bains.  
 

'The circular, gloomy wall of dense black cloud enclosed the barrier as completely 
as ever, and moved round and round and round, with a slow, "eternal" movement. And at 
the back of that black wall of circling cloud, a dead silence went trickling round the 
room, out of my sight. Do you understand at all?...  
 

'It seemed to me to show very clearly the state of almost insane mental and 
psychic tension I was enduring.... The way in which my brain insisted that the silence 
was trickling round the room, interests me enormously; for I was either in a state 
approximating a phase of madness, or else I was, psychically, tuned to some abnormal 
pitch of awaredness and sensitiveness in which silence had ceased to be an abstract 
quality, and had become to me a definite concrete element, much as (to use a 
stupidly crude illustration), the invisible moisture of the atmosphere becomes a visible 
and concrete element when it becomes deposited as water. I wonder whether this thought 
attracts you as it does me?  
 

'And then, you know, a slow awaredness grew in me of some further horror to 
come. This sensation or knowledge or whatever it should be named, was so strong that I 
had a sudden feeling of suffocation.... I felt that I could bear no more; and that if anything 



else happened, I should just pull out my revolver and shoot Bains through the head, and 
then myself, and so end the whole dreadful business.  
 

'This feeling, however, soon passed; and I felt stronger and more ready to face 
things again. Also, I had the first, though still indefinite, idea of a way in which to make 
things a bit safer; but I was too dazed to see how to "shape" to help myself efficiently. 
 

'And then a low, far-off whining stole up into the room, and I knew that the 
danger was coming. I leant slowly to my left, taking care not to let Bains' feet stick over 
the blue circle, and stared down into the blackness of the pit that dropped sheer into some 
Unknown, from under my left elbow.  
 

'The whining died; but far down in the blackness, there was something - just a 
remote luminous spot. I stood in a grim silence for maybe ten long minutes, and looked 
down at the thing. It was increasing in size all the time, and had become much plainer to 
see; yet it was still lost in the far, tremendous Deep.  
 

'Then, as I stood and looked, the low whining sound crept up to me again, and 
Bains, who had lain like a log in my arms all the time, answered it with a long animallike 
whine, that was somehow newly abominable.  
 

'A very curious thing happened then; for all around the edge of the pit, that looked 
so peculiarly like black glass, there came a sudden, luminous glowing. It came and went 
oddly, smouldering queerly round and round the edge in an opposite direction to the 
circling of the wall of black, tufted cloud on the outside of the barrier.  
 

'This peculiar glowing finally disappeared, and, abruptly, out of the tremendous 
Deep, I was conscious of a dreadful quality or "atmosphere" of monstrousness that was 
coming up out of the pit. If I said there had been a sudden waft of it, this would very 
well describe the actuality of it; but the spiritual sickness of distress that it caused me to 
feel, I am simply stumped to explain to you. It was something that made me feel I should 
be soiled to the very core of me, if I did not beat it off from me with my will.  
 

'I leant sharply away from the pit towards the outer of the burning circles. I meant 
to see that no part of my body should overhang the pit whilst that disgusting power was 
beating up out of the unknown depths.  
 

'And thus it was, facing so rigidly away from the centre of the "defense", I saw 
presently a fresh thing; for there was something, many things, I began to think, on the 
other side of the gloomy wall that moved everlastingly around the outside of the barrier.  
 

'The first thing I noticed was a queer disturbance of the ever circling cloud-wall. 
This disturbance was within eighteen inches of the floor, and directly before me. There 
was a curious, "puddling" action in the misty wall; as if something were meddling with it. 
The area of this peculiar little disturbance could not have been more than a foot across, 
and it did not remain opposite to me; but was taken round by the circling of the wall.  



 
'When it came past me again, I noticed that it was bulging slightly inwards 

towards me: and as it moved away from me once more, I saw another similar disturbance, 
and then a third and a fourth, all in different parts of the slowly whirling black wall; and 
all of them were no more than about eighteen inches from the floor.  
 

'When the first one came opposite me again, I saw that the slight bulge had grown 
into a very distinct protuberance towards me.  
 

'All around the moving wall, there had now come these curious swellings. They 
continued to reach inwards, and to elongate; and all the time they kept in a constant 
movement.  
 

'Suddenly, one of them broke, or opened, at the apex, and there protruded 
through, for an instant, the tip of a pallid, but unmistakable snout. It was gone at once, but 
I had seen the thing distinctly; and within a minute, I saw another one poke suddenly 
through the wall, to my right, and withdraw as quickly. I could not look at the base of the 
strange, black, moving circle about the barrier without seeing a swinish snout peep 
through momentarily, in this place or that.  
 

'I stared at these things in a very peculiar state of mind. There was so great a 
weight of the abnormal about me, before and behind and every way, that to a certain 
extent it bred in me a sort of antidote to fear. Can you understand? It produced in me a 
temporary dazedness in which things and the horror of things became less real. I stared at 
them, as a child stares out from a fast train at a quickly passing night-landscape, oddly hit 
by the furnaces of unknown industries. I want you to try to understand.  
 

'In my arms Bains lay quiet and rigid; and my arms and back ached until I was 
one dull ache in all my body; but I was only partly conscious of this when I roused 
momentarily from my psychic to my physical awaredness, to shift him to another 
position, less intolerable temporarily to my tired arms and back.  
 

'There was suddenly a fresh thing - a low but enormous, solitary grunt came 
rolling, vast and brutal into the room. It made the still body of Bains quiver against me, 
and he grunted thrice in return, with the voice of a young pig.  
 

'High up in the moving wall of the barrier, I saw a fluffing out of the black tufted 
clouds; and a pig's hoof and leg, as far as the knuckle, came through and pawed a 
moment. This was about nine or ten feet above the floor. As it gradually disappeared I 
heard a low grunting from the other side of the veil of clouds which broke out suddenly 
into a diafaeon of brute-sound, grunting, squealing and swine-howling; all formed into a 
sound that was the essential melody of the brute - a grunting, squealing howling roar that 
rose, roar by roar, howl by howl and squeal by squeal to a crescendo of horrors - the 
bestial growths, longings, zests and acts of some grotto of hell.... It is no use, I can't give 
it to you. I get dumb with the failure of my command over speech to tell you what that 
grunting, howling, roaring melody conveyed to me. It had in it something so inexplicably 



below the horizons of the soul in its monstrousness and fearfulness that the ordinary 
simple fear of death itself, with all its attendant agonies and terrors and sorrows, seemed 
like a thought of something peaceful and infinitely holy compared with the fear of those 
unknown elements in that dreadful roaring melody. And the sound was with me inside 
the room - there right in the room with me. Yet I seemed not to be aware of confining 
walls, but of echoing spaces of gargantuan corridors. Curious! I had in my mind those 
two words - gargantuan corridors.  
 

As the rolling chaos of swine melody beat itself away on every side, there came 
booming through it a single grunt, the single recurring grunt of the HOG; for I knew now 
that I was actually and without any doubt hearing the beat of monstrosity, the HOG.  
 

'In the Sigsand the thing is described something like this: "Ye Hogge which ye 
Almighty alone hath power upon. If in sleep or in ye hour of danger ye hear the voice of 
ye Hogge, cease ye to meddle. For ye Hogge doth be of ye outer Monstrous Ones, nor 
shall any human come nigh him nor continue meddling when ye hear his voice, for in ye 
earlier life upon the world did the Hogge have power, and shall again in ye end. And in 
that ye Hogge had once a power upon ye earth, so doth he crave sore to come again. And 
dreadful shall be ye harm to ye soul if ye continue to meddle, and to let ye beast come 
nigh. And I say unto all, if ye have brought this dire danger upon ye, have memory of ye 
cross, for of all sign hath ye Hogge a horror."  
 

'There's a lot more, but I can't remember it all and that is about the substance of it.  
 

'There was I holding Bains who was all the time howling that dreadful grunt out 
with the voice of a swine. I wonder I didn't go mad. It was, I believe, the antidote of 
dazedness produced by the strain which helped me through each moment.  
 

'A minute later, or perhaps five minutes, I had a sudden new sensation, like a 
warning cutting through my dulled feelings. I turned my head; but there was nothing 
behind me, and bending over to my left I seemed to be looking down into that black 
depth which fell away sheer under my left elbow. At that moment the roaring bellow of 
swine-noise ceased and I seemed to be staring down into miles of black aether at 
something that hung there - a pallid face floating far down and remote - a great swine 
face.  
 

'And as I gazed I saw it grow bigger. A seemingly motionless, pallid swine-face 
rising upward out of the depth. And suddenly I realised that I was actually looking at the 
Hog.'  
 
 

Chapter 5 
 

'FOR perhaps a full minute I stared down through the darkness at that thing 
swimming like some far-off, dead white planet in the stupendous void. And then I simply 
woke up bang, as you might say, to the possession of my faculties. For just a certain 



over-degree of strain had brought about the dumbly helpful anaesthesia of dazedness, so 
this sudden overwhelming supreme fact of horror produced, in turn, its reaction from 
inertness to action. I passed in one moment from listlessness to a fierce efficiency.  
 

'I knew that I had, through some accident, penetrated beyond all previous 
"bounds", and that I stood where no human soul had any right to be, and that in but a few 
of the puny minutes of earth's time I might be dead.  
 

'Whether Bains had passed beyond the "lines of retraction" or not, I could not tell. 
I put him down carefully but quickly on his side, between the inner circles - that is, the 
violet circle and the indigo circle - where he lay grunting slowly. Feeling that the 
dreadful moment had come I drew out my automatic. It seemed best to make sure of our 
end before that thing in the depth came any nearer: for once Bains in his present 
condition came within what I might term the "inductive forces" of the monster, he 
would cease to be human. There would happen, as in that case of Aster who stayed 
outside the pentacles in the Black Veil Case, what can only be described as a 
pathological, spiritual change - literally in other words, soul destruction.  
 

'And then something seemed to be telling me not to shoot. This sounds perhaps a 
bit superstitious; but I meant to kill Bains in that moment, and what stopped me was a 
distinct message from the outside.  
 
'I tell you, it sent a great thrill of hope through me, for I knew that the forces which 
govern the spinning of the outer circle were intervening. But the very fact of the 
intervention proved to me afresh the enormous spiritual peril into which we had 
stumbled; for that inscrutable Protective Force only intervenes between the human soul 
and the Outer Monstrosities.  
 

'The moment I received that message I stood up like a flash and turned towards 
the pit, stepping over the violet circle slap into the mouth of darkness. I had to take the 
risk in order to get at the switch board which lay on the glass shelf under the table top 
in the centre. I could not shake free from the horror of the idea that I might fall down 
through that awful blackness. The floor felt solid enough under me; but I seemed to be 
walking on nothing above a black void, like an inverted starless night, with the face 
of the approaching Hog rising up from far down under my feet - a silent, incredible thing 
out of the abyss - a pallid, floating swine-face, framed in enormous blackness.  
 

'Two quick, nervous strides took me to the table standing there in the centre with 
its glass legs apparently resting on nothing. I grabbed out the switch board, sliding out the 
vulcanite plate which carried the switch-control of the blue circle. The battery which fed 
this circle was the right-hand one of the row of seven, and each battery was marked with 
the letter of its circle painted on it, so that in an emergency I could select any particular 
battery in a moment.  
 

'As I snatched up the B switch I had a grim enough warning of the unknown 
dangers that I was risking in that short journey of two steps; for that dreadful sense of 



vertigo returned suddenly and for one horrible moment I saw everything through a 
blurred medium as if I were trying to look through water.  
  

'Below me, far away down between my feet I could see the Hog which, in some 
peculiar way, looked different dearer and much nearer, and enormous. I felt it had got 
nearer to me all in a moment. And suddenly I had the impression I was descending 
bodily.  
 

'I had a sense of a tremendous force being used to push me over the side of that 
pit, but with every shred of will power I had in me I hurled myself into the smoky 
appearance that hid everything and reached the violet circle where Bains lay in front of 
me.  
 

'Here I crouched down on my heels, and with my two arms out before me I 
slipped the nails of each forefinger under the vulcanite base of the blue circle, which I 
lifted very gently so that when the base was far enough from the floor I could push the 
tips of my fingers underneath. I took care to keep from reaching farther under than the 
inner edge of the glowing tube which rested on the two-inch-broad foundation of 
vulcanite.  
 

'Very slowly I stood upright, lifting the side of the blue circle with me. My feet 
were between the indigo and the violet circles, and only the blue circle between me and 
sudden death; for if it had snapped with the unusual strain I was putting upon it by 
lifting it like that, I knew that I should in all probability go west pretty quickly.  
 

'So you fellows can imagine what I felt like. I was conscious of a disagreeable 
faint prickling that was strongest in the tips of my fingers and wrists, and the blue circle 
seemed to vibrate strangely as if minute particles of something were impinging upon it in 
countless millions. Along the shining glass tubes for a couple of feet on each side of my 
hands a queer haze of tiny sparks boiled and whirled in the form of an extraordinary halo.  
 

'Stepping forward over the indigo circle I pushed the blue circle out against the 
slowly moving wall of black cloud causing a ripple of tiny pale flashes to curl in over the 
circle. These flashes ran along the vacuum tube until they came to the place where 
the blue circle crossed the indigo, and there they flicked off into space with sharp cracks 
of sound.  
 

'As I advanced slowly and carefully with the blue circle a most extraordinary 
thing happened, for the moving wall of cloud gave from it in a great belly of shadow, and 
appeared to thin away from before it. Lowering my edge of the circle to the floor I 
stepped over Bains and right into the mouth of the pit, lifting the other side of the circle 
over the table. It creaked as if it were about to break in half as I lifted it, but eventually it 
came over safely.  
 



'When I looked again into the depth of that shadow I saw below me the dreadful 
pallid head of the Hog floating in a circle of night. It struck me that it glowed very 
slightly - just a vague luminosity. And quite near - comparatively. No one could have 
judged distances in that black void.  
 

'Picking up the edge of the blue circle again as I had done before, I took it out 
further till it was half clear of the indigo circle. Then I picked up Bains and carried him to 
that portion of the floor guarded by the part of the blue circle which was clear of the 
"defense". Then I lifted the circle and started to move it forward as quickly as I dared, 
shivering each time the joints squeaked as the whole fabric of it groaned with the strain I 
was putting upon it. And all the time the moving wall of tufted clouds gave from the edge 
of the blue circle, bellying away from it in a marvellous fashion as if blown by an 
unheard wind.  
 

'From time to time little flashes of light had begun to flick in over the blue circle, 
and I began to wonder whether it would be able to hold out the "tension" until I had 
dragged it clear of the defense.  
 

'Once it was clear I hoped the abnormal stress would cease from about us, and 
concentrate chiefly around the "defense" again, and the attractions of the negative 
"tension."  
 

'Just then I heard a sharp tap behind me, and the blue circle jarred somewhat, 
having now ridden completely over the violet and indigo circles, and dropped clear on to 
the floor. The same instant there came a low rolling noise as of thunder, and a curious 
roaring. The black circling wall had thinned away from around us and the room showed 
clearly once more, yet nothing was to be seen except that now and then a peculiar bluish 
flicker of light would ripple across the floor.  
 

'Turning to look at the "defense" I noticed it was surrounded by the circling wall 
of black cloud, and looked strangely extraordinary seen from the outside. It resembled a 
slightly swaying squat funnel of whirling black mist reaching from the floor to the 
ceiling, and through it I could see glowing, sometimes vague and sometimes plain, the 
indigo and violet circles. And then as I watched, the whole room seemed suddenly filled 
with an awful presence which pressed upon me with a weight of horror that 
was the very essence of spiritual deathliness.  
 

'Kneeling there in the blue circle by Bains, my initiative faculties stupefied and 
temporarily paralysed, I could form no further plan of escape, and indeed I seemed to 
care for nothing at the moment. I felt I had already escaped from immediate destruction 
and I was strung up to an amazing pitch of indifference to any minor horrors.  
 

'Bains all this while had been quietly lying on his side. I rolled him over and 
looked closely at his eyes, taking care on account of his condition not to gaze into them; 
for if he had passed beyond the "line of retraction" he would be dangerous. I mean, if the 



"wandering" part of his essence had been assimilated by the Hog, then Bains would be 
spiritually accessible and might be even then no more than the outer form of the man, 
charged with radiation of the monstrous ego of the Hog, and therefore capable of 
what I might term for want of a more exact phrase, a psychically infective force; such 
force being more readily transmitted through the eyes than any other way, and capable of 
producing a brain storm of an extremely dangerous character.  
 

'I found Bains, however, with both eyes with an extraordinary distressed interned 
quality; not the eyeballs, remember, but a reflex action transmitted from the "mental eye" 
to the physical eye, and giving to the physical eye an expression of thought instead of 
sight. I wonder whether I make this clear to you?  
 

'Abruptly, from every part of the room there broke out the noise of those hoofs 
again, making the place echo with the sound as if a thousand swine had started suddenly 
from an absolute immobility into a mad charge. The whole riot of animal sound 
seemed to heave itself in one wave towards the oddly swaying and circling funnel of 
black cloud which rose from floor to ceiling around the violet and indigo circles.  
 

'As the sounds ceased I saw something was rising up through the middle of the 
"defense". It rose with a slow steady movement. I saw it pale and huge through the 
swaying, whirling funnel of cloud - a monstrous pallid snout rising out of that 
unknowable abyss.... It rose higher like a huge pale mound. Through a thinning of the 
cloud curtain I saw one small eye.... I shall never see a pig's eye again without feeling 
something of what I felt then. A pig's eye with a sort of hell-light of vile understanding 
shining at the back of it.'  
 

 
Chapter 6 

 
"AND then suddenly a dreadful terror came over me, for I saw the beginning of 

the end that I had been dreading all along – I saw through the slow whirl of the cloud 
curtains that the violet circle had begun to leave the floor. It was being taken up on the 
spread of the vast snout.  
 

'Straining my eyes to see through the swaying funnel of clouds I saw that the 
violet circle had melted and was running down the pale sides of the snout in streams of 
violet-coloured fire. And as it melted there came a change in the atmosphere of the room. 
The black funnel shone with a dull gloomy red, and a heavy red glow filled the room.  
 

'The change was such as one might experience if one had been looking through a 
protective glass at some light and the glass had been suddenly removed. But there was a 
further change that I realised directly through my feelings. It was as if the horrible 
presence in the room had come closer to my own soul. I wonder if I am making it at all 
clear to you. Before, it had oppressed me somewhat as a death on a very gloomy and 
dreary day beats down upon one's spirit. But now there was a savage menace, and the 
actual feeling of a foul thing close up against me. It was horrible, simply horrible.  



 
'And then Bains moved. For the first time since he went to sleep the rigidity went 

out of him, and rolling suddenly over on to his stomach he fumbled up in a curious 
animallike fashion, on to his hands and feet. Then he charged straight across the blue 
circle towards the thing in the "defense".  
 

'With a shriek I jumped to pull him back; but it was not my voice that stopped 
him. It was the blue circle. It made him give back from it as though some invisible hand 
had jerked him backwards. He threw up his head like a hog, squealing with the voice of a 
swine, and started off round the inside of the blue circle. Round and round it he went, 
twice attempting to bolt across it to the horror in that swaying funnel of cloud. Each time 
he was thrown back, and each time he squealed like a great swine, the sounds echoing 
round the room in a horrible fashion as though they came from somewhere a long way 
off.  
 

'By this time I was fairly sure that Bains had indeed passed the "line of 
retraction", and the knowledge brought a fresh and more hopeless horror and pity to me, 
and a grimmer fear for myself. I knew that if it were so, it was not Bains I had with me in 
the circle but a monster, and that for my own last chance of safety I should have to get 
him outside of the circle.  
 

'He had ceased his tireless running round and round, and now lay on his side 
grunting continually and softly in a dismal kind of way. As the slowly whirling clouds 
thinned a little I saw again that pallid face with some clearness. It was still rising, but 
slowly, very slowly, and again a hope grew in me that it might be checked by the 
"defense". Quite plainly I saw that the horror was looking at Bains, and at that moment I 
saved my own life and soul by looking down. There, close to me on the floor was the 
thing that looked like Bains, its hands stretched out to grip my ankles. Another second, 
and I should have been tripped outwards. Do you realise what that would have meant?  
 

'It was no time to hesitate. I simply jumped and came down crash with my knees 
on top of Bains. He lay quiet enough after a short struggle; but I took off my braces and 
lashed his hands up behind him. And I shivered with the very touch of him, as though I 
was touching something monstrous.  
 

'By the time I had finished I noticed that the reddish glow in the room had 
deepened quite considerably, and the whole room was darker. The destruction of the 
violet circle had reduced the light perceptibly; but the darkness that I am speaking of was 
something more than that. It seemed as if something now had come into the atmosphere 
of the room - a sort of gloom, and in spite of the shining of the blue circle and the indigo 
circle inside the funnel of cloud, there was now more red light than anything else.  
 

'Opposite me the huge, cloud-shrouded monster in the indigo circle appeared to be 
motionless. I could see its outline vaguely all the time, and only when the cloud funnel 
thinned could I see it plainly _ a vast, snouted mound, faintly and whitely luminous, 



one gargantuan side turned towards me, and near the base of the slope a minute slit out of 
which shone one whitish eye.  
 

'Presently through the thin gloomy red vapour I saw something that killed the 
hope in me, and gave me a horrible despair; for the indigo circle, the final barrier of the 
defense, was being slowly lifted into the air - the Hog had begun to rise higher. I could 
see its dreadful snout rising upwards out of the cloud. Slowly, very slowly, the snout rose 
up, and the indigo circle went up with it.  
 

'In the dead stillness of that room I got a strange sense that all eternity was tense 
and utterly still as if certain powers knew of this horror I had brought into the world.... 
And then I had an awareness of something coming... something from far, far away. It 
was as if some hidden unknown part of my brain knew it. Can you understand? There 
was somewhere in the heights of space a light that was coming near. I seemed to hear it 
coming. I could just see the body of Bains on the floor, huddled and shapeless and inert. 
Within the swaying veil of cloud the monster showed as a vast pale, faintly luminous 
mound, hugely snouted – an infernal hillock of monstrosity, pallid and deadly amid the 
redness that hung in the atmosphere of the room.  
 

'Something told me that it was making a final effort against the help that was 
coming. I saw the indigo circle was now some inches from the floor, and every moment I 
expected to see it flash into streams of indigo fire running down the pale slopes of the 
snout. I could see the circle beginning to move upward at a perceptible speed. The 
monster was triumphing.  
 

'Out in some realm of space a low continuous thunder sounded. The thing in the 
great heights was coming fast, but it could never come in time. The thunder grew from a 
low, far mutter into a deep steady rolling of sound.... It grew louder and louder, 
and as it grew I saw the indigo circle, now shining through the red gloom of the room, 
was a whole foot off the floor. I thought I saw a faint splutter of indigo light.... The final 
circle of the barrier was beginning to melt.  
 

'That instant the thunder of the thing in flight which my brain heard so plainly, 
rose into a crashing, a world-shaking bellow of speed, making the room rock and vibrate 
to an immensity of sound. A strange flash of blue flame ripped open the funnel of cloud 
momentarily from top to base, and I saw for one brief instant the pallid monstrosity of the 
Hog, stark and pale and dreadful.  
 

'Then the sides of the funnel joined again hiding the thing from me as the funnel 
became submerged quickly into a dome of silent blue light - God's own colour! All at 
once it seemed the cloud had gone, and from floor to ceiling of the room, in awful 
majesty, like a living Presence, there appeared that dome of blue fire banded with three 
rings of green light at equal distances. There was no sound or movement, not even a 
flicker, nor could I see anything in the light: for looking into it was like looking into the 
cold blue of the skies. But I felt sure that there had come to our aid one of those 



inscrutable forces which govern the spinning of the outer circle, for the dome of blue 
light, banded with three green bands of silent fire, was the outward or visible sign of an 
enormous force, undoubtedly of a defensive nature.  
 

'Through ten minutes of absolute silence I stood there in the blue circle watching 
the phenomenon. Minute by minute I saw the heavy repellent red driven out of the room 
as the place lightened quite noticeably. And as it lightened, the body of Bains began 
to resolve out of a shapeless length of shadow, detail by detail, until I could see the 
braces with which I had lashed his wrists together.  
 

'And as I looked at him his body moved slightly, and in a weak but perfectly sane 
voice he said:  
 

'"I've had it again! My God! I've had it again!"'  
 
 

Chapter 7 
 

'I KNELT down quickly by his side and loosened the braces from his wrists, 
helping him to turn over and sit up. He gripped my arm a little crazily with both hands.  
 

'"I went to sleep after all," he said. "And I've been down there again. My God! It 
nearly had me. I was down in that awful place and it seemed to be just round a great 
corner, and I was stopped from coming back. I seemed to have been fighting for ages 
and ages. I felt I was going mad. Mad! I've been nearly down into a hell. I could hear you 
calling down to me from some awful height. I could hear your voice echoing along 
yellow passages. They were yellow. I know they were. And I tried to come and I 
couldn't."  
 

'"Did you see me?" I asked him when he stopped, gasping.  
 

'"No," he answered, leaning his head against my shoulder. "I tell you it nearly got 
me that time. I shall never dare go to sleep again as long as I live. Why didn't you wake 
me?"  
 

'"I did," I told him. "I had you in my arms most of the time. You kept looking up 
into my eyes as if you knew I was there."  
 

'"I know," he said. "I remember now; but you seemed to be up at the top of a 
frightful hole, miles and miles up from me, and those horrors were grunting and 
squealing and howling, and trying to catch me and keep me down there. But I couldn't 
see anything - only the yellow walls of those passages. And all the time there was 
something round the corner."  
 

'"Anyway, you're safe enough now," I told him. "And I'll guarantee you shall be 
safe in the future."  



 
'The room had grown dark save for the light from the blue circle. The dome had 

disappeared, the whirling funnel of black cloud had gone, the Hog had gone, and the light 
had died out of the indigo circle. And the atmosphere of the room was safe and 
normal again as I proved by moving the switch, which was near me, so as to lessen the 
defensive power of the blue circle and enable me to "feel" the outside tension. Then I 
turned to Bains.  
 

'"Come along," I said. "We'll go and get something to eat, and have a rest."  
 

'But Bains was already sleeping like a tired child, his head pillowed on his hand. 
"Poor little devil!" I said as I picked him up in my arms. "Poor little devil!"  
 

'I walked across to the main switchboard and threw over the current so as to throw 
the "V" protective pulse out of the four walls and the door; then I carried Bains out into 
the sweet wholesome normality of everything. It seemed wonderful, coming out of that 
chamber of horrors, and it seemed wonderful still to see my bedroom door opposite, wide 
open, with the bed looking so soft and white as usual - so ordinary and human. Can you 
chaps understand?  
 

'I carried Bains into the room and put him on the couch; and then it was I realised 
how much I'd been up against, for when I was getting myself a drink I dropped the bottle 
and had to get another.  
 

'After I had made Bains drink a glass I laid him on the bed. '"Now," I said, "look 
into my eyes fixedly. Do you hear me? You are going off to sleep safely and soundly, and 
if anything troubles you, obey me and wake up. Now, sleep - sleep - sleep! "  
 

'I swept my hands down over his eyes half a dozen times, and he fell over like a 
child. I knew that if the danger came again he would obey my will and wake up. I intend 
to cure him, partly by hypnotic suggestion, partly by a certain electrical treatment which I 
am getting Doctor Witton to give him.  
 

'That night I slept on the couch, and when I went to look at Bains in the morning I 
found him still sleeping, so leaving him there I went into the test room to examine results. 
I found them very surprising.  
 

'Inside the room I had a queer feeling, as you can imagine. It was extraordinary to 
stand there in that curious bluish light from the "treated" windows, and see the blue circle 
lying, still glowing, where I had left it; and further on, the "defense", lying circle within 
circle, all "out"; and in the centre the glass-legged table standing where a few hours 
before it had been submerged in the horrible monstrosity of the Hog. I tell you, it all 
seemed like a wild and horrible dream as I stood there and looked. I have carried out 
some curious tests in there before now, as you know, but I've never come nearer to a 
catastrophe.  
 



'I left the door open so as not to feel shut in, and then I walked over to the 
"defense". I was intensely curious to see what had happened physically under the action 
of such a force as the Hog. I found unmistakable signs that proved the thing had been 
indeed a Saaitii manifestation, for there had been no psychic or physical illusion about 
the melting of the violet circle. There remained nothing of it except a ring of patches of 
melted glass. The gutta base had been fused entirely, but the floor and everything was 
intact. You see, the Saaitii forms can often attack and destroy, or even make use of, the 
very defensive material used against them.  
 

'Stepping over the outer circle and looking closely at the indigo circle I saw that it 
was melted clean through in several places. Another fraction of time and the Hog would 
have been free to expand as an invisible mist of horror and destruction into the 
atmosphere of the world. And then, in that very moment of time, salvation had come. I 
wonder if you can get my feelings as I stood there staring down at the destroyed barrier.'  
 

Carnacki began to knock out his pipe which is always a sign that he has ended his 
tale, and is ready to answer any questions we may want to ask.  
 

Taylor was first in. 'Why didn't you use the Electric Pentacle as well as your new 
spectrum circles?' he asked.  
 

'Because,' replied Carnacki, 'the pentacle is simply "defensive" and I wished to 
have the power to make a "focus" during the early part of the experiment, and then, at the 
critical moment, to change the combination of the colours so as to have a "defense" 
against the results of the "focus". You follow me.  
 

'You see,' he went on, seeing we hadn't grasped his meaning, 'there can be no 
"focus" within a pentacle. It is just of a "defensive" nature. Even if I had switched the 
current out of the electric pentacle I should still have had to contend with the peculiar and 
undoubtedly "defensive" power that its form seems to exert, and this would have been 
sufficient to "blur" the focus. 
 

'In this new research work I'm doing, I'm bound to use a "focus" and so the 
pentacle is barred. But I'm not sure it matters. I'm convinced this new spectrum "defense" 
of mine will prove absolutely invulnerable when I've learnt how to use it; but it will take 
me some time. This last case has taught me something new. I had never thought of 
combining green with blue; but the three bands of green in the blue of that dome has set 
me thinking. If only I knew the right combinations! It's the combinations I've got 
to learn. You'll understand better the importance of these combinations when I remind 
you that green by itself is, in a very limited way, more deadly than red itself - and red is 
the danger colour of all.'  
 

'Tell us, Carnacki,' I said, 'what is the Hog? Can you? I mean what kind of 
monstrosity is it? Did you really see it, or was it all some horrible, dangerous kind of 
dream? How do you know it was one of the outer monsters? And what is the difference 



between that sort of danger and the sort of thing you saw in the Gateway of the Monster 
case? And what.... ?'  
 

'Steady! ' laughed Carnacki. 'One at a time! I'll answer all your questions; but I 
don't think I'll take them quite in your order. For instance, speaking about actually seeing 
the Hog, I might say that, speaking generally, things seen of a "ghostly" nature are 
not seen with the eyes; they are seen with the mental eye which has this psychic quality, 
not always developed to a useable state, in addition to its "normal" duty of revealing to 
the brain what our physical eyes record.  
 

'You will understand that when we see "ghostly" things it is often the "mental" 
eye performing simultaneously the duty of revealing to the brain what the physical eye 
sees as well as what it sees itself. The two sights blending their functions in such a 
fashion gives us the impression that we are actually seeing through our physical eyes the 
whole of the "sight" that is being revealed to the brain.  
 

'In this way we get an impression of seeing with our physical eyes both the 
material and the immaterial parts of an "abnormal" scene; for each part being received 
and revealed to the brain by machinery suitable to the particular purpose appears to have 
equal value of reality that is, it appears to be equally material. Do you follow me?'  
 

We nodded our assent, and Carnacki continued:  
 

'In the same way, were anything to threaten our psychic body we should have the 
impression, generally speaking, that it was our physical body that had been threatened, 
because our psychic sensations and impressions would be super-imposed upon our 
physical, in the same way that our psychic and our physical sight are super-imposed.  
 
'Our sensations would blend in such a way that it would be impossible to differentiate 
between what we felt physically and what we felt psychically. To explain better what I 
mean. A man may seem to himself, in a "ghostly" adventure, to fall actually. That is, to 
be falling in a physical sense; but all the while it may be his psychic entity, or being - call 
it what you will - that is falling. But to his brain there is presented the sensation of falling 
all together. Do you get me?  
 

'At the same time, please remember that the danger is none the less because it is 
his psychic body that falls. I am referring to the sensation I had of falling during the time 
of stepping across the mouth of that pit. My physical body could walk over it easily and 
feel the floor solid under me; but my psychic body was in very real danger of falling. 
Indeed, I may be said to have literally carried my psychic body over, held within me by 
the pull of my life-force. You see, to my psychic body the pit was as real and as actual as 
a coal pit would have been to my physical body. It was merely the pull of my life-force 
which prevented my psychic body from falling out of me, rather like a plummet, down 
through the everlasting depths in obedience to the giant pull of the monster.  
 



'As you will remember, the pull of the Hog was too great for my life-force to 
withstand, and, psychically, I began to fall. Immediately on my brain was recorded a 
sensation identical with that which would have been recorded on it had my actual 
physical body been falling. It was a mad risk I took, but as you know, I had to take it to 
get to the switch and the battery. When I had that physical sense of falling and seemed to 
see the black misty sides of the pit all around me, it was my mental eye recording upon 
the brain what it was seeing. My psychic body had actually begun to fall and was really 
below the edge of the pit but still in contact with me. In other words my physical 
magnetic and psychic "haloes" were still mingled. My physical body was still standing 
firmly upon the floor of the room, but if I had not each time by effort or will forced my 
physical body across to the side, my psychic body would have fallen completely out of 
"contact" with me, and gone like some ghostly meteorite, obedient to the pull of the Hog.  
 

'The curious sensation I had of forcing myself through an obstructing medium 
was not a physical sensation at all, as we understand that word, but rather the psychic 
sensation of forcing my entity to re-cross the "gap" that had already formed between my 
falling psychic body now below the edge of the pit and my physical body standing on the 
floor of the room. And that "gap" was full of a force that strove to prevent my body and 
soul from rejoining. It was a terrible experience. Do you remember how I could still see 
with my brain through the eyes of my psychic body, though it had already fallen some 
distance out of me? That is an extraordinary thing to remember.  
 

'However, to get ahead, all "ghostly" phenomena are extremely diffuse in a 
normal state. They become actively physically dangerous in all cases where they are 
concentrated. The best off-hand illustration I can think of is the all-familiar electricity - a 
force which, by the way, we are too prone to imagine we understand because we've 
named and harnessed it, to use a popular phrase. But we don't understand it at all! It is 
still a complete fundamental mystery. Well, electricity when diffused is an "imagined and 
unpictured something", but when concentrated it is sudden death. Have you got me in 
that?  
 

'Take, for instance, that explanation, as a very, very crude sort of illustration of 
what the Hog is. The Hog is one of those million-mile-long clouds of "nebulosity" lying 
in the Outer Circle. It is because of this that I term those clouds of force the Outer 
Monsters.  
 

'What they are exactly is a tremendous question to answer. I sometimes wonder 
whether Dodgson there realises just how impossible it is to answer some of his questions,' 
and Carnacki laughed.  
 

'But to make a brief attempt at it. There is around this planet, and presumably 
others, of course, circles of what I might call "emanations". This is an extremely light 
gas, or shall I say ether. Poor ether, it's been hard worked in its time!  
 



'Go back one moment to your school-days, and bear in mind that at one time the 
earth was just a sphere of extremely hot gases. These gases condensed in the form of 
materials and other "solid" matters; but there are some that are not yet solidified - 
air, for instance. Well, we have an earth-sphere of solid matter on which to stamp as 
solidly as we like; and round about that sphere there lies a ring of gases the constituents 
of which enter largely into all life, as we understand life - that is, air.  
 

'But this is not the only circle of gas which is floating round us. There are, as I 
have been forced to conclude, larger and more attenuated "gas" belts lying, zone on zone, 
far up and around us. These compose what I have called the inner circles. They are 
surrounded in turn by a circle or belt of what I have called, for want of a better word, 
"emanations".  
 

'This circle which I have named the Outer Circle can not lie less than a hundred 
thousand miles off the earth, and has a thickness which I have presumed to be anything 
between five and ten million miles. I believe, but I cannot prove, that it does not spin with 
the earth but in the opposite direction, for which a plausible cause might be found in the 
study of the theory upon which a certain electrical machine is constructed.  
 

'I have reason to believe that the spinning of this, the Outer Circle, is disturbed 
from time to time through causes which are quite unknown to me, but which I believe are 
based in physical phenomena. Now, the Outer Circle is the psychic circle, yet it is also 
physical. To illustrate what I mean I must again instance electricity, and say that just as 
electricity discovered itself to us as something quite different from any of our previous 
conceptions of matter, so is the Psychic or Outer Circle different from any of our 
previous conceptions of matter. Yet it is none the less physical in its origin, and in the 
sense that electricity is physical, the Outer or Psychic Circle is physical in its 
constituents. Speaking pictorially it is, physically, to the Inner Circle what the Inner 
Circle is to the upper strata of the air, and what the air - as we know that intimate gas - is 
to the waters and the waters to the solid world. You get my line of suggestion?'  
 

We all nodded, and Carnacki resumed.  
 

'Well, now let me apply all this to what I am leading up to. I suggest that these 
million-mile-long clouds of monstrosity with float in the Psychic or Outer Circle, are 
bred of the elements of that circle. They are tremendous psychic forces, bred out of its 
elements just as an octopus or shark is bred out of the sea, or a tiger or any other physical 
force is bred out of the elements of its earth-and-air surroundings.  
 

'To go further, a physical man is composed entirely from the constituents of earth 
and air, by which terms I include sunlight and water and "condiments"! In other words 
without earth and air he could not BE! Or to put it another way, earth and air breed 
within themselves the materials of the body and the brain, and therefore, presumably, the 
machine of intelligence.  
 



'Now apply this line of thought to the Psychic or Outer Cirde which though so 
attenuated that I may crudely presume it to be approximate to our conception of aether, 
yet contains all the elements for the production of certain phases of force and 
intelligence. But these elements are in a form as little like matter as the emanations of 
scent are like the scent itself. Equally, the force-and-intelligence-producing capacity of 
the Outer Circle no more approximates to the life-and-intelligence- producing capacity of 
the earth and air than the results of the Outer Circle constituents resemble the results of 
earth and air. I wonder whether I make it clear.  
 

'And so it seems to me we have the conception of a huge psychic world, bred out 
of the physical, lying far outside of this world and completely encompassing it, except for 
the doorways about which I hope to tell you some other evening. This enormous psychic 
world of the Outer Circle "breeds'- if I may use the term, its own psychic forces and 
intelligences, monstrous and otherwise, just as this world produces its own physical 
forces and intelligences - beings, animals, insects, etc., monstrous and otherwise.  
 

'The monstrosities of the Outer Circle are malignant towards all that we consider 
most desirable, just in the same way a shark or a tiger may be considered malignant, in a 
physical way, to all that we consider desirable. They are predatory - as all positive 
force is predatory. They have desires regarding us which are incredibly more dreadful to 
our minds when comprehended than an intelligent sheep would consider our desires 
towards its own carcass. They plunder and destroy to satisfy lusts and hungers 
exactly as other forms of existence plunder and destroy to satisfy their lusts and hungers. 
And the desire of these monsters is chiefly, if not always, for the psychic entity of the 
human.  
 

'But that's as much as I can tell you tonight. Some evening I want to tell you about 
the tremendous mystery of the Psychic Doorways. In the meantime, have I made things a 
bit clearer to you, Dodgson?'  
 

'Yes, and no,' I answered. 'You've been a brick to make the attempt, but there are 
still about ten thousand other things I want to know.'  
 

Carnacki stood up. 'Out you go!' he said using the recognised formula in friendly 
fashion. 'Out you go! I want a sleep.'  
 

And shaking him by the hand we strolled out on to the quiet Embankment. 
 

Afternote 
 The Ghostbreakers did not stop with Carnacki. Many pulp magazines like Weird 
Tales and Strange Tales featured occult detectives. Dark investigators could be found in 
cartoons and movies, later comic books and television shows. The typical “psychic 
doctor” became many different kinds of ghostbusters such as the television shows 
Charmed or the comics and films of Blade demonstrate. The ghostbreakers have become 
monsters themselves, monsters hunting monsters.  



 There are many other ghostbreakers I would have liked to include in this book but 
either because of copyright or space requirements I have not. I would like to recommend 
the following detectives and their authors: 
 
Father Brown by G. K. Chesterton 
Morris Klaw by Sax Rohmer 
Jules De Grandin by Seabury Quinn 
John Thunstone by Manly Wade Wellman 
Doc Savage by Kenneth Robeson 
Dr. Gideon Fell by John Dickson Carr 
Neil Orsen by Dennis Wheatley 
Simon Ark by Edward D. Hoch 
Johnny Dixon by John Bellairs 
 
You can learn more about these and other ghostbreakers at my website: 
http://occultdetective.tripod.com/index.html 
 
Collection and notes Copyright 2003 G. W. Thomas  Excerpt from “Body of Work” 
copyright G. W. Thomas. This entire book is copyright Cyber-pulp 2003. 
 


	Book of the Black Sun
	
	And now without further delay…


	Prologue
	Martin Hesselius, the German physician

	Chapter II:
	The doctor questions Lady Mary and she answers
	How Mr. Jennings met his companion
	The third stage
	
	The Discovery In Paul Street
	Chapter VII


	Chapter 1
	
	Chapter 2
	Chapter 3
	Chapter 4
	Chapter 5
	Chapter 6
	Chapter 7
	Neil Orsen by Dennis Wheatley




