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  About Joseph Sheridan Le Fanu


  Joseph Sheridan Le Fanu (1814–1873) was an Irish writer renowned for his masterful contributions to gothic fiction and supernatural tales. Often referred to as the "invisible prince" of Victorian literature, Le Fanu carved out a lasting legacy with his chilling narratives and atmospheric storytelling.




  Le Fanu began his literary career as a journalist and editor before gaining recognition as a leading author of ghost stories and mysteries. His work blends psychological depth with gothic horror, creating suspenseful tales that linger in the reader’s imagination. He is perhaps best known for Carmilla (1872), one of the earliest and most influential vampire stories, predating Bram Stoker’s Dracula by over two decades.




  Among his other notable works are Uncle Silas, a sinister mystery novel, and In a Glass Darkly, a collection of eerie tales framed as case studies of a fictional doctor. Le Fanu’s fiction often explores themes of fear, repression, madness, and the supernatural, set against the backdrop of crumbling estates and dark secrets.




  Though somewhat overlooked in his lifetime, Joseph Sheridan Le Fanu is now recognized as a foundational figure in the gothic tradition, influencing generations of horror and mystery writers. His subtle, psychological approach to the genre continues to captivate readers around the world.








[The Editor of the UNIVERSITY MAGAZINE submits the following

very remarkable statement, with every detail of which he has been

for some years acquainted, upon the ground that it affords the most

authentic and ample relation of a series of marvellous phenoma, in

nowise connected with what is technically termed "spiritualism,"

which he has anywhere met with. All the persons—and there are many

of them living—upon whose separate evidence some parts, and upon

whose united testimony others, of this most singular recital

depend, are, in their several walks of life, respectable, and such

as would in any matter of judicial investigation be deemed wholly

unexceptionable witnesses. There is not an incident here recorded

which would not have been distinctly deposed to on oath had any

necessity existed, by the persons who severally, and some of them

in great fear, related their own distinct experiences. The Editor

begs most pointedly to meet in limine the suspicion, that

he is elaborating a trick, or vouching for another ghost of Mrs.

Veal. As a mere story the narrative is valueless: its sole claim to

attention is its absolute truth. For the good faith of its relator

he pledges his own and the character of this Magazine. With the

Editor's concurrence, the name of the watering-place, and some

special circumstances in no essential way bearing upon the peculiar

character of the story, but which might have indicated the

locality, and possibly annoyed persons interested in house property

there, have been suppressed by the narrator. Not the slightest

liberty has been taken with the narrative, which is presented

precisely in the terms in which the writer of it, who employs

throughout the first person, would, if need were, fix it in the

form of an affidavit.]


 


Within the last eight years—the precise date I purposely omit—I

I was ordered by my physician, my health being in an unsatisfactory

state, to change my residence to one upon the sea-coast; and

accordingly, I took a house for a year in a fashionable

watering-place, at a moderate distance from the city in which I had

previously resided, and connected with it by a railway.


Winter was setting in when my removal thither was decided upon;

but there was nothing whatever dismal or depressing in the change.

The house I had taken was to all appearance, and in point of

convenience, too, quite a modern one. It formed one in a cheerful

row, with small gardens in front, facing the sea, and commanding

sea air and sea views in perfection. In the rear it had coach-house

and stable, and between them and the house a considerable

grass-plot, with some flower-beds, interposed.


Our family consisted of my wife and myself, with three children,

the eldest about nine years old, she and the next in age being

girls; and the youngest, between six and seven, a boy. To these

were added six servants, whom, although for certain reasons I

decline giving their real names, I shall indicate, for the sake of

clearness, by arbitrary ones. There was a nurse, Mrs. Southerland;

a nursery-maid, Ellen Page; the cook, Mrs. Greenwood; and the

housemaid, Ellen Faith; a butler, whom I shall call Smith, and his

son, James, about two-and-twenty.


We came out to take possession at about seven o'clock in the

evening; every thing was comfortable and cheery; good fires

lighted, the rooms neat and airy, and a general air of preparation

and comfort, highly conducive to good spirits and pleasant

anticipations.


The sitting-rooms were large and cheerful, and they and the

bed-rooms more than ordinarily lofty, the kitchen and servants'

rooms, on the same level, were well and comfortably furnished, and

had, like the rest of the house, an air of recent painting and

fitting up, and a completely modern character, which imparted a

very cheerful air of cleanliness and convenience.


There had been just enough of the fuss of settling agreeably to

occupy us, and to give a pleasant turn to our thoughts after we had

retired to our rooms. Being an invalid, I had a small bed to

myself—resigning the four-poster to my wife. The candle was

extinguished, but a night-light was burning. I was coming up

stairs, and she, already in bed, had just dismissed her maid, when

we were both startled by a wild scream from her room; I found her

in a state of the extremest agitation and terror. She insisted that

she had seen an unnaturally tall figure come beside her bed and

stand there. The light was too faint to enable her to define any

thing respecting this apparition, beyond the fact of her having

most distinctly seen such a shape, colourless from the

insufficiency of the light to disclose more than its dark

outline.


We both endeavoured to re-assure her. The room once more looked

so cheerful in the candlelight, that we were quite uninfluenced by

the contagion of her terrors. The movements and voices of the

servants down stairs still getting things into their places and

completing our comfortable arrangements, had also their effect in

steeling us against any such influence, and we set the whole thing

down as a dream, or an imperfectly-seen outline of the

bed-curtains. When, however, we were alone, my wife reiterated,

still in great agitation, her clear assertion that she had most

positively seen, being at the time as completely awake as ever she

was, precisely what she had described to us. And in this conviction

she continued perfectly firm.





OEBPS/Images/16.AnAuthenticNarrativeofaHauntedHouse.jpg
AN AUTHENTIC NARRIATIVE
OF A HAUNTED HOUSE
J. SHERIDIAN LE FANU

Echoes & Pages Press






