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SYNOPSIS




Professor Parkins, a rational scholar on holiday at Burnstow, discovers an ancient bronze whistle among the ruins of a Templar preceptory. Curious, he blows it, unwittingly summoning a terrifying presence that takes shape in the bedclothes of his hotel room. Despite his disbelief in the supernatural, Parkins faces a nightmarish encounter—only saved by the timely intervention of Colonel Wilson, who disposes of the whistle.
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NOTICE




This text is a work in the public domain and reflects the norms, values and perspectives of its time. Some readers may find parts of this content offensive or disturbing, given the evolution in social norms and in our collective understanding of issues of equality, human rights and mutual respect. We ask readers to approach this material with an understanding of the historical era in which it was written, recognizing that it may contain language, ideas or descriptions that are incompatible with today's ethical and moral standards.




Names from foreign languages will be preserved in their original form, with no translation.




 








“OH, WHISTLE, AND I’LL COME TO YOU, MY LAD”






 




“I suppose you will be getting away pretty soon, now Full

Term is over, Professor,” said a person not in the story to the Professor of Ontography,

soon after they had sat down next to each other at a feast in the hospitable hall

of St James’s College.




The Professor was young, neat, and precise in speech.




“Yes,” he said; “my friends have been making me take up

golf this term, and I mean to go to the East Coast—in point of fact to Burnstow—(I

dare say you know it) for a week or ten days, to improve my game. I hope to get

off tomorrow.”




“Oh, Parkins,” said his neighbour on the other side, “if

you are going to Burnstow, I wish you would look at the site of the Templars’ preceptory,

and let me know if you think it would be any good to have a dig there in the summer.”




It was, as you might suppose, a person of antiquarian pursuits

who said this, but, since he merely appears in this prologue, there is no need to

give his entitlements.




“Certainly,” said Parkins, the Professor: “if you will

describe to me whereabouts the site is, I will do my best to give you an idea of

the lie of the land when I get back; or I could write to you about it, if you would

tell me where you are likely to be.”




“Don’t trouble to do that, thanks. It’s only that I’m thinking

of taking my family in that direction in the Long, and it occurred to me that, as

very few of the English preceptories have ever been properly planned, I might have

an opportunity of doing something useful on off-days.”




The Professor rather sniffed at the idea that planning

out a preceptory could be described as useful. His neighbour continued:




“The site—I doubt if there is anything showing above ground—must

be down quite close to the beach now. The sea has encroached tremendously, as you

know, all along that bit of coast. I should think, from the map, that it must be

about three-quarters of a mile from the Globe Inn, at the north end of the town.

Where are you going to stay?”




“Well, at the Globe Inn, as a matter of fact,” said

Parkins; “I have engaged a room there. I couldn’t get in anywhere else; most of

the lodging-houses are shut up in winter, it seems; and, as it is, they tell me

that the only room of any size I can have is really a double-bedded one, and that

they haven’t a corner in which to store the other bed, and so on. But I must have

a fairly large room, for I am taking some books down, and mean to do a bit of work;

and though I don’t quite fancy having an empty bed—not to speak of two—in what I

may call for the time being my study, I suppose I can manage to rough it for the

short time I shall be there.”




“Do you call having an extra bed in your room roughing

it, Parkins?” said a bluff person opposite. “Look here, I shall come down and occupy

it for a bit; it’ll be company for you.”




The Professor quivered, but managed to laugh in a courteous

manner.




“By all means, Rogers; there’s nothing I should like better.

But I’m afraid you would find it rather dull; you don’t play golf, do you?”




“No, thank Heaven!” said rude Mr Rogers.




“Well, you see, when I’m not writing I shall most likely

be out on the links, and that, as I say, would be rather dull for you, I’m afraid.”




“Oh, I don’t know! There’s certain to be somebody I know

in the place; but, of course, if you don’t want me, speak the word, Parkins; I shan’t

be offended. Truth, as you always tell us, is never offensive.”




Parkins was, indeed, scrupulously polite and strictly truthful.

It is to be feared that Mr Rogers sometimes practised upon his knowledge of these

characteristics. In Parkins’s breast there was a conflict now raging, which for

a moment or two did not allow him to answer. That interval being over, he said:




“Well, if you want the exact truth, Rogers, I was considering

whether the room I speak of would really be large enough to accommodate us both

comfortably; and also whether (mind, I shouldn’t have said this if you hadn’t pressed

me) you would not constitute something in the nature of a hindrance to my work.”




Rogers laughed loudly.




“Well done, Parkins!” he said. “It’s all right. I promise

not to interrupt your work; don’t you disturb yourself about that. No, I won’t come

if you don’t want me; but I thought I should do so nicely to keep the ghosts off.”

Here he might have been seen to wink and to nudge his next neighbour. Parkins might

also have been seen to become pink. “I beg pardon, Parkins,” Rogers continued; “I

oughtn’t to have said that. I forgot you didn’t like levity on these topics.”




“Well,” Parkins said, “as you have mentioned the matter,

I freely own that I do not like careless talk about what you call ghosts.

A man in my position,” he went on, raising his voice a little, “cannot, I find,

be too careful about appearing to sanction the current beliefs on such subjects.

As you know, Rogers, or as you ought to know; for I think I have never concealed

my views—”




“No, you certainly have not, old man,” put in Rogers sotto

voce.




“—I hold that any semblance, any appearance of concession

to the view that such things might exist is equivalent to a renunciation of all

that I hold most sacred. But I’m afraid I have not succeeded in securing your attention.”




“Your undivided attention, was what Dr Blimber actually

said,” Rogers interrupted, with every appearance of an earnest desire for accuracy.

“But I beg your pardon, Parkins: I’m stopping you.”









Mr

Rogers was wrong, vide Dombey and Son, chapter xii.









“No, not at all,” said Parkins. “I don’t remember Blimber;

perhaps he was before my time. But I needn’t go on. I’m sure you know what I mean.”




“Yes, yes,” said Rogers, rather hastily—“just so. We’ll

go into it fully at Burnstow, or somewhere.”




In repeating the above dialogue I have tried to give the

impression which it made on me, that Parkins was something of an old woman—rather

henlike, perhaps, in his little ways; totally destitute, alas! of the sense of humour,

but at the same time dauntless and sincere in his convictions, and a man deserving

of the greatest respect. Whether or not the reader has gathered so much, that was

the character which Parkins had.
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