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INTRODUCTION by Lisa Morton and Leslie S. Klinger



“We are encompassed on all sides by wonders, and we can scarcely set our foot upon the ground, without trampling upon some marvellous production that our whole life and all our faculties would not suffice to comprehend.”

—Catherine Crowe, from The Night-Side of Nature



The Industrial Revolution brought progress to Europe in many fields, including mass murder. The Napoleonic Wars killed upwards of four million people, and various wars of independence added hundreds of thousands more. As violent deaths were added to the tolls of disease and hunger, a desire to communicate with the dead and to receive some reassurance that there was a life after death sparked intense interest in ghosts and the persistence of spirits. The nineteenth century was awash in ghosts as a result.

In part, this fascination with ghosts manifested in the sudden rise of séances and the growth of Spiritualism. In addition, spooky regional lore was collected by writers like Catherine Crowe in her hugely influential The Night-Side of Nature (1848). Tales of ghosts and related otherworldly beings filled the pages of the magazines and books that had come about with new printing technologies such as wood engraving (replacing copperplate), lithography, and a range of photomechanical means of reproduction.

As editors working together, we have now produced four volumes of early supernatural fiction; as readers, we’ve been enthralled by such stories our entire lives. You might think that by now we’d have discovered every significant ghost story of the last two centuries. Instead, we are continually delighted to discover new gems that we can’t wait to share. How is it possible that the larders of literary history remain so packed with hidden treasures?

During the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, ghostly stories were as common as any other type of story; they weren’t relegated to either their own periodicals or publishing’s cobwebbed back corners. Pick up any major magazine from, say, 1870, whether it’s an issue of Harper’s Monthly Magazine or All the Year Round (founded by Charles Dickens), and it’s virtually certain that you’ll find a haunted tale among the serialized novels and short stories recounting adventures, mysteries, memoirs, and romances. Although some authors wrote only supernatural tales, most wrote stories about whatever interested them, unburdened by any publisher’s or bookseller’s demand that they confine themselves to a single type of story. When authors produced collections of their work, they sometimes gathered the ghost tales into a separate book, but quite often they simply placed them among their other nonsupernatural stories.

Ghost stories were in demand for Christmas publications, a specialized market that not only published work like Charles Dickens’s A Christmas Carol, but also ghost stories by other authors in the Christmas issues of his magazines (at first Household Words, then All the Year Round, which was edited by Charles Dickens Jr. after the elder Dickens passed on). However, after Dickens noted in a letter dated March 8, 1855, that he had found “the best Ghost story [sent by a lady for Household Words] that ever was written,” he didn’t hold the piece until the following Christmas, as would have been customary, but instead published “A Ghost Story” (which appears in this book under its revised title “M. Anastasius”) by Dinah Mulock in the March 24 issue of Household Words. Ghost stories, in other words, were popular all the year round (pun intended).

Why have some of these excellent spine-chillers been consigned to history’s mausoleums? Certain stories—like Oscar Wilde’s “The Canterville Ghost,” included in this book—have been frequently anthologized and adapted to other forms. The ghost stories of M. R. James, F. Marion Crawford, and Algernon Blackwood (the latter two represented herein by “The Screaming Skull” and “The Kit-Bag,” respectively) are still beloved by genre fans. But others have been undeservedly neglected. Perhaps it’s simply that many were published in a disposable (i.e., magazine) form, so that contemporary readers don’t know where to find them. Perhaps it’s because (in the case of authors like Braddon, Wells, and Kipling) other work by the authors has overshadowed or obscured the merits of these stories.

We believe the tales we’ve chosen for this book (and the three volumes that came before it) remain as entertaining now as they were for readers a century or more ago. Although some include words or phrases that need footnotes and some deal with classes of society that have vanished, their emotional cores are still frightening, disturbing, tragic, moving, and even sometimes ecstatic. The best ghost stories are fundamentally about the living, and people haven’t really changed much in 200 years. The mysteries of death are as impenetrable as ever, and a love for tales of supernatural dread and a longing for a glimpse of the afterlife remain part of the human condition.

It is unfortunate that the narrow categories of “genre” may consign certain great and true works of literature to the back shelves. We hope all lovers of fiction will be as drawn to these wonderful works as we were. If, after reading these, you see the world a little differently than you did before, the authors—and we—will have accomplished their purpose!

—Lisa Morton and Leslie S. Klinger





JOSEPH SHERIDAN LE FANU (1814–1873) was born into an Irish family of writers—his great-uncle Richard Brinsley Sheridan was the author of such classic plays as The School for Scandal, and his niece, Rhoda Broughton, wrote an acclaimed collection of ghost stories (Tales of Christmas Eve, 1873). Although Le Fanu may be most revered for his highly influential vampire novella Carmilla (1872), he is also an important figure in the development of the ghost story; the writer E. F. Benson praised his use of atmosphere and noted that “as a ‘flesh-creeper’ he is unrivalled,” while M. R. James admired him so much that he wrote the introduction for the 1925 edition of Le Fanu’s posthumously published collection Madam Crowl’s Ghost and Other Tales of Mystery. “The Ghost and the Bone-Setter” was both Le Fanu’s first published short story and the first in the cycle of stories supposedly taken from the paper of Father Francis Purcell (these stories would be collected in the 1880 book The Purcell Papers); it was initially published anonymously in the January 1838 issue of Dublin University Magazine.

THE GHOST AND THE BONE-SETTER by Joseph Sheridan Le Fanu (1838)


In looking over the papers of my late valued and respected friend, Francis Purcell, who for nearly fifty years discharged the arduous duties of a parish priest in the south of Ireland, I met with the following document. It is one of many such; for he was a curious and industrious collector of old local traditions—a commodity in which the quarter where he resided mightily abounded. The collection and arrangement of such legends was, as long as I can remember him, his hobby; but I had never learned that his love of the marvellous and whimsical had carried him so far as to prompt him to commit the results of his enquiries to writing, until, in the character of residuary legatee, his will put me in possession of all his manuscript papers. To such as may think the composing of such productions as these inconsistent with the character and habits of a country priest, it is necessary to observe, that there did exist a race of priests—those of the old school, a race now nearly extinct—whose habits were from many causes more refined, and whose tastes more literary than are those of the alumni of Maynooth.I

It is perhaps necessary to add that the superstition illustrated by the following story, namely, that the corpse last buried is obliged, during his juniority of interment, to supply his brother tenants of the church-yard in which he lies, with fresh water to allay the burning thirst of purgatory, is prevalent throughout the south of Ireland. The writer can vouch for a case in which a respectable and wealthy farmer, on the borders of Tipperary,II in tenderness to the corns of his departed helpmate, enclosed in her coffin two pair of brogues, a light and a heavy, the one for dry, the other for sloppy weather; seeking thus to mitigate the fatigues of her inevitable perambulations in procuring water, and administering it to the thirsty souls of purgatory. Fierce and desperate conflicts have ensued in the case of two funeral parties approaching the same church-yard together, each endeavouring to secure to his own dead priority of sepulture, and a consequent immunity from the tax levied upon the pedestrian powers of the last comer. An instance not long since occurred, in which one of two such parties, through fear of losing to their deceased friend this inestimable advantage, made their way to the church-yard by a short cut, and in violation of one of their strongest prejudices, actually threw the coffin over the wall, lest time should be lost in making their entrance through the gate. Innumerable instances of the same kind might be quoted, all tending to shew how strongly, among the peasantry of the south, this superstition is entertained.III However, I shall not detain the reader further, by any prefatory remarks, but shall proceed to lay before him the following—


EXTRACT FROM THE MS. PAPERS OF THE LATE REV. FRANCIS PURCELL, OF DRUMCOOLAGH.IV

I tell the following particulars, as nearly as I can recollect them, in the words of the narrator. It may be necessary to observe that he was what is termed a well-spoken man, having for a considerable time instructed the ingenious youth of his native parish in such of the liberal arts and sciences as he found it convenient to profess—a circumstance which may account for the occurrence of several big words, in the course of this narrative, more distinguished for euphonious effect, than for correctness of application. I proceed then, without further preface, to lay before you the wonderful adventures of Terry Neil.

“Why, thin, ‘tis a quare story, an’ as thrue as you’re sittin’ there; and I’d make bould to say there isn’t a boy in the seven parishes could tell it better nor crickther than myself, for ‘twas my father himself it happened to, an’ manys the time I heerd it out iv his own mouth; an’ I can say, an’ I’m proud av that same, my father’s word was as incredible as any squire’s oath in the counthry; and so signs an’ if a poor man got into any unlucky throuble, he was the boy id go into the court an’ prove; but that doesn’t signify—he was as honest and as sober a man, barrin’ he was a little bit too partial to the glass, as you’d find in a day’s walk; an’ there wasn’t the likes of him in the counthry round for nate labourin’ an’ baan diggin’;V and he was mighty handy entirely for carpenther’s work, and mendin’ ould spudethrees, an’ the likes i’ that. An’ so he tuck up with bone-setting, as was most nathural, for none of them could come up to him in mendin’ the leg iv a stool or a table; an’ sure, there never was a bone-setter got so much custom—man an’ child, young an’ ould—there never was such breakin’ and mendin’ of bones known in the memory of man. Well, Terry Neil, for that was my father’s name, began to feel his heart growin’ light, and his purse heavy; an’ he took a bit iv a farm in Squire Phelim’sVI ground, just undher the ould castle, an’ a pleasant little spot it was; an’ day an’ mornin’, poor crathursVII not able to put a foot to the ground, with broken arms and broken legs, id be comin’ ramblin’ in from all quarters to have their bones spliced up. Well, yer honour, all this was as well as well could be; but it was customary when Sir Phelim id go any where out iv the country, for some iv the tinants to sit up to watch in the ould castle, just for a kind of compliment to the ould family—an’ a mighty unpleasant compliment it was for the tinants, for there wasn’t a man of them but knew there was some thing quare about the ould castle. The neighbours had it, that the squire’s ould grandfather, as good a gintleman, God be with him, as I heer’d, as ever stood in shoe leather, used to keep walkin’ about in the middle iv the night, ever sinst he bursted a blood vessel pullin’ out a cork out iv a bottle, as you or I might be doin’, and will too, plase God; but that doesn’t signify. So, as I was sayin’, the ould squire used to come down out of the frame, where his picthur was hung up, and to break the bottles and glasses, God be marciful to us all, an’ dhrink all he could come at—an’ small blame to him for that same; and then if any of the family id be comin’ in, he id be up again in his place, looking as quite an’ innocent as if he didn’t know any thing about it—the mischievous ould chap.

“Well, your honour, as I was sayin’, one time the family up at the castle was stayin’ in Dublin for a week or two; and so as usual, some of the tinants had to sit up in the castle, and the third night it kem to my father’s turn. ‘Oh, tare an’ ouns,VIII’ says he unto himself, ‘an’ must I sit up all night, and that ould vagabond of a sperit, glory be to God,’ says he, ‘serenading through the house, an’ doin’ all sorts iv mischief.’ However, there was no gettin’ aff, and so he put a bould face on it, an’ he went up at night-fall with a bottle of pottieen,IX and another of holy wather.

“It was rainin’ smart enough, an’ the evenin’ was darksome and gloomy, when my father got in; and what with the rain he got, and the holy wather he sprinkled on himself, it wasn’t long till he had to swallee a cup iv the pottieen, to keep the cowld out iv his heart. It was the ould steward, Lawrence Connor, that opened the door—and he an’ my father wor always very great. So when he seen who it was, an’ my father tould him how it was his turn to watch in the castle, he offered to sit up along with him; and you may be sure my father wasn’t sorry for that same. So says Larry,

“ ‘We’ll have a bit iv fire in the parlour,’ says he.

“ ‘An’ why not in the hall?’ says my father, for he knew that the squire’s picthur was hung in the parlour.

“ ‘No fire can be lit in the hall,’ says Lawrence, ‘for there’s an ould jackdaw’s nest in the chimney.’

“ ‘Oh thin,’ says my father, “let us stop in the kitchen, for it’s very unproper for the likes iv me to be sittin’ in the parlour,’ says he.

“ ‘Oh, Terry, that can’t be,’ says Lawrence; ‘if we keep up the ould custom at all, we may as well keep it up properly,’ says he.

“ ‘Divil sweep the ould custom,’ says my father—to himself, do ye mind, for he didn’t like to let Lawrence see that he was more afeard himself.

“ ‘Oh, very well,’ says he. ‘I’m agreeable, Lawrence,’ says he; and so down they both went to the kitchen, until the fire id be lit in the parlour—an’ that same wasn’t long doin’.

“Well, your honour, they soon wint up again, an’ sat down mighty comfortable by the parlour fire, and they beginn’d to talk, an’ to smoke, an’ to dhrink a small taste iv the pottieen; and, moreover, they had a good rousing fire of bogwood and turf, to warm their shins over.

“Well, sir, as I was sayin’ they kep’ convarsin’ and smokin’ together most agreeable, until Lawrence beginn’d to get sleepy, as was but nathural for him, for he was an ould sarvint man, and was used to a great dale iv sleep.

“ ‘Sure it’s impossible,’ says my father, ‘it’s gettin’ sleepy you are?’

“ ‘Oh, divil a taste,” says Larry; “I’m only shuttin’ my eyes,’ says he, ‘to keep out the parfume of the tibacky smoke, that’s makin’ them wather,’ says he. ‘So don’t you mind other people’s business,’ says he, stiff enough, for he had a mighty high stomach av his own (rest his sowl), ‘and go on,’ says he, ‘with your story, for I’m listenin’,’ says he, shuttin’ down his eyes.

“Well, when my father seen spakin’ was no use, he went on with his story. By the same token, it was the story of Jim Soolivan and his ould goat he was tellin’—an’ a pleasant story it is—an’ there was so much divarsion in it, that it was enough to waken a dormouse, let alone to pervint a Christian goin’ asleep. But, faix,X the way my father tould it, I believe there never was the likes heerd sinst nor before, for he bawled out every word av it, as if the life was fairly leavin’ him, thrying to keep ould Larry awake; but, faix, it was no use, for the hoorsness came an him, an’ before he kem to the end of his story, Larry O’Connor beginned to snore like a bagpipes.

“ ‘Oh, blur an’ agres,’ says my father, ‘isn’t this a hard case,’ says he, ‘that ould villain, lettin’ on to be my friend, and to go asleep this way, an’ us both in the very room with a sperit,’ says he. ‘The crass o’ Christ about us,’ says he; and with that he was goin’ to shake Lawrence to waken him, but he just remimbered if he roused him, that he’d surely go off to his bed, an’ lave him complately alone, an’ that id be by far worse.

“ ‘Oh thin,’ says my father, ‘I’ll not disturb the poor boy. It id be neither friendly nor good-nathured,’ says he, ‘to tormint him while he is asleep,’ says he; ‘only I wish I was the same way, myself,’ says he.

“An’ with that he beginned to walk up an’ down, an’ sayin’ his prayers, until he worked himself into a sweat, savin’ your presence. But it was all no good; so he dhrunk about a pint of sperits, to compose his mind.

“ ‘Oh,’ says he, ‘I wish to the Lord I was as asy in my mind as Larry there. Maybe,’ says he, ‘if I thried I could go asleep;’ an’ with that he pulled a big arm-chair close beside Lawrence, an’ settled himself in it as well as he could.

“But there was one quare thing I forgot to tell you. He couldn’t help, in spite av himself, lookin’ now an’ thin at the picthur, an’ he immediately obsarved that the eyes av it was follyin’ him about, an’ starin’ at him, an’ winkin’ at him, wheriver he wint. ‘Oh,’ says he, when he seen that, ‘it’s a poor chance I have,’ says he; ‘an’ bad luck was with me the day I kem into this unforthunate place,’ says he; ‘but any way there’s no use in bein’ freckenedXI now,’ says he; ‘for if I am to die, I may as well parspire undaunted,’ says he.

“Well, your honour, he thried to keep himself quite an’ asy, an’ he thought two or three times he might have wint asleep, but for the way the storm was groanin’ and creekin’ through the great heavy branches outside, an’ whistlin’ through the ould chimnies iv the castle. Well, afther one great roarin’ blast iv the wind, you’d think the walls iv the castle was just goin’ to fall, quite an’ clane, with the shakin’ iv it. All av a suddint the storm stopt, as silent an’ as quite as if it was a July evenin’. Well, your honour, it wasn’t stopped blowin’ for three minnites, before he thought he hard a sort iv a noise over the chimney-piece; an’ with that my father just opened his eyes the smallest taste in life, an’ sure enough he seen the ould squire gettin’ out iv the picthur, for all the world as if he was throwin’ aff his ridin’ coat, until he stept out clane an’ complate, out av the chimly-piece, an’ thrun himself down an the floor. Well, the slieveenXII ould chap—an’ my father thought it was the dirtiest turn iv all—before he beginned to do anything out iv the way, he stopped for a while to listen wor they both asleep; an’ as soon as he thought all was quite, he put out his hand and tuck hould iv the whiskey bottle, an dhrank at laste a pint iv it. Well, your honour, when he tuck his turn out iv it, he settled it back mighty cute intirely, in the very same spot it was in before. An’ he beginn’d to walk up an’ down the room, lookin’ as sober an’ as solid as if he never done the likes at all. An’ whinever he went apast my father, he thought he felt a great scent of brimstone, an’ it was that that freckened him entirely; for he knew it was brimstone that was burned in hell, savin’ your presence. At any rate, he often heer’d it from Father Murphy, an’ he had a right to know what belonged to it—he’s dead since, God rest him. Well, your honour, my father was asy enough until the sperit kem past him; so close, God be marciful to us all, that the smell iv the sulphur tuck the breath clane out iv him; an’ with that he tuck such a fit iv coughin’, that it al-a-most shuck him out iv the chair he was sittin’ in.

“ ‘Ho, ho!’ says the squire, stoppin’ short about two steps aff, and turnin’ round facin’ my father, ‘is it you that’s in it?—an’ how’s all with you, Terry Neil?’

“ ‘At your honour’s sarvice,’ says my father (as well as the fright id let him, for he was more dead than alive), ‘an’ it’s proud I am to see your honour to-night,’ says he.

“ ‘Terence,’ says the squire, ‘you’re a respectable man’ (an’ it was thrue for him), ‘an industhrious, sober man, an’ an example of inebriety to the whole parish,’ says he.

“ ‘Thank your honour,’ says my father, gettin’ courage, ‘you were always a civil spoken gintleman, God rest your honour.’

“ ‘Rest my honour,” says the sperit (fairly gettin’ red in the face with the madness), ‘Rest my honour?’ says he. ‘Why, you ignorant spalpeen,XIII’ says he, ‘you mane, niggarlyXIV ignoramush,’ says he, ‘where did you lave your manners?’ says he. ‘If I am dead, it’s no fault iv mine,’ says he; ‘an’ it’s not to be thrun in my teeth at every hand’s turn, by the likes iv you,’ says he, stampin’ his foot an the flure, that you’d think the boords id smash undher him.

“ ‘Oh,’ says my father, ‘I’m only a foolish, ignorant poor man,’ says he.

“ ‘You’re nothing else,’ says the squire: ‘but any way,’ says he, ‘it’s not to be listenin’ to your gosther,XV nor convarsin’ with the likes iv you, that I came up—down I mane,’ says he—(an’ as little as the mistake was, my father tuck notice iv it). ‘Listen to me now, Terence Neil,’ says he, ‘I was always a good masther to Pathrick Neil, your grandfather,’ says he.

“ ‘Tis thrue for your honour,’ says my father.

“ ‘And, moreover, I think I was always a sober, riglar gintleman,’ says the squire.

“ ‘That’s your name, sure enough,’ says my father (though it was a big lie for him, but he could not help it).

“ ‘Well,’ says the sperit, ‘although I was as sober as most men—at laste as most gintlemen’—says he; ‘an’ though I was at different pariods a most extempory Christian, and most charitable and inhuman to the poor,’ says he, ‘for all that I’m not as asy where I am now,’ says he, ‘as I had a right to expect,’ says he.

“ ‘An’ more’s the pity,’ says my father. ‘Maybe your honour id wish to have a word with Father Murphy?’

“ ‘Hould your tongue, you misherable bliggard,’ says the squire; ‘it’s not iv my sowl I’m thinkin’—an’ I wondher you’d have the impitence to talk to a gintleman consarnin’ his sowl—and when I want that fixed,’ says he, slappin’ his thigh, ‘I’ll go to them that knows what belongs to the likes,’ says he. ‘It’s not my sowl,’ says he, sittin’ down opposite my father; ‘it’s not my sowl that’s annoyin’ me most—I’m unasy on my right leg,’ says he, ‘that I bruck at Glenvarloch coverXVI the day I killed black Barney.’

“(My father found out afther, it was a favourite horse that fell undher him, afther leapin’ the big fince that runs along by the glen.)

“ ‘I hope,’ says my father, ‘your honour’s not unasy about the killin’ iv him?’

“ ‘Hould your tongue, ye fool,’ said the squire, “an’ I’ll tell you why I’m unasy on my leg,’ says he. ‘In the place, where I spend most iv my time,’ says he, ‘except the little leisure I have for lookin’ about me here,’ says he, ‘I have to walk a great dale more than I was ever used to,’ says he, ‘and by far more than is good for me either,’ says he; ‘for I must tell you,’ says he, ‘the people where I am is ancommonly fond iv could wather, for there is nothin’ betther to be had; an’, moreover, the weather is hotter than is altogether plisint,” says he; ‘and I’m appinted,’ says he, ‘to assist in carryin’ the wather, an’ gets a mighty poor share iv it myself,’ says he, ‘an’ a mighty throublesome, warin’ job it is, I can tell you,’ says he; ‘for they’re all iv them surprisingly dhry, an’ dhrinks it as fast as my legs can carry it,’ says he; ‘but what kills me intirely,’ says he, ‘is the wakeness in my leg,’ says he, ‘an’ I want you to give it a pull or two to bring it to shape,’ says he, ‘and that’s the long an’ the short iv it,’ says he.

“ ‘Oh, plase your honour,’ says my father (for he didn’t like to handle the sperit at all), ‘I wouldn’t have the impitence to do the likes to your honour,’ says he; ‘it’s only to poor crathurs like myself I’d do it to,’ says he.

“ ‘None iv your blarney,’ says the squire, ‘here’s my leg,’ says he, cockin’ it up to him, ‘pull it for the bare life,’ says he; ‘an’ if you don’t, by the immortial powers I’ll not lave a bone in your carcish I’ll not powdher,’ says he.

“When my father heerd that, he seen there was no use in purtendin’, so he tuck hould iv the leg, an’ he kep’ pullin’ an’ pullin’, till the sweat, God bless us, beginned to pour down his face.

“ ‘Pull, you divil,’ says the squire.

“ ‘At your sarvice, your honour,’ says my father.

“ ‘Pull harder,’ says the squire.

“My father pulled like the divil.

“ ‘I’ll take a little sup,’ says the squire, rachin’ over his hand to the bottle, ‘to keep up my courage,’ says he, lettin’ an to be very wake in himself intirely. But, as cute as he was, he was out here, for he tuck the wrong one. ‘Here’s to your good health, Terence,’ says he; ‘an’ now pull like the very divil,’ an’ with that he lifted the bottle of holy wather, but it was hardly to his mouth, whin he let a screech out, you’d think the room id fairly split with it, an’ made one chuck that sent the leg clane aff his body in my father’s hands; down wint the squire over the table, an’ bang wint my father half way across the room on his back, upon the flure. Whin he kem to himself the cheerful mornin’ sun was shinin’ through the windy shutthers, an’ he was lying flat an his back, with the leg iv one of the great ould chairs pulled clane out iv the socket an’ tight in his hand, pintin’ up to the ceilin’, an’ ould Larry fast asleep, an’ snorin’ as loud as ever. My father wint that mornin’ to Father Murphy, an’ from that to the day of his death, he never neglected confission nor mass, an’ what he tould was betther believed that he spake av it but seldom. An’, as for the squire, that is the sperit, whether it was that he did not like his liquor, or by rason iv the loss iv his leg, he was never known to walk again.’







On March 8, 1855, Charles Dickens wrote a letter to his friend Angela Burdett-Coutts in which he noted, “I think I have just got the best Ghost story (sent by a lady for Household Words) that ever was written…” Dickens published “A Ghost Story” two weeks later in his magazine Household Words; the “lady” was author DINAH MULOCK. Born in 1826, by 1855 she had already published several novels and enough short stories for a collection called Avillion and Other Tales (1853). In 1856, she published her most famous work, the novel John Halifax, Gentleman; in 1865, she married George Lillie Craik, a partner in the Macmillan publishing company. When she reprinted “A Ghost Story” in her 1857 collection Nothing New, she changed the title to “M. Anastasius” and slightly rewrote it. She was still one of England’s most popular authors when she died in 1887.

M. ANASTASIUS by Dinah Mulock (1857)


CHAPTER I

I will relate to you, my friend, the whole history, from the beginning to—nearly—the end.

The first time that—that it happened, was on this wise.

My husband and myself were sitting in a private box at the theatre—one of the two large London theatres. The performance was, I remember well, an Easter piece, in which were introduced live dromedaries and an elephant, at whose clumsy feats we were considerably amused. I mention this to show how calm and even gay was the state of both our minds that evening, and how little there was in any of the circumstances of the place or time to cause, or render us liable to—what I am about to describe.

I liked this Easter piece better than any serious drama. My life had contained enough of the tragic element to make me turn with a sick distaste from all imitations thereof in books or plays. For months, ever since our marriage, Alexis and I had striven to lead a purely childish, commonplace existence, eschewing all stirring events and strong emotions, mixing little in society, and then, with one exception, making no associations beyond the moment.

It was easy to do this in London; for we had no relations—we two were quite alone and free. Free—free! How wildly I sometimes grasped Alexis’s hand as I repeated that word.

He was young—so was I. At times, as on this night, we would sit together and laugh like children. It was so glorious to know of a surety that now we could think, feel, speak, act—above all, love one another—haunted by no counteracting spell, responsible to no living creature for our life and our love.

But this had been our lot only for a year—I had recollected the date, shuddering, in the morning—for one year, from this same day.

We had been laughing very heartily, cherishing mirth, as it were, like those who would caress a lovely bird that had been frightened out of its natural home and grown wild and rare in its visits, only tapping at the lattice for a minute, and then gone. Suddenly, in the pause between the acts, when the house was half darkened, our laughter died away.

“How cold it is!” said Alexis, shivering. I shivered too; but not with cold—it was more like the involuntary sensation at which people say, “Some one is walking over my grave.” I said so, jestingly.

“Hush, Isbel,” whispered my husband, and again the draft of cold air seemed to blow right between us.

I should describe the position in which we were sitting; both in front of the box, but he in full view of the audience, while I was half hidden by the curtain. Between us, where the cold draft blew, was a vacant chair. Alexis tried to move this chair, but it was fixed to the floor. He passed behind it, and wrapped a mantle over my shoulders.

“This London winter is cold for you, my love. I half wish we had taken courage, and sailed once more for Hispaniola.”I

“Oh, no—oh, no! No more of the sea!” said I, with another and stronger shudder.

He took his former position, looking round indifferently at the audience. But neither of us spoke. The mere word “Hispaniola” was enough to throw a damp and a silence over us both.

“Isbel,” he said at last, rousing himself, with a half smile, “I think you must have grown remarkably attractive. Look! Half the glasses opposite are lifted to our box. It can not be to gaze at me, you know. Do you remember telling me I was the ugliest fellow you ever saw?”

“Oh, Alex!” Yet it was quite true—I had thought him so, in far back, strange, awful times, when I, a girl of sixteen, had my mind wholly filled with one ideal—one insane, exquisite dream; when I brought my innocent child’s garlands, and sat me down under one great spreading magnificent tree, which seemed to me the king of all the trees of the field, until I felt its dews dropping death upon my youth, and my whole soul withering under its venomous shade.

“Oh, Alex!” I cried once more, looking fondly on his beloved face, where no unearthly beauty dazzled, no unnatural calm repelled; where all was simple, noble, manly, true. “Husband, I thank Heaven for that dear ‘ugliness’ of yours. Above all, though blood runs strong, they say, I thank Heaven that I see in you no likeness to—”

Alexis knew what name I meant, though for a whole year past—since God’s mercy made it to us only a name—we had ceased to utter it, and let it die wholly out of the visible world. We dared not breathe to ourselves, still less to one another, how much brighter, holier, happier, that world was, now that the Divine wisdom had taken—him—into another. For he had been my husband’s uncle; likewise, once my guardian. He was now dead.

I sat looking at Alexis, thinking what a strange thing it was that his dear face should not have always been as beautiful to me as it was now. That loving my husband now so deeply, so wholly, clinging to him heart to heart, in the deep peace of satisfied, all-trusting, and all-dependent human affection, I could ever have felt that emotion, first as an exquisite bliss, then as an ineffable terror, which now had vanished away, and become—nothing.

“They are gazing still, Isbel.”

“Who, and where?” For I had quite forgotten what he said about the people staring at me.

“And there is Colonel Hart. He sees us. Shall I beckon him?”

“As you will.”

Colonel Hart came up into our box. He shook hands with my husband, bowed to me, then looked round, half curiously, half uneasily.

“I thought there was a friend with you.”

“None. We have been alone all evening.”

“Indeed? How strange!”

“What! That my wife and I should enjoy a play alone together?” said Alexis, smiling.

“Excuse me, but really I was surprised to find you alone. I have certainly seen for the last half hour a third person sitting on the chair, between you both.”

We could not help starting; for, as I stated before, the chair had, in truth, been left between us, empty.

“Truly our unknown friend must have been invisible. Nonsense, Colonel; how can you turn Mrs. Saltram pale, by thus peopling with your fancies the vacant air?”

“I tell you, Alexis,” said the Colonel (he was my husband’s old friend, and had been present at our hasty and private marriage), “nothing could be more unlike a fancy, even were I given to such. It was a very remarkable person who sat here. Even strangers noticed him.”

“Him?” I whispered.

“It was a man, then,” said my husband, rather angrily.

“A very peculiar-looking, and extremely handsome man. I saw many glasses leveled at him.”

“What was he like?” said Alexis, rather sarcastically. “Did he speak? Or we to him?”

“No—neither. He sat quite still, in this chair.”

My husband turned away. If the Colonel had not been his friend, and so very simple-minded, honest, and sober a gentleman, I think Alexis would have suspected some drunken hoax, and turned him out of the box immediately. As it was, he only said:

“My dear fellow, the third act is beginning. Come up again at its close, and tell me if you again see my invisible friend, who must find so great an attraction in viewing, gratis, a dramatic performance.”

“I perceive—you think it a mere hallucination of mine. We shall see. I suspect the trick is on your side, and that you are harboring some proscribed Hungarian.II But I’ll not betray him. Adieu!”

“The ghostly Hungarian shall not sit next you, love, this time,” said Alexis, trying once more to remove the chair. But possibly, though he jested, he was slightly nervous, and his efforts were in vain. “What nonsense this is! Isbel, let us forget it. I will stand behind you, and watch the play.”

He stood—I clasping his hand secretly and hard; then, I grew quieter; until, as the drop-scene fell, the same cold air swept past us. It was as if some one, fresh from the sharp sea-wind, had entered the box. And just at that moment, we saw Colonel Hart’s and several other glasses leveled as before.

“It is strange,” said Alexis.

“It is horrible,” I said. For I had been cradled in Scottish, and then filled with German superstition; besides, the events of my own life had been so wild, so strange, that there was nothing too ghastly or terrible for my imagination to conjure up.

“I will summon the Colonel. We must find out this,” said my husband, speaking beneath his breath, and looking round, as if he thought he was overheard.

Colonel Hart came up. He looked very serious; so did a young man who was with him.

“Captain Elmore, let me introduce you to Mrs. Saltram. Saltram, I have brought my friend here to attest that I have played off on you no unworthy jest. Not ten minutes since, he, and I, and some others saw the same gentleman whom I described to you half an hour ago, sitting as I described—in this chair.”

“Most certainly—in this chair,” added the young captain.

My husband bowed; he kept a courteous calmness, but I felt his hand grow clammy in mine.

“Of what appearance, sir, was this unknown acquaintance of my wife’s and mine, whom everybody appears to see except ourselves?”

“He was of middle-age, dark-haired, pale. His features were very still, and rather hard in expression. He had on a cloth cloak with a fur collar, and wore a long, pointed Charles-the-First beard.”

My husband and I clung hand to hand with an inexpressible horror. Could there be another man—a living man, who answered this description?

“Pardon me,” Alexis said, faintly. “The portrait is rather vague; may I ask you to repaint it as circumstantially as you can?”

“He was, I repeat, a pale, or rather a sallow-featured man. His eyes were extremely piercing, cold, and clear. The mouth close-set—a very firm but passionless mouth. The hair dark, seamed with gray—bald on the brow—”

“Oh, Heaven!” I groaned in an anguish of terror. For I saw again—clear as if he had never died—the face over which, for twelve long months, had swept the merciful sea waves off the shores of Hispaniola.

“Can you, Captain Elmore,” said Alexis, “mention no other distinguishing mark? This countenance might resemble many men.”

“I think not. It was a most remarkable face. It struck me the more—because—” and the young man grew almost as pale as we—“I once saw another very like it.”

“You see—a chance resemblance only. Fear not, my darling,” Alexis breathed in my ear. “Sir, have you any reluctance to tell me who was the gentleman?”

“It was no living man, but a corpse that we last year picked up off a wreck, and again committed to the deep—in the Gulf of Mexico. It was exactly the same face, and had the same mark—a scar, cross-shape, over one temple.”

“ ‘Tis he! He can follow and torture us still; I knew he could!”

Alexis smothered my shriek on his breast.

“My wife is ill. This description resembles slightly a—a person we once knew. Hart, will you leave us? But no, we must probe this mystery. Gentlemen, will you once more descend to the lower part of the house, while we remain here, and tell me if you still see the—the figure, sitting in this chair?”

They went. We held our breaths. The lights in the theatre were being extinguished, the audience moving away. No one came near our box; it was perfectly empty. Except our two selves, we were conscious of no sight, no sound. A few minutes after Colonel Hart knocked.

“Come in,” said Alexis, cheerily.

But the Colonel—the bold soldier—shrank back like a frightened child.

“I have seen him—I saw him but this minute, sitting there!”

I swooned away.

CHAPTER II

It is right I should briefly give you my history up to this night’s date.

I was a West Indian heiressIII—a posthumous, and, soon after birth, an orphan child. Brought up in my mother’s country until I was sixteen years old, I never saw my guardian. Then he met me in Paris, with my governess, and for the space of two years we lived under the same roof, seeing one another daily.

I was very young; I had no father or brother; I wished for neither lover nor husband; my guardian became to me the one object of my existence.

It was no love-passion; he was far too old for that, and I comparatively too young, at least too childish. It was one of those insane, rapturous adorations which young maidens sometimes conceive, mingling a little of the tenderness of the woman with the ecstatic enthusiasm of the devotee. There is hardly a prophet or leader noted in the world’s history who has not been followed and worshiped by many such women.

So was my guardian, M. Anastasius—not his true name, but it sufficed then, and will now.

Many may recognize him as a known leader in the French political and moral world—as one who, by the mere force of intellect, wielded the most irresistible and silently complete power of any man I ever knew, in every circle into which he came; women he won by his polished gentleness—men by his equally polished strength. He would have turned a compliment and signed a death-warrant with the same exquisitely calm grace. Nothing was to him too great or too small. I have known him, on his way to advise that the President’s soldiers should sweep a cannonade down the thronged street, stop to pick up a strayed canary-bird, stroke its broken wing, and confide it with beautiful tenderness to his bosom.

Oh, how tender! How mild! How pitiful he could be!

When I say I loved him, I use, for want of a better, a word which ill expresses that feeling. It was—Heaven forgive me if I err in using the similitude!—the sort of feeling the Shunamite woman might have had for Elisha.IV Religion added to its intensity, for I was brought up a devout Catholic; and he, whatever his private opinions might have been, adhered strictly to the forms of the same Church. He was unmarried, and most people supposed him to belong to that Order called—though often, alas! how unlike Him from whom they assume their name—the Society of Jesus.V

We lived thus—I entirely worshiping, he guiding, fondling, watching, and ruling by turns, for two whole years. I was mistress of a large fortune, and, though not beautiful, had, I believe, a tolerable intellect, and a keen wit. With both he used to play, according as it suited his whim—just as a boy plays with fire-works, amusing himself with their glitter—sometimes directing them against others, and smiling as they flashed or scorched—knowing that against himself they were utterly powerless and harmless. Knowing, too, perhaps, that were it otherwise, he had only to tread them out under foot, and step aside from the ashes, with the same unmoved, easy smile.

I never knew—nor know I to this day—whether I was in the smallest degree dear to him. Useful I was, I think, and pleasant, I believe. Possibly he liked me a little, as the potter likes his clay and the skillful mechanician his tools—until the clay hardened, and the fine tools refused to obey the master’s hand.

I was the brilliant West Indian heiress. I did not marry. Why should I? At my house—at least it was called mine—all sorts and societies met, carrying on their separate games; the quiet, soft hand of M. Anastasius playing his game—in, and under, and through them all. Mingled with this grand game of the world was a lesser one—to which he turned sometimes, just for amusement, or because he could not cease from his métier—a simple, easy, domestic game, of which the battledore was that same ingenious hand, and the shuttlecock my foolish child’s heart.VI

Thus much have I dilated on him, and on my own life, during the years when all its strong wild current flowed toward him; that, in what followed when the tide turned, no one may accuse me of fickleness, or causeless aversion, or insane terror of one who after all was only man, “whose breath is in his nostrils.”

At seventeen I was wholly passive in his hands; he was my sole arbiter of right and wrong—my conscience—almost my God. As my character matured, and in a few things I began to judge for myself, we had occasional slight differences—begun, on my part, in shy humility, continued with vague doubt, but always ending in penitence and tears. Since one or other erred, of course it must be I. These differences were wholly on abstract points of truth or justice.

It was his taking me, by a persuasion that was like compulsion, to the ball at the Tuileries,VII which was given after Louis Napoleon BonaparteVIII had seized the Orleans property—and it was my watching my cousin’s conduct there, his diplomatic caution of speech, his smooth smiling reverence to men whom I knew, and fancied he knew, to be either knaves or fools—that first startled me concerning him. Then it was I first began to question, in a trembling, terrified way—like one who catches a glimpse of the miracle-making priest’s hands behind the robe of the worshiped idol—whether, great as M. Anastasius was, as a political ruler, as a man of the world, as a faithful member of the Society of Jesus, he was altogether so great when viewed beside any one of those whose doctrines he disseminated, whose faith he professed.

He had allowed me the New Testament, and I had been reading it a good deal lately. I placed him, my spiritual guide, at first in adoring veneration, afterward with an uneasy comparison, beside the Twelve Fishermen of GalileeIX—beside the pattern of perfect manhood, as set forth in the preaching of their Divine Lord, and ours.

There was a difference.

The next time we came to any argument—always on abstract questions, for my mere individual will never had any scruple in resigning itself to his—instead of yielding I ceased open contest, and brought the matter afterward privately to the one infallible rule of right and wrong.

The difference grew.

Gradually, I began to take my cousin’s wisdom—perhaps, even his virtues—with certain reservations, feeling that there was growing in me some antagonistic quality which prevented my full understanding or sympathizing with the idiosyncrasies of his character.

“But,” I thought, “he is a Jesuit; he only follows the law of his Order, which allows temporizing, and diplomatizing, for noble ends. He merely dresses up the truth, and puts it in the most charming and safest light, even as we do our images of the Holy Virgin, adorning them for the adoration of the crowd, but ourselves spiritually worshiping them still. I do believe, much as he will dandle and play with the truth, that not for his hope of Heaven would Anastasius stoop to a lie.”

One day, he told me he should bring to my saloons an Englishman, his relative, who had determined on leaving the world and entering the priesthood.

“Is he of our faith?” asked I, indifferently.

“He is, from childhood. He has a strong, fine intellect; this, under fit guidance, may accomplish great things. Once of our Society, he might be my right hand in every Court in Europe. You will receive him?”

“Certainly.”

But I paid very little heed to the stranger. There was nothing about him striking or peculiar. He was the very opposite of M. Anastasius. Besides, he was young, and I had learned to despise youth—my guardian was fifty years old.

Mr. Saltram (you will already have guessed that it was he) showed equal indifference to me. He watched me sometimes, did little kindnesses for me, but always was quiet and silent—a mere cloud floating in the brilliant sky, which M. Anastasius lit up as its gorgeous sun. For me, I became moonlike, appearing chiefly at my cousin’s set and rise.

I was not happy. I read more in my Holy Book, and less in my breviary;X I watched with keener, harder eyes my cousin Anastasius, weighed all his deeds, listened to and compared his words. My intellect worshiped him, my memoried tenderness clung round him still, but my conscience had fled out of his keeping, and made for itself a higher and purer ideal. Measured with common men, he was godlike yet—above all passions, weaknesses, crimes; but viewed by the one perfect standard of Christian man—in charity, humility, single-mindedness, guilelessness, truth—my idol was no more. I came to look for it, and found only the empty shrine.

He went on a brief mission to Rome. I marveled that, instead as of yore, wandering sadly through the empty house, from the moment he quitted it, I breathed freer, as if a weight were taken out of the air. His absence used to be like wearisome ages—now it seemed hardly a week before he came back.

I happened to be sitting with his nephew Alexis when I heard his step down the corridor—the step which had once seemed at every touch to draw music from the chords of my prostrate heart, but which now made it shrink into itself, as if an iron-shod footfall had passed along its strings.

Anastasius looked slightly surprised at seeing Alexis and myself together, but his welcome was very kind to both.

I could not altogether return it. I had just found out two things which, to say the least, had startled me. I determined to prove them at once.

“My cousin, I thought you were aware that, though a Catholic myself, my house is open and my friendship likewise, to honest men of every creed. Why did you give your relative so hard an impression of me, as to suppose I would dislike him on account of his faith? And why did you not tell me that Mr. Saltram has, for some years, been a Protestant?”

I know not what reply he made; I know only that it was ingenious, lengthy, gentle, courteous, that for the time being it seemed entirely satisfactory, that we spent all three together a most pleasant evening. It was only when I lay down on my bed, face to face with the solemn Dark, in which dwelt conscience, truth, and God, that I discovered how Anastasius had, for some secret—doubtless blameless, nay, even justifiable purpose, told of me, and to me, two absolute Lies!

Disguise it as he might, excuse it as I might, and did, they were Lies. They haunted me—flapping their black wings like a couple of fiends, mopping and mowing behind him when he came—sitting on his shoulders and mocking his beautiful, calm, majestic face—for days. That was the beginning of sorrows; gradually they grew until they blackened my whole world.

Anastasius was bent, as he had (for once truly) told me, on winning his young nephew back into the true fold, making him an instrument of that great purpose which was to bring all Europe, the Popedom itself, under the power of the Society of Jesus. Not thus alone—a man may be forgiven, nay, respected, who sells his soul for an abstract cause, in which he himself is to be absorbed and forgotten; but in this case it was not—though I long believed it, it was not so. Carefully as he disguised it, I slowly found out that the centre of all things—the one grand pivot upon which this vast machinery for the improvement, or rather government, of the world, was to be made to turn, was M. Anastasius.

Alexis Saltram might be of use to him. He was rich, and money is power; an Englishman, and Englishmen are usually honorable and honored. Also there was in him a dogged directness of purpose that would make him a strong, if carefully guided, tool.

However, the young man resisted. He admired and revered his kinsman; but he himself was very single-hearted, stanch, and true. Something in that truth, which was the basis of his character, struck sympathy with mine. He was far inferior in most things to Anastasius—he knew it, I knew it—but, through all, this divine element of truth was patent, beautifully clear. It was the one quality I had ever worshiped, ever sought for, and never found.

Alexis and I became friends—equal, earnest friends. Not in the way of wooing or marriage—at least, he never spoke of either; and both were far, oh, how far! from my thought—but there was a great and tender bond between us, which strengthened day by day.

The link which riveted it was religion. He was, as I said, a Protestant, not adhering to any creed, but simply living—not preaching, but living—the faith of our Saviour. He was not perfect—he had his sins and shortcomings, even as I. We were both struggling on toward the glimmering light. So, after a season, we clasped hands in friendship, and with eyes steadfastly upward, determined to press on together toward the one goal, and along the self-same road.

I put my breviary aside, and took wholly to the New Testament, assuming no name either of Catholic or Protestant, but simply that of Christian.

When I decided on this, of course I told Anastasius. He had ceased to be my spiritual confessor for some time; yet I could see he was surprised.

“Who has done this?” was all he said.

Was I a reed, then, to be blown about with every wind? Or a toy, to be shifted about from hand to hand, and set in motion just as my chance master chose? Had I no will, no conscience of my own?

He knew where he could sting me—and did it—but I let the words pass.

“Cousin, I’ll answer like Desdemona.

“ ‘Nobody; I myself.’XI

“I have had no book but this—which you gave me; no priest, except the inward witness of my own soul.”

“And Alexis Saltram.”

Not said in any wrath, or suspicion, or inquiry—simply as the passive statement of a fact. When I denied it, he accepted my denial; when I protested, he suffered me to protest. My passionate arguments he took in his soft passionless hold—melted and moulded them—turned and twisted them—then reproduced them to me so different that I failed to recognize either my own meaning or even my own words.

After that, on both sides the only resource was silence.

CHAPTER III

“I wish,” said I to my guardian one day, “as I shall be twenty-one next year, to have more freedom. I with even”—for since the discovery of my change of faith he had watched me so closely, so quietly, so continually, that I had conceived a vague fear of him, and a longing to get away—to put half the earth between me and his presence—“I wish even, if possible this summer, to visit my estates in Hispaniola?”

“Alone?”

“No; Madame Gradelle will accompany me. And Mr. Saltram will charter one of his ships for my use.”

“I approve the plan. Alexis is going too, I believe?” How could he have known that which Alexis had never told me? But he knew everything. “Madame Gradelle is not sufficient escort. I, as your guardian, will accompany and protect you.”

A cold dread seized me. Was I never to be free? Already I began to feel my guardian’s influence surrounding me—an influence once of love, now of intolerable distaste, and even fear. Not that he was ever harsh or cruel—not that I could accuse him of any single wrong toward me or others; but I knew I had thwarted him, and through him his cause—that cause whose strongest dogma is, that any means are sacred, any evil consecrated to good, if furthering the one great end—Power.

I had opposed him, and I was in his hand—that hand which I had once believed to have almost superhuman strength. In my terror I half believed so still.

“He will go with us—we cannot escape from him,” I said to Alexis. “He will make you a priest and me a nun, as he once planned—I know he did. Our very souls are not our own.”

“What, when the world is so wide, and life so long, and God’s kindness over all—when, too, I am free, and you will be free in a year—when—”

“I shall never be free. He is my evil genius. He will haunt me till my death.”

It was a morbid feeling I had, consequent on the awful struggle which had so shaken body and mind. The very sound of his step made me turn sick and tremble; the very sight of his grand face—perhaps the most beautiful I ever saw, with its faultless features, and the half-melancholy cast given by the high bald forehead and the pointed beard—was to me more terrible than any monster of ugliness the world ever produced.

He held my fortune—he governed my house. All visitors there came and went under his control, except Alexis. Why this young man still came—or how—I could not tell. Probably because, in his pure singleness of heart and purpose, he was stronger even than M. Anastasius.

The time passed. We embarked on board the ship Argo, for Hispaniola.

My guardian told me, at the last minute, that business relating to his order would probably detain him in Europe—that we were to lie at anchor for twelve hours off HavreXII—and, if he then came not, sail.

He came not—we sailed

It was a glorious evening. The sun, as he went down over the burning seas, beckoned us with a finger of golden fire, westward—to the free, safe, happy West.

I say us, because on that evening we first began unconsciously to say it too—as if vaguely binding our fates together—Alexis and I. We talked for a whole hour—till long after France, with all our old life therein, had become a mere line, a cloudy speck on the horizon—of the new life we should lead in Hispaniola. Yet all the while, if we had been truly the priest and nun Anastasius wished to make us, our words, and I believe our thoughts, could not have been more angel-pure, more free from any bias of human passion.

Yet, as the sun went down, and the sea-breeze made us draw nearer together, both began, I repeat, instinctively to say “we,” and talk of our future as if it had been the future of one.

“Good-evening, friends!”

He was there—M. Anastasius!

I stood petrified. That golden finger of hope had vanished. I shuddered, a captive on his courteously compelling arm—seeing nothing but his terrible smiling face and the black wilderness of sea. For the moment I felt inclined to plunge therein—as I had often longed to plunge penniless into the equally fearsome wilderness of Paris—only I felt sure he would follow me still. He would track me, it seemed, through the whole world.

“You see I have been able to accomplish the voyage; men mostly can achieve any fixed purpose—at least some men. Isbel, this sea-air will bring you back your bloom. And Alexis, my friend, despite those clear studies you told me of, I hope you will bestow a little of your society at times on my ward and me. We will bid you a good-evening now.”

He transferred to his nephew my powerless hand; that of Alexis, too, felt cold and trembling. It seemed as if he likewise were succumbing to the fate which, born out of one man’s indomitable will, dragged us asunder. Ere my guardian consigned me to Madame Gradelle, he said, smiling, but looking me through and through,

“Remember, my fair cousin, that Alexis is to be—must be—a priest.”

“It is impossible!” said I, stung to resistance. “You know he has altogether seceded from the Catholic creed; he will never return to it. His conscience is his own.”

“But not his passions. He is young—I am old. He will be a priest yet.”

With a soft hand-pressure, M. Anastasius left me.

Now began the most horrible phase of my existence. For four weeks we had to live in the same vessel, bounded and shut up together—Anastasius, Alexis, and I; meeting continually in the soft bland atmosphere of courteous calm; always in public—never alone.

From various accidental circumstances, I discovered how M. Anastasius was now bending all the powers of his enormous intellect, his wonderful moral influence, to compass his cherished ends with regard to Alexis Saltram.

An overwhelming dread took possession of me. I ceased to think of myself at all—my worldly hopes, prospects, or joys—over which this man’s influence had long hung like an accursed shadow, a sun turned into darkness, the more terrible because it had once been a sun. I seemed to see M. Anastasius only with relation to this young man, over whom I knew he once had so great power. Would it return—and in what would it result? Not merely in the breaking off any feeble tie to me. I scarcely trembled for that, since, could it be so broken, it was not worth trembling for. No! I trembled for Alexis’s soul.

It was a soul I had gradually learned—more than ever, perhaps, in this voyage, of which every day seemed a life, full of temptation, contest, trial—a soul pure as God’s own Heaven, that hung over us hour by hour in its steady tropic blue; and deep as the seas that rolled everlastingly around us. Like them, stirring with the lightest breath, often tempest-tossed, liable to adverse winds and currents; yet keeping far, far below the surface a divine tranquility, diviner than any mere stagnant calm. And this soul, full of all rich impulses, emotions, passions—a soul which, because it could strongly sympathize with, might be able to regenerate its mind, M. Anastasius wanted to make into a Catholic Jesuit priest—a mere machine, to work as he, the head machine, chose!

This was why (the thought suddenly struck me, like lightning) he had told each of us severally concerning one another, those two lies. Because we were young; we might love—we might marry; there was nothing externally to prevent us. And then what would become of his scheme?

I think there was born in me—while the most passive slave to lawful, loving rule—a faculty of savage resistance to all unlawful and unjust power. Also, a something of the female wild-beast, which, if alone, will lie tame and cowed in her solitary den, to be shot at by any daring hunter; whereas if she be not alone—if she have any love-instinct at work for cubs or mate—her whole nature changes from terror to daring, from cowardice to fury.

When, as we neared the tropics, I saw Alexis’s cheek growing daily paler, and his eye more sunken and restless with some secret struggle, in the which M. Anastasius never left him for a day, an hour, a minute, I became not unlike that poor wild-beast mother. It had gone ill with the relentless hunter of souls if he had come near me then.

But he did not. For the last week of our voyage, M. Anastasius kept altogether out of my way.

It was nearly over—we were in sight of the shores of Hispaniola. Then we should land. My estates lay in this island. Mr. Saltram’s business, I was aware, called him to Barbadoes;XIII thence again beyond seas. Once parted, I well knew that if the power and will of my guardian could compass anything—and it seemed to me that they were able to compass everything in the whole wide earth—Alexis and I should never meet again.

In one last struggle after life—after the fresh, wholesome, natural life which contact with this young man’s true spirit had given me—I determined to risk all.

It was a rich tropic twilight. We were all admiring it, just as three ordinary persons might do who were tending peacefully to their voyage-end.

Yet Alexis did not seem at peace. A settled, deadly pallor dwelt on his face—a restless anxiety troubled his whole mien.

M. Anastasius said, noticing the glowing tropic scenery which already dimly appeared in our shoreward view, “It is very grand; but Europe is more suited to us grave Northerns. You will think so, Alexis, when you are once again there.”

“Are you returning?” I asked of Mr. Saltram.

My cousin answered for him, “Yes, immediately.”

Alexis started; then leaned over the poop in silence, and without denial.

I felt profoundly sad. My interest in Alexis Saltram was at this time—and but for the compulsion of opposing power might have ever been—entirely apart from love. We might have gone on merely as tender friends for years and years—at least I might. Therefore no maidenly consciousness warned me from doing what my sense of right impelled toward one who held the same faith as I did, and whose life seemed strangled in the same mesh of circumstances which had nearly paralyzed my own.

“Alexis, this is our last evening; you will sail for Europe—and we shall be friends no more. Will you take one twilight stroll with me?” and I extended my hand.

If he had hesitated, or shrunk back from me, I would have flung him to the winds, and fought my own battle alone; I was strong enough now. But he sprang to me, clung to my hand, looked wildly in my face, as if there were the sole light of truth and trust left in the world; and as if even there, he had begun—or been taught—to doubt. He did not, now.

“Isbel, tell me! You still hold our faith—you are not going to become a nun?”

“Never! I will offer myself to Heaven as Heaven gave me to myself—free, bound by no creed, subservient to no priest. What is he, but a man that shall die, whom the worms shall cover?”

I said the words out loud. I meant M. Anastasius to hear. But he looked as if he heard not; only when we turned up the deck, he slowly followed.

I stood at bay. “Cousin, leave me. I wish to speak to Mr. Saltram. Cannot I have any friend but you?”

“None, whom I believe you would harm and receive harm from.”

“Dare you—”

“I myself dare nothing; but there is nothing which my Church does not dare. Converse, my children. I hinder you not. The deck is free for all.”

He bowed, and let us pass; then followed. Every sound of that slow, smooth step seemed to strike on my heart like the tracking tread of doom.

Alexis and I said little or nothing. A leaden despair seemed to bind us closely round, allowing only one consciousness, that for a little, little time it bound us together! He held my arm so fast that I felt every throbbing of his heart. My sole thought was now to say some words that should be fixed eternally there, so that no lure, no power might make him swerve from his faith. That faith, which was my chief warranty of meeting him—never, oh never in this world! but in the world everlasting.

Once or twice in turning we came face to face with M. Anastasius. He was walking at his usual slow pace, his hands loosely clasped behind him, head bent; a steely repose—even pensiveness, which was his natural look—settled in his grave eyes. He was a man of intellect too great to despise, of character too spotless to loathe. The one sole feeling he inspired was that of unconquerable fear. Because you saw at once that he feared nothing either in earth or heaven, that he owned but one influence, and was amenable but to one law, which he called “the Church,” but which was himself.

Men like M. Anastasius, one-idea’d, all-engrossed men, are, according to slight variations in their temperaments, the salvation, the laughing-stock, or the terror of the world.

He appeared in the latter form to Alexis and me. Slowly, surely came the conviction that there was no peace for us on this earth while he stood on it; so strong, so powerful, that at times I almost yielded to a vague belief in his immortality. On this night, especially, I was stricken with a horrible—curiosity, I think it was—to see whether he could die—whether the grave could open her mouth to swallow him, and death have power upon his flesh, like that of other men.

More than once, as he passed under a huge beam, I thought—should it fall? as he leaned against the ship’s side—should it give way? But only, I declare solemnly, out of a frenzied speculative curiosity, which I would not for words have breathed to a human soul! I never once breathed it to Alexis Saltram, who was his sister’s son, and whom he had been kind to as a child.

Night darkened, and our walk ceased. We had said nothing—nothing; except that on parting, with a kind of desperation, Alexis buried my hand tightly in his bosom, and whispered, “To-morrow?”

That midnight a sudden hurricane came on. In half an hour all that was left of the good ship Argo was a little boat, filled almost to sinking with half-drowned passengers, and a few sailors clinging to spars and fragments of the wreck.

Alexis was lashed to a mast, holding me partly fastened to it, and partly sustained in his arms. How he had found and rescued me I know not; but love is very strong. It has been sweet to me afterward to think that I owed my life to him—and him alone. I was the only woman saved.

He was at the extreme end of the mast; we rested, face to face, my head against his shoulder. All along to its slender point, the sailors were clinging to the spar like flies; but we two did not see anything in the world, save one another.

Life was dim, death was near, yet I think we were not unhappy. Our heaven was clear; for between us and Him to whom we were going came no threatening image, holding in its remorseless hand life, faith, love. Death itself was less terrible than M. Anastasius.

We had seen him among the saved passengers swaying in the boat; then we thought of him no more. We clung together, with closed eyes, satisfied to die.

“No room—off there! No room!” I heard shouted, loud and savage, by the sailor lashed behind me.

I opened my eyes. Alexis was gazing on me only. I gazed, transfixed, over his shoulder, into the breakers beyond.

There, in the trough of a wave, I saw, clear as I see my own right hand now, the upturned face of Anastasius, and his two white, stretched-out hands, on one finger of which was his well-known diamond-ring—for it flashed that minute in the moon.

“Off!” yelled the sailor, striking at him with an oar. “One man’s life’s as good as another’s. Off!”

The drowning face rose above the wave, the eyes fixed themselves full on me, without any entreaty in them, or wrath, or terror—the long-familiar, passionless, relentless eyes.

I see them now; I shall see them till I die. Oh, would I had died!

For one brief second I thought of tearing off the lashings and giving him my place; for I had loved him. But youth and life were strong within me, and my head was pressed to Alexis’s breast.

A full minute, or it seemed so, was that face above the water; then I watched it sink slowly, down, down.

CHAPTER IV

We, and several others, were picked up from the wreck of the Argo by a homeward-bound ship. As soon as we reached London I became Alexis’s wife.

That which happened at the theatre was exactly twelve months after—as we believed—Anastasius died.

I do not pretend to explain, I doubt if any reason can explain, a circumstance so singular—so impossible to be attributed to either imagination or illusion; for, as I must again distinctly state, we ourselves saw nothing. The apparition, or whatever it was, was visible only to other persons, all total strangers.

I had a fever. When I arose from it, and things took their natural forms and relations, this strange occurrence became mingled with the rest of my delirium, of which my husband persuaded me it was a part. He took me abroad—to Italy—Germany. He loved me dearly! He was, and he made me, entirely happy.

In our happiness we strove to live, not merely for one another, but for all the world; all who suffered and had need. We did—nor shrunk from the doing—many charities which had first been planned by Anastasius, with what motives we never knew. While carrying them out, we learned to utter his name without trembling; remembering only that which was beautiful in him and his character, and which we had both so worshiped once.

In the furtherance of these schemes of good it became advisable that we should go to Paris, to my former hotel, which still remained empty there.

“But not, dear wife, if any uneasiness or lingering pain rests in your mind in seeing the old spot. For me, I love it! Since there I loved Isbel, before Isbel knew it, long.”

So I smiled; and went to Paris.

My husband proposed, and I was not sorry, that Colonel Hart and his newly-married wife should join us there, and remain as our guests. I shrunk a little from reinhabiting the familiar rooms, long shut up from the light of day; and it was with comfort I heard my husband arranging that a portion of the hotel should be made ready for us, namely, two salons en suite, leading out of the farther one of which were a chamber and dressing-room for our own use—opposite two similar apartments for the Colonel and his lady.

I am thus minute for reasons that will appear.

Mrs. Hart had been traveling with us some weeks. She was a mild, sweet-faced English girl, who did not much like the Continent, and was half shocked at some of my reckless foreign ways on board steamboats and on railways. She said I was a little—just a little—too free. It might have seemed so to her; for my southern blood rushed bright and warm, and my manner of life in France had completely obliterated early impressions. Faithful and tender woman and true wife as I was, I believe I was in some things unlike an English woman or an English wife, and that Mrs. Hart thought so.

Once—for being weak of nature and fast of tongue, she often said things she should not—there was even some hint of the kind dropped before my husband. He flashed up—but laughed the next minute; for I was his, and he loved me!

Nevertheless, that quick glow of anger pained me—bringing back the recollection of many things his uncle had said to me of him, which then I heard as one that heareth not. The sole saying which remained on my mind was one which, in a measure, I had credited—that his conscience was in his hand—“but not his passions.”

I had known always—and rather rejoiced in the knowledge—that Alexis Saltram could not boast the frozen calm of M. Anastasius.

But I warned tame Eliza Hart, half jestingly, to take heed, and not lightly blame me before my husband again.

Reaching Paris, we were all very gay and sociable together. Colonel Hart was a grave, honorable man; my husband and I both loved him.

We dined together—a lively partie quarreé,XIV I shut my eyes to the familiar objects about us, and tried to believe the rooms had never echoed familiar footsteps save those of Mrs. Hart and the Colonel’s soldierly tread. Once or so, while silence fell over us, I would start, and feel my heart beating; but Alexis was near me, and altogether mine. Therefore I feared not, even here.

After coffee, the gentlemen went out to some evening amusement. We, the weary wives, contented ourselves with lounging about, discussing toilettesXV
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