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Richard Jefferies: ‘Let us be always out of doors among trees and grass, 
and rain and wind and sun. There the breeze comes and strikes the cheek and 
sets it aglow: the gale increases and the trees creak and roar, but it is only a 
ruder music… Let us get out of these indoor narrow modern days, whose 
twelve hours somehow have become shortened, into the sunlight and the pure 
wind. A something that the ancients called divine can be found and felt there 
still’ 
 
 
 
What follows is a taster of Beachcombing’s Scary Fairies that should be ready in the US in 
March/April 2012. Scary Fairies will have fifteen to twenty scary fairy stories including the present 
five.  
 
The front cover is that rarest of things, an ‘authentic’ fairy drawing: an early modern Welsh witness 
sketched, with a piece of coal, the Pwca. 
 
Note that punctuation has been changed on occasion to more modern standards and also for the 
sake of uniformity. This should not be the basis for future scientific editions! 

 
 



www.strangehistory.net proto edition of 

Scary Fairies, Epiphany 2012 



www.strangehistory.net proto edition of 

Scary Fairies, Epiphany 2012 

Contents 
 

1) Sheridan Le Fanu: ‘Laura Silver Bell’ (1872) p. 2 
 
2) Grant Allen: ‘Pallinghurst Barrow’ (1892)  p. 22 
 
3) Arthur Machen: ‘The White People’ (1904)  p. 46 
 
4) Algernon Blackwood: ‘May Day’s Eve’ (1907) p. 92 
 
5) Francis Stevens: ‘Elf Trap’ (1919)   p. 120 
 



www.strangehistory.net proto edition of 

Scary Fairies, Epiphany 2012 

 



www.strangehistory.net proto edition of 

Scary Fairies, Epiphany 2012 

2 

 
 
 

 
Sheridan Le Fanu 

 
Laura Silver Bell  

 
1872 

 



www.strangehistory.net proto edition of 

Scary Fairies, Epiphany 2012 

3 



www.strangehistory.net proto edition of 

Scary Fairies, Epiphany 2012 

4 

IN the five Northumbrian counties you will scarcely find so bleak, 

ugly, and yet, in a savage way, so picturesque a moor as Dardale 
Moss. The moor itself spreads north, south, east, and west, a great 
undulating sea of black peat and heath. 
 
   What we may term its shores are wooded wildly with birch, hazel, 
and dwarf-oak. No towering mountains surround it, but here and 
there you have a rocky knoll rising among the trees, and many a 
wooded promontory of the same pretty, because utterly wild, forest, 
running out into its dark level. 
 
   Habitations are thinly scattered in this barren territory, and a full 
mile away from the meanest was the stone cottage of Mother Carke. 
 
   Let not my southern reader who associates ideas of comfort with 
the term ‘cottage’ mistake. This thing is built of shingle, with low 
walls. Its thatch is hollow; the peat-smoke curls stingily from its 
stunted chimney. It is worthy of its savage surroundings. 
 
   The primitive neighbours remark that no rowan-tree grows near, 
nor holly, nor bracken, and no horseshoe is nailed on the door. 
 
   Not far from the birches and hazels that straggle about the rude 
wall of the little enclosure, on the contrary, they say, you may 
discover the broom and the rag-wort, in which witches mysteriously 
delight. But this is perhaps a scandal. 
 
   Mall Carke was for many a year the sage femme of this wild 
domain. She has renounced practice, however, for some years; and 
now, under the rose, she dabbles, it is thought, in the black art, in 
which she has always been secretly skilled, tells fortunes, practises 
charms, and in popular esteem is little better than a witch. 
 
   Mother Carke has been away to the town of Willarden, to sell knit 
stockings, and is returning to her rude dwelling by Dardale Moss. To 
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her right, as far away as the eye can reach, the moor stretches. The 
narrow track she has followed here tops a gentle upland, and at her 
left a sort of jungle of dwarf-oak and brushwood approaches its edge. 
The sun is sinking blood-red in the west. His disk has touched the 
broad black level of the moor, and his parting beams glare athwart 
the gaunt figure of the old beldame, as she strides homeward stick in 
hand, and bring into relief the folds of her mantle, which gleam like 
the draperies of a bronze image in the light of a fire. For a few 
moments this light floods the air – tree, gorse, rock, and bracken 
glare; and then it is out, and gray twilight over everything. 
 
   All is still and sombre. At this hour the simple traffic of the thinly-
peopled country is over, and nothing can be more solitary. 
 
   From this jungle, nevertheless, through which the mists of evening 
are already creeping, she sees a gigantic man approaching her. 
 
   In that poor and primitive country robbery is a crime unknown. 
She, therefore, has no fears for her pound of tea, and pint of gin, and 
sixteen shillings in silver which she is bringing home in her pocket. 
But there is something that would have frighted another woman 
about this man. 
 
   He is gaunt, sombre, bony, dirty, and dressed in a black suit which 
a beggar would hardly care to pick out of the dust. 
 
   This ill-looking man nodded to her as he stepped on the road. 
 
   ‘I don’t know you,’ she said. 
 
   He nodded again. 
 
   ‘I never sid ye neyawheere,’ she exclaimed sternly. 
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   ‘Fine evening, Mother Carke,’ he says, and holds his snuff-box 
toward her. 
 
   She widened the distance between them by a step or so, and said 
again sternly and pale: ‘I hev nowt to say to thee, whoe’er thou 
beest.’ 
 
   ‘You know Laura Silver Bell?’ 
 
   ‘That’s a byneyam; the lass’s neyam is Laura Lew,’ she answered, 
looking straight before her. 
 
   ‘One name’s as good as another for one that was never christened, 
mother.’ 
 
   ‘How know ye that?’ she asked grimly; for it is a received opinion 
in that part of the world that the fairies have power over those who 
have never been baptised. 
 
   The stranger turned on her a malignant smile. 
 
   ‘There is a young lord in love with her,’ the stranger says, ‘and I’m 
that lord. Have her at your house tomorrow night at eight o’clock, 
and you must stick cross pins through the candle, as you have done 
for many a one before, to bring her lover thither by ten, and her 
fortune’s made. And take this for your trouble.’ 
 
   He extended his long finger and thumb toward her, with a guinea 
temptingly displayed. 
 
   ‘I have nowt to do wi’ thee. I nivver sid thee afoore. Git thee awa’! 
I earned nea goold o’ thee, and I’ll tak’ nane. Awa’ wi’ thee, or I’ll 
find ane that will mak’ thee!’ 
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   The old woman had stopped, and was quivering in every limb as 
she thus spoke. 
 
   He looked very angry. Sulkily he turned away at her words, and 
strode slowly toward the wood from which he had come; and as he 
approached it, he seemed to her to grow taller and taller, and stalked 
into it as high as a tree. 
 
   ‘I conceited there would come something o’t’, she said to herself. 
‘Farmer Lew must git it done nesht Sunda’. The a’ad awpy!’ 
 
   Old Farmer Lew was one of that sect who insist that baptism shall 
be but once administered, and not until the Christian candidate had 
attained to adult years. The girl had indeed for some time been of an 
age not only, according to this theory, to be baptised, but if need be 
to be married. 
 
   Her story was a sad little romance. A lady some seventeen years 
before had come down and paid Farmer Lew for two rooms in his 
house. She told him that her husband would follow her in a fortnight, 
and that he was in the mean time delayed by business in Liverpool. 
 
   In ten days after her arrival her baby was born, Mall Carke acting 
as sage femme on the occasion; and on the evening of that day the 
poor young mother died. No husband came; no wedding-ring, they 
said, was on her finger. About fifty pounds was found in her desk, 
which Farmer Lew, who was a kind old fellow and had lost his two 
children, put in bank for the little girl, and resolved to keep her until 
a rightful owner should step forward to claim her. 
 
   They found half-a-dozen love-letters signed ‘Francis’, and calling 
the dead woman ‘Laura’. 
 
   So Farmer Lew called the little girl Laura; and her sobriquet of 
‘Silver Bell’ was derived from a tiny silver bell, once gilt, which was 
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found among her poor mother’s little treasures after her death, and 
which the child wore on a ribbon round her neck. 
 
   Thus, being very pretty and merry, she grew up as a North-country 
farmer’s daughter; and the old man, as she needed more looking 
after, grew older and less able to take care of her; so she was, in fact, 
very nearly her own mistress, and did pretty much in all things as she 
liked. 
 
   Old Mall Carke, by some caprice for which no one could account, 
cherished an affection for the girl, who saw her often, and paid her 
many a small fee in exchange for the secret indications of the future. 
 
   It was too late when Mother Carke reached her home to look for a 
visit from Laura Silver Bell that day. 
 
   About three o’clock next afternoon, Mother Carke was sitting 
knitting, with her glasses on, outside her door on the stone bench, 
when she saw the pretty girl mount lightly to the top of the stile at 
her left under the birch, against the silver stem of which she leaned 
her slender hand, and called, ‘Mall, Mall! Mother Carke, are ye alane 
all by yersel’?’ 
 
   ‘Ay, Laura lass, we can be clooas enoo, if ye want a word wi’ me’, 
says the old woman, rising, with a mysterious nod, and beckoning 
her stiffly with her long fingers. 
 
   The girl was, assuredly, pretty enough for a ‘lord’ to fall in love 
with. Only look at her. A profusion of brown rippling hair, parted 
low in the middle of her forehead, almost touched her eyebrows, and 
made the pretty oval of her face, by the breadth of that rich line, 
more marked. What a pretty little nose! What scarlet lips, and large, 
dark, long-fringed eyes! 
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   Her face is transparently tinged with those clear Murillo tints 
which appear in deeper dyes on her wrists and the backs of her 
hands. These are the beautiful gipsy-tints with which the sun dyes 
young skins so richly. 
 
   The old woman eyes all this, and her pretty figure, so round and 
slender, and her shapely little feet, cased in the thick shoes that can’t 
hide their comely proportions, as she stands on the top of the stile. 
But it is with a dark and saturnine aspect. 
 
   ‘Come, lass, what stand ye for atoppa t’ wall, whar folk may chance 
to see thee? I hev a thing to tell thee, lass.’ 
 
   She beckoned her again. 
 
   ‘An’ I hev a thing to tell thee, Mall.’ 
 
   ‘Come hidder’, said the old woman peremptorily. 
 
   ‘But ye munna gie me the creepin’s’ (make me tremble). ‘I winna 
look again into the glass o’ water, mind ye.’ 
 
   The old woman smiled grimly, and changed her tone. 
 
   ‘Now, hunny, git tha down, and let ma see thy canny feyace’, and 
she beckoned her again. 
 
   Laura Silver Bell did get down, and stepped lightly toward the door 
of the old woman’s dwelling. 
 
   ‘Tak this’, said the girl, unfolding a piece of bacon from her apron, 
‘and I hev a silver sixpence to gie thee, when I’m gaen away heyam.’ 
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   They entered the dark kitchen of the cottage, and the old woman 
stood by the door, lest their conference should be lighted on by 
surprise. 
 
   ‘Afoore ye begin’, said Mother Carke (I soften her patois), ‘I mun 
tell ye there’s ill folk watchin’ ye. What’s auld Farmer Lew about, he 
doesna get t’ sir’ (the clergyman) ‘to baptise thee? If he lets Sunda’ 
next pass, I’m afeared ye’ll never be sprinkled nor signed wi’ cross, 
while there’s a sky aboon us.’ 
 
   ‘Agoy!’ exclaims the girl, ‘who’s lookin’ after me?’ 
 
   ‘A big black fella, as high as the kipples, came out o’ the wood near 
Deadman’s Grike, just after the sun gaed down yester e’en; I knew 
weel what he was, for his feet ne’er touched the road while he made 
as if he walked beside me. And he wanted to gie me snuff first, and I 
wouldna hev that; and then he offered me a gowden guinea, but I 
was no sic awpy, and to bring you here tonight, and cross the candle 
wi’ pins, to call your lover in. And he said he’s a great lord, and in 
luve wi’ thee.’ 
 
   ‘And you refused him?’ 
 
   ‘Well for thee I did, lass’, says Mother Carke. 
 
   ‘Why, it’s every word true!’ cries the girl vehemently, starting to her 
feet, for she had seated herself on the great oak chest. 
 
   ‘True, lass? Come, say what ye mean,’ demanded Mall Carke, with 
a dark and searching gaze. 
 
   ‘Last night I was coming heyam from the wake, wi’ auld farmer 
Dykes and his wife and his daughter Nell, and when we came to the 
stile, I bid them good-night, and we parted.’ 
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   ‘And ye came by the path alone in the night-time, did ye?’ 
exclaimed old Mall Carke sternly. 
 
   ‘I wasna afeared, I don’t know why; the path heyam leads down by 
the wa’as o’ auld Hawarth Castle.’ 
 
   ‘I knaa it weel, and a dowly path it is; ye’ll keep indoors o’ nights 
for a while, or ye’ll rue it. What saw ye?’ 
 
   ‘No freetin, mother; nowt I was feared on.’ 
 
   ‘Ye heard a voice callin’ yer neyame?’ 
 
   ‘I heard nowt that was dow, but the hullyhoo in the auld castle 
wa’s,’ answered the pretty girl. ‘I heard nor sid nowt that’s dow, but 
mickle that’s conny and gladsome. I heard singin’ and laughin’ a long 
way off, I consaited; and I stopped a bit to listen. Then I walked on a 
step or two, and there, sure enough in the Pie-Mag field, under the 
castle wa’s, not twenty steps away, I sid a grand company; silks and 
satins, and men wi’ velvet coats, wi’ gowd-lace striped over them, 
and ladies wi’ necklaces that would dazzle ye, and fans as big as 
griddles; and powdered footmen, like what the shirra hed behind his 
coach, only these was ten times as grand.’ 
 
   ‘It was full moon last night,’ said the old woman. 
 
   ‘Sa bright ‘twould blind ye to look at it,’ said the girl. 
 
   ‘Never an ill sight but the deaul finds a light,’ quoth the old woman. 
‘There’s a rinnin brook thar, you were at this side, and they at that; 
did they try to mak ye cross over?’ 
 
   ‘Agoy! Didn’t they? Nowt but civility and kindness, though. But ye 
mun let me tell it my own way. They was talkin’ and laughin’, and 
eatin’, and drinkin’ out o’ long glasses and goud cups, seated on the 
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grass, and music was playin’; and I keekin’ behind a bush at all the 
grand doin’s; and up they gits to dance; and says a tall fella I didna 
see afoore, ‘Ye mun step across, and dance wi’ a young lord that’s 
faan in luv wi’ thee, and that’s mysel’, and sure enow I keeked at him 
under my lashes and a conny lad he is, to my teyaste, though he be 
dressed in black, wi’ sword and sash, velvet twice as fine as they sells 
in the shop at Gouden Friars; and keekin’ at me again fra the corners 
o’ his een. And the same fella telt me he was mad in luv wi’ me, and 
his fadder was there, and his sister, and they came all the way from 
Catstean Castle to see me that night; and that’s t’ other side o’ 
Gouden Friars.’ 
 
   ‘Come, lass, yer no mafflin; tell me true. What was he like? Was his 
feyace grimed wi’ sut? a tall fella wi’ wide shouthers, and lukt like an 
ill-thing, wi’ black clothes amaist in rags?’ 
 
   ‘His feyace was long, but weel-faured, and darker nor a gipsy; and 
his clothes were black and grand, and made o’ velvet, and he said he 
was the young lord himsel’; and he lukt like it.’ 
 
   ‘That will be the same fella I sid at Deadman’s Grike,’ said Mall 
Carke, with an anxious frown. 
 
   ‘Hoot, mudder! how cud that be?’ cried the lass, with a toss of her 
pretty head and a smile of scorn. But the fortune-teller made no 
answer, and the girl went on with her story. 
 
   ‘When they began to dance’, continued Laura Silver Bell, ‘he urged 
me again, but I wudna step o’er; ‘twas partly pride, coz I wasna 
dressed fine enough, and partly contrairiness, or something, but gaa I 
wudna, not a fut. No but I more nor half wished it a’ the time.’ 
 
   ‘Weel for thee thou dudstna cross the brook.’ 
 
   ‘Hoity-toity, why not?’ 
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   ‘Keep at heyame after nightfall, and don’t ye be walking by yersel’ 
by daylight or any light lang lonesome ways, till after ye’re baptised’, 
said Mall Carke. 
 
   ‘I’m like to be married first.’ 
 
   ‘Tak care that marriage won’t hang i’ the bell-ropes,’ said Mother 
Carke. 
 
   ‘Leave me alane for that. The young lord said he was maist daft wi’ 
luv o’ me. He wanted to gie me a conny ring wi’ a beautiful stone in 
it. But, drat it, I was sic an awpy I wudna tak it, and he a young lord!’ 
 
   ‘Lord, indeed! Are ye daft or dreamin’? Those fine folk, what were 
they? I’ll tell ye. Dobies and fairies; and if ye don’t du as yer bid, 
they’ll tak ye, and ye’ll never git out o’ their hands again while grass 
grows,’ said the old woman grimly. 
 
   ‘Od wite it!’ replies the girl impatiently, ‘who’s daft or dreamin’ 
noo? I’d a bin dead wi’ fear, if ‘twas any such thing. It cudna be; all 
was sa luvesome, and bonny, and shaply.’ 
 
   ‘Weel, and what do ye want o’ me, lass?’ asked the old woman 
sharply. 
 
   ‘I want to know – here’s t’ sixpence – what I sud du,’ said the 
young lass. ‘’Twud be a pity to lose such a marrow, hey?’ 
 
   ‘Say yer prayers, lass; I can’t help ye,’ says the old woman darkly. ‘If 
ye gaa wi’ the people, ye’ll never come back. Ye munna talk wi’ them, 
nor eat wi’ them, nor drink wi’ them, nor tak a pin’s-worth by way o’ 
gift fra them – mark weel what I say – or ye’re lost!’ 
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   The girl looked down, plainly much vexed. The old woman stared 
at her with a mysterious frown steadily, for a few seconds. 
 
   ‘Tell me, lass, and tell me true, are ye in luve wi’ that lad?’ 
 
   ‘What for sud I?’ said the girl with a careless toss of her head, and 
blushing up to her very temples. 
 
   ‘I see how it is,’ said the old woman, with a groan, and repeated the 
words, sadly thinking; and walked out of the door a step or two, and 
looked jealously round. ‘The lass is witched, the lass is witched!’ 
 
   ‘Did ye see him since?’ asked Mother Carke, returning. 
 
   The girl was still embarrassed; and now she spoke in a lower tone, 
and seemed subdued. ‘I thought I sid him as I came here, walkin’ 
beside me among the trees; but I consait it was only the trees 
themsels that lukt like rinnin’ one behind another, as I walked on.’ 
 
   ‘I can tell thee nowt, lass, but what I telt ye afoore,’ answered the 
old woman peremptorily. ‘Get ye heyame, and don’t delay on the 
way; and say yer prayers as ye gaa; and let none but good thoughts 
come nigh ye; and put nayer foot autside the door-steyan again till ye 
gaa to be christened; and get that done a Sunda’ next.’ 
 
   And with this charge, given with grizzly earnestness, she saw her 
over the stile, and stood upon it watching her retreat, until the trees 
quite hid her and her path from view. 
 
   The sky grew cloudy and thunderous, and the air darkened rapidly, 
as the girl, a little frightened by Ma Carke’s view of the case, walked 
homeward by the lonely path among the trees. 
 
   A black cat, which had walked close by her – for these creatures 
sometimes take a ramble in search of their prey among the woods 
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and thickets – crept from under the hollow of an oak, and was again 
with her. It seemed to her to grow bigger and bigger as the darkness 
deepened, and its green eyes glared as large as halfpennies in her 
affrighted vision as the thunder came booming along the heights 
from the Willarden-road. 
 
   She tried to drive it away; but it growled and hissed awfully, and set 
up its back as if it would spring at her, and finally it skipped up into a 
tree, where they grew thickest at each side of her path, and 
accompanied her, high over head, hopping from bough to bough as 
if meditating a pounce upon her shoulders. Her fancy being full of 
strange thoughts, she was frightened, and she fancied that it was 
haunting her steps, and destined to undergo some hideous 
transformation, the moment she ceased to guard her path with 
prayers. 
 
   She was frightened for a while after she got home. The dark looks 
of Mother Carke were always before her eyes, and a secret dread 
prevented her passing the threshold of her home again that night. 
 
   Next day it was different. She had got rid of the awe with which 
Mother Carke had inspired her. She could not get the tall dark-
featured lord, in the black velvet dress, out of her head. He had 
‘taken her fancy’; she was growing to love him. She could think of 
nothing else. 
 
   Bessie Hennock, a neighbour’s daughter, came to see her that day, 
and proposed a walk toward the ruins of Hawarth Castle, to gather 
‘blaebirries’. So off the two girls went together. 
 
   In the thicket, along the slopes near the ivied walls of Hawarth 
Castle, the companions began to fill their baskets. Hours passed. The 
sun was sinking near the west, and Laura Silver Bell had not come 
home. 
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   Over the hatch of the farm-house door the maids leant ever and 
anon with outstretched necks, watching for a sign of the girl’s return, 
and wondering, as the shadows lengthened, what had become of her. 
 
   At last, just as the rosy sunset gilding began to overspread the 
landscape, Bessie Hennock, weeping into her apron, made her 
appearance without her companion. 
 
   Her account of their adventures was curious. 
 
   I will relate the substance of it more connectedly than her agitation 
would allow her to give it, and without the disguise of the rude 
Northumbrian dialect. 
 
   The girl said, that, as they got along together among the brambles 
that grow beside the brook that bounds the Pie-Mag field, she on a 
sudden saw a very tall big-boned man, with an ill-favoured smirched 
face, and dressed in worn and rusty black, standing at the other side 
of a little stream. She was frightened; and while looking at this dirty, 
wicked, starved figure, Laura Silver Bell touched her, gazing at the 
same tall scarecrow, but with a countenance full of confusion and 
even rapture. She was peeping through the bush behind which she 
stood, and with a sigh she said: 
 
   ‘Is na that a conny lad? Agoy! See his bonny velvet clothes, his 
sword and sash; that’s a lord, I can tell ye; and weel I know who he 
follows, who he luves, and who he’ll wed.’ 
 
   Bessie Hennock thought her companion daft. 
 
   ‘See how luvesome he luks!’ whispered Laura. 
 
   Bessie looked again, and saw him gazing at her companion with a 
malignant smile, and at the same time he beckoned her to approach. 
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   ‘Darrat ta! Gaa not near him! He’ll wring thy neck!’ gasped Bessie 
in great fear, as she saw Laura step forward with a look of beautiful 
bashfulness and joy. 
 
   She took the hand he stretched across the stream, more for love of 
the hand than any need of help, and in a moment was across and by 
his side, and his long arm about her waist. 
 
   ‘Fares te weel, Bessie, I’m gain my ways,’ she called, leaning her 
head to his shoulder; ‘and tell gud Fadder Lew I’m gain my ways to 
be happy, and may be, at lang last, I’ll see him again.’ 
 
   And with a farewell wave of her hand, she went away with her 
dismal partner; and Laura Silver Bell was never more seen at home, 
or among the ‘coppies’ and ‘wickwoods’, the bonny fields and bosky 
hollows, by Dardale Moss. 
 
   Bessie Hennock followed them for a time. 
 
   She crossed the brook, and though they seemed to move slowly 
enough, she was obliged to run to keep them in view; and she all the 
time cried to her continually, ‘Come back, come back, bonnie 
Laurie!’ until, getting over a bank, she was met by a white-faced old 
man, and so frightened was she, that she thought she fainted 
outright. At all events, she did not come to herself until the birds 
were singing their vespers in the amber light of sunset, and the day 
was over. 
 
   No trace of the direction of the girl’s flight was ever discovered. 
Weeks and months passed, and more than a year. 
 
   At the end of that time, one of Mall Carke’s goats died, as she 
suspected, by the envious practices of a rival witch who lived at the 
far end of Dardale Moss. 
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   All alone in her stone cabin the old woman had prepared her 
charm to ascertain the author of her misfortune. 
 
   The heart of the dead animal, stuck all over with pins, was burnt in 
the fire; the windows, doors, and every other aperture of the house 
being first carefully stopped. After the heart, thus prepared with 
suitable incantations, is consumed in the fire, the first person who 
comes to the door or passes by it is the offending magician. 
 
   Mother Carke completed these lonely rites at dead of night. It was 
a dark night, with the glimmer of the stars only, and a melancholy 
night-wind was soughing through the scattered woods that spread 
around. 
 
   After a long and dead silence, there came a heavy thump at the 
door, and a deep voice called her by name. 
 
   She was startled, for she expected no man’s voice; and peeping 
from the window, she saw, in the dim light, a coach and four horses, 
with gold-laced footmen, and coachman in wig and cocked hat, 
turned out as if for a state occasion. 
 
   She unbarred the door; and a tall gentleman, dressed in black, 
waiting at the threshold, entreated her, as the only sage femme 
within reach, to come in the coach and attend Lady Lairdale, who 
was about to give birth to a baby, promising her handsome payment. 
 
   Lady Lairdale! She had never heard of her. 
 
   ‘How far away is it?’ 
 
   ‘Twelve miles on the old road to Golden Friars.’ 
 
   Her avarice is roused, and she steps into the coach. The footman 
claps-to the door; the glass jingles with the sound of a laugh. The tall 
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dark-faced gentleman in black is seated opposite; they are driving at a 
furious pace; they have turned out of the road into a narrower one, 
dark with thicker and loftier forest than she was accustomed to. She 
grows anxious; for she knows every road and by-path in the country 
round, and she has never seen this one. 
 
   He encourages her. The moon has risen above the edge of the 
horizon, and she sees a noble old castle. Its summit of tower, 
watchtower and battlement, glimmers faintly in the moonlight. This 
is their destination. 
 
   She feels on a sudden all but overpowered by sleep; but although 
she nods, she is quite conscious of the continued motion, which has 
become even rougher. 
 
   She makes an effort, and rouses herself. What has become of the 
coach, the castle, the servants? Nothing but the strange forest 
remains the same. 
 
   She is jolting along on a rude hurdle, seated on rushes, and a tall, 
big-boned man, in rags, sits in front, kicking with his heel the ill-
favoured beast that pulls them along, every bone of which sticks out, 
and holding the halter which serves for reins. They stop at the door 
of a miserable building of loose stone, with a thatch so sunk and 
rotten, that the roof-tree and couples protrude in crooked corners, 
like the bones of the wretched horse, with enormous head and ears, 
that dragged them to the door. 
 
   The long gaunt man gets down, his sinister face grimed like his 
hands. 
 
   It was the same grimy giant who had accosted her on the lonely 
road near Deadman’s Grike. But she feels that she ‘must go through 
with it’ now, and she follows him into the house. 
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   Two rushlights were burning in the large and miserable room, and 
on a coarse ragged bed lay a woman groaning piteously. 
 
   ‘That’s Lady Lairdale,’ says the gaunt dark man, who then began to 
stride up and down the room rolling his head, stamping furiously, 
and thumping one hand on the palm of the other, and talking and 
laughing in the corners, where there was no one visible to hear or to 
answer. 
 
   Old Mall Carke recognized in the faded half-starved creature who 
lay on the bed, as dark now and grimy as the man, and looking as if 
she had never in her life washed hands or face, the once blithe and 
pretty Laura Lew. 
 
   The hideous being who was her mate continued in the same odd 
fluctuations of fury, grief, and merriment; and whenever she uttered 
a groan, he parodied it with another, as Mother Carke thought, in 
saturnine derision. 
 
   At length he strode into another room, and banged the door after 
him. 
 
   In due time the poor woman’s pains were over, and a daughter was 
born. 
 
   Such an imp! With long pointed ears, flat nose, and enormous 
restless eyes and mouth. It instantly began to yell and talk in some 
unknown language, at the noise of which the father looked into the 
room, and told the sage femme that she should not go unrewarded. 
 
   The sick woman seized the moment of his absence to say in the 
ear of Mall Carke: 
 
   ‘If ye had not been at ill work tonight, he could not hev fetched ye. 
Tak no more now than your rightful fee, or he’ll keep ye here.’ 
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   At this moment he returned with a bag of gold and silver coins, 
which he emptied on the table, and told her to help herself. 
 
   She took four shillings, which was her primitive fee, neither more 
nor less; and all his urgency could not prevail with her to take a 
farthing more. He looked so terrible at her refusal, that she rushed 
out of the house. 
 
   He ran after her. 
 
   ‘You’ll take your money with you,’ he roared, snatching up the bag, 
still half full, and flung it after her. 
 
   It lighted on her shoulder; and partly from the blow, partly from 
terror, she fell to the ground; and when she came to herself, it was 
morning, and she was lying across her own door-stone. 
 
   It is said that she never more told fortune or practised spell. And 
though all that happened sixty years ago and more, Laura Silver Bell, 
wise folk think, is still living, and will so continue till the day of 
doom among the fairies. 
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I 
 

Rudolph Reeve sat by himself on the Old Long 

Barrow on Pallinghurst Common. It was a September evening, and 
the sun was setting. The west was all aglow with a mysterious red 
light, very strange and lurid – a light that reflected itself in glowing 
purple on the dark brown heather and the dying bracken. Rudolph 
Reeve was a journalist and a man of science; but he had a poet’s soul 
for all that, in spite of his avocations, neither of which is usually 
thought to tend towards the spontaneous development of a poetic 
temperament. He sat there long, watching the livid hues that 
incarnadined the sky – redder and fiercer than anything he ever 
remembered to have seen since the famous year of the Krakatoa 
sunsets – though he knew it was getting late, and he ought to have 
gone back long since to the manor-house to dress for dinner. Mrs. 
Bouverie-Barton, his hostess, the famous Woman’s Rights woman, 
was always such a stickler for punctuality and dispatch and all the 
other unfeminine virtues! But in spite of Mrs. Bouverie-Barton, 
Rudolph Reeve sat on. There was something about that sunset and 
the lights on the bracken – something weird and unearthly – that 
positively fascinated him.  
 
   The view over the Common, which stands high and exposed, a 
veritable waste of heath and gorse, is strikingly wide and expansive. 
Pallinghurst Ring, or the ‘Old Long Barrow’, a well-known landmark 
familiar by that name from time immemorial to all the country-side, 
crowns its actual summit, and commands from its top the 
surrounding hills far into the shadowy heart of Hampshire. On its 
terraced slope Rudolph sat and gazed out, with all the artistic 
pleasure of a poet or a painter (for he was a little of both) in the 
exquisite flush of the dying reflections from the dying sun upon the 
dying heather. He sat and wondered to himself why death is always 
so much more beautiful, so much more poetical, so much calmer 
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than life – and why you invariably enjoy things so very much better 
when you know you ought to be dressing for dinner.  
 
   He was just going to rise, however, dreading the lasting wrath of 
Mrs. Bouverie-Barton, when of a sudden a very weird yet definite 
feeling caused him for one moment to pause and hesitate. Why he 
felt it he knew not; but even as he sat there on the grassy tumulus, 
covered close with short sward of subterranean clover, that curious, 
cunning plant that buries its own seeds by automatic action, he was 
aware, through an external sense, but by pure internal consciousness, 
of something or other living and moving within the barrow. He shut 
his eyes and listened. No, fancy, pure fancy! Not a sound broke the 
stillness of early evening, save the drone of insects – those dying 
insects, now beginning to fail fast before the first chill breath of 
approaching autumn. Rudolph opened his eyes again and looked 
down on the ground. In the little boggy hollow by his feet 
innumerable plants of sundew spread their murderous rosettes of 
sticky red leaves, all bedewed with viscid gum, to catch and roll 
round the straggling flies that wrenched their tiny limbs in vain 
efforts to free themselves. But that was all. Nothing else was astir. In 
spite of sight and sound, however he was still deeply thrilled by this 
strange consciousness as of something living and moving in the 
barrow underneath; something living and moving – or was it moving 
and dead? Something crawling and creeping, as the long arms of the 
sundews crawled and crept around the helpless flies, whose juices 
they sucked out. A weird and awful feeling, yet strangely fascinating! 
He hated the vulgar necessity for going back to dinner. Why do 
people dine at all? So material! So commonplace! And the universe 
all teeming with strange secrets to unfold! He knew not why, but a 
fierce desire possessed his soul to stop and give way to this 
overpowering sense of the mysterious and the marvellous in the dark 
depths of the barrow.  
 
   With an effort he roused himself and put on his hat, which he had 
been holding in his hand for his forehead was burning. The sun had 
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now long set, and Mrs. Bouverie-Barton dined at 7.30 punctually. He 
must rise and go home. Something unknown pulled him down to 
detain him. Once more he paused and hesitated. He was not a 
superstitious man, yet it seemed to him as if many strange shapes 
stood by unseen and watched with great eagerness to see whether he 
would rise and go away, or yield to the temptation of stopping and 
indulging his curious fancy. Strange! He saw and heard absolutely 
nobody and nothing; yet he dimly realised that unseen figures were 
watching him close with bated breath and anxiously observing his 
every movement, as if intent to know whether he would rise and 
move on, or remain to investigate this causeless sensation.  
 
   For a minute or two he stood irresolute; and all the time he so 
stood the unseen bystanders held their breath and looked on in an 
agony of expectation. He could feel their outstretched necks; he 
could picture their strained attention. At last he broke away. ‘This is 
nonsense’, he said aloud to himself, and turned slowly homeward. As 
he did so, a deep sigh, as of suspense relieved, but relieved in the 
wrong direction, seemed to rise – unheard, impalpable, spiritual – 
from the invisible crowd that gathered around him immaterial. 
Clutched hands seemed to stretch after him and try to pull him back. 
An unreel throng of angry and disappointed creatures seemed to 
follow him over the moor, uttering speechless imprecations on his 
head, in some unknown tongue – ineffable inaudible. This horrid 
sense of being followed by unearthly foes took absolute possession 
of Rudolph’s mind. It might have been merely the lurid redness of 
the afterglow, or the loneliness of the moor, or the necessity for 
being back not one minute late for Mrs. Bouverie-Barton’s dinner-
hour; but, at any rate, he lost all self-control for the moment, and ran 
– ran wildly, at the very top of his speed, all the way from the barrow 
to the door of the manor-house garden. There he stopped and 
looked round with a painful sense of his own stupid cowardice. This 
was positively childish: he had seen nothing, heard nothing, had 
nothing definite to frighten him; yet he had run from his own mental 
shadow, like the veriest schoolgirl, and was trembling still from the 
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profundity of his sense that somebody unseen was pursuing and 
following him.  
 
   ‘What a precious fool I am,’ he said to himself, half angrily, ‘to be 
so terrified at nothing! I’ll go round there by-and-by just to recover 
my self-respect, and to show, at least, I’m not really frightened.’  
 
   And even as he said it he was internally aware that his baffled foes, 
standing grinning their disappointment with gnashed teeth at the 
garden-gate, gave a chuckle of surprise, delight, and satisfaction at 
his altered intention.  
  

II. 
 
There’s nothing like light for dispelling superstitious terrors. 
Pallinghurst Manor-house was fortunately supplied with electric light, 
for Mrs. Bouverie-Barton was nothing if not intensely modern. Long 
before Rudolph had finished dressing for dinner, he was smiling 
once more to himself at his foolish conduct. Never in his life before 
– at least, since he was twenty – had he done such a thing; and he 
knew why he’d done it now. It was nervous breakdown. He had 
been overworking his brain in town with those elaborate calculations 
for his Fortnightly article on ‘The Present State of Chinese Finances’; 
and Sir Arthur Boyd, the famous specialist on diseases of the 
nervous system, had earned three honest guineas cheap by 
recommending him ‘a week or two’s rest and change in the country’. 
That was why he had accepted Mrs. Bouverie-Barton’s invitation to 
form part of her brilliant autumn party at Pallinghurst Manor, and 
that was also doubtless why he had been se absurdly frightened at 
nothing at all just now on the Common. Memorandum: Never to 
overwork his brain in future; it doesn’t pay. And yet, in these days, 
how earn bread and cheese at literature without overworking it?  
 
   He went down to dinner, however, in very good spirits. His 
hostess was kind; she permitted him to take in that pretty American. 
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Conversation with the soup turned at once on the sunset. 
Conversation with the soup is always on the lowest and most casual 
plane; it improves with the fish, and reaches its culmination with the 
sweets and the cheese, after which it declines again to the fruity level.  
 
   ‘You were on the barrow about seven, Mr Reeve,’ Mrs. Bouverie-
Barton observed severely, when he spoke of the after-glow. ‘You 
watched that sunset close. How fast you must have walked home! I 
was almost half afraid you were going to be late for dinner.’  
 
   Rudolph coloured up slightly; ‘twas a girlish trick, unworthy of a 
journalist; but still he had it. ‘Oh, dear, no, Mrs. Bouverie-Barton,’ he 
answered gravely. ‘I may be foolish, but not, I hope, criminal. I know 
better than to do anything so weak and wicked as that at Pallinghurst 
Manor. I do walk rather fast, and the sunset – well, the sunset was 
just too lovely.’  
 
   ‘Elegant,’ the pretty American interposed, in her own language. 
  
   ‘It always is, this night every year,’ little Joyce said quietly, with the 
air of one who retails a well-known scientific fact. ‘It’s the night, you 
know, when the light burns bright on the Old Long Barrow.’ 
  
   Joyce was Mrs. Bouverie-Barton’s only child – a frail and pretty 
little creature, just twelve years old, very light and fairylike, but with a 
strange cowed look which, nevertheless, somehow curiously became 
her.  
 
   ‘What nonsense yon talk, my child!’ her mother exclaimed, darting 
a look at Joyce which made her relapse forthwith into instant silence. 
‘I’m ashamed of her, Mr Reeve; they pick up such nonsense as this 
from their nurses.’ For Mrs. Bouverie-Barton was modern, and 
disbelieved in everything. ‘Tis a simple creed; one clause concludes it.  
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  But the child’s words, though lightly whispered, had caught the 
quick ear of Archie Cameron, the distinguished electrician. He made 
a spring upon them at once; for the merest suspicion of the 
supernatural was to Cameron irresistible. ‘What’s that, Joyce?’ he 
cried, leaning forward across the table. ‘No, Mrs. Bouverie-Barton, I 
really must hear it. What day is this today, and what’s that you just 
said about the sunset and the light on the Old Long Barrow?’  
 
   Joyce glanced pleadingly at her mother, and then again at Cameron. 
A very faint nod gave her grudging leave to proceed with her tale, 
under maternal disapprobation, for Mrs. Bouverie-Barton didn’t 
carry her belief in Woman’s Rights quite so far as to apply them to 
the case of her own daughter. We must draw a line somewhere.  
 
   Joyce hesitated and began. ‘Well, this is the night, you know,’ she 
said, ‘when the sun turns, or stands still, or crosses the tropic, or 
goes back again, or something.’  
 
   Mrs. Bouverie-Barton gave a dry little cough. ‘The autumnal 
equinox,’ she interposed severely, ‘at which, of course, the sun does 
nothing of the sort you suppose. We shall have to have your 
astronomy looked after, Joyce; such ignorance is exhaustive. But go 
on with your myth, please, and get it over quickly.’  
 
   ‘The autumnal equinox; that’s just it,’ Joyce went on, unabashed. ‘I 
remember that’s the word, for old Rachel, the gipsy, told me so. Well, 
on this day every year, a sort of glow comes up on the moor; oh! I 
know it does, mother, for I’ve seen it myself; and the rhyme about it 
goes: 
 

Every year on Michael’s night 
Pallinghurst Barrow burneth bright  

 
   Only the gipsy told me it was Baal’s night before it was St. 
Michael’s, and it was somebody else’s night, whose name I forget, 
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before it was Baal’s. And the somebody was a god to whom you 
must never sacrifice anything with iron, but always with flint or with 
a stone hatchet. 
  
   Cameron leaned back in his chair and surveyed the child critically. 
‘Now, this is interesting,’ he said; ‘profoundly interesting. For here 
we get, what is always so much wanted first-hand evidence. And 
you’re quite sure, Joyce, you’ve really seen it?’  
 
   ‘Oh! Mr Cameron, how can you?’ Mrs. Bouverie-Barton cried, 
quite pettishly; for even advanced ladies are still feminine enough at 
times to be distinctly pettish. ‘I take the greatest trouble to keep all 
such rubbish out of Joyce’s way; and then you men of science come 
down here and talk like this to her, and undo all the good I’ve taken 
months in doing.’ 
  
   ‘Well, whether Joyce has ever seen it or not,’ Rudolph Reeve said 
gravely, ‘I can answer for it myself that I saw a very curious light on 
the Long Barrow tonight; and, furthermore, I felt a most peculiar 
sensation.’  
 
   ‘What was that?’ Cameron asked, bending over towards him 
eagerly. For all the world knows that Cameron, though a disbeliever 
in most things (except the Brush light), still retains a quaint tinge of 
Highland Scotch belief in a good ghost story. 
  
   ‘Why, as I was sitting on the barrow,’ Rudolph began, ‘just after 
sunset, I was dimly conscious of something stirring inside, not visible 
or audible, but…’  
 
   ‘Oh, I know, I know!’ Joyce put in, leaning forward, with her eyes 
staring curiously, ‘a sort of a feeling that there was somebody 
somewhere, very faint and dim, though you couldn’t see or hear 
them; they tried to pull you down, clutching at you like this: and 
when you ran away, frightened, they seemed to follow you and jeer 
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at you. Great gibbering creatures! Oh, I know what all that is! I’ve 
been there, and felt it.’  
 
   ‘Joyce!’ Mrs. Bouverie-Barton put in with a warning frown, ‘what 
nonsense you talk! You’re really too ridiculous. How can you 
suppose Mr Reeve ran away – a man of science like him – from an 
imaginary terror?’  
 
   ‘Well, I won’t quite say I ran away,’ Rudolph answered, sheepishly. 
‘We never do admit these things, I suppose, after twenty. But I 
certainly did hurry home at the very top of my speed – not to be late 
for dinner, you know, Mrs. Bouverie-Barton; and I will admit, Joyce, 
between you and me only, I was conscious by the way of something 
very much like your grinning followers behind me.’  
 
   Mrs. Bouverie-Barton darted him another look of intense 
displeasure. ‘I think,’ she said, in that chilly voice that has iced whole 
committees, ‘at a table like this, and with such thinkers around, we 
might surely find something rather better to discuss than such worn-
out superstitions. Professor Spence, did you light upon any fresh 
palaeoliths in the gravel-pit this morning?’  
 

III. 
 
In the drawing-room, a little later, a small group collected by the 
corner bay, remotest from Mrs. Bouverie-Barton’s own presidential 
chair, to hear Rudolph and Joyce compare experiences on the light 
above the barrow. When the two dreamers of dreams and seers of 
visions had finished, Mrs. Bruce, the esoteric Buddhist and hostess 
of Mahatmas (they often dropped in on her, it was said, quite 
informally, for afternoon tea) opened the flood-gates of her torrent 
speech with triumphant vehemence.  
 
   ‘This is just what I should have expected,’ she said, looking round 
for a sceptic, that she might turn and rend him. ‘Novalis was right.    
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Children are early men. They are freshest from the truth. They are 
freshest to us from the truth. Little souls just let loose from the free 
expanse of God’s sky see more shall we adults do – at least, except a 
few of us. We ourselves, what are we but accumulated layers of 
phantasmata? Spirit-light rarely breaks in upon our grimed charnel of 
flesh. The dust of years overlies us. But the child, bursting new upon 
the dim world of Karma, trails clouds of glory from the beatific 
vision. So Wordsworth held; so the Masters of Tibet taught us, long 
ages before Wordsworth.’ 
  
   ‘It’s curious,’ Professor Spence put in, with a scientific smile, 
restrained at the corners, ‘that all this should have happened to Joyce 
and to our friend Reeve at a long barrow. For you’ve seen 
MacRitchie’s last work I suppose? No? Well, he’s shown conclusively 
that long barrows, which are the graves of the small, squat people 
who preceded the inroad of Aryan invaders, are the real originals of 
all the fairy hills and subterranean palaces of popular legend. You 
know the old story of how Childe Roland to the dark tower came, of 
course, Cameron? Well, that dark tower was nothing more or less 
than a long barrow; perhaps Pallinghurst Barrow itself, perhaps some 
other, and Childe Roland went into it to rescue his sister Burd Ellen, 
who had been stolen by the fairy king, after the fashion of his kind, 
for a human sacrifice. The Picts, you recollect, were a deeply 
religions people, who believed in human sacrifice. They felt they 
derived from it high spiritual benefit. And the queerest part of it all is 
that in order to see the fairies you must go round the barrow 
widershins – that is to say, Miss Quackenboss, as Cameron will 
explain to you, the opposite way from the way of the sun – on this 
very night of all the year, Michaelmas Eve, which was the accepted 
old date of the autumnal equinox.’  
 
   ‘All long barrows have a chamber of great stones in the centre, I 
believe,’ Cameron suggested, tentatively.  
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   ‘Yes, all or nearly all; megalithic, you know; unwrought; and that 
chamber’s the subterranean palace, lit up with the fairy light that’s so 
constantly found in old stories of the dead, and which Joyce and you, 
alone among moderns, have been permitted to see, Reeve.’ 
  
   ‘It’s a very odd fact,’ Dr. Porter, the materialist interposed 
musingly, ‘that the only ghosts people ever see are the ghosts of a 
generation very, very close to them. One hears of lots of ghosts in 
eighteenth-century costumes, because everybody has a clear idea of 
wigs and small-clothes from pictures and fancy dresses. One hears of 
far fewer in Elizabethan dress, because the class most given to 
beholding ghosts are seldom acquainted with ruff’s and farthingales; 
and one meets with none at all in Anglo-Saxon or Ancient British or 
Roman costumes, because those are only known to a comparatively 
small class of learned people, and ghosts, as a rule, avoid the learned 
– except you, Mrs. Bruce – as they would avoid prussic acid. Millions 
of ghosts of remote antiquity must swarm about the world, though, 
after a hundred years or thereabouts, they retire into obscurity and 
sense to annoy people with their nasty cold shivers. But the queer 
thing about these long-barrow ghosts is that they must be the spirits 
of men and women who died thousands and thousands of years ago, 
which is exceptional longevity for a spiritual being don’t you think so, 
Cameron?’ 
  
   ‘Europe must be chock-full of them!’ the pretty American assented, 
smiling, ‘though America hasn’t had time, so far, to collect any 
considerable population of spirits.’ 
  
   But Mrs. Bruce was up in arms at once against such covert levity, 
and took the field in full force for her beloved spectres. ‘No, no,’ she 
said ‘Dr. Porter there you mistake your subject. You should read 
what I have written in The Mirror of Trismegistus. Man is the focus of 
the glass of his own senses. There are other landscapes in the fifth 
and sixth dimensions of space than the one presented to him. As 
Carlyle said truly, each eye sees in all things just what each eye brings 
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with it the power of seeing. And this is true spiritually as well as 
physically. To Newton and Newton’s dog Diamond what a different 
universe! One saw the great vision of universal gravitation, the other 
saw – a little mouse under a chair, as the wise old nursery rhyme so 
philosophically puts it. Nursery rhymes summarise for us the gain of 
centuries. Nothing was ever destroyed, nothing was ever changed, 
and nothing new is ever created. All the spirits of all that is, or was, 
or ever will be, people the universe everywhere, unseen, around us, 
and each of us sees of them those only he himself is adapted to 
seeing. The rustic or the clown meets no ghosts of any sort save the 
ghosts of the persons he knows about otherwise; if a man like 
yourself saw a ghost at all – which isn’t likely – for you starve your 
spiritual side by blindly shutting your eyes to one whole aspect of 
nature – you’d be just as likely to see the ghost of a Stone Age chief 
as the ghost of a Georgian or Elizabethan exquisite.’ 
  
   ‘Did I catch the word ghost?’ Mrs. Bouverie-Barton put in, coming 
up unexpectedly with her angry glower. ‘Joyce, my child, go to bed. 
This is no talk for you. And don’t go chilling yourself by standing at 
the window in your nightdress, looking out on the Common to 
search for the light on the Old Long Barrow, which is all pure 
moonshine. You nearly caught your death of cold last year with that 
nonsense. It’s always so. These superstitions never do any good to 
anyone.’  
 
   And, indeed, Rudolph felt a faint glow of shame himself at having 
discussed such themes in the hearing of that nervous and high-
strung little creature.  
   

IV. 
 
In the course of the evening, Rudolph’s head began to ache, as, to 
say the truth, it often did; for was he not an author? and sufferance is 
the badge of all our tribe. His head generally ached: the intervals he 
employed upon magazine articles. He knew that headache well; it 
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was the worst neuralgic kind – the wet-towel variety – the sort that 
keeps you tossing the whole night long without hope of respite. 
About eleven o’clock, when the men went into the smoking-room, 
the pain became unendurable. He called Dr. Porter aside. ‘Can’t you 
give me anything to relieve it?’ he asked piteously, after describing 
his symptoms.  
 
   ‘Oh, certainly,’ the doctor answered with that brisk medical 
confidence we all know so well. ‘I’ll bring you up a draught that will 
put that all right in less than half an hour. What Mrs. Bruce calls 
Soma – the fine old crusted remedy of our Aryan ancestor; there’s 
nothing like it for cases of nervous inanition.’ 
  
   Rudolph wont up to his room, and the doctor followed him a few 
minutes later with a very small phial of a very thick green viscid 
liquid. He poured ten drops carefully into a measured medicine-glass, 
and filled it up with water. It amalgamated badly. ‘Drink that off,’ he 
said, with the magisterial air of the cunning leech. And Rudolph 
drank it.  
 
   ‘I’ll leave you the bottle,’ the doctor went on, laying it down on the 
dressing-table, ‘only use it with caution. Ten drops in two hours if 
the pain continues. Not more than ten, recollect. It’s a powerful 
narcotic – I daresay you know its name: it’s Cannabis Indica.’  
 
   Rudolph thanked him inarticulately, and flung himself on the bed 
without undressing. He had brought up a book with him – that 
delicious volume, Joseph Jacobs’s English Fairy Tales – and he tried in 
some vague way to read the story of Childe Roland, to which 
Professor Spence had directed his attention. But his trend ached so 
much he could hardly read it, he only gathered with difficulty that 
Childe Roland had been instructed by witch or warlock to come to a 
green hill surrounded with terrace-rings – like Pallinghurst Barrow – 
to walk round it thrice, widershins, saying each time: 
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Open door, open door  
And let me come in,  

 
and when the door opened to enter unabashed the fairy king’s palace. 
And the third time the door did open; and Childe Roland entered a 
court, all lighted with a fairy light or gloaming; and then he went 
through a long passage, till he came at last to two wide stone doors; 
and beyond them lay a hall stately, glorious, magnificent where Burd 
Ellen sat combing her golden hair with a comb of amber. And the 
moment she saw her brother, up she stood, and she said:  

 
Woe worth the day, ye luckless fool,  
Or ever that ye were born; 
For come the King of Elfland in 
Your fortune is forlorn. 

 
   When Rudolph had read so far his head ached so much he could 
read no further; so he laid down the book, and reflected once more 
in some half-conscious mood on Mrs. Bruce’s theory that each man 
could see only the ghosts he expected. That seemed reasonable 
enough, for according to our faith is it unto us always. If so, then 
these ancient and savage ghosts of the dim old Stone Age, before 
bronze or iron, must still haunt grassy barrows under the waving 
pines where legend declared they were long since buried; and the 
mystic light over Pallinghurst moor must be the local evidence and 
symbol of their presence.  
 
   How long he lay there he hardly quite knew; but the clock struck 
twice, and his head was aching so fiercely now that he helped himself 
plentifully to a second dose of the thick green mixture. His hand 
shook too much to be Puritanical to a drop or two. For a while it 
relieved him, then the pain grew worse again. Dreamily he moved 
over to the big north oriel to cool his brow with the fresh night air. 
The window stood open. As he gazed out a curious sight met his eye. 
At another oriel in the wing, which ran in an L-shaped bend from 
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the part of the house where he had been put, he saw a child’s white 
face gaze appealingly across to him. It was Joyce, in her white 
nightdress, peering with all her might, in spite of her mother’s 
prohibition, on the mystic common. For a second she started. Her 
eyes met his. Slowly she raised one pale forefinger and pointed. Her 
lips opened to frame an inaudible word; but he read it by sight. 
‘Look!’ she said simply. Rudolph looked where she pointed.  
 
   A faint blue light hung lambent over the Old Long Barrow. It was 
ghostly and vague, like matches rubbed on the palm. It seemed to 
rouse and call him.  
 
   He glanced towards Joyce. She waved her hand to the barrow. Her 
lips said ‘Go’. Rudolph was now in that strange semi-mesmeric state 
of self-induced hypnotism when a command, of whatever sort or by 
whomever given, seems to compel obedience. Trembling he rose, 
and taking his bed-room candle in his hand, descended the stair 
noiselessly. Then, walking on tip-toe across the tile-paved hall, he 
reached his hat from the rack, and opening the front door stole out 
into the garden.  
 
   The Soma had steadied his nerves and supplied him with false 
courage, but even in spite of it he felt a weird and creepy sense of 
mystery and the supernatural. Indeed, he would have turned back 
even now, had he not chanced to look up and see Joyce’s pale face 
still pressed close against the window and Joyce’s white hand still 
motioning him mutely onward. He looked once more in the 
direction where she pointed. The spectral light now burnt clearer and 
bluer, and more unearthly than ever, and the illimitable moor seemed 
haunted from end to end by innumerable invisible and uncanny 
creatures.  
 
   Rudolph groped his way on. His goal was the barrow. As he went, 
speechless voices seemed to whisper unknown tongues 
encouragingly in his ear; horrible shapes of elder creeds appeared to 
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crowd round him and tempt him with beckoning fingers to follow 
them. Alone, erect, across the darkling waste, stumbling now and 
again over roots of gorse and heather, but steadied, as it seemed, by 
invisible hands, he staggered slowly forward, till at last, with aching 
head and trembling feet, he stood beside the immemorial grave of 
the savage chieftain. Away over in the east the white moon was just 
rising.  
 
   After a moment’s pause, he began to walk round the tumulus. But 
something clogged and impeded him. His feet wouldn’t obey his will; 
they seemed to move of themselves in the opposite direction. Then 
all at once he remembered he had been trying to go the way of the 
sun, instead of widershins. Steadying himself, and opening his eyes, 
he walked in the converse sense. All at once his feet moved easily, 
and the invisible attendants chuckled to themselves so loud that he 
could almost hear them. After the third round his lips parted, and he 
murmured the mystic words: ‘Open door! Open door! Let me come 
in.’ Then his head throbbed worse than ever with exertion and 
giddiness, and for two or three minutes more he was unconscious of 
anything.  
 
   When he opened his eyes again a very different sight displayed 
itself before him. Instantly he was aware that the age had gone back 
upon its steps ten thousand years, as the sun went back upon the dial 
of Ahaz, he stood face to face with a remote antiquity. Planes of 
existence faded; new sights floated over him; new worlds were 
penetrated; new ideas, yet very old, undulated centrically towards 
him from the universal flat of time and space and matter and motion. 
He was projected into another sphere and saw by fresh senses. 
Everything was changed, and he himself changed with it.  
 
   The blue light over the barrow now shone clear as day, though 
infinitely more mysterious. A passage lay open through the grassy 
slope into a rude stone corridor. Though his curiosity by this time 
was thoroughly aroused, Rudolph shrank with a terrible shrinking 
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from his own impulse to enter this grim black hole, which led at 
once, by an oblique descent, into the bowels of the earth. But he 
couldn’t help himself. For, O God! looking round him, he saw, to his 
infinite terror, alarm, and awe, a ghostly throng of naked and hideous 
savages. They were spirits, yet savages. Eagerly they jostled and 
hustled him, and crowded round him in wild groups, exactly as they 
had done to the spiritual sense a little earlier in the evening, when he 
couldn’t see them. But now he saw them clearly with the outer eye; 
saw them as grinning and hateful barbarian shadows, neither black 
nor white, but tawny-skinned and low-browed; their tangled hair 
falling unkempt in matted locks about their receding foreheads; their 
jaws large and fierce; their eyebrows shaggy and protruding like a 
gorilla’s; their loins just girt with a few scraps of torn skin their 
whole mien inexpressibly repulsive and bloodthirsty.  
 
   They were savages, yet they were ghosts. The two most terrible 
and dreaded foes of civilised experience seemed combined at once in 
them. Rudolph Reeve crouched powerless in their intangible hands; 
for they seized him roughly with incorporeal fingers, and pushed him 
bodily into the presence of their sleeping chieftain. As they did so 
they raised loud peals of discordant laughter. It was hollow, but it 
was piercing. In that hateful sound the triumphant whoop of the Red 
Indian and the weird mockery of the ghost were strangely mingled 
into some appalling harmony.  
 
   Rudolph allowed them to push him in; they were too many to 
resist; and the Soma had sucked all strength out of his muscles. The 
women were the worst: ghastly hags of old, witches with pendent 
breasts and bloodshot eyes, they whirled round him in triumph, and 
shouted aloud in a tongue he had never before heard, though he 
understood it instinctively, ‘A victim! A victim! We hold him! We 
have him!’  
 
   Even in the agonised horror of that awful moment Rudolph knew 
why he understood those words, unheard till then. They were the 
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first language of our race – the natural and instinctive mother-tongue 
of humanity.  
 
   They haled him forward by main force to the central chamber, 
with hands and arms and ghostly shreds of buffalo-hide. Their wrists 
compelled him as the magnet compels the iron bar. He entered the 
palace. A dim phosphorescent light, like the light of a churchyard or 
of decaying paganism, seemed to illumine it faintly. Things loomed 
dark before him; but his eyes almost instantly adapted themselves to 
the gloom, as the eyes of the dead on the first night in the grave 
adapt themselves by inner force to the strangeness of their 
surroundings. The royal hall was built up of cyclopean stones, each 
as big as the head of some colossal Sesostris. They were of ice-worn 
granite and a dusky-gray sandstone, rudely piled on one another, and 
carved in relief with representations of serpents, concentric lines, 
interlacing zigzags, and the mystic swastika. But all these things 
Rudolph only saw vaguely, if he saw them at all; his attention was 
too much concentrated on devouring fear and the horror of his 
situation.  
 
   In the very centre a skeleton sat crouching on the floor in some 
loose, huddled fashion. Its legs were doubled up, its hands clasped 
round its knees, its grinning teeth had long been blackened by time 
or by the indurated blood of human victims. The ghosts approached 
it with strange reverence, in impish postures.  
 
   ‘See! We bring you a slave, great king!’ they cried in the same 
barbaric tongue all clicks and gutturals. ‘For this is the holy night of 
your father, the Sun, when he turns him about on his yearly course 
through the stars and goes south to leave us. We bring you a slave to 
renew your youth. Rise! Drink his hot blood! Rise! Kill and eat him!’  
 
   The grinning skeleton turned its head and regarded Rudolph from 
its eyeless orbs with a vacant glance of hungry satisfaction. The sight 
of human meat seemed to create a soul beneath the ribs of death in 



www.strangehistory.net proto edition of 

Scary Fairies, Epiphany 2012 

41 

some incredible fashion. Even as Rudolph, held fast by the 
immaterial hands of his ghastly captors, looked and trembled for his 
fate, too terrified to cry out or even to move and struggle, he beheld 
the hideous thing rise and assume a shadowy shape, all pallid blue 
light, like the shapes of his jailers. Bit by bit, as he gazed, the 
skeleton seemed to disappear, or rather to fade into some 
unsubstantial form, which was nevertheless more human, more 
corporeal, more horrible than the dry bones it had come from. 
Naked and yellow like the rest, it wore round its dim waist just an 
apron of dry grass, or, what seemed to be such, while over its 
shoulders hung the ghost of a bearskin mantle. As it rose, the other 
spectres knocked their foreheads low on the ground before it, and 
grovelled with their long locks in the ageless dust, and uttered elfin 
cries of inarticulate homage.  
 
   The great chief turned, grinning, to one of his spectral henchmen. 
‘Give a knife!’ he said curtly, for all that these strange shades uttered 
was snapped out in short, sharp sentences, and in a monosyllabic 
tongue, like the bark of jackals or the laugh of the striped hyena 
among the graves at midnight.  
 
   The attendant, bowing low once more, handed his liege a flint 
flake, very keen-edged, but jagged, a rude and horrible instrument of 
barbaric manufacture. But what terrified Rudolph most was the fact 
that this flake was no ghostly weapon, no immaterial shred, but a 
fragment of real stone, capable of inflicting a deadly gash or long, 
torn wound. Hundreds of such fragments, indeed, lay loose on the 
concreted floor of the chamber, some of them roughly chipped, 
others ground and polished. Rudolph had seen such things in 
museums many times before; with a sudden rush of horror he 
recognised now for the first time in his life with what object the 
savages of that far-off day had buried them with their dead in the 
chambered barrows.  
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   With a violent effort he wetted his parched lips with his tongue, 
and cried out thrice in his agony the one word ‘Mercy!’  
 
   At that sound the savage king burst into a loud and fiendish laugh. 
It was a hideous laugh, halfway between a wild beast’s and a 
murderous maniac’s: it echoed through the long hall like the laughter 
of devils when they succeed in leading a fair woman’s soul to eternal 
perdition. ‘What does he say?’ the king cried, in the same 
transparently natural words, whose import Rudolph could 
understand at once. ‘How like birds they talk, these white-faced men, 
whom we get for our only victims since the years grew foolish! ‘Mu-
mu-mu-moo!’ they say, ‘Mu-mu-mu-moo!’ more like frogs than men 
and women!’ 
  
   Then it came over Rudolph instinctively, through the maze of his 
terror, that he could understand the lower tongue of these elfish 
visions because he and his ancestors had once passed through it, but 
they could not understand his, because it was too high and too deep 
for them.  
 
   He had little time for thought, however. Fear bounded his horizon. 
The ghosts crowded round him, gibbering louder than before. With 
wild cries and heathen screams they began to dance about their 
victim. Two advanced with measured skips and tied his hands and 
feet with a ghostly cord. It cut into the flesh like the stab of a great 
sorrow. They bound him to a stake which Rudolph felt conscious 
was no earthly and materiel wood but a piece of intangible shadow; 
yet he could no more escape from it than from the iron chain of an 
earthly prison. On each side the stake two savage hags, long-haired, 
ill-favoured, inexpressibly cruel-looking, set two small plants of 
Enchanter’s Nightshade. Then a fierce orgiastic shout went up to the 
low roof from all the assembled people. Rushing forward together, 
they covered his body with what seemed to be oil and butter; they 
hung grave-flowers round his neck; they quarrelled among 
themselves with clamorous cries for hairs and rags torn from his 
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head and clothing. The women, in particular, whirled round him 
with frantic Bacchanalian gestures, crying aloud as they circled: ‘O 
great chief! O my king! we offer you this victim; we offer you new 
blood to prolong your life. Give us in return sound sleep, dry graves, 
sweet dreams, fair seasons!’ 
 
   They cut themselves with flint knives. Ghostly ichor streamed 
copious.  
 
   The king meanwhile kept close guard over his victim, whom he 
watched with hungry eyes of hideous cannibal longing. Then, at a 
given signal, the crowd of ghosts stood suddenly still. There was an 
awesome pause. The men gathered outside, the women crouched 
low in a ring close up to him. Dimly at that moment Rudolph 
noticed almost without noticing it that each of them had a wound on 
the side of his own skull; and he understood why: they had 
themselves been sacrificed in the dim long ago to bear their king 
company to the world of spirits. Even as he thought that thought, 
the men and women with a loud whoop raised hands aloft in unison. 
Each grasped a sharp flake, which he brandished savagely. The king 
gave the signal by rushing at him with a jagged and sawlike knife. It 
descended on Rudolph’s head. At the same moment the others 
rushed forward, crying aloud in their own tongue ‘Carve the flesh 
from his bones! Slay him! hack him to pieces!’  
 
   Rudolph bent his trend to avoid the blows. He cowered in abject 
terror. Oh! what fear would any Christian ghost have inspired by the 
side of these incorporeal pagan savages! Ah! mercy! mercy! They 
would tear him limb from limb! They would rend him in pieces!  
 
   At that instant he raised his eyes, and, as by a miracle of fate, saw 
another shadowy form floating vague before him. It was the form of 
a man in sixteenth-century costume, very dim and uncertain. It might 
have been a ghost – it might have been a vision – but it raised its 
shadowy hand and pointed towards the door. Rudolph saw it was 
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unguarded. The savages were now upon him, their ghostly breath 
blew chill on his cheek. ‘Show them iron!’ cried the shadow in an 
English voice. Rudolph struck out with both elbows and made a 
fierce effort for freedom. It was with difficulty he roused himself, 
but at last he succeeded. He drew his pocket-knife and opened it. At 
sight of the cold steel, which no ghost or troll or imp can endure to 
behold, the savages fell back, muttering. But ‘twas only for a 
moment. Next instant, with a howl of vengeance even louder than 
before, they crowded round him and tried to intercept him. He 
shook them off with wild energy, though they jostled and hustled 
him, and struck him again and again with their sharp flint edges. 
Blood was flowing freely now from his hands and arms – red blood 
of this world; but still he fought his way out by main force with his 
sharp steel blade towards the door and the moonlight. The nearer he 
got to the exit, the thicker and closer the ghosts pressed around, as if 
conscious that their power was bounded by their own threshold. 
They avoided the knife, meanwhile; with superstitious terror. 
Rudolph elbowed them fiercely aside, and lunging at them now and 
again, made his way to the door. With one supreme effort he tore 
himself madly out, and stood once more on the open heath, 
shivering like a greyhound. The ghosts gathered grinning by the 
open vestibule, their fierce teeth, like a wild beast’s, confessing their 
impotent anger. But Rudolph started to run, all wearied as he was, 
and ran a few hundred yards before he fell and fainted. He dropped 
on a clump of white heather by a sandy ridge, and lay there 
unconscious till well on into the morning.  
  

V. 
 
   When the people from the Manor-house picked him up next day, 
he was hot and cold, terribly pale from fear, and mumbling 
incoherently. Dr. Porter had him put to bed without a moment’s 
delay. ‘Poor fellow!’ he said, leaning over him, ‘he’s had a very 
narrow escape indeed of a bad brain fever. I oughtn't to have 
exhibited Cannabis in his excited condition; or, at any rate, if I did, I 
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ought, at least, to have watched its effect more closely. He must be 
kept very quiet now, and on no account whatever, Nurse, must 
either Mrs. Bruce or Mrs. Bouverie-Barton be allowed to come near 
him.’  
 
   But late in the afternoon Rudolph sent for Joyce.  
 
   The child came creeping in with an ashen face. ‘Well?’ she 
murmured, soft and low, taking her seat by the bedside. ‘So the King 
of the Barrow very nearly had you!’ 
  
   ‘Yes,’ Rudolph answered, relieved to find there was somebody to 
whom he could talk freely of his terrible adventure. ‘He nearly had 
me. But how did you come to know it?’  
 
   ‘About two by the clock,’ the child replied, with white lips of terror, 
‘I saw the fires on the moor burn brighter and bluer: and then I 
remembered the words of a terrible old rhyme the gipsy woman 
taught me: 

 
Pallinghurst Barrow, Pallinghurst Barrow! 
Every year one heart thou’lt harrow! 
Pallinghurst Ring, Pallinghurst Ring! 

 
and just as I thought it, I saw the lights burn terribly bright and clear 
for a second, and I shuddered for horror. Then they died down low 
at once, and there was moaning on the moor, cries of despair, as 
from a great crowd cheated, and at that I knew that you were not to 
be the Ghost-King’s victim.’ 
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Prologue 
 

‘Sorcery and sanctity’, said Ambrose, ‘these are the 

only realities. Each is an ecstasy, a withdrawal from the common 
life.’  
 
   Cotgrave listened, interested. He had been brought by a friend to 
this mouldering house in a northern suburb, through an old garden 
to the room where Ambrose the recluse dozed and dreamed over his 
books.  
 
   ‘Yes’, he went on, ‘magic is justified of her children. There are 
many, I think, who eat dry crusts and drink water, with a joy 
infinitely sharper than anything within the experience of the 
‘practical’ epicure.’  
 
   ‘You are speaking of the saints?’ 
  
   ‘Yes, and of the sinners, too. I think you are falling into the very 
general error of confining the spiritual world to the supremely good; 
but the supremely wicked, necessarily, have their portion in it. The 
merely carnal, sensual man can no more be a great sinner than he 
can be a great saint. Most of us are just indifferent, mixed-up 
creatures; we muddle through the world without realizing the 
meaning and the inner sense of things, and, consequently, our 
wickedness and our goodness are alike second-rate, unimportant.’ 
  
   ‘And you think the great sinner, then, will be an ascetic, as well as 
the great saint?’ 
  
   ‘Great people of all kinds forsake the imperfect copies and go to 
the perfect originals. I have no doubt but that many of the very 
highest among the saints have never done a ‘good action’ (using the 
words in their ordinary sense). And, on the other hand, there have 
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been those who have sounded the very depths of sin, who all their 
lives have never done an ‘ill deed’.’  
 
   He went out of the room for a moment, and Cotgrave, in high 
delight, turned to his friend and thanked him for the introduction.  
 
   ‘He’s grand,’ he said. ‘I never saw that kind of lunatic before.’ 
  
   Ambrose returned with more whisky and helped the two men in a 
liberal manner. He abused the teetotal sect with ferocity, as he 
handed the seltzer, and pouring out a glass of water for himself, was 
about to resume his monologue, when Cotgrave broke in:  
  
   ‘I can’t stand it, you know,’ he said, ‘your paradoxes are too 
monstrous. A man may be a great sinner and yet never do anything 
sinful! Come!’ 
 
   ‘You’re quite wrong,’ said Ambrose. ‘I never make paradoxes; I 
wish I could. I merely said that a man may have an exquisite taste in 
Romanée Conti, and yet never have even smelt four ale. That’s all, 
and it’s more like a truism than a paradox, isn’t it? Your surprise at 
my remark is due to the fact that you haven’t realized what sin is. Oh, 
yes, there is a sort of connexion between Sin with the capital letter, 
and actions which are commonly called sinful: with murder, theft, 
adultery, and so forth. Much the same connexion that there is 
between the A, B, C and fine literature. But I believe that the 
misconception – it is all but universal – arises in great measure from 
our looking at the matter through social spectacles. We think that a 
man who does evil to us and to his neighbours must be very evil. So 
he is, from a social standpoint; but can’t you realize that Evil in its 
essence is a lonely thing, a passion of the solitary, individual soul? 
Really, the average murderer qua murderer is not by any means a 
sinner in the true sense of the word. He is simply a wild beast that 
we have to get rid of to save our own necks from his knife. I should 
class him rather with tigers than with sinners.’  
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   ‘It seems a little strange.’ 
  
   ‘I think not. The murderer murders not from positive qualities, but 
from negative ones; he lacks something which non-murderers 
possess. Evil, of course, is wholly positive – only it is on the wrong 
side. You may believe me that sin in its proper sense is very rare; it is 
probable that there have been far fewer sinners than saints. Yes, your 
standpoint is all very well for practical, social purposes; we are 
naturally inclined to think that a person who is very disagreeable to 
us must be a very great sinner! It is very disagreeable to have one’s 
pocket picked, and we pronounce the thief to be a very great sinner. 
In truth, he is merely an undeveloped man. He cannot be a saint, of 
course; but he may be, and often is, an infinitely better creature than 
thousands who have never broken a single commandment. He is a 
great nuisance to us, I admit, and we very properly lock him up if we 
catch him; but between his troublesome and unsocial action and evil. 
Oh, the connexion is of the weakest.’  
 
   It was getting very late. The man who had brought Cotgrave had 
probably heard all this before, since he assisted with a bland and 
judicious smile, but Cotgrave began to think that his ‘lunatic’ was 
turning into a sage.  
 
   ‘Do you know,’ he said, ‘you interest me immensely? You think, 
then, that we do not understand the real nature of evil?’ 
  
   ‘No, I don’t think we do. We over-estimate it and we under-
estimate it. We take the very numerous infractions of our social ‘bye-
laws’ – the very necessary and very proper regulations which keep 
the human company together – and we get frightened at the 
prevalence of ‘sin’ and ‘evil’. But this is really nonsense. Take theft, 
for example. Have you any horror at the thought of Robin Hood, of 
the Highland caterans of the seventeenth century, of the moss-
troopers, of the company promoters of our day? Then, on the other 
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hand, we underrate evil. We attach such an enormous importance to 
the ‘sin’ of meddling with our pockets (and our wives) that we have 
quite forgotten the awfulness of real sin.’ 
  
   ‘And what is sin?’ said Cotgrave.  
 
   ‘I think I must reply to your question by another. What would your 
feelings be, seriously, if your cat or your dog began to talk to you, 
and to dispute with you in human accents? You would be 
overwhelmed with horror. I am sure of it. And if the roses in your 
garden sang a weird song, you would go mad. And suppose the 
stones in the road began to swell and grow before your eyes, and if 
the pebble that you noticed at night had shot out stony blossoms in 
the morning? Well, these examples may give you some notion of 
what sin really is.’  
 
   ‘Look here,’ said the third man, hitherto placid, ‘you two seem 
pretty well wound up. But I’m going home. I’ve missed my tram, and 
I shall have to walk.’ 
  
   Ambrose and Cotgrave seemed to settle down more profoundly 
when the other had gone out into the early misty morning and the 
pale light of the lamps.  
 
   ‘You astonish me,’ said Cotgrave. ‘I had never thought of that. If 
that is really so, one must turn everything upside down. Then the 
essence of sin really is…’ 
  
   ‘In the taking of heaven by storm, it seems to me...’ said Ambrose. 
‘It appears to me that it is simply an attempt to penetrate into 
another and higher sphere in a forbidden manner. You can 
understand why it is so rare. There are few, indeed, who wish to 
penetrate into other spheres, higher or lower, in ways allowed or 
forbidden. Men, in the mass, are amply content with life as they find 
it. Therefore there are few saints, and sinners (in the proper sense) 
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are fewer still, and men of genius, who partake sometimes of each 
character, are rare also. Yes, on the whole, it is, perhaps, harder to be 
a great sinner than a great saint.’  
 
   ‘There is something profoundly unnatural about sin? Is that what 
you mean?’ 
  
   ‘Exactly. Holiness requires as great, or almost as great, an effort; 
but holiness works on lines that were natural once; it is an effort to 
recover the ecstasy that was before the Fall. But sin is an effort to 
gain the ecstasy and the knowledge that pertain alone to angels and 
in making this effort man becomes a demon. I told you that the 
mere murderer is not therefore a sinner; that is true, but the sinner is 
sometimes a murderer. Gilles de Raiz is an instance. So you see that 
while the good and the evil are unnatural to man as he now is – to 
man the social, civilized being – evil is unnatural in a much deeper 
sense than good. The saint endeavours to recover a gift which he has 
lost; the sinner tries to obtain something which was never his. In 
brief, he repeats the Fall.’ 
  
   ‘But are you a Catholic?’ said Cotgrave. 
  
   ‘Yes, I am a member of the persecuted Anglican Church.’ 
 
   ‘Then, how about those texts which seem to reckon as sin that 
which you would set down as a mere trivial dereliction?’ 
 
   ‘Yes, but in one place the word ‘sorcerers’ comes in the same 
sentence, doesn’t it? That seems to me to give the key-note. 
Consider: can you imagine for a moment that a false statement 
which saves an innocent man’s life is a sin? No, very good, then, it is 
not the mere liar who is excluded by those words; it is, above all, the 
‘sorcerers’ who use the material life, who use the failings incidental 
to material life as instruments to obtain their infinitely wicked ends. 
And let me tell you this: our higher senses are so blunted, we are so 
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drenched with materialism, that we should probably fail to recognize 
real wickedness if we encountered it.’ 
  
   ‘But shouldn’t we experience a certain horror – a terror such as 
you hinted we would experience if a rose tree sang – in the mere 
presence of an evil man?’ 
  
   ‘We should if we were natural: children and women feel this horror 
you speak of, even animals experience it. But with most of us 
convention and civilization and education have blinded and deafened 
and obscured the natural reason. No, sometimes we may recognize 
evil by its hatred of the good – one doesn’t need much penetration 
to guess at the influence which dictated, quite unconsciously, the 
Blackwood review of Keats, but this is purely incidental; and, as a rule, 
I suspect that the Hierarchs of Tophet pass quite unnoticed, or, 
perhaps, in certain cases, as good but mistaken men.’ 
  
   ‘But you used the word ‘unconscious’ just now, of Keats’ reviewers. 
Is wickedness ever unconscious?’ 
  
   ‘Always. It must be so. It is like holiness and genius in this as in 
other points; it is a certain rapture or ecstasy of the soul; a 
transcendent effort to surpass the ordinary bounds. So, surpassing 
these, it surpasses also the understanding, the faculty that takes note 
of that which comes before it. No, a man may be infinitely and 
horribly wicked and never suspect it But I tell you, evil in this, its 
certain and true sense, is rare, and I think it is growing rarer.’ 
  
   ‘I am trying to get hold of it all,’ said Cotgrave. ‘From what you say, 
I gather that the true evil differs generically from that which we call 
evil?’ 
  
   ‘Quite so. There is, no doubt, an analogy between the two; a 
resemblance such as enables us to use, quite legitimately, such terms 
as the ‘foot of the mountain’ and the ‘leg of the table’. And, 
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sometimes, of course, the two speak, as it were, in the same language. 
The rough miner, or ‘puddler’, the untrained, undeveloped ‘tiger-
man’, heated by a quart or two above his usual measure, comes 
home and kicks his irritating and injudicious wife to death. He is a 
murderer. And Gilles de Raiz was a murderer. But you see the gulf 
that separates the two? The ‘word’, if I may so speak, is accidentally 
the same in each case, but the ‘meaning’ is utterly different. It is 
flagrant ‘Hobson Jobson’ to confuse the two, or rather, it is as if one 
supposed that Juggernaut and the Argonauts had something to do 
etymologically with one another. And no doubt the same weak 
likeness, or analogy, runs between all the ‘social’ sins and the real 
spiritual sins, and in some cases, perhaps, the lesser may be 
‘schoolmasters’ to lead one on to the greater, from the shadow to the 
reality. If you are anything of a Theologian, you will see the 
importance of all this.’ 
  
   ‘I am sorry to say’, remarked Cotgrave, ‘that I have devoted very 
little of my time to theology. Indeed, I have often wondered on what 
grounds theologians have claimed the title of Science of Sciences for 
their favourite study; since the ‘theological’ books I have looked into 
have always seemed to me to be concerned with feeble and obvious 
pieties, or with the kings of Israel and Judah. I do not care to hear 
about those kings.’  
 
   Ambrose grinned.  
 
   ‘We must try to avoid theological discussion’, he said. ‘I perceive 
that you would be a bitter disputant. But perhaps the ‘dates of the 
kings’ have as much to do with theology as the hobnails of the 
murderous puddler with evil.’ 
  
   ‘Then, to return to our main subject, you think that sin is an 
esoteric, occult thing?’ 
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   ‘Yes. It is the infernal miracle as holiness is the supernal. Now and 
then it is raised to such a pitch that we entirely fail to suspect its 
existence; it is like the note of the great pedal pipes of the organ, 
which is so deep that we cannot hear it. In other cases it may lead to 
the lunatic asylum, or to still stranger issues. But you must never 
confuse it with mere social misdoing. Remember how the Apostle, 
speaking of the ‘other side’, distinguishes between ‘charitable’ actions 
and charity. And as one may give all one’s goods to the poor, and yet 
lack charity; so, remember, one may avoid every crime and yet be a 
sinner.’  
 
   ‘Your psychology is very strange to me’, said Cotgrave, ‘but I 
confess I like it, and I suppose that one might fairly deduce from 
your premisses the conclusion that the real sinner might very 
possibly strike the observer as a harmless personage enough?’ 
  
   ‘Certainly, because the true evil has nothing to do with social life or 
social laws, or if it has, only incidentally and accidentally. It is a 
lonely passion of the soul – or a passion of the lonely soul – 
whichever you like. If, by chance, we understand it, and grasp its full 
significance, then, indeed, it will fill us with horror and with awe. But 
this emotion is widely distinguished from the fear and the disgust 
with which we regard the ordinary criminal, since this latter is largely 
or entirely founded on the regard which we have for our own skins 
or purses. We hate a murder, because we know that we should hate 
to be murdered, or to have any one that we like murdered. So, on 
the ‘other side’, we venerate the saints, but we don’t ‘like’ them as 
well as our friends. Can you persuade yourself that you would have 
‘enjoyed’ St. Paul’s company? Do you think that you and I would 
have ‘got on’ with Sir Galahad?  
 
   ‘So with the sinners, as with the saints. If you met a very evil man, 
and recognized his evil; he would, no doubt, fill you with horror and 
awe; but there is no reason why you should ‘dislike’ him. On the 
contrary, it is quite possible that if you could succeed in putting the 
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sin out of your mind you might find the sinner capital company, and 
in a little while you might have to reason yourself back into horror. 
Still, how awful it is. If the roses and the lilies suddenly sang on this 
coming morning; if the furniture began to move in procession, as in 
De Maupassant’s tale!’  
 
   ‘I am glad you have come back to that comparison,’ said Cotgrave, 
‘because I wanted to ask you what it is that corresponds in humanity 
to these imaginary feats of inanimate things. In a word, what is sin? 
You have given me, I know, an abstract definition, but I should like 
a concrete example.’ 
  
   ‘I told you it was very rare,’ said Ambrose, who appeared willing to 
avoid the giving of a direct answer. ‘The materialism of the age, 
which has done a good deal to suppress sanctity, has done perhaps 
more to suppress evil. We find the earth so very comfortable that we 
have no inclination either for ascents or descents. It would seem as if 
the scholar who decided to ‘specialize’ in Tophet, would be reduced 
to purely antiquarian researches. No palaeontologist could show you 
a live pterodactyl.’ 
  
   ‘And yet you, I think, have ‘specialized’, and I believe that your 
researches have descended to our modern times.’ 
  
   ‘You are really interested, I see. Well, I confess, that I have dabbled 
a little, and if you like I can show you something that bears on the 
very curious subject we have been discussing.’ 
 
   Ambrose took a candle and went away to a far, dim corner of the 
room. Cotgrave saw him open a venerable bureau that stood there, 
and from some secret recess he drew out a parcel, and came back to 
the window where they had been sitting.  
 
   Ambrose undid a wrapping of paper, and produced a green 
pocket-book.  
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   ‘You will take care of it?’ he said. ‘Don’t leave it lying about. It is 
one of the choicer pieces in my collection, and I should be very sorry 
if it were lost.’ 
 
   He fondled the faded binding.  
 
   ‘I knew the girl who wrote this’, he said. ‘When you read it, you 
will see how it illustrates the talk we have had tonight. There is a 
sequel, too, but I won’t talk of that.’ 
  
   ‘There was an odd article in one of the reviews some months ago,’ 
he began again, with the air of a man who changes the subject. ‘It 
was written by a doctor, Dr. Coryn, I think, was the name. He says 
that a lady, watching her little girl playing at the drawing-room 
window, suddenly saw the heavy sash give way and fall on the child’s 
fingers. The lady fainted, I think, but at any rate the doctor was 
summoned, and when he had dressed the child’s wounded and 
maimed fingers he was summoned to the mother. She was groaning 
with pain, and it was found that three fingers of her hand, 
corresponding with those that had been injured on the child’s hand, 
were swollen and inflamed, and later, in the doctor’s language, 
purulent sloughing set in.’ 
 
   Ambrose still handled delicately the green volume.  
 
   ‘Well, here it is,’ he said at last, parting with difficulty, it seemed, 
from his treasure.  
 
   ‘You will bring it back as soon as you have read it,’ he said, as they 
went out into the hall, into the old garden, faint with the odour of 
white lilies.  
 
   There was a broad red band in the east as Cotgrave turned to go, 
and from the high ground where he stood he saw that awful 
spectacle of London in a dream.  
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The Green Book 

 
The morocco binding of the book was faded, and the colour had 
grown faint, but there were no stains nor bruises nor marks of usage. 
The book looked as if it had been bought ‘on a visit to London’ 
some seventy or eighty years ago, and had somehow been forgotten 
and suffered to lie away out of sight. There was an old, delicate, 
lingering odour about it, such an odour as sometimes haunts an 
ancient piece of furniture for a century or more. The end-papers, 
inside the binding, were oddly decorated with coloured patterns and 
faded gold. It looked small, but the paper was fine, and there were 
many leaves, closely covered with minute, painfully formed 
characters.  
 
   I found this book (the manuscript began) in a drawer in the old 
bureau that stands on the landing. It was a very rainy day and I could 
not go out, so in the afternoon I got a candle and rummaged in the 
bureau. Nearly all the drawers were full of old dresses, but one of the 
small ones looked empty, and I found this book hidden right at the 
back. I wanted a book like this, so I took it to write in. It is full of 
secrets. I have a great many other books of secrets I have written, 
hidden in a safe place, and I am going to write here many of the old 
secrets and some new ones; but there are some I shall not put down 
at all. I must not write down the real names of the days and months 
which I found out a year ago, nor the way to make the Aklo letters, 
or the Chian language, or the great beautiful Circles, nor the Mao 
Games, nor the chief songs. I may write something about all these 
things but not the way to do them, for peculiar reasons. And I must 
not say who the Nymphs are, or the Dôls, or Jeelo, or what voolas 
mean. All these are most secret secrets, and I am glad when I 
remember what they are, and how many wonderful languages I know, 
but there are some things that I call the secrets of the secrets of the 
secrets that I dare not think of unless I am quite alone, and then I 
shut my eyes, and put my hands over them and whisper the word, 
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and the Alala comes. I only do this at night in my room or in certain 
woods that I know, but I must not describe them, as they are secret 
woods. Then there are the Ceremonies, which are all of them 
important, but some are more delightful than others: there are the 
White Ceremonies, and the Green Ceremonies, and the Scarlet 
Ceremonies. The Scarlet Ceremonies are the best, but there is only 
one place where they can be performed properly, though there is a 
very nice imitation which I have done in other places. Besides these, 
I have the dances, and the Comedy, and I have done the Comedy 
sometimes when the others were looking, and they didn’t understand 
anything about it. I was very little when I first knew about these 
things.  
 
   When I was very small, and mother was alive, I can remember 
remembering things before that, only it has all got confused. But I 
remember when I was five or six I heard them talking about me 
when they thought I was not noticing. They were saying how queer I 
was a year or two before, and how nurse had called my mother to 
come and listen to me talking all to myself, and I was saying words 
that nobody could understand. I was speaking the Xu language, but I 
only remember a very few of the words, as it was about the little 
white faces that used to look at me when I was lying in my cradle. 
They used to talk to me, and I learnt their language and talked to 
them in it about some great white place where they lived, where the 
trees and the grass were all white, and there were white hills as high 
up as the moon, and a cold wind. I have often dreamed of it 
afterwards, but the faces went away when I was very little. But a 
wonderful thing happened when I was about five. My nurse was 
carrying me on her shoulder; there was a field of yellow corn, and we 
went through it, it was very hot. Then we came to a path through a 
wood, and a tall man came after us, and went with us till we came to 
a place where there was a deep pool, and it was very dark and shady. 
Nurse put me down on the soft moss under a tree, and she said: ‘She 
can’t get to the pond now’. So they left me there, and I sat quite still 
and watched, and out of the water and out of the wood came two 
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wonderful white people, and they began to play and dance and sing. 
They were a kind of creamy white like the old ivory figure in the 
drawing-room; one was a beautiful lady with kind dark eyes, and a 
grave face, and long black hair, and she smiled such a strange sad 
smile at the other, who laughed and came to her. They played 
together, and danced round and round the pool, and they sang a 
song till I fell asleep. Nurse woke me up when she came back, and 
she was looking something like the lady had looked, so I told her all 
about it, and asked her why she looked like that. At first she cried, 
and then she looked very frightened, and turned quite pale. She put 
me down on the grass and stared at me, and I could see she was 
shaking all over. Then she said I had been dreaming, but I knew I 
hadn’t. Then she made me promise not to say a word about it to 
anybody, and if I did I should be thrown into the black pit. I was not 
frightened at all, though nurse was, and I never forgot about it, 
because when I shut my eyes and it was quite quiet, and I was all 
alone, I could see them again, very faint and far away, but very 
splendid; and little bits of the song they sang came into my head, but 
I couldn’t sing it.  
 
   I was thirteen, nearly fourteen, when I had a very singular 
adventure, so strange that the day on which it happened is always 
called the White Day. My mother had been dead for more than a 
year, and in the morning I had lessons, but they let me go out for 
walks in the afternoon. And this afternoon I walked a new way, and 
a little brook led me into a new country, but I tore my frock getting 
through some of the difficult places, as the way was through many 
bushes, and beneath the low branches of trees, and up thorny 
thickets on the hills, and by dark woods full of creeping thorns. And 
it was a long, long way. It seemed as if I was going on for ever and 
ever, and I had to creep by a place like a tunnel where a brook must 
have been, but all the water had dried up, and the floor was rocky, 
and the bushes had grown overhead till they met, so that it was quite 
dark. And I went on and on through that dark place; it was a long, 
long way. And I came to a hill that I never saw before. I was in a 
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dismal thicket full of black twisted boughs that tore me as I went 
through them, and I cried out because I was smarting all over, and 
then I found that I was climbing, and I went up and up a long way, 
till at last the thicket stopped and I came out crying just under the 
top of a big bare place, where there were ugly grey stones lying all 
about on the grass, and here and there a little twisted, stunted tree 
came out from under a stone, like a snake. And I went up, right to 
the top, a long way. I never saw such big ugly stones before; they 
came out of the earth some of them, and some looked as if they had 
been rolled to where they were, and they went on and on as far as I 
could see, a long, long way. I looked out from them and saw the 
country, but it was strange. It was winter time, and there were black 
terrible woods hanging from the hills all round; it was like seeing a 
large room hung with black curtains, and the shape of the trees 
seemed quite different from any I had ever seen before. I was afraid. 
Then beyond the woods there were other hills round in a great ring, 
but I had never seen any of them; it all looked black, and everything 
had a voor over it. It was all so still and silent, and the sky was heavy 
and grey and sad, like a wicked voorish dome in Deep Dendo. I 
went on into the dreadful rocks. There were hundreds and hundreds 
of them. Some were like horrid-grinning men; I could see their faces 
as if they would jump at me out of the stone, and catch hold of me, 
and drag me with them back into the rock, so that I should always be 
there. And there were other rocks that were like animals, creeping, 
horrible animals, putting out their tongues, and others were like 
words that I could not say, and others like dead people lying on the 
grass. I went on among them, though they frightened me, and my 
heart was full of wicked songs that they put into it; and I wanted to 
make faces and twist myself about in the way they did, and I went on 
and on a long way till at last I liked the rocks, and they didn’t 
frighten me any more. I sang the songs I thought of; songs full of 
words that must not be spoken or written down. Then I made faces 
like the faces on the rocks, and I twisted myself about like the 
twisted ones, and I lay down flat on the ground like the dead ones, 
and I went up to one that was grinning, and put my arms round him 
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and hugged him. And so I went on and on through the rocks till I 
came to a round mound in the middle of them. It was higher than a 
mound, it was nearly as high as our house, and it was like a great 
basin turned upside down, all smooth and round and green, with one 
stone, like a post, sticking up at the top. I climbed up the sides, but 
they were so steep I had to stop or I should have rolled all the way 
down again, and I should have knocked against the stones at the 
bottom, and perhaps been killed. But I wanted to get up to the very 
top of the big round mound, so I lay down flat on my face, and took 
hold of the grass with my hands and drew myself up, bit by bit, till I 
was at the top. Then I sat down on the stone in the middle, and 
looked all round about. I felt I had come such a long, long way, just 
as if I were a hundred miles from home, or in some other country, 
or in one of the strange places I had read about in the Tales of the 
Genie and the Arabian Nights, or as if I had gone across the sea, far 
away, for years and I had found another world that nobody had ever 
seen or heard of before, or as if I had somehow flown through the 
sky and fallen on one of the stars I had read about where everything 
is dead and cold and grey, and there is no air, and the wind doesn’t 
blow. I sat on the stone and looked all round and down and round 
about me. It was just as if I was sitting on a tower in the middle of a 
great empty town, because I could see nothing all around but the 
grey rocks on the ground. I couldn’t make out their shapes any more, 
but I could see them on and on for a long way, and I looked at them, 
and they seemed as if they had been arranged into patterns, and 
shapes, and figures. I knew they couldn’t be. because I had seen a lot 
of them coming right out of the earth, joined to the deep rocks 
below, so I looked again, but still I saw nothing but circles, and small 
circles inside big ones, and pyramids, and domes, and spires, and 
they seemed all to go round and round the place where I was sitting, 
and the more I looked, the more I saw great big rings of rocks, 
getting bigger and bigger, and I stared so long that it felt as if they 
were all moving and turning, like a great wheel, and I was turning, 
too, in the middle. I got quite dizzy and queer in the head, and 
everything began to be hazy and not clear, and I saw little sparks of 
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blue light, and the stones looked as if they were springing and 
dancing and twisting as they went round and round and round. I was 
frightened again, and I cried out loud, and jumped up from the stone 
I was sitting on, and fell down. When I got up I was so glad they all 
looked still, and I sat down on the top and slid down the mound, 
and went on again. I danced as I went in the peculiar way the rocks 
had danced when I got giddy, and I was so glad I could do it quite 
well, and I danced and danced along, and sang extraordinary songs 
that came into my head. At last I came to the edge of that great flat 
hill, and there were no more rocks, and the way went again through a 
dark thicket in a hollow. It was just as bad as the other one I went 
through climbing up, but I didn’t mind this one, because I was so 
glad I had seen those singular dances and could imitate them. I went 
down, creeping through the bushes, and a tall nettle stung me on my 
leg, and made me burn, but I didn’t mind it, and I tingled with the 
boughs and the thorns, but I only laughed and sang. Then I got out 
of the thicket into a close valley, a little secret place like a dark 
passage that nobody ever knows of, because it was so narrow and 
deep and the woods were so thick round it. There is a steep bank 
with trees hanging over it, and there the ferns keep green all through 
the winter, when they are dead and brown upon the hill, and the 
ferns there have a sweet, rich smell like what oozes out of fir trees. 
There was a little stream of water running down this valley, so small 
that I could easily step across it. I drank the water with my hand, and 
it tasted like bright, yellow wine, and it sparkled and bubbled as it ran 
down over beautiful red and yellow and green stones, so that it 
seemed alive and all colours at once. I drank it, and I drank more 
with my hand, but I couldn’t drink enough, so I lay down and bent 
my head and sucked the water up with my lips. It tasted much better, 
drinking it that way, and a ripple would come up to my mouth and 
give me a kiss, and I laughed, and drank again, and pretended there 
was a nymph, like the one in the old picture at home, who lived in 
the water and was kissing me. So I bent low down to the water, and 
put my lips softly to it, and whispered to the nymph that I would 
come again. I felt sure it could not be common water, I was so glad 
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when I got up and went on; and I danced again and went up and up 
the valley, under hanging hills. And when I came to the top, the 
ground rose up in front of me, tall and steep as a wall, and there was 
nothing but the green wall and the sky. I thought of ‘for ever and for 
ever, world without end, Amen’; and I thought I must have really 
found the end of the world, because it was like the end of everything, 
as if there could be nothing at all beyond, except the kingdom of 
Voor, where the light goes when it is put out, and the water goes 
when the sun takes it away. I began to think of all the long, long way 
I had journeyed, how I had found a brook and followed it, and 
followed it on, and gone through bushes and thorny thickets, and 
dark woods full of creeping thorns. Then I had crept up a tunnel 
under trees, and climbed a thicket, and seen all the grey rocks, and 
sat in the middle of them when they turned round, and then I had 
gone on through the grey rocks and come down the hill through the 
stinging thicket and up the dark valley, all a long, long way. I 
wondered how I should get home again, if I could ever find the way, 
and if my home was there any more, or if it were turned and 
everybody in it into grey rocks, as in the Arabian Nights. So I sat 
down on the grass and thought what I should do next. I was tired, 
and my feet were hot with walking, and as I looked about I saw there 
was a wonderful well just under the high, steep wall of grass. All the 
ground round it was covered with bright, green, dripping moss; there 
was every kind of moss there, moss like beautiful little ferns, and like 
palms and fir trees, and it was all green as jewellery, and drops of 
water hung on it like diamonds. And in the middle was the great well, 
deep and shining and beautiful, so clear that it looked as if I could 
touch the red sand at the bottom, but it was far below. I stood by it 
and looked in, as if I were looking in a glass. At the bottom of the 
well, in the middle of it, the red grains of sand were moving and 
stirring all the time, and I saw how the water bubbled up, but at the 
top it was quite smooth, and full and brimming. It was a great well, 
large like a bath, and with the shining, glittering green moss about it, 
it looked like a great white jewel, with green jewels all round. My feet 
were so hot and tired that I took off my boots and stockings, and let 
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my feet down into the water, and the water was soft and cold, and 
when I got up I wasn’t tired any more, and I felt I must go on, 
farther and farther, and see what was on the other side of the wall. I 
climbed up it very slowly, going sideways all the time, and when I got 
to the top and looked over, I was in the queerest country I had seen, 
stranger even than the hill of the grey rocks. It looked as if earth-
children had been playing there with their spades, as it was all hills 
and hollows, and castles and walls made of earth and covered with 
grass. There were two mounds like big beehives, round and great 
and solemn, and then hollow basins, and then a steep mounting wall 
like the ones I saw once by the seaside where the big guns and the 
soldiers were. I nearly fell into one of the round hollows, it went 
away from under my feet so suddenly, and I ran fast down the side 
and stood at the bottom and looked up. It was strange and solemn 
to look up. There was nothing but the grey, heavy sky and the sides 
of the hollow; everything else had gone away, and the hollow was the 
whole world, and I thought that at night it must be full of ghosts and 
moving shadows and pale things when the moon shone down to the 
bottom at the dead of the night, and the wind wailed up above. It 
was so strange and solemn and lonely, like a hollow temple of dead 
heathen gods. It reminded me of a tale my nurse had told me when I 
was quite little; it was the same nurse that took me into the wood 
where I saw the beautiful white people. And I remembered how 
nurse had told me the story one winter night, when the wind was 
beating the trees against the wall, and crying and moaning in the 
nursery chimney. She said there was, somewhere or other, a hollow 
pit, just like the one I was standing in, everybody was afraid to go 
into it or near it, it was such a bad place. But once upon a time there 
was a poor girl who said she would go into the hollow pit, and 
everybody tried to stop her, but she would go. And she went down 
into the pit and came back laughing, and said there was nothing 
there at all, except green grass and red stones, and white stones and 
yellow flowers. And soon after people saw she had most beautiful 
emerald earrings, and they asked how she got them, as she and her 
mother were quite poor. But she laughed, and said her earrings were 
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not made of emeralds at all, but only of green grass. Then, one day, 
she wore on her breast the reddest ruby that any one had ever seen, 
and it was as big as a hen’s egg, and glowed and sparkled like a hot 
burning coal of fire. And they asked how she got it, as she and her 
mother were quite poor. But she laughed, and said it was not a ruby 
at all, but only a red stone. Then one day she wore round her neck 
the loveliest necklace that any one had ever seen, much finer than 
the queen’s finest, and it was made of great bright diamonds, 
hundreds of them, and they shone like all the stars on a night in June. 
So they asked her how she got it, as she and her mother were quite 
poor. But she laughed, and said they were not diamonds at all, but 
only white stones. And one day she went to the Court, and she wore 
on her head a crown of pure angel-gold, so nurse said, and it shone 
like the sun, and it was much more splendid than the crown the king 
was wearing himself, and in her ears she wore the emeralds, and the 
big ruby was the brooch on her breast, and the great diamond 
necklace was sparkling on her neck. And the king and queen thought 
she was some great princess from a long way off, and got down 
from their thrones and went to meet her, but somebody told the 
king and queen who she was, and that she was quite poor. So the 
king asked why she wore a gold crown, and how she got it, as she 
and her mother were so poor. And she laughed, and said it wasn’t a 
gold crown at all, but only some yellow flowers she had put in her 
hair. And the king thought it was very strange, and said she should 
stay at the Court, and they would see what would happen next. And 
she was so lovely that everybody said that her eyes were greener than 
the emeralds, that her lips were redder than the ruby, that her skin 
was whiter than the diamonds, and that her hair was brighter than 
the golden crown. So the king’s son said he would marry her, and the 
king said he might. And the bishop married them, and there was a 
great supper, and after-wards the king’s son went to his wife’s room. 
But just when he had his hand on the door, he saw a tall, black man, 
with a dreadful face, standing in front of the door, and a voice said: 
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Venture not upon your life, 
This is mine own wedded wife.  

 
Then the king’s son fell down on the ground in a fit. And they came 
and tried to get into the room, but they couldn’t, and they hacked at 
the door with hatchets, but the wood had turned hard as iron, and at 
last everybody ran away, they were so frightened at the screaming 
and laughing and shrieking and crying that came out of the room. 
But next day they went in, and found there was nothing in the room 
but thick black smoke, because the black man had come and taken 
her away. And on the bed there were two knots of faded grass and a 
red stone, and some white stones, and some faded yellow flowers. I 
remembered this tale of nurse’s while I was standing at the bottom 
of the deep hollow; it was so strange and solitary there, and I felt 
afraid. I could not see any stones or flowers, but I was afraid of 
bringing them away without knowing, and I thought I would do a 
charm that came into my head to keep the black man away. So I 
stood right in the very middle of the hollow, and I made sure that I 
had none of those things on me, and then I walked round the place, 
and touched my eyes, and my lips, and my hair in a peculiar manner, 
and whispered some queer words that nurse taught me to keep bad 
things away. Then I felt safe and climbed up out of the hollow, and 
went on through all those mounds and hollows and walls, till I came 
to the end, which was high above all the rest, and I could see that all 
the different shapes of the earth were arranged in patterns, 
something like the grey rocks, only the pattern was different. It was 
getting late, and the air was indistinct, but it looked from where I 
was standing something like two great figures of people lying on the 
grass. And I went on, and at last I found a certain wood, which is 
too secret to be described, and nobody knows of the passage into it, 
which I found out in a very curious manner, by seeing some little 
animal run into the wood through it. So I went after the animal by a 
very narrow dark way, under thorns and bushes, and it was almost 
dark when I came to a kind of open place in the middle. And there I 
saw the most wonderful sight I have ever seen, but it was only for a 
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minute, as I ran away directly, and crept out of the wood by the 
passage I had come by, and ran and ran as fast as ever I could, 
because I was afraid, what I had seen was so wonderful and so 
strange and beautiful. But I wanted to get home and think of it, and I 
did not know what might not happen if I stayed by the wood. I was 
hot all over and trembling, and my heart was beating, and strange 
cries that I could not help came from me as I ran from the wood. I 
was glad that a great white moon came up from over a round hill 
and showed me the way, so I went back through the mounds and 
hollows and down the close valley, and up through the thicket over 
the place of the grey rocks, and so at last I got home again. My father 
was busy in his study, and the servants had not told about my not 
coming home, though they were frightened, and wondered what they 
ought to do, so I told them I had lost my way, but I did not let them 
find out the real way I had been. I went to bed and lay awake all 
through the night, thinking of what I had seen. When I came out of 
the narrow way, and it looked all shining, though the air was dark, it 
seemed so certain, and all the way home I was quite sure that I had 
seen it, and I wanted to be alone in my room, and be glad over it all 
to myself, and shut my eyes and pretend it was there, and do all the 
things I would have done if I had not been so afraid. But when I 
shut my eyes the sight would not come, and I began to think about 
my adventures all over again, and I remembered how dusky and 
queer it was at the end, and I was afraid it must be all a mistake, 
because it seemed impossible it could happen. It seemed like one of 
nurse’s tales, which I didn’t really believe in, though I was frightened 
at the bottom of the hollow; and the stories she told me when I was 
little came back into my head, and I wondered whether it was really 
there what I thought I had seen, or whether any of her tales could 
have happened a long time ago. It was so queer; I lay awake there in 
my room at the back of the house, and the moon was shining on the 
other side towards the river, so the bright light did not fall upon the 
wall. And the house was quite still. I had heard my father come 
upstairs, and just after the clock struck twelve, and after the house 
was still and empty, as if there was nobody alive in it. And though it 
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was all dark and indistinct in my room, a pale glimmering kind of 
light shone in through the white blind, and once I got up and looked 
out, and there was a great black shadow of the house covering the 
garden, looking like a prison where men are hanged; and then 
beyond it was all white; and the wood shone white with black gulfs 
between the trees. It was still and clear, and there were no clouds on 
the sky. I wanted to think of what I had seen but I couldn’t, and I 
began to think of all the tales that nurse had told me so long ago that 
I thought I had forgotten, but they all came back, and mixed up with 
the thickets and the grey rocks and the hollows in the earth and the 
secret wood, till I hardly knew what was new and what was old, or 
whether it was not all dreaming. And then I remembered that hot 
summer afternoon, so long ago, when nurse left me by myself in the 
shade, and the white people came out of the water and out of the 
wood, and played, and danced, and sang, and I began to fancy that 
nurse told me about something like it before I saw them, only I 
couldn’t recollect exactly what she told me. Then I wondered 
whether she had been the white lady, as I remembered she was just 
as white and beautiful, and had the same dark eyes and black hair; 
and sometimes she smiled and looked like the lady had looked, when 
she was telling me some of her stories, beginning with ‘Once on a 
time’, or ‘In the time of the fairies’. But I thought she couldn’t be the 
lady, as she seemed to have gone a different way into the wood, and 
I didn’t think the man who came after us could be the other, or I 
couldn’t have seen that wonderful secret in the secret wood. I 
thought of the moon: but it was afterwards when I was in the middle 
of the wild land, where the earth was made into the shape of great 
figures, and it was all walls, and mysterious hollows, and smooth 
round mounds, that I saw the great white moon come up over a 
round hill. I was wondering about all these things, till at last I got 
quite frightened, because I was afraid something had happened to 
me, and I remembered nurse’s tale of the poor girl who went into 
the hollow pit, and was carried away at last by the black man. I knew 
I had gone into a hollow pit too, and perhaps it was the same, and I 
had done something dreadful. So I did the charm over again, and 
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touched my eyes and my lips and my hair in a peculiar manner, and 
said the old words from the fairy language, so that I might be sure I 
had not been carried away. I tried again to see the secret wood, and 
to creep up the passage and see what I had seen there, but somehow 
I couldn’t, and I kept on thinking of nurse’s stories. There was one I 
remembered about a young man who once upon a time went 
hunting, and all the day he and his hounds hunted everywhere, and 
they crossed the rivers and went into all the woods, and went round 
the marshes, but they couldn’t find anything at all, and they hunted 
all day till the sun sank down and began to set behind the mountain. 
And the young man was angry because he couldn’t find anything, 
and he was going to turn back, when just as the sun touched the 
mountain, he saw come out of a brake in front of him a beautiful 
white stag. And he cheered to his hounds, but they whined and 
would not follow, and he cheered to his horse, but it shivered and 
stood stock still, and the young man jumped off the horse and left 
the hounds and began to follow the white stag all alone. And soon it 
was quite dark, and the sky was black, without a single star shining in 
it, and the stag went away into the darkness. And though the man 
had brought his gun with him he never shot at the stag, because he 
wanted to catch it, and he was afraid he would lose it in the night. 
But he never lost it once, though the sky was so black and the air 
was so dark, and the stag went on and on till the young man didn’t 
know a bit where he was. And they went through enormous woods 
where the air was full of whispers and a pale, dead light came out 
from the rotten trunks that were lying on the ground, and just as the 
man thought he had lost the stag, he would see it all white and 
shining in front of him, and he would run fast to catch it, but the 
stag always ran faster, so he did not catch it. And they went through 
the enormous woods, and they swam across rivers, and they waded 
through black marshes where the ground bubbled, and the air was 
full of will-o’-the-wisps, and the stag fled away down into rocky 
narrow valleys, where the air was like the smell of a vault, and the 
man went after it. And they went over the great mountains and the 
man heard the wind come down from the sky, and the stag went on 
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and the man went after. At last the sun rose and the young man 
found he was in a country that he had never seen before; it was a 
beautiful valley with a bright stream running through it, and a great, 
big round hill in the middle. And the stag went down the valley, 
towards the hill, and it seemed to be getting tired and went slower 
and slower, and though the man was tired, too, he began to run 
faster, and he was sure he would catch the stag at last. But just as 
they got to the bottom of the hill, and the man stretched out his 
hand to catch the stag, it vanished into the earth, and the man began 
to cry; he was so sorry that he had lost it after all his long hunting. 
But as he was crying he saw there was a door in the hill, just in front 
of him, and he went in, and it was quite dark, but he went on, as he 
thought he would find the white stag. And all of a sudden it got light, 
and there was the sky, and the sun shining, and birds singing in the 
trees, and there was a beautiful fountain. And by the fountain a 
lovely lady was sitting, who was the queen of the fairies, and she told 
the man that she had changed herself into a stag to bring him there 
because she loved him so much. Then she brought out a great gold 
cup, covered with jewels, from her fairy palace, and she offered him 
wine in the cup to drink. And he drank, and the more he drank the 
more he longed to drink, because the wine was enchanted. So he 
kissed the lovely lady, and she became his wife, and he stayed all that 
day and all that night in the hill where she lived, and when he woke 
he found he was lying on the ground, close to where he had seen the 
stag first, and his horse was there and his hounds were there waiting, 
and he looked up, and the sun sank behind the mountain. And he 
went home and lived a long time, but he would never kiss any other 
lady because he had kissed the queen of the fairies, and he would 
never drink common wine any more, because he had drunk 
enchanted wine. And sometimes nurse told me tales that she had 
heard from her great-grandmother, who was very old, and lived in a 
cottage on the mountain all alone, and most of these tales were 
about a hill where people used to meet at night long ago, and they 
used to play all sorts of strange games and do queer things that nurse 
told me of, but I couldn’t understand, and now, she said, everybody 
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but her great-grandmother had forgotten all about it, and nobody 
knew where the hill was, not even her great-grandmother. But she 
told me one very strange story about the hill, and I trembled when I 
remembered it. She said that people always went there in summer, 
when it was very hot, and they had to dance a good deal. It would be 
all dark at first, and there were trees there, which made it much 
darker, and people would come, one by one, from all directions, by a 
secret path which nobody else knew, and two persons would keep 
the gate, and every one as they came up had to give a very curious 
sign, which nurse showed me as well as she could, but she said she 
couldn’t show me properly. And all kinds of people would come; 
there would be gentle folks and village folks, and some old people 
and boys and girls, and quite small children, who sat and watched. 
And it would all be dark as they came in, except in one corner where 
some one was burning something that smelt strong and sweet, and 
made them laugh, and there one would see a glaring of coals, and the 
smoke mounting up red. So they would all come in, and when the 
last had come there was no door any more, so that no one else could 
get in, even if they knew there was anything beyond. And once a 
gentleman who was a stranger and had ridden a long way, lost his 
path at night, and his horse took him into the very middle of the 
wild country, where everything was up-side down, and there were 
dreadful marshes and great stones everywhere, and holes underfoot, 
and the trees looked like gibbet-posts, because they had great black 
arms that stretched out across the way. And this strange gentleman 
was very frightened, and his horse began to shiver all over, and at 
last it stopped and wouldn’t go any farther, and the gentleman got 
down and tried to lead the horse, but it wouldn’t move, and it was all 
covered with a sweat, like death. So the gentleman went on all alone, 
going farther and farther into the wild country, till at last he came to 
a dark place, where he heard shouting and singing and crying, like 
nothing he had ever heard before. It all sounded quite close to him, 
but he couldn’t get in, and so he began to call, and while he was 
calling, something came behind him, and in a minute his mouth and 
arms and legs were all bound up, and he fell into a swoon. And when 
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he came to himself, he was lying by the roadside, just where he had 
first lost his way, under a blasted oak with a black trunk, and his 
horse was tied beside him. So he rode on to the town and told the 
people there what had happened, and some of them were amazed; 
but others knew. So when once everybody had come, there was no 
door at all for anybody else to pass in by. And when they were all 
inside, round in a ring, touching each other, some one began to sing 
in the darkness, and some one else would make a noise like thunder 
with a thing they had on purpose, and on still nights people would 
hear the thundering noise far, far away beyond the wild land, and 
some of them, who thought they knew what it was, used to make a 
sign on their breasts when they woke up in their beds at dead of 
night and heard that terrible deep noise, like thunder on the 
mountains. And the noise and the singing would go on and on for a 
long time, and the people who were in a ring swayed a little to and 
fro; and the song was in an old, old language that nobody knows 
now, and the tune was queer. Nurse said her great-grandmother had 
known some one who remembered a little of it, when she was quite 
a little girl, and nurse tried to sing some of it to me, and it was so 
strange a tune that I turned all cold and my flesh crept as if I had put 
my hand on something dead. Sometimes it was a man that sang and 
sometimes it was a woman, and sometimes the one who sang it did it 
so well that two or three of the people who were there fell to the 
ground shrieking and tearing with their hands. The singing went on, 
and the people in the ring kept swaying to and fro for a long time, 
and at last the moon would rise over a place they called the Tole 
Deol, and came up and showed them swinging and swaying from 
side to side, with the sweet thick smoke curling up from the burning 
coals, and floating in circles all around them. Then they had their 
supper. A boy and a girl brought it to them; the boy carried a great 
cup of wine, and the girl carried a cake of bread, and they passed the 
bread and the wine round and round, but they tasted quite different 
from common bread and common wine, and changed everybody 
that tasted them. Then they all rose up and danced, and secret things 
were brought out of some hiding place, and they played 
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extraordinary games, and danced round and round and round in the 
moonlight, and sometimes people would suddenly disappear and 
never be heard of afterwards, and nobody knew what had happened 
to them. And they drank more of that curious wine, and they made 
images and worshipped them, and nurse showed me how the images 
were made one day when we were out for a walk, and we passed by a 
place where there was a lot of wet clay. So nurse asked me if I would 
like to know what those things were like that they made on the hill, 
and I said yes. Then she asked me if I would promise never to tell a 
living soul a word about it, and if I did I was to be thrown into the 
black pit with the dead people, and I said I wouldn’t tell anybody, 
and she said the same thing again and again, and I promised. So she 
took my wooden spade and dug a big lump of clay and put it in my 
tin bucket, and told me to say if any one met us that I was going to 
make pies when I went home. Then we went on a little way till we 
came to a little brake growing right down into the road, and nurse 
stopped, and looked up the road and down it, and then peeped 
through the hedge into the field on the other side, and then she said, 
‘Quick!’ and we ran into the brake, and crept in and out among the 
bushes till we had gone a good way from the road. Then we sat 
down under a bush, and I wanted so much to know what nurse was 
going to make with the clay, but before she would begin she made 
me promise again not to say a word about it, and she went again and 
peeped through the bushes on every side, though the lane was so 
small and deep that hardly anybody ever went there. So we sat down, 
and nurse took the clay out of the bucket, and began to knead it with 
her hands, and do queer things with it, and turn it about. And she 
hid it under a big dock-leaf for a minute or two and then she 
brought it out again, and then she stood up and sat down, and 
walked round the clay in a peculiar manner, and all the time she was 
softly singing a sort of rhyme, and her face got very red. Then she 
sat down again, and took the clay in her hands and began to shape it 
into a doll, but not like the dolls I have at home, and she made the 
queerest doll I had ever seen, all out of the wet clay, and hid it under 
a bush to get dry and hard, and all the time she was making it she 
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was singing these rhymes to herself, and her face got redder and 
redder. So we left the doll there, hidden away in the bushes where 
nobody would ever find it. And a few days later we went the same 
walk, and when we came to that narrow, dark part of the lane where 
the brake runs down to the bank, nurse made me promise all over 
again, and she looked about, just as she had done before, and we 
crept into the bushes till we got to the green place where the little 
clay man was hidden. I remember it all so well, though I was only 
eight, and it is eight years ago now as I am writing it down, but the 
sky was a deep violet blue, and in the middle of the brake where we 
were sitting there was a great elder tree covered with blossoms, and 
on the other side there was a clump of meadowsweet, and when I 
think of that day the smell of the meadowsweet and elder blossom 
seems to fill the room, and if I shut my eyes I can see the glaring 
blue sky, with little clouds very white floating across it, and nurse 
who went away long ago sitting opposite me and looking like the 
beautiful white lady in the wood. So we sat down and nurse took out 
the clay doll from the secret place where she had hidden it, and she 
said we must ‘pay our respects’, and she would show me what to do, 
and I must watch her all the time. So she did all sorts of queer things 
with the little clay man, and I noticed she was all streaming with 
perspiration, though we had walked so slowly, and then she told me 
to ‘pay my respects’, and I did everything she did because I liked her, 
and it was such an odd game. And she said that if one loved very 
much, the clay man was very good, if one did certain things with it, 
and if one hated very much, it was just as good, only one had to do 
different things, and we played with it a long time, and pretended all 
sorts of things. Nurse said her great-grandmother had told her all 
about these images, but what we did was no harm at all, only a game. 
But she told me a story about these images that frightened me very 
much, and that was what I remembered that night when I was lying 
awake in my room in the pale, empty darkness, thinking of what I 
had seen and the secret wood. Nurse said there was once a young 
lady of the high gentry, who lived in a great castle. And she was so 
beautiful that all the gentlemen wanted to marry her, because she 
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was the loveliest lady that anybody had ever seen, and she was kind 
to everybody, and everybody thought she was very good. But though 
she was polite to all the gentlemen who wished to marry her, she put 
them off, and said she couldn’t make up her mind, and she wasn’t 
sure she wanted to marry anybody at all. And her father, who was a 
very great lord, was angry, though he was so fond of her, and he 
asked her why she wouldn’t choose a bachelor out of all the 
handsome young men who came to the castle. But she only said she 
didn’t love any of them very much, and she must wait, and if they 
pestered her, she said she would go and be a nun in a nunnery. So all 
the gentlemen said they would go away and wait for a year and a day, 
and when a year and a day were gone, they would come back again 
and ask her to say which one she would marry. So the day was 
appointed and they all went away; and the lady had promised that in 
a year and a day it would be her wedding day with one of them. But 
the truth was, that she was the queen of the people who danced on 
the hill on summer nights, and on the proper nights she would lock 
the door of her room, and she and her maid would steal out of the 
castle by a secret passage that only they knew of, and go away up to 
the hill in the wild land. And she knew more of the secret things 
than any one else, and more than any one knew before or after, 
because she would not tell anybody the most secret secrets. She 
knew how to do all the awful things, how to destroy young men, and 
how to put a curse on people, and other things that I could not 
understand. And her real name was the Lady Avelin, but the dancing 
people called her Cassap, which meant somebody very wise, in the 
old language. And she was whiter than any of them and taller, and 
her eyes shone in the dark like burning rubies; and she could sing 
songs that none of the others could sing, and when she sang they all 
fell down on their faces and worshipped her. And she could do what 
they called shib-show, which was a very wonderful enchantment. She 
would tell the great lord, her father, that she wanted to go into the 
woods to gather flowers, so he let her go, and she and her maid went 
into the woods where nobody came, and the maid would keep watch. 
when the lady would lie down under the trees and begin to sing a 
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particular song, and she stretched out her arms, and from every part 
of the wood great serpents would come, hissing and gliding in and 
out among the trees, and shooting out their forked tongues as they 
crawled up to the lady. And they all came to her, and twisted round 
her, round her body, and her arms, and her neck, till she was covered 
with writhing serpents, and there was only her head to be seen. And 
she whispered to them, and she sang to them, and they writhed 
round and round, faster and faster, till she told them to go. And they 
all went away directly, back to their holes, and on the lady’s breast 
there would be a most curious, beautiful stone, shaped something 
like an egg, and coloured dark blue and yellow, and red, and green, 
marked like a serpent’s scales. It was called a glame stone, and with it 
one could do all sorts of wonderful things, and nurse said her great-
grandmother had seen a glame stone with her own eyes, and it was 
for all the world shiny and scaly like a snake. And the lady could do a 
lot of other things as well, but she was quite fixed that she would not 
be married. And there were a great many gentlemen who wanted to 
marry her, but there were five of them who were chief, and their 
names were Sir Simon, Sir John, Sir Oliver, Sir Richard, and Sir 
Rowland. All the others believed she spoke the truth, and that she 
would choose one of them to be her man when a year and a day was 
done; it was only Sir Simon, who was very crafty, who thought she 
was deceiving them all, and he vowed he would watch and try if he 
could find out anything. And though he was very wise he was very 
young, and he had a smooth, soft face like a girl’s, and he pretended, 
as the rest did, that he would not come to the castle for a year and a 
day, and he said he was going away beyond the sea to foreign parts. 
But he really only went a very little way, and came back dressed like a 
servant girl, and so he got a place in the castle to wash the dishes. 
And he waited and watched, and he listened and said nothing, and he 
hid in dark places, and woke up at night and looked out, and he 
heard things and he saw things that he thought were very strange. 
And he was so sly that he told the girl that waited on the lady that he 
was really a young man, and that he had dressed up as a girl because 
he loved her so very much and wanted to be in the same house with 
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her, and the girl was so pleased that she told him many things, and 
he was more than ever certain that the Lady Avelin was deceiving 
him and the others. And he was so clever, and told the servant so 
many lies, that one night he managed to hide in the Lady Avelin’s 
room behind the curtains. And he stayed quite still and never moved, 
and at last the lady came. And she bent down under the bed, and 
raised up a stone, and there was a hollow place underneath, and out 
of it she took a waxen image, just like the clay one that I and nurse 
had made in the brake. And all the time her eyes were burning like 
rubies. And she took the little wax doll up in her arms and held it to 
her breast, and she whispered and she murmured, and she took it up 
and she laid it down again, and she held it high, and she held it low, 
and she laid it down again. And she said, ‘Happy is he that begat the 
bishop, that ordered the clerk, that married the man, that had the 
wife, that fashioned the hive, that harboured the bee, that gathered 
the wax that my own true love was made of.’ And she brought out 
of an aumbry a great golden bowl, and she brought out of a closet a 
great jar of wine, and she poured some of the wine into the bowl, 
and she laid her mannikin very gently in the wine, and washed it in 
the wine all over. Then she went to a cupboard and took a small 
round cake and laid it on the image’s mouth, and then she bore it 
softly and covered it up. And Sir Simon, who was watching all the 
time, though he was terribly frightened, saw the lady bend down and 
stretch out her arms and whisper and sing, and then Sir Simon saw 
beside her a handsome young man, who kissed her on the lips. And 
they drank wine out of the golden bowl together, and they ate the 
cake together. But when the sun rose there was only the little wax 
doll, and the lady hid it again under the bed in the hollow place. So 
Sir Simon knew quite well what the lady was, and he waited and he 
watched, till the time she had said was nearly over, and in a week the 
year and a day would be done. And one night, when he was watching 
behind the curtains in her room, he saw her making more wax dolls. 
And she made five, and hid them away. And the next night she took 
one out, and held it up, and filled the golden bowl with water, and 
took the doll by the neck and held it under the water. Then she said: 
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Sir Dickon, Sir Dickon, your day is done, 
You shall be drowned in the water wan.  

 
And the next day news came to the castle that Sir Richard had been 
drowned at the ford. And at night she took another doll and tied a 
violet cord round its neck and hung it up on a nail. Then she said: 
 

Sir Rowland, your life has ended its span, 
High on a tree I see you hang.  

 
And the next day news came to the castle that Sir Rowland had been 
hanged by robbers in the wood. And at night she took another doll, 
and drove her bodkin right into its heart. Then she said: 
  

Sir Noll, Sir Noll, so cease your life, 
Your heart pierced with the knife.  

 
And the next day news came to the castle that Sir Oliver had fought 
in a tavern, and a stranger had stabbed him to the heart. And at night 
she took another doll, and held it to a fire of charcoal till it was 
melted. Then she said: 
  

Sir John, return, and turn to clay, 
In fire of fever you waste away.  

 
And the next day news came to the castle that Sir John had died in a 
burning fever. So then Sir Simon went out of the castle and mounted 
his horse and rode away to the bishop and told him everything. And 
the bishop sent his men, and they took the Lady Avelin, and 
everything she had done was found out. So on the day after the year 
and a day, when she was to have been married, they carried her 
through the town in her smock, and they tied her to a great stake in 
the market-place, and burned her alive before the bishop with her 
wax image hung round her neck. And people said the wax man 
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screamed in the burning of the flames. And I thought of this story 
again and again as I was lying awake in my bed, and I seemed to see 
the Lady Avelin in the market-place, with the yellow flames eating up 
her beautiful white body. And I thought of it so much that I seemed 
to get into the story myself, and I fancied I was the lady, and that 
they were coming to take me to be burnt with fire, with all the 
people in the town looking at me. And I wondered whether she 
cared, after all the strange things she had done, and whether it hurt 
very much to be burned at the stake. I tried again and again to forget 
nurse’s stories, and to remember the secret I had seen that afternoon, 
and what was in the secret wood, but I could only see the dark and a 
glimmering in the dark, and then it went away, and I only saw myself 
running, and then a great moon came up white over a dark round hill. 
Then all the old stories came back again, and the queer rhymes that 
nurse used to sing to me; and there was one beginning ‘Halsy cumsy 
Helen musty’, that she used to sing very softly when she wanted me 
to go to sleep. And I began to sing it to myself inside of my head, 
and I went to sleep.  
 
The next morning I was very tired and sleepy, and could hardly do 
my lessons, and I was very glad when they were over and I had had 
my dinner, as I wanted to go out and be alone. It was a warm day, 
and I went to a nice turfy hill by the river, and sat down on my 
mother’s old shawl that I had brought with me on purpose. The sky 
was grey, like the day before, but there was a kind of white gleam 
behind it, and from where I was sitting I could look down on the 
town, and b it was all still and quiet and white, like a picture. I 
remembered that it was on that hill that nurse taught me to play an 
old game called ‘Troy Town’, in which one had to dance, and wind 
in and out on a pattern in the grass, and then when one had danced 
and turned long enough the other person asks you questions, and 
you can’t help answering whether you want to or not, and whatever 
you are told to do you feel you have to do it. Nurse said there used 
to be a lot of games like that that some people knew of, and there 
was one by which people could be turned into anything you liked 
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and an old man her great-grandmother had seen had known a girl 
who had been turned into a large snake. And there was another very 
ancient game of dancing and winding and turning, by which you 
could take a person out of himself and hide him away as long as you 
liked, and his body went walking about quite empty, without any 
sense in it. But I came to that hill because I wanted to think of what 
had happened the day before, and of the secret of the wood. From 
the place where I was sitting I could see beyond the town, into the 
opening I had found, where a little brook had led me into an 
unknown country. And I pretended I was following the brook over 
again, and I went all the way in my mind, and at last I found the 
wood, and crept into it under the bushes, and then in the dusk I saw 
something that made me feel as if I were filled with fire, as if I 
wanted to dance and sing and fly up into the air, because I was 
changed and wonderful. But what I saw was not changed at all, and 
had not grown old, and I wondered again and again how such things 
could happen, and whether nurse’s stories were really true, because 
in the daytime in the open air everything seemed quite different from 
what it was at night, when I was frightened, and thought I was to be 
burned alive. I once told my father one of her little tales, which was 
about a ghost, and asked him if it was true, and he told me it was not 
true at all, and that only common, ignorant people believed in such 
rubbish. He was very angry with nurse for telling me the story, and 
scolded her, and after that I promised her I would never whisper a 
word of what she told me, and if I did I should be bitten by the great 
black snake that lived in the pool in the wood. And all alone on the 
hill I wondered what was true. I had seen something very amazing 
and very lovely, and I knew a story, and if I had really seen it, and 
not made it up out of the dark, and the black bough, and the bright 
shining that was mounting up to the sky from over the great round 
hill, but had really seen it in truth, then there were all kinds of 
wonderful and lovely and terrible things to think of, so I longed and 
trembled, and I burned and got cold. And I looked down on the 
town, so quiet and still, like a little white picture, and I thought over 
and over if it could be true. I was a long time before I could make up 
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my mind to anything; there was such a strange fluttering at my heart 
that seemed to whisper to me all the time that I had not made it up 
out of my head, and yet it seemed quite impossible, and I knew my 
father and everybody would say it was dreadful rubbish. I never 
dreamed of telling him or anybody else a word about it, because I 
knew it would be of no use, and I should only get laughed at or 
scolded, so for a long time I was very quiet, and went about thinking 
and wondering; and at night I used to dream of amazing things, and 
sometimes I woke up in the early morning and held out my arms 
with a cry. And I was frightened, too, because there were dangers, 
and some awful thing would happen to me, unless I took great care, 
if the story were true. These old tales were always in my head, night 
and morning, and I went over them and told them to myself over 
and over again, and went for walks in the places where nurse had 
told them to me; and when I sat in the nursery by the fire in the 
evenings I used to fancy nurse was sitting in the other chair, and 
telling me some wonderful story in a low voice, for fear anybody 
should be listening. But she used to like best to tell me about things 
when we were right out in the country, far from the house, because 
she said she was telling me such secrets, and walls have ears. And if 
it was something more than ever secret, we had to hide in brakes or 
woods; and I used to think it was such fun creeping along a hedge, 
and going very softly, and then we would get behind the bushes or 
run into the wood all of a sudden, when we were sure that none was 
watching us; so we knew that we had our secrets quite all to 
ourselves, and nobody else at all knew anything about them. Now 
and then, when we had hidden ourselves as I have described, she 
used to show me all sorts of odd things. One day, I remember, we 
were in a hazel brake, over-looking the brook, and we were so snug 
and warm, as though it was April; the sun was quite hot, and the 
leaves were just coming out. Nurse said she would show me 
something funny that would make me laugh, and then she showed 
me, as she said, how one could turn a whole house upside down, 
without anybody being able to find out, and the pots and pans would 
jump about, and the china would be broken, and the chairs would 
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tumble over of themselves. I tried it one day in the kitchen, and I 
found I could do it quite well, and a whole row of plates on the 
dresser fell off it, and cook’s little work-table tilted up and turned 
right over ‘before her eyes’, as she said, but she was so frightened 
and turned so white that I didn’t do it again, as I liked her. And 
afterwards, in the hazel copse, when she had shown me how to make 
things tumble about, she showed me how to make rapping noises, 
and I learnt how to do that, too. Then she taught me rhymes to say 
on certain occasions, and peculiar marks to make on other occasions, 
and other things that her great-grandmother had taught her when 
she was a little girl herself. And these were all the things I was 
thinking about in those days after the strange walk when I thought I 
had seen a great secret, and I wished nurse were there for me to ask 
her about it, but she had gone away more than two years before, and 
nobody seemed to know what had become of her, or where she had 
gone. But I shall always remember those days if I live to be quite old, 
because all the time I felt so strange, wondering and doubting, and 
feeling quite sure at one time, and making up my mind, and then I 
would feel quite sure that such things couldn’ t happen really, and it 
began all over again. But I took great care not to do certain things 
that might be very dangerous. So I waited and wondered for a long 
time, and though I was not sure at all, I never dared to try to find out. 
But one day I became sure that all that nurse said was quite true, and 
I was all alone when I found it out. I trembled all over with joy and 
terror, and as fast as I could I ran into one of the old brakes where 
we used to go – it was the one by the lane, where nurse made the 
little clay man – and I ran into it, and I crept into it; and when I 
came to the place where the elder was, I covered up my face with my 
hands and lay down flat on the grass, and I stayed there for two 
hours without moving, whispering to myself delicious, terrible things, 
and saying some words over and over again. It was all true and 
wonderful and splendid, and when I remembered the story I knew 
and thought of what I had really seen, I got hot and I got cold, and 
the air seemed full of scent, and flowers, and singing. And first I 
wanted to make a little clay man, like the one nurse had made so 



www.strangehistory.net proto edition of 

Scary Fairies, Epiphany 2012 

84 

long ago, and I had to invent plans and stratagems, and to look 
about, and to think of things beforehand, because nobody must 
dream of anything that I was doing or going to do, and I was too old 
to carry clay about in a tin bucket. At last I thought of a plan, and I 
brought the wet clay to the brake, and did everything that nurse had 
done, only I made a much finer image than the one she had made; 
and when it was finished I did everything that I could imagine and 
much more than she did, because it was the likeness of something 
far better. And a few days later, when I had done my lessons early, I 
went for the second time by the way of the little brook that had led 
me into a strange country. And I followed the brook, and went 
through the bushes, and beneath the low branches of trees, and up 
thorny thickets on the hill, and by dark woods full of creeping thorns, 
a long, long way. Then I crept through the dark tunnel where the 
brook had been and the ground was stony, till at last I came to the 
thicket that climbed up the hill, and though the leaves were coming 
out upon the trees, everything looked almost as black as it was on 
the first day that I went there. And the thicket was just the same, and 
I went up slowly till I came out on the big bare hill, and began to 
walk among the wonderful rocks. I saw the terrible voor again on 
everything, for though the sky was brighter, the ring of wild hills all 
around was still dark, and the hanging woods looked dark and 
dreadful, and the strange rocks were as grey as ever; and when I 
looked down on them from the great mound, sitting on the stone, I 
saw all their amazing circles and rounds within rounds, and I had to 
sit quite still and watch them as they began to turn about me, and 
each stone danced in its place, and they seemed to go round and 
round in a great whirl, as if one were in the middle of all the stars 
and heard them rushing through the air. So I went down among the 
rocks to dance with them and to sing extraordinary songs; and I 
went down through the other thicket, and drank from the bright 
stream in the close and secret valley, putting my lips down to the 
bubbling water; and then I went on till I came to the deep, brimming 
well among the glittering moss, and I sat down. I looked before me 
into the secret darkness of the valley, and behind me was the great 
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high wall of grass, and all around me there were the hanging woods 
that made the valley such a secret place. I knew there was nobody 
here at all besides myself, and that no one could see me. So I took 
off my boots and stockings, and let my feet down into the water, 
saying the words that I knew. And it was not cold at all, as I 
expected, but warm and very pleasant, and when my feet were in it I 
felt as if they were in silk, or as if the nymph were kissing them. So 
when I had done, I said the other words and made the signs, and 
then I dried my feet with a towel I had brought on purpose, and put 
on my stockings and boots. Then I climbed up the steep wall, and 
went into the place where there are the hollows, and the two 
beautiful mounds, and the round ridges of land, and all the strange 
shapes. I did not go down into the hollow this time, but I turned at 
the end, and made out the figures quite plainly, as it was lighter, and 
I had remembered the story I had quite forgotten before, and in the 
story the two figures are called Adam and Eve, and only those who 
know the story understand what they mean. So I went on and on till 
I came to the secret wood which must not be described, and I crept 
into it by the way I had found. And when I had gone about halfway I 
stopped, and turned round, and got ready, and I bound the 
handkerchief tightly round my eyes, and made quite sure that I could 
not see at all, not a twig, nor the end of a leaf, nor the light of the 
sky, as it was an old red silk handkerchief with large yellow spots, 
that went round twice and covered my eyes, so that I could see 
nothing. Then I began to go on, step by step, very slowly. My heart 
beat faster and faster, and something rose in my throat that choked 
me and made me want to cry out, but I shut my lips, and went on. 
Boughs caught in my hair as I went, and great thorns tore me; but I 
went on to the end of the path. Then I stopped, and held out my 
arms and bowed, and I went round the first time, feeling with my 
hands, and there was nothing. I went round the second time, feeling 
with my hands, and there was nothing. Then I went round the third 
time, feeling with my hands, and the story was all true, and I wished 
that the years were gone by, and that I had not so long a time to wait 
before I was happy for ever and ever.  
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Nurse must have been a prophet like those we read of in the Bible. 
Everything that she said began to come true, and since then other 
things that she told me of have happened. That was how I came to 
know that her stories were true and that I had not made up the 
secret myself out of my own head. But there was another thing that 
happened that day. I went a second time to the secret place. It was at 
the deep brimming well, and when I was standing on the moss I 
bent over and looked in, and then I knew who the white lady was 
that I had seen come out of the water in the wood long ago when I 
was quite little. And I trembled all over, because that told me other 
things. Then I remembered how sometime after I had seen the white 
people in the wood, nurse asked me more about them, and I told her 
all over again, and she listened, and said nothing for a long, long time, 
and at last she said, ‘You will see her again’. So I understood what 
had happened and what was to happen. And I understood about the 
nymphs; how I might meet them in all kinds of places, and they 
would always help me, and I must always look for them, and find 
them in all sorts of strange shapes and appearances. And without the 
nymphs I could never have found the secret, and without them none 
of the other things could happen. Nurse had told me all about them 
long ago, but she called them by another name, and I did not know 
what she meant, or what her tales of them were about, only that they 
were very queer. And there were two kinds, the bright and the dark, 
and both were very lovely and very wonderful, and some people saw 
only one kind, and some only the other, but some saw them both. 
But usually the dark appeared first, and the bright ones came 
afterwards, and there were extraordinary tales about them. It was a 
day or two after I had come home from the secret place that I first 
really knew the nymphs. Nurse had shown me how to call them, and 
I had tried, but I did not know what she meant, and so I thought it 
was all nonsense. But I made up my mind I would try again, so I 
went to the wood where the pool was, where I saw the white people, 
and I tried again. The dark nymph, Alanna, came, and she turned the 
pool of water into a pool of fire…  



www.strangehistory.net proto edition of 

Scary Fairies, Epiphany 2012 

87 

   
Epilogue 

 
‘That’s a very queer story,’ said Cotgrave, handing back the green 
book to the recluse, Ambrose. ‘I see the drift of a good deal, but 
there are many things that I do not grasp at all. On the last page, for 
example, what does she mean by ‘nymphs’?’  
 
‘Well, I think there are references throughout the manuscript to 
certain ‘processes’ which have been handed down by tradition from 
age to age. Some of these processes are just beginning to come 
within the purview of science, which has arrived at them – or rather 
at the steps which lead to them – by quite different paths. I have 
interpreted the reference to ‘nymphs’ as a reference to one of these 
‘processes’.’  
 
‘And you believe that there are such things?’ 
  
‘Oh, I think so. Yes, I believe I could give you convincing evidence 
on that point. I am afraid you have neglected the study of alchemy? 
It is a pity, for the symbolism, at all events, is very beautiful, and 
moreover if you were acquainted with certain books on the subject, I 
could recall to your mind phrases which might explain a good deal in 
the manuscript that you have been reading.’ 
  
‘Yes, but I want to know whether you seriously think that there is 
any foundation of fact beneath these fancies. Is it not all a 
department of poetry; a curious dream with which man has indulged 
himself?’ 
  
‘I can only say that it is no doubt better for the great mass of people 
to dismiss it all as a dream. But if you ask my veritable belief, that 
goes quite the other way. No, I should not say belief, but rather 
knowledge. I may tell you that I have known cases in which men 
have stumbled quite by accident on certain of these ‘processes’, and 
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have been astonished by wholly unexpected results. In the cases I am 
thinking of there could have been no possibility of ‘suggestion’ or 
sub-conscious action of any kind. One might as well suppose a 
schoolboy ‘suggesting’ the existence of Aeschylus to himself, while 
he plods mechanically through the declensions.’ 
  
‘But you have noticed the obscurity’, Ambrose went on, ‘and in this 
particular case it must have been dictated by instinct, since the writer 
never thought that her manuscripts would fall into other hands. But 
the practice is universal, and for most excellent reasons. Powerful 
and sovereign medicines, which are, of necessity, virulent poisons 
also, are kept in a locked cabinet. The child may find the key by 
chance, and drink herself dead; but in most cases the search is 
educational, and the phials contain precious elixirs for him who has 
patiently fashioned the key for himself.’  
 
‘You do not care to go into details?’ 
  
‘No, frankly, I do not. No, you must remain unconvinced. But you 
saw how the manuscript illustrates the talk we had last week?’ 
  
‘Is this girl still alive?’  
 
‘No. I was one of those who found her. I knew the father well; he 
was a lawyer, and had always left her very much to herself. He 
thought of nothing but deeds and leases, and the news came to him 
as an awful surprise. She was missing one morning; I suppose it was 
about a year after she had written what you have read. The servants 
were called, and they told things, and put the only natural 
interpretation on them, a perfectly erroneous one. They discovered 
that green book somewhere in her room, and I found her in the 
place that she described with so much dread, lying on the ground 
before the image.’ 
  
‘It was an image?’ 
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‘Yes, it was hidden by the thorns and the thick undergrowth that had 
surrounded it. It was a wild, lonely country; but you know what it 
was like by her description, though of course you will understand 
that the colours have been heightened. A child’s imagination always 
makes the heights higher and the depths deeper than they really are; 
and she had, unfortunately for herself, something more than 
imagination. One might say, perhaps, that the picture in her mind 
which she succeeded in a measure in putting into words, was the 
scene as it would have appeared to an imaginative artist. But it is a 
strange, desolate land.’ 
  
‘And she was dead?’  
 
‘Yes. She had poisoned herself – in time. No, there was not a word 
to be said against her in the ordinary sense. You may recollect a story 
I told you the other night about a lady who saw her child’s fingers 
crushed by a window?’ 
  
‘And what was this statue?’  
 
‘Well, it was of Roman workmanship, of a stone that with the 
centuries had not blackened, but had become white and luminous. 
The thicket had grown up about it and concealed it, and in the 
Middle Ages the followers of a very old tradition had known how to 
use it for their own purposes. In fact it had been incorporated into 
the monstrous mythology of the Sabbath. You will have noted that 
those to whom a sight of that shining whiteness had been 
vouchsafed by chance, or rather, perhaps, by apparent chance, were 
required to blindfold themselves on their second approach. That is 
very significant.’ 
  
‘And is it there still?’ 
  
‘I sent for tools, and we hammered it into dust and fragments.’ 
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‘The persistence of tradition never surprises me,’ Ambrose went on 
after a pause. ‘I could name many an English parish where such 
traditions as that girl had listened to in her childhood are still existent 
in occult but unabated vigour. No, for me, it is the ‘story’ not the 
‘sequel’, which is strange and awful, for I have always believed that 
wonder is of the soul.’  
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I 
 

It was in the spring when I at last found time from the hospital 

work to visit my friend, the old folk-lorist, in his country isolation, 
and I rather chuckled to myself, because in my bag I was taking 
down a book that utterly refuted all his tiresome pet theories of 
magic and the powers of the soul.  
 
   These theories were many and various, and had often troubled me. 
In the first place, I scorned them for professional reasons, and, in 
the second, because I had never been able to argue quite well enough 
to convince or to shake his faith, in even the smallest details, and any 
scientific knowledge I brought to bear only fed him with 
confirmatory data. To find such a book, therefore, and to know that 
it was safely in my bag, wrapped up in brown paper and addressed to 
him, was a deep and satisfactory joy, and I speculated a good deal 
during the journey how he would deal with the overwhelming 
arguments it contained against the existence of any important region 
outside the world of sensory perceptions.  
 
   Speculative, too, I was whether his visionary habits and absorbing 
experiments would permit him to remember my arrival at all, and I 
was accordingly relieved to hear from the solitary porter that the 
‘professor’ had sent a ‘veeckle’ to meet me, and that I was thus free 
to send my bag and walk the four miles to the house across the hills.  
 
   It was a calm, windless evening, just after sunset, the air warm and 
scented, and delightfully still. The train, already sinking into distance, 
carried away with it the noise of crowds and cities and the last 
suggestions of the stressful life behind me, and from the little station 
on the moorland I stepped at once into the world of silent, growing 
things, tinkling sheep-bells, shepherds, and wild, desolate spaces. 
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   My path lay diagonally across the turfy hills. It slanted a mile or so 
to the summit, wandered vaguely another two miles among gorse-
bushes along the crest, passed Tom Bassett’s cottage by the pines, 
and then dropped sharply down on the other side through rather 
thin woods to the ancient house where the old folk-lorist lived and 
dreamed himself into his impossible world of theory and fantasy. I 
fell to thinking busily about him during the first part of the ascent, 
and convinced myself, as usual, that, but for his generosity to the 
poor, and his benign aspect, the peasantry must undoubtedly have 
regarded him as a wizard who speculated in souls and had dark 
dealings with the world of faery. 
 
The path I knew tolerably well. I had already walked it once before – 
a winter’s day some years ago – and from the cottage onward felt 
sure of my way; but for the first mile or so there were so many cross 
cattle-tracks, and the light had become so dim that I felt it wise to 
inquire more particularly. And this I was fortunately able to do of a 
man who with astonishing suddenness rose from the grass where he 
had been lying behind a clump of bushes, and passed a few yards in 
front of me at a high pace downhill toward the darkening valley. 
 
   He was in such a state of hurry that I called out loudly to him, 
fearing to be too late, but on hearing my voice he turned sharply, 
and seemed to arrive almost at once beside me. In a single instant he 
was standing there, quite close, looking, with a smile and a certain 
expression of curiosity, I thought, into my face. I remember thinking 
that his features, pale and wholly untanned, were rather wonderful 
for a countryman, and that the eyes were those of a foreigner; his 
great swiftness, too, gave me a distinct sensation, something almost 
of a start, though I knew my vision was at fault at the best of times, 
and of course especially so in the deceptive twilight of the open 
hillside. 
 
   Moreover – as the way often is with such instructions – the words 
did not stay in my mind very clearly after he had uttered them, and 
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the rapid, panther-like movements of the man as he quickly vanished 
down the hill again left me with little more than a sweeping gesture 
indicating the line I was to follow. No doubt his sudden rising from 
behind the gorse-bush, his curious swiftness, and the way he peered 
into my face, and even touched me on the shoulder, all combined to 
distract my attention somewhat from the actual words he used; and 
the fact that I was travelling at a wrong angle, and should have come 
out a mile too far to the right, helped to complete my feeling that his 
gesture, pointing the way, was sufficient. 
 
   On the crest of the ridge, panting a little with the unwonted 
exertion, I lay down to rest a moment on the grass beside a flaming 
yellow gorse-bush. There was still a good hour before I should be 
looked for at the house; the grass was very soft, the peace and 
silence soothing. I lingered, and lit a cigarette. And it was just then, I 
think, that my subconscious memory gave back the words, the actual 
words, the man had spoken, and the heavy significance of the 
personal pronoun, as he had emphasised it in his odd foreign voice, 
touched me with a sense of vague amusement: ‘The safest way for 
you now’, he had said, as though I was so obviously a townsman and 
might be in danger on the lonely hills after dark. And the quick way 
he had reached my side, and then slipped off again like a shadow 
down the steep slope, completed a definite little picture in my mind. 
Then other thoughts and memories rose up and formed a series of 
pictures, following each other in rapid succession, and forming a 
chain of reflections undirected by the will and without purpose or 
meaning. I fell, that is, into a pleasant reverie.  
 
   Below me, and infinitely far away, it seemed, the valley lay silent 
under a veil of blue evening haze, the lower end losing itself among 
darkening hills whose peaks rose here and there like giant plumes 
that would surely nod their great heads and call to one another once 
the final shadows were down. The village lay, a misty patch, in which 
lights already twinkled. A sound of rooks faintly cawing, of sea-gulls 
crying far up in the sky, and of dogs barking at a great distance rose 
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up out of the general murmur of evening voices. Odours of farm 
and field and open spaces stole to my nostrils, and everything 
contributed to the feeling that I lay on the top of the world, nothing 
between me and the stars, and that all the huge, free things of the 
earth – hills, valleys, woods, and sloping fields – lay breathing deeply 
about me. 
  
   A few sea-gulls – in daytime hereabouts they fill the air – still 
circled and wheeled within range of sight, uttering from time to time 
sharp, petulant cries; and far in the distance there was just visible a 
shadowy line that showed where the sea lay. 
 
   Then, as I lay gazing dreamily into this still pool of shadows at my 
feet, something rose up, something sheet-like, vast, imponderable, 
off the whole surface of the mapped-out country, moved with 
incredible swiftness down the valley, and in a single instant climbed 
the hill where I lay and swept by me, yet without hurry, and in a 
sense without speed. Veils in this way rose one after another, filling 
the cups between the hills, shrouding alike fields, village, and hillside 
as they passed, and settled down somewhere into the gloom behind 
me over the ridge, or slipped off like vapour into the sky. 
 
   Whether it was actually mist rising from the surface of the fast-
cooling ground, or merely the earth giving up her heat to the night, I 
could not determine. The coming of the darkness is ever a series of 
mysteries. I only know that this indescribable vast stirring of the 
landscape seemed to me as though the earth were unfolding 
immense sable wings from her sides, and lifting them for silent, 
gigantic strokes so that she might fly more swiftly from the sun into 
the night. The darkness, at any rate, did drop down over everything 
very soon afterward, and I rose up hastily to follow my pathway, 
realising with a degree of wonder strangely new to me the magic of 
twilight, the blue open depths into the valley below, and the pale 
yellow heights of the watery sky above.  
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   I walked rapidly, a sense of chilliness about me, and soon lost sight 
of the valley altogether as I got upon the ridge proper of these lonely 
and desolate hills. 
 
   It could not have been more than fifteen minutes that I lay there in 
reverie, yet the weather, I at once noticed, had changed very abruptly, 
for mist was seething here and there about me, rising somewhere 
from smaller valleys in the hills beyond, and obscuring the path, 
while overhead there was plainly a sound of wind tearing past, far up, 
with a sound of high shouting. A moment before it had been the 
stillness of a warm spring night, yet now everything had changed; 
wet mist coated me, raindrops smartly stung my face, and a gusty 
wind, descending out of cool heights, began to strike and buffet me, 
so that I buttoned my coat and pressed my hat more firmly upon my 
head.  
 
   The change was really this – and it came to me for the first time in 
my life with the power of a real conviction – that everything about 
me seemed to have become suddenly alive. 
 
   It came oddly upon me – prosaic, matter-of-fact, materialistic 
doctor that I was – this realisation that the world about me had 
somehow stirred into life; oddly, I say, because Nature to me had 
always been merely a more or less definite arrangement of 
measurement, weight, and colour, and this new presentation of it 
was utterly foreign to my temperament. A valley to me was always a 
valley; a hill, merely a hill; a field, so many acres of flat surface, grass 
or ploughed, drained well or drained ill; whereas now, with startling 
vividness, came the strange, haunting idea that after all they could be 
something more than valley, hill, and field; that what I had hitherto 
perceived by these names were only the veils of something that lay 
concealed within, something alive. In a word, that the poetic sense I 
had always rather sneered at, in others, or explained away with some 
shallow physiological label, had apparently suddenly opened up in 
myself without any obvious cause.  
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   And, the more I puzzled over it, the more I began to realise that its 
genesis dated from those few minutes of reverie lying under the 
gorse-bush (reverie, a thing I had never before in all my life indulged 
in!), or, now that I came to reflect more accurately, from my brief 
interview with that wild-eyed, swift-moving, shadowy man of whom 
I had first inquired the way. 
 
   I recalled my singular fancy that veils were lifting off the surface of 
the hills and fields, and a tremor of excitement accompanied the 
memory. Such a thing had never before been possible to my practical 
intelligence, and it made me feel suspicious – suspicious about 
myself. I stood still a moment: I looked about me into the gathering 
mist, above me to the vanishing stars, below me to the hidden valley, 
and then sent an urgent summons to my individuality, as I had 
always known it, to arrest and chase these undesirable fancies.  
 
   But I called in vain. No answer came. Anxiously, hurriedly, 
confusedly, too, I searched for my normal self, but could not find it; 
and this failure to respond induced in me a sense of uneasiness that 
touched very nearly upon the borders of alarm. 
 
   I pushed on faster and faster along the turfy track among the 
gorse-bushes with a dread that I might lose the way altogether, and a 
sudden desire to reach home as soon as might be. Then, without 
warning, I emerged unexpectedly into clear air again, and the vapour 
swept past me in a rushing wall and rose into the sky. Anew I saw 
the lights of the village behind me in the depths, here and there a line 
of smoke rising against the pale yellow sky, and stars overhead 
peering down through thin wispy clouds that stretched their wind-
signs across the night.  
 
   After all, it had been nothing but a stray bit of sea-fog driving up 
from the coast, for the other side of the hills, I remembered, dipped 
their chalk cliffs straight into the sea, and strange lost winds must 
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often come a-wandering this way with the sharp changes of 
temperature about sunset. None the less, it was disconcerting to 
know that mist and storm lay hiding within possible reach, and I 
walked on smartly for a sight of Tom Bassett’s cottage and the lights 
of the Manor House in the valley a short mile beyond. 
 
   The clearing of the air, however, lasted but a very brief while, and 
vapour was soon rising about me as before, hiding the path and 
making bushes and stone walls look like running shadows. It came, 
driven apparently, by little independent winds up the many side 
gullies, and it was very cold, touching my skin like a wet sheet. 
Curious great shapes, too, it assumed as the wind worked to and fro 
through it: forms of men and animals; grotesque, giant outlines; ever 
shifting and running along the ground with silent feet, or leaping into 
the air with sharp cries as the gusts twisted them inwardly and lent 
them voice. More and more I pushed my pace, and more and more 
darkness and vapour obliterated the landscape. The going was not 
otherwise difficult, and here and there cowslips glimmered in 
patches of dancing yellow, while the springy turf made it easy to 
keep up speed; yet in the gloom I frequently tripped and plunged 
into prickly gorse near the ground, so that from shin to knee was 
soon a-tingle with sharp pain. Odd puffs and spits of rain stung my 
face, and the periods of utter stillness were always followed by little 
shouting gusts of wind, each time from a new direction. Troubled is 
perhaps too strong a word, but flustered I certainly was; and though 
I recognised that it was due to my being in an environment so 
remote from the town life I was accustomed to, I found it 
impossible to stifle altogether the feeling of malaise that had crept 
into my heart, and I looked about with increasing eagerness for the 
lighted windows of Bassett’s cottage.  
 
   More and more, little pin-pricks of distress and confusion 
accumulated, adding to my realisation of being away from streets and 
shop-windows, and things I could classify and deal with. The mist, 
too, distorted as well as concealed, played tricks with sounds as well 
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as with sights. And, once or twice, when I stumbled upon some 
crouching sheep, they got up without the customary alarm and hurry 
of sheep, and moved off slowly into the darkness, but in such a 
singular way that I could almost have sworn they were not sheep at 
all, but human beings crawling on all-fours, looking back and 
grimacing at me over their shoulders as they went. On these 
occasions – for there were more than one – I never could get close 
enough to feel their woolly wet backs, as I should have liked to do; 
and the sound of their tinkling bells came faintly through the mist, 
sometimes from one direction, sometimes from another, sometimes 
all round me as though a whole flock surrounded me; and I found it 
impossible to analyse or explain the idea I received that they were 
not sheep-bells at all, but something quite different.  
 
   But mist and darkness, and a certain confusion of the senses 
caused by the excitement of an utterly strange environment, can 
account for a great deal. I pushed on quickly. The conviction that I 
had strayed from the route grew, nevertheless, for occasionally there 
was a great commotion of seagulls about me, as though I had 
disturbed them in their sleeping-places. The air filled with their 
plaintive cries, and I heard the rushing of multitudinous wings, 
sometimes very close to my head, but always invisible owing to the 
mist. And once, above the swishing of the wet wind through the 
gorse-bushes, I was sure I caught the faint thunder of the sea and the 
distant crashing of waves rolling up some steep-throated gully in the 
cliffs. I went cautiously after this, and altered my course a little away 
from the direction of the sound.  
 
   Yet, increasingly all the time, it came to me how the cries of the 
sea-birds sounded like laughter, and how the everlasting wind blew 
and drove about me with a purpose, and how the low bushes 
persistently took the shape of stooping people, moving stealthily past 
me, and how the mist more and more resembled huge protean 
figures escorting me across the desolate hills, silently, with immense 
footsteps. For the inanimate world now touched my awakened 
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poetic sense in a manner hitherto unguided, and became fraught 
with the pregnant messages of a dimly concealed life. I readily 
understood, for the first time, how easily a superstitious peasantry 
might people their world, and how even an educated mind might 
favour an atmosphere of legend. I stumbled along, looking anxiously 
for the lights of the cottage.  
 
   Suddenly, as a shape of writhing mist whirled past, I received so 
direct a stroke of wind that it was palpably a blow in the face. 
Something swept by with a shrill cry into the darkness. It was 
impossible to prevent jumping to one side and raising an arm by way 
of protection, and I was only just quick enough to catch a glimpse of 
the sea-gull as it raced past, with suddenly altered flight, beating its 
powerful wings over my head. Its white body looked enormous as 
the mist swallowed it. At the same moment a gust tore my hat from 
my head and flung the flap of my coat across my eyes. But I was 
well-trained by this time, and made a quick dash after the retreating 
black object, only to find on overtaking it that I held a prickly branch 
of gorse. The wind combed my hair viciously. Then, out of a corner 
of my eye, I saw my hat still rolling, and grabbed swiftly at it; but just 
as I closed on it, the real hat passed in front of me, turning over in 
the wind like a ball, and I instantly released my first capture to chase 
it. Before it was within reach, another one shot between my feet so 
that I stepped on it. The grass seemed covered with moving hats, yet 
each one, when I seized it, turned into a piece of wood, or a tiny 
gorse-bush, or a black rabbit hole, till my hands were scored with 
prickles and running blood. In the darkness, I reflected, all objects 
looked alike, as though by general conspiracy. I straightened up and 
took a long breath, mopping the blood with my handkerchief. Then 
something tapped at my feet, and on looking down, there was the 
hat within easy reach, and I stooped down and put it on my head 
again. Of course, there were a dozen ways of explaining my 
confusion and stupidity, and I walked along wondering which to 
select. My eyesight, for one thing and under such conditions why 
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seek further? It was nothing, after all, and the dizziness was a 
momentary effect caused by the effort and stooping.  
 
   But for all that, I shouted aloud, on the chance that a wandering 
shepherd might hear me; and of course no answer came, for it was 
like calling in a padded room, and the mist suffocated my voice and 
killed its resonance. 
 
   It was really very discouraging: I was cold and wet and hungry; my 
legs and clothes torn by the gorse, my hands scratched and bleeding; 
the wind brought water to my eyes by its constant buffeting, and my 
skin was numb from contact with the chill mist. Fortunately I had 
matches, and after some difficulty, by crouching under a wall, I 
caught a swift glimpse of my watch, and saw that it was but little 
after eight o’clock. Supper I knew was at nine, and I was surely over 
half-way by this time. But here again was another instance of the way 
everything seemed in a conspiracy against me to appear otherwise 
than ordinary, for in the gleam of the match my watch-glass showed 
as the face of a little old gray man, uncommonly like the folk-lorist 
himself, peering up at me with an expression of whimsical laughter. 
My own reflection it could not possibly have been, for I am clean-
shaven, and this face looked up at me through a running tangle of 
gray hair. Yet a second and third match revealed only the white 
surface with the thin black hands moving across it.  
 

II 
 
And it was at this point, I well remember, that I reached what was 
for me the true heart of the adventure, the little fragment of real 
experience I learned from it and took back with me to my doctor’s 
life in London, and that has remained with me ever since, and helped 
me to a new sympathetic insight into the intricacies of certain 
curious mental cases I had never before really understood.  
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   For it was sufficiently obvious by now that a curious change had 
been going forward in me for some time, dating, so far as I could 
focus my thoughts sufficiently to analyse, from the moment of my 
speech with that hurrying man of shadow on the hillside. And the 
first deliberate manifestation of the change, now that I looked back, 
was surely the awakening in my prosaic being of the ‘poetic thrill’; 
my sudden amazing appreciation of the world around me as 
something alive. From that moment the change in me had worked 
ahead subtly, swiftly. Yet, so natural had been the beginning of it, 
that although it was a radically new departure for my temperament, I 
was hardly aware at first of what had actually come about; and it was 
only now, after so many encounters, that I was forced at length to 
acknowledge it.  
 
   It came the more forcibly too, because my very commonplace 
ideas of beauty had hitherto always been associated with sunshine 
and crude effects; yet here this new revelation leaped to me out of 
wind and mist and desolation on a lonely hillside, out of night, 
darkness, and discomfort. New values rushed upon me from all sides. 
Everything had changed, and the very simplicity with which the new 
values presented themselves proved to me how profound the change, 
the readjustment, had been. In such trivial things the evidence had 
come that I was not aware of it until repetition forced my attention: 
the veils rising from valley and hill; the mountain tops as 
personalities that shout or murmur in the darkness; the crying of the 
sea birds and of the living, purposeful wind; above all, the feeling 
that Nature about me was instinct with a life differing from my own 
in degree rather than in kind; everything, from the conspiracy of the 
gorse-bushes to the disappearing hat, showed that a fundamental 
attitude of mind in me had changed – and changed, too, without my 
knowledge or consent.  
 
   Moreover, at the same time the deep sadness of beauty had 
entered my heart like a stroke; for all this mystery and loveliness, I 
realized poignantly was utterly independent and careless of me, as 
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me; and that while I must pass, decay, grow old, these manifestations 
would remain for ever young and unalterably potent. And thus 
gradually had I become permeated with the recognition of a region 
hitherto unknown to me, and that I had always depreciated in others 
and especially, it now occurred to me, in my friend the old folk-lorist.  
 
   Here surely, I thought, was the beginning of conditions which, 
carried a little further, must become pathogenic. That the change was 
real and pregnant I had no doubt whatever. My consciousness was 
expanding and I had caught it in the very act. I had of course read 
much concerning the changes of personality, swift, kaleidoscopic – 
had come across something of it in my practice – and had listened to 
the folk-lorist holding forth like a man inspired upon ways and 
means of reaching concealed regions of the human consciousness, 
and opening it to the knowledge of things called magical, so that one 
became free of a larger universe. But it was only now for the first 
time, on these bare hills, in touch with the wind and the rain, that I 
realized in how simple a fashion the frontiers of consciousness could 
shift this way and that, or with what touch of genuine awe the 
certainty might come that one stood on the borderland of new, 
untried, perhaps dangerous, experiences.  
 
   At any rate, it did now come to me that my consciousness had 
shifted its frontiers very considerably, and that whatever might 
happen must seem not abnormal, but quite simple and inevitable, 
and of course utterly true. This very simplicity, however, doing no 
violence to my being, brought with it none the less a sense of dread 
and discomfort; and my dim awareness that unknown possibilities 
were about me in the night puzzled and distressed me perhaps more 
than I cared to admit.  
 

III 
 
All this that takes so long to describe became apparent to me in a 
few seconds. What I had always despised ascended the throne.  
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   But with the finding of Bassett’s cottage, as a sign-post close to 
home, my former sang-froid, my stupidity, would doubtless return, 
and my relief was therefore considerable when at length a faint 
gleam of light appeared through the mist, against which the square 
dark shadow of the chimney-line pointed upwards. After all, I had 
not strayed so very far out of the way. Now I could definitely 
ascertain where I was wrong.  
 
   Quickening my pace, I scrambled over a broken stone wall, and 
almost ran across the open bit of grass to the door. One moment the 
black outline of the cottage was there in front of me, and the next, 
when I stood actually against it: there was nothing! I laughed to think 
how utterly I had been deceived. Yet not utterly, for as I groped 
back again over the wall, the cottage loomed up a little to the left, 
with its windows lighted and friendly, and I had only been mistaken 
in my angle of approach after all. Yet again, as I hurried to the door, 
the mist drove past and thickened a second time and the cottage was 
not where I had seen it!  
 
   My confusion increased a lot after that. I scrambled about in all 
directions, rather foolishly hurried, and over countless stone walls it 
seemed, and completely dazed as to the true points of the compass. 
Then suddenly, just when a kind of despair came over me, the 
cottage stood there solidly before my eyes, and I found myself not 
two feet from the door. Was ever mist before so deceptive? And 
there, just behind it, I made out the row of pines like a dark wave 
breaking through the night. I sniffed the wet resinous odour with joy, 
and a genuine thrill ran through me as I saw the unmistakable yellow 
light of the windows. At last I was near home and my troubles would 
soon be over.  
 
   A cloud of birds rose with shrill cries off the roof and whirled into 
the darkness when I knocked with my stick on the door, and human 
voices, I was almost certain, mingled somewhere with them, though 
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it was impossible to tell whether they were within the cottage or 
outside. It all sounded confusedly with a rush of air like a little 
whirlwind, and I stood there rather alarmed at the clamour of my 
knocking. By way, too, of further proof that my imagination had 
awakened, the significance of that knocking at the door set 
something vibrating within me that most surely had never vibrated 
before, so that I suddenly realized with what atmosphere of mystical 
suggestion is the mere act of knocking surrounded – knocking at a 
door – both for him who knocks, wondering what shall be revealed 
on opening, and for him who stands within, waiting for the 
summons of the knocker. I only know that I hesitated a lot before 
making up my mind to knock a second time.  
 
   And, anyhow, what happened subsequently came in a sort of haze. 
Words and memory both failed me when I try to record it truthfully, 
so that even the faces are difficult to visualise again, the words 
almost impossible to hear.  
 
   Before I knew it the door was open and before I could frame the 
words of my first brief question, I was within the threshold, and the 
door was shut behind me.  
 
   I had expected the little dark and narrow hallway of a cottage, 
oppressive of air and odour, but instead I came straight into a room 
that was full of light and full of people. And the air tasted like the air 
about a mountain-top. 
 
   To the end I never saw what produced the light, nor understood 
how so many men and women found space to move comfortably to 
and fro, and pass each other as they did, within the confines of those 
four walls. An uncomfortable sense of having intruded upon some 
private gathering was, I think, my first emotion; though how the 
poverty-stricken country-side could have produced such an 
assemblage puzzled me beyond belief. And my second emotion – if 
there was any division at all in the wave of wonder that fairly 
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drenched me – was feeling a sort of glory in the presence of such an 
atmosphere of splendid and vital youth. Everything vibrated, 
quivered, shook about me, and I almost felt myself as an aged and 
decrepit man by comparison.  
 
   I know my heart gave a great fiery leap as I saw them, for the faces 
that met me were fine, vigorous, and comely, while burning 
everywhere through their ripe maturity shone the ardours of youth 
and a kind of deathless enthusiasm. Old, yet eternally young they 
were, as rivers and mountains count their years by thousands, yet 
remain ever youthful; and the first effect of all those pairs of eyes 
lifted to meet my own was to send a whirlwind of unknown thrills 
about my heart and make me catch my breath with mingled terror 
and delight. A fear of death, and at the same time a sensation of 
touching something vast and eternal that could never die, surged 
through me.  
 
   A deep hush followed my entrance as all turned to look at me. 
They stood, men and women, grouped about a table, and something 
about them – not their size alone – conveyed the impression of 
being gigantic, giving me strangely novel realisations of freedom, 
power, and immense existence more or less than human. 
 
   I can only record my thoughts and impressions as they came to me 
and as I dimly now remember them. I had expected to see old Tom 
Bassett crouching half asleep over a peat fire, a dim lamp on the 
table beside him, and instead this assembly of tall and splendid men 
and women stood there to greet me, and stood in silence. It was little 
wonder that at first the ready question died upon my lips, and I 
almost forgot the words of my own language.  
 
   ‘I thought this was Tom Bassett’s cottage!’ I managed to ask at 
length, and looked straight at the man nearest me across the table. 
He had wild hair falling about his shoulders and a face of clear 
beauty. His eyes, too, like all the rest, seemed shrouded by something 
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veil-like that reminded me of the shadowy man of whom I had first 
inquired the way. They were shaded and for some reason I was glad 
they were. 
 
   At the sound of my voice, unreal and thin, there was a general 
movement throughout the room, as though everyone changed places, 
passing each other like those shapes of fluid sort I had seen outside 
in the mist. But no answer came. It seemed to me that the mist even 
penetrated into the room about me and spread inwardly over my 
thoughts. 
 
   ‘Is this the way to the Manor House?’ I asked again, louder, 
fighting my inward confusion and weakness. ‘Can no one tell me?’ 
 
   Then apparently everyone began to answer at once, or rather, not 
to answer directly, but to speak to each other in such a way that I 
could easily overhear. The voices of the men were deep, and of the 
women wonderfully musical, with a slow rhythm like that of the sea, 
or of the wind through the pine-trees outside. But the unsatisfactory 
nature of what they said only helped to increase my sense of 
confusion and dismay.  
 
   ‘Yes’, said one, ‘Tom Bassett was here for a while with the sheep, 
but his home was not here.’ 
 
   ‘He asks the way to a house when he does not even know the way 
to his own mind!’ another voice said, sounding overhead it seemed. 
 
   ‘And could he recognise the signs if we told him?’ came in the 
singing tones of a woman’s voice close behind me. 
 
   And then, with a noise more like running water, or wind in the 
wings of birds, than anything else I could liken it to, came several 
voices together: 
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   ‘And what sort of way does he seek? The splendid way, or merely 
the easy?’ 
 
   ‘Or the short way of fools!’ 
 
   ‘But he must have some credentials, or he never could have got as 
far as this,’ came from another. 
 
   A laugh ran round the room at this, though what there was to 
laugh at I could not imagine. It sounded like wind rushing about the 
hills. I got the impression too that the roof was somehow open to 
the sky, for their laughter had such a spacious quality in it, and the 
air was so cool and fresh, and moving about in currents and waves. 
 
   ‘It was I who showed him the way,’ cried a voice belonging to 
someone who was looking straight into my face over the table. ‘It 
was the safest way for him once he had got so far…’  
 
   I looked up and met his eye, and the sentence remained unfinished. 
It was the hurrying, shadowy man of the hillside. He had the same 
shifting outline as the others now, and the same veiled and shaded 
eyes, and as I looked the sense of terror stirred and grew in me. I had 
come in to ask for help, but now I was only anxious to be free of 
them all and out again in the rain and darkness on the moor. 
Thoughts of escape filled my brain, and I searched quickly for the 
door through which I had entered. But nowhere could I discover it 
again. The walls were bare; not even the windows were visible. And 
the room seemed to fill and empty of these figures as the waves of 
the sea fill and empty a cavern, crowding one upon another, yet 
never occupying more space, or less. So the coming and going of 
these men and women always evaded me. 
 
   And my terror became simply a terror that the veils of their eyes 
might lift, and that they would look at me with their clear, naked 
sight. I became horribly aware of their eyes. It was not that I felt 
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them evil, but that I feared the new depths in me their merciless and 
terrible insight would stir into life. My consciousness had expanded 
quite enough for one night! I must escape at all costs and claim my 
own self again, however limited. I must have sanity, even if with 
limitations, but sanity at any price. 
 
   But meanwhile, though I tried hard to find my voice again, there 
came nothing but a thin piping sound that was like reeds whistling 
where winds meet about a corner. My throat was contracted, and I 
could only produce the smallest and most ridiculous of noises. The 
power of movement, too, was far less than when I first came in, and 
every moment it became more difficult to use my muscles, so that I 
stood there, stiff and awkward, face to face with this assemblage of 
shifting, wonderful people. 
 
   ‘And now,’ continued the voice of the man who had last spoken, 
‘and now the safest way for him will be through the other door, 
where he shall see that which he may more easily understand.’ 
 
   With a great effort I regained the power of movement, while at the 
same time a burst of anger and a determination to be done with it all 
and to overcome my dreadful confusion drove me forward. 
 
   He saw me coming, of course, and the others indeed opened up 
and made a way for me, shifting to one side or the other whenever I 
came too near them, and never allowing me to touch them. But at 
last, when I was close in front of the man, ready both to speak and 
act, he was no longer there. I never saw the actual change, but 
instead of a man it was a woman! And when I turned with 
amazement, I saw that the other occupants walking like figures in 
some ancient ceremony, were moving slowly toward the far end of 
the room. One by one, as they filed past, they raised their calm, 
passionless faces to mine, immensely vital, proud, austere, and then, 
without further word or gesture, they opened the door I had lost and 
disappeared through it one by one into the darkness of the night 
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beyond. And as they went it seemed that the mist swallowed them 
up and a gust of wind caught them away, and the light also went with 
them, leaving me alone with the figure who had last spoken.  
 
   Moreover it was just here that a most disquieting thought flashed 
through my brain with unreasoning conviction, shaking my 
personality, as it were, to the foundations: viz., that I had hitherto 
been spending my life in the pursuit of false knowledge, in the mere 
classifying and labelling of effects, the analysis of results, scientific so 
called; whereas it was the folk-lorist, and such like, who with their 
dreams and prayers were all the time on the path of real knowledge, 
the trail of causes; that the one was merely adding to the mechanical 
comfort and safety of the body, ultimately degrading the highest part 
of man, and never advancing the type, while the other – but then I 
had never yet believed in a soul – and now was no time to begin, 
terror or no terror. Clearly, my thoughts were wandering.  
 

IV 
 
It was at this moment the sound of the purring first reached me – 
deep, guttural purring – that made me think at once of some large 
concealed animal. It was precisely what I had heard many a time at 
the Zoological Gardens, and I had visions of cows chewing the cud, 
or horses munching hay in a stall outside the cottage. It was certainly 
an animal sound, and one of pleasure and contentment.   
 
   Semi-darkness filled the room. Only a very faint moonlight, 
struggling through the mist, came through the window, and I moved 
back instinctively toward the support of the wall against my back. 
Somewhere, through openings, came the sound of the night driving 
over the roof, and far above I had visions of those everlasting winds 
streaming by with clouds as large as continents on their wings. 
Something in me wanted to sing and shout, but something else in me 
at the same time was in a very vivid state of unreasoning terror. I felt 
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immense, yet tiny, confident, yet timid; a part of huge, universal 
forces, yet an utterly small, personal, and very limited being.   
 
   In the corner of the room on my right stood the woman. Her face 
was hid by a mass of tumbling hair, that made me think of living 
grasses on a field in June. Thus her head was partially turned from 
me, and the moonlight, catching her outline, just revealed it against 
the wall like an impressionist picture. Strange hidden memories 
stirred in the depths of me, and for a moment I felt that I knew all 
about her. I stared about me quickly, nervously, trying to take in 
everything at once. Then the purring sound grew much louder and 
closer, and I forgot my notion that this woman was no stranger to 
me and that I knew her as well as I knew myself. That purring thing 
was in the room close beside me. Between us two, indeed, it was, for 
I now saw that her arm nearest to me was raised, and that she was 
pointing to the wall in front of us.  
 
   Following the direction of her hand, I saw that the wall was 
transparent, and that I could see through a portion of it into a small 
square space beyond, as though I was looking through gauze instead 
of bricks. This small inner space was lighted, and on stooping down 
I saw that it was a sort of cupboard or cell-like cage let into the wall. 
The thing that purred was there in the centre of it.  
 
   I looked closer. It was a being, apparently a human being, 
crouched down in its narrow cage, feeding. I saw the body stooping 
over a quantity of coarse-looking, piled-up substance that was 
evidently food. It was like a man huddled up. There it squatted, 
happy and contented, with the minimum of air, light, and space, 
dully satisfied with its prisoned cage behind the bars, utterly 
unconscious of the vast world about it, grunting with pleasure, 
purring like a great cat, scornfully ignorant of what might lie beyond. 
The cell, moreover, I saw was a perfect masterpiece of mechanical 
contrivance and inventive ingenuity, the very last word in comfort, 
safety and scientific skill. I was in the act of trying to fit in my 



www.strangehistory.net proto edition of 

Scary Fairies, Epiphany 2012 

114 

memory some of the details of its construction and arrangement, 
when I made a chance noise, and at once became too agitated to 
note carefully what I saw. For at the noise the creature turned, and I 
saw that it was a human being, a man. I was aware of a face close 
against my own as it pressed forward, but a face with embryonic 
features impossible to describe and utterly loathsome, with eyes, ears, 
nose and skin, only just sufficiently alive and developed to transfer 
the minimum of gross sensation to the brain. The mouth, however, 
was large and thick-lipped, and the jaws were still moving in the act 
of slow mastication.  
 
   I shrank back, shuddering with mingled pity and disgust, and at the 
same moment the woman beside me called me softly by my own 
name. She had moved forward a little so that she stood quite close to 
me, full in the thin stream of moonlight that fell across the floor, and 
I was conscious of a swift transition from hell to heaven as my gaze 
passed from that embryonic visage to a countenance so refined, so 
majestic, so divinely sensitive in its strength, that it was like turning 
from the face of a devil to look upon the features of a goddess. 
 
   At the same instant I was aware that both beings – the creature 
and the woman – were moving rapidly toward me. 
 
   A pain like a sharp sword dived deep down into me and twisted 
horribly through my heart, for as I saw them coming I realized in 
one swift moment of terrible intuition that they had their life in me, 
that they were born of my own being, and were indeed projections 
of myself. They were portions of my consciousness projected 
outwardly into objectivity, and their degree of reality was just as great 
as that of any other part of me.  
 
   With a dreadful swiftness they rushed toward me, and in a single 
second had merged themselves into my own being; and I understood 
in some marvellous manner beyond the possibility of doubt that they 
were symbolic of my own soul: the dull animal part of me that had 
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hitherto acknowledged nothing beyond its cage of minute sensations, 
and the higher part, almost out of reach, and in touch with the stars, 
that for the first time had feebly awakened into life during my 
journey over the hill.  
 

V 
 
I forget altogether how it was that I escaped, whether by the window 
or the door. I only know I found myself a moment later making 
great speed over the moor, followed by screaming birds and 
shouting winds, straight on the track downhill toward the Manor 
House. Something must have guided me, for I went with the instinct 
of an animal, having no uncertainties as to turnings, and saw the 
welcome lights of windows before I had covered another mile. And 
all the way I felt as though a great sluice gate had been opened to let 
a flood of new perceptions rush like a sea over my inner being, so 
that I was half ashamed and half delighted, partly angry, yet partly 
happy.  
 
   Servants met me at the door, several of them, and I was aware at 
once of an atmosphere of commotion in the house. I arrived 
breathless and hatless, wet to the skin, my hands scratched and my 
boots caked with mud. 
 
   ‘We made sure you were lost, sir,’ I heard the old butler say, and I 
heard my own reply, faintly, like the voice of someone else: 
 
   ‘I thought so too.’  
 
   A minute later I found myself in the study, with the old folk-lorist 
standing opposite. In his hands he held the book I had brought 
down for him in my bag, ready addressed. There was a curious smile 
on his face. 
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   ‘It never occurred to me that you would dare to walk, tonight of all 
nights,’ he was saying. 
 
   I stared without a word. I was bursting with the desire to tell him 
something of what had happened and try to be patient with his 
explanations, but when I sought for words and sentences my story 
seemed suddenly flat and pointless, and the details of my adventure 
began to evaporate and melt away, and seemed hard to remember.  
 
   ‘I had an exciting walk,’ I stammered, still a little breathless from 
running. ‘The weather was all right when I started from the station.’ 
 
   ‘The weather is all right still,’ he said, ‘though you may have found 
some evening mist on the top of the hills. But it’s not that I meant.’ 
 
   ‘What then?’ 
 
   ‘I meant’, he said, still laughing quizzically, ‘that you were a very 
brave man to walk tonight over the enchanted hills, because this is 
May Day eve, and on May Day eve, you know, they have power over 
the minds of men, and can put glamour upon the imagination…’ 
 
   ‘Who… ‘they’? What do you mean?’ 
 
   He put my book down on the table beside him and looked quietly 
for a moment into my eyes, and as he did so the memory of my 
adventure began to revive in detail, and I thought quickly of the 
shadowy man who had shown me the way first. What could it have 
been in the face of the old folk-lorist that made me think of this man? 
A dozen things ran like flashes through my excited mind, and while I 
attempted to seize them I heard the old man’s voice continue. He 
seemed to be talking to himself as much as to me.  
 
   ‘The elemental beings you have always scoffed at, of course; they 
who operate ceaselessly behind the screen of appearances, and who 
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fashion and mould the moods of the mind. And an extremist like 
you – for extremes are always dangerously weak – is their legitimate 
prey.’ 
 
   ‘Pshaw!’ I interrupted him, knowing that my manner betrayed me 
hopelessly, and that he had guessed much. ‘Any man may have 
subjective experiences, I suppose…’ 
 
   Then I broke off suddenly. The change in his face made me start; 
it had taken on for the moment so exactly the look of the man on 
the hillside. The eyes gazing so steadily into mine had shadows in 
them, I thought. 
 
   ‘Glamour!’ he was saying. ‘All glamour! One of them must have 
come very close to you, or perhaps touched you.’ Then he asked 
sharply, ‘Did you meet anyone? Did you speak with anyone?’ 
 
   ‘I came by Tom Bassett’s cottage,’ I said. ‘I didn’t feel quite sure of 
my way and I went in and asked.’ 
 
   ‘All glamour’, he repeated to himself, and then aloud to me, ‘and as 
for Bassett’s cottage, it was burnt down three years ago, and nothing 
stands there now but broken, roofless walls…’ 
 
   He stopped because I had seized him by the arm. In the shadows 
of the lamp-lit room behind him I thought I caught sight of dim 
forms moving past the book-shelves. But when my eye tried to focus 
them they faded and slipped away again into ceiling and walls. The 
details of the hill-top cottage, however, started into life again at the 
sight, and I seized my friend’s arm to tell him. But instantly, when I 
tried, it all faded away again as though it had been a dream, and I 
could recall nothing intelligible to repeat to him.  
  
   He looked at me and laughed. 
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   ‘They always obliterate the memory afterward,’ he said gently, ‘so 
that little remains beyond a mood, or an emotion, to show how 
profoundly deep their touch has been. Though sometimes part of 
the change remains and becomes permanent, as I hope in your case 
it may.’ 
  
   Then, before I had time to answer, to swear, or to remonstrate, he 
stepped briskly past me and closed the door into the hall, and then 
drew me aside farther into the room. The change that I could not 
understand was still working in his face and eyes.  
 
   ‘If you have courage enough left to come with me,’ he said, 
speaking very seriously, ‘we will go out again and see more. Up till 
midnight, you know, there is still the opportunity, and with me 
perhaps you won’t feel so, so…’ 
 
   It was impossible somehow to refuse; everything combined to 
make me go. We had a little food and then went out into the hall, 
and he clapped a wide-awake on his gray hairs. I took a cloak and 
seized a walking-stick from the stand. I really hardly knew what I was 
doing. The new world I had awakened to seemed still a-quiver about 
me.  
 
   As we passed out on to the gravel drive the light from the hall 
windows fell upon his face, and I saw that the change I had been so 
long observing was nearing its completeness, for there breathed 
about him that keen, wonderful atmosphere of eternal youth I had 
felt upon the inmates of the cottage. He seemed to have gone back 
forty years; a veil was gathering over his eyes, and I could have 
sworn that somehow his stature had increased, and that he moved 
beside me with a vigour and power I had never seen in him before. 
  
   And as we began to climb the hill together in silence I saw that the 
stars were clear overhead and there was no mist, that the trees stood 
motionless without wind, and that beyond us on the summit of the 
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hills there were lights dancing to and fro, appearing and disappearing 
like the inflection of stars in water. 
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In this our well-advertised, modern world, crammed with engines, 

death-dealing shells, life-dealing serums, and science, he who listens 
to ‘old wives’ tales’ is counted idle. He who believes them, a 
superstitious fool. Yet there are some legends which have a strange, 
deathless habit of recrudescence in many languages and lands. 
 
   Of one such I have a story to tell. It was related to me by a well-
known specialist in nervous diseases, not as an instance of the 
possible truth behind fable, but as a curious case in which, I quote 
his words, ‘the delusions of a diseased brain were reflected by a 
second and otherwise sound mentality.’ 
 
   No doubt his view was the right one. And yet, at the finish, I had 
the strangest flash of feeling. As if, somewhere, some time, I, like 
young Wharton, had stood and seen against blue sky – Elva, of the 
sky-hued scarf and the yellow honeysuckles. 
 
   But my part is neither to feel nor surmise. I will tell the story as I 
heard it, save for substitution of fictitious names for the real ones. 
My quotations from the red notebook are verbatim. 
 
   Theron Tademus, A.A.S., F.E.S., D.S., et cetera, occupied the chair 
of biology in a not-unfamed university. He was the author of a 
treatise on cytology, since widely used as a textbook, and of several 
important brochures on the more obscure infusoria. As a boy he had 
been – in appearance – a romantically charming person. The age of 
thirty-seven found him still handsome in a cold, fine-drawn manner, 
but almost inhumanly detached from any save scientific interests. 
 
   Then, at the height of his career, he died. Having entered his class-
room with intent to deliver the first lecture of the fall term, he 
walked to his desk, laid down a small, red note-book, turned, opened 
his mouth, went ghastly white and subsided. His assistant, young 
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Wharton, was first to reach him and first to discover the shocking 
truth. 
 
   Tademus was unmarried, and his will bequeathed all he possessed 
to the university. 
 
   The little red book was not at first regarded as important. 
Supposed to contain notes for his lecture, it was laid aside. On being 
at last read, however, by his assistant in course of arranging his 
papers, the book was found to contain not notes, but a diary 
covering the summer just passed. 
 
   Barring the circumstances of one peculiar incident, Wharton 
already knew the main facts of that summer. 
 
   Tademus, at the insistence of his physician – the specialist 
aforesaid – had spent July and August in the Carolina Mountains not 
far north from the famous resort, Asheville. Dr. Locke was friend as 
well as medical adviser, and he lent his patient the use of a bungalow 
he owned there. 
 
   It was situated in a beautiful, but lonely spot, to which the nearest 
settlement was Carcassonne. In the valley below stood a tiny railroad 
station, but Carcassonne was not built up around this, nor was it a 
town at all in the ordinary sense. 
 
   A certain landscape painter had once raised him a house on that 
mountainside, at a place chosen for its magnificent view. Later, he 
was wont to invite thither, for summer sketching, one or two of his 
more favored pupils. Later still, he increased this number. For their 
accommodation other structures were raised near his mountain 
studio, and the Blue Ridge summer class became an established fact, 
with a name of its own and a rather large membership. 
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   Two roads led thither from the valley. One, that most in use by the 
artist colonists, was as good and broad as any Carolina mountain 
road could hope to be. The other, a winding, narrow, yellow track, 
passed the lonely bungalow of Dr. Locke, and at last split into two 
paths, one of which led on to further heights, the second to 
Carcassonne. 
 
   The distance between colony and bungalow was considerable, and 
neither was visible to the other. Tademus was not interested in art, 
and, as disclosed by the red book, he was not even aware of 
Carcassonne’s existence until some days after his arrival at the 
bungalow. 
 
   Solitude, long walks, deep breathing, and abstinence from work or 
sustained thought had been Dr. Locke’s prescription, accepted with 
seeming meekness by Tademus. 
 
   Nevertheless, but a short time passed till Wharton received a 
telegram from the professor ordering him to pack and send by 
express certain apparatus, including a microscope and dissecting 
stand. The assistant obeyed. 
 
   Another fortnight and Dr. Locke in turn received an urgent wire. 
It was from Jake Higgins, the Negro caretaker whom he had ‘lent’ to 
Tademus along with the bungalow. 
 
   Leaving his practice to another man’s care, Dr. Locke fled for the 
Carolina Blue Ridge. 
 
   He found his caretaker and his bungalow, but no Tademus. 
 
   By Jake’s story, the professor had gone to walk one afternoon and 
had not returned. Having wired Locke, the caretaker had otherwise 
done his best. He notified the county sheriff, and search parties 
scoured the mountains. At his appeal, too, the entire Carcassonnian 
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colony, male and female, turned out with enthusiasm to hunt for 
Tademus. Many of them carried easel and sketch-box along, and for 
such it is to be feared that their humane search ended with the 
discovery of any tempting ‘tit’ in the scenic line. 
 
   However, the colony’s efforts were at least as successful as the 
sheriff’s or indeed those of anyone else. 
 
   Shortly before Tademus’ vanishment, a band of gypsies had settled 
themselves in a group of old, empty, half-ruined shacks, about a mile 
from Locke’s bungalow. 
 
   Suspicion fell upon them. A posse visited the encampment, 
searched it and questioned every member of the migrant band. They 
were a peculiarly ill-favored set, dirty and villainous of feature. 
Nothing, however, could be found of either the missing professor or 
anything belonging to him. 
 
   The posse left, after a quarrel that came near to actual fighting. A 
dog – a wretched, starved yellow cur – had attacked one of the 
deputies and set its teeth in his boot. He promptly shot it. In their 
resentment, the dog’s owners drew knives. 
 
   The posse were more efficiently armed, and under threat of the 
latter’s rifles and shotguns, the gypsies reconsidered. They were 
warned to pack up and leave, and following a few days’ delay, they 
obeyed the mandate. 
 
   On the very morning of their departure, which was also the eighth 
day after Tademus’ disappearance, Dr. Locke sat down gloomily to 
breakfast. The search, he thought, must be further extended. Let it 
cover the whole Blue Ridge, if need be. Somewhere in those 
mountains was a friend and patient whom he did not propose to lose. 
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   At one side of the breakfast room was a door. It led into the 
cleared-out bedroom which Locke had, with indignation, discovered 
to have been converted into a laboratory by the patient he had sent 
here to ‘rest’. 
 
   Suddenly this door opened. Out walked Theron Tademus. 
 
   He seemed greatly amazed to find Locke there, and said that he 
had come in shortly after midnight and been in his laboratory ever 
since. 
 
   Questioned as to his whereabouts before that, he replied 
surprisingly that throughout the week he had been visiting with 
friends in Carcassonne. 
 
   Dr. Locke doubted his statement. And reasonably. 
 
   Artists are not necessarily liars, and every artist and near-artist in 
the Carcassonne colony had not only denied knowledge of the 
professor, but spent a good part of the week helping hunt for him. 
 
   Later, after insisting that Locke accompany him to Carcassonne 
and meet his friends there, Tademus suddenly admitted that he had 
not previously been near the place. He declined, however, either to 
explain his untruthful first statement, or give any other account of 
his mysterious absence. 
 
   One week ago Tademus had left the bungalow, carrying nothing 
but a light cane, and wearing a white flannel suit, canvas shoes, and a 
Panama. That was his idea of a tramping costume. He had returned, 
dressed in the same suit, hat and shoes. Moreover, though white, 
they looked neat as when he started, save for a few grass stains and 
the road’s inevitable yellow clay about his shoe-soles. 
 



www.strangehistory.net proto edition of 

Scary Fairies, Epiphany 2012 

127 

   If he had spent the week vagrant-wise, he had been remarkably 
successful in keeping his clothes clean. 
 
   ‘Asheville,’ thought the doctor. ‘He went by train, stopped at a 
hotel, and has returned without the faintest memory of his real 
doings. Lame, overtaxed nerves can play that sort of trick with a 
man’s brain.’ 
 
   But he kept the opinion to himself. Like a good doctor, he soon 
dropped the whole subject, particularly because he saw that Tademus 
was deeply distressed and trying to conceal the fact. 
 
   On plea of taking a long-delayed vacation of his own, Locke 
remained some time at the bungalow, guarded his friend from the 
curiosity of those who had combed the hills for him, and did all in 
his power to restore him to health and a clear brain. 
 
   He was so far successful that Tademus returned to his classes in 
the fall, with Locke’s consent. 
 
   To his classes and death. 
 
   Wharton had known all this. He knew that Tademus’ whereabouts 
during that mysterious week had never been learned. But the diary in 
the red book purported to cover the summer, including that week. 
 
   To Wharton, the record seemed so supremely curious that he took 
a liberty with what was now the university’s property. He carried the 
book to Dr. Locke. 
 
   It was evening, and the latter was about to retire after a day’s work 
that began before dawn. 
 
   ‘Personal, you say?’ Locke handled the book, frowning slightly. 
 



www.strangehistory.net proto edition of 

Scary Fairies, Epiphany 2012 

128 

   ‘Personal. But I feel – when you’ve finished reading that. I have a 
rather queer thing to tell you in addition. You can’t understand till 
you’ve read it. I am almost sure that what is described here has a 
secret bearing on Professor Tademus’ death.’ 
 
   ‘His heart failed. Overwork. There was no mystery in that.’ 
 
   ‘Maybe not, doctor. And yet, won’t you please read?’ 
 
   ‘Run through it aloud for me,’ said the doctor. ‘I couldn’t read one 
of my own prescriptions tonight, and you are more familiar with that 
microscopic writing of his.’ 
 
   Wharton complied. 
 

*** 
 
Monday, July 3. 
 
   Arrived yesterday. Not worse than expected, but bad enough. If 
Locke were here, he should be satisfied. I have absolutely no 
occupation. Walked and climbed for two hours, as prescribed. Spent 
the rest of day pacing up and down indoors. Enough walking, at 
least. I can’t sit idle. I can’t stop thinking. Locke is a fool! 
 
Thursday, July 6. 
 
   Telegraphed Wharton today. He will express me the Swift 
binocular, some slides, cover-glasses, and a very little other apparatus. 
Locke is a fool! I shall follow his advice, but within reason. There is 
a room here lighted by five windows. Old Jake has cleared the 
bedroom furniture out. It has qualities as a laboratory. Not, of 
course, that I intend doing any real work. An hour or so a day of 
micrological observation will only make ‘resting’ tolerable. 
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Tuesday, July 11. 
 
   Jake hitched up his ‘ol’ gray mule’ and has brought my three cases 
from the station. I unpacked the old Stephenson-Swift and set it up. 
The mere touch of it brought tears to my eyes. Locke’s ‘rest-cure’ 
has done that to my nerves! 
 
   After unpacking, though, I resolutely let the microscope and other 
things be. Walked ten miles up-hill and down. Tried to admire the 
landscape, as Locke advised, but can’t see much in it. Rocks, trees, 
lumpy hills, yellow roads, sky, clouds, buzzards. Beauty! What beauty 
is there in this vast, clumsy world that is the outer husk for nature’s 
real and delicate triumphs? 
 
   I saw a man painting today. He was swabbing at a canvas with 
huge, clumsy brushes. He had his easel set up by the road, and I 
stopped to see what any human being could find hereabout worth 
picturing. 
 
   And what had this painter, this artist, this lover of beauty chosen 
for a subject? Why, about a mile from here there is a clump of ugly, 
dark trees. A stream runs between them and the road. It is yellow 
with clay, and too swift. The more interesting microorganisms could 
not exist in it. A ram-shackle, plank bridge crosses it, leading to the 
grove, and there, between the trees, stand and lean some dreary, half-
ruined huts. 
 
   That scene was the one which my ‘artist’ had chosen for his 
subject. 
 
   For sheer curiosity I got into conversation with the fellow. 
 
   Unusual gibberish of chiaroscuro, flat tones, masses et cetera. Not a 
definite thought in his head as to why he wished to paint those 
shacks. I learned one thing, though. He wasn’t the isolated specimen 
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of his kind I had thought him. Locke failed to tell me about 
Carcassonne. Think of it! Nearly a hundred of these insane pursuers 
of ‘beauty’ are spending the summer within walking distance of the 
house I have promised to live in! 
 
   And the one who was painting the grove actually invited me to call 
on him! I smiled noncommittally, and came home. On the way I 
passed the branch road that leads to the place. I had always avoided 
that road, but I didn’t know why until today. Imagine it! Nearly a 
hundred. Some of them women, I suppose. No, I shall keep 
discreetly away from Carcassonne. 
 
Saturday, July 15. 
 
   Jake informs me that a band of gypsies have settled themselves in 
the grove which my Carcassonnian acquaintance chose to paint. 
They are living in the ruined huts. Now I shall avoid that road, too. 
Talk of solitude! Why, the hills are fairly swarming with artists, 
gypsies, and Lord knows who else. One might as well try to rest in a 
beehive! 
 
   Found some interesting variations of the ciliara living in a near-by 
pond. Wonderful! Have recorded over a dozen specimens in which 
the macronucleus is unquestionably double. Not lobed, not pulverate, 
as in Oxytricha, but double! My summer has not, after all, been 
wasted. 
 
   Felt singularly slack and tired this morning, and realized that I have 
hardly been out of the house in three days. Shall certainly take a long 
tramp tomorrow. 
 
Monday, July 17. 
 
   Absent-mindedness betrayed me today. I had a very unpleasant 
experience. Resolutely keeping my promise to Locke, I sallied forth 
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this afternoon and walked briskly for some distance. I had, however, 
forgotten the gypsies and took my old route. 
 
   Soon I met a woman, or rather a girl. She was arrayed in the 
tattered, brilliantly colored garments which women of these 
wandering tribes affect. There was a scarf about her head. I noticed 
because its blue was exactly the same brilliant hue of the sky over the 
mountains behind her. There was a stripe of yellow in it, too, and 
thrust in her sash she carried a great bunch of yellow flowers – wild 
honeysuckle, I think. 
 
   Her face was not dark, like the swart faces of most gypsies. On the 
contrary, the skin of it had a smooth, firm whiteness. Her features 
were fine and delicate. 
 
   Passing, we looked at one another, and I saw her eyes brighten in 
the strangest, most beautiful manner. I am sure that there was 
nothing bold or immodest in her glance. It was rather like the look 
of a person who recognizes an old acquaintance, and is glad of it. 
Yet we never met before. Had we met, I could not have forgotten 
her. 
 
   We passed without speaking, of course, and I walked on. 
 
   Meeting the girl, I had hardly thought of her as a gypsy, or indeed 
tried to classify her in any way. The impression she left was new in 
my experience. It was only on reaching the grove that I came to 
myself, as it were, and remembered Jake’s story of the gypsies who 
are camping there. 
 
   Then I very quickly emerged from the vague, absurd happiness 
which sight of the girl had brought. 
 
   While talking with my Carcassonnian, I had observed that grove 
rather carefully. I had thought it perfect – that nothing added could 
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increase the somber ugliness of its trees, nor the desolation of its 
gray, ruined, tumbledown old huts. 
 
   Today I learned better. To be perfect, ugliness must include sordid 
humanity. 
 
   The shacks, dreary in themselves, were hideous now. In their 
doorways lounged fat, unclean women nursing their filthy offspring. 
Older children, clothed in rags, caked with dirt, sprawled and fought 
among themselves. Their voices were the snarls of animals. 
 
   I realized that the girl with the sky-like scarf had come from here, 
out of this filth unspeakable! 
 
   A yellow cur, the mere, starved skeleton of a dog, came tearing 
down to the bridge. A rusty, jangling bell was tied about its neck 
with a string. The beast stopped on the far side and crouched there, 
yapping. Its anger seemed to surpass mere canine savagery. The lean 
jaws fairly writhed in maniacal but loathsomely feeble ferocity. 
 
   A few men, whiskered, dirty-faced, were gathered about a sort of 
forge erected in the grove. They were making something, beating it 
with hammers in the midst of showers of sparks. As the dog yapped, 
one of the men turned and saw me. He spoke to his mates, and to 
my dismay they stopped work and transferred their attention to me. 
 
   I was afraid that they would cross the bridge, and the idea of 
having to talk to them was for some reason inexpressibly revolting. 
 
   They stayed where they were, but one of them suddenly laughed 
out loudly, and held up to my view the thing upon which they had 
been hammering. 
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   It was a great, clumsy, rough, iron trap. Even at that distance I 
could see the huge, jagged teeth, fit to maim a bear or a man. It was 
the ugliest instrument I have ever seen. 
 
   I turned away and began walking toward home, and when I looked 
back they were at work again. 
 
   The sun shone brightly, but about the grove there seemed to be a 
queer darkness. It was like a place alone and aloof from the world. 
The trees, even, were different from the other mountain trees. Their 
heavy branches did not stir at all in the wind. They had a strange, 
dark, flat look against the sky, as though they had been cut from dark 
paper, or rather like the flat trees woven in a tapestry. That was it. 
The whole scene was like a flat, dark, unreal picture in tapestry. 
 
   I came straight home. My nerves are undoubtedly in bad shape, 
and I think I shall write Locke and ask him to prescribe medicine 
that will straighten me up. So far, his ‘rest-cure’ has not been notably 
successful. 
 
Wednesday, July 19. 
 
   I have met her again. 
 
   Last night I could not sleep at all. Round midnight I ceased trying, 
rose, dressed, and spent the rest of the night with the good old 
Stephenson-Swift. My light for night-work – a common oil lamp – is 
not very brilliant. This morning I suffered considerable pain behind 
the eyes, and determined to give Locke’s ‘walking and open air’ 
treatment another trial, though discouraged by previous results. 
 
   This time I remembered to turn my back on the road which leads 
to that hideous grove. The sunlight seemed to increase the pain I 
was already suffering. The air was hot, full of dust, and I had to walk 
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slowly. At the slightest increase of pace my heart would set up a kind 
of fluttering, very unpleasant and giving me a sense of suffocation. 
 
   Then I came to the girl. 
 
   She was seated on a rock, her lap heaped with wild honeysuckle, 
and she was weaving the flower stems together. 
 
   Seeing me, she smiled. 
 
   ‘I have your garland finished,’ she said, ‘and mine soon will be.’ 
 
   One would have thought the rock a trysting place at which we had 
for a long time been accustomed to meet! In her hand she was 
extending to me a wreath, made of the honeysuckle flowers. 
 
   I can’t imagine what made me act as I did. Weariness and the pain 
behind my eyes may have robbed me of my usual good sense. 
 
   Anyway, rather to my own surprise, I took her absurd wreath and 
sat down where she made room for me on the boulder. 
 
   After that we talked. 
 
   At this moment, only a few hours later, I couldn’t say whether or 
not the girl’s English was correct, nor exactly what she said. But I 
can remember the very sound of her voice. 
 
   I recall, too, that she told me her name Elva, and that when I asked 
for the rest of it, she informed me that one good name was enough 
for one good person. 
 
   That struck me as a charmingly humorous sally. I laughed like a 
boy or a fool, God knows which! 
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   Soon she had finished her second garland, and laughingly insisted 
that we each crown the other with flowers. 
 
   Imagine it. Had one of my students come by then, I am sure he 
would have been greatly startled. Professor Theron Tademus, seated 
on a rock with a gypsy girl, crowned with wild honeysuckle and 
adjusting a similar wreath to the girl’s blue-scarfed head! 
 
   Luckily, neither the student nor anyone else passed, and in a few 
minutes she said something that brought me to my senses. Due to 
that inexplicable dimness of memory, I quote the sense, not her 
words. 
 
   ‘My father is a ruler among our people. You must visit us. For my 
sake, the people and my father will make you welcome.’ 
 
   She spoke with the gracious air of a princess, but I rose hastily 
from beside her. A vision of the grove had returned – dark, 
oppressive – like an old, dark tapestry, woven with the ugly forms 
and foliage. I remembered the horrible, filthy tribe from which this 
girl had sprung. 
 
   Without a word of farewell, I left her there on the rock. I did not 
look back, nor did she call after me. Not until reaching home, when 
I met old Jake at the door and saw him stare, did I remember the 
honeysuckle wreath. I was still wearing it, and carrying my hat. 
 
   Snatching at the flowers, I flung them in the ditch and retreated 
with what dignity I might into the bungalow’s seclusion. 
 
   It is night now, and, a little while since, I went out again. The 
wreath is here in the room with me. The flowers were unsoiled by 
the ditch, and seem fresh as when she gave them to me. They are 
more fragrant than I had thought even wild honeysuckle could be. 
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   Elva. Elva of the sky-blue scarf and the yellow honeysuckle. 
 
   My eyes are heavy, but the pain behind them is gone. I think I shall 
sleep tonight. 
 
Friday, July 21. 
 
   Is there any man so gullible as he who prides himself on his 
accuracy of observation? 
 
   I ask this in humility, for I am that man. 
 
   Yesterday I rose, feeling fresher than for weeks past. After all, 
Locke’s treatment seemed worthy of respect. With that in mind, I 
put in only a few hours staining some of my binucleate cilia and 
finishing the slides. 
 
   All the last part of the afternoon I faithfully tramped the roads. 
There is undoubtedly a sort of broad, coarse charm in mere 
landscape, with its reaches of green, its distant purples, and the sky 
like a blue scarf flung over it all. Had the pain of my eyes not 
returned, I could almost have enjoyed those vistas. 
 
   Having walked farther than usual, it was deep dusk when I reached 
home. As if from ambush, a little figure dashed out from behind 
some rhododendrons. It seemed to be a child, a boy, though I 
couldn’t see him clearly, nor how he was dressed. 
 
   He thrust something into my hand. To my astonishment, the thing 
was a spray of wild honeysuckle. 
 
   ‘Elva, Elva, Elva!’ 
 
   The strange youngster was fairly dancing up and down before me, 
repeating the girl’s name and nothing else. 
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   Recovering myself, I surmised that Elva must have sent this boy, 
and sure enough, at my insistence he managed to stop prancing long 
enough to deliver her message. 
 
   Elva’s grandmother, he said, was very ill. She had been ailing for 
days, but tonight the sickness was worse – much worse. Elva feared 
that her grandmother would die, and, ‘of course’, the boy said, ‘no 
doctor will come for our sending!’ She had remembered me, as the 
only friend she knew among the ‘outside people’. Wouldn’t I come 
and look at her poor, sick grandmother? And if I had any of the 
outside people’s medicine in my house, would I please bring that 
with me? 
 
   Well, yes, I did hesitate. Aside from practical and obvious 
suspicions, I was possessed with a senseless horror for not only the 
gypsy tribe, but the grove itself. 
 
   But there was the spray of honeysuckle. In her need, she had sent 
that for a token – and sent it to me! Elva, of the sky-like scarf and 
laughing mouth. 
 
   ‘Wait here’, I said to the boy, rather brusquely, and entered the 
house. I had remembered a pocket-case of simple remedies, none of 
which I had ever used, but there was a direction pamphlet with them. 
If I must play amateur physician, that might help. I looked for Jake, 
meaning to inform him of my proposed expedition. Though he had 
left a chicken broiling on the kitchen range, he was not about. He 
might have gone to the spring for water. 
 
   Passing out again, I called the boy, but received no answer. It was 
very dark. Toward sunset, the sky had clouded over, so that now I 
had not even the benefit of starlight. 
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   I was angry with the boy for not waiting, but the road was familiar 
enough, even in the dark. At least, I thought it was, till, colliding with 
a clump of holly. I realized that I must have strayed off and across a 
bare stretch of yellow clay which defaces the Mountainside above 
Locke’s bungalow. 
 
   I looked back for the guiding lights of its windows, but the trees 
hid them. However, the road couldn’t be far off. After some 
stumbling about, I was sure that my feet were in the right track again. 
Somewhat later I perceived a faint, ruddy point of light, to the left 
and ahead of me. 
 
   As I walked toward it, the rapid rush and gurgle of water soon 
apprized me that I had reached the stream with the plank bridge 
across it. 
 
   There I stood for several minutes, staring toward the ruddy light. 
That was all I could see. It seemed, somehow, to cast no illumination 
about it. 
 
   There came a scamper of paws, the tinkle of a bell, and then a wild 
yapping broke out on the stream’s far side. That vile, yellow cur, I 
thought. Elva, having imposed on my kindness to the extent of 
sending for me, might at least have arranged a better welcome than 
this. 
 
   When I pictured her, crouched in her bright, summer-colored 
garments, tending the dreadful old hag that her grandmother must 
be. The rest of the tribe were probably indifferent. She could not 
desert her sick – and there stood I, hesitant as any other coward! 
 
   For the dog’s sake I took a firm grip on my cane. Feeling about 
with it, I found the bridge and crossed over. 
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   Instantly something flung itself against my legs and was gone 
before I could hit out. I heard the dog leaping and barking all around 
me. It suddenly struck me that the beast’s voice was not like that of 
the yellow cur. There was nothing savage in it. This was the cheerful, 
excited bark of a well-bred dog that welcomes its master, or its 
master’s friend. And the bell that tinkled to every leap had a sweet, 
silvery note, different from the cracked jangle of the cur’s bell. 
 
   I had hated and loathed that yellow brute, and to think that I need 
not combat the creature was a relief. The huts, as I recalled them, 
weren’t fifty yards beyond the stream. There was no sign of a 
campfire. Just that one ruddy point of light. 
 
   I advanced… 
 

*** 
 
   Wharton paused suddenly in his reading. ‘Here’, he interpolated, 
begins that part of the diary which passed from commonplace to 
amazing. And the queer part is that in writing it, Professor Tademus 
seems to have been unaware that he was describing anything but an 
unusually pleasant experience.’ 
 
   Dr, Locke’s heavy brows knit in a frown. ‘Pleasant!’ he snapped. 
‘The date of that entry?’ 
 
   ‘July twenty-one.’ 
 
   ‘The day he disappeared. I see. Pleasant! And that gypsy girl… 
faugh! What an adventure for such a man! No wonder he tried to lie 
out of it. I don’t think I care to hear the rest, Wharton. Whatever it is, 
my friend is dead. Let him rest.’ 
 
   ‘Oh, but wait’, cried the young man, with startled earnestness. 
‘Good Lord, doctor, do you believe I would bring this book even to 
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you if it contained that kind of story… about Professor Tademus? 
No. Its amazing quality is along different lines than you can possibly 
suspect.’ 
 
   ‘Get on, then’, grumbled Locke, and Wharton continued. 
 

 
*** 
 

Suddenly, as though at a signal, not one, but a myriad of lights blazed 
into existence. 
 
   It was like walking out of a dark closet into broad day. The first 
dazzlement passing, I perceived that instead of the somber grove 
and ruined huts, I was facing a group of very beautiful houses. 
 
   It is curious how a previous and false assumption will rule a man. 
Having believed myself at the gypsy encampment, several minutes 
passed before I could overcome my bewilderment and realize that 
after losing my road I had not actually regained it. 
 
   That I had somehow wandered into the other branch road, and 
reached, not the grove, but Carcassonne! 
 
   I had no idea, either, that this artists’ colony could be such a really 
beautiful place. It is cut by no streets. The houses are set here and 
there over the surface of such green lawns as I have never seen in 
these mountains of rock and yellow clay. 
 
(Dr. Locke started slightly in his chair. Carcassonne, as he had 
himself seen it, flashed before his memory. He did not interrupt, but 
from that moment his attention was alertly set, like a man who 
listens for the key word of a riddle.) 
 



www.strangehistory.net proto edition of 

Scary Fairies, Epiphany 2012 

141 

   Everywhere were lights, hung in the flowering branches of trees, 
glowing upward from the grass, blazing from every door and 
window. Why they should have been turned on so abruptly, after 
that first darkness, I do not yet know. 
 
   Out of the nearest house a girl came walking. She was dressed 
charmingly, in thin, bright-colored silks. A bunch of wild 
honeysuckle was thrust in the girdle, and over her hair was flung a 
scarf of sky-like blue. I knew her instantly, and began to see a 
glimmering of the joke that had been played on me. 
 
   The dog bounded toward the girl. He was a magnificent collie. A 
tiny silver bell was attached to his neck by a broad ribbon. 
 
   I take credit for considerable aplomb in my immediate behavior. 
The girl had stopped a little way off. She was laughing, but I had 
certainly allowed myself to be victimized. 
 
   On my accusation, she at once admitted to having deceived me. 
She explained that, perceiving me to be misled by her appearance 
into thinking her one of the gypsies, she could not resist carrying out 
the joke. She had sent her small brother with the token and message. 
 
   I replied that the boy deserted me, and that I had nearly invaded 
the camp of real gypsies while looking for her and the fictitious 
dying grandmother. 
 
   At this she appeared even more greatly amused. Elva’s mirth has a 
peculiarly contagious quality. Instead of being angry, I found myself 
laughing with her. 
 
   By this time quite a throng of people had emerged on the lawns, 
and leading me to a dignified, fine-looking old man who she said was 
her father, she presented me. In the moment, I hardly noticed that 
she used my first name only, Theron, which I had told her when we 
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sat on the roadside boulder. I have observed since that all these 
people use the single name only, in presentation and intercourse. 
Though lacking personal experience with artists, I have heard that 
they are inclined to peculiar ‘fads’ of unconventionality. I had never, 
however, imagined that they could be attractive to a man like myself, 
or pleasant to know. 
 
   I am enlightened. These Carcassonnian ‘colonists’ are the only 
charming, altogether delightful people whom I have ever met. 
 
   One and all, they seemed acquainted with Elva’s amusing jest at 
my expense. They laughed with us, but in recompense have made me 
one of themselves in the pleasantest manner. 
 
   I dined in the house of Elva’s father. The dining-room, or rather 
hall, is a wonderful place. Due to much microscopic work, I am 
inclined to see only clumsiness – largeness – in what other people 
characterize as beauty. Carcassonne is different. There is a minute 
perfection about the architecture of these artists’ houses, the texture 
of their clothes, and even the delicate contour of their faces, which I 
find amazingly agreeable. 
 
   There is no conventionality of costume among them. Both men 
and women dress as they please. Their individual taste is exquisite, 
and the result is an array of soft fabrics, and bright colors, flowerlike, 
rather than garish. 
 
   Till last night I never learned the charm of what is called ‘fancy 
dress’, nor the genial effect it may exert on even a rather somber 
nature, such as I admit mine to be. 
 
   Elva, full of good-natured mischief, insisted that I must ‘dress for 
dinner’. Her demand was instantly backed by the whole laughing 
throng. Carried off my feet in a way to which I am not at all used, I 
let them drape me in white robes, laced with silver embroideries like 
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the delicate crystallization of hoar-frost. Dragged hilariously before a 
mirror, I was amazed at the change in my appearance. 
 
   Unlike the black, scarlet-hooded gown of my university, these 
glittering robes lent me not dignity, but a kind of, I can only call it a 
noble youthfulness. I looked younger, and at the same time keener, 
more alive. And either the contagious spirit of my companions, or 
some resurgence of boyishness filled me with a sudden desire to 
please; to be merry with the merry-makers, and – I must be frank – 
particularly to keep Elva’s attention where it seemed temporarily 
fixed on myself. 
 
   My success was unexpectedly brilliant. There is something in the 
very atmosphere of Carcassonne which, once yielded to, exhilarates 
like wine. I have never danced, nor desired to learn. Last night, after 
a banquet so perfect that I hardly recall its details, I danced. I danced 
with Elva – and with Elva – and always with Elva. She laughed aside 
all other partners. We danced on no polished floors, but out on the 
green lawns, under white, laughing stars. Our music was not 
orchestral. Wherever the light-footed couples chose to circle, there 
followed a young flutist, piping on his flute of white ivory. 
 
   Fluttering wings, driving clouds, wind tossed leaves, all the light, 
swift things of the air were in that music. It lifted and carried one 
with it. One did not need to learn. One danced! It seems, as I write, 
that the flute’s piping is still in my ears, and that its echoes will never 
cease. Elva’s voice is like the ivory flutes. Last night I was mad with 
the music and her voice. We danced, I know not how long, nor 
when we ceased. 
 
   This morning I awakened in a gold-and-ivory room, with round 
windows that were full of blue sky and crossed by blossoming 
branches. Dimly I recalled that Elva’s father had urged me to accept 
his hospitality for the night. 
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   Too much of such new happiness may have gone to my head, I’m 
afraid. At least, it was nothing stronger. At dinner I drank only one 
glass of wine-sparkling, golden stuff, but mild and with a taste like 
the fragrance of Elva’s wild honeysuckle blooms. 
 
   It is midmorning now, and I am writing this seated on a marble 
bench beside a pool in the central court of my host’s house. I am 
waiting for Elva, who excused herself to attend to some duty or 
other. I found this book in my pocket, and thought best to make an 
immediate record of not only a good joke on myself, but the only 
really pleasant social experience I have ever enjoyed. 
 
   I must lay aside these fanciful white robes, bid Elva good-by, and 
return to my lonely bungalow and Jake. The poor old man is 
probably tearing his hair over my unexplained absence. But I hope 
for another invitation to Carcassonne! 
 
Saturday, July 22. 
 
   I seem to be ‘staying on’ indefinitely. This won’t do. I spoke to 
Elva of my extended visit, and she laughingly informed me that 
people who have drunk the wine and worn the woven robes of 
Carcassonne seldom wish to leave. She suggested that I give up 
trying to ‘escape’ and spend my life here. Jest, of course; but I half 
wished her words were earnest. She and her people are spoiling me 
for the common, workaday world. 
 
   Not that they are idle, but their occupations as well as pleasures are 
of a delicate, fascinating beauty. 
 
   Whole families are stopping here, including the children. I don’t 
care for children, as a rule, but these are harmless as butterflies. I 
met Elva’s messenger, her brother. He is a funny, dear little elf. How 
even in the dark I fancied him one of those gypsy brats is hard to 
conceive. But then I took Elva herself for a gypsy! 
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   My new friends engage in many pursuits besides painting. ‘Crafts’, 
I believe they are called. This morning Elva took me around the 
shops, shops like architectural blossoms, carved out of the finest 
marble. 
 
   They make jewellery, weave fabrics, tool leather, and follow many 
other interesting occupations. Set in the midst of the lawns is a forge. 
Every part of it, even to the iron anvil, is embellished with a fernlike 
inlay of other metals. Several amateur silversmiths were at work 
there, but Elva hurried me away before I could see what they were 
about. 
 
   I have inquired for the young painter who first told me of 
Carcassonne and invited me to visit him there. I can’t recall his name, 
but on describing him to Elva she replied vaguely that not every 
‘outsider’ was permanently welcome among her people. 
 
   I didn’t press the question. Remembering the ugliness which that 
same painter had been committing to canvas, I could understand 
that his welcome among these exquisite workers might be short-lived. 
He was probably banished, or banished himself, soon after our 
interview on the road. 
 
   I must be careful, lest I wear out my own welcome. Yet the very 
thought of that old, rough, husk of a world that I must return to, 
brings back the sickness, and the pain behind my eyes that I had 
almost forgotten. 
 
Sunday, July 23. 
 
   Elva! Her presence alone is delight. The sky is not bluer than her 
scarf and eyes. Sunlight is a duller gold than the wild honeysuckle she 
weaves in garlands for our heads. 
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   Today, like child sweethearts, we carved our names on the smooth 
trunk of a tree. ‘Elva-Theron.’ And a wreath to shut them in. I am 
happy. Why, why, indeed should I leave Carcassonne? 
 
Monday, July 24. 
 
   Still here, but this is the last night that I shall impose upon these 
regally hospitable people. An incident occurred today, pathetic from 
one viewpoint, outrageous from another. I was asleep when it 
happened, and only woke up at the sound of the gunshot. 
 
   Some rough young mountaineers rode into Carcassonne and 
wantonly killed Elva’s collie dog. They claimed, I believe, that the 
unlucky animal attacked one of their number. A lie! The dog was 
gentle as a kitten. He probably leaped and barked around their 
horses and annoyed the young brutes. They had ridden off before I 
reached the scene. 
 
   Elva was crying, and no wonder. They had blown her pet’s head 
clean off with a shotgun. Don’t know what will be done about it. I 
wanted to go straight to the county sheriff, but Elva wouldn’t have 
that. I pretended to give in but if her father doesn’t see to the 
punishment of those men, I will. Murderous devils! Elva is too 
forgiving. 
 
Wednesday, July 26. 
 
   I watched the silversmiths today. Elva was not with me. I had no 
idea that silver was worked like iron. They must use some peculiar 
amalgam, or it would melt in the furnace, Instead of emerging white-
hot, to be beaten with tiny, delicate hammers. 
 
   They were making a strange looking contraption. It was all silver, 
beaten into floral patterns, but the general shape was a riddle to me.    
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Finally I asked one of the smiths what they were about. He is a tall 
fellow, with a merry, dark face. 
 
   ‘Guess!’ he demanded. 
 
   ‘Can’t. To my ignorance, it resembles a Chinese puzzle.’ 
 
   ‘Something more curious than that.’ 
 
   ‘What?’ 
 
   ‘An elf-trap!’ He laughed mischievously. 
 
   ‘Please!’ 
 
   ‘Well, it’s a trap anyway. See this?’ The others had stepped back 
good-naturedly. With his hammer he pressed on a lever. Instantly 
two slender, jaw-like parts of the queer machine opened wide. They 
were set with needlelike points, or teeth. It was all red-hot, and when 
he removed his hammer the jaws clashed in a shower of sparks. 
 
   ‘It’s a trap, of course.’ I was still puzzled. 
 
   ‘Yes, and a very remarkable one. This trap will not only catch, but 
it will recatch.’ 
 
   ‘I don’t understand.’ 
 
   ‘If any creature, man, say…’ he was laughing again ‘walks into this 
trap, he may escape it. But sooner or later – soon, I should think – it 
will catch him again. That is why we call it an elf-trap!’ 
 
   I perceived suddenly that he was making pure game of me. His 
mates were all laughing at the nonsense. I moved off, not offended, 
but perturbed in another way. 
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   He and his absurd silver trap-toy had reminded me of the gypsies. 
What a horrible, rough iron thing that was which they had held up to 
me from their forge. Men capable of creating such an uncouthly 
cruel instrument as that jag toothed trap would be terrible to meet in 
the night. And I had come near blundering in among them, at night! 
 
   This won’t do. I have been happy. Don’t let me drop back into the 
morbidly nervous condition which invested those gypsies with more 
than human horror. Elva is calling me. I have been too long alone. 
 
Friday, July 28. 
 
   Home again. I am writing this in my bungalow-laboratory. Gray 
dawn is breaking, and I have been at work here since midnight. Feel 
strangely depressed. Need breakfast, probably. 
 
   Last night Elva and I were together in the court of her father’s 
house. The pool in the center of it is lighted from below to a golden 
glow. We were watching the goldfish, with their wide, filmy tails of 
living lace. 
 
   Suddenly I gave a sharp cry. I had seen a thing in the water more 
important than goldfish. Snatching out the small collecting bottle, 
without which I never go abroad, I made a quick pass at the pool’s 
glowing surface. 
 
   Elva had started back, rather frightened. 
 
   ‘What is it?’ 
 
   I held the bottle up and peered closely. There was no mistake. 
 
   ‘Dysteria,’ I said triumphantly. ‘Dysteria ciliata. Dysterlus 
giganticus, to give a unique specimen the separate name he deserves. 
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Why, Elva, this enormous creature will give me a new insight on his 
entire species!’ 
 
   ‘What enormous creature?’ 
 
   For the first time I saw Elva nearly petulant. But I was filled with 
enthusiasm. I let her look in the bottle. 
 
   ‘There!’ I ejaculated. ‘See him?’ 
 
   ‘Where? I can’t see anything but water and a tiny speck in it.’ 
 
   ‘That,’ I explained proudly, ‘is dysterius giganticus. Large enough to 
be seen by the naked eye. Why, child, he’s a monster of his kind. A 
fresh-water variety, too!’ 
 
   I thrust the bottle in my pocket. 
 
   ‘Where are you going?’ 
 
   ‘Home, of course. I can’t get this fellow under the microscope any 
too quickly.’ 
 
   I had forgotten how wide apart are the scientific and artistic 
temperaments. No explanation I could make would persuade Elva 
that my remarkable capture was worth walking a mile to examine 
properly. 
 
   ‘You are all alike!’ she cried. ‘All! You talk of love, but your love is 
for gold, or freedom, or some pitiful foolish nothingness like that 
speck of life you call by a long name and leave me for!’ 
 
   ‘But,’ I protested, ‘only for a little while. I shall come back.’ 
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   She shook her head. This was Elva in a new mood, dark brows 
drawn, laughing mouth drooped to a sullen curve. I felt sorry to 
leave her angry, but my visit had already been preposterously long. 
Besides, a rush of desire had swept me to get back to my natural 
surroundings. I wanted the feel of the micrometer adjuster in my 
fingers, and to see the round, speckled white field under the lens 
pass from blurred chaos to perfect definition. 
 
   She let me go at last. I promised solemnly to come to her 
whenever she should send or call. Foolish child! Why, I can walk 
over to Carcassonne every day, if she likes. 
 
   I hear Jake rattling about in the breakfast-room. Conscience 
informs me that I have treated him rather badly. Wonder where he 
thought I was? Couldn’t have been much worried, or he would have 
hunted me up in Carcassonne. 
 
August 30. 
 
   I shall not make any further entries in this book. My day for the 
making of records is over, I think. Any sort of records. I go back to 
my classes next month. God knows what I shall say to them! Elva. 
 
   I may as well finish the story here. 
 
   Every day I find it harder to recall the details. If I hadn’t this book, 
with what I wrote in it when I was… when I was there, I should 
believe that my brain had failed in earnest. 
 
   Locke said I couldn’t have been in Carcassonne. He stood in the 
breakfast-room, with the sunlight striking across him. I saw him 
clearly. I saw the huge, coarse, ugly creature that he was. And in that 
minute, I knew. 
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   But I wouldn’t admit it, even to myself. I made him go with me to 
Carcassonne. There was no stream. There was no bridge. 
 
   The houses were wretched bungalows, set about on the bare, flat, 
yellow clay of the Mountainside. The people – artists, save the mark! 
– were a common, carelessly dressed, painting-aproned crowd who 
fulfilled my original idea of an artists colony. 
 
   Their coarse features and thick skins sickened me. Locke walked 
home beside me, very silent. I could hardly bear his company. 
 
   He was gross – coarse – human! 
 
   Toward evening, managing to escape his company, I stole up the 
road to the gypsy’s grove. The huts were empty. That queer look, as 
of a flat, dark tapestry, was gone from the grove. 
 
   I crossed the plank bridge. Among the trees I found ashes, and a 
depression where the forge had stood. Something else, too. A dog, 
or rather its unburied remains. The yellow cur. Its head had been 
blown off by a shotgun. An ugly little bell lay in the mess, tied to a 
piece of string. 
 
   One of the trees – it had a smooth trunk – and carved in the 
bark… I can’t write it. I went away and left those two names carved 
there. 
 
   The wild honeysuckle has almost ceased to bloom. I can leave now. 
Locke says I am well, and that I can return to my classes. 
 
   I have not entered my laboratory since that morning. Locke 
admires my ‘willpower’ for dropping all that till physical health 
should have returned. Will-power! I shall never, as long as I live, 
look into a microscope again. 
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   Perhaps she will know that somehow, and send or call for me 
quickly. 
 
   I have drunk the wine and worn the woven robes of her people. 
They made me one of them. Is it right that they should cast me out, 
because I did not understand what I have since guessed the meaning 
of so well? 
 
   I can’t bear the human folk about me. They are clumsy, revolting. 
And I can’t work. 
 
   God only knows what I shall say to my classes. 
 
   Here is the end of my last record, till she calls! 
 

*** 
 
There was silence in Locke’s private study. At last the doctor 
expelled his breath in a long sigh. He might have been holding it all 
the time. 
 
   ‘Great-Heavens!’ he ejaculated. ‘Poor old Tademus! And I thought 
his trouble in the summer there was a temporary lapse. But he talked 
like a sane man. Acted like one, too, by Jove! With his mind in that 
condition! And in spite of the posse, he must have been with the 
gypsies all that week. You can see it. Even through his delusions, you 
catch occasional notes of reality. I heard of that dog-shooting, and 
he speaks of being asleep when it happened. Where was he 
concealed that the posse didn’t find him? Drugged and hidden under 
some filthy heap of rags in one of the huts, do you think? And why 
hide him at all, and then let him go? He returned the very day they 
left.’ 
 
   At the volley of questions, Wharton shook his head. 
 



www.strangehistory.net proto edition of 

Scary Fairies, Epiphany 2012 

153 

   ‘I can’t even guess about that. He was certainly among the gypsies. 
But as for his delusions, to call them so, there is a kind of beauty and 
coherence about them which I… well, which I don’t like!’ 
 
   The doctor eyed him sharply. 
 
   ‘You can’t mean that you…’ 
 
   ‘Doctor’, said Wharton softly, ‘do you recall what he wrote of the 
silversmiths and their work? They were making an elf-trap. Well, I 
think the elf-trap caught him!’ 
 
   ‘What?’ 
 
   Locke’s tired eyes opened wide. A look of alarm flashed into them. 
The alarm was for Wharton, not himself. 
 
   ‘Wait!’ said the latter. ‘I haven’t finished. You know that I was in 
the classroom at the moment when Professor Tademus died?’ 
 
   ‘Yes?’ 
 
   ‘Yes! I was the first to reach him. But before that, I stood near the 
desk. There are three windows at the foot of that room. Every other 
man there faced the desk. I faced the windows. The professor 
entered, laid down his book and turned to the class. As he did so, a 
head appeared in one of those windows. They are close to the 
ground, and a person standing outside could easily look in. 
 
   ‘The head was a woman’s. No, I am not inventing this. I saw her 
head, draped in a blue scarf. I noticed, because the scarf’s blueness 
gave me the strangest thrill of delight. It was the exact blue of the 
sky behind it. Then she had raised her hand. I saw it. In her fingers 
was a spray of yellow flowers, yellow as sunshine. She waved them in 
a beckoning motion. Like this.’ 
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   Then Tademus dropped. 
 
   ‘And there are legends, you know, of strange people, either more 
or less than human, who appear as gypsies, but are not the real 
gypsies, that possess queer powers. Their outer appearance is rough 
and vile, but behind that, as a veil, they live a wonderful hidden life 
of their own. And a man who has been with them once is caught, 
caught in the real elf-trap, which the smiths’ work only symbolized. 
He may escape, but he can’t forget nor be joined again with his own 
race, while to return among them, he must walk the dark road that 
Tademus had taken when she called. ‘Oh. I’ve scoffed at ‘old wives’ 
tales’ with the rest of our overeducated, modern kind. I can’t ever 
scoff again, you see, because… ‘What’s that? A prescription? For me? 
Why, doctor, you don’t yet understand. I saw her, I tell you. Elva! 
Elva! Elva, of the wild honeysuckle and the sky-like scarf!’ 


