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The Ebony Frame
To be rich is a luxurious sensation—the more so when you 
have plumbed the depths of hard-up-ness as a Fleet Street 
hack, a picker-up of unconsidered pars, a reporter, an 
unappreciated journalist—all callings utterly inconsistent with 
one’s family feeling and one’s direct descent from the Dukes 
of Picardy. 
 
When my Aunt Dorcas died and left me seven hundred a 
year and a furnished house in Chelsea, I felt that life had 
nothing left to offer except immediate possession of the 
legacy. Even Mildred Mayhew, whom I had hitherto regarded 
as my life’s light, became less luminous. I was not engaged 
to Mildred, but I lodged with her mother, and I sang duets 
with Mildred, and gave her gloves when it would run to it, 
which was seldom. She was a dear good girl, and I meant to 
marry her some day. It is very nice to feel that a good little 
woman is thinking of you—it helps you in your work—and it is 
pleasant to know she will say “Yes” when you say “Will you?” 
 
But, as I say, my legacy almost put Mildred out of my head, 
especially as she was staying with friends in the country just 
then. 
 
Before the first gloss was off my new mourning I was seated 
in my aunt’s own armchair in front of the fire in the dining- 
room of my own house. My own house! It was grand, but 
rather lonely. I did think of Mildred just then. 
 
The room was comfortably furnished with oak and leather. 
On the walls hung a few fairly good oil-paintings, but the 
space above the mantelpiece was disfigured by an 
exceedingly bad print, “The Trial of Lord William Russell,” 
framed in a dark frame. I got up to look at it. I had visited my 
aunt with dutiful regularity, but I never remembered seeing 
this frame before. It was not intended for a print, but for an 
oil-painting. It was of fine ebony, beautifully and curiously 
carved. 

I looked at it with growing interest, and when my aunt’s 
housemaid—I had retained her modest staff of servants— 
came in with the lamp, I asked her how long the print had 
been there. 
 
“Mistress only bought it two days afore she was took ill,” she 
said; “but the frame—she didn’t want to buy a new one—so 
she got this out of the attic. There’s lots of curious old things 
there, sir.” 
 
“Had my aunt had this frame long?” 
 
“Oh yes, sir. It come long afore I did, and I’ve been here 
seven years come Christmas. There was a picture in it— 
that’s upstairs too—but it’s that black and ugly it might as 
well be a chimley-back.” 
 
I felt a desire to see this picture. What if it were some 
priceless old master in which my aunt’s eyes had only seen 
rubbish? 
 
Directly after breakfast next morning I paid a visit to the 
lumber-room. 
 
It was crammed with old furniture enough to stock a curiosity 
shop. All the house was furnished solidly in the early 
Victorian style, and in this room everything not in keeping 
with the “drawing-room suite” ideal was stowed away. Tables 
of papier-maché and mother-of-pearl, straight-backed chairs 
with twisted feet and faded needlework cushions, firescreens 
of old-world design, oak bureaux with brass handles, a little 
work-table with its faded moth-eaten silk flutings hanging in 
disconsolate shreds: on these and the dust that covered 
them blazed the full daylight as I drew up the blinds. I 
promised myself a good time in re-enshrining these 
household gods in my parlour, and promoting the Victorian 
suite to the attic. But at present my business was to find the 
picture as “black as the chimley-back;” and presently, behind 
a heap of hideous still-life studies, I found it. 



Jane the housemaid identified it at once. I took it downstairs 
carefully and examined it. No subject, no colour were 
distinguishable. There was a splodge of a darker tint in the 
middle, but whether it was figure or tree or house no man 
could have told. It seemed to be painted on a very thick 
panel bound with leather. I decided to send it to one of those 
persons who pour on rotting family portraits the water of 
eternal youth—mere soap and water Mr. Besant tells us it is; 
but even as I did so the thought occurred to me to try my own 
restorative hand at a corner of it. 
 
My bath-sponge, soap, and nailbrush vigorously applied for a 
few seconds showed me that there was no picture to clean! 
Bare oak presented itself to my persevering brush. I tried the 
other side, Jane watching me with indulgent interest. The 
same result. Then the truth dawned on me. Why was the 
panel so thick? I tore off the leather binding, and the panel 
divided and fell to the ground in a cloud of dust. There were 
two pictures—they had been nailed face to face. I leaned 
them against the wall, and the next moment I was leaning 
against it myself. 
 
For one of the pictures was myself—a perfect portrait—no 
shade of expression or turn of feature wanting. Myself—in a 
cavalier dress, “love-locks and all!” When had this been 
done? And how, without my knowledge? Was this some 
whim of my aunt’s? 
 
“Lor’, sir!” the shrill surprise of Jane at my elbow; “what a 
lovely photo it is! Was it a fancy ball, sir?” 
 
“Yes,” I stammered. “I—I don’t think I want anything more 
now. You can go.” 
 
She went; and I turned, still with my heart beating violently, to 
the other picture. This was a woman of the type of beauty 
beloved of Burne Jones and Rossetti—straight nose, low 
brows, full lips, thin hands, large deep luminous eyes. She 
wore a black velvet gown. It was a full-length portrait. Her 
arms rested on a table beside her, and her head on her 
hands; but her face was turned full forward, and her eyes 
met those of the spectator bewilderingly. On the table by her 
were compasses and instruments whose uses I did not 
know, books, a goblet, and a miscellaneous heap of papers 
and  

pens. I saw all this afterwards. I believe it was a quarter of an 
hour before I could turn my eyes away from hers. I have 
never seen any other eyes like hers. They appealed, as a 
child’s or a dog’s do; they commanded, as might those of an 
empress. 
 
“Shall I sweep up the dust, sir?” Curiosity had brought Jane 
back. I acceded. I turned from her my portrait. I kept between 
her and the woman in the black velvet. When I was alone 
again I tore down “The Trial of Lord William Russell,” and I 
put the picture of the woman in its strong ebony frame. 
 
Then I wrote to a frame-maker for a frame for my portrait. It 
had so long lived face to face with this beautiful witch that I 
had not the heart to banish it from her presence; from which, 
it will be perceived that I am by nature a somewhat 
sentimental person. 
 
The new frame came home, and I hung it opposite the 
fireplace. An exhaustive search among my aunt’s papers 
showed no explanation of the portrait of myself, no history of 
the portrait of the woman with the wonderful eyes. I only 
learned that all the old furniture together had come to my 
aunt at the death of my great-uncle, the head of the family; 
and I should have concluded that the resemblance was only 
a family one, if every one who came in had not exclaimed at 
the “speaking likeness.” I adopted Jane’s “fancy ball” 
explanation. 
 
And there, one might suppose, the matter of the portraits 
ended. One might suppose it, that is, if there were not 
evidently a good deal more written here about it. However, to 
me, then, the matter seemed ended. 
 
I went to see Mildred; I invited her and her mother to come 
and stay with me. I rather avoided glancing at the picture in 
the ebony frame. I could not forget, nor remember without 
singular emotion, the look in the eyes of that woman when 
mine first met them. I shrank from meeting that look again. 
 
I reorganized the house somewhat, preparing for Mildred’s 
visit. I turned the dining-room into a drawing-room. I brought 
down much of the old-fashioned furniture, and, after a long 
day of arranging and re-arranging, I sat down before the fire,  



and, lying back in a pleasant languor, I idly raised my eyes to 
the picture. I met her dark, deep hazel eyes, and once more 
my gaze was held fixed as by a strong magic—the kind of 
fascination that keeps one sometimes staring for whole 
minutes into one’s own eyes in the glass. I gazed into her 
eyes, and felt my own dilate, pricked with a smart like the 
smart of tears. 
 
“I wish,” I said, “oh, how I wish you were a woman, and not a 
picture! Come down! Ah, come down!” 
 
I laughed at myself as I spoke; but even as I laughed I held 
out my arms. 
 
I was not sleepy; I was not drunk. I was as wide awake and 
as sober as ever was a man in this world. And yet, as I held 
out my arms, I saw the eyes of the picture dilate, her lips 
tremble—if I were to be hanged for saying it, it is true. Her 
hands moved slightly, and a sort of flicker of a smile passed 
over her face. 
 
I sprang to my feet. “This won’t do,” I said, still aloud. 
“Firelight does play strange tricks. I’ll have the lamp.” 
 
I pulled myself together and made for the bell. My hand was 
on it, when I heard a sound behind me, and turned—the bell 
still unrung. The fire had burned low, and the corners of the 
room were deeply shadowed; but, surely, there—behind the 
tall worked chair—was something darker than a shadow. 
 
“I must face this out,” I said, “or I shall never be able to face 
myself again.” I left the bell, I seized the poker, and battered 
the dull coals to a blaze. Then I stepped back resolutely, and 
looked up at the picture. The ebony frame was empty! From 
the shadow of the worked chair came a silken rustle, and out 
of the shadow the woman of the picture was coming— 
coming towards me. 
 
I hope I shall never again know a moment of terror so blank 
and absolute. I could not have moved or spoken to save my 
life. Either all the known laws of nature were nothing, or I was 
mad. I stood trembling, but, I am thankful to remember, I 
stood still, while the black velvet gown swept across the 
hearthrug towards me. 

Next moment a hand touched me—a hand soft, warm, and 
human—and a low voice said, “You called me. I am here.” 
 
At that touch and that voice the world seemed to give a sort 
of bewildering half-turn. I hardly know how to express it, but 
at once it seemed not awful—not even unusual—for portraits 
to become flesh—only most natural, most right, most 
unspeakably fortunate. 
 
I laid my hand on hers. I looked from her to my portrait. I 
could not see it in the firelight. 
 
“We are not strangers,” I said. 
 
“Oh no, not strangers.” Those luminous eyes were looking up 
into mine—those red lips were near me. With a passionate 
cry—a sense of having suddenly recovered life’s one great 
good, that had seemed wholly lost—I clasped her in my 
arms. She was no ghost—she was a woman—the only 
woman in the world. 
 
“How long,” I said, “O love—how long since I lost you?” 
 
She leaned back, hanging her full weight on the hands that 
were clasped behind my head. 
 
“How can I tell how long? There is no time in hell,” she 
answered. 
 
It was not a dream. Ah, no—there are no such dreams. I 
wish to God there could be. When in dreams do I see her 
eyes, hear her voice, feel her lips against my cheek, hold her 
hands to my lips, as I did that night—the supreme night of my 
life? At first we hardly spoke. It seemed enough— 
 
“… after long grief and pain, To feel the arms of my true love 
round me once again.” 
 
It is very difficult to tell this story. There are no words to 
express the sense of glad reunion, the complete realization 
of every hope and dream of a life, that came upon me as I 
sat with my hand in hers and looked into her eyes. 
 



How could it have been a dream, when I left her sitting in the 
straight-backed chair, and went down to the kitchen to tell the 
maids I should want nothing more—that I was busy, and did 
not wish to be disturbed; when I fetched wood for the fire with 
my own hands, and, bringing it in, found her still sitting there 
—saw the little brown head turn as I entered, saw the love in 
her dear eyes; when I threw myself at her feet and blessed 
the day I was born, since life had given me this? 
 
Not a thought of Mildred: all the other things in my life were a 
dream—this, its one splendid reality. 
 
“I am wondering,” she said after a while, when we had made 
such cheer each of the other as true lovers may after long 
parting—”I am wondering how much you remember of our 
past.” 
 
“I remember nothing,” I said. “Oh, my dear lady, my dear 
sweetheart—I remember nothing but that I love you—that I 
have loved you all my life.” 
 
“You remember nothing—really nothing?” 
 
“Only that I am yours; that we have both suffered; that—— 
Tell me, my mistress dear, all that you remember. Explain it 
all to me. Make me understand. And yet——No, I don’t want 
to understand. It is enough that we are together.” 
 
If it was a dream, why have I never dreamed it again? 
 
She leaned down towards me, her arm lay on my neck, and 
drew my head till it rested on her shoulder. “I am a ghost, I 
suppose,” she said, laughing softly; and her laughter stirred 
memories which I just grasped at, and just missed. “But you 
and I know better, don’t we? I will tell you everything you 
have forgotten. We loved each other—ah! no, you have not 
forgotten that—and when you came back from the war we 
were to be married. Our pictures were painted before you 
went away. You know I was more learned than women of 
that day. Dear one, when you were gone they said I was a 
witch. They tried me. They said I should be burned. Just 
because I had looked at the stars and had gained more 
knowledge than they, they must needs bind me to a stake 
and let me be eaten by the fire. And you far away!” 

Her whole body trembled and shrank. O love, what dream 
would have told me that my kisses would soothe even that 
memory? 
 
“The night before,” she went on, “the devil did come to me. I 
was innocent before—you know it, don’t you? And even then 
my sin was for you—for you—because of the exceeding love 
I bore you. The devil came, and I sold my soul to eternal 
flame. But I got a good price. I got the right to come back, 
through my picture (if any one looking at it wished for me), as 
long as my picture stayed in its ebony frame. That frame was 
not carved by man’s hand. I got the right to come back to 
you. Oh, my heart’s heart, and another thing I won, which 
you shall hear anon. They burned me for a witch, they made 
me suffer hell on earth. Those faces, all crowding round, the 
crackling wood and the smell of the smoke——” 
 
“O love! no more—no more.” 
 
“When my mother sat that night before my picture she wept, 
and cried, ‘Come back, my poor lost child!’ And I went to her, 
with glad leaps of heart. Dear, she shrank from me, she fled, 
she shrieked and moaned of ghosts. She had our pictures 
covered from sight and put again in the ebony frame. She 
had promised me my picture should stay always there. Ah, 
through all these years your face was against mine.” 
 
She paused. 
 
“But the man you loved?” 
 
“You came home. My picture was gone. They lied to you, 
and you married another woman; but some day I knew you 
would walk the world again and that I should find you.” 
 
“The other gain?” I asked. 
 
“The other gain,” she said slowly, “I gave my soul for. It is 
this. If you also will give up your hopes of heaven I can 
remain a woman, I can move in your world—I can be your 
wife. Oh, my dear, after all these years, at last—at last.” 



“If I sacrifice my soul,” I said slowly, with no thought of the 
imbecility of such talk in our “so-called nineteenth 
century”—”if I sacrifice my soul, I win you? Why, love, it’s a 
contradiction in terms. You are my soul.” 
 
Her eyes looked straight into mine. Whatever might happen, 
whatever did happen, whatever may happen, our two souls 
in that moment met, and became one. 
 
“Then you choose—you deliberately choose—to give up your 
hopes of heaven for me, as I gave up mine for you?” 
 
“I decline,” I said, “to give up my hope of heaven on any 
terms. Tell me what I must do, that you and I may make our 
heaven here—as now, my dear love.” 
 
“I will tell you to-morrow,” she said. “Be alone here to-morrow 
night—twelve is ghost’s time, isn’t it?—and then I will come 
out of the picture and never go back to it. I shall live with you, 
and die, and be buried, and there will be an end of me. But 
we shall live first, my heart’s heart.” 
 
I laid my head on her knee. A strange drowsiness overcame 
me. Holding her hand against my cheek, I lost 
consciousness. When I awoke the grey November dawn was 
glimmering, ghost-like, through the uncurtained window. My 
head was pillowed on my arm, which rested—I raised my 
head quickly—ah! not on my lady’s knee, but on the needle- 
worked cushion of the straight-backed chair. I sprang to my 
feet. I was stiff with cold, and dazed with dreams, but I turned 
my eyes on the picture. There she sat, my lady, my dear 
love. I held out my arms, but the passionate cry I would have 
uttered died on my lips. She had said twelve o’clock. Her 
lightest word was my law. So I only stood in front of the 
picture and gazed into those grey-green eyes till tears of 
passionate happiness filled my own. 
 
“Oh, my dear, my dear, how shall I pass the hours till I hold 
you again?” 
 
No thought, then, of my whole life’s completion and 
consummation being a dream. 

I staggered up to my room, fell across my bed, and slept 
heavily and dreamlessly. When I awoke it was high noon. 
Mildred and her mother were coming to lunch. 
 
I remembered, at one shock, Mildred’s coming and her 
existence. 
 
Now, indeed, the dream began. 
 
With a penetrating sense of the futility of any action apart 
from her, I gave the necessary orders for the reception of my 
guests. When Mildred and her mother came I received them 
with cordiality; but my genial phrases all seemed to be some 
one else’s. My voice sounded like an echo; my heart was 
other where. 
 
Still, the situation was not intolerable until the hour when 
afternoon tea was served in the drawing-room. Mildred and 
her mother kept the conversational pot boiling with a 
profusion of genteel commonplaces, and I bore it, as one can 
bear mild purgatories when one is in sight of heaven. I 
looked up at my sweetheart in the ebony frame, and I felt that 
anything that might happen, any irresponsible imbecility, any 
bathos of boredom, was nothing, if, after it all, she came to 
me again. 
 
And yet, when Mildred, too, looked at the portrait, and said, 
“What a fine lady! One of your flames, Mr. Devigne?” I had a 
sickening sense of impotent irritation, which became 
absolute torture when Mildred—how could I ever have 
admired that chocolate-box barmaid style of prettiness?— 
threw herself into the high-backed chair, covering the 
needlework with her ridiculous flounces, and added, “Silence 
gives consent! Who is it, Mr. Devigne? Tell us all about her: I 
am sure she has a story.” 
 
Poor little Mildred, sitting there smiling, serene in her 
confidence that her every word charmed me—sitting there 
with her rather pinched waist, her rather tight boots, her 
rather vulgar voice—sitting in the chair where my dear lady 
had sat when she told me her story! I could not bear it. 
 
“Don’t sit there,” I said; “it’s not comfortable!” 
 



But the girl would not be warned. With a laugh that set every 
nerve in my body vibrating with annoyance, she said, “Oh, 
dear! mustn’t I even sit in the same chair as your black-velvet 
woman?” 
 
I looked at the chair in the picture. It was the same; and in 
her chair Mildred was sitting. Then a horrible sense of the 
reality of Mildred came upon me. Was all this a reality after 
all? But for fortunate chance might Mildred have occupied, 
not only her chair, but her place in my life? I rose. 
 
“I hope you won’t think me very rude,” I said; “but I am 
obliged to go out.” 
 
I forget what appointment I alleged. The lie came readily 
enough. 
 
I faced Mildred’s pouts with the hope that she and her mother 
would not wait dinner for me. I fled. In another minute I was 
safe, alone, under the chill, cloudy autumn sky—free to think, 
think, think of my dear lady. 
 
I walked for hours along streets and squares; I lived over 
again and again every look, word, and hand-touch—every 
kiss; I was completely, unspeakably happy. 
 
Mildred was utterly forgotten: my lady of the ebony frame 
filled my heart and soul and spirit. 
 
As I heard eleven boom through the fog, I turned, and went 
home. 
 
When I got to my street, I found a crowd surging through it, a 
strong red light filling the air. 
 
A house was on fire. Mine. 
 
I elbowed my way through the crowd. 
 
The picture of my lady—that, at least, I could save! 
 
As I sprang up the steps, I saw, as in a dream—yes, all this 
was really dream-like—I saw Mildred leaning out of the first- 
floor window, wringing her hands. 

“Come back, sir,” cried a fireman; “we’ll get the young lady 
out right enough.” 
 
But my lady? I went on up the stairs, cracking, smoking, and 
as hot as hell, to the room where her picture was. Strange to 
say, I only felt that the picture was a thing we should like to 
look on through the long glad wedded life that was to be 
ours. I never thought of it as being one with her. 
 
As I reached the first floor I felt arms round my neck. The 
smoke was too thick for me to distinguish features. 
 
“Save me!” a voice whispered. I clasped a figure in my arms, 
and, with a strange dis-ease, bore it down the shaking stairs 
and out into safety. It was Mildred. I knew that directly I 
clasped her. 
 
“Stand back,” cried the crowd. 
 
“Every one’s safe,” cried a fireman. 
 
The flames leaped from every window. The sky grew redder 
and redder. I sprang from the hands that would have held 
me. I leaped up the steps. I crawled up the stairs. Suddenly 
the whole horror of the situation came on me. “As long as my 
picture remains in the ebony frame.” What if picture and 
frame perished together? 
 
I fought with the fire, and with my own choking inability to 
fight with it. I pushed on. I must save my picture. I reached 
the drawing-room. 
 
As I sprang in I saw my lady—I swear it—through the smoke 
and the flames, hold out her arms to me—to me—who came 
too late to save her, and to save my own life’s joy. I never 
saw her again. 
 
Before I could reach her, or cry out to her, I felt the floor yield 
beneath my feet, and I fell into the fiery hell below. 
 



How did they save me? What does that matter? They saved 
me somehow—curse them. Every stick of my aunt’s furniture 
was destroyed. My friends pointed out that, as the furniture 
was heavily insured, the carelessness of a nightly-studious 
housemaid had done me no harm. 
 
No harm! 
 
That was how I won and lost my only love. 
 
I deny, with all my soul in the denial, that it was a dream. 
There are no such dreams. Dreams of longing and pain there 
are in plenty, but dreams of complete, of unspeakable 
happiness—ah, no—it is the rest of life that is the dream. 
 
But if I think that, why have I married Mildred, and grown 
stout and dull and prosperous? 
 
I tell you it is all this that is the dream; my dear lady only is 
the reality. And what does it matter what one does in a 
dream? 
 
 
 
 



The Lady in the Frame
Order: Spirit of Deceit 
Infernal Might: 5 {Corpus) 
Characteristics: Int +1, Per 0, Pre +3, Com +3, Str 0, Sta 0, Dex 0, Qik 0 
Size: -1, in the form of a small woman. 
Virtues and Flaws: Many. 
Confidence Score: 1 (3) 
Personality Traits: Enjoys Seduction +3 
Reputations: Spirit of Deceit 1 (Infernal) 
Combat: Brawl*: Initiative +0, Attack +0, Defense +0, Damage +0 
* Avoids combat wherever possible. May ask lover to fight on her behalf. 
Soak: +1. Clothing 
Fatigue Levels: Does not to suffer fatigue 
Wound Penalties: –1 (1–4), –3 (5–8), –5 (9–12), Incapacitated (13–17), Dead (18+) 
Abilities: Charm 6 (victims), Carouse (seduce) 6 
Powers: 
Coagulation, 0 points, Init 0, Corpus: The creature can manifest in a single human shape. 
Delusion: 1 point, Init +3, Imaginem. This spell is used to create the illusory portrait of the victim in the story. The illusion has a 
flaw: the person is clearly in ancient clothes, and so it cannot be the victim. The creature uses its deceptive powers to explain the 
flaw, to the victim, and encourage the victim to lie to their associates. 
Envisioning, 1 point, Init  0, Mentem: For 1 point, allows the demon to enter and twist dreams. If used to terrify, the victim can 
ignore it with a Brave Personality trait roll against an Ease factor of 9 or more. Failure to resist leads to a profound physical 
reaction, like a seizure. 
Forked Tongue of the Serpent: 1 point, Init -1, Mentem: The target believes a single lie, no matter how outrageous, until they 
attempt to  spread it to others, which breaks the effect. An Int roll against Ease Factor 9 is made after one hour, and then every 
subsequent hour, to end the effect. 
Obsession: 1-3 points, Init -5, Mentem: May force characters to make Personality Trait rolls to resist a temporary trait, 
Overprotective, which has a score equal to the Might points spent.. If the roll is successful, the trait vanishes. If it fails, they gain 
the trait permanently at +1, although they can remove it by the usual means of reducing traits. 
Trust of the Innocent: 1 point, Init -1, Mentem: The target believes a single lie for as long as possible, until presented evidence to 
the contrary.  An Int roll against Ease factor 6 allows a character to resist this effect. 
Weakness: May only manifest in the presence of the frame. 
Vis: 1 pawn, Imaginem. 
Appearance: As per story: a beautiful woman in old-fashioned clothes, that tempts her prey to the loss of their soul. 



The Golgothan Dancers
I had come to the Art Museum to see the special show of 
Goya prints, but that particular gallery was so crowded that I 
could hardly get in, much less see or savor anything; 
wherefore I walked out again. I wandered through the other 
wings with their rows and rows of oils, their Greek and 
Roman sculptures, their stern ranks of medieval armors, their 
Oriental porcelains, their Egyptian gods. At length, by chance 
and not by design, I came to the head of a certain rear 
stairway. Other habitués of the museum will know the one I 
mean when I remind them that Arnold Böcklin’s The Isle of 
the Dead hangs on the wall of the landing. 
 
I started down, relishing in advance the impression Böcklin’s 
picture would make with its high brown rocks and black 
poplars, its midnight sky and gloomy film of sea, its single 
white figure erect in the bow of the beach-nosing skiff. But, 
as I descended, I saw that The Isle of the Dead was not in its 
accustomed position on the wall. In that space, arresting 
even in the bad light and from the up-angle of the stairs, 
hung a gilt-framed painting I had never seen or heard of in all 
my museum-haunting years. 
 
I gazed at it, one will imagine, all the way down to the 
landing. Then I had a close, searching look, and a final 
appraising stare from the lip of the landing above the lower 
half of the flight. So far as I can learn—and I have been 
diligent in my research—the thing is unknown even to the 
best-informed of art experts. Perhaps it is as well that I 
describe it in detail. 
 
It seemed to represent action upon a small plateau or table 
rock, drab and bare, with a twilight sky deepening into a 
starless evening. This setting, restrainedly worked up in blue- 
grays and blue-blacks, was not the first thing to catch the 
eye, however. The front of the picture was filled with lively 
dancing creatures, as pink, plump and naked as cherubs and 
as patently evil as the meditations of Satan in his rare idle 
moments. 
 
I counted those dancers. There were twelve of them, ranged 
in a half-circle, and they were cavorting in evident glee  

around a central object—a prone cross, which appeared to 
be made of two stout logs with some of the bark still upon 
them. To this cross a pair of the pink things—that makes 
fourteen—kneeling and swinging blocky-looking hammers or 
mauls, spiked a human figure. 
 
I say human when I speak of that figure, and I withhold the 
word in describing the dancers and their hammer-wielding 
fellows. There is a reason. The supine victim on the cross 
was a beautifully represented male body, as clear and 
anatomically correct as an illustration in a surgical textbook. 
The head was writhed around, as if in pain, and I could not 
see the face or its expression; but in the tortured tenseness 
of the muscles, in the slaty white sheen of the skin with 
jagged streaks of vivid gore upon it, agonized nature was 
plain and doubly plain. I could almost see the painted limbs 
writhe against the transfixing nails. 
 
By the same token, the dancers and hammerers were so 
dynamically done as to seem half in motion before my eyes. 
So much for the sound skill of the painter. Yet, where the 
crucified prisoner was all clarity, these others were all fog. No 
lines, no angles, no muscles—their features could not be 
seen or sensed. I was not even sure if they had hair or not. It 
was as if each was picked out with a ray of light in that 
surrounding dusk, light that revealed and yet shimmered 
indistinctly; light, too, that had absolutely nothing of comfort 
or honesty in it. 
 
“Hold on, there!” came a sharp challenge from the stairs 
behind and below me. “What are you doing? And what’s that 
picture doing?” 
 
I started so that I almost lost my footing and fell upon the 
speaker—one of the Museum guards. He was a slight old 
fellow and his thin hair was gray, but he advanced upon me 
with all the righteous, angry pluck of a beefy policeman. His 
attitude surprised and nettled me. 
 



“I was going to ask somebody that same question,” I told him 
as austerely as I could manage. “What about this picture? I 
thought there was a Böcklin hanging here.” 
 
The guard relaxed his forbidding attitude at first sound of my 
voice. “Oh, I beg your pardon, sir. I thought you were 
somebody else—the man who brought that thing.” He 
nodded at the picture, and the hostile glare came back into 
his eyes. “It so happened that he talked to me first, then to 
the curator. Said it was art—great art—and the Museum 
must have it.” He lifted his shoulders, in a shrug or a 
shudder. “Personally, I think it’s plain beastly.” 
 
So it was, I grew aware as I looked at it again. “And the 
Museum has accepted it at last?” I prompted. 
 
He shook his head. “Oh, no, sir. An hour ago he was at the 
back door, with that nasty daub there under his arm. I heard 
part of the argument. He got insulting, and he was told to 
clear out and take his picture with him. But he must have got 
in here somehow, and hung it himself.” Walking close to the 
painting, as gingerly as though he expected the pink dancers 
to leap out at him, he pointed to the lower edge of the frame. 
“If it was a real Museum piece, we’d have a plate right there, 
with the name of the painter and the title.” 
 
I, too, came close. There was no plate, just as the guard had 
said. But in the lower left-hand corner of the canvas were 
sprawling capitals, pale paint on the dark, spelling out the 
word GOLGOTHA. Beneath these, in small, barely readable 
script: 
 
I sold my soul that I might paint a living picture. 
 
No signature or other clue to the artist’s identity. 
 
The guard had discovered a great framed rectangle against 
the wall to one side. “Here’s the picture he took down,” he 
informed me, highly relieved. “Help me put it back, will you, 
sir? And do you suppose,” here he grew almost wistful, “that 
we could get rid of this other thing before someone finds I let 
the crazy fool slip past me?” 

I took one edge of The Isle of the Dead and lifted it to help 
him hang it once more. 
 
“Tell you what,” I offered on sudden impulse; “I’ll take this 
Golgotha piece home with me, if you like.” 
 
“Would you do that?” he almost yelled out in his joy at the 
suggestion. “Would you, to oblige me?” 
 
“To oblige myself,” I returned. “I need another picture at my 
place.” 
 
And the upshot of it was, he smuggled me and the unwanted 
painting out of the Museum. Never mind how. I have done 
quite enough as it is to jeopardize his job and my own 
welcome up there. 
 
It was not until I had paid off my taxi and lugged the unwieldy 
parallelogram of canvas and wood upstairs to my bachelor 
apartment that I bothered to wonder if it might be valuable. I 
never did find out, but from the first I was deeply impressed. 
 
Hung over my own fireplace, it looked as large and living as 
a scene glimpsed through a window or, perhaps, on a stage 
in a theater. The capering pink bodies caught new lights from 
my lamp, lights that glossed and intensified their shape and 
color but did not reveal any new details. I pored once more 
over the cryptic legend: I sold my soul that I might paint a 
living picture. 
 
A living picture—was it that? I could not answer. For all my 
honest delight in such things, I cannot be called expert or 
even knowing as regards art. Did I even like the Golgotha 
painting? I could not be sure of that, either. And the rest of 
the inscription, about selling a soul; I was considerably 
intrigued by that, and let my thoughts ramble on the subject 
of Satanist complexes and the vagaries of half-crazy 
painters. As I read, that evening, I glanced up again and 
again at my new possession. Sometimes it seemed 
ridiculous, sometimes sinister. Shortly after midnight I rose, 
gazed once more, and then turned out the parlor lamp. For a 
moment, or so it seemed, I could see those dancers, so 
many dim-pink silhouettes in the sudden darkness. I went to 
the kitchen for a bit of whisky and water, and thence to my 
bedroom. 



I had dreams. In them I was a boy again, and my mother and 
sister were leaving the house to go to a theater where—think 
of it!—Richard Mansfield would play Beau Brummell. I, the 
youngest, was told to stay at home and mind the 
troublesome furnace. I wept copiously in my disappointed 
loneliness, and then Mansfield himself stalked in, in full 
Brummell regalia. He laughed goldenly and stretched out his 
hand in warm greeting. I, the lad of my dreams, put out my 
own hand, then was frightened when he would not loosen his 
grasp. I tugged, and he laughed again. The gold of his 
laughter turned suddenly hard, cold. I tugged with all my 
strength, and woke. 
 
In my first half-moment of wakefulness I was aware that the 
room was filled with the pink dancers of the picture, in 
nimble, fierce-happy motion. They were man-size, too, or 
nearly so, visible in the dark with the dim radiance of fox-fire. 
On the small scale of the painting they had seemed no more 
than babyishly plump; now they were gross, like huge erect 
toads. And, as I awakened fully, they were closing in, a 
menacing ring of them, around my bed. One stood at my 
right side, and its grip, clumsy and rubbery-hard like that of a 
monkey, was closed upon my arm. 
 
I saw and sensed all this, as I say, in a single moment. With 
the sensing came the realization of peril, so great that I did 
not stop to wonder at the uncanniness of my visitors. I tried 
frantically to jerk loose. For the moment I did not succeed 
and as I thrashed about, throwing my body nearly across the 
bed, a second dancer dashed in from the left. It seized and 
clamped my other arm. I felt, rather than heard, a wave of 
soft, wordless merriment from them all. My heart and sinews 
seemed to fail, and briefly I lay still in a daze of horror, 
pinned down crucifix-fashion between my two captors. 
 
Was that a hammer raised above me as I sprawled? 
 
There rushed and swelled into me the sudden startled 
strength that sometimes favors the desperate. I screamed 
like any wild thing caught in a trap, rolled somehow out of 
bed and to my feet. One of the beings I shook off and the 
other I dashed against the bureau. Freed, I made for the 
bedroom door and the front of the apartment, stumbling and 
staggering on fear-weakened legs. 

One of the dim-shining pink things barred my way at the very 
threshold, and the others were closing in behind, as if for a 
sudden rush. I flung my right fist with all my strength and 
weight. The being bobbed back unresistingly before my 
smash, like a rubber toy floating through water. I plunged 
past, reached the entry and fumbled for the knob of the outer 
door. 
 
They were all about me then, their rubbery palms fumbling at 
my shoulders, my elbows, my pajama jacket. They would 
have dragged me down before I could negotiate the lock. A 
racking shudder possessed me and seemed to flick them 
clear. Then I stumbled against a stand, and purely by good 
luck my hand fell upon a bamboo walking-stick. I yelled 
again, in truly hysterical fierceness, and laid about me as 
with a whip. My blows did little or no damage to those 
unearthly assailants, but they shrank back, teetering and 
dancing, to a safe distance. Again I had the sense that they 
were laughing, mocking. For the moment I had beaten them 
off, but they were sure of me in the end. Just then my 
groping free hand pressed a switch. The entry sprang into 
light. 
 
On the instant they were not there. 
 
Somebody was knocking outside, and with trembling fingers I 
turned the knob of the door. In came a tall, slender girl with a 
blue lounging-robe caught hurriedly around her. Her bright 
hair was disordered as though she had just sprung from her 
bed. 
 
“Is someone sick?” she asked in a breathless voice. “I live 
down the hall—I heard cries.” Her round blue eyes were 
studying my face, which must have been ghastly pale. “You 
see, I’m a trained nurse, and perhaps——” 
 
“Thank God you did come!” I broke in, unceremoniously but 
honestly, and went before her to turn on every lamp in the 
parlor. 
 
It was she who, without guidance, searched out my whisky 
and siphon and mixed for me a highball of grateful strength. 
My teeth rang nervously on the edge of the glass as I gulped 
it down. After that I got my own robe—a becoming one, with 
satin facings—and sat with her on the divan to tell of my 



painting of the dancers, then back at me. Her eyes, like two 
chips of the April sky, were full of concern and she held her 
rosy lower lip between her teeth. I thought that she was 
wonderfully pretty. 
 
“What a perfectly terrible nightmare!” she said. 
 
“It was no nightmare,” I protested. 
 
She smiled and argued the point, telling me all manner of 
comforting things about mental associations and their 
reflections in vivid dreams. 
 
To clinch her point she turned to the painting. 
 
“This line about a ‘living picture’ is the peg on which your 
slumbering mind hung the whole fabric,” she suggested, her 
slender fingertip touching the painted scribble. “Your very 
literal subconscious self didn’t understand that the artist 
meant his picture would live only figuratively.” 
 
“Are you sure that’s what the artist meant?” I asked, but 
finally I let her convince me. One can imagine how badly I 
wanted to be convinced. 
 
She mixed me another highball, and a short one for herself. 
Over it she told me her name—Miss Dolby—and finally she 
left me with a last comforting assurance. But, nightmare or 
no, I did not sleep again that night. I sat in the parlor among 
the lamps, smoking and dipping into book after book. 
Countless times I felt my gaze drawn back to the painting 
over the fireplace, with the cross and the nail-pierced wretch 
and the shimmering pink dancers. 
 
After the rising sun had filled the apartment with its honest 
light and cheer I felt considerably calmer. I slept all morning, 
and in the afternoon was disposed to agree with Miss Dolby 
that the whole business had been a bad dream, nothing 
more. Dressing, I went down the hall, knocked on her door 
and invited her to dinner with me. 
 
It was a good dinner. Afterward we went to an amusing 
motion picture, with Charles Butterworth in it as I remember. 
After bidding her good-night, I went to my own place. 
Undressed and in bed, I lay awake. My late morning slumber 

made my eyes slow to close. Thus it was that I heard the 
faint shuffle of feet and, sitting up against my pillows, saw the 
glowing silhouettes of the Golgotha dancers. Alive and 
magnified, they were creeping into my bedroom. 
 
I did not hesitate or shrink this time. I sprang up, tense and 
defiant. 
 
“No, you don’t!” I yelled at them. As they seemed to hesitate 
before the impact of my wild voice, I charged frantically. For 
a moment I scattered them and got through the bedroom 
door, as on the previous night. There was another shindy in 
the entry; this time they all got hold of me, like a pack of 
hounds, and wrestled me back against the wall. I writhe even 
now when I think of the unearthly hardness of their little 
gripping paws. Two on each arm were spread-eagling me 
upon the plaster. The cruciform position again! 
 
I swore, yelled and kicked. One of them was in the way of my 
foot. He floated back, unhurt. That was their strength and 
horror—their ability to go flabby and non-resistant under 
smashing, flattening blows. Something tickled my palm, 
pricked it. The point of a spike…. 
 
“Miss Dolby!” I shrieked, as a child might call for its mother. 
“Help! Miss D——” 
 
The door flew open; I must not have locked it. “Here I am,” 
came her unafraid reply. 
 
She was outlined against the rectangle of light from the hall. 
My assailants let go of me to dance toward her. She gasped 
but did not scream. I staggered along the wall, touched a 
light-switch, and the parlor just beyond us flared into visibility. 
Miss Dolby and I ran in to the lamp, rallying there as stone- 
age folk must have rallied at their fire to face the monsters of 
the night. I looked at her; she was still fully dressed, as I had 
left her, apparently had been sitting up. Her rouge made flat 
patches on her pale cheeks, but her eyes were level. 
 
This time the dancers did not retreat or vanish; they lurked in 
the comparative gloom of the entry, jigging and trembling as 
if mustering their powers and resolutions for another rush at 
us. 
 



“You see,” I chattered out to her, “it wasn’t a nightmare.” 
 
She spoke, not in reply, but as if to herself. “They have no 
faces,” she whispered. “No faces!” In the half-light that was 
diffused upon them from our lamp they presented the 
featurelessness of so many huge gingerbread boys, covered 
with pink icing. One of them, some kind of leader, pressed 
forward within the circle of the light. It daunted him a bit. He 
hesitated, but did not retreat. 
 
From my center table Miss Dolby had picked up a bright 
paper-cutter. She poised it with the assurance of one who 
knows how to handle cutting instruments. 
 
“When they come,” she said steadily, “let’s stand close 
together. We’ll be harder to drag down that way.” 
 
I wanted to shout my admiration of her fearless front toward 
the dreadful beings, my thankfulness for her quick run to my 
rescue. All I could mumble was, “You’re mighty brave.” 
 
She turned for a moment to look at the picture above my 
dying fire. My eyes followed hers. I think I expected to see a 
blank canvas—find that the painted dancers had vanished 
from it and had grown into the living ones. But they were still 
in the picture, and the cross and the victim were there, too. 
Miss Dolby read aloud the inscription: 
 
“A living picture … The artist knew what he was talking 
about, after all.” 
 
“Couldn’t a living picture be killed?” I wondered. 
 
It sounded uncertain, and a childish quibble to boot, but Miss 
Dolby exclaimed triumphantly, as at an inspiration. 
 
“Killed? Yes!” she shouted. She sprang at the picture, darting 
out with the paper-cutter. The point ripped into one of the 
central figures in the dancing semicircle. 
 
All the crowd in the entry seemed to give a concerted throb, 
as of startled protest. I swung, heart racing, to front them 
again. What had happened? Something had changed, I saw. 
The intrepid leader had vanished. No, he had not drawn back 
into the group. He had vanished. 

Miss Dolby, too, had seen. She struck again, gashed the 
painted representation of another dancer. And this time the 
vanishing happened before my eyes, a creature at the rear of 
the group went out of existence as suddenly and completely 
as though a light had blinked out. 
 
The others, driven by their danger, rushed. 
 
I met them, feet planted. I tried to embrace them all at once, 
went over backward under them. I struck, wrenched, tore. I 
think I even bit something grisly and bloodless, like fungoid 
tissue, but I refuse to remember for certain. One or two of the 
forms struggled past me and grappled Miss Dolby. I 
struggled to my feet and pulled them back from her. There 
were not so many swarming after me now. I fought hard 
before they got me down again. And Miss Dolby kept tearing 
and stabbing at the canvas—again, again. Clutches melted 
from my throat, my arms. There were only two dancers left. I 
flung them back and rose. Only one left. Then none. 
 
They were gone, gone into nowhere. 
 
“That did it,” said Miss Dolby breathlessly. 
 
She had pulled the picture down. It was only a frame now, 
with ragged ribbons of canvas dangling from it. I snatched it 
out of her hands and threw it upon the coals of the fire. 
 
“Look,” I urged her joyfully. “It’s burning! That’s the end. Do 
you see?” 
 
“Yes, I see,” she answered slowly. “Some fiend-ridden artist 
—his evil genius brought it to life.” 
 
“The inscription is the literal truth, then?” I supplied. 
 
“Truth no more.” She bent to watch the burning. “As the 
painted figures were destroyed, their incarnations faded.” 
 
We said nothing further, but sat down together and gazed as 
the flames ate the last thread of fabric, the last splinter of 
wood. Finally we looked up again and smiled at each other. 
 
All at once I knew that I loved her. 



The Golgothan Dancers
Minor creatures, released from Hell for a foolish soul. Their relatively powerlessness and lack of physical detail are in deliberate 
mockery of the artist who sacrificed everything to give his painting life. 
 
Order: Tempters 
Infernal Might: 5 {Corpus) 
Characteristics: Int 0, Per 0, Pre n/a, Com 0, Str 0, Sta 3, Dex -1, Qik 3 
Size: 0 
Virtues and Flaws: Tough, Weak-willed 
Confidence Score: 1 (3) 
Personality Traits: Enjoys Torture +3, Hateful +3. 
Reputations: Tempter 1 (Infernal) 
Combat: 
Brawl: Initiative +3, Attack +3, Defense +3, Damage +0 
Mallets: Initiative +4, Attack +6, Defense +4, Damage +5. 
Soak: +6. The dancers are composed of a pulpy, rubbery substance, vaguely fungal to the touch. 
Fatigue Levels: Do not to suffer fatigue 
Wound Penalties: –1 (1–5), –3 (6–10), –5 (11–15), Incapacitated (16–20), Dead (21+) 
Abilities: Awareness 4 (victims), Brawl 6 (grapple) 
Powers: 
Envisioning, 1 point, Init  0, Mentem: For 1 point, allows the demon to enter and twist dreams. If used to terrify, the victim can 
ignore it with a Brave Personality trait roll against an Ease factor of 9 or more. Failure to resist leads to a profound physical 
reaction, like a seizure. 
Coagulation, 0 points, Init 0, Corpus: The creature can manifest a fleshy manikin which it uses for a body. The body is agile, and 
quiet, but has clumsy hands. 
Weakness: The Dancers can only manifest near the “living painting” for which the artist sold his soul. 
Vis: 14 pawn of Corpus, in the shreds of the painting.  (Requires the defeat of all 14 dancers) 
Appearance: The Dancers are rubbery, crude shapes, released from Hell to mock the artist who gave his soul for their release. 
They are among the weakest of their kind, and yet their method of predation makes them dangerous. The dancers prefer to 
ambush sleeping victims, or grapple as a trained group. A human rendered defenceless is tortured to death in mockery of the 
crucifixion. At least two of the dancers carry mallets to drive nails into the victim, but these two do not appear to have a leadership 
role. 



Dunsany:  
Death and the Orange 

Two dark young men in a foreign southern land sat at a 
restaurant table with one woman. 
 
And on the woman’s plate was a small orange which had an 
evil laughter in its heart. 
 
And both of the men would be looking at the woman all the 
time, and they ate little and they drank much. 
 
And the woman was smiling equally at each. 
 
Then the small orange that had the laughter in its heart rolled 
slowly off the plate on to the floor. And the dark young men 
both sought for it at once, and they met suddenly beneath 
the table, and soon they were speaking swift words to one 
another, and a horror and an impotence came over the 
Reason of each as she sat helpless at the back of the mind, 
and the heart of the orange laughed and the woman went on 
smiling; and Death, who was sitting at another table, tête-à- 
tête with an old man, rose and came over to listen to the 
quarrel. 



The Least of the Furies
Order: Furies 
Infernal Might: 5 {Mentem) 
Characteristics: Int 0, Per 0, Pre +1, Com 0, Str 0, Sta 0, Dex 0, Qik 0 
Size: -5 or larger. The Least of the Furies often takes the shape of a jewel, but in thi story it is an orange. 
Virtues and Flaws: Watchful +4, Self-controlled -6. 
Confidence Score: 1 (3) 
Personality Traits: Enjoys suffering +3 
Reputations: Tiny Fury 1 (Infernal) 
Combat: Incapable of combat: may use powers to make humans fight. 
Soak: Based on form. 
Fatigue Levels: Does not to suffer fatigue 
Wound Penalties: As per form: usually Dead (1+) 
Abilities: Awareness 6 (victims), Folk Lore (victims) 6. 
Powers: 
Coagulation, 0 points, Init 0, Corpus: The creature can take the shape of a small object. It often eats a pre-existing thing as it 
forms, so that it replaces a known object. Note that it cannot replace object that are touched by the Divine. This includes gifts of 
True Love, the physical embodiment of sacraments, the containers of relics, and holy symbols. 
Envisioning, 1 point, Init  0, Mentem: For 1 point, allows the demon to enter and twist dreams. This is used to stoke the passions 
of humans being goaded to murder. 
Obsession: 1-3 points, Init -5, Mentem: May force characters to make Personality Trait rolls to resist a temporary trait, Impulsive, 
which has a score equal to the Might points spent.. If the roll is successful, the trait vanishes. If it fails, they gain the trait 
permanently at +1, although they can remove it by the usual means of reducing traits. 
Waxing Tide of Humors: 3 points, Init +6, Mentem. This power causes passion to overcome sense. A character can resist this 
effect with a roll against an Ease Factor of 9, modified by Traits like Calm. 
Beserk: 0 points, 0 Init. As a Fury, the creature can ignore Wound penalties, except on Defense totals. That being said, its bodies 
are so weak that the power is generally useless. 
Weakness: The Fury’s victims are a narrow slice of society. 
Vis: 1 pawn, Mentem. 
Appearance: Any small object. 



The room in the tower
It is probable that everybody who is at all a constant dreamer has had at least one experience of an event or a sequence of 
circumstances which have come to his mind in sleep being subsequently realized in the material world. But, in my opinion, so 
far from this being a strange thing, it would be far odder if this fulfilment did not occasionally happen, since our dreams are, as a 
rule, concerned with people whom we know and places with which we are familiar, such as might very naturally occur in the 
awake and daylit world. True, these dreams are often broken into by some absurd and fantastic incident, which puts them out of 
court in regard to their subsequent fulfilment, but on the mere calculation of chances, it does not appear in the least unlikely that 
a dream imagined by anyone who dreams constantly should occasionally come true. Not long ago, for instance, I experienced 
such a fulfilment of a dream which seems to me in no way remarkable and to have no kind of psychical significance. The 
manner of it was as follows. 
 
A certain friend of mine, living abroad, is amiable enough to write to me about once in a fortnight. Thus, when fourteen days or 
thereabouts have elapsed since I last heard from him, my mind, probably, either consciously or subconsciously, is expectant of 
a letter from him. One night last week I dreamed that as I was going upstairs to dress for dinner I heard, as I often heard, the 
sound of the postman’s knock on my front door, and diverted my direction downstairs instead. There, among other 
correspondence, was a letter from him. Thereafter the fantastic entered, for on opening it I found inside the ace of diamonds, 
and scribbled across it in his well-known handwriting, “I am sending you this for safe custody, as you know it is running an 
unreasonable risk to keep aces in Italy.” The next evening I was just preparing to go upstairs to dress when I heard the 
postman’s knock, and did precisely as I had done in my dream. There, among other letters, was one from my friend. Only it did 
not contain the ace of diamonds. Had it done so, I should have attached more weight to the matter, which, as it stands, seems 
to me a perfectly ordinary coincidence. No doubt I consciously or subconsciously expected a letter from him, and this 
suggested to me my dream. Similarly, the fact that my friend had not written to me for a fortnight suggested to him that he 
should do so. But occasionally it is not so easy to find such an explanation, and for the following story I can find no explanation 
at all. It came out of the dark, and into the dark it has gone again. 
 
All my life I have been a habitual dreamer: the nights are few, that is to say, when I do not find on awaking in the morning that 
some mental experience has been mine, and sometimes, all night long, apparently, a series of the most dazzling adventures 
befall me. Almost without exception these adventures are pleasant, though often merely trivial. It is of an exception that I am 
going to speak. 
 
It was when I was about sixteen that a certain dream first came to me, and this is how it befell. It opened with my being set 
down at the door of a big red-brick house, where, I understood, I was going to stay. The servant who opened the door told me 
that tea was being served in the garden, and led me through a low dark-panelled hall, with a large open fireplace, on to a 
cheerful green lawn set round with flower beds. There were grouped about the tea-table a small party of people, but they were 
all strangers to me except one, who was a schoolfellow called Jack Stone, clearly the son of the house, and he introduced me 
to his mother and father and a couple of sisters. I was, I remember, somewhat astonished to find myself here, for the boy in 
question was scarcely known to me, and I rather disliked what I knew of him; moreover, he had left school nearly a year before. 
The afternoon was very hot, and an intolerable oppression reigned. On the far side of the lawn ran a red-brick wall, with an iron 
gate in its center, outside which stood a walnut tree. We sat in the shadow of the house opposite a row of long windows, inside 
which I could see a table with cloth laid, glimmering with glass and silver. This garden front of the house was very long, and at 
one end of it stood a tower of three stories, which looked to me much older than the rest of the building. 



Before long, Mrs. Stone, who, like the rest of the party, had sat in absolute silence, said to me, “Jack will show you your room: I 
have given you the room in the tower.” 
 
Quite inexplicably my heart sank at her words. I felt as if I had known that I should have the room in the tower, and that it 
contained something dreadful and significant. Jack instantly got up, and I understood that I had to follow him. In silence we 
passed through the hall, and mounted a great oak staircase with many corners, and arrived at a small landing with two doors 
set in it. He pushed one of these open for me to enter, and without coming in himself, closed it after me. Then I knew that my 
conjecture had been right: there was something awful in the room, and with the terror of nightmare growing swiftly and 
enveloping me, I awoke in a spasm of terror. 
 
Now that dream or variations on it occurred to me intermittently for fifteen years. Most often it came in exactly this form, the 
arrival, the tea laid out on the lawn, the deadly silence succeeded by that one deadly sentence, the mounting with Jack Stone 
up to the room in the tower where horror dwelt, and it always came to a close in the nightmare of terror at that which was in the 
room, though I never saw what it was. At other times I experienced variations on this same theme. Occasionally, for instance, 
we would be sitting at dinner in the dining-room, into the windows of which I had looked on the first night when the dream of this 
house visited me, but wherever we were, there was the same silence, the same sense of dreadful oppression and foreboding. 
And the silence I knew would always be broken by Mrs. Stone saying to me, “Jack will show you your room: I have given you 
the room in the tower.” Upon which (this was invariable) I had to follow him up the oak staircase with many corners, and enter 
the place that I dreaded more and more each time that I visited it in sleep. Or, again, I would find myself playing cards still in 
silence in a drawing-room lit with immense chandeliers, that gave a blinding illumination. What the game was I have no idea; 
what I remember, with a sense of miserable anticipation, was that soon Mrs. Stone would get up and say to me, “Jack will show 
you your room: I have given you the room in the tower.” This drawing-room where we played cards was next to the dining-room, 
and, as I have said, was always brilliantly illuminated, whereas the rest of the house was full of dusk and shadows. And yet, 
how often, in spite of those bouquets of lights, have I not pored over the cards that were dealt me, scarcely able for some 
reason to see them. Their designs, too, were strange: there were no red suits, but all were black, and among them there were 
certain cards which were black all over. I hated and dreaded those. 
 
As this dream continued to recur, I got to know the greater part of the house. There was a smoking-room beyond the drawing- 
room, at the end of a passage with a green baize door. It was always very dark there, and as often as I went there I passed 
somebody whom I could not see in the doorway coming out. Curious developments, too, took place in the characters that 
peopled the dream as might happen to living persons. Mrs. Stone, for instance, who, when I first saw her, had been black- 
haired, became gray, and instead of rising briskly, as she had done at first when she said, “Jack will show you your room: I 
have given you the room in the tower,” got up very feebly, as if the strength was leaving her limbs. Jack also grew up, and 
became a rather ill-looking young man, with a brown moustache, while one of the sisters ceased to appear, and I understood 
she was married. 
 
Then it so happened that I was not visited by this dream for six months or more, and I began to hope, in such inexplicable 
dread did I hold it, that it had passed away for good. But one night after this interval I again found myself being shown out onto 
the lawn for tea, and Mrs. Stone was not there, while the others were all dressed in black. At once I guessed the reason, and 
my heart leaped at the thought that perhaps this time I should not have to sleep in the room in the tower, and though we usually 
all sat in silence, on this occasion the sense of relief made me talk and laugh as I had never yet done. But even then matters 
were not altogether comfortable, for no one else spoke, but they all looked secretly at each other. And soon the foolish stream 
of my talk ran dry, and gradually an apprehension worse than anything I had previously known gained on me as the light slowly 
faded. 



Suddenly a voice which I knew well broke the stillness, the voice of Mrs. Stone, saying, “Jack will show you your room: I have 
given you the room in the tower.” It seemed to come from near the gate in the red-brick wall that bounded the lawn, and looking 
up, I saw that the grass outside was sown thick with gravestones. A curious greyish light shone from them, and I could read the 
lettering on the grave nearest me, and it was, “In evil memory of Julia Stone.” And as usual Jack got up, and again I followed 
him through the hall and up the staircase with many corners. On this occasion it was darker than usual, and when I passed into 
the room in the tower I could only just see the furniture, the position of which was already familiar to me. Also there was a 
dreadful odor of decay in the room, and I woke screaming. 
 
The dream, with such variations and developments as I have mentioned, went on at intervals for fifteen years. Sometimes I 
would dream it two or three nights in succession; once, as I have said, there was an intermission of six months, but taking a 
reasonable average, I should say that I dreamed it quite as often as once in a month. It had, as is plain, something of nightmare 
about it, since it always ended in the same appalling terror, which so far from getting less, seemed to me to gather fresh fear 
every time that I experienced it. There was, too, a strange and dreadful consistency about it. The characters in it, as I have 
mentioned, got regularly older, death and marriage visited this silent family, and I never in the dream, after Mrs. Stone had died, 
set eyes on her again. But it was always her voice that told me that the room in the tower was prepared for me, and whether we 
had tea out on the lawn, or the scene was laid in one of the rooms overlooking it, I could always see her gravestone standing 
just outside the iron gate. It was the same, too, with the married daughter; usually she was not present, but once or twice she 
returned again, in company with a man, whom I took to be her husband. He, too, like the rest of them, was always silent. But, 
owing to the constant repetition of the dream, I had ceased to attach, in my waking hours, any significance to it. I never met 
Jack Stone again during all those years, nor did I ever see a house that resembled this dark house of my dream. And then 
something happened. 
 
I had been in London in this year, up till the end of the July, and during the first week in August went down to stay with a friend 
in a house he had taken for the summer months, in the Ashdown Forest district of Sussex. I left London early, for John Clinton 
was to meet me at Forest Row Station, and we were going to spend the day golfing, and go to his house in the evening. He had 
his motor with him, and we set off, about five of the afternoon, after a thoroughly delightful day, for the drive, the distance being 
some ten miles. As it was still so early we did not have tea at the club house, but waited till we should get home. As we drove, 
the weather, which up till then had been, though hot, deliciously fresh, seemed to me to alter in quality, and become very 
stagnant and oppressive, and I felt that indefinable sense of ominous apprehension that I am accustomed to before thunder. 
John, however, did not share my views, attributing my loss of lightness to the fact that I had lost both my matches. Events 
proved, however, that I was right, though I do not think that the thunderstorm that broke that night was the sole cause of my 
depression. 
 
Our way lay through deep high-banked lanes, and before we had gone very far I fell asleep, and was only awakened by the 
stopping of the motor. And with a sudden thrill, partly of fear but chiefly of curiosity, I found myself standing in the doorway of 
my house of dream. We went, I half wondering whether or not I was dreaming still, through a low oak-panelled hall, and out 
onto the lawn, where tea was laid in the shadow of the house. It was set in flower beds, a red-brick wall, with a gate in it, 
bounded one side, and out beyond that was a space of rough grass with a walnut tree. The facade of the house was very long, 
and at one end stood a three-storied tower, markedly older than the rest. 
 
Here for the moment all resemblance to the repeated dream ceased. There was no silent and somehow terrible family, but a 
large assembly of exceedingly cheerful persons, all of whom were known to me. And in spite of the horror with which the dream 
itself had always filled me, I felt nothing of it now that the scene of it was thus reproduced before me. But I felt intensest 
curiosity as to what was going to happen. 
 



Tea pursued its cheerful course, and before long Mrs. Clinton got up. And at that moment I think I knew what she was going to 
say. She spoke to me, and what she said was: 
 
“Jack will show you your room: I have given you the room in the tower.” 
 
At that, for half a second, the horror of the dream took hold of me again. But it quickly passed, and again I felt nothing more 
than the most intense curiosity. It was not very long before it was amply satisfied. 
 
John turned to me. 
 
“Right up at the top of the house,” he said, “but I think you’ll be comfortable. We’re absolutely full up. Would you like to go and 
see it now? By Jove, I believe that you are right, and that we are going to have a thunderstorm. How dark it has become.” 
 
I got up and followed him. We passed through the hall, and up the perfectly familiar staircase. Then he opened the door, and I 
went in. And at that moment sheer unreasoning terror again possessed me. I did not know what I feared: I simply feared. Then 
like a sudden recollection, when one remembers a name which has long escaped the memory, I knew what I feared. I feared 
Mrs. Stone, whose grave with the sinister inscription, “In evil memory,” I had so often seen in my dream, just beyond the lawn 
which lay below my window. And then once more the fear passed so completely that I wondered what there was to fear, and I 
found myself, sober and quiet and sane, in the room in the tower, the name of which I had so often heard in my dream, and the 
scene of which was so familiar. 
 
I looked around it with a certain sense of proprietorship, and found that nothing had been changed from the dreaming nights in 
which I knew it so well. Just to the left of the door was the bed, lengthways along the wall, with the head of it in the angle. In a 
line with it was the fireplace and a small bookcase; opposite the door the outer wall was pierced by two lattice-paned windows, 
between which stood the dressing-table, while ranged along the fourth wall was the washing-stand and a big cupboard. My 
luggage had already been unpacked, for the furniture of dressing and undressing lay orderly on the wash-stand and toilet-table, 
while my dinner clothes were spread out on the coverlet of the bed. And then, with a sudden start of unexplained dismay, I saw 
that there were two rather conspicuous objects which I had not seen before in my dreams: one a life-sized oil painting of Mrs. 
Stone, the other a black-and-white sketch of Jack Stone, representing him as he had appeared to me only a week before in the 
last of the series of these repeated dreams, a rather secret and evil-looking man of about thirty. His picture hung between the 
windows, looking straight across the room to the other portrait, which hung at the side of the bed. At that I looked next, and as I 
looked I felt once more the horror of nightmare seize me. 
 
It represented Mrs. Stone as I had seen her last in my dreams: old and withered and white-haired. But in spite of the evident 
feebleness of body, a dreadful exuberance and vitality shone through the envelope of flesh, an exuberance wholly malign, a 
vitality that foamed and frothed with unimaginable evil. Evil beamed from the narrow, leering eyes; it laughed in the demon-like 
mouth. The whole face was instinct with some secret and appalling mirth; the hands, clasped together on the knee, seemed 
shaking with suppressed and nameless glee. Then I saw also that it was signed in the left-hand bottom corner, and wondering 
who the artist could be, I looked more closely, and read the inscription, “Julia Stone by Julia Stone.” 
 
There came a tap at the door, and John Clinton entered. 
 
“Got everything you want?” he asked. 
 
“Rather more than I want,” said I, pointing to the picture. 



He laughed. 
 
“Hard-featured old lady,” he said. “By herself, too, I remember. Anyhow she can’t have flattered herself much.” 
 
“But don’t you see?” said I. “It’s scarcely a human face at all. It’s the face of some witch, of some devil.” 
 
He looked at it more closely. 
 
“Yes; it isn’t very pleasant,” he said. “Scarcely a bedside manner, eh? Yes; I can imagine getting the nightmare if I went to sleep 
with that close by my bed. I’ll have it taken down if you like.” 
 
“I really wish you would,” I said. He rang the bell, and with the help of a servant we detached the picture and carried it out onto 
the landing, and put it with its face to the wall. 
 
“By Jove, the old lady is a weight,” said John, mopping his forehead. “I wonder if she had something on her mind.” 
 
The extraordinary weight of the picture had struck me too. I was about to reply, when I caught sight of my own hand. There was 
blood on it, in considerable quantities, covering the whole palm. 
 
“I’ve cut myself somehow,” said I. 
 
John gave a little startled exclamation. 
 
“Why, I have too,” he said. 
 
Simultaneously the footman took out his handkerchief and wiped his hand with it. I saw that there was blood also on his 
handkerchief. 
 
John and I went back into the tower room and washed the blood off; but neither on his hand nor on mine was there the slightest 
trace of a scratch or cut. It seemed to me that, having ascertained this, we both, by a sort of tacit consent, did not allude to it 
again. Something in my case had dimly occurred to me that I did not wish to think about. It was but a conjecture, but I fancied 
that I knew the same thing had occurred to him. 
 
The heat and oppression of the air, for the storm we had expected was still undischarged, increased very much after dinner, 
and for some time most of the party, among whom were John Clinton and myself, sat outside on the path bounding the lawn, 
where we had had tea. The night was absolutely dark, and no twinkle of star or moon ray could penetrate the pall of cloud that 
overset the sky. By degrees our assembly thinned, the women went up to bed, men dispersed to the smoking or billiard room, 
and by eleven o’clock my host and I were the only two left. All the evening I thought that he had something on his mind, and as 
soon as we were alone he spoke. 
 
“The man who helped us with the picture had blood on his hand, too, did you notice?” he said. 
 
“I asked him just now if he had cut himself, and he said he supposed he had, but that he could find no mark of it. Now where did 
that blood come from?” 



By dint of telling myself that I was not going to think about it, I had succeeded in not doing so, and I did not want, especially just 
at bedtime, to be reminded of it. 
 
“I don’t know,” said I, “and I don’t really care so long as the picture of Mrs. Stone is not by my bed.” 
 
He got up. 
 
“But it’s odd,” he said. “Ha! Now you’ll see another odd thing.” 
 
A dog of his, an Irish terrier by breed, had come out of the house as we talked. The door behind us into the hall was open, and 
a bright oblong of light shone across the lawn to the iron gate which led on to the rough grass outside, where the walnut tree 
stood. I saw that the dog had all his hackles up, bristling with rage and fright; his lips were curled back from his teeth, as if he 
was ready to spring at something, and he was growling to himself. He took not the slightest notice of his master or me, but 
stiffly and tensely walked across the grass to the iron gate. There he stood for a moment, looking through the bars and still 
growling. Then of a sudden his courage seemed to desert him: he gave one long howl, and scuttled back to the house with a 
curious crouching sort of movement. 
 
“He does that half-a-dozen times a day.” said John. “He sees something which he both hates and fears.” 
 
I walked to the gate and looked over it. Something was moving on the grass outside, and soon a sound which I could not 
instantly identify came to my ears. Then I remembered what it was: it was the purring of a cat. I lit a match, and saw the purrer, 
a big blue Persian, walking round and round in a little circle just outside the gate, stepping high and ecstatically, with tail carried 
aloft like a banner. Its eyes were bright and shining, and every now and then it put its head down and sniffed at the grass. 
 
I laughed. 
 
“The end of that mystery, I am afraid.” I said. “Here’s a large cat having Walpurgis night all alone.” 
 
“Yes, that’s Darius,” said John. “He spends half the day and all night there. But that’s not the end of the dog mystery, for Toby 
and he are the best of friends, but the beginning of the cat mystery. What’s the cat doing there? And why is Darius pleased, 
while Toby is terror-stricken?” 
 
At that moment I remembered the rather horrible detail of my dreams when I saw through the gate, just where the cat was now, 
the white tombstone with the sinister inscription. But before I could answer the rain began, as suddenly and heavily as if a tap 
had been turned on, and simultaneously the big cat squeezed through the bars of the gate, and came leaping across the lawn 
to the house for shelter. Then it sat in the doorway, looking out eagerly into the dark. It spat and struck at John with its paw, as 
he pushed it in, in order to close the door. 
 
Somehow, with the portrait of Julia Stone in the passage outside, the room in the tower had absolutely no alarm for me, and as 
I went to bed, feeling very sleepy and heavy, I had nothing more than interest for the curious incident about our bleeding hands, 
and the conduct of the cat and dog. The last thing I looked at before I put out my light was the square empty space by my bed 
where the portrait had been. Here the paper was of its original full tint of dark red: over the rest of the walls it had faded. Then I 
blew out my candle and instantly fell asleep. 
 
 



My awaking was equally instantaneous, and I sat bolt upright in bed under the impression that some bright light had been 
flashed in my face, though it was now absolutely pitch dark. I knew exactly where I was, in the room which I had dreaded in 
dreams, but no horror that I ever felt when asleep approached the fear that now invaded and froze my brain. Immediately after 
a peal of thunder crackled just above the house, but the probability that it was only a flash of lightning which awoke me gave no 
reassurance to my galloping heart. Something I knew was in the room with me, and instinctively I put out my right hand, which 
was nearest the wall, to keep it away. And my hand touched the edge of a picture-frame hanging close to me. 
 
I sprang out of bed, upsetting the small table that stood by it, and I heard my watch, candle, and matches clatter onto the floor. 
But for the moment there was no need of light, for a blinding flash leaped out of the clouds, and showed me that by my bed 
again hung the picture of Mrs. Stone. And instantly the room went into blackness again. But in that flash I saw another thing 
also, namely a figure that leaned over the end of my bed, watching me. It was dressed in some close-clinging white garment, 
spotted and stained with mold, and the face was that of the portrait. 
 
Overhead the thunder cracked and roared, and when it ceased and the deathly stillness succeeded, I heard the rustle of 
movement coming nearer me, and, more horrible yet, perceived an odor of corruption and decay. And then a hand was laid on 
the side of my neck, and close beside my ear I heard quick-taken, eager breathing. Yet I knew that this thing, though it could be 
perceived by touch, by smell, by eye and by ear, was still not of this earth, but something that had passed out of the body and 
had power to make itself manifest. Then a voice, already familiar to me, spoke. 
 
“I knew you would come to the room in the tower,” it said. “I have been long waiting for you. At last you have come. Tonight I 
shall feast; before long we will feast together.” 
 
And the quick breathing came closer to me; I could feel it on my neck. 
 
At that the terror, which I think had paralyzed me for the moment, gave way to the wild instinct of self-preservation. I hit wildly 
with both arms, kicking out at the same moment, and heard a little animal-squeal, and something soft dropped with a thud 
beside me. I took a couple of steps forward, nearly tripping up over whatever it was that lay there, and by the merest good-luck 
found the handle of the door. In another second I ran out on the landing, and had banged the door behind me. Almost at the 
same moment I heard a door open somewhere below, and John Clinton, candle in hand, came running upstairs. 
 
“What is it?” he said. “I sleep just below you, and heard a noise as if–Good heavens, there’s blood on your shoulder.” 
 
I stood there, so he told me afterwards, swaying from side to side, white as a sheet, with the mark on my shoulder as if a hand 
covered with blood had been laid there. 
 
“It’s in there,” I said, pointing. “She, you know. The portrait is in there, too, hanging up on the place we took it from.” 
 
At that he laughed. 
 
“My dear fellow, this is mere nightmare,” he said. 
 
He pushed by me, and opened the door, I standing there simply inert with terror, unable to stop him, unable to move. 
 
“Phew! What an awful smell,” he said. 



Then there was silence; he had passed out of my sight behind the open door. Next moment he came out again, as white as 
myself, and instantly shut it. 
 
“Yes, the portrait’s there,” he said, “and on the floor is a thing–a thing spotted with earth, like what they bury people in. Come 
away, quick, come away.” 
 
How I got downstairs I hardly know. An awful shuddering and nausea of the spirit rather than of the flesh had seized me, and 
more than once he had to place my feet upon the steps, while every now and then he cast glances of terror and apprehension 
up the stairs. But in time we came to his dressing-room on the floor below, and there I told him what I have here described. 
 
The sequel can be made short; indeed, some of my readers have perhaps already guessed what it was, if they remember that 
inexplicable affair of the churchyard at West Fawley, some eight years ago, where an attempt was made three times to bury the 
body of a certain woman who had committed suicide. On each occasion the coffin was found in the course of a few days again 
protruding from the ground. After the third attempt, in order that the thing should not be talked about, the body was buried 
elsewhere in unconsecrated ground. Where it was buried was just outside the iron gate of the garden belonging to the house 
where this woman had lived. She had committed suicide in a room at the top of the tower in that house. Her name was Julia 
Stone. 
 
Subsequently the body was again secretly dug up, and the coffin was found to be full of blood. 
 



Julia Stone
Order: Vessel of Iniquity (technically an infernal ghost) 
Infernal Might: 5 
Characteristics: Int 0, Per +1, Pre +3, Com 0, Str -2*, Sta -3 , Dex +3, Qik +3. 
*Julia regenerates when she feeds. This raises her Strength score by +1 for every minor wound inflicted, up to a maximum +1. 
The score returns to -2 at daybreak. 
Size: 0 
Virtues and Flaws: Many 
Confidence Score: 1 (3) 
Personality Traits: Bloodlust +5, Pride +3 
Reputations: Minor vampire +1 (Infernal) 
Combat: 
Bite: Initiative 0, Attack 0*, Defense -3*, Damage +3** 
* Julia had no combat training before her death, so she has a -3 penalty on her bite attack. It has been included in these 
statistics. 
** Julia regenerates when she feeds. This raises her Strength score, and her Damage bonus. 
Soak: -3 (bloated corpse) Julia regenerates when she feeds. This raises Julia’s Strength score, and her Soak bonus. 
Wound Penalties: –1 (1–5), –3 (6–10), –5 (11–15), Incapacitated (16-20), Dead (21+) 
Abilities:  All suitable for story, except that Julia had no combat training when she became a predatory revener, so her Abilities 
 are poor. She tries to compensate with ambush predation, but her Weakness counters that in some cases. 
Powers: 
Envisioning: 1 point, Init  0, Mentem: For 1 point, allows the demon to enter and twist dreams. If used to terrify, the victim can 
ignore it with a Brave Personality trait roll against an Ease factor of 9 or more. Failure to resist leads to a profound physical 
reaction, like a seizure. This allows Julia to freely attack the victim. It is not clear if the dreams the hero of this story has are this 
power, or his own Visions virtue priming him to make the Awareness check allowed by Julia’s Weakness (see below). 
Hide in the Tomb: 1 point, Init. 0, Corpus. Julia can step forth from her portrait, and use it as a portal to return to rest in her 
unhallowed grave. 
Obsession: 0 point, Init. 0, Mentem: Forces any character who touches her portrait to make a roll against her Bloodthirsty 
personality trait. If the roll is successful, the character is unharmed. If Julia wins, the character cuts a hand on her painting’s 
frame, without noticing they have done so, until later. This is a Minor Wound, and increases Julia’s Strength score. 
She Walks Again : 1 point, Init. -1, Corpus: Animates Julia’s corpse. As this is a supernatural power, the physical attacks of this 
demon, such as they are, can be deflected with Magic Resistance. 
Watch Over The Sleeper: 1 point, Init. 0, Herbam: Moves the portrait back to its room.  Note that characters can be tricked into 
touching her portrait repeatedly through the use of this power, suffering minor wounds each time via her unusual Obsession 
power. 
Weakness: Must speak to her victims before she attacks. This is a painful trick played on her by the demon that gave her this 
form of limited life. Generally she is so stealthy that even if a sleeping character makes a Perception + Awareness roll against an 
Ease Factor of 9 to wake, she still gets to attack with surprise, but it she would prefer to bite the defenceless. 
Vis: 1 pawn, shroud. 
Appearance: A bloated, shrouded corpse that has been soaked in rotting blood for months. 



Cornwall: Aratea and
the guardians of
Stellasper 

In the Scilly Isles there’s a missing covenant called 
Stellasper. We know of it only that it was a Criamon clutch, 
that its name suggests astrology, and that its people 
vanished together. To supplement the Cornish gazetter, that 
I produced earlier in the year, I’d like to consider how to 
expand the saga seeds within it. I’ve struck an idea for the 
guardians of the ruins of Stellasper. 
 
The Aratea are a series of poems, by an author called 
Aratus, in which he describes each of the constellations. 
 They were written in Greek, but translated into Latin by 
Cicero. In the Ninth Century they were collected and 
published, each being illustrated by an extract of Hyingus’s 
Astronomica, where the words had been shaped into a 
representation of the constellation. 
 
So, imagine monsters made of living, churning words: like 
Criamon tattoos come to life. Word-spirits which can eat 
language, and incorporate it. Creatures that can feed directly 
on spellcasting, by eating the spoken components. Creatures 
that are recharged by starlight. 
 
When the Criamon clutch fled the world, perhaps to the Hall 
of Heroes, they left these things behind. It’s not clear if they 
are Adulterations or the results of experiments intended to 
draw down Aspects of astral daemons. Will the player 
characters notice that one constellation is missing? It’s the 
largest, but who, when fighting the Dragon and Orion, would 
miss something so mundane as The Ship? 


