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INEXPLICABLE

By L . G . MOBERLY .

Illustrated by Dudley Tennant.

a HE hinges were rusty , the gate
swinging to behind me creaked
dismally , and as the latch
clicked into its socket with a
sharp clang I started . That
clanging sound drew from the
depths of my subconscious

self some old stories of prison doors and turn -
keys . And I actually glanced nervously over
my shoulder at the suburban road which
trailed to right and left of the gate I had just
entered , although anything
less calculated to inspire

nervous tremors than that
stretch of ordinary road

lined by ordinary houses
could not be imagined !
I had an order to view
119 , Glazebrook Terrace ,
in the very unromantic
suburb of Prillsbury , and
I was seeking a house in
that unromantic suburb
merely because it was a
healthy place within con

venient distance of the London station to
which my husband had to travel every
morning . The rent of the house was de-
cidedly low , if the house itself came up to
the flowery description of it given by the
house -agent ; but I had made up my mind
that this possibility was almost to

o

good

to b
e true . Nevertheless I confess I was

surprised b
y

the outside appearance o
f

the

houses in the terrace . They were solidly built ,

commodious -looking dwellings , and although
the scrap o

f

front garden belonging to No . 119
was in the last stages o

f neglect and weeds ,

and there was a generally unkempt air about
the whole place , still , I reflected , as I walked
up the grass -grown path , these faults could
soon be remedied . And it was simply absurd

to be obsessed by a feeling o
f traps o
r prison

bars just because the gate had creaked o
n

its hinges and then clanged

to with a sharpness which
gave me such a feeling o

f
finality .

The house -agent ' s clerk ,

who waited for me on the
steps with the key o

f

the
house , was as ordinary a

s

the rest o
f

the surroundings ,

and my unaccountable
attack o

f

nerves passed off
under the influence o

f

his

self -assured and cockney
accents . Like the generality

o
f

his profession , he was profuse in praises of

the house I had come to see , and I was fain

to confess that in this case the praise was not
undeserved . No . 119 was a very delightful
house , well arranged , well built , with a nice
piece o

f garden a
t

the back , and plenty o
f

accommodation .

But I only discovered it
s

merits after

:;' n 
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By L. G. MOBERLY. 

Illustrated by Dudley Tennant . . 

D
HE hinge~ were rusty, the gate 
swinging to behind me creaked 
dismally, and as the latch 
clicked into its socket with a 
sharp clang I started. That 
clanging sound drew from the 
depths of my subc•Jnscious 

self some old stories of prison doors and turn
keys. And I actually glanced nervously over 
my shoulder at the suburban road which 
trailed to right and left of the gate I had just 
entered, although anything 
less calculated to inspi re 
nervous tremors than that 
stretch of ordinary road 
lined by ordinary houses 
could not be imagined! 

I had an order to \·iew 
119, Glazebrook Terrace, 
in the ve r y unromant ic 
suburb of Prillsbury, and 
I was seeking a house in 
that unromantic sub u r b 
merely because it was a 
healthy place within con
venient distance of the London station to 
which my husband had to trave l e\·ery 
morning. .The rent of the house was de
cidedly low, if the house itself came up to 
the flowery description of it given by . the 
house-agent ; but I had made up my mind 
that this possibility was almost too good 
to be true. NeYertheless I confess I was 
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surpri sed by the outside appeara~ce .~f .. the 
houses in the terrace. They were solidly_ bµi lt, 
commodious-lonking dwellings, and altl}o.ugh 
the scrap of front garden belonging to ~ o·. 119 
was in the las t stages of neglect and weeds, 
and there was a generally unkempt aii: abnut 
the whole place, sti ll , I refle::ted , as I ,valked 
up the grass-grown path , these faults could 
soon be rr medied. And it was simply absurd 
to be obsessed by a feeling of traps or prison
bars just because the gate had creaked on 

its hinges and then clanged
to w:th a sharpness wh:rh 
ga\·e me such a feeling of 
finr.l itv. 

The, house-agent's clerk, 
who waited for me on the 
steps with the key of the 
house. was as ordinary as 
the re~t of tlle su rroundings, 
and my una cco unt ab,le 
P.ttack of ner\'eS passed off 
under the influence of his 
self - assured and cockney 
accents. Like the generali ty 

of his profession, he was profuse in praises of 
the house I had come to see, and I was fai n 
to confess that in this case the praise was not 
undeserved. No. r 19 was a very delightful 
house, well arranged, well built, with a nice 
piece of garden at the back, and plenty of 
accommodation. 

But I only discovered its merits after 
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literally wading through seas of dust , för never
in the whole course of my existence have I
seen any house so dusty as that house . Our
feet sank into a thick powder ; the windows

were grimy, the walls coated , there must have
been inches of dust upon every ledge capable
of holding a grain of anything .
" I wonder the house has been allowed to
get into this condition ," I remarked to my
guide when , having visited a

ll

the lower rooms ,

we stood in the big front bedroom ; “ it would
surely have paid to put a caretaker into the
place to keep it cleaned and aired . ”

“ We found it — ” he began , in h
is

self -

confident accents , and then he stopped short ,

and hi
s

very fair face flushed . “ Messrs . Dyron
did not consider it necessary , " he said , rather
hurriedly , and was then proceeding to explain

to me how expeditiously the establishment
could b

e put into liveable order , when my
eye was attracted to a small table standing
against the wall by the fireplace . It was
octagonal in shape , set on three twisted legs
just a small occasional table such a

s one may

see in any drawing -room . But the way in

which it was carved was entirely out of the
common , and I crossed the room to look a

t

it more closely , exclaiming as I did so , “ What

a perfectly lovely piece o
f carving ! Of course ,

this has been left here by mistake . ” And I

turned the table more to the window to let
the light fall 'upon it . The whole top was a

crust o
f

carved leaves and flowers , and in

each curve o
f

the octagon there was fashioned

a small alligator , his head pointing outwards ,

h
is tail meeting the tails o
f

the other crocodiles

in the centre ; and as the light fe
ll

full on the
scaly bodies they had an extraordinary look

o
f

life , and the little sinister heads with the
small evil eyes almost seemed to move . I

shuddered and drew away

from the table , and the voice

o
f

Messrs . Dyron ' s clerk
seemed to come to me from
quite a long way off .

“ The table goes with the
house , " I heard him say ;

“ it is really like a fixture , it

goes with thehouse . ” I don ' t

suppose h
e really said the

words very often , but in the
dimness that had temporarily descended upon

my brain I thought he went on repeating , like

a parrot -cry , “ It goes with the house . It goes
with the house . ” Then the dimness cleared
away , and I heard him say quietly , whilst it

struck me that his face was oddly white : -

“ I am afraid you are tired ,madam . ”

I passed my hand over my face . “ I don ' t

know , " I said . “ I think the house must b
e

stuffy . Just for a moment I felt quite faint ,

and there is such a queer smell in here , " I

added , becoming all at once conscious o
f
a

strange and penetrating odour I had not
before noticed . “ The drains ,

“ The drains were set in order before the
last tenant vacated the house , " my com
panion put in quickly . “ I have the sanitary
people ' s certificate about them . I fancy the
smell you notice is due to the place having

been shut up some time , and to the rankness

o
f

the creeper outside . ”

Well , what he said sounded reasonable , and
when he flung the window open the smell
disappeared ,and I recovered from mymomen
tary faintness . But Imade u

p my mind that ,

much a
s I liked the house , I would have every

drain carefully inspected again before I urged
Hugh to take it . As I was leaving the front
bedroom my mind went back to the carved
table .

“ Do you really mean to say the former
tenants wish to leave that beautiful thing ? ”

I asked . “ I suppose they are not going

to leave it for nothing ? ”

“ Oh , yes , ” the young man answered , airily ,

a
s
if exquisitely -carved tables were usually

bestowed b
y

outgoing upon incoming tenants ;

“ they have simply left it as - a
s
— well , as a

fixture , or as lumber — whichever way one
likes to look a

t
it . "

“ I should prefer to look o
n it as a fixture , ”

I said . “ I can only conclude that its owners

a
re most unusual people . Fancy parting with

such a
n artistic piece o
f

work ! Ifwe take the
house — and I am very much inclined to think
we shall — that table will not be left in a
bedroom . " The young man bowed acquies
cently and looked from me to the table with

a
n oddly sidelong glance .

Although my temporary
faintness had passed off ,

and after the window was
opened the queer smell in

the room had also vanished ,

I was not sorry to be out

side in the fresh air again ,

for that faintness had left
me oddly shaken . However ,

I forgot all about it long
before I reached home , and I was only anxious

to impress upon my husband the many charms
and conveniences o

f

119 , Glazebrook Terrace .

Themore I thought about the house the more
sure I was that it would suit us in every
particular , and by the end o

f

the evening I

had planned out all the rooms and fitted
our furniture into them . Hugh paid a

:;' n 
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liter~lly wading through seas of dust, f0r never 
in the whole course of my existence have I 
seen any house so dusty as that house. Our 
feet sank into a thick powder ;- the windows 
were grimy, the walls coated, there must have 
been inches of dust upon every ledge capable· 
of holding a grain of anything. 

" I wonder the house has been allowed to 
get into this condition," I remarked to my 
guide when, having visited all the lower rooms, 
we stood in the big front bedroom ; " it would 
surely have paid to put a caretaker into the 
place to keep it cleaned and aired." 

" We found it--" he began, in his self
confident accents, and then he stopped short, 
and his very fair face flushed . " Messrs. Dyron 
did not consider it nec~sary," he said, rather 
hurriedly·, and was then proceeding to explain 
to me how expeditiously the establishment 
nuld be put into li veable order, when my 
eye was attracted to a small table standing 
against the wall by the fireplace. It was 
octagonal in shape, set on three twisted legs
just a small occasional table such as one may 
see in any drawing-room. But the way in 
which it was carved was entirely out of the 
commof\, and I crossed the room to look at 
it. rribre·-closely, exclaiming as I did so, " What 
a: petfectly lovely piece of carving ! Of course, 
thls has . been_ left here by mistake." And I 
turned the 'table more to · the window to Jet 
the light •fall ' upon it. · The whole top was a 
crust of carved leaves and flowers, and in 
each curve of the octagon there was fashioned 
a small alligator, his head pointing outwards, 
his tail meeting the tails of tlle other crocodiles 
in the centre ; and as the light fell full on the 
scaly bodies they had an extraordinary look 
of life, and tlle little sinister heads with the 
small evil eyes almost seemed to move. I 
shuddered and drew away 
from the table, and the voice 
of Messrs. D:,,Ton's clerk 
seemed to come to me from 
quite a long way off. 

" 'I11e table goes with the 
house," I heard him say; 
" it is really like a fixture, it 
goes with the house." I don't 
suppose he really said the 
words very often, but in the 
dimness that had temporarily descended upon 
my brain I thought he went on repeating, like 
a parrot-cry," It goes with the house. It goes 
with the house." Then the dimness cleared 
away, and I heard him say quietly, whilst it 
struck me that his face was oddly white:-

" I am afraid you are tired, madam." 
I passed my hand over my face. " I don't 
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kn:)\v," I said. " I think the house must be 
stuffy. Just for a moment I felt quite faint, 
and there is such a queer smell in here," I 
added,- becoming all at once cons-cious of a 
strange and penetrating odour I had not 
before noticed. " The drains--" 

" The drains were set in order before the 
last tenant vacated the house," my com
panion put in quickly. " I have the sanitary 
people's certificate about "them. I fancy the 
smell you notice is due to the place having 
been shut up some time, and to the rankness 

, of the creeper outside." · 
Well , what he said sounded reasonable, an'd 

when he flung the window open the smell 
disappeared, and I recovered from my momen
tary faintness. But I made up my mind that, 
much as I liked he house, I would have every 
drain carefully inspected again before I urged 
Hugh to take it. As I was leaving the front 
bedroom my mind went back to the carved 
table. 

'' Do you really mean to say the former 
tenants wish to leave that beautiful thing? " 
I asked . " I suppose they are not going 
to leave it for nothing? " 

"Oh, yes," the young man answered, airily, 
as if exquisitely-carved tables were usually 
bestowed by outgoing upon incoming tenants; 
" they have simply left it as-as-well, as a 
fixture, or as lumber-whichever way orie 
likes to look at it." 

" I should prefer to look on it as a fixture," 
I said. " I can only conclude that its owners 
arc most unusual people. Fancy parting with 
such an artistic piece of work ! If we take the 
house- and I am very much inclined to think 
we shall-that table will not · be left in a 
bedroom." The young man bowed acquies
cently and looked from me to the table with 

an oddly sidelong glance. 
Although my temporary 

faintness had passed off, 
and after the window was 
opened the queer smell in 
the room had also vanished, 
I was not sorry to be out
side in the fresh ai r again, 
for that faintness had left 
me oddly shaken. However, 
I forgot all about it long 

before I reached home, and I was only anxious 
to impress upon my husband the many charms 
and con\·eniences of 119, Glazebrook Terrace. 
The more I thought about the house the more 
su re I was that it would suit us in every 
particular, and by the end of the evening I 
had planned out all the rooms and fitted 
our furniture into them. Hugh paid a 
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hurried visit to the house with me next day,
and shared my enthusiasm . The windows
were all open , there was no longer any strange
smell , the sun was shining on our eager plans
for the future ; we ignored the present air
of neglect and forlornness . And as for the
table ! My husband fell in love with it as
much as I had done, and marvelled , as I had
marvelled , how anyone in his senses could
leave such a fine piece of work behind .
“ So much the better for us ,” Hugh ex
claimed gaily , his fingers running over the
delicately -carved crust of flowers and leaves ,
and resting on the head of one of the alligators ,
a head fashioned with such skill that it

s

loathsome naturalness made one shudder .

" Good heavens , May , the things look so

life - like I could almost have sworn one of
them squirmed . ” And Hugh stood back from
the table , stared a

t
it with round eyes , and

then laughed . “ I shall be seeing rats and
snakes next , ” he said , and laughed again a

s

we left the room together . Before we left
the house that day we had definitely decided

to take it , supposing the drains were all they

should b
e

and the lease a satisfactory one ;

and in a very few weeks we were actually

able to move into our new abode . An expert
had declared the drains to be entirely above
reproach ; no terms could have been easier
than those of the lease ; in every direction
our way seemed to be smoothed for u

s , and
Hugh and I agreed that we were most lucky

to have got so wholly delightful a house with

so little difficulty o
r expense . We turned in

a
n army of workpeople , and b
y

the middle o
f

May the house was clean and fresh from attic

to basement , the garden had lost its neglected
appearance ; and when a

t

last we took up
our abɔde there o

n

a sunshiny afternoon ,

when the lilacs were in bloom and the thrushes
singing their loudest , we felt that we had come
there to stay , probably for the rest of our
natural lives .

“ That beautiful table is too good for a

bedroom , ” Hugh exclaimed , as we were
arranging the disposition o

f our furniture .

“ I ' ll cart it down to the drawing -room . ”

“ Yes — do , dear , " I answered absently ,my
thoughts busy over vital questions o

f

curtains
and carpets , “ and open the windows wide as

you pass — there is still a stuffy smell here . I

believe it is those shrubs outside , I shall
have them cut back more . ” But Hugh had
already picked u

p

the small table and
vanished with it through the door , and I

returned to my calculations , when a great

crash interrupted the current o
fmy thoughts

a crash and a sharp cry .

I rushed to the stairs , to see Hugh lying in

the hall , the table standing beside him
apparently uninjured . Iwas atmy husband ' s

side in a second ; he pulled himself u
p

with difficulty , but he could not get upon h
is

feet , and his face was drawn with pain .

“ Twisted 'my ankle o
r something , " he

said , trying to smile reassuringly ; " there
must have been a piece o

f

carpet loose .

Something seemed to slither between my feet ,

and I lost my balance . Good job I didn ' t

break my neck , ” he added , philosophically ,

“ and , anyhow , the table ' s al
l

right . "

Yes — the table was al
l right . The delicate

carving was unbroken , the alligators lay
there intact , grinning their sinister ,malicious
grin .

“ Beastly things , ” Hugh said , looking a
t

them with a queer little shiver , a
s I helped

him to hobble into the drawing -room . “ The
chap who carved them was a

n artist , if you
like . ”
Poor old Hugh ! He was laid u

p

for days
with that bad ankle , and it fretted him to se

e

me setting our house in order whilst he was
tied by the leg .

“ We certainly must have those shrubs cut
back , " he said to me the day after his fall ,

and he sniffed audibly ; “ there ' s a sort of

smell in here o
f decaying vegetation . I

dare say the shrubs have got a bit rank . Good
Lord , what ' s that ? ” and he pulled himself
upright o

n the couch , as from the small
alligator table in the window there came a

most prodigious crack . I confess I started
too , for ,accustomed a

s

one is to the cracking

o
f

furniture , the sound did really seem
gigantic to come from such a small object as
the table .

“ Very funny , ” Hugh said , eyeing the
delicate carving and the grinning heads with

a certain hostility . " I hate things that give
one the jumps , and it was such a funny sort

o
f

crack , too , ” he added , thoughtfully ; " more
like — more like — what on earth was it like ,

May ? Not exactly like the sound one
associates with cracking furniture . "

“ Not quite like anything I ever heard
before , " I answered . “ Perhaps the wood is

some peculiar kind to which we are not
accustomed . Now I know the table has tricks
and manners o

f that kind , it won ' t startle
me so much next time . "

I keep n
o diary , but I think it must have

been o
n
amorning two days later that I found

my usually neat cook in a strange state o
f

dishevelment when I went downstairs to

order dinner . My heart sank within me .

The untidy gown , tousled hair , the general
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hurried visit to the house with me next day, 
and shared my enthusiasm. The windows 
were all open, there was no longer any strange 
smell, the sun was shining on our eager plans 
for the· future ; we ignored the present air 
of neglect· and forlornness. And as for the 
table ! My husband fell in love with it as 
much as I had done, and marvelled, as I had 
marvelled, how anyone in his senses could 
leave such a fine piece of work behind. 

" So much the better for us," Hugh ex
claimed gaily, his fingers running over the 
delicately-carved crust of flowers and lea\·es, 
and resting on the head of one of the alligators, 
a head fashioned with such skill that its 
loathsome naturalness made one shudder. 

" Good heavens, .May, the things look so 
life-like I could almost have sworn one of 
them squirmed." And Hugh stood back from 
the table, stared at it with round eyes, and 
then laughed. " I shall be seeing rats and 
snakes next,'', he said, and laughed again as 
we left the room together. Before we left 
the house that day we had definitely decided 
to take it, supposing the drains were all they 
should be and the lease a satisfactory one ; 
and in a very few weeks we were actually 
able to move into our new abode. An expert 
had declared the drains to be entirely above 
reproach ; no terms could have been easier 
than those of the lease ; in every direction 
our way seemed to be smoothed for us, and 
Hugh and I agreed that we were most lucky 
to have got so wholly delightful a house with 
so little difficulty or expense. We turned in 
an army of workpe:>ple, and by the middle of 
May the house was clean and fresh from attic 
to basement, the garden had lost its neglected 
appearance ; and when at last we took up 
our ab:>de there on a sunshiny afternoon, 
when the lilacs were in bloom and the thrushes 
singing their loudest, we felt that we had c'lme 
there to stay, probably for the rest of our 
natural lives. 

" That beautiful table is too good for a 
bedroom," Hugh exclaimed, as we were 
arranging the disposition of our furniture. 
" I'll cart it down to the drawing-room." 

"Yes-<lo, dear," I answered absently, my 
thoughts busy over \ital questions of curtains 
and carpets, ·• and open the windows wide as 
you pass-there is still a stuffv smt'll here. I 
believe it is those shrubs ;,11tside-I shall 
have them cut back more." But Hugh had 
already picked up the small table and 
vanished with it through the door, and I 
returned to my calculations, when a great 
1 rash interrupted the current of my thoughts
a crash and n. ~h:~:p cry. 
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I rushed to the stairs, to see Hugh lying in 
the hall, the table standing beside him 
apparently uninjured. I was at my husband's 
side in a second ; he pulled himself up 
with difficulty, but he could not get upon his 
feet, and his face was drawn with pain. 

" Twisted • my ankle or something,'' he 
said, trying to smile reassuringly; " there 
must have been a piece of carpet loose. 
Something seemed to slither between my feet, 
and I lost my balance. Good job I didn't 
break my neck," he added, philosophically, 
"and, anyhow, the table's all right." 

Yes-the table was all right. The delicate 
caning was unbroken, the alligators lay 
there intact, grinning their sinister, malicious 
grin. . 

" Beastlv things," Hugh said, looking at 
them with' a queer little shiver, as I helped 
him to hobble into the drawing-room. •• ·1ne 
chap who carved them was an artist, if you 
like." 

Poor old Hugh ! He was laid up for days 
with that bad ankle, and it fretted him to st.-e 
me setting our house in order whilst he was 
tied by the leg. 

"We certainly must have those shrubs cut 
back," he said to me the day after his fall. 
and he sniffed audibly; " there's -a sort d 
smell in here of decaying vegetation. I 
dare say the shrubs have got a bit rank. Good 
Lord, what's that ? " and he pulled himself 
upright on the couch, as from the srru,Jl 
alligator table in the window there came a 
most prodigious crack. I confess I sturkd 
too, for, accustomed as one is to the cracking 
of furniture, the sound clid really seem 
gigantic to come from such a small object as 
the table. 

"Ve;·y funny,'' Hugh said, eyeing the 
delicate carving and the ,n-inning heads with 
a certain hostility. "I hate things that give 
one the jumps, and it was such a funny sort 
of crack, too," he added, thoughtfully; "more 
like-more like-what on earth was it likt>, 
May? Not exactly like the sound one 
associates with cracking furniture." 

" Not quite like anything I ever heard 
before," I answered. " Perhaps the wood is 
some peculiar kind to which we are not 
accustomed. · :Now I know the table has tricks 
and manners of that kind, it won't startle 
me so much next time." 

I keep no diary, but I think it must haw 
been on a morning two days later that I found 
my usually neat cook in a strange state of 
dishevelment when I went downstairs to 
order dinner. My heart sank within me. 
'The untidy gown, tousled hair, the general 
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air of having tumbled straight
out of bed into the kitchen
seemed to tell only one tale ,

and the horrible conviction
that my hitherto sober Maria
had been drinking became
something like a certainty when

she suddenly flung her apron

over her head and began to sob .
“ I'm sure I never had a
better missus ," she said , inco
herently , “ but there 's things
nobody can bear - nor ain 't meant to ." I
had no clue to her disjointed remarks ,
excepting the very obvious one that she
had been , if she was not at that moment,
royally drunk , and I said , sternly :
* Take your apron off your face, Maria ,
and explain yourself . I don 't know what
you are talking about .”
“ No—nor anyone else either ," she
responded , wildly . “ It isn 't right , not
in any decent house , nor such as flesh and
blood can stand . I'm sure I never had a
complaint to make before not since I was
in your service, but this — "
“ Oh , Maria , do stop talking nonsense

and tell me what you mean ! ” I broke
in , impatiently . “ What
on earth is thematter ? "
“ Matter enough ! ”
she said , with a quiver
in her voice ; and she

looked nervously over

her shoulder , as though
she expected to see
someone enter the door .
“ If I 'd been asleep

“ I RUSHED TO THE STAIRS , TO SEE HUGH LYING IN THE HALL , THE TABLE STANDING BESIDE
HIM APPARENTLY UNINJURED . '
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air of having tumbled straight 
out of bed into the kitchen 
seemed to tell only one tale, 
and the horrible conviction 
that my hitherto sober .Maria 
had been drinking became 
something 1 ike a certainty when 
she suddenly flung her apron 
oYer her head and began to sob. 

'' I'm sure I ne,·er had a 
better missu ," she said, inco
herently, " but there's things 

· INEXPLICABLE. 

nobody can bear-nor ain't meant to." I 
had no due to her disjointed remarks, 
excepting the very obvious one that she 
had been, if she was not at that moment, 
royally drunk, and I said, sternly :-

·• Take your apron off your face, .Maria, 
and explain your elf. I don't know what 
you are talking about." 

"No-nor anyone else either," she 
responded, wildly. "It isn't right, not 
in any decent house, nor such as flesh and 
blood can stand. I'm sure I never had a 
complaint to make before not since I was 
in your service, but this--" 

" Oh, faria, do stop talking nonsense 
and tell me what you mean ! " I broke 
in,impatiently. "What 
on earth is the matter? " 

" .Matter enough ! " 
she said, with a quiver 
in her voice ; and she 
looked nervously over 
her shoulder, as though 
she e x p e c t e d to ee 
someone enter the door. 
"If I'd been asleep 
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576 THE STRAND MAGAZINE .

H
I should say it was a nightmare after the
toasted cheese , but I was as wide awake as I
am now .”
“ But what happened ? ” I exclaimed . “ Do
tell me what you are talking about.”
“ I don 't know ," came the extraordinary
reply . “ If I knew what it was I could tell
you , but I don 't know no more than the babe
unborn ,” and she shuddered —a shudder that
was certainly one of genuine fear .
“ Maria ," I said , gravely , “ I don ' t like to
think - "

“ Oh , I haven 't been drinking , ma'am - if
that's what you were going to say, ” she
answered , quite civilly , and with that odd
glance over her shoulder again ; “ but I never
slept a wink after two , and I daren 't stir to
call anybody . I thought it might get me.”
“ What might get you ? ” A little chill
crept down my own spine on seeing the look
in her eyes.
“ I don 't know ," she repeated . “ I don 't
know what it was . Only - I lay there awake ,
and I heard the clock in the hall strike two ,

and then ” —she shrank closer to me and
shuddered oncemore — " then my door opened
- I always sleep with it ajar , but it opened
wide , and there came — there came
“ What ? ” I cried , when she paused
“ I don 't know what it was only I could
hear it kind of sliding across the floor - sliding
or pattering - there ! I can 't describe it , but
I heard it . And I didn 't dare light a candle
I just lay and shivered and shook whilst it
went across the floor .”
“ Maria , how absurd ! ” I said , though
something in her manner and in her realistic
description gave me once more a creeping

sensation in my spine . “ Probably the cat
got into your room .”

“ The cat ? ” Maria Aung back her head
and laughed hysterically . “ No cat slides
about like that. And there was a great flop ,
flop . Oh , I couldn 't stop here another night ,
not if you was to pay me twenty thousand
pounds ! ”

It took me an unreasonably long time to
argue Maria into common sense , and then
she only agreed to stay temporarily and on
condition that she might leave her present
room and share one with Jane , the housemaid .
“ And I wouldn ' t even do that if you and
the master hadn 't been so good to me," was
her final remark .

“ The woman 's dotty,” Hugh said , irritably ,
when I told him the story, " but she's a jolly
good cook , so freeze on to her , dotty or not .

But for Heaven 's sake tell al
l

the maids that

if we hear any more rubbish about sliding ,

pattering animals they ' ll al
l

get such a

rowing from me as they won ' t forget in a

hurry . ”

The incident gave me a feeling o
f perturba

tion — I do not know why - and it was a relief
when , that evening , Jack Wilding , an old
friend of Hugh ' s , turned u

p

to dinner . He
was a delightful person who had travelled all
over the world , and his fund o

f

knowledge ,

not to mention his stock o
f good stories , was

inexhaustible . At dinner he was in his best
vein , and I relegated cook and her terrors
into the background o

fmy mind ; and in the
drawing -room later I prepared to enjoy my
self . I sat down to work whilst the two men
smoked and chatted .

The windows were wide open . It was a

delicious May night , and the a
ir

that drifted

in brought with it the fragrance o
f

hawthorn
and wistaria and fresh -growing things , and I

sat enjoying it and giving half an ear to the
talk o

f

the two men , when a
ll

a
t

once the
drifting sweetness from without was tainted
by that same strange odour which we had once

o
r

twice noticed before . Was I right in think
ing it the smell o

f

decaying vegetation , or

was it not rather some indescribable smell to

which I could give no name ? As it drifted
across the room our guest suddenly sat bolt
upright in his chair , and a curious greyness
overspread his naturally bronzed complexion .

“ My God ! ” he said , “ what is that ? And
why does it smell the same — the same . "

His sentence trailed off into silence , and in the
intense stillness following his strange words

I heard a sound which , for some reason I could
not pretend to explain , gave me a feeling o

f

cold fear . I can only describe the sound a
s

like a far -away bellowing - not precisely the
bellowing o
f

cattle , but a more sinister ,more
horrible sound , pregnant with evil .

“ You hear it too ? ” Jack Wilding ques
tioned , under his breath , and as he rose from
his chair I saw that his face was ashen and
beads o

f sweat stood upon his forehead .

“ You hear it ? And the stench is here too !

Good God ! if I thought I should ever
have to cross that swamp again I should g

o

mad ! ” His words , his tone , his whole
appearance were so unlike our usually sane
and cheery friend that both Hugh and I

stared at him dumbfounded . And there was
no doubt that his emotion , to whatever cause

it was due , was entirely , even terribly ,

genuine .

“ What ' s u
p , ol
d

man ? " Hugh said , gently .

“ There is a most awfully queer smell in here ,

but it is
n ' t drains , and — ”

“ Drains ! ” Jack laughed a harsh laugh
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THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 

I should say it was a nightmare after the 
toasted cheese, but I was as wide awake as I 
am now." 

" But what happened ? " I exclaimed. " Do 
tell me what you are talking about." 

" I don't , know," came the extraordinary 
reply. " If I knew what it was I could tell 
you, but I don't know no more than the babe 
unborn," and she shuddered-a shudder that 
was certainly one of genuine fear. 

" Maria," I said, gravely, " I don't like to 
think--" 

" Oh, I haven't been drinking, ma'am-if 
that's what you were going to say," she 
answered, quite civilly, and with that odd 
glance over her shoulder again ; " but I never 
slept a wink after two, and I daren't stir to 
call anybody. I thought it might get me." 

" What might get you ? " A little chill 
crept down my own spine on seeing the look 
in her eyes. 

" I don't know," she repeated. " I don't 
know what it was. Only-I lay there awake, 
and I heard the clock in the hall strike-two, , 
and then "-she shrank closer to me and 
shuddered once more--" then my door opened 
-I always sleep with it ajar, but it opened 
wide, and there came-there came--" 

" What ? " I cried, when she paused. 
" I don't know what it was-only I could 

hear it kind of sliding across the floor-sliding 
or pattering-there ! I can't describe it, but 
I heard it. And I didn't dare light a candle
I just lay and shivered and shook whilst it 
went across the floor." 

" Maria, how absurd ! " I said, though 
something in her manner and in her realistic 
description gave me once more a rreeping 
sensation in my spine. " Probably the cat 
got into your room." 

" The cat ? " Maria flung back her head 
and laughed hysterically. "No cat slides 
about l;ke that. And there was a great flop, 
flop. Oh, I couldn't stop here another night, 
not if you was to pay me twenty thousand 
pounds!" 

It took me an unreasonably long time to 
argue Maria into common sense, and then 
she only agreed to stay temp'.}rarily and on 
condition that she might lea,·e her present 
room and share one with Jane, the housemaid. 

" And I wouldn't even do that if you and 
the master hadn't been so good to me," was 
her final remark. 

"The woman's <lotty," Hugh said, irritably, 
when I told him the story," but she's a. jolly 
good cook, so freeze on to her. dotty or not. 
But for Hca.,·cn's sake tell all the mai<ls that 
if we hear any more rubbish about ,liding, 
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pattering animals they'll all get such a 
rowing from me as they won't forget in a 
hurry." 

The incident gave me a feeling of perturba
tion-I do not know why---and it was a relief 
when, that evening, Jack Wilding., an old 
friend of Hugh's, turned up to dinner. He 
was a delightful person who had travelled all 
over the world, and his fund of knowledge, 
not to mention his stock of good stories, was 
inexhaustible. At dinner he was in h;s best 
vein, and I relegated cook and her terrors 
into the background of my mind ; and in the 
drawing-room later I prepared to enjoy my
self. I sat down to work whilst the two mc:1 
smoked and chatted. 

The windows were wide open. It was a 
delicious May night, and the air that drifted 
in brought with it the fragrance of hawthorn 
and wistaria and fresh-growing things, and I 
sat enjoying it and giving half an ear to ·the 
talk of the two men, when all at once the 
drifting sweetness from without was tainted 
by that same strange odour whi<:4 we had once 
or twice noticed before. Was I right in think
ing it the smell of decaying vegetation, or 
was it not rather some indescribable smell to 
which I could give no name? As it drifted 
across the room our guest suddenly sat boh 
upright in his chair, and a curious greynt!sS 
overspread his naturally bronzed complexion. 

" My God!" he said," what is that? And 
why does it smell the same--the same-" 
His sentence trailed off into silence, and in the 
intense stillness following his strange words 
I heard a sound which, for some reason I could 
not pretend to explain, gave me a feeling of 
cold fear. I can only describe the wund as 
like a far-away bellowing-not precisely the 
bellowing of cattle, but a more sinister, more 
horrible s0und, pregnant with evil. 

" You hear it too?" Jack Wilding ques
tioned, under his breath, and as he rose from 
his chair I saw that his face was ashen and 
beads of sweat stood upon his forehead. 
"You hear it? And the stench is here too! 
Good God ! if I thought I should ever 
have to cross that swamp again I should go 
mad ! " His words, his tone, his whole 
appearance were so unlike our usually sa'1e 
and cheery friend that both Hugh and I 
stared at him dumbfounded. And t11ere was 
no doubt that his emotion, to whatever muse 
it '"'.as due, was entirely, even terribly. 
genuine. 

" What's up, old man?" Hugh said, gently. 
" There is a most awfully queer smell io here, 
but it isn't drains, and--" 

" Drains ! " Jack la.ughed a harsh laugh 
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INEXPLICABLE . 577

with a catch in it , then he passed
his hand over his forehead and
looked from Hugh to me with
an oddly -bewildered glance . " I
must have had a nightmare

a waking nightmare ,” he said ,
looking round him . “ I could
have sworn that I smelt the
alligator swamp in New Guinea ,
the place where — " Hebroke
off short . “ I heard the loath
some brutes bellowing ,” he began
again ; “ but , of course - - of
course , it was merely some
association of ideas . " His voice
was still shaken , the whiteness
had not left his face , and Hugh
put a sympathetic hand upon
his shoulder , whilst I remembered
that strange , faint bellowing
which I too had heard .
“ Simply association of ideas ,
old man .” My husband 's voice
penetrated to my understanding .
“ As likely as not you had been .

looking at that beautiful little table bequeathed
to us by the former tenants . That put alli
gators into your head .” Jack turned and
glanced at the table , and he recoiled when he
saw the grinning heads lying amongst the
crusted delicacy of leaves and flowers .

“ I CROSSED AN ALLIGATOR SWAMP ONCE WITH
A FRIEND , AND THEY DRAGGED HIM OFF THE

PATH OF LOGS IN THE DARKNESS ."
Vol. liv . - 37 .

;: 
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" I CROSSED AN AL LI GATOR SWAM P O:-ICE W I TH 

A FRIEND, AN D THEY DR AGG ED H I M OFF THE 

PATH O F LOGS I N T H E DA R KNESS. " 
Vol. liv.-37. 
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w:tha ratch in it, then he passed 
his hand over his forehead and 
looked from Hugh to me with 
an oddly-bewildered gla1:ce. '' I 
must haYe had a nightmare
a \,·r.king nightmare," he said, 
looking round him. " I could 
haYe sworn that I smelt the 
alligator swamp in 'ew Guinea, 
the place where--" He broke 
off hort. " I heard the loath
some brutes bellowing," he began 
aGain ; " but, of course - of 
course, it was merely some 
association of ideas." His rnice 
was still shaken, the whiteness 
had not left his face, and Hugh 
put a sympathetic hand upon 
his shoulder, whilst I remembered 
that strange, fa.int bellowing 
"hirh I too had heard. 

" Simply association of ideas, 
old man." Jlly husband's rnire 
penetrated to my understanding. 
" .\ s likely as not you had been. 

look in;.! at that beautiful little table bequeathed 
to us hy the former tenants. 1 hat put alli
gators into your head." Jack turned and 
glanced at the table, and he recoiled when,he 
saw the grinning heads lyi ng a mongst the 
crusted delicacy of leaves and fl owers. 
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578 THE STRAND MAGAZINE:

“ Loathsome beasts ! ” he said , and again When Jane brought my tea next morning
his voice shook . “ You will both think me the first thing she did was to drop the tray
an absolute fool," he went on , recovering his with a crash just inside my door , and then
self-control with an effort and sinking back burst into a flood of tears . Hugh had gone
into his chair ; “ but I crossed an alligator out early to see Tack off at the station . I
swamp once with a friend ." He spoke in was alone .
abrupt jerks and turned h

is

head with a “ I can ' t stop here — I can ' t stop here ! ”

curious uneasy movement . “ It was dark , the Jane moaned . “ Cook and memoh , my
place swarmed with those unspeakable devils , gracious goodness , I couldn ' t stop another
their stench was everywhere . It was dark - minute ! ”

and poor o
ld Danson ” - he paused , as if “ Cook has been frightening you , ” I said ,

speech were almost impossible — “ they dragged trying to speak sternly , but not wholly suc
him off the path o

f logs in the darkness . ” ceeding , because o
f

the memory o
f that

His voice ended o
n

a sharp high note , and something that had slid away from between
neither Hugh nor I could speak for a minute Jack ' s feet last night . “ I should have

o
r

two . Somehow his words brought before thought you were too sensible to make a fuss
me the hideous swamp , the darkness , the about a trifle . ”

loathly monsters waiting for their prey , and “ A trifle - oh ,my lawks ! ” And Jane , the
the remembrance o

f just such a
n incident in irreproachable and excellent servant , dropped

a book I had once read flashed into mymind . into a chair and sobbed afresh .

" I couldn ' t stand that table in any house “ What has frightened you ? ” I said ,

I lived in , " Jack resumed presently , in more trying to speak calmly , even though my
ordinary tones , and with a forced laugh . “ I morning tea was trickling over the carpet .

never want to see a
n alligator again , alive o
r

and broken china and bread and butter were
dead , or even carved . ” He pushed back h

is mingled in inextricable confusion . “ What is

chair abruptly and rose . “ I think I ' ll go u
p

to it ? ”

bed now , if you don ' t mind , " he said , " I ' m “ We all slept together last night . ” Jane
not very good company . ” And having said lifted a scared face . “ After what cook heard ,

“ Good night ” he wasmoving across the room , me and her and Dale a
ll

slept together . ” Í

when all a
t

once h
e

stumbled , Aung out his nearly groaned aloud . If Dale , my middle
hands to save himself , and , failing to do so , aged parlourmaid , who had been with me for
fell heavily to the ground . Something slid years , was also infected with panic -fear , what
from between his feet - I saw a dark shape , a should I do ? “ We al

l

slept together , ” Jane
flash o

f

white , and then it had vanished ; and continued , “ and we locked the door " - here

I stood staring vacantly a
t

the place where she gave a breathless gulp — “ So as nothing

it had been , whilst Hugh helped our guest to couldn ' t get in . But it got in ! ” Her yoice
his feet . suddenly rose to a little scream . “ I couldn ' t

“ Something tripped me u
p , ” he said , in stop here another night ! ”

dazed accents . " What got in , Jane ? ” I said , quietly ,

“ I suppose it ' s that confounded cat of ours , ” though my heart beat fast .

Hugh answered , and his voice sounded so “ It smelt something awful , ” Jane went on ,

cheery and normal through the cloud o
f

u
n
- heedless o
fmy question , and I expected every

canny , shuddering sensations that were creep - moment that she would break into a paroxysm
ing over me. “ Trust a cat to be just where o

f hysterics . “ It got in ! ” she ended , in a

you wish it wasn ' t ! I ' m awfully sorry , old terrified whisper .

man . It gave you a nasty jar . ” “ What got in ? ” I asked . “ I suppose

“ A nasty jar , " Jack repeated , and his eyes the cat wasshut into the room before you went
were a

s

dazed a
s h
is

voice . to bed ,and gave you a fright . ”

“ Come o
n upstairs , ” Hugh said , gently . “ It wasn ' t no cat , ” she answered , under

“ I ' ll help you into bed . You ' ve had a bit of her breath ; and try a
s I would to argue

a shaking . ” myself into common sense , the hair rose o
n

“ Yes - a bit of a shaking . ” The words my head . “ It was bigger than twenty cats ,

were echoed , and the two men left the room it slipped over the floor - over the floor
together , whilst I , with one fearful glance and o

h ! ” And Jane finished with just the
behind me towards where I had seen that dark hysterical scream I had expected .

shape glide and vanish , left the room too with “ Did you se
e

this ridiculous thing ? ” I

more haste than dignity , shutting the door asked , sternly , when she was . quieter ; but ,

firmly behind me and scurrying upstairs to sternly a
s I spoke ,my flesh crept .

my own bedroom . “ We dursn ' t light a candle , " she moaned ,
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" Loathsome beasts ! " he said, and again 
his voice shook. " You will both think me 
an absolute fool," he went on, recovering his 
self-control with an effort and sinking back 
into his chair; " but I crossed an alligator 
swamp once with a friend." He spoke in 
abrupt jerks -and turned his head with a 
curious uneasy movement. " It was dark, the 
place swarmed with those unspeakable devils, 
their stench was everywhere. It was dark
and poor old Danson "-he paused, as if 
speech were almost impossible-" they dragged 
him off the path of logs in the darkness.·• 
His voice ended on a sharp high note, and 
neither Hugh nor I could speak for a minute 
or two. Somehow his words brought before 
me the hideous swamp, the darkness, the 
loathly monsters waiting for their prey, and 
the remembrance of just such an incident in 
a book I had once read flashed into my m_ind. 

" I couldn't stand that table in any house 
I lived in,'' Jack resumed presently, in more 
ordinary tones, and with a forced laugh. '' I 
never want to see an alligator again, alive or 
dead, or even carved." He pushed back his 
chair abruptly and rose. " I think I'll go up to 
bed now, if you don't mind," he said; " I'm 
not very good company." And having said 
" Good night " he was moving across the room, 
when all at once he stumbled, flung out his 
}lands to save himself, and, failing to do so, 
fell heavily to the ground. Something slid 
from between his feet-I saw a dark shape, a 
flash of white, and then it had vanished ; and 
I stood staring vacantly at the place where 
it had been, whilst Hugh helped our guest to 
his feet. 

" Something tripped me up," he said, in 
dazed accents. 

" I suppose it's that confounded cat of ours," 
Hugh answered, and his voice sounded so 
cheery and normal through the cloud of un
canny, shuddering sensations that were creep
ing over me. " Trust a cat to be just where 
you wish it wasn't ! I'm awfully sorr~, old 
man. It gave you a nasty jar." 

"A nasty jar," Jack repeated, and his eyes 
were as dazed as his voice. 

'' Come on upstairs."' Hugh said. gently. 
" I'll help you into bed. You 'n had a bit of 
a shaking." 

·• Yes-a bit of a shaking." The words 
were echoed. and the two m~n left the room 
together, whilst I, with one fearful glance 
behind me towards where I had seen that dark 
shape glide and vanish, left the room too with 
more haste than dignity, shutting the door 
firmly behind me and scurrying upstairs to 
my own bedroom. 
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When Jane brought my tea next morning 
the first thing she did was to drop the tray 
with a crash just inside my door, and then 
burst into a flood of tears. Hugh had gone 
out early to see Jack off at the station. I 
was alone. 

" I can't stop here-I can't stop here ! " 
Jane moaned. "Cook and me-oh, my 
gracious goodness, I couldn't stop another 
minute!" 

" Cook has been frightening you,'' I said, 
trying to speak sternly, but not wholly suc
ceeding, because of the memory of that 
something that had slid away from between 
Jack's feet last night. " I should have 
thought you were too sensible to make a fuss 
about a trifle." 

" A trifle-oh, my lawks ! " And Jane, the 
irreproachable and excellent servant, dropped 
into a chair and sobbed afresh. 

" W'hat has frightened you ? " I said, 
trying to speak calmly, even though my 
morning tea was trickling over the carpet. 
and broken china and bread and butter were 
mingled in inextricable confusion. " What is 
it ? " 

" We all slept together last night." Jane 
lifted a sca.i,:ed face. " After what cook heard, 
me and her .and .Qale all slept together." I 
nearly groaned al9u,d. -If Dale, my middle
aged parlourmaid, who had .been with me for 
years, was also infected with panic-fear, what 
should I do? "We all slept together," Jane 
continued, '' and we locked the door "-here 
she gave a breathless gulp-" so as nothing 
couldn't get in. But it got in!" Her voice 
suddenly rose to a little scream. " I couldn't 
stop here another night ! " . 

·• \\"hat got in, Jane?" I said, quietly, 
though my heart beat fast. 

'' It smelt something awful," Jane went on, 
heedless of my question, and I expected every 
moment that she would break into a paroxysm 
of hysterics. " It got in!" she ended, in a 
terrified whisper. 

" What got in ? " I asked. " I suppose 
the cat was shut into the room before you went 
to bed, and gaYe you a fright." 

" It wasn't no cat," she answered, under 
her breath ; and try as I would to argue 
myself into common sense, the hair rose on 
my head. " It was bigger than twenty ca.ts, 
it slipped owr the floor-over the floor
and oh ! ·• And Jane finished with just the 
hysterical scream I had expected. 

" Did you see this ridiculous thing ? " I 
asked, sternly, when she was_ quieter; but, 
sternly as I spoke, my flesh crept. 

" We dursn't light a candle," she moaned, 
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while "

“ but the curtains was half drawn , and we said , using the very words Jack had used ; “ I
saw its shape , and there was a white streak was almost down . That cat shall - " He
in it , and it slid over the floor - over - ” said no more. A frozen horror must have
“ That will do , Jane," I said . “ Your paralyzed his speech , as it prevented me from
master and I will talk the thing over . Mean - uttering a syllable , and we stood there

clutching each other and looking at the
“ There 's not one of us will sleep in the stairs , down which in the dusk we could see
house again ," Jane said , shakily . And to a huge shape gliding at lightning speed .
this pleasing resolution our three servants Another was coming more slowly out of the
adhered , in spite of anything that Hugh and drawing -room door , and from amongst the
I could say . dark shadows of the hall came sounds of
“ Give them a night or two away to recover sliding and pattering —sounds which made
their nerves ,” Hugh said to me afterwards , my very blood run cold .
with a man 's cheerful disregard of the diffi - “ Hugh ! ” I found my voice at last , and
culties of running a house without servants . shrieked my husband 's name . “ Come away ,
“ Get in a char . We shall be all right.” Hugh , come away ! ” And opening the
I acted on his advice , sent the servants off door behind me I fled out into the night,
for two days ' holiday , and sought the nearest dragging my husband with me. Nothing
charwoman . But at four o'clock the good would induce h

im to g
o

to any o
f

our neigh
woman came into my sanctum and refused to bours . He said we should look a pretty pair
stay a moment longer . Her face was the o

f

fools if we told such a cock -and -bull story
colour o

f

ashes , her speech was rambling . as ours to any rational beings . And we made

" Which I can ' t stand it no longer , " she ourselves a
s

comfortable a
s we could for the

said , “ never bein ' accustomed to a place where night in the cottage at the end o
f

the garden ,

such animals is kep ' . ” a cottage we had just furnished for the lady

“ But n
o

animals are kept except a cat , ” I gardener who was coming to us .

answered ,my heart sinking into my boots . When in the bright sunshine o
f

the next

“ Cats is cats ,and dogs is dogs , and troubles day we re -entered our house , we were be
though they both may b

e , and I ' m not denyin ' ginning to tell each other that wemust have
they are , still they ' re what you might call been suffering the night before from optical
human , ” Mrs . Jenkins said grandly , but I delusions ,when I saw in the corner of the hall
noticed that for all her grandiloquence she a flat head in which two malicious eyes

was shaking from head to foot . “ The animals gleamed , whilst a devilish grin exposed two
what come slithering in and out o ' the scullery rows o

f

hideous teeth . Hugh saw it too , and

and kitchen - - they ain ' t human . Runnin ' turned white , but before h
e

could reach the
on their underneaths , with paws a

s don ' t corner it had gone . Then he strode o
n into

seem a bit o ' use to ' em . Them as likes such the drawing - room , and still without uttering

pets must keep such pets , but I couldn ' t stop , a word h
e picked u
p

the little table with it
s

not if it was ever so . ” She had not been delicate carving and the gruesome alligators '

drinking . She was a
s sober a
s I was myself . heads .

I could only pay her her money and let her “ What are you going to do ? ” I said ,

depart ,and I telephoned to Hugh that I would fearfully .

meet him in town and dine there . He “ Burn this infernal thing , " was his grim
listened to my story , laughed atme , said that reply .

obviously the maids had put notions into “ But how can a table - just a table - "

Mrs . Jenkins ' shead ,and that Imustn ' t be silly . I began , but Hugh only laughed sternly .

But when , a
t

ten o 'clock , he opened our own “ I don ' t know , ” he said , “ but I am taking
front door ,and the stench which had startled no more chances . ” He carried the table out
Jack the day before rushed out , a

t
u
s , I shrank to the back garden , surrounded it with straw ,

back white and trembling . and set fire to it . And never another word

“ Oh ,Hugh , ” I said , " oh ,Hugh , it frightens did h
e speak until the beautiful work o
f art

me ! ” was nothing but a heap o
f

ashes .

“ Nonsense , my dear , stuff and nonsense : ” “ S
o perish a
ll devilry , " he said , when the

Hugh began , drawing me in and shutting last spark had died away ; " and now we will
the doorwith a sharp clang . “ You mustn ' t g

o

to the house -agent ' s . ”

let - - " And then his sentence ended in a But from the house -agent ' s clerk we got
sharp exclamation , and h

e

clutched my arm a
s

much satisfaction a
s one is in the habit o
f

with a grip that nearly upset my balance . getting from gentlemen o
f

that profession .

“ Something slid between my feet , ” he He looked a
t u
s

with mild surprise , and

INEXPLICABLE. 

" but the curtains was half drawn, and we 
saw its shape, and there was a white streak 
in it, and it slid over the floor-over--" 

"'lhat will do, Jane," I said. "Your 
master and I will talk the thing over. Mean
while--" 

" There's not one of us will sleep in the 
house again," Jane said, shakily. And to 
this pleasing resolution our three servants 
adhered, in spite of anything that Hugh and 
I could say. 

"Give them a night or two away to recover 
their nerves," Hugh said to me afterwards, 
with a man's cheerful disregard of the diffi
culties of running a house without servants. 
" Get in a char. We shall be all right." 

I acted on his advice, sent the servants off 
for two days' holiday, and sought the nearest 
charwoman. But at four o'clock the good 
woman came into my sanctum and refused to 
stay a moment longer. Her face was the 
colour of ashes, her speech was rambling. 

"Which I can't stand it no longer," she 
said, " never bein' accustomed to a place where 
such animals is kep' .'' 

" But no animals are kept except a cat," I 
answered, my heart sinking into my boots. 

'' Cats is cats, and dogs is dogs, and troubles 
though they both may be, and I'm not denyin' 
they are, still they're what you might call 
human," Mrs. Jenkins said grandly, but I 
noticed that for all her grandiloquence she 
was shaking from head to foot. " The animals 
what come sl;thering in and out o' the scullery 
and kitchen-thev ain't human. Runnin' 
on their underneaths, with paws as don't 
seem a bit o' use to 'em. Them as likes such 
pets must keep such pets, but I couldn't stop, 
not if it was ever so." She had not been 
drinking. She was as sober as I was myself. 
I could only pay her her money and let her 
depart, and J telephoned to Hugh that I would 
meet him in town and dine there. He 
listened to my story, laughed at me, said that 
obviously the maids had put notions into 
Mrs. Jenkins's head,and that I mustn't be silly. 
But when, at ten o'clock, he opened our own 
front door, and the stench which had startled 
Jack the day before rushed out.at us, I shrank 
back white and tremhling. 

" Oh, Hugh," I said," oh, Hugh, it frightens 
me!" 

'' Nonsense, my dear, stuff and nonsense l" 
Hugh began, drawing me in and shutting 
tht' door with a sharp clang. "You mustn't 
Jct--" And then his sentence ended in a 
sharp exclamation, and he clutched my arm 
with a gr:p that nearly upset my balance. 

"Someth'ng slid between my feet," he 
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said, using the very words Jack had used; " I 
was almost ·down. That cat shall--" He 
said no more. A frozen horror must have 
paralyzed his speech, as it prevented me from 
uttering a syllable, and we stood there 
clutching each other and looking at the 
stairs, down which in the dusk we could see 
a huge shape gliding at lightning speed. 
Another was coming more slowly out of the 
d_rawing-room door, and from amongst the 
dark shadows of the hall came sounds of 
sliding and pattering-sounds which made 
my very blood run cold. 

" Hugh ! " I found my voice at last, and 
shrieked my husband's name. "Come away, 
Hugh, come away!" And opening the 
door behind me I fled out into the night, 
dragging my husband with me. Nothing 
would induce him to go to any of our neigh
bour,. He said we should look a pretty pair 
of fools if we told such a cock-and-bull story 
as ours to any rational beings. And we made 
ourselves as comfortable as we could for the 
night in the cottage at the end of the garden, 
a cottage we had just furnished for the lady 
gardener who was ~oming to us. 

\\ hen in the bright sunshine of the next 
day we re-entered our house, we were be
ginning to tell each other that we must have 
been sufering the night before from optic-.u 
delusions, when I saw in the corner of the hall 
a flat head in which two malicious eyes 
gleamed, whilst a devilish grin exposed two 
rows of hideous teeth. Hugh saw it too, and 
turned white, but before he could reach the 
corner it had gone. Then he strode on into 
the drawing-room, and still without uttering 
a word he picked up the little table with its 
delicate carving and the gruesome alligators' 
heads. 

" What are you going to do? " I said, 
fearfully. 

" Burn this infernal thing," was his grim 
reply. 

" But how can a table-just a table--" 
I began, but Hugh only laughed sternly. 

"I don't know," he said, " but I am taking 
no more chances." He carried the table out 
to the back garden, surrounded it with straw, 
and set fire to it. And never another word 
did he speak until the beautiful work of art 
was nothing but a heap of ashes. 

" So perish all devilry," he said, when the 
last spark had died away; " and now we will 
go to the house-agent's." 

But from the house-agent's clerk we got 
as much satisfaction as one is in the habit of 
getting from gentlemen of that profession. 
He looked at us with mild surprise, and 
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INEXPLICABLE . 581

answered our remarks urbanely and cour -
teously .
“ Any unpleasant stories about the house
during the last tenancy ? Oh , well —there

had been a few silly servants ' tales , but
nothing of importance . The gentleman had
left because he wished to reside in another
county ."
“ And what about the carved table he left
behind him ? ” Hugh asked , sternly . The
clerk shrugged h

is

shoulders .

“ The gentleman had not cared to take it .

It was merely left as part of the house , that
was all . "

“ Oh , well , it is not a part of the house any
more , ” was Hugh ' s grim retort . “ It ' s not a

part o
f

anything , excepting in so fa
r

a
s

matica
never dies , and the smoke is doing some uscful
turn elsewhere . ” The clerk stared . “ I have
burnt that infernal table , " Hugh went on ,

forgetting his manners for once ; “ nobody

will ever see it again . You can tell your late
client so , with my compliments . To leave it

in the house was a
n abominable and mean

thing to d
o . ” With that he marched out o
f

the office , and we went back to our house , a

house which , from that day to this , has shown

n
o sign o
fabnormality .

* But it was many a long day before I could
live down those weird experiences , and even
now they are to me quite inexplicable .

Does any explanation o
f it all occur to you ?

INEXPLICABLE. 581 

, 

answered our remarks urbartely and cour
teously. 

" An·y unpleasant stories about the house 
during the last tenancy ? Oh , well- there 
had been a fe\v silly servants' tales , but . 
nothing of importance. The gentleman had 
left because he wished to reside in another 
countv." 

" Aiid what about the ran·ed table he left 
behind him? " Hugh asked, sternly. The 
clerk shrugged his shoulders. 
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"The gentleman had not cared to take it. 
It was merely left as part of the house, that 
was all." 

" Oh, well, it is not a part of the house any 
more," was Hugh's grim retort. "It's not a 
part of anything, excepting in so far as matte;· 
never dies, and the smoke is doing some usdul 
turn elsewhere." The clerk stared. " I han : 
burnt that infernal table," Hugh went on, 
forgetting his manners for once; " nobody 
wi ll eyer see it again . You can tell your late 
cli ent so, with my compliri1ents. To leaye it 
in the house was an abominable and mean 
thing to do ." With that he marched out of 
the office, and we went back to our house, a 
house whi ch , from that day to this, has shown 
no sign of abnormality. 
· But it was many a long day before I could 

live down those weird experiences, and eyen 
now they are to me quite inexplicable. 

Does any explanation of it all occur to you ? 
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