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Cannibalism in the Cars by Mark Twain

Mark Twain, whose real name is Samuel Clemens, is a well-known
author of several novels, including two classic American literature: The
Adventures of Tom Sawyer and The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn. He
is also a river boat pilot, journalist, lecturer, entrepreneur, and inventor.
Twain was born Samuel Langhorne Clemens in the tiny village of Florida,
Missouri, on November 30, 1835, the sixth child of John and Jane
Clemens. Twain died on April 21, 1910, at the age of 74. He was buried in
Elmira, New York. (Editors, 2014).

The Story of Cannibalism in the Cars

| visited St. Louis lately, and on my way West, after changing cars at
Terre Haute, Indiana, a mild, benevolent-looking gentleman of about forty-
five, or maybe fifty, came in at one of the way-stations and sat down
beside me. We talked together pleasantly on various subjects for an hour,
perhaps, and | found him exceedingly intelligent and entertaining. When

he learned that | was from Washington, he immediately began to ask

auactians ghout various public men, and about Congressional affairs; and

f

ery shortly that | was conversing with a man who was perfectly

with the ins and outs of political life at the Capital, even to the

and manners, and customs of procedure of Senators and
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Representatives in the Chambers of the national Legislature. Presently
two men halted near us for a single moment, and one said to the other:

"Harris, if you'll do that for me, I'll never forget you, my boy."

My new comrade’s eye lighted pleasantly. The words had touched upon a
happy memory, | thought. Then his face settled into thoughtfulness--

almost into gloom. He turned to me and said,

"Let me tell you a story; let me give you a secret chapter of my life-- a
chapter that has never been referred to by me since its events transpired.

Listen patiently, and promise that you will not interrupt me."

| said | would not, and he related the following strange adventure,
speaking sometimes with animation, sometimes with melancholy, but

always with feeling and earnestness.
THE STRANGER'S NARRATIVE

"On the 19th of December, 1853, | started from St. Louis on the evening
train bound for Chicago. There were only twenty-four passengers, all told.
There were no ladies and no children. We were in excellent spirits, and
pleasant acquaintanceships were soon formed. The journey bade fair to
be a happy one; and no individual in the party, | think, had even the

vaguest presentiment of the horrors we were soon to undergo.

"At 11 P.m. it began to snow hard. Shortly after leaving the small village of
Welden, we entered upon that tremendous prairie solitude that stretches
its leagues on leagues of houseless dreariness far away toward the
jubilee Settlements. The winds, unobstructed by trees or hills, or even

vagrant rocks, whistled fiercely across the level desert, driving the falling

efore it like spray from the crested waves of a stormy sea. The
as deepening fast; and we knew, by the diminished speed of the

lat the engine was plowing through it with steadily increasing
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difficulty. Indeed, it almost came to a dead halt sometimes, in the midst of
great drifts that piled themselves like colossal graves across the track.
Conversation began to flag. Cheerfulness gave place to grave concern.
The possibility of being imprisoned in the snow, on the bleak prairie, fifty
miles from any house, presented itself to every mind, and extended its

depressing influence over every spirit.

"At two o’clock in the morning | was aroused out of an uneasy slumber by
the ceasing of all motion about me. The appalling truth flashed upon me
instantly--we were captives in a snow-drift! 'All hands to the rescue!’ Every
man sprang to obey. Out into the wild night, the pitchy darkness, the
billowy snow, the driving storm, every soul leaped, with the
consciousness that a moment lost now might bring destruction to us all.
Shovels, hands, boards--anything, everything that could displace snow,
was brought into instant requisition. It was a weird picture, that small
company of frantic men fighting the banking snows, half in the blackest

shadow and half in the angry light of the locomotive’s reflector.

"One short hour sufficed to prove the utter uselessness of our efforts. The
storm barricaded the track with a dozen drifts while we dug one away.
And worse than this, it was discovered that the last grand charge the
engine had made upon the enemy had broken the fore-and-aft shaft of
the driving-wheel! With a free track before us we should still have been
helpless. We entered the car wearied with labor, and very sorrowful. We
gathered about the stoves, and gravely canvassed our situation. We had
no provisions whatever--in this lay our chief distress. We could not freeze,
for there was a good supply of wood in the tender. This was our only
comfort. The discussion ended at last in accepting the disheartening
decision of the conductor, viz., that it would be death for any man to

to travel fifty miles on foot through snow like that. We could not

r help, and even if we could it would not come. We must submit,

ait, as patiently as we might, succor or starvation! | think the

Optimization Software:
www.balesio.com




stoutest heart there felt a momentary chill when those words were
uttered.

"Within the hour conversation subsided to a low murmur here and there
about the car, caught fitfully between the rising and falling of the blast; the
lamps grew dim; and the majority of the castaways settled themselves
among the flickering shadows to think--to forget the present, if they could-

-to sleep, if they might.

"The eternal night-it surely seemed eternal to us-wore its lagging hours
away at last, and the cold gray dawn broke in the east. As the light grew
stronger the passengers began to stir and give signs of life, one after
another, and each in turn pushed his slouched hat up from his forehead,
stretched his stiffened limbs, and glanced out of the windows upon the
cheerless prospect. It was cheer less, indeed!-not a living thing visible
anywhere, not a human habitation; nothing but a vast white desert;
uplifted sheets of snow drifting hither and thither before the wind--a world

of eddying flakes shutting out the firmament above.

"All day we moped about the cars, saying little, thinking much. Another

lingering dreary night--and hunger.

"Another dawning--another day of silence, sadness, wasting hunger,
hopeless watching for succor that could not come. A night of restless
slumber, filled with dreams of feasting--wakings distressed with the

gnawings of hunger.

"The fourth day came and went--and the fifth! Five days of dreadful
imprisonment! A savage hunger looked out at every eye. There was in it a
sign of awful import--the foreshadowing of a something that was vaguely

itself in every heart--a something which no tongue dared yet to

PDF ito words.
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"The sixth day passed--the seventh dawned upon as gaunt and haggard
and hopeless a company of men as ever stood in the shadow of death. It
must out now! That thing which had been growing up in every heart was
ready to leap from every lip at last! Nature had been taxed to the utmost--
she must yield. RICHARD H. GASTON of Minnesota, tall, cadaverous,
and pale, rose up. All knew what was coming. All prepared--every
emotion, every semblance of excitement--was smothered--only a calm,

thoughtful seriousness appeared in the eyes that were lately so wild.

"Gentlemen: It cannot be delayed longer! The time is at hand! We must
determine which of us shall die to furnish food for the rest!

"MR. JOHN J. WILLIAMS of lllinois rose and said: 'Gentlemen-- nominate

the Rev. James Sawyer of Tennessee.’

"MR. Wm. R. ADAMS of Indiana said: 'l nominate Mr. Daniel Slote of New
York.'

"MR. CHARLES J. LANGDON: 'l nominate Mr. Samuel A. Bowen of St.

Louis.’

"MR. SLOTE: 'Gentlemen--| desire to decline in favor of Mr. John A. Van

Nostrand, Jun., of New Jersey.’

"MR. GASTON: 'If there be no objection, the gentleman’s desire will be
acceded to.’

"MR. VAN NOSTRAND objecting, the resignation of Mr. Slote was
rejected. The resignations of Messrs. Sawyer and Bowen were also

offered, and refused upon the same grounds.

L. BASCOM of Ohio: 'l move that the nominations now close, and

™| House proceed to an election by ballot.’
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"MR. SAWYER: ’'Gentlemen--I protest earnestly against these
proceedings. They are, in every way, irregular and unbecoming. | must
beg to move that they be dropped at once, and that we elect a chairman
of the meeting and proper officers to assist him, and then we can go on

with the business before us understandingly.’

"MR. BELL of lowa: 'Gentlemen--1 object. This is no time to stand upon
forms and ceremonious observances. For more than seven days we have
been without food. Every moment we lose in idle discussion increases our
distress. | am satisfied with the nominations that have been made--every
gentleman present is, | believe--and I, for one, do not see why we should
not proceed at once to elect one or more of them. | wish to offer a

resolution--’

"MR. GASTON: 'It would be objected to, and have to lie over one day
under the rules, thus bringing about the very delay you wish to avoid. The

gentleman from New Jersey--'

"MR. VAN NOSTRAND: 'Gentlemen--I am a stranger among you; | have
not sought the distinction that has been conferred upon me, and | feel a

delicacy--’
"MR. MORGAN Of Alabama (interrupting): 'l move the previous question.’

"The motion was carried, and further debate shut off, of course. The
motion to elect officers was passed, and under it Mr. Gaston was chosen
chairman, Mr. Blake, secretary, Messrs. Holcomb, Dyer, and Baldwin a
committee on nominations, and Mr. R. M. Howland, purveyor, to assist

the committee in making selections.

~A—ancass of half an hour was then taken, and some little caucusing

. At the sound of the gavel the meeting reassembled, and the

ee reported in favor of Messrs. George Ferguson of Kentucky,
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Lucien Herrman of Louisiana, and W. Messick of Colorado as candidates.

The report was accepted.

"MR. ROGERS of Missouri: 'Mr. President The report being properly
before the House now, | move to amend it by substituting for the name of
Mr. Herrman that of Mr. Lucius Harris of St. Louis, who is well and
honorably known to us all. | do not wish to be understood as casting the
least reflection upon the high character and standing of the gentleman
from Louisiana far from it. | respect and esteem him as much as any
gentleman here present possibly can; but none of us can be blind to the
fact that he has lost more flesh during the week that we have lain here
than any among us--none of us can be blind to the fact that the committee
has been derelict in its duty, either through negligence or a graver fault, in
thus offering for our suffrages a gentleman who, however pure his own

motives may be, has really less nutriment in him--'

"THE CHAIR: 'The gentleman from Missouri will take his seat. The Chair
cannot allow the integrity of the committee to be questioned save by the
regular course, under the rules. What action will the House take upon the

gentleman’s motion?’

"MR. HALLIDAY of Virginia: 'l move to further amend the report by
substituting Mr. Harvey Davis of Oregon for Mr. Messick. It may be urged
by gentlemen that the hardships and privations of a frontier life have
rendered Mr. Davis tough; but, gentlemen, is this a time to cavil at
toughness? Is this a time to be fastidious concerning trifles? Is this a time
to dispute about matters of paltry significance? No, gentlemen, bulk is
what we desire--substance, weight, bulk--these are the supreme

requisites now--not talent, not genius, not education. | insist upon my

ORGAN (excitedly): 'Mr. Chairman--I do most strenuously object

imendment. The gentleman from Oregon is old, and furthermore is
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bulky only in bone--not in flesh. | ask the gentleman from Virginia if it is
soup we want instead of solid sustenance? if he would delude us with
shadows? if he would mock our suffering with an Oregonian specter? |
ask him if he can look upon the anxious faces around him, if he can gaze
into our sad eyes, if he can listen to the beating of our expectant hearts,
and still thrust this famine-stricken fraud upon us? | ask him if he can think
of our desolate state, of our past sorrows, of our dark future, and still
unpityingly foist upon us this wreck, this ruin, this tottering swindle, this
gnarled and blighted and sapless vagabond from Oregon’s hospitable
shores? Never!" [Applause.]

"The amendment was put to vote, after a fiery debate, and lost. Mr. Harris
was substituted on the first amendment. The balloting then began. Five
ballots were held without a choice. On the sixth, Mr. Harris was elected,
all voting for him but himself. It was then moved that his election should
be ratified by acclamation, which was lost, in consequence of his again

voting against himself.

"MR. RADWAY moved that the House now take up the remaining
candidates, and go into an election for breakfast. This was carried.

"On the first ballot--there was a tie, half the members favoring one
candidate on account of his youth, and half favoring the other on account
of his superior size. The President gave the casting vote for the latter, Mr.
Messick. This decision created considerable dissatisfaction among the
friends of Mr. Ferguson, the defeated candidate, and there was some talk
of demanding a new ballot; but in the midst of it a motion to adjourn was

carried, and the meeting broke up at once.

“Tha _nreparations for supper diverted the attention of the Ferguson

from the discussion of their grievance for a long time, and then,
ey would have taken it up again, the happy announcement that

ris was ready drove all thought of it to the winds.
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"We improvised tables by propping up the backs of car-seats, and sat
down with hearts full of gratitude to the finest supper that had blessed our
vision for seven torturing days. How changed we were from what we had
been a few short hours before! Hopeless, sad-eyed misery, hunger,
feverish anxiety, desperation, then; thankfulness, serenity, joy too deep
for utterance now. That | know was the cheeriest hour of my eventful life.
The winds howled, and blew the snow wildly about our prison house, but
they were powerless to distress us any more. | liked Harris. He might
have been better done, perhaps, but | am free to say that no man ever
agreed with me better than Harris, or afforded me so large a degree of
satisfaction. Messick was very well, though rather high-flavored, but for
genuine nutritiousness and delicacy of fiber, give me Harris. Messick had
his good points--1 will not attempt to deny it, nor do | wish to do it but he
was no more fitted for breakfast than a mummy would be, sir--not a bit.
Lean?--why, bless me!--and tough? Ah, he was very tough! You could not

imagine it--you could never imagine anything like it."
"Do you mean to tell me that--"

"Do not interrupt me, please. After breakfast we elected a man by the
name of Walker, from Detroit, for supper. He was very good. | wrote his
wife so afterward. He was worthy of all praise. | shall always remember
Walker. He was a little rare, but very good. And then the next morning we
had Morgan of Alabama for breakfast. He was one of the finest men |
ever sat down to handsome, educated, refined, spoke several languages
fluently a perfect gentleman he was a perfect gentleman, and singularly
juicy. For supper we had that Oregon patriarch, and he was a fraud, there
IS no question about it--old, scraggy, tough, nobody can picture the reality.
| finallv said, gentlemen, you can do as you like, but I will wait for another

. And Grimes of lllinois said, 'Gentlemen, | will wait also. When

ct a man that has something to recommend him, | shall be glad to

u again.” It soon became evident that there was general

Optimization Software:
www.balesio.com




dissatisfaction with Davis of Oregon, and so, to preserve the good will that
had prevailed so pleasantly since we had had Harris, an election was
called, and the result of it was that Baker of Georgia was chosen. He was
splendid! Well, well--after that we had Doolittle, and Hawkins, and
McElroy (there was some complaint about McElroy, because he was
uncommonly short and thin), and Penrod, and two Smiths, and Bailey
(Bailey had a wooden leg, which was clear loss, but he was otherwise
good), and an Indian boy, and an organ-grinder, and a gentleman by the
name of Buckminster--a poor stick of a vagabond that wasn’'t any good for
company and no account for breakfast. We were glad we got him elected

before relief came."
"And so the blessed relief did come at last?"

"Yes, it came one bright, sunny morning, just after election. John Murphy
was the choice, and there never was a better, | am willing to testify; but
John Murphy came home with us, in the train that came to succor us, and

lived to marry the widow Harris--"
"Relict of--"

"Relict of our first choice. He married her, and is happy and respected and
prosperous yet. Ah, it was like a novel, sir--it was like a romance. This is
my stopping-place, sir; I must bid you goodby. Any time that you can
make it convenient to tarry a day or two with me, | shall be glad to have
you. | like you, sir; | have conceived an affection for you. | could like you
as well as | liked Harris himself, sir. Good day, sir, and a pleasant

journey."

He was gone. | never felt so stunned, so distressed, so bewildered in my

— in my soul | was glad he was gone. With all his gentleness of

and his soft voice, | shuddered whenever he turned his hungry

n me; and when | heard that | had achieved his perilous affection,
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and that | stood almost with the late Harris in his esteem, my heart fairly
stood still!

| was bewildered beyond description. | did not doubt his word; | could not
question a single item in a statement so stamped with the earnestness of
truth as his; but its dreadful details overpowered me, and threw my
thoughts into hopeless confusion. | saw the conductor looking at me. |

said, "Who is that man?"

"He was a member of Congress once, and a good one. But he got caught
in a snow-drift in the cars, and like to have been starved to death. He got
so frost-bitten and frozen up generally, and used up for want of something
to eat, that he was sick and out of his head two or three months
afterward. He is all right now, only he is a monomaniac, and when he gets
on that old subject he never stops till he has eat up that whole car-load of
people he talks about. He would have finished the crowd by this time, only
he had to get out here. He has got their names as pat as A B C. When he
gets them all eat up but himself, he always says: 'Then the hour for the
usual election for breakfast having arrived; and there being no opposition,
| was duly elected, after which, there being no objections offered, |
resigned. Thus | am here.™

| felt inexpressibly relieved to know that | had only been listening to the
harmless vagaries of a madman instead of the genuine experiences of a
bloodthirsty cannibal (Scrivolo, 2010).
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The Black Cat by Edgar Allan Poe

Edgar Poe was born in Boston, Massachusetts, on January 19,
1809, the second child of actress Elizabeth Arnold Hopkins Poe and actor
David Poe, Jr. He has an older brother, William Henry Leonard Poe, and
a younger sister, Rosalie Poe. Edgar may be named after a character in
William Shakespeare’s King Lear, a play the couple played in 1809. Edgar
Allen Poe was an American writer, poet, editor and critic, considered part
of the American Romantic Movement. Best known for his chilling
mysteries and fairy tales, Poe was one of America’s earliest short story
practitioners and is considered the founder of the detective fiction genre.
He is further credited for contributing to the emerging science fiction
genre. He was the first famous American writer to try to make a living
simply writing, resulting in a financially difficult life and career. Edgar died
on October, 7, 1849 (Teymur, 2004).

The Story of The Black Cat

FOR the most wild yet most homely narrative which | am about to pen, |
: expect nor solicit belief. Mad indeed would | be to expect it, in a
here my very senses reject their own evidence. Yet, mad am |

d very surely do | not dream. But to-morrow | die, and to-day |

Optimization Software:
www . balesio.com




would unburden my soul. My immediate purpose is to place before the
world, plainly, succinctly, and without comment, a series of mere
household events. In their consequences, these events have terrified—
have tortured—have destroyed me. Yet | will not attempt to expound
them. To me, they have presented little but horror—to many they will
seem less terrible than baroques. Hereafter, perhaps, some intellect may
be found which will reduce my phantasm to the commonplace—some
intellect more calm, more logical, and far less excitable than my own,
which will perceive, in the circumstances | detail with awe, nothing more
than an ordinary succession of very natural causes and effects. From my
infancy | was noted for the docility and humanity of my disposition. My
tenderness of heart was even so conspicuous as to make me the jest of
my companions. | was especially fond of animals, and was indulged by
my parents with a great variety of pets. With these | spent most of my
time, and never was so happy as when feeding and caressing them. This
peculiarity of character grew with my growth, and, in my manhood, |
derived from it one of my principal sources of pleasure. To those who
have cherished an affection for a faithful and sagacious dog, | need hardly
be at the trouble of explaining the nature or the intensity of the
gratification thus derivable. There is something in the unselfish and self-
sacrificing love of a brute, which goes directly to the heart of him who has
had frequent occasion to test the paltry friendship and gossamer fidelity of
mere Man. | married early, and was happy to find in my wife a disposition
not uncongenial with my own. Observing my partiality for domestic pets,
she lost no opportunity of procuring those of the most agreeable kind. We
had birds, gold-fish, a fine dog, rabbits, a small monkey, and a cat. This
latter was a remarkably large and beautiful animal, entirely black, and

sagacious to an astonishing degree. In speaking of his intelligence, my

ho at heart was not a little tinctured with superstition, made
t allusion to the ancient popular notion, which regarded all black

witches in disguise. Not that she was ever serious upon this
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point—and | mention the matter at all for no better reason than that it
happens, just now, to be remembered. Pluto—this was the cat's name—
was my favorite pet and playmate. | alone fed him, and he attended me
wherever | went about the house. It was even with difficulty that | could
prevent him from following me through the streets. Our friendship lasted,
in this manner, for several years, during which my general temperament
and character— through the instrumentality of the Fiend Intemperance—
had (I blush to confess it) experienced a radical alteration for the worse. |
grew, day by day, more moody, more irritable, more regardless of the
feelings of others. | suffered myself to use intemperate language to my
wife. At length, | even offered her personal violence. My pets, of course,
were made to feel the change in my disposition. | not only neglected, but
illused them. For Pluto, however, | still retained sufficient regard to
restrain me from maltreating him, as | made no scruple of maltreating the
rabbits, the monkey, or even the dog, when, by accident, or through
affection, they came in my way. But my disease grew upon me—for what
disease is like Alcohol'—and at length even Pluto, who was now
becoming old, and consequently somewhat peevish—even Pluto began
to experience the effects of my ill temper. One night, returning home,
much intoxicated, from one of my haunts about town, | fancied that the cat
avoided my presence. | seized him; when, in his fright at my violence, he
inflicted a slight wound upon my hand with his teeth. The fury of a demon
instantly possessed me. | knew myself no longer. My original soul
seemed, at once, to take its flight from my body; and a more than fiendish
malevolence, ginnurtured, thrilled every fibre of my frame. | took from my
waistcoat-pocket a penknife, opened it, grasped the poor beast by the
throat, and deliberately cut one of its eyes from the socket! I blush, | burn,

| shudder, while | pen the damnable atrocity. When reason returned with

ning—when | had slept off the fumes of the night's debauch—I
nced a sentiment half of horror, half of remorse, for the crime of

had been guilty; but it was, at best, a feeble and equivocal feeling,
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and the soul remained untouched. | again plunged into excess, and soon
drowned in wine all memory of the deed. In the meantime the cat slowly
recovered. The socket of the lost eye presented, it is true, a frightful
appearance, but he no longer appeared to suffer any pain. He went about
the house as usual, but, as might be expected, fled in extreme terror at
my approach. | had so much of my old heart left, as to be at first grieved
by this evident dislike on the part of a creature which had once so loved
me. But this feeling soon gave place to irritation. And then came, as if to
my final and irrevocable overthrow, the spirit of PERVERSENESS. Of this
spirit philosophy takes no account. Yet | am not more sure that my soul
lives, than | am that perverseness is one of the primitive impulses of the
human heart—one of the indivisible primary faculties, or sentiments,
which give direction to the character of Man. Who has not, a hundred
times, found himself committing a vile or a stupid action, for no other
reason than because he knows he should not? Have we not a perpetual
inclination, in the teeth of our best judgment, to violate that which is Law,
merely because we understand it to be such? This spirit of perverseness,
| say, came to my final overthrow. It was this unfathomable longing of the
soul to vex itself—to offer violence to its own nature—to do wrong for the
wrong’s sake only—that urged me to continue and finally to consummate
the injury | had inflicted upon the unoffending brute. One morning, in cold
blood, I slipped a noose about its neck and hung it to the limb of a tree;—
hung it with the tears streaming from my eyes, and with the bitterest
remorse at my heart;,—hung it because | knew that it had loved me, and
because | felt it had given me no reason of offence;—hung it because |
knew that in so doing | was committing a sin—a deadly sin that would so
jeopardize my immortal soul as to place it—if such a thing were

possible—even beyond the reach of the infinite mercy of the Most

and Most Terrible God. On the night of the day on which this

uel deed was done, | was aroused from sleep by the cry of fire.

tains of my bed were in flames. The whole house was blazing. It
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was with great difficulty that my wife, a servant, and myself, made our
escape from the conflagration. The destruction was complete. My entire
worldly wealth was swallowed up, and | resigned myself thenceforward to
despair. | am above the weakness of seeking to establish a sequence of
cause and effect, between the disaster and the atrocity. But | am detailing
a chain of facts—and wish not to leave even a possible link imperfect. On
the day succeeding the fire, | visited the ruins. The walls, with one
exception, had fallen in. This exception was found in a compartment wall,
not very thick, which stood about the middle of the house, and against
which had rested the head of my bed. The plastering had here, in great
measure, resisted the action of the fire—a fact which | attributed to its
having been recently spread. About this wall a dense crowd were
collected, and many persons seemed to be examining a particular portion
of it with very minute and eager attention. The words “strange!” “singular!”
and other similar expressions, excited my curiosity. | approached and
saw, as if graven in bas-relief upon the white surface, the figure of a
gigantic cat. The impression was given with an accuracy truly marvellous.
There was a rope about the animal's neck. When | first beheld this
apparition—for | could scarcely regard it as less—my wonder and my
terror were extreme. But at length reflection came to my aid. The cat, |
remembered, had been hung in a garden adjacent to the house. Upon the
alarm of fire, this garden had been immediately filled by the crowd—by
some one of whom the animal must have been cut from the tree and
thrown, through an open window, into my chamber. This had probably
been done with the view of arousing me from sleep. The falling of other
walls had compressed the victim of my cruelty into the substance of the
freshly-spread plaster; the lime of which, with the flames, and the

ammonia from the carcass, had then accomplished the portraiture as |

Although | thus readily accounted to my reason, if not altogether to
science, for the startling fact just detailed, it did not the less fail to

deep impression upon my fancy. For months | could not rid myself
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of the phantasm of the cat; and, during this period, there came back into
my spirit a half-sentiment that seemed, but was not, remorse. | went so
far as to regret the loss of the animal, and to look about me, among the
vile haunts which | now habitually frequented, for another pet of the same
species, and of somewhat similar appearance, with which to supply its
place. One night as | sat, half stupefied, in a den of more than infamy, my
attention was suddenly drawn to some black object, reposing upon the
head of one of the immense hogsheads of gin, or of rum, which
constituted the chief furniture of the apartment. | had been looking
steadily at the top of this hogshead for some minutes, and what now
caused me surprise was the fact that | had not sooner perceived the
object thereupon. | approached it, and touched it with my hand. It was a
black cat—a very large one—fully as large as Pluto, and closely
resembling him in every respect but one. Pluto had not a white hair upon
any portion of his body; but this cat had a large, although indefinite
splotch of white, covering nearly the whole region of the breast. Upon my
touching him, he immediately arose, purred loudly, rubbed against my
hand, and appeared delighted with my notice. This, then, was the very
creature of which | was in search. | at once offered to purchase it of the
landlord; but this person made no claim to it—knew nothing of it—had
never seen it before. | continued my caresses, and, when | prepared to go
home, the animal evinced a disposition to accompany me. | permitted it to
do so; occasionally stooping and patting it as | proceeded. When it
reached the house it domesticated itself at once, and became
immediately a great favorite with my wife. For my own patrt, | soon found a
dislike to it arising within me. This was just the reverse of what | had
anticipated; but—I know not how or why it was—its evident fondness for

myself rather disgusted and annoyed me. By slow degrees, these feelings

st and annoyance rose into the bitterness of hatred. | avoided the

2 a certain sense of shame, and the remembrance of my former

cruelty, preventing me from physically abusing it. |1 did not, for
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some weeks, strike, or otherwise violently ill use it; but gradually—very
gradually—I came to look upon it with unutterable loathing, and to flee
silently from its odious presence, as from the breath of a pestilence. What
added, no doubt, to my hatred of the beast, was the discovery, on the
morning after | brought it home, that, like Pluto, it also had been deprived
of one of its eyes. This circumstance, however, only endeared it to my
wife, who, as | have already said, possessed, in a high degree, that
humanity of feeling which had once been my distinguishing trait, and the
source of many of my simplest and purest pleasures. With my aversion to
this cat, however, its partiality for myself seemed to increase. It followed
my footsteps with a pertinacity which it would be difficult to make the
reader comprehend. Whenever | sat, it would crouch beneath my chair, or
spring upon my knees, covering me with its loathsome caresses. If | arose
to walk it would get between my feet and thus nearly throw me down, or,
fastening its long and sharp claws in my dress, clamber, in this manner, to
my breast. At such times, although | longed to destroy it with a blow, | was
yet withheld from so doing, partly by a memory of my former crime, but
chiefly—let me confess it at once—by absolute dread of the beast. This
dread was not exactly a dread of physical evil— and yet | should be at a
loss how otherwise to define it. | am almost ashamed to own—yes, even
in this felon’s cell, I am almost ashamed to own—that the terror and
horror with which the animal inspired me, had been heightened by one of
the merest chimeras it would be possible to conceive. My wife had called
my attention, more than once, to the character of the mark of white hair,
of which | have spoken, and which constituted the sole visible difference
between the strange beast and the one | had destroyed. The reader will
remember that this mark, although large, had been originally very

indefinite; but, by slow degrees—degrees nearly imperceptible, and which

g time my reason struggled to reject as fanciful—it had, at length,

d a rigorous distinctness of outline. It was now the representation

ject that | shudder to name—and for this, above all, | loathed, and
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dreaded, and would have rid myself of the monster had | dared—it was
now, | say, the image of a hideous—of a ghastly thing—of the
GALLOWS!— oh, mournful and terrible engine of Horror and of Crime—of
Agony and of Death ! And now was | indeed wretched beyond the
wretchedness of mere Humanity. And a brute beast—whose fellow | had
contemptuously destroyed—a brute beast to work out for me—for me, a
man fashioned in the image of the High God—so much of insufferable
woe! Alas! neither by day nor by night knew | the blessing of rest any
more! During the former the creature left me no moment alone, and in the
latter | started hourly from dreams of unutterable fear to find the hot
breath of the thing upon my face, and its vast weight—an incarnate
nightmare that | had no power to shake off—incumbent eternally upon my
heart! Beneath the pressure of torments such as these the feeble remnant
of the good within me succumbed. Evil thoughts became my sole
intimates—the darkest and most evil of thoughts. The moodiness of my
usual temper increased to hatred of all things and of all mankind; while
from the sudden, frequent, and ungovernable outbursts of a fury to which
I now blindly abandoned myself, my uncomplaining wife, alas, was the
most usual and the most patient of sufferers. One day she accompanied
me, upon some household errand, into the cellar of the old building which
our poverty compelled us to inhabit. The cat followed me down the steep
stairs, and, nearly throwing me headlong, exasperated me to madness.
Uplifting an axe, and forgetting, in my wrath, the childish dread which had
hitherto stayed my hand, | aimed a blow at the animal, which, of course,
would have proved instantly fatal had it descended as | wished. But this
blow was arrested by the hand of my wife. Goaded by the interference
into a rage more than demoniacal, | withdrew my arm from her grasp and

buried the axe in her brain. She fell dead upon the spot without a groan.

eous murder accomplished, | set myself forthwith, and with entire
ition, to the task of concealing the body. | knew that | could not

it from the house, either by day or by night, without the risk of
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being observed by the neighbors. Many projects entered my mind. At one
period | thought of cutting the corpse into minute fragments, and
destroying them by fire. At another, | resolved to dig a grave for it in the
floor of the cellar. Again, | deliberated about casting it in the well in the
yard—about packing it in a box, as if merchandise, with the usual
arrangements, and so getting a porter to take it from the house. Finally |
hit upon what | considered a far better expedient than either of these. |
determined to wall it up in the cellar, as the monks of the Middle Ages are
recorded to have walled up their victims. For a purpose such as this the
cellar was well adapted. Its walls were loosely constructed, and had lately
been plastered throughout with a rough plaster, which the dampness of
the atmosphere had prevented from hardening. Moreover, in one of the
walls was a projection, caused by a false chimney, or fireplace, that had
been filled up and made to resemble the rest of the cellar. | made no
doubt that | could readily displace the bricks at this point, insert the
corpse, and wall the whole up as before, so that no eye could detect any
thing suspicious. And in this calculation | was not deceived. By means of
a crowbar | easily dislodged the bricks, and, having carefully deposited
the body against the inner wall, | propped it in that position, while with little
trouble, I re-laid the whole structure as it originally stood. Having procured
mortar, sand, and hair, with every possible precaution, | prepared a
plaster which could not be distinguished from the old, and with this | very
carefully went over the new brickwork. When | had finished, | felt satisfied
that all was right. The wall did not present the slightest appearance of
having been disturbed. The rubbish on the floor was picked up with the
minutest care. | looked around triumphantly, and said to myself: “Here at
least, then, my labor has not been in vain.” My next step was to look for

the beast which had been the cause of so much wretchedness; for | had,

d - h, firmly resolved to put it to death. Had | been able to meet with it
uijﬁ,ﬁﬁ, noment, there could have been no doubt of its fate; but it appeared
.

crafty animal had been alarmed at the violence of my previous
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anger, and forbore to present itself in my present mood. It is impossible to
describe or to imagine the deep, the blissful sense of relief which the
absence of the detested creature occasioned in my bosom. It did not
make its appearance during the night; and thus for one night, at least,
since its introduction into the house, | soundly and tranquilly slept; aye,
slept even with the burden of murder upon my soul. The second and the
third day passed, and still my tormentor came not. Once again | breathed
as a free man. The monster, in terror, had fled the premises for ever! |
should behold it no more! My happiness was supreme! The guilt of my
dark deed disturbed me but little. Some few inquiries had been made, but
these had been readily answered. Even a search had been instituted—
but of course nothing was to be discovered. | looked upon my future
felicity as secured. Upon the fourth day of the assassination, a party of
the police came, very unexpectedly, into the house, and proceeded again
to make rigorous investigation of the premises. Secure, however, in the
inscrutability of my place of concealment, | felt no embarrassment
whatever. The officers bade me accompany them in their search. They
left no nook or corner unexplored. At length, for the third or fourth time,
they descended into the cellar. | quivered not in a muscle. My heart beat
calmly as that of one who slumbers in innocence. | walked the cellar from
end to end. | folded my arms upon my bosom, and roamed easily to and
fro. The police were thoroughly satisfied and prepared to depart. The glee
at my heart was too strong to be restrained. | burned to say if but one
word, by way of triumph, and to render doubly sure their assurance of my
guiltlessness. “Gentlemen,” | said at last, as the party ascended the steps,
“I delight to have allayed your suspicions. | wish you all health and a little
more courtesy. By the bye, gentlemen, this—this is a very well-

constructed house,” (in the rabid desire to say something easily, |

knew what | uttered at all),—“l may say an excellently well-
cted house. These walls—are you going, gentlemen?—these

re solidly put together”; and here, through the mere frenzy of

Optimization Software:
www.balesio.com




bravado, | rapped heavily with a cane which | held in my hand, upon that
very portion of the brickwork behind which stood the corpse of the wife of
my bosom. But may God shield and deliver me from the fangs of the
Arch-Fiend! No sooner had the reverberation of my blows sunk into
silence, than | was answered by a voice from within the tomb!—Dby a cry,
at first muffled and broken, like the sobbing of a child, and then quickly
swelling into one long, loud, and continuous scream, utterly anomalous
and inhuman—a howl—a wailing shriek, half of horror and half of triumph,
such as might have arisen only out of hell, conjointly from the throats of
the dammed in their agony and of the demons that exult in the damnation.
Of my own thoughts it is folly to speak. Swooning, | staggered to the
opposite wall. For one instant the party upon the stairs remained
motionless, through extremity of terror and awe. In the next a dozen stout
arms were toiling at the wall. It fell bodily. The corpse, already greatly
decayed and clotted with gore, stood erect before the eyes of the
spectators. Upon its head, with red extended mouth and solitary eye of
fire, sat the hideous beast whose craft had seduced me into murder, and
whose informing voice had consigned me to the hangman. | had walled

the monster up within the tomb (Menéndez, 1843).
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The Case of Lady Sannox by Arthur Conan Doyle

Arthur Conan Doyle was born on May 22, 1859 to a prosperous
and strict Irish Catholic family in Edinburgh, Scotland. Although the Doyle
family is highly respected in the art world, his father, Charles, who was a
lifelong alcoholic, has few accomplishments to speak of. Doyle’s mother,
Mary, is a lively and educated woman who loves to read. He was very
happy to tell strange stories to his young son. His enthusiasm and great
animation when playing wild stories spark children’'s imagination. As
Doyle later recalls in his biography, "In my childhood, as far as | can
remember, the life story he was about to tell was so striking that it
obscured the real facts of my life." In 1890, the Arthur Conan Doyle novel
A Study in Scarlet introduced the character Detective Sherlock Holmes.
Then, Doyle wrote 60 stories about Sherlock Holmes. He also tried to
spread his spiritual beliefs through a series of books written from 1918 to
1926.Doyle died of a heart attack in Crowborough, England on 7 July
1930 (Editors, 2014).
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The Story of The Case of Lady Sannox

The relations between Douglas Stone and the notorious Lady Sannox
were very well known both among the fashionable circles of which she
was a brilliant member, and the scientific bodies which numbered him
among their most illustrious confreres. There was naturally, therefore, a
very widespread interest when it was announced one morning that the
lady had absolutely and for ever taken the veil, and that the world would
see her no more. When, at the very tail of this rumour, there came the
assurance that the celebrated operating surgeon, the man of steel nerves,
had been found in the morning by his valet, seated on one side of his bed,
smiling pleasantly upon the universe, with both legs jammed into one side
of his breeches and his great brain about as valuable as a cap full of
porridge, the matter was strong enough to give quite a little thrill of
interest to folk who had never hoped that their jaded nerves were capable

of such a sensation.

Douglas Stone in his prime was one of the most remarkable men in
England. Indeed, he could hardly be said to have ever reached his prime,
for he was but nine-and-thirty at the time of this little incident. Those who
knew him best were aware that famous as he was as a surgeon, he might
have succeeded with even greater rapidity in any of a dozen lines of life.
He could have cut his way to fame as a soldier, struggled to it as an
explorer, bullied for it in the courts, or built it out of stone and iron as an
engineer. He was born to be great, for he could plan what another man
dare not do, and he could do what another man dare not plan. In surgery
none could follow him. His nerve, his judgement, his intuition, were things
apart. Again and again his knife cut away death, but grazed the very

enrinne of life in doing it, until his assistants were as white as the patient.

rgy, his audacity, his full-blooded self-confidence - does not the
of them still linger to the south of Marylebone Road and the north
'd Street?
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His vices were as magnificent as his virtues, and infinitely more
picturesque. Large as was his income, and it was the third largest of all
professional men in London, it was far beneath the luxury of his living.
Deep in his complex nature lay a rich vein of sensualism, at the sport of
which he placed all the prizes of his life. The eye, the ear, the touch, the
palate, all were his masters. The bouquet of old vintages, the scent of
rare exotics, the curves and tints of the daintiest potteries of Europe, it
was to these that the quick-running stream of gold was transformed. And
then there came his sudden mad passion for Lady Sannox, when a single
interview with two challenging glances and a whispered word set him
ablaze. She was the loveliest woman in London and the only one to him.
He was one of the handsomest men in London, but not the only one to
her. She had a liking for new experiences, and was gracious to most men
who wooed her. It may have been cause or it may have been effect that

Lord Sannox looked fifty, though he was but six-and-thirty.

He was a quiet, silent, neutral-tinted man, this lord, with thin lips and
heavy eyelids, much given to gardening, and full of home-like habits. He
had at one time been fond of acting, had even rented a theatre in London,
and on its boards had first seen Miss Marion Dawson, to whom he had
offered his hand, his title, and the third of a county. Since his marriage his
early hobby had become distasteful to him. Even in private theatricals it
was no longer possible to persuade him to exercise the talent which he
had often showed that he possessed. He was happier with a spud and a

watering-can among his orchids and chrysanthemums.

It was quite an interesting problem whether he was absolutely devoid
of sense, or miserably wanting in spirit. Did he know his lady's ways and

candone them, or was he a mere blind, doting fool? It was a point to be

ed over the teacups in snug little drawing-rooms, or with the aid of

in the bow windows of clubs. Bitter and plain were the comments

men upon his conduct. There was but one who had a good word
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to say for him, and he was the most silent member in the smoking-room.
He had seen him break in a horse at the University, and it seemed to

have left an impression upon his mind.

But when Douglas Stone became the favourite all doubts as to Lord
Sannox’s knowledge or ignorance were set for ever at rest. There was no
subterfuge about Stone. In his high-handed, impetuous fashion, he set all
caution and discretion at defiance. The scandal became notorious. A
learned body intimated that his name had been struck from the list of its
vice-presidents. Two friends implored him to consider his professional
credit. He cursed them all three, and spent forty guineas on a bangle to
take with him to the lady. He was at her house every evening, and she
drove in his carriage in the afternoons. There was not an attempt on
either side to conceal their relations; but there came at last a little incident
to interrupt them.

It was a dismal winter's night, very cold and gusty, with the wind
whooping in the chimneys and blustering against the window-panes. A
thin spatter of rain tinkled on the glass with each fresh sough of the gale,
drowning for the instant the dull gurgle and drip from the eaves. Douglas
Stone had finished his dinner, and sat by his fire in the study, a glass of
rich port upon the malachite table at his elbow. As he raised it to his lips,
he held it up against the lamplight, and watched with the eye of a
connoisseur the tiny scales of beeswing which floated in its rich ruby
depths. The fire, as it spurted up, threw fitful lights upon his bald, clear-cut
face, with its widely-opened grey eyes, its thick and yet firm lips, and the
deep, square jaw, which had something Roman in its strength and its
animalism. He smiled from time to time as he nestled back in his luxurious

chair Indeed, he had a right to feel well pleased, for, against the advice of

ragues, he had performed an operation that day of which only two

vere on record, and the result had been brilliant beyond all
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expectation. No other man in London would have had the daring to plan,

or the skill to execute, such a heroic measure.

But he had promised Lady Sannox to see her that evening and it was
already half-past eight. His hand was outstretched to the bell to order the
carriage when he heard the dull thud of the knocker. An instant later there
was the shuffling of feet in the hall, and the sharp closing of a door.

"A patient to see you, sir, in the consulting room," said the butler.
"About himself?"

"No, sir; I think he wants you to go out.”

"It is too late," cried Douglas Stone peevishly. "l won't go."

"This is his card, sir."

The butler presented it upon the gold salver which had been given to

his master by the wife of a Prime Minister.
""Hamil Ali, Smyrna.” Hum! The fellow is a Turk, | suppose.”

"Yes, sir. He seems as if he came from abroad, sir. And he'’s in a

terrible way."

"Tut, tut! I have an engagement. | must go somewhere else. But I'll see

him. Show him in here, Pim."

A few moments later the butler swung open the door and ushered in a
small and decrepit man, who walked with a bent back and with the

forward push of the face and blink of the eyes which goes with extreme

pht. His face was swarthy, and his hair and beard of the deepest
n one hand he held a turban of white muslin striped with red, in the

small chamois-leather bag.
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"Good evening," said Douglas Stone, when the butler had closed the
door. "You speak English, | presume?"

"Yes, sir. | am from Asia Minor, but | speak English when | speak

slow."
"You wanted me to go out, | understand?"”
"Yes, sir. | wanted very much that you should see my wife."

"I could come in the morning, but | have an engagement which

prevents me from seeing your wife tonight.”

The Turk's answer was a singular one. He pulled the string which
closed the mouth of the chamois-leather bag, and poured a flood of gold

on to the table.

"There are one hundred pounds there," said he, "and | promise you

that it will not take you an hour. | have a cab ready at the door."

Douglas Stone glanced at his watch. An hour would not make it too
late to visit Lady Sannox. He had been there later. And the fee was an
extraordinarily high one. He had been pressed by his creditors lately, and

he could not afford to let such a chance pass. He would go.
"What is the case?" he asked.

"Oh, it is so sad a one! So sad a one! You have not, perhaps heard of

the daggers of the Almohades?"

"Never."

they are Eastern daggers of a great age and of a singular shape,
e hilt like what you call a stirrup. | am a curiosity dealer, you
and, and that is why | have come to England from Smyrna, but

ek | go back once more. Many things | brought with me, and |
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have a few things left, but among them, to my sorrow, is one of these

daggers."

"You will remember that | have an appointment, sir," said the surgeon,

with some irritation; "pray confine yourself to the necessary details.”

"You will see that it is necessary. Today my wife fell down in a faint in
the room in which | keep my wares, and she cut her lower lip upon this

cursed dagger of Aimohades."

"l see,” said Douglas Stone, rising. "And you wish me to dress the

wound?"
"No, no, it is worse than that."
"What then?"
"These daggers are poisoned.”
"Poisoned!"

"Yes, and there is no man, East or West, who can tell now what is the
poison or what the cure. But all that is known | know, for my father was in
this trade before me, and we have had much to do with these poisoned

weapons.”
"What are the symptoms?"
"Deep sleep, and death in thirty hours."

"And you say there is no cure. Why then should you pay me this

considerable fee?"

drug can cure, but the knife may."

how?"

Optimization Software:
www . balesio.com




"The poison is slow of absorption. It remains for hours in the wound."
"Washing, then, might cleanse it?"

"No more than in a snake bite. It is too subtle and too deadly."
"Excision of the wound, then?"

"That is it. If it be on the finger, take the finger off. So said my father
always. But think of where this wound is, and that it is my wife. It is

dreadful!"

But familiarity with such grim matters may take the finer edge from a
man’s sympathy. To Douglas Stone this was already an interesting case,
and he brushed aside as irrelevant the feeble objections of the husband.

"It appears to be that or nothing," said he brusquely. "It is better to

loose a lip than a life."

"Ah, yes, | know that you are right. Well, well, it is kismet, and it must
be faced. | have the cab, and you will come with me and do this thing."

Douglas Stone took his case of bistouries from a drawer, and placed it
with a roll of bandage and a compress of lint in his pocket. He must waste

no more time if he were to see Lady Sannox.

"I am ready," said he, pulling on his overcoat. "Will you take a glass of

wine before you go out into this cold air?"
His visitor shrank away, with a protesting hand upraised.

"You forget that | am a Mussulman, and a true follower of the Prophet,"

. "But tell me what is the bottle of green glass which you have

n your pocket?"

chloroform."
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"Ah, that also is forbidden to us. It is a spirit, and we make no use of
such things."

"What! You would allow your wife to go through an operation without

an anaesthetic?"

"Ah! she will feel nothing, poor soul. The deep sleep has already come
on, which is the first working of the poison. And then | have given her of

our Smyrna opium. Come, sir, for already an hour has passed.”

As they stepped out into the darkness, a sheet of rain was driven in
upon their faces, and the hall lamp, which dangled from the arm of a
marble Caryatid, went out with a fluff. Pim, the butler, pushed the heavy
door to, straining hard with his shoulder against the wind, while the two
men groped their way towards the yellow glare which showed where the

cab was waiting. An instant later they were rattling upon their journey.
"Is it far?" asked Douglas Stone.
"Oh, no. We have a very little quiet place off the Euston Road."

The surgeon pressed the spring of his repeater and listened to the little
tings which told him the hour. It was a quarter past nine. He calculated the
distances, and the short time which it would take him to perform so trivial
an operation. He ought to reach Lady Sannox by ten o’clock. Through the
fogged windows he saw the blurred gas lamps dancing past, with
occasionally the broader glare of a shop front. The rain was pelting and
rattling upon the leathern top of the carriage, and the wheels swashed as
they rolled through puddle and mud. Opposite to him the white headgear

of his companion gleamed faintly through the obscurity. The surgeon felt

- bckets and arranged his needles, his ligatures and his safety-pins,
time might be wasted when they arrived. He chafed with

nce and drummed his foot upon the floor.
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But the cab slowed down at last and pulled up. In an instant Douglas
Stone was out, and the Smyrna merchant’s toe was at his very heel.

"You can wait," said he to the driver.

It was a mean-looking house in a narrow and sordid street. The
surgeon, who knew his London well, cast a swift glance into the shadows,
but there was nothing distinctive - no shop, no movement, nothing but a
double line of dull, flat-faced houses, a double stretch of wet flagstones
which gleamed in the lamplight, and a double rush of water in the gutters
which swirled and gurgled towards the sewer gratings. The door which
faced them was blotched and discoloured, and a faint light in the fan pane
above, it served to show the dust and the grime which covered it. Above
in one of the bedroom windows, there was a dull yellow glimmer. The
merchant knocked loudly, and, as he turned his dark face towards the
light, Douglas Stone could see that it was contracted with anxiety. A bolt
was drawn, and an elderly woman with a taper stood in the doorway,

shielding the thin flame with her gnarled hand.
"Is all well?" gasped the merchant.
"She is as you left her, sir."
"She has not spoken?"
"No, she is in a deep sleep.”

The merchant closed the door, and Douglas Stone walked down the
narrow passage, glancing about him in some surprise as he did so. There
was no oil-cloth, no mat, no hat-rack. Deep grey dust and heavy festoons

of cobwebs met his eyes everywhere. Following the old woman up the

stair, his firm footfall echoed harshly through the silent house.

] : as no carpet.
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The bedroom was on the second landing. Douglas Stone followed the
old nurse into it, with the merchant at his heels. Here, at least, there was
furniture and to spare. The floor was littered and the corners piled with
Turkish cabinets, inlaid tables, coats of chain mail, strange pipes, and
grotesque weapons. A single small lamp stood upon a bracket on the
wall. Douglas Stone took it down, and picking his way among the lumber,
walked over to a couch in the corner, on which lay a woman dressed in
the Turkish fashion, with yashmak and veil. The lower part of the face was
exposed, and the surgeon saw a jagged cut which zigzagged along the
border of the under lip.

"You will forgive the yashmak," said the Turk. "You know our views

about women in the East."

But the surgeon was not thinking about the yashmak. This was no
longer a woman to him. It was a case. He stooped and examined the

wound carefully.

"There are no signs of irritation,” said he. "We might delay the

operation until local symptoms develop."
The husband wrung his hands in uncontrollable agitation.

"Oh! sir, sir," he cried. "Do not trifle. You do not know. It is deadly. |
know, and | give you my assurance that an operation is absolutely

necessary. Only the knife can save her."
"And yet | am inclined to wait,"” said Douglas Stone.

"That is enough,” the Turk cried, angrily. "Every minute is of

importance, and | cannot stand here and see my wife allowed to sink. It

nains for me to give you my thanks for having come, and to call in

| ~ [her surgeon before it is too late."
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Douglas Stone hesitated. To refund that hundred pounds was no
pleasant matter. But of course if he left the case he must return the
money. And if the Turk were right and the woman died, his position before

a coroner might be an embarrassing one.
"You have had personal experience of this poison?" he asked.
"l have."
"And you assure me that an operation is needful.”
"l swear it by all that | hold sacred."
"The disfigurement will be frightful.”
"l can understand that the mouth will not be a pretty one to kiss."

Douglas Stone turned fiercely upon the man. The speech was a brutal
one. But the Turk has his own fashion of talk and of thought, and there
was no time for wrangling. Douglas Stone drew a bistoury from his case,
opened it and felt the keen straight edge with his forefinger. Then he held
the lamp closer to the bed. Two dark eyes were gazing up at him through
the slit in the yashmak. They were all iris, and the pupil was hardly to be

seen.
"You have given her a very heavy dose of opium."
"Yes, she has had a good dose."”

He glanced again at the dark eyes which looked straight at his own.
They were dull and lustreless, but, even as he gazed, a little shifting

sparkle came into them, and the lips quivered.

is not absolutely unconscious," said he.

Lld it not be well to use the knife while it will be painless?"

Optimization Software:
www . balesio.com




The same thought had crossed the surgeon’s mind. He grasped the
wounded lip with his forceps, and with two swift cuts he took out a broad
V-shaped piece. The woman sprang up on the couch with a dreadful
gurgling scream. Her covering was torn from her face. It was a face that
he knew. In spite of that protruding upper lip and that slobber of blood, it
was a face that he knew. She kept on putting her hand up to the gap and
screaming. Douglas Stone sat down at the foot of the couch with his knife
and his forceps. The room was whirling round, and he had felt something
go like a ripping seam behind his ear. A bystander would have said that
his face was the more ghastly of the two. As in a dream, or as if he had
been looking at something at the play, he was conscious that the Turk’s
hair and beard lay upon the table, and that Lord Sannox was leaning
against the wall with his hand to his side, laughing silently. The screams
had died away now, and the dreadful head had dropped back again upon
the pillow, but Douglas Stone still sat motionless, and Lord Sannox still

chuckled quietly to himself.

"It was really very necessary for Marion, this operation,” said he, "not
physically, but morally, you know, morally."

Douglas Stone stooped for yards and began to play with the fringe of
the coverlet. His knife tinkled down upon the ground, but he still held the

forceps and something more.

"l had long intended to make a little example,” said Lord Sannox,
suavely. "Your note of Wednesday miscarried, and | have it here in my
pocket-book. | took some pains in carrying out my idea. The wound, by

the way, was from nothing more dangerous than my signet ring."

glanced keenly at his silent companion, and cocked the small
" which he held in his coat pocket. But Douglas Stone was still

at the coverlet.
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"You see you have kept your appointment after all," said Lord Sannox.

And at that Douglas Stone began to laugh. He laughed long and
loudly. But Lord Sannox did not laugh now. Something like fear
sharpened and hardened his features. He walked from the room, and he

walked on tiptoe. The old woman was waiting outside.
"Attend to your mistress when she awakes," said Lord Sannox.

Then he went down to the street. The cab was at the door, and the

driver raised his hand to his hat.

"John," said Lord Sannox, "you will take the doctor home first. He will
want leading downstairs, | think. Tell his butler that he has been taken ill

at a case."
"Very good, sir."
"Then you can take Lady Sannox home."
"And how about yourself, sir?"

"Oh, my address for the next few months will be Hotel di Roma,
Venice. Just see that the letters are sent on. And tell Stevens to exhibit all
the purple chrysanthemums next Monday, and to wire me the result."
(Shortstories, 2003).
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