THE HOUSE N THE MAGNOLIAS

AUGUST DERLETH AND MARK SCHORER

AUGUST (WILLIAM) DERLETH (1909-1971) was born in Sauk :
City, Wisconsin, where he remained his entire life. He received an M A, from:
the University of Wisconsin in 1930, by which time he had already begun to :
sell horror stories to Feird Tales (the first appearing in 1926} and other pulp:
magazines. During his lifetime, he wrote more than three thousand stories and:
articles, and published more than a hundred books, including deective stories:
(featuring Judge Peck and an American Sherlock Holmes clone, Solar Pong);:
supernatural stories, and what he regarded as his serious fiction: a very lengthy’
series of books, stories, poems, journals, etc., about life in his small town, whmh
he renamed Sac Prairie.

Derleth’s boyhood friend and frequent coltaborator, Mark Schorer (1908v
1977), was born in the same town and attended the same university. He pub-=
lished his first novel, 4 House Too Old (1935), abour Wisconsin life, while still:
a graduate student. He went on to a distinguished career as a scholar, critic,:
writer, and educator, holding positions at Dartmouth, Harvard, and the Uni-
versity of California (Berkeley). He won three Guggenheim scholarships and s
Fulbright professorship to the University of Pisa. In addition to writing for the
pulps, he sold many short stories to such magazines as The New Yorker, Esquire,
and The Atlantic Monthly, but his most important work was his biography, Sw-
clair Lewis: An American Life (1961). He was elected to the American Academy
of Arts and Sciences. :

“The House in the Magnolias” was first published in the June 1932 edition
of Strange Tales; it was fivst collected in Colonel Markesan and Less Pleasant
People by August Derleth and Mark Schorer (Sauk City, Wisconsin: Arkham
House, 1966).
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AUGUST DERLETH AND MARR SCHORER

 THE HOUSE
IN THE MAGNOLIAS

IFYOU HAD seenthe magnolias, you would
understand without further explanation from
me why [ went back ro the house. My friends
in New Orleans realized that it was just such g
- place as an artist like myself would light upon for
his subject, Their objections to my going there
were not based on notions thar the house and
its surroundings were not fir subjects for really
excellent landscape paintings, No, thev agreed
with me there. Where they disagreed , . . Byr I
had better fill in the background for vou before |
get too far ahead in my story,

I'had been in New Orleans a month, and st} -

had found no subject in that old city that really
satisfied me. Rut, motering one day out into the
country with Sherman Jordan, a young poet with
whom I was Living during Iy stay in the city, we
found ourselves about four mniles out of New Oy
leans, driving zlong 2 little-used road over-which
the willows Jeaned low, The road broadened un-
expectedly, and the willows gave way to a row of
fycamores, and then, in the évening dusk, T saw
the house in the magnolias for the first timne,
Tt was not far from the road, and yet not too
cose. A grear veranda with tall pillars stretched
s length in front. The house itself was of white
wood, built in the typical rambling Southern
plantating stvle. Vines covdred great portions
of its sides, and the whote building was liter-
ally. buried jn magnolias—magnolias such as I
have never seen before, in every shade and hue,
They were fully opened, and even from the road

Leould see the heavy waxen artificiality of those
Reazest,
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“There’s my picture!” T exclaimed eagerly.
“Stop the car, old marn,_”

But Sherman Jordan showed no inclination
to stop. He glanced quickly at his warch and said
by way of explanation: “It’s almest SIX; we've .
80t o get back for our dinner engagement.” He
drove on without » second glance at the house,

I'was disappointed. “J; would have taken only
aminute,” I reproached him.

I must have looked ghum, for just as we were
driving into New Orleans, he turned and said:
“T'm sorry; T didp’t think it was so important,” |
felt suddenly, mexplicably, that he Was not sorry,

that he had gone past the house deliberately,

I'said: “Oh, it doesn’t make any difference, {
€an come out tomorrow.” :

He was silent for 4 moment, Then he said:
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“Do you really think it would be such a good
picture?”

“I do,” T said, and at the same nstant 1
thought that he didn’t want me to paintt that

house. “Will you drive me out tomorrow DROIT-

mg?” ] added.

“T can’t,” he said shordy. “I’ve promised
Stan Leslie I'd go boating with him. But you can
have the car, if you really insist on painting that
house.”

I said nothing,

As we left the car he turned and said almost
sharply: “Still, 1 think you might find better
subjects if you tried.”

A cutting reply about my wasted month in
New Orleans was on the tip of my tongue, but I
held it back. I could not understand my friend’s
utter lack of enthusiasm. I could not chalk it up
to an inartistic eye, for [ knew Sherman Jordan
could be deperided on for good taste. As T went
upstairs to dress, there remained in my mind the
picture of that lavely old house, surrounded by
rich magnolias, marked off by the swaying syca-
niore trees.

My eagerness had not-abated when I stepped
from Jordan’s car next morning, opened the
gaie, and went up the path under the sycamores
to the house in the magnolias. As I mounted the
steps, walked across the veranda, and lifted the
knocker on theclosed door, I thought of paint-
ing a close-up of magnolias. 1 was turning this
idea over in my mind when the door opened
suddenly, noiselessly. And old woman stood
there, apparently a Negress, dressed plainly in
starched white. Her face held me. Tt was pecu-
liarty ashy—really gray—unhealthy. T thoughe:
“The woman is i11.” Her eyes stared at me; they
were like deep black podls, bottomless, inseru-
table, and vet at the same time oddly dull. 1 felt
momentarily uncomfortable,

“Is.the master in?” | asked.

The woman did not answer, though she con-
tinued 1o stare at me. For 3 momenr I thought
that perhaps she was deaf. | spoke loudly, and
very distinctly, repeating: “Is your master in}
May I see your master?”

- rious; behind her dark eyes were smolderin

‘me 1 could feel the woman’s alert eyes boring.

. 1n the light from the half-opened window.

A faint shadow fell across the floor of thy
hall behind the servant, and in an instant, 3 gep.
ond woman appeared. “What is it?” she asked
sharply, in a1 deep, velvety voice. The Womay
Wwas so astonishingly atrractive that for a me-
ment I could not speak for admiration. She Was
almost as tall as I was, and very shapely, He;
hair was black and drawn back loosely from her
face. Her complexion was swarthy, almost o).
ive, with a high color in cheeks and lips. Tn her.
ears were golden rings. Her eves, which were
black, shone from dark surrounding shadow
She wore a purple dress that fell almost 1o th
floor. Her face as she looked at me wag impe.

fires. \%
She waved the servant aside and ‘turned m\%
me, repeating her question: “What is it; pieasc?”._%
With my eyes on her face, T said:“I am John '
Stuard. T paint. Yesterday, driving :past vour
place here, T was so atrracted by thehatse that |
felt I must come and ask VOUTr permission to yse
it as a subject for a landscape.” E
“Will you come in?” she asked, less sharply,
She stepped to one side. I muttered my
thanks and went past her into the hall Behind

into me. | turned, and she gestured-for me o
precede her into the drawing reom Jeading o
the hall. T went ahead. In the drawing room wi
sat down. : :

“You are from New Orleans?” sheasked. Sh
leaned a little forward, her somber-eyes taking in
my face. She was sitting in shadow, and I directly

“No,” I replied. “I live in Chicago. 1 am on!:y
visiting in New Orleans.” She looked at mea
moment before replying. “Perhaps if can be :
ranged for you to paint the house. Frwiil not tak
long? How many days, please?”

“A week, perhaps ten days. Ttis:
cuit.” : :
She appeared suddenly annoyed:: ShP: w
just about to say something when some distan
sound caught her ear, and she jerked:her ,h.
up, looking intently into a corner.of the :cealm

quite diff




¢ fell across the floor of the

vant, and in an instant, a sec. - -

red. “What is it?” she askeq
y velvety voice. The womap
zly attractive that for a mg-
peak for admiration. She wag
was, and very shapely. Her
drawn back Ioosely from hey
ion was swarthy, abmost gl
for in cheeks and lips, In her
rings. Her eves, which were
dark surrounding shadows,
dress that fell almost to the
she looked 2t me was impe-
dark eyes were smoldering

servant aside and rurned. o
uestion: “What is it, pleage?®
1 her face, T said: *T am John
esterday, driving past your
attracted by the house thar I
d ask your permission touse
andscape.”
1?7 she asked, less sharply.
one side. I muttered my
ist her into the hall. Behind
: woman’s alert eves boring
and she gestared for me to
¢ drawing room leading off
ad. In the drawing room we

ew Orleans?” she asked. She

‘d, her somber eyes taking in

ing in shadow, and I directly -

haif-opened window.
‘Iive in Chicago. | am only
leans.” She looked at me 2

ying. “Perhaps it can be ar- -

nt the house. Tt will not take
s, please?” o
5 ten days. It is quite diffi-

iddenly annoyed. She‘ Wi
nething when some distandt
ir, and she jerked her hL2

into a corner of the ceiling,

THL HOUSE 1§ TR MAGKOLIAS

as if listening, T heard nothing, Presently she
turned again, “f thought it might be for only a

day or two,” she said, bi ting her lower lip,

I'began to explain whep T heard the old ser-
vant shuffle toward the door that led our to
the veranda. The woman before me looked up
quickiy. Then she called out i 4 low persuasive

voiee: “Gro back ro the kitchen, Matilda.”

Looking through the open drawing reom
doors, I saw the servant Stop in her tracks, turn
astomatically, and shuffle past the door down

the hail, walking listlessly, stiffly.
“Is the woman ill?” | agked solicitously,

“Nom, non,” she said quickly. Then she sard
abruptly: “You do not know my name; | am

Rosamunda Marsing »

Belatedly, I said: “I am glad to know vou. You
- live here alone?”

There was a pause before she answered me.

“The servant,” she said, smiling lightly. She

Tooked a little troubled. I felt that 1 should not
have asked.

. To cover my embarrassment, I said: “You
have a nice plantation”

She shook her head quickly. “It is not mine.
tbelongs to Miss Abby, my zunt Abby. Sheisa
Hajtian ”

“Oh, T see,” T said, smiling; “She lives in
Haig?»

- “No, she does not live in Hairi, She did five
there. She came from there some years ago,”

I nodded, but I dig not quite understand,
Looking about me, | could see that everything
¥as scrupulously clean and well taken care of,
it this wag certainly a large house for a single
Servant to keep so well. I hag seen from a glance
2 Miss Marsing’s hands that she had ng share in
the'labors of the household,

Miss Marsina bent forward again, “Tell me,
sy, [ give you permission to paint rhe house—
Youwould stay— i the city?”

My eveg dropped confusediy before hers, and
@ her' question my face fell, for my disappoint-
TRt was evident go her, | had hoped she would

- Bkme 1o Jiyve in the house for the time that [

™ted it Once more | started an explanation
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w0 Rosamunda Marsina, suggesting that I nuight
find some place in the neighborhood where I
could get a room for the time, but throughour
my explanation, | openly, shamelessly hinted a;
an imvitation from her o stay here,

My speech seemed rg have its effect. “Per-
haps I coyld gIVe You 4 room for that time,” she
said rebuctantly,

T accepted her mvitation at once. She fidg-
eted a [ittle nervously, and asked: “When do you
wish 1o begin painting?”

“I should like 1o start sketching tomorrow;
The painting I shall have 1o do mostly late in the
afterncon, I want to get the half-light in which I
first saw the house_—”

She interrupted me abruptly. “There wili
be some conditions to staying here— g request |
must make of you, perhaps two,” | nodded. “f
am not z very sociable creature,” she went on,
“I do not like many people abour. I must agk you
10t to bring any friends out with vou, even for
short visits, And I would rather, too, thar you
didn’t mention Your work out here unless iec-
essary—it might reach the ears of Aunt Abby;

perhaps she would not fike it,”

1 saw nothing strange in her request, nothing
stranige in this mysteriously beautifi] wonzan, “J
shouldn’t think of bringing anyone, Miss Mar-
sina,” I said. “J feel T am presuming as it is.”

She stopped me with a quick, abrupt “Ngy,
and a slightly upraised hand. Then she smiled,
“I shali expect you tomorrow then.”

Both of us got up and walked 1o the door |
satd, “Good-by,” aimos: automaticaily, Then T
started walking down the path, away from the
house, feeling Rosamunda Marsina’s eyes on
me. Suddenly | heard running foorsteps, light
footsteps, and turned to meer Migg Marsina.

“One thing more, Mr. Stuard,” she said hur-
riedly, talking in a Tow voice as if afraid of being

overheard. “Tomorrow—ig i necessary for vou
to bring your car? Cars disturb me.” She fooked
pathetically at me,

“I'shall not bring the car,” | wid.

She nodded, quickly, shortly, and ran back
mto the house without pausing, Looking back
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from the road, 1 saw her standing at the open
window of the drawing room, watching me.
I found Resamunda Marsina waiting for me

next morning. She scemed a little agitated; &

wondered whether anything had gone wrong.

“Shall T bring in the equipment and my ea-
sel?” Tasked.

“Matilda can bring it to your room,” she
said. “Come with me. I am going to put you on
the ground foeer.”

She turned and led the way into the house
-and down the hall. Opening a door not far be-
yond the drawing room she stretched out her
arm.and indicated the charming old chamber
which I was to occupy, a room with great heavy
mahogany burean and four-poster, with a desk,
and windows opening directly on the garden at
the side of the house.

“It’s lovely,” I murmured.

She tooked at me with her dark eyes, not as
sharp today as they had been the day before. They
were limpid and soft, tender, 1 thought. Then
abruptly I caught a flash of something I was not
meant 1o see; it was present only for 2 moment,
and her eves veiled it again—unmistakable fear!

She could not have known that T had seen, for
she said: “You must not venture off the grounds,
and not behind the house. And you will not go to
any of the other floors?”

I'satd: *“No, certainly not.”

Matilda shuffled into the room, and with-
out 2 word or a glance at us, put the equipment

“down near the bed. She departed with the same .

dragging footsteps.

“A curious woman,” { said.

Rosamunda Marsina laughed a imle uncer-
tainly. “Yes; she is very old. She came here with
my aunt,”

“Oh,” I said. “Your aunt is here, then?”

She looked at me, shot a quick startled glance

at me. “Didn’t I tell you?” she asked. “1 thought
I 1old vou vesterday—ves, she is here, That is
why 1 have made so many requests of you; it is
because I don’t want her to know you are here.”
Her voice betrayed her agiration, though her
face remained immobile,
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“She can hardly th;) secmg me some time,

Pm afraid.”
. “Non, non—not if you do as I say” Opee
again fear crept into her eyes. She spoke quickly
in a low voice. “She is a near-invalid. She has 4
club foot, and never leaves the back rooms of the
second floor because it is so difficult for her ¢
move.” Rosamunda Marsing’s hand was trem.
bling. I took it in my own.

“If she would object to my being here, per-
haps I had better go to one of your ne;ghbors "
I volunteered.

She closed her eyes for a momem; then _.
flashed them open and locked at me calmiy, sav-
ing impetuously: “I want you to stay. My aunt
must not matter—even though she-does, Yoy
must stay now; I want vou to stay. She is not
really my aunt, | don’t think. She brought me
from Haiti when 1 was just a little gird. 1 cannor
remember anything. She is much da;lcer than
am; she is not a Creole.”

Again T had an uncomfortable feehng that.
something was wrong in the house,and for o
moment | had the impression that Rosamunds’
Marsina was begging me to stay. “Thank you,” I

said; “T’ll stay.”

She smiled ar me with her lovely dark Hps:
and left the room, closing the door soffly behin
her. o
That night the first strange thing-happened
Rosamunda Marsina’s  suggestive  attitude;
the vague fear that haunted her eyes, the sud:
den inexplicable agitation of her wolce—thesg
things had prepared me, Perhaps if T had go
to sleep at once, I would have known nothing
As I lay there, half asleep, I heard a disti '
sound of somecne walking on the floor above
me, in seme room farther back than my own
thought of Miss Marsina’s aunt-Abby ar ontg
but recoliected that the woman was a Cripp
and a near-invalid, and would not be Eikeiy.
be up and about, especially not at’this hour.
the footsteps were slow and dragging, and :
accompanied by the sound of -a’cane 1app
slowly at regular intervals against-the floor
up in bed to listen. Listening, Fcould relt
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it was only one foot thar dragged, Abrupily, the distinct impressions of
footsteps stopped. Migs Abby had gotten our of  which must haye
her bed somehow, and hag walked perhaps to the enly a short whil
wall of the room from the bed. T heard gurtural 1o leave me gasping, it came to me that Rogg-
sounds suddenly, and then the dragging foot- munda Marsina had been waiting for me in the
steps retreating, The woman tatking to herself, hall, Wwalting to see whar [ would do—and, T fels
I thought. sure, sending me back into MY room against her
Then, above the dragging footsteps, 1 heard willl
a disturbing shaffling which seemed to come Islept Comparatively lttle thar night.
from somewhere below, followed by sounds as of In the morning I wanted o say something
doors closing somewhere, In 5 moment, afl wag g my hostess, but T had hardly come fom my
quiet again; but only for 4 moment—ior sud-  room before she herself spoke. She came 1o me
denly there came a thin, reed-like wail of ter-  at the breakfagt table, and said: “Yoy must haye
ror, followed at once by a shrill scream, | Satup  had a powerful dream last night, M. Stuard,
abruptly. A window went up with 1 bang, and 2 There was nothing wrong as you thought—pgy
harsh, guttural voice sounded from above. The gig the servants call oye!”
voice from above had g magic effect, for silence, At once 1 understood thar she Wwas not talg-
broken only by the sudden shuffling of feet, fell ing for me. Her face was white and Strained, her
immecliately, voice annaturally loud. Ag quickly, T answered in
I had got out of bed, and made My Way t0  an equal raised voice, “P'm sorry. T should have
the door leading into the hail. T had seen on my  warned you that ] am often troubled by bad
first visit that the house facked artificial light,  dreams.”
and had brought an electric candle along. Thig Miss Marsina lost her tensity ar once. She
Ttook up as T went toward the door. T had j¢ in shot me a gratefy] glance, and left the room
my hand as opened the door. The firgt thing immediate!y. Bur I sat in silence, waiting for a
its light found was the white face of Rosamunda  sound | felt must come. [ had not long to wait—

two barge hands—hands
grasped her mogt cruelly, and
€ before, Then, so suddenly as

Marsina, a few moments passed—then, from upstairs,
“Someone called ., | I thought,” T stam. came the soft sound of g door closing. Someone
mered.

had been listening, Waiting to hear whag Rosa-
She wag agitated; even the comparatively dim  munda Marsina would 2y 10 me, what T would
dlumination from the electric candle revealed  angwer!
her emotion, “Non, non——there was nothing,” From that moment Fknew that T would get
she said quickly, “You are mistaken, Mr. Sny- 1o more painting done uni] 1 knew what mys-
ad.” Then, noticing the amazement which rery surrounded the house ang Miss Marsina,
st have shown on my face, she added, uncer- 1 sketched my landscape thar morning, and
tainly: “Perhaps the servants called our—byy 3 my hostess stood watching me. 1 liked her lovely
{0 nething; nothing is wrong,” dark face peering over my shoulder as | worked,
As she said this, she gestured with her hands,  byy both of us were 4 little uneasy, and I could
hewas Wearing a long black gown with wide not do my best work. There was about her an
Sleeves. As she raised her hands, the sleeves fejj air of restraint which interposed irself mysteri-
back along her grmg. I think T muyst have started ously the moment she tried to enjoy herself. She
A what T gay there-— gt any rate, Rosamunda scemed a [ittle frightened, 0o, and more thap
Marsing dropped her arms at once, shot a sharp  once [ caught her eyes straying furtively to the
glance ap me through half-closed €¥es, and  second-floor windows, _
Walked Swiftly away, saying, “Good night, Mr, The second night in the house was ¢ hot,
rd.” For op the white of her arms, 1 saw the sultry night; a storm wag brooding low on the
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horizon when T went to bed, but it must have
passed over, for when I woke up somewhere be-
tween one and two in the morning, the.moon
was shining. I could not rest, and got out of
bed. For a few moments I stood at the window,
drinking in the sweet smell of the magnolias.
"Then, acting on a sudden impulse, I bent and
crawled through the open window. I dropped 1o
the ground silently and began to walk roward the
rear of the house unconseciously, forgetting my
promise to Miss Marsina, T remembered it sud-
denly, and stopped. Then | heard a slight sound
above me. I stepped quickly into the shadow of
a bush, just at the corner of the house, where I
could see both the side and rear of the house.

Then [ looked up. There at the window of

the corner room T saw 2 bloodless face pressed
against the glass; it was a dark, ugly face, and the
moenlight struck it full, _

It was withdrawn as T Jooked, but not before
I had got an impression of malefic power. Could
it have been the face of Aunt Abby? According to
what Rosamunda Marsina had said, that weuld
be her room. And what was she looking at? Over
the bushes behind the house, beyond the trees—
it would be something in the fields. T turned.
Should T risk erying to see, risk her spotting me
as I went along the lane?

Keeping to the shadows, I moved along under
the low-hanging trees, looking toward the felds.
Then suddenly I saw what Miss Abby mugt have
seen. There were men in the fields, a number
of them. I pressed myself against the wunk of
a giant sycamore and watched them. They were
Negroes, and they were working in the fields.
Moreover, they were probably under orders,
Miss Abby’s erders. I understood abruptly that
her watching them was to see that they did their
work. But Negroes that worked at night!

Back .in my room once more, I was stll
more thoroughly mystified. Did they wark ev-
ery might? It was true that I had seen no work-
ers anywhere on the plantation during the day
just passed, but then, I had not left the front of
the house, and from there little of the plansation
could be seen. I thought that next day surely I

- Nothing definite. If you haven't noficed any

Iresolved to say nothing to Jordan. “What sto-

- v L
strange stories don't grow out of thin air.
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would mention this to Rosamunda Marsina ang
the incidents of the night before, too.

Then I thought of something else. Al the
while that T had stood watching the Negroes, ny.
word had passed among them. That wag sure}
the height of the unusual.

But on the second day, 1 found that Ihad g :
go 1nto New Orleans for some PRANLING Materigl :
I had not supposed I would reed, and for some
clothes, also, and thus lost the opportﬁniw fo
speak to Rosamunda Marsina before eveﬂiné.

In the city, T went immediately to Shermay

Jordan’s apartment. Despite the fact (hat I had
promised Rosamunda Marsina that would say
as little about my stay with her as possible, T 1l |
my friend of my whereabours. :
“I knew pretty well you were out there,” he
said, His voice was not particularky . cordial
said nothing. “I daresay you are conipletely en.
ranced by the beautiful Creole who Jives there?”
“How.did you know?” 1 asked.
He shrugged his shoulders, giving me a queer.
look, “There are stories about,” he said,
“About Miss Marsina?” | felt suddenly angry
“Not especially. Just stories about thar place

v

thing, perhaps it’s just idle gossip.” But Jordan’
artitude showed that he did not believe the sto
ries about the house in the magnolias to be jus
“idle gossip” I

And 1 had noticed something, :but nstantly

ries?” 1 asked. o _

He did not appear to have heard mv question;
“They're from Haiti, aren’t they?” .

I nodded, “Yes. The old woman is a Hairia
The girl is not.” Was he getting a¢ something?

“Haiti—a strange, fascinating. place.” F
stood looking out of the window, He turned sud
denly. “I’d fike to beg you to drop-that work ot
there, John, but I know it wounldn’t be of mug
use asking that, now you’ve started. There}
something not right about that-place, beca

“If there’s anyehing wrong out there, 'm
ing to find our.” G :
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:£idie gossip.” But Jordan’s
he did not believe the sto-
in the magnoHas to be just

1 something, but instantly
ung to Jordan. “What sto-

to have heard my guestion.
aren’t they?”

1¢ old woman is a Haitian.
he getting at something?

, fascinating place.” -He
1e window. He turned sud-
you te drop that work out
w it wouldn’t be of much,
¢ you've started. There’s
about that place, because
row out of thin amr.”

; wrong out there, I'm go-

-around at nighe.”
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He shrugged hig shoulders, His smile was
" not convincing. “Of course,” he said. Then: “Idon’t know,”
“You know, there’s an old proverh in Creole “Have you seen anything wrong?”
patois— Quand 1o mange avee diakh’ lewin 1o “No..”1 hesitated, and she caught my du-
cusflere longue > bious tone,

“I don't understand Creole patois,” | sad, “Do you suspect anything?” she agked.
somewhat irritated, . “T don't know,” T said.
“Literally, it is: ‘“When You sup- with the She looked at me 4 little coldly. Already T wag
devil, be sure you have 4 long speon.’» beginning o tepent my having spoken to her
“Idon’t follow you,” T said, about the houge. Also, she fad suspected at once
He smiled again, “Gh, 15 just another warn-  that [ had broken my promise to her and - had
ing.” tatked about the house. T had not foreseen that,
I had no desire to listen longer o anything 5o and cursed myself for a fool. T hag succeeded
indefinite and vague; so | changed the subject.  only in Creating an atmosphere of ension,
I dorn’t think anything he could have told me That night T was awakened by a sharp cry of
cwould have influenced me; I would have gone terror, which was cut off abruptly even before
back ro that house and Rosamunda Marsina 0o was fully awake. T was our of bed instantly, stand-
matter what was'lurking there. By | expected  ing in the middle of the room, listening. Onee §
nothing so strange, so horrible, as that which I fancied T heard the sound of Rosamunda’s voice,
did discover, _ a fow, earnest sound, s if she weye pleading with
I returned to the house that evening, and someone. Then, silence. How long I waited, |
again put off saying anything to Rosamunda. But do not know. At last T took up my electric candle
she herself afforded me an unlooked for opening  and made for the door, Then I remembered that
before T went to bed thar night. She had come it would be locked-—gg Rosamundy had told me,
down from upstairs, and I could see at once that  Yer I reached out and turned the knob, and the
there was something she wanted to tel] me.
“T think it’s only fair 1o tell you,” she said,
“that your door will he locked tonight, after vou
have gone to bed.”

“Something wrongr Whag?”

door was not locked!

1 looked cautiously out into the hall. Bur 1
had time 10 see only one thing: a bloodless face,
convulsed with hatred, STATINg into mine— the
“Why? 1 asked, trying not to betray my as-  same face I had seen against the window of the
tonishment. second floor—and above It, a heavy cane up-

“It is because it is net desirable that you walk raised. Then the cane descended, catching me

2 glancing blow on the side of the head, | went
= This hurt me 3 lirdle, suggesting as it did that ~ down, like a Jog.

perhaps I might make e of the darkness to spy
out the house. [ spid: “Rosamunda, there are
stories about thig house, aren’r there?”

“E was sorry ar onee, for she looked suddenly
very frightened. “Whar do YOu mean?”’ ghe

How long I lay there ] do not know; it could
not have been long, for it was still dark when [
Came to—and foung Rosamunda’s frightened
eyes watching my face anxiously, felt her delicage
fingers on my forehead, T struggled to sir up, by

asked. she held me quiet.
“Ihave heard things in New Orleans,” F gaid “Be still,” she murmured. Then she asked
slowly,

quickly: “You are not badly hure”

She mastered herself'a litle, asking: “What?» “No,” T whispered. “7t was just enough to pug
“Oh, Nothing definjte,” ] replied. “Some  me gut.”

beaple think thar there i something wrong our “Oh, it was my faule. I had locked the door

here » it would not have happened.”
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“Nonsense,” I said quickly, “If T hadn’t been
so curious . . . if T hadn’t heard your voice .

“I am glad you thought of me, John.” It was
the first time she had used my Christian namé,
and I felt more pleasure than I cared to admit.
But before I could express my sentiment, she
said swiftly: “In the morning you must go.”

“What? Go away-—and not come back?”

She nodded. “If you do not go away, both of
us will suffer. 1 should not have let you come, let
you stay.”

Boldly I said: “T'm not going until I can take
vou with me.”

She looked closely at me; then benr quickly
and kissed me. For a moment [ held her in my
arms; then she pushed me gently away. “Lis-
ten,” she said. “In the morning you must go
with your baggage. (Go anywhere—back to New
Orleans. But at sundown, come back to me. You
must not be seen by Aunt Abby, T will wait for
you in the magnolias just below the veranda.”

1 stood up, steadying myself against the door-
frame. “I'll come back, Rosamunda,” I said.

She nedded and fled down the hall. T went
back into my room and packed my things.

In the moming I departed ostentatiously,
making it certain that the older woman, Abby,
had seen me go. But in the evening 1 was back.
I never lefi the vicinity, and was within sight of

" the house all day.
Rosamunda might be in danger? I approached
the house that evening efféctively screened by
“low trees and the magnolias.

Rosamunda was standing before the veranda,
almost hidden in the bushes. She was agitated,
standing there twisting her handkerchief in her
hands. She ran forward a iittle as I came up.
“Now 1 must tell you,” she breathed, “T must
teil someone—you. You must help me.” She was
obviously distraughet.

1 said: “T’ll do anything I can for you, Rosa-
munda.”

She began to talk now, rapidiy. “We came
from Haiti, John. That is a strange island, an
island of weird, curious things. Sometimes it is

- fields at nighe.

called the magic island. And it1s. Do you belieye
in magic things?”

I did have a knowledge of magic beliefs, some
old legends T had picked up in the Indianscoun.
try, and quite a collection of tales I had hegrg
from levee Negroes. I nodded, saying: 4] know
very lictle of it, but I think it can be.”

“You have never been to Haiti?”

“No,” I replied.

She paused, turned and looked a litile fear.
fully at the house; then spoke again. “There are
many strange beliefs in Haiti,” she said, talking
slowly, vet betraying an eagerness to ﬁmsh Then
she looked deep into my eyes and as](ed “Doi
vou know what a zombi is?” '

I had.heard weird half-hinted. stories of apj-
mated cadavers seen in Haiti, whispered tale.
of age-old Negro magic used to raise the dead.
of the black island. Vaguely, I knew what she
meant. Yet I said: “No.”

“It is a dead man,” she went on hurricd!y, “
dead man who has been brought out of his grave
and made to live again and to work!”

“But such a thing cannot be,” I-protested,
suddenly horrified at an idea that began w forn
in my mind, a terrible suggestion which I sought
to banish quickly. It would not go. I Histened for,
Rosamunda’s hushed and tense voice, -

“Believe me, John Stuard—they doexist!”

#No, no,” I said. -

She stopped me abruptly. “You are maiurzgit
hard for me.” ;

“Im sorry,” 1 said. “] will beIieve you." Bu
inwardly I protested; surely such a:thing cou
not bel Yet I could not banish from:my mind th
mernory of strangely sileat figures-working til_

Rosamunda spoke swiftly, her Wards comi
in an agonized rush. “That woman-—Abby
she knew how to raise these people from th
graves. When we came to New Orleans, we ca
alone, Just the two of us. She wasin a hury
get out of Haiti; [ now think she:was wanted i
Port au Prince. I do not know, I-was oniy lirthe
girl, but T can remember these things. EVe
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vear they come more and mere distinctly to me.
:S()o n after we were here, the slayes came.”

Lcutin: “What slayeg®

“They are in the cellars—many of them All
Negroes. We keep them in the cellars alf day;
only at night Abby sends them out 1o work,
I have been so afraid you might find them, for
you heard them screaming—and you might have
seen them in the fields at night.”

“But surely vou dop't mean—you ean’t
mean...”
“Tdo. They are dead 1

“But, Rosamunda .. 1

“Please, let me tel] you what T know.” | nod-
ded, and she went on. “] yag quite old when
Matilda came. She was the tast of them, AJ)
along up to her, the slives came, one after the
other. I never saw them come. One day they
were just here; that is all. By many nights Abby
was gone—and soon after, slaves would come,

‘Abby always took care of them herself, making

sweet bread and warter for them. They ate noth-
ing more. After Matlda came, something hap-
pened. Aunt Abby hurg herself, and couldn’t
leave the house, She wouldn’t have a doctor, and

since then she could leave her room only with

great difficulty, She had 5 speaking tube put
into her 1o0ms; it ran down into the cellars, so

‘that she could direcr the men—thoge poor dead

men—into the fields. They were taught to come

“back as soom as light showed in the castern sky,

Only Abby could direct them, but I could tell
Metilda whar 1o do, Over Matilda Abby had no
power—it often happens thar way. '
“After she came, there were no more slaves. T
Was quite grown then, and I came o 2 newspa-~
Perane day that eold of 4 series of grave rebbings
4t had been climaxed by the recent snatching
of the body of a colored woman, Matilda Mar
tin. That wag right afier Matilda came. Since
the, T have kngwn, At first it was horrible for
Meto live here, byt there was no place for me to
£0. T have beep living with thege dead men and

. Abby, John, and 1 €annot go on—and I cannot

leave these poor dead oneg behind me, | want to
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g0 away with vou, but they must be sens back to
the graves fram which she took them.” -

d.ooking at her frightened yer determined
face, T knew thar she would go away with me,
I did not want the house, hor the magnolias; ]
wanted Rosamunda Marsina, “There Is a way,
then, to send them backs® Lasked, stil] only half
believing her shocking story,

She nodded eagerly. “They must be given
salt—any food wirh salt—and they will know
they are dead, and will fing their way back to
their graves.” :

“And Miss Abby?” T gaiq,

She looked at me. “She is too strong: we can
do nothing if she knows.”

“What shali we do3™ | asked.

Rosamunda’s €yes went suddenly cold. She
said: “Matiida can be directed to Abby. Only 1
can direct her, Matildg hates Abby as 1 do. Abby
is a fiend-—sghe hag robbed these dead of their
peace. If 1 go from here, she must not be able
to follow-—clse she will hound us undil we are
dead, and after thay L don’t want to think
what might happen then.”

An idea came 1o me, and at first T wanted 1o
brush it aside. By i Was persistent—and it mgs
2 way out. “Rosamunda,” | said, “send Matilda
up to Abby.? »

Rosamunda looked 4t me. She nodded, “|
was thinking that way,” she said. “But it must
be before she has the salt, because once she has
tasted salt there ig nothing feft for her but 1o find
her grave ”

Then she shot 2 frightened glance at the
windows of the second floor, She clutched my
arm. “Cuick,” she mermured. “They will be
coming from-the ceflars soon. We must bhe ready
for them. They never refuse food, never. T haye
made some little pistachio candies, with salr, We
must give the candies to ther »

She led the way, almost running into the
house. I came silen tly after her. Below me I could
hear the shuffling of many feet, and above, the
dragging footsteps of Miss Abby, moving away
from her speaking tube, Rosamunda snatched
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up the little plate of candy and preceded me to
the back door.

Then suddenly the cellar doors opened, and
a file of staring men shuffled slowly out, look-
ing neither to right nor to left, seeing us, yet nor
seeing us. Rosamunda stepped boldly forward,

holding out the plate, The foremost of them took .

a piece of the salted candy, and went on, munch-
ing it. Their black faces were expressionless.
When the Negroes had all taken of the candy,
Rosamunda turned to reenter the house. “Comte
quickly,” she said. “Soon they will know.” I hesi-
tated, and saw—and my doubts were swept away,
leaving my mind in chaos, :

The little group had stopped abruptly, hud-
died together. Then, one by one, they began.to
wail terribly into the night, and even as watched,
they began to move off, hurriedly now, running
across the fields toward their distant graves, 2 [ine
of terrible, tragic figures against the sky.

1 felt Rosamunda shuddering against me, and
slipped my arm gently around her. “Listen?” she
said, her voice trembling. Above us I could hear
suddenly the angry snarling voice of Miss Abby.
At the same time the sound of wood beating
wood came to us: Abby was pounding the walls
with her cane. :

Matilda stood in the kitchen, and Rosamunda
went up to her at once, addressing her in a soft,
persuasive voice. “Above there is Abby, Matilda,
Long ago she ook you away from where you
were—took you to be her slave, You have not
liked her, Matilda, you have hated her. Go up
to her now. She is yours. When you come down,
there will be candy on the table for you.”

Matiida nodded slowly; then she turned and
began to shuffle heavily into the hall toward the
stairs. Upstairs, silence had fallen.

Both of us ran from the kitchen, snatching
up two small carpet-bags which Rosamunda had
put into the corridor, and which she pointed out
to me as we went. We jumped from the veranda
and ran down the path. Behind us rose suddenly
into the night the shrill screamiing of a woman
in deadly terror. It was shut off abruptly, hor-

Jinding of putrefied remains in half-opencd gravss

ribly. Rosamunda was shuddering. We turneg to
run. We had gone only a litde way down the dex.
serted road when we heard the nearby soungd gf,
a woman wailing. That was Matilda. Rosamung, ¢
hesitared, I with her, pressed close in the Shadow.-;
of an overhanging sycamore. We looked back 4
shadowy figure was running across the fields; iy :
the house a lamp was burning low in the Kitchen,
And yet, was it a lamip? The light suddenly flareq
up. I turned Rosamunda about before ghe had
time to see what 1 had seen. Matilda had turneg
over the lamp. The house was burning.

Rosamunda was whimpering s litle, the
strain beginning to tell. “We'll have to. g0 away,
When they find Abby dead, they’If want me.”

I said, “Yes Rosamunda,” but Iknew we
would not have to go away, unless that fire did-
not burn. We hurried on to New Otleans, angd:
went to Jordan’s apartment. :

Next day it was discovered that the house i
the magnolias had burned to the ground, Migs®
Abby with it. The Creole womian, Rosamunds
Marsina, had spent the night with her fiance ;
the apartment of Sherman Jordan—so said the
papers. Jordan had seen to that. Rosamunda and
I were married soom after and, went:out to re-
build that house. _

Since then, I have tried often to dismiss the
events of that horrible night as a chaotic dream;
a thing half imagined, half real. But certain
things forbade any such mnterpretation, no mat:
ter how much I longed to believe that both R
samunda and 1 had been deceived by teo vivid
belief in Haitian legends. :

There were especially those other things i
the papers that day-—the day the burning of th
house was chronicled-—things [ kept carefull
from Rosamunda’s eyes. They were isolate
stories of new graveyard outrages—that is wha
the papers called them, but I know better—

of Negroes whase bodies had been stolen long yea
ago—and the curious detail that the graves b
been half dug by bare fingers, as if dead hands w
seeking the empty coffins belom. :
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