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AN ACCOUNT OF SOME STRANGE DISTURBANCES IN AN OLD HOUSE IN
AUNGIER-STREET.

In is not worth felling, this story of
mine —alb least, not worth writing.
Told, indeed, as T have sometimes been
called upon to tell it, toa cirele of intel-
ligent and eager faces, lighted up by a
good after-dinner fire on o winter's
evening, with a cold wind rising and
wailing outside, and all snug und cosy
within, it has gone off — though I say
it, who should not — indifferent, well,
But it is & venture to do as you would
have me. Pen, ink, and paper me
cold vehicles for the marvellous, and
a “reader ' decidedly & more eritical
animal than a * listener.,” If, how-
ever, you can induce yonr friends to
rend it after nightfall, and when the
fireside talk has run for a while
on thrilling tales of shapeless terror ;
in short, i you will secure me the
“mollia tempora funds,” 1 will go to
my work, und say my say, with better
Lieart. Well, then, these conditions
presupposed, T shall waste no more
words, but tell you simply Low it all
Bappened.

y cousin (Tom Ludlow) and T stu-
died nedicing together, I think he
would lave sueceeded, had he stuck to
the profession; but he preferrcd the
Church, poor fellow, and died early, a
gacrifice to contagion, contracted in
the noble discharge of his dutics. -TFor
my present purpose, I say enongh of
his character when I mention, that he
was of a sedate but frank and cheerful
nature ; very exact in his observanece
of truth, and not by any meuns like
mysell' — of an excitable or nervons
temperament,

y uncle Ludlow — Tom'’s father—
while wa were attending lectures, Xur-
chased three or four uld%mums in Aun-
gier-street, one of which was unoceu-
Pied. He resided in the conntry, and
Tom grn osed that we should take up
our nbode in the untenanted house, so
long as it should continue unleb; amove
which would sccomplish the double
end of settling us neaver alike to our
leggure-rooms and to our amuscments,
and of relieving us from the weekly
charge of rent for our lodgings.

Qur furniture wias very scant — our
whole egnipage remarkably modest and

primitive ; and, in short, our arrange-
ments pretty nearly as simple as those
of i bivouac. Ournew plun was, there-
fore, executed almost as soon as con-
ceived, The front drawing-room was
our sitting-room. I had t}flc hedroom
over it, and Tom the back bedroom
on the same floor, which nothing could
have indueed me to oceupy.

The house, to begin with, was a very
old ane. It had beew, I believe, nowly
fronted about fifly years before; but,
with this exception, it had nothing
modern about it. The agent who
bought it and Jooked into the titles for
my uncle, told me that it was sold,
along with much other forfeited pro-
perty, at Chichester-House, T think, in
1702 ; and had belonged to Sir Thomas
Hacket, who was Lord Mayor of Dub-
lin in Jumes IL's time. How old it
was then, Iean't say; but, atall eyents,
it had seen years and changes enough
to have contracted nll that myaterious
and saddencd air, at once exeiting and
dupw:ssing, which belongs to most old
mansions,

There bad been very little done in
the way of modernising details ; and,
perhaps, it was better so; for there
swas something queer and by.gone in
the very walls and_ceilings — in the
ghape of doors and windows—in the
odd dingonal site of {he chimneypieces
—in the henms and ponderous cornices
—not to mention the singular solidity
of all the wood-work, from the banis-
ters to the window-frames, which hope-
lessly defied disguise, and would have
emphatically proclaimed their antiqui-
ty through any conceivable amount, of
modern finery and varnish.

An effort had, indeed, been made to
thie extent of papering the drawing-
rooms ; but somehow, the paper looked
raw and out of k{uzpi.nji; and the old
woman, who kept a little dirt-pie of &
shop in the lane, and whose daugliter—
a girl of two and fifty— was our soli-

handmaid, coming in at sunrise,
and chastely receding nguin so soon as
she had made all ready for tea in our
state apartment ; — this womau, I siy,
remembered it, when old Judge Hor-
rocks (who, having earned thereputation
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of a particularly “ hanging judge, "ended
by hanging hirmsell, as the coroner's jury
found, under an impulse of ¢ tempo-
rury insauity," with a child's skipping-
rope, over the massive old bamstors)
resided there, entertaining 1 com-
puny, with fing venison nnd rure old
port.  In these laleyon days, the
drawingrooms wers hung with gilded
leather, and, T dure say, cut o good fi-
gute, for they wore really spacious
rOOmS.

T'hebedrooms were wainseotted, but
the front one was not gloomy ; and in
it tha cosiness of antiquity quits over-
eame its sombre associntions. But the
back bedroom, with its two queerly-
placed melancholy windows, starin
vacanily at the foot of the bed; an
with the shadowy recess to be formd in
most old houses in Dublin, like a lorge
ghosty closet, which, from congeninli
of temperament, had nmalgamated wit
the budehwnber, and dissolved the
partition. Atnight-time, this “aleove”
F.?l.q oyr “ maid " was waq;l blo call it—

ad, 1 my eyes, o s ; sinister
and suggestive l:hnrm:tluz:.el ’I:om's dis-
tant and solitary candle glivmered
vainly into its darkness.  2%ere it-was
alwaye ovorlooking him—salways itself’
impenetruble.  But this was only part
of the ¢ffeet,  The whole voom was, I
ean't tell how; ropilsive to me. There
was, 1 suppose, i its ‘proportions and
fintores, n latent discord —a eertain
mystoriops and indeseribable relation,
whicl jarred indistinetly upon some se-
cret sense of the fitting and the safs,
and raised indefinable suspicions and
nflpmlmmi(ms of the imagination. On
the whole, as T began by saying, no-
thing could have induced me to pass o
nigI}ﬁ algne in it.
had never protended to conceal
from poor Tom my superstitions wenk-
ness; and he, on the other lund, most
pnaflectedly vidienled my tremors, The
seeptic was, however, diestined to re-
ceive a lesson, as you ghall hear,

We had not been very long in ocen-
pution_of our respoctive dormitories,
when 1 began to ‘compluin of uncasy
nights aod distaybed sloep. T wag, }
supposes the more imputicnt smder
this annoyanee, 28 I wae ususlly a
sonnd sleeper, and by no meyns prone
to nightmares. [t wns now, however,
my idesting, instend of enjoying uy
customary Tepose, every night to  sup
full of borrors.”  After o preliminary
course of disagreeabls and frightful
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drenms, my tronbles took o definite
form, and the same vision, without oy
appreciable varidtion in o single ditail,
visited me ot least (on un wverage)
evory second night in the weok,

Now, this dream, nightmnre, or in.
Fernil illusion —which you please — of
which L was the miserablo sport, wns
on this wise :—1 saw, or thought I saw,
willi the most abominable distinetness,
althougl at the time in profound dark-
ness, every article of furniture and ne-
cidental arrangement of the chumbior
in: which Ilay. This, as you know,
ig ingidental to ordinary nightoare,
Well, while in this clairvoyunt condi-
tion, which seemed but the lighting ap
of the theatre in which was to be exhi-
bited the monotonous tibleau of hor.
ror; which made my nights insapport-
able, my attention inviniahly becawo,
L know not why, fixed spon the win-
dows opposite the foot of my bed ;
and, umformly with the same effect,
A sense of dreadful anticipation always
took slow but sure possession of me. I
beeame somehow conscious of o sort of
hiorrid but undefined prepuration goin
forsward in some nnkoown quirter, nnﬁ
by some nnlknown agency, for my tor-
ment ; and, after an intervgl, which al-
ways seemed to me of'the same length,
a pictire suddenly flew up to the win-
dow, wherg it remunined fixed, as if'b
an eleetrical attraction; and my disci-
pling of horror then commenced, to lust
perhaps for hours.  The piotnee this
wysteriously  glued to the window-
panes, was the portrait of an old mun,
s erimson flowered silk dressing-
gown, the folds of which T could now de-
soribe, with n eountenance embodying
a strange mixtore of intdllect, sensn-
ality, and power, but withal sinister
and full of malignant omen. ITis
nose was hooked, like the beak of o
vulture ; iz large, grey, and
prowinent,, lighted np with a
wore than mortal ervelty snd coliness,
These features were surmounted by a
orimson velvet eap, the buir that
pee from: under which was white
with age, while the eyebrows retained
their originul Llackness, Well I re-
muniher every ling, live, nud shadow
af thiat stony countenance, and well I
may | The gazo of this hellish visage
was fixed upon we, and mine returnid
it with the inexplicable fuscination of
nightmare, for what u[:te'nre:l to me
to be bours of agony, At last—

""The vouk be crew, away then flew"
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the fiend who had enslaved me through
the awful watches of the night; and,
hargssed and meryous; | Tose to the
duties of the day.

T had—1 ean's suy exactly why, but
it may huve been from the exguisite
anguish and profound impressions o
uncarthly horror, with which this
strange phantasmagorin was associated
— an ineupmountable antipathy to de-
seribing the exact nature of my nightly
troubles to my friond and comrade.
Generally, however, I told him that 1
was haunted by abominable dreams ;
and, trne to the imputed materinlism of
medicine, we gut our heads togather
o disq;ul my horrors, not by an exor-
cism, but by & tonic.

1 will do this tomic justice, and
frankly admit that the sccursed por-
trait bogan to intermit its yisits under
its influence. What of that? Was
this singular apparition—as full of cha-
ragter as of terror—therefore the cred-
tion of my fancy, or the invention of
my poor stomach? Waa it, in shart,
subjective (10 borrow the technicnl slung
of the day), and not the flxdpub!u ng-

ien nﬁd intru:laliu{l} of an ulmuﬂ

mt 2 That, good friend, as we wi

ﬁg admit, byno means follows. The
ayil spirit, who enthralled my scises
in the shape of that portrait, may have
been just as near me, just as encrgetics
jnst ns malignaut, thongh 1 saw him
not, What means the whole moral eode
of revealed roligion regarding the due
keeping of our own bodies, soberness,
temperance, &o.? Here is an obivious
connexion between the material and
the invisible; the healthy tone of the
gystem, and ity unimpmired energy,
niay, for aught wo can tell, ﬁlum'd ng
agx.iml. influences which would other-
wise render life itself tervific, “Lhe
meamnerist and the electro-biologist will
fuil upon an average with nine paticots
qut of ten —so muiy the evil spirit,
Special conditions of the cor nn.:i | sys-
tem are indi bie to the produc-
tion of certam spiritual phenomena.
Ihe operation succeeds sometimes —
sometimes fails—that is all.

1 found pfterwards that my would-
be seeptical o ion had his troubl
too. II‘Sut of I knew nothing
yet. One night, fora wonder, I was
slueping soundly, when I was rouse
Ly & step on the lobby outside wmy
room, followed by the lond elang of
what turned out to be a lar Lirnss
eaudlestick, flung with all his force by
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poor Tom Ludlow over the Lavisters,
angd rattling with a rebound down the
gecond flight of stairs ; and almost con-
currently with this, Tom burst open
my door, and bounced iuto my room
bagkwards, iu a state of extraordinary
ugitation,

Thaud jumped out of bed and clutehed
him by the arm befove T had any dis-
tinct idea of my own wheresbouts,

Ihere we were—in one shirts—stand-

ing before the open. door — staring
throngh the Freul. old Danister oppo-
gite, nt the Tobby window, through
which tho sickly light of a clouded
moon was gleaming,

« What's the matter, Tom2  What's
thie matter with you? What the de-
vil's the maotter with you, Tom?" I
demanded, shaking Lim with nervous
impaticnce,

1o took a long breath before he ao-
swered me, and then it was not very
colierently,

6 Iy's nothing, nothing at all—did I
speak 2—what did T say ?—where's the
candlle, Richurd? 1¢'s dark; 1—I'had
o eaodle

¢ Yes, durk enonghy" T said; “ but
whitt’s (he matter 2—what is it 7—why
don't yon speak, Tom 7—have you lost
your wits 2—what is the matter #*

 The matter 7—oh, it is all over.
Tt must bave been a dream — nothin
at all but a dream— don't you thi
g0z It could not be anything more
than & dream,”

<« Of eourse,” said I, feeling uncom-
monly nervous, it was & dream,”

& | thought," he said, “there was o
wan in my room, and —and T Jjumped

out of bed; and — and — where's the
candle 2"
“1n your room, most likely," T

gaicd ; “shall T go und bring it 2”

“No; stay here—don’t go; it's no
matter—don’t, Ltell you; it was ull a
dream. Bolt the door, Dick; I'll stay
liere with you—1 feel nervous. So,
Dick, like n good fullow, light your
candle and open the window—I am in
n shocking state,"

1did ns he asked me, and robing
himsulf like Granuaile in one of «
bhnll:fjh e sented himself close hcalld\z;
my bed,

very hody knows how cantagious

ia feay of ull sorts, but more especially
that particulay kind of fear under
which poor Tom was at that moment
labouring. I would not have lieard,
nor L believe would he have recapitu.
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Inted, jost at that moment, for half the
world, the details of the hideous vision
which had so unmanned him.

# Don't mind telling me anything
abont your nonsensical dream, Tom,™
said T, afficting contempt, really in a
panic; “let us talk about somethi
else; but it is quite plain that this
dirty old house disagrees with us both,
and hang me if I stay here any long-
er, to be pestered with indigestion and
—and—bad nights, so we may as well
look ont for lodgings—don’t you think
B0 7—at once."

Tom agreed, and, after an interval,
said—

1 have been thinking, Richard,
that it is o long time since I saw my
futher, and I have made up my mind
to go down to-morrow and return in a
day or two, anil you can take rooms
for us in the meantime,”

I fancied that this resolution, ob-
viously the result of the vision which
lind so profoundly scared him, would
probably vanish next morning with the
damps and shadows of night. Bnt I
was mistaken, OIF went Tom at peep
of day to the country, having agreed
that so soon as I had secured suitable
lodgings, I was to recall him by letter
from his visit to my Uncle Ludlow.

Now, anxious ns Lwas to change my
quarters, it so happened, owing to a
serios of petty procrastinations and ne-
cidents, that nearly 8 week elapsed
before my bargain was made and my
letter of recall on the wing to Tom;
and, in the meantime, o trifling adven-
ture or two had occurred to your
humble servant, which, absard as they
now appear, diminished by distance,
did certainly at the time serve to whet
any appetite for change considerably,

A night or two after the departure
of my comrade, I was sitting by my
bedroom fire, the door | , and the
ingredients of a tumbler of hot whisky-
Fn.nch upon the erazy spider-table;
ory as the best mode of keeping the

- Black apirite and white,
Blue rpirits and grey.”

with which I was environed, at bay, I
lind adopted the practice recommended
by the wisdom of my ancestors, and
i< kept my spirits up by pouring spirits
down." 1 thrown aside my vo.
lame nfb o5 Annto:fn)'," and was treating
myself by way of a tonic, preparatory
to my punch and bed, to half-a.dozen
pages of the “Spectator,” when Lheard
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a step on the flight of stairs descend-
ing from the attics. Tt was two o’clock,
and the strects were as silent as a
churchyard — the sounds were, there-
fore, perfectly distinct. There was a
slow, heavy tread, characterised by
the emphasi« and deliberation of age,
descending by the narrow staircase
from above; and, what made the sound
more singular, it was plain that the
feet which produced it were perfectly
bare, measuring the descent with some-
thing between a pound and a flop,
very ugly to hear,

1 know guite well that my attendant
had gone away many hours before,
and that nobody but myself had any
business in the house. It was quite
plain also that the person who was
coming down stairs had no intention
whatever of concealing his movements;
but, on the contrary, appeared dispos-
ed to mnke even more noise, and pro-
ceed more deliberately, than was at all
necessary.  When ti:e stop reached
the foot of the stairs outside my room,
it seemed to stop; and I expected
every moment to see my door open

ntaneously, and give admission to
the original of my detested portrait.
I was, however, relieved in 4 fow se-
conds by hearing the descent renewed,
just in the same manner, upon the
stairease Jeading down to the drawing-
rooms, and thence, after another panse,
down the next flight, and so-on to the
hall, whenee I lieard no more.

Now, by the time the sound had
ceased, I was wonnd up, as they sy,
to a very unplensant pitch of excite-
ment. I listencd, but there was not a
stir. I screwed up my courage to a
decisive experiment—opened my door,
and in a Sthntorian voice bawled over
the banisters, < Who's there?” There
was no answer, but the ringinﬁ‘of my
own voice through the empty old house
—no renewal of the movement; no.
thing, in short, to give my unpleasant
sensations a definite direction.  There
is, I think, something most disagree-
ably disenchanting in the sound of one’s
own voice under such circumsiances,
exerted in solitude, and in vain, It
redoubled my sense a::fl isolation, and
my misgivings inere an ivi
thlﬂllegdaor, which Icertaini r.hougrllﬁ
I had left open, was elosed behind me ;
in g vague alarm, lest my rotreat should
be cut off, 1 got again into my room
as quickly as I could, where 1 re.
mairied in & state of imaginary block-





