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On Christmas Eve, a party of friends descends on a purportedly haunted country retreat, charged
with the task of discovering evidence of the supernatural. Sequestered in their rooms for the
holiday, the friends reconvene on Twelfth Night at a great feast and share their stories of spectral
encounter.“ Conducted” by Charles Dickens and counting Elizabeth Gaskell and Wilkie Collins
among its contributors, The Haunted House examines quintessentially Victorian themes— sex and
longing, nostalgia and loss— in ways that continue to resonate today. Ingeniously conceived and
written, and spiked with flashes of Dickensian humor, this volume is a strange and sheer delight.
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WESLEY STACE is the author of the novel Misfortune. Under the name John Wesley Harding, he
has recorded more than a dozen albums, most recently Adam's Apple. He lives in Brooklyn.
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The Mortals in the House

Charles Dickens under none of the accredited ghostlycircumstances, and environed by none of the
conventional ghostlysurroundings, did | first make acquaintance with the house which isthe subject
of this Christmas piece. | saw it in the daylight, withthe sun upon it. There was no wind, no rain, no
lightning, nothunder, no awful or unwonted circumstance, of any kind, toheighten its effect. More
than that: | had come to it direct from arailway station; it was not more than a mile distant from
therailway station; and, as | stood outside the house, looking backupon the way | had come, | could
see the goods train runningsmoothly along the embankment in the valley. I will not say
thateverything was utterly common-place, because | doubt if anythingcan be that, except to utterly
common-place people—and there myvanity steps in; but, | will take it on myself to say that
anybodymight see the house as | saw it, any fine autumn morning.

The manner of my lighting on it was this.

| was travelling towards London out of the North, intending tostop by the way, to look at the house.
My health required atemporary residence in the country; and a friend of mine who knewthat, and
who had happened to drive past the house, had written tome to suggest it as a likely place. | had got
into the train atmidnight, and had fallen asleep, and had woke up and had satlooking out of the



window at the brilliant Northern Lights in thesky, and had fallen asleep again, and had woke up
again to find thenight gone, with the usual discontented conviction on me that Ilhadn’ tbeento
sleep at all,—upon which question, in the firstimbecility of that condition, | am ashamed to believe
that | wouldhave done wager by battle with the man who sat opposite me. Thatopposite man had
had, through the night—as that opposite man alwayshas—several legs too many, and all of them
too long. In addition tothis unreasonable conduct (which was only to be expected of him),he had
had a pencil and a pocket-book, and had been perpetuallylistening and taking notes. It had
appeared to me that theseaggravating notes related to the jolts and bumps of the carriage,and |
should have resigned myself to his taking them, under ageneral supposition that he was in the civil-
engineering way oflife, if he had not sat staring straight over my head whenever helistened. He was a
goggle-eyed gentleman of a perplexed aspect, andhis demeanour became unbearable.
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