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DUNYA KLASIKLERI
LORD ARTHUR SAVILE’IN SUCU
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YAYIN YONETMENLIGI DE YAPTIL. UNLU YAPITLARININ COGUNU YASAMININ SON ON
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ILK BASARISINI YAKALADI ESCINSELLIKLE SUCLANDI; IKI YIL HAPIS CEZASINA
CARPTIRILDI. CEZASINI CEKTIKTEN SONRA GITTIGI FRANSA’DA READING
HAPISHANESI BALADI’NI YAZDI. ONEMLI ESERLERI ARASINDA NARLI EV, LORD ARTHUR
SAVILE’IN SUCU, ISTE INSAN, DORIAN GREY’IN PORTRESI VE CIDDI OLMANIN ONEM]I
UZERINE YER ALIR.
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LORD ARTHUR SAVILE’IN SUCU

Gorev Konusunda Bir Calisma
I

Leydi Windermere’in Paskalya’dan onceki son davetiydi ve Bentinck House her zamankinden daha
da kalabalikti. Alt1 bakan, Parlamento Baskani’nin kabul toreninden nisanlar1 ve kurdeleleriyle ¢ikip
gelmigler, biitiin glizel kadinlar en gosterisli giysilerini giymislerdi; resim galerisinin bitiminde
Karlsruhe Hanedanmi’ndan Prenses Sophia ayakta duruyordu; sirret goriiniislii, tombul bir kadindi,
ufak, siyah gozleri ve sahane ziimriitleri vardi; bozuk bir Fransizcayla bagirarak konusuyor ve
kendisine sOylenen her seyi abartili kahkahalarla karsiliyordu. Gergekten de, topluluk, her gruptan
insanin harikulade bir karisimiydi. Gorkemli soylu hanmimlar, keskin radikallerle dostca sohbet
ediyor, popiiler vaizlerin frak kuyruklar: tinlii kuskucularinkine degiyor, bir piskopos siiriisii, sisman
bir primadonnanin pesine diismiis bir odadan digerine onu takip ediyor, kendilerine sanatci siisii
veren baz1 Kraliyet Akademisi iiyeleri merdivende duruyordu ve dediklerine gore, bir ara yemek
salonu agzina kadar dahilerle dolmustu. Gergcekten de, Leydi Windermere’in en iy1 gecelerinden
biriydi ve Prenses neredeyse on bir buguga kadar orada kald.

Prenses gider gitmez Leydi Windermere, iinlii bir politik ekonomistin 6fkeli bir Macar virtiioze
miizigin bilimsel teorisini ciddi ciddi acikladig resim galerisine geri dondii ve Paisley Diisesiyle
konusmaya basladi. Uzun fildisi boynu, iri, mavi, menekse rengi gozleri ve kalin bukleler halindeki
altin saglariyla harikulade gilizeldi. Saclar1 saf altindi; gliniimiizde altinin zarif adim haks1z yere gasp
eden o acik saman rengi degil, giines 1sinlariyla oriilmiis veya egzotik yerlere ait amberin iginde
saklanmis tlirden bir altindi; bu, yiiziine bir azize havasi veriyordu, ama ifadesinde bir giinahkarin
cekiciligi de yok degildi.

Psikolojik ag¢idan ilging bir inceleme konusuydu. Kadin, erken yaslarda su onemli gergegi
anlamuisti: Patavatsizlik, diisiincesizlik kadar masumiyete benzeyen hicbir sey yoktu. Bir seri pervasiz
maceradan sonra, ki bunlarin yarisi tamamen masumdu, sahsiyet sahibi olmamn biitiin ayricaliklar
kazanmisti. Kocasimi bir defadan fazla degistirmisti; aslinda Debrett onun ii¢ kez evlendigini
sOyliiyordu, ama asigim hi¢ degistirmedigi i¢in, diinya uzun siiredir onun hakkinda dedikodu
yapmaktan vazge¢misti. O siralarda kirk yasindaydi, ¢ocugu yoktu ve zevkine ¢ok diiskiindii; bu da
geng kalmamn sirridir.

Leydi Windermere ansizin arastiran gozlerle c¢evresine bakindi ve berrak kontralto sesiyle,
“Siromantistim nerede?”” dedi.

“Neyin, Gladys?” dedi Diises, yiiksek sesle, elinde olmadan irkilerek.
“Siromantistim, Diises; bu aralar onsuz yasayamiyorum.”

“Sevgili Gladys! Her zaman Oyle orijinalsin ki,” diye murildandi Diises, bir taraftan da
siromantistin aslinda ne oldugunu hatirlamaya ¢alistyordu ve bu seyin umdugu gibi siropodist ile ayni
sey olup olmadigini merak ediyordu.

“Diizenli olarak haftada iki kere elimi gormeye geliyor,” diye siirdiirdi Leydi Windermere
sOzlerini, “ve yaptig1 ¢ok ¢ok ilging.”



“Aman Tanrim!” dedi Diises, kendi kendine, “bir ¢esit siropodist yine de. Ne kadar korkung.
Umarim en azindan bir yabancidir. Oyleyse, durum pek o kadar berbat degil demektir.”

“Kesinlikle onu sizinle tamstirmaliyim.”

“Onu tamstirmak mi!” diye haykirdi Diises, “herhalde burada oldugunu sdylemek istemiyorsun?” Ve
ti¢ renkli kii¢iik bir yelpaze ile ¢ok yipranmus bir dantel sal aramak i¢in ¢evresine bakinmaya basladi;
gerektigi anda hemen kalkip gitmeye hazir olmak istiyordu.

“Elbette burada; onsuz bir parti vermeyi hayalimden bile ge¢cirmem. Tam anlamuyla psisik bir ele
sahip oldugumu soyliiyor ve eger basparmagim birazcik daha kisa olsaymis, miizmin bir karamsar
olup bir manastira kapanirnmigim.”

“Ah, anladim!” dedi Diises, kendini ¢ok rahatlamis hissederek, “sanmirim bahtim, talihini okuyor?”

“Talihsizlikleri de,” diye yanitlad1 Leydi Windermere, “hem de siiriisiiyle. Ornegin, 6niimiizdeki y1l
hem karada hem de denizde biiylik tehlike i¢cinde olacagim; bu yiizden bir balonda yasayacagim ve her
aksam bir sepetle yemegimi yukariya ¢ekecegim. Hepsi kiicliik parmagimda ya da avucumun iginde
yazilt; hangisi oldugunu unuttum.”

“Ama bu, kesinlikle Tanr1’nin 6fkesini tizerine ¢ekecek bir sey Gladys?”

“Sevgili Diises hi¢ siiphe yok ki Tanr1 bu kez ofkesini bastirabilir. Tanr1 buna herhalde karsi
koyabilir. Bence herkes elini ayda bir kere okutmal1 ki, ne yapmamasi1 gerektigini bilsin. Siiphesiz
insan yine de o seyl yapiyor, ama onceden uyarilmak dyle hos ki. Simdi biri, Bay Podgers’t hemen
gidip getirmezse, kendim gitmek zorunda kalacagim.”

“Miisaade ederseniz, gidip onu getireyim,” dedi, uzun boylu, yakisikli gen¢ bir adam. O sirada
yanlarinda ayakta durmus, dudaklarinda bu sohbeti eglenceli buldugunu gosteren bir tebessiimle
onlar1 dinliyordu.

“Cok tesekkiirler, Lord Arthur, maalesef onu tammazsimz.”

“Eger dediginiz kadar miikemmel biriyse, onu gdzden kacirmam olanaksiz. Neye benzedigini
sOyleyin ve onu hemen size getireyim.”

“Siromantiste benzer higbir yant yok. Yani demek istiyorum ki, ne esrarli, ne anlasilmasi zor, ne de
romantik. Kisa boylu, tiknaz bir adam; komik, kel bir kafasi, altin ¢er¢eveli, kocaman bir gozliigii var;
bir aile doktoru ile bir kasaba avukati arasinda bir sey. Gergekten ¢ok lizgiiniim, ama bu benim
kabahatim degil. Insanlar &yle can sikic1 ki. Biitiin piyanistlerim tipki sairlere benziyorlar, sairlerim
de piyanistlere; hatirliyorum da, gegcen sezon ¢ok korkung bir suikast¢iyr yemege ¢agirmistim, bir¢ok
insam havaya ugurmus biriydi; her zaman bir zirh giyer, gdmleginin kolunda bir kama tasirmis; ama
geldigi vakit, tonton bir papaza benzedigini ve aksam boyunca sakalar yaptigim biliyor musunuz?
Stiphesiz eglenceli biriydi, kabul, ama c¢ok hayal kirikligina ugradim; adama zirhimi sorunca, sadece
giildii ve Ingiltere ikliminin bu zirhi kusanmaya izin vermeyecek kadar soguk oldugunu sdyledi... Ah,
iste Bay Podgers! Simdi, Bay Podgers, Paisley Diisesi’nin elini okumamz istiyorum. Diises,
eldiveninizi ¢ikarmamz gerekecek. Hayir, sol el degil, 6teki.”

“Sevgili Gladys, bunun ger¢ekten de dogru bir davranis oldugunu sanmiyorum,” dedi Diises, oglak
derisinden epeyce kirli bir eldivenin diigmelerini beceriksizce agarken.



“Tipki ilging olan diger biitiin seyler gibi,” dedi Leydi Windermere: “On a fait le monde ainsi,
Ama sizi tamstirmaliyim. Diises, bu Bay Podgers, en sevdigim siromantistim. Bay Podgers, bu
Paisley Diisesi, eger elinde benimkinden daha biiylik bir ay dagi oldugunu sdylerseniz, size bir daha
hi¢ inanmam.”

“Eminim, Gladys, elimde Oyle bir sey yoktur,” dedi Diises, ciddi bir tavirla.

“Hammefendi ¢ok hakli,” dedi Bay Podgers, kiit parmakli, kiigiik, tombul ele bakarak, “ay dag
gelismemis. Bununla birlikte, hayat ¢izgisi milkkemmel. Liitfen bileginizi biikiin. Tesekkiir ederim.
Rascette iizerinde li¢ belirgin ¢izgi! Uzun bir Omiir slireceksiniz, Diises ve ¢ok mutlu olacaksiniz.
Hirs... cok 1liml1, zeka ¢izgisi abartil1 dedil, kalp ¢izgisi...”

“Simdi, liitfen patavazsiz, bosbogaz davranmin, Bay Podgers!” diye haykirdi Leydi Windermere.

“Hi¢bir sey bana boyle davranmaktan daha ¢ok zevk veremezdi,” dedi Bay Podgers, egilerek, “eger
Diises daha 6nce bir kere bile 6yle davranmus olsaydi, ama tiziilerek sdylemeliyim ki, giiclii bir gérev
duygusuyla birlesmis biiyiik bir heyecan ve duygu stirekliligi gortiyorum.”

“Liitfen devam edin, Bay Podgers,” dedi Diises, cok memnun goriinerek.

“Ekonomi, hammmefendinin erdemleri arasinda en 6nemsizi degil,” diye devam etti Bay Podgers ve
Leydi Windermere giilmekten kahkaha krizine girdi.

“Ekonomi ¢ok 1yi bir seydir,” dedi Diises, halinden memnun, “Paisley ile evlendigimde, on bir
satosu vardi ve oturmaya uygun tek bir evi yoktu.”

“Simdiyse on iki evi var, tek bir satosu yok,” dedi Leydi Windermere, yiiksek sesle.
“Ee, hayatim,” dedi Diises, “benim sevdigim sey...”

“Konfor,” dedi Bay Podgers, “ve modern yenilikler ve her yatak odasinda sicak su olmasi.
Hanimefendi ¢ok hakli. Konfor, uygarligimizin bize saglayabilecegi tek sey.”

“Diises’in karakterini Ovgiliye layik bir sekilde anlatttimz, Bay Podgers, simdi de Leydi
Flora’minkini anlatmalisimz,” ve giiliimseyen ev sahibesinin bir bas isaretiyle uzun boylu, kizila ¢alan
sar1 Isko¢ sacli, ¢ikik kiirek kemikli bir kiz, bir kanepenin arkasindan hantal bir hareketle 6ne ¢ikip
yass1 parmakli, uzun ve kemikli bir el uzatt.

“Ah, bir piyanist!” dedi Bay Podgers, “miikemmel bir piyanist goriiyorum, ama samrim pek
miizisyen sayllmaz. Cok ¢ekingen, ¢ok diiriist, hayvanlara karsi biiyiik bir sevgisi var.”

“Cok dogru!” diye haykirdi Diises, Leydi Windermere’e donerek, “kesinlikle dogru! Flora’nin
Macloskie’de iki diizine Isko¢ ¢oban kdpegi var ve sayet babasi izin verseydi, sehirdeki evimizi bir
hayvanat bahgesine ¢evirirdi.”

“Her persembe aksamu evimde yaptiZim sey de aynen bu!” diye haykirdi Leydi Windermere,
glilerek, “ama ben coban kdpeklerinden ¢ok, aslanlar1 severim.”

“Tek hatamz bu Leydi Windermere,” dedi Bay Podgers, gosterisli bir sekilde egilerek.
Aldig yamt, “Eger bir kadin hatalarim ¢ekici yapamazsa, o gergek bir kadin sayilmaz,” oldu. “Ama



bizim i¢in daha bagka eller okumalisimz. Gelin, Sir Thomas, Bay Podgers’e elinizi gosterin.” Beyaz
yelekli, giiler yiizlii, yash bir beyefendi one ¢ikt1 ve kalin, bakimsiz bir el uzatti, iclincli parmagi ¢ok
uzundu.

“Maceray1 seven biri; gecmiste dort uzun yolculugu var ve bir tane daha olacak. Ug kere deniz
kazas1 gecirmis. Hayir, iki kere, ama bir sonraki yolculugunuzda deniz kazasi tehlikesi var. Saglam
bir muhafazakar, ¢ok dakik, nadir bulunan esyalarin koleksiyonunu yapmaya merakli. On alt1 ile on
sekiz yaglar1 arasinda agir bir hastalik gecirmis. Otuz yaslarinda bir mirasa konmus. Kedilerle
radikallerden ¢ok nefret ediyor.”

“Olaganiistii!” diye haykirdi Sir Thomas, “karimuin elini de mutlaka okumalisimz.” “Ikinci
karimizin,” dedi Bay Podgers, sakince, hala Sir Thomas’1n elini tutarak, “ikinci karimzinkini. Memnun
olurum.” Ancak kahverengi saglar1 ve hassas kirpikleriyle melankolik bir havasi olan Leydi Marvel,
gecmisinin veya geleceginin agiga vurulmasina kesinlikle kars1 ¢ikti ve Leydi Windermere ne yaparsa
yapsin, Rus El¢isi Bay Kolof’u eldivenlerini bile ¢ikartmaya razi edemedi. Isin dogrusu, birgok kisi
igreti tebesstimlii, altin ¢ergeve gozliiklii ve parlak boncuk gozlii bu kiigiik tuhat adamin karsisina
cikmaktan korkuyor gibiydi ve zavalli Leydi Fermor’a, herkesin Oniinde kadimn miizikten hig
anlamadigini, ama miizisyenlerden cok hoslandigim sdylediginde, genel kam, siromaninin ¢ok

tehlikeli bir bilim oldugu ve téte-a-tétel2 olunan durumlar disinda tesvik edilmemesi gerektigi oldu.

Ne var ki, Leydi Fermor’un talihsiz hikdyesi hakkinda bir sey bilmeyen ve Bay Podgers’i biiyiik
ilgiyle izleyen Lord Arthur Savile, kendi elinin de okunmasi i¢in biiylik bir merak duydu ve One
cikmak konusunda biraz mahcubiyet hissettiginden, salonu gecerek Leydi Windermere’in oturdugu
yere ulasti ve kizaran yiiziinde sevimli bir ifadeyle ona Bay Podgers’in ricasina bir itirazi olup
olmayacagini sordu.

“Elbette bir itiraz1 olmaz,” dedi Leydi Windermere, “burada zaten bu amagla bulunuyor. Benim
biitiin aslanlarim, Lord Arthur, sirk aslanlaridir ve onlardan ne zaman istesem ¢emberden atlarlar.
Ama sizi onceden uyarayim ki, Sybil’e her seyi anlatacagim. Yarin 6gle yemegi icin bana geliyor,
sapkalardan s0z edecegiz. Sayet Bay Podgers, mizacimzin kotiliiglinden bahseder veya gut
hastaligina meyilli oldugunuzu veya Bayswater’da yasayan bir karimz oldugunu kesfederse, ona
herseyi sOylerim ona gore.”

Lord Arthur giiliimsedi ve basim iki yana salladi. “Korkum yok,” diye yanitladi. “Sybil beni, benim
onu tamdigim kadar 1yi tanir.”

“Ah! Bunu sdylediginizi duymak beni biraz tizdi. Bir evliligin en miikemmel temeli karsilikli yanlis
anlamadir. Hayr, asla kurallarla alay eden biri degilim, sadece tecriibe sahibiyim, ne var ki, bu da
aynt kapiya ¢ikar. Bay Podgers, Lord Arthur Savile elinin okunmasi i¢in yamip tutusuyor. Ona,
Londra’daki en giizel kizlardan biriyle nisanli oldugunu sdylemeyin, ¢iinkii bu haber Morning
Post’da bir ay once ¢ikt1.”

“Sevgili Leydi Windermere!” diye seslendi Jedburgh Markizi, “Bay Podgers’in burada biraz daha
kalmasina izin verin. Bana az dnce sahneye ¢ikmam gerektigini sOyledi ve ¢ok ilgilendim.”

“Eger size sOylemis oldugu sey buysa, Leydi Jedburgh, kesinlikle onu uzaklastirmaliyim. Hemen
buraya gelin Bay Podgers ve Lord Arthur’un elini okuyun.”



“Pekala,” dedi Leydi Jedburgh, kii¢iik bir mouel2! ile kanepeden kalkarak, “eger sahneye ¢ikmama
1zin yoksa, 0 zaman hi¢ olmazsa seyircilerin arasinda yer almama miisaade edilmeli.”

“Stiphesiz; hepimiz seyircilerin bir boliimiinii olusturacagiz,” dedi Leydi Windermere; “ve simdi,
Bay Podgers, bize kesinlikle hos seyler sdyleyin. Lord Arthur gézdelerimden biridir.”

Ne var ki, Bay Podgers Lord Arthur’un elini gordiigiinde, tuhaf bir sekilde sarardi ve bir sey
sOylemedi. Sanki viicudundan bir tirperti gecti ve kalin cal1 gibi kaslari, sasirdiginda adeti oldugu
tizere, tuhaf ve sinir bozucu bir tarzda, siddetle titredi. Daha sonra sar1 almnda zehirli ¢1y gibi biiyiik
ter damlalar1 belirdi ve tombul parmaklar1 buz kesip yapiskanlasti.

Lord Arthur bu tuhaf heyecan belirtilerini fark etti ve hayatinda ilk defa korku hissetti. icinden bir
ses odadan kagip gitmesini sOyliiyordu, ama kendini tuttu. Bu korkung siiphe i¢inde kalmaktansa, her
ne olursa olsun, en kotiisiinii bilmek daha 1yiydi.

“Bekliyorum, Bay Podgers,” dedi.

“Hepimiz bekliyoruz!” diye bagirdi Leydi Windermere, her zamanki aceleci, sabirsiz tavriyla, ama
siromantist yanit vermedi.

“Samrim Arthur sahneye cikacak,” dedi Leydi Jedburgh, “ve senin azarlamandan sonra, Bay
Podgers bunu ona sdylemeye ¢ekiniyor.”

Bay Podgers, ansizin Lord Arthur’un sag elini birakti ve sol elini yakaladi, onu incelemek icin o
kadar yakina egildi ki, gozliigliniin altin ¢er¢evesi neredeyse adamin avucuna dokunacakti. Bir an i¢in
yizii beyaz bir korku maskesine doniistii, ama kisa zamanda sogukkanliligim kazandi ve Leydi
Windermere’e bakarak, zoraki bir tebessiimle, “Hos bir gen¢ adamin eli,” dedi.

“Siiphesiz oyle!” diye yamtladi Leydi Windermere, “ama hos bir koca olacak mi? Bilmek istedigim
sey 0.”

“Tipki biitiin hos gen¢ adamlar gibi,” dedi Bay Podgers.

“Bir kocanin ¢ok ¢ekici olmamasi gerektigini diisiiniiyorum,” diye murildandi Leydi Jedburgh,
diistinceli distinceli, “cok tehlikeli bir sey.”

“Sevgili yavrum, onlar hi¢bir zaman ¢ok ¢ekici degillerdir,” dedi Leydi Windermere, yiiksek sesle.
“Ama ben ayrintilar istiyorum. Ilging olan tek sey ayrintilardir. Lord Arthur’un basina ne gelecek?”

“Sey, birkag ay icinde Lord Arthur bir yolculuga ¢ikacak...”

“Ah, evet, balay1 yolculugu, siiphesiz!”

“Ve bir akrabasim kaybedecek...”

“Kiz kardesini degildir, umarim?” dedi Leydi Jedburgh, acikl1 bir ses tonuyla.

“Siiphesiz kiz kardesini degil,” diye yamtladi Bay Podgers, elini itiraz etmek i¢in sallayarak,
“sadece uzak bir akraba.”

“lyi de, korkung derecede hayal kirikligina ugradim,” dedi Leydi Windermere. “Yarin Sybil’e



sOyleyecek bir seyim yok. Bugiinlerde kimse uzak akrabalarla ilgilenmiyor. Yillar 6nce modas1 gecti
bu kanunun. Bununla birlikte Sybil yamna siyah bir ipekli alsa, samrim iyi olur; her zaman kilisede
ise yarar, bilirsiniz. Ve artik yemege gidelim. Her seyi kesinlikle yemis bitirmislerdir, ama biraz
sicak corba bulabiliriz. Francois bir zamanlar harika ¢orba yapardi, ama bugiinlerde politika
yiiziinden Oyle altiist olmus bir durumda ki, onun hakkinda asla her seyden emin olamiyorum. Keske
General Boulanger hi¢ konusmasaydi. Diises herhalde yoruldunuz, 6yle degil mi?”

“Hi¢ de degil, sevgili Gladys,” diye yanitlad1 Diises, kapiya dogru paytak paytak yiirtirken. “Cok
eglendim ve siropodist, yani demek istiyorum ki siromanist ¢ok ilging¢ti. Flora, {i¢ renkli yelpazem
acaba nerede olabilir? Ah, tesekkiir ederim, Sir Thomas, ¢ok tesekkiir ederim. Ve dantel salim,
Flora? Ah, tesekkiir ederim, Sir Thomas, ¢ok naziksiniz.” Sonunda bu kiymetli mahluk, kolonya
sisesini 1ki kereden fazla diistirmeden, alt kata inmeyi basardi.

Lord Arthur Savile, biitiin bu siire boyunca, ylireginde hep aym korkuyla, kotii seyler olacagina dair
o mide bulandirict sezgiyle, sominenin yamnda ayakta kalmisti. Lord Plymdale’in kolunda yanindan
gecip giden, pembe brokar ve inciler i¢inde ¢ok hos goziiken kiz kardesine kederli kederli giiliimsedi
ve pesinden gelmesi i¢in kendisine seslenen Leydi Windermere’i duymadi bile. Sybil Merton’u
diistindii ve aralarina herhangi bir sey girebilecegi diisiincesi gozlerini yasartti.

Ona bakan birisi, Nemesis, Pallas’in kalkamm calmis ve ona Gorgon’un basim gostermis
sanabilirdi. Tas kesilmisti sanki ve yiizii kederli goriintiisiiyle adeta bir mermer gibiydi. Soylu ve
varlikli bir aileden gelme gen¢ bir adanmun narin ve lilks hayatim1 yasamisti, para derdinden azade
olmasiyla, hos ¢ocuksu tasasizligiyla zarif bir hayat siirmiis ve ilk defa Kader’in iirkiitiicii esrariyla,
Felaket’in korkung anlamiyla yiiz yiize gelmisti.

Her sey nasil da ¢ilginca ve canavarca goriiniiyordu! Eline kendisinin okuyamayacagi, yalmz bir
baskasimin ¢ozebilecegi harflerle, tirkiitiicli bir giinahin sirr1, sugun kan kirmizist bir isareti yazilmis
olabilir miydi? Hicbir kacis miimkiin degil miydi? Bizler goriinmez bir gii¢ tarafindan hareket
ettirilen satran¢ taslarindan, cOmlek¢inin keyfine gore seref veya utang dolu bir hayat igin
bicimlendirdigi kaplardan baska bir sey degil miydik? Mantig buna kars1 geliyordu, ama iizerinde bir
belanin dolastigim ve kendisinden ansizin katlanilamaz bir yiikiin altina girmesinin istenmis oldugunu
hissediyordu. Aktorler Oyle sanshidirlar ki! Trajedi mi, yoksa komedi mi oynayacaklar; act mm
cekecekler, yoksa neseli mi olacaklar; giilecekler mi, yoksa aglayacaklar mu, kendileri segebilirler.
Ne var ki, gercek hayatta durum farklidir. Erkek ve kadinlarin ¢ogu yeterli olmadiklari rolleri
oynamaya zorlamrlar. Guildenstern’lerimiz bizim i¢in Hamlet oynarlar ve Hamlet’lerimiz Prens Hal
gibi sakalasmak zorundadirlar. Diinya bir sahnedir, ama rol dagitimu 1y1 yapilmamustir.

Ansizin Bay Podgers odaya girdi. Lord Arthur’u gortince irkildi ve kaba hatli, tombul yiizi
yesilimsi-sar1 bir renk aldi. Iki adamin gozler1 birlesti ve bir an sessizlik oldu.

“Diises burada eldivenin tekini birakmus Lord Arthur ve benden onu getirmemu istedi,” dedi Bay
Podgers sonunda. “Ah, onu kanepenin tizerinde goriiyorum! Iyi aksamlar.”

“Bay Podgers, size soracagim bir soruya kagamaksiz bir yanit vermenizi istiyorum.”
“Baska zaman, Lord Arthur, ¢iinkii Diises endise i¢inde. Korkarim gitmem gerek.”

“Gitmeyeceksiniz. Diises’in acelesi yok.”



“Hammefendileri bekletmek olmaz, Lord Arthur,” dedi Bay Podgers, o igreng tebessiimiiyle.
“Cinsilatif cabuk sabirsizlanir.”

Lord Arthur’un piiriizsiiz dudaklar1 6fkeli bir kiigiimsemeyle biikiildii. Zavalli Diises o anda hig
umurunda degildi. Odayr gecip Bay Podgers’in ayakta durdugu yere yiiriidii ve elini uzatti.

“Orada ne gordiigliniizii bana soyleyin,” dedi. “Dogruyu sOyleyin. Bilmem gerek. Ben cocuk
degilim.”

Bay Podgers gozlerini altin ¢erceveli gozliigiiniin ardinda kirpistirdi, agirlhigim sikinti i¢cinde bir
ayagindan digerine gecirdi, bu arada parmaklar1 gosterisli bir saat zinciriyle sinirli sinirli oynuyordu.

“Lord Arthur, ni¢in elinizde size sOyledigimden baska bir sey gordiigiimii diistiniiyorsunuz?”’

“Gordigiiniizii biliyorum ve onun ne oldugunu bana sdylemeniz i¢in israr ediyorum. Size para
verecegim. Size yiiz poundluk bir ¢ek verecegim.”

Yesil gozler bir an i¢in yanip sondii.
“Gine olarak m?” dedi Bay Podgers, sonunda, algak bir sesle.
“Stiphesiz. Size yarin bir ¢ek gonderecegim. Kuliibiiniiz hangisi?”

“Kuliibiim yok. Yani, su an i¢in. Adresim... ama izniniz olursa, size bir kartinn vereyim.” Bay
Podgers, yeleginin cebinden kenarlar1 yaldizli bir kart ¢ikararak hafifce egildi ve onu Lord Arthur’a
uzatti. O da kartin iizerinde, “Bay Septimus R. Podgers, Profesyonel Siromantist, 1030 West Moon
Sokag1” yazisim okudu.

“Calisma saatlerim ondan dorde kadardir,” diye mirildandi Bay Podgers, mekanik bir sesle, “ve
aileler i¢in indirim yaparim.”

“Cabuk olun!” diye haykird1 Lord Arthur, cok solgun bir yiizle, elini uzatarak.

Bay Podgers endiseyle ¢cevresine bakindi ve kalin kap1 perdesini cekti.

“Biraz zaman alacak, Lord Arthur, oturmamz daha iyi olur.”

“Cabuk olun, bayim!” diye haykirdi Lord Arthur, ayagim cilali zemine 6fkeyle vurarak.

Bay Podgers giiliimsedi, 6n cebinden kiigiik bir biiyiite¢ ¢ikardi ve onu mendiliyle itinayla sildi.

“Tamamen hazirim,” dedi.
I

On dakika sonra, Lord Arthur korkudan rengi atmis bir yiiz ve acidan deliye donmiis gozlerle, genis
cizgili tentenin cevresinde ayakta duran kiirk paltolu usak kalabaliim ezip gecerek, Bentinck
House’dan kosar adim ayrildi; higbir sey gormeyen veya duymayan bir haldeydi. Gece ¢ok soguktu ve
meydam ¢evreleyen gaz lambalarimin 15181 sert riizgarda titresiyordu, ama onun elleri ates gibiydi,
alm ise yaniyordu. Hi¢ durmadan yiiriidii; adimlar1 sarhos bir adaminkinden pek farkli degildi. O
gecerken bir polis merakla ona bakti ve sadaka istemek icin bir kemerin altina uzanmus bir dilenci,



kendisininkinden daha biiyiik bir 1stirap goriince, korkuya kapildi. Bir keresinde bir lambanin altinda
durdu ve ellerine bakti. Uzerlerinde daha simdiden kan izini gordiigiinii sand1 ve titreyen
dudaklarindan hafif bir ¢i18lik ytikseldi.

Cinayet! Siromantistin orada gormiis oldugu sey iste buydu. Cinayet! Sanki zifiri karanlik gece bunu
biliyordu ve sanki 1ssiz riizgar kulagina bunu bagiriyordu. Sokaklarin karanlik koseleri bununla
doluydu. Evlerin ¢atilarindan ona siritan sey buydu.

Ik 6nce Park’a geldi, karanlik agaclar sanki onu biiyiilemisti. Sakagim 1slak demirde serinletip
agaclarin titrek sessizligini dinleyerek yorgun argin parmakliklara yaslandi. Sanki {ist iiste soylemek,
kelimenin korkun¢lugunu azaltacakmus gibi “Cinayet! Cinayet!” diye durmadan tekrarliyordu; Kendi
sesini duymak onu TUrpertti, sanki yankilanan bu sozciiklerin onu duymasim ve uyuyan sehri
rilyalarindan uyandirmasini bekler gibiydi. Oradan rastgele gecen birini durdurmak ve her seyi
anlatmak 1¢in ¢ilginca bir arzu duyuyordu.

Oxford Caddesi’ni gecip dar ve utang dolu yan sokaklarda dolasti. Boyali yiizlii iki kadin
yanlarindan gecerken ona laf atti. Karanlik bir avludan kiifiirler ve kavga sesleri geldi; onu tiz
cigliklar izledi ve yoksulluk ile yasliligin nemli bir kap1 esigine siginmus kambur sekillerini gordii.
Tuhaf bir actma duygusuna kapildi. Bu giinah ve sefalet cocuklarimn kaderleri, tipki kendisininki
gibi, onceden mi tayin edilmisti? Onlar da, kendisi gibi, canavarca bir oyunun sadece kuklalari
miydi?

Ne var ki, onu hayrete diisiiren sey, act ¢cekmenin esrar1 degil, komedisiydi; mutlak ise yaramazlig
ve grotesk anlamsizligl. Her sey nasil da tutarsiz goriiniiyordu! Nasil da her seyde bir ahenksizlik
vard1! Yasanan giiniin s1g iyimserligiyle var olmanin gercekleri arasindaki aykirilik onu sasirtnusti.
Hala cok gengti.

Bir siire sonra kendisini Marylebone Kilisesi oniinde buldu. Issiz yol, parlak glimiisten uzun bir
kurdele gibiydi ve etrafta dalgalanan gblgelerin karanlik siislemeleriyle beneklenmisti. Titresen gaz
lambalarimn ¢izgisi ileride kivriliyor ve duvarlarla ¢evrili kiigiik bir evin Oniinde bir at arabasi tek
basina duruyordu, siiriiciisii, iginde uykuya dalmisti. Aceleyle Portland Place yoniine dogru yiiriidii.
Sanki birilerinin onu izlediginden siipheleniyormus gibi arada sirada g¢evresine bakiyordu. Rich
Sokagi’nin kosesinde iki adam durmus, bir tahta perdenin lizerindeki kiiclik bir ilani okuyorlardi.
Tuhaf bir merak duygusuna kapildi ve yanlarina geldi. Yaklasirken, siyah harflerle basilmis “cinayet”
kelimesi goziine carpti; irkildi ve yanaklar1 al al oldu. Bu afis, orta boylu, otuz kirk yaslarinda,
William Coke modeli melon sapka, siyah palto ve damal1 pantolon giymis, sag yanaginda yara olan
bir adamin tutuklanmasina yarayacak herhangi bir bilgiye 6diil vaat eden bir 1landi. Onu tekrar tekrar
okudu ve zavalli adamin yakalanip yakalanmayacagim ve ne kadar korkmus oldugunu diisiindii. Belki
bir giin kendi ad1 da Londra’min duvarlarinda afislerle ilan edilecekti. Belki bir giin onun basina da
bir 6diil konacakti.

Bu diisiince onu korkudan fenalastirdi. Topuklarinin tizerinde dondii ve hizla gecenin i¢ine karisti.

Nereye gittigini pek bilmiyordu. Sefil evlerin labirentinde dolamp durdugunu hayal meyal
hatirliyordu. Sonunda kendisini Piccadilly Circus’da buldugunda giin agarmusti. Belgrave
Square’deki evine dogru ylriirken, Covent Garden’a giden biiyiik at arabalariyla karsilasti. Hos
giines yamg vyiizleri ve darmadag@in kivircik saglariyla beyaz onliiklii siiriiciiler, kamgilarim
saklatarak ve arada sirada birbirlerine seslenerek arabalarim azimle siirlip gectiler; giirtiltiicli



takimin Oniinde giden bliylik bir gri atin sirtina tombul bir oglan oturmus, eski sapkasina bir tutam
cuha cigegi ilistirilmisti; ufak elleriyle atin yelesine simsiki yapismus giiliiyordu; iist liste dizilmis
sebzeler, sabah gogline karsi yesim tasi yiginlarim andiriyordu; harikulade bir giiliin pembe
yapraklar1 karsisinda yesil renkli yesim yiginlar1 gibiydiler. Lord Arthur tuhaf bir sekilde duygulandi,
nedenini bilmiyordu. Safagin narin giizelliginde ona ifade edilmeyecek kadar hiiziinlii gelen bir sey
vardi ve gizellik ile baslayan, ama firtina ile sona eren biitlin o giinleri disiindii. Espirili
konugmalar1 ve aldirmaz tavirlariyla bu koyliiler de ne kadar tuhaf bir Londra goriiyorlard: kimbilir.
Gecenin glinahindan ve giiniin sisinden arinmis solgun bir hayalet sehir, terk edilmis bir mezar sehir!
Buras1 hakkinda onlarin ne diisiindiiklerini, bu sehrin ihtisanmu ve utanci, siddetli ve atesli zevklerti,
korkung aglig1, sabahtan aksama kadar siiriip giden biitiin bu kosturmaca ve bogusmacas1 hakkinda bir
sey bilip bilmediklerini diisiindii. Herhalde buras1 onlar i¢in sadece iirtinlerini satmaya getirdikleri
ve en fazla birka¢ saat oyalandiklari, sokaklar heniiz sessiz, evler hala uykudayken ayrildiklar1 bir
pazar yeriydi. Onlar1 gecerken seyretmek hosuna gitti. Agir, nal¢ali ayakkabilar1 ve hantal
yiirliylisleriyle ne kadar kaba saba olsalar da, yanlarinda kirin sadeliginden bir par¢a getirmislerdi.
Onlarin doga ile birlikte yasadiklarim ve ondan huzuru 6grendiklerini diistindii. Cahili olduklar1 her
seyden dolay1 onlara imrendi. Belgrave Square’e ulastiginda gokyiizii soluk mavi bir renge biirtinmiis
ve kuslar bahgelerde sakimaya baslamusti.

I

Lord Arthur uyandiginda saat on ikiydi; 6gle giinesi, odasimn fildisi renkli ipek perdelerinden
iceriye siziyordu. Kalkti ve pencereden disariya bakti. Biiyiik sehrin iizeri hafif bir 1s1 tabakasiyla
kapliydi ve evlerin catilar1 mat giimiis gibiydi. Asagidaki meydamn titresen yesilliginde baz
cocuklar beyaz kelebekler gibi oradan oraya gidiyor; kaldirim, Park’a giden insanlarla dolup
tasiyordu. Hayat, ona hi¢ bu kadar tatli gelmemisti, daha once kotiiliik hi¢ bu kadar uzak gériinmemisti
ona.

Derken usagi ona bir tepsi iginde bir fincan sicak ¢ikolata getirdi. Onu i¢tikten sonra, seftali rengi
peliisten kalin bir kap1 perdesini kenara ¢ekti ve banyoya gecti. Isik yukaridan, saydam damarl akigin
ince tabakalarindan yumusakc¢a siziyor ve mermer kiivetin icindeki su, aytasi gibi parliyordu. Serin
dalgaciklar bogazina ve saglarina dokununcaya kadar suyun i¢ine daldi; sonra kafasim suyun icine
soktu; sanki utan¢ verici bir hatiranin izinmi silmeye ¢alisiyordu. Kiivetten ¢iktiginda kendisini epey
huzurlu hissetti. O anin enfes fiziksel sartlar1 kendisine hakim olmustu, ¢ok hassas kimseler i¢in bu
durum sik stk meydana gelir; ¢linkii duygular ‘tipki ates gibi’ yok ettikleri kadar arindirabilirler de.

Kahvaltidan sonra kendisini bir divanin lizerine att1 ve bir sigara yakti. Sominenin {izerinde, antika
ve narin brokardan bir ¢ergeve icinde Sybil Merton’un biiyiik bir fotografi duruyordu; Leydi Noel’in
balosunda onu ilk defa boyle gormiistii. Kiigiik, narin bi¢imli bas1 hafif¢ce yana egilmisti; sanki ince,
dal gibi o boyun, bu giizelligi gii¢liikle tasiyor gibiydi; dudaklari hafifce aralikti, 1yi miizik i¢in
yaratilmisa benziyordu ve bekaretin biitlin narin safligi o hiillyali gézlerden merakla bakiyordu.
Krepdosinden yumusak, sikica sarmalayan giysisi ve biiylik yaprak bicimli yelpazesiyle, Tanagra
yakinlarindaki zeytinliklerde bulunmus o kii¢lik narin oglan heykelciklerine benziyordu ve durusuyla
tavrinda eski Yunan zarafetinden bir parca vardi. Bununla birlikte petite degildi. Endamu ¢ok
mitkemmeldi; bir¢cok kadinin ya ¢ok uzun ya da ¢ok kisa boylu oldugu giliniimiizde nadir rastlanan bir
seydir bu.



Lord Arhur, fotografa bakarken asktan kaynaklanan derin bir merhamet duygusuna kapildi. Cinayet
felaketi basinin iizerinde gezinirken onunla evlenmenin Yahuda’mnkine benzer bir ihanet, Borgia’nin
hayal edebilecegi herhangi bir giinahtan daha biiylik bir giinah olacagim hissetti. Eline yazilmis olan o
korkun¢ kehaneti yerine getirmesi her an kendisinden istenebilecekken, onlar1 nasil bir mutluluk
bekleyebilirdi ki? Kader halad terazisinde bu dehset verici olayr tasirken, ne tiirlii bir hayat
sirebilirlerdi ki? Bu evlilik ertelenmeliydi, ne pahasina olursa olsun. Bu konuda kesin kararliydi.
Kiz1 delice sevse de, birlikte oturduklarinda, sadece kizin parmaklarimin dokunusu biitiin bedenini
cilginca bir sevingle tir tir titretse de, gorevinin ne oldugunu agik¢a goriiyor, bu cinayeti islemeden
once evlenmeye hakki olmadigim ¢ok iyi biliyordu. Ancak bu gérev tamamlaninca Sybil Merton ile
mihrabin 6niinde durabilir ve koétiiliik yapma korkusu olmaksizin hayatimt kizin ellerine birakabilirdi.
Ancak bu gorev tamamlaninca, kizin onun yiiziinden utanmasina gerek kalmayacagini, asla basim
utan¢ icinde yere egmeyecegini bilerek, onu kollarimin arasina alabilirdi. Ama ilk 6nce bu isin
tamamlanmasi gerekti ve ne kadar erken olursa her ikisi i¢in de o kadar 1yi olacakti.

Kendi durumundaki bir¢ok kisi, gorevin sarp doruklar1 yerine goniil eglendirmenin ¢icekli yollarini
tercih ederdi; ama Lord Arthur zevke, ilkelerinden daha fazla deger vermeyecek kadar vicdan sahibi
biriydi. Askinda sadece tutku yoktu, Sybil onun i¢in iyi ve soylu olan her seyin timsaliydi. Bir an i¢in,
kendisinden yapmasi beklenen seye karsi i¢cinde dogal bir nefret hissetti, ama bu kisa siirede gecti.
Kalbi ona bunun bir giinah degil, bir fedakarlik oldugunu sdyledi, akl1 ise ona tek tutulacak yolun bu
oldugunu hatirlatti. Bencilce yasamak ile baskalari i¢in yasamak arasinda bir se¢im yapmak
zorundaydi; sirtina yiiklenen gorevin iirkiitiicii olduguna siiphe yoktu, ama askta galebe ¢calmak ugruna
bencillik yapmamasi gerektigini de biliyordu. Er veya ge¢ hepimizden aynmi konuda bir karara
varmamiz istenir; her birimize aym soru sorulur. Bu is, Lord Arthur’un basina gen¢liginde —yani,
karakteri orta yasin hesapci sinikligiyle bozulmadan veya kalbi gliniimiizde moda olan s1g bencillikle
kararmadan 6nce— gelmisti ve o gorevini yapmakta hi¢ tereddiit etmedi. Ayrica hayaller pesinde
kosan biri veya aylak bir eglence diiskiinii olmadig i¢in de sansliydi. Oyle biri olsaydi, tereddiit
edecekti; tipki Hamlet gibi ve kararsizlik, amacina zarar verecekti. Oysa o, temelde pratik biriydi.
Hayat, onun i¢in diisiinceden ¢ok eylem demekti. O, en nadir bulunan seye, yani sagduyuya sahipti.

Bir onceki gecenin ¢ilgin, karmasik duygular1 artik tamamen yatisnmusti; sokaktan sokaga deli gibi
dolasmalarin1 ve ¢ekmis oldugu siddetli aciyr diisiindiigiinde, neredeyse utang duydu. Artik ¢ektigi
acilarin samimiyeti bunlar1 ona ger¢ek degilmis gibi gostermeye baslamusti. Nasil olup da kagimilmaz
olan bir sey icin bagirip ¢agiracak kadar aptallik ettigine sasti. Onu rahatsiz eden tek soru, kimi
oldiirecegiydi; ¢iinkii cinayetin, Pagan dinlerde oldugu gibi, bir rahip kadar bir kurbam da
gerektirdigini biliyordu. Bir dahi olmadigi i¢in diismanlar1 yoktu ve aslinda herhangi bir kisisel
kirginligin veya memnuniyetsizligin acisim ¢ikarmanin zamam olmadigint da hissediyordu, tistlendigi
gorev biiyiik ve agir bir ciddiyeti haiz bir gorevdi. Sonucta bir tabaka kagidin {izerine biitiin
arkadaslarimin ve akrabalarimn listesini yapti ve dikkatle inceledikten sonra, Leydi Clementina
Beauchamp lehine karar verdi; Curzon Sokagi’nda yasayan hos bir yasli hanimdi, annesi tarafindan
kardes torunu oluyordu. Her zaman Leydi Clem’e —herkes kadina bdyle derdi— biiyilk muhabbet
beslemisti ve Lord Arthur ¢cok zengin biri oldugundan —riistiinii ispatladiginda Lord Rugby’nin biitiin
serveti ona gecmisti— kadinin 6liimiiyle herhangi bir maddi kazang saglama olasiligl yoktu. Aslinda,
bu konuda diisiindiikce, Leydi Clem ona en uygun kisi gibi goriiniiyordu ve herhangi bir gecikmenin
Sybil’e haksizlik olacagim diisiinerek hemen hazirliklara baslamaya karar verdi.

Yapilmas1 gereken ilk sey, siiphesiz, siromantistin parasini 0demekti; bu yiizden pencerenin



yamndaki kii¢iik bir Sheraton yazi masasina oturdu, Bay Septimus Podgers’e 6denmek iizere yiiz bes
poundluk bir ¢ek yazdi ve onu bir zarfa koyarak usagina zarfi West Moon Sokagi’na gotlirmesini
sOyledi. Daha sonra tek atl1 arabasim hazirlamalar1 i¢in ahirlara mesaj gonderdi ve disariya ¢ikmak
tizere giyindi. Odadan ayrilirken geri doniip Sybil Merton’un fotografina bakti ve kizin ugruna yaptig
bu seyi, her ne olursa olsun, ona asla sOylemeyecegine ve bu fedakarligin sirrim1 daima kalbinde
saklayacagina yemin etti.

Buckingham’a giderken bir cigekcide durdu ve Sybil’e giizel, beyaz yaprakli ve ortalar siiliin gozlii
nefis bir sepet nergis gonderdi; kuliibe ulasinca hemen kiitiiphaneye gitti, zili ¢aldi ve garsondan
kendisine limonlu bir soda ile toksikoloji lizerine bir kitap getirmesini istedi. Bu belali iste
bagvurulacak en iyi yolun zehir olduguna kesin karar vermisti. Kisisel siddete benzeyen herhangi bir
sey onun i¢in son derecede nahostu ve ayrica Leydi Clementina’yr toplumun dikkatini ¢ekebilecek bir
sekilde  oldiirmeyr asla  istemiyordu; ¢iinkii  Leydi  Windermere’in  malikanesinde
kahramanlastirildigini veya adimin banal sosyete gazetelerinde yer aldigim gérme fikrinden nefret
ediyordu. Ayrica Sybil’in babasi ile annesini de diisiinmek zorundaydi, bunlar, olduk¢a eski kafali
insanlardi; skandal gibi bir sey olursa, evlilige itiraz edebilirlerdi, ama onlara olup biteni biitiin
gercekligiyle anlatacak olsa, kendisini harekete geciren nedenleri ilk 6nce onlarin hakli bulacaklarina
emindi. O halde zehir lehine karar vermek i¢in biitiin nedenlere sahipti. Zehir giivenilir, sonuglari
kesin ve sessizdi; ayrica iiziicii sahnelere —Ingilizlerin ¢ogu gibi Lord Arthur da bunlardan hi¢
hoslanmazdi— gerek birakmiyordu.

Bununla birlikte, Lord Arthur zehir konusunda tamamen cahildi ve garsonun kiitiiphanede Ruff’s
Guide ile Bailey’s Magazine’den baska bir sey bulamayacagl anlasilinca kitap raflarim bizzat
kendisi inceledi ve sonunda Pharmacopoeia mn zarif ciltli bir baskistm ve Erskine’nin Toxicology
adl1 eserini buldu; bu kitabin editorliigiinii Kraliyet Fizik Koleji’nin Miidiirii Sir Mathew Reid
yapmusti; Buckingham’in en yasli iiyelerinden birisiydi; bir baskasimn yerine yanlislikla secilmisti;
bu, Komite’yi o kadar kizdiran bir contretemps idi ki, asil adam ortaya c¢ikinca ona oybirligiyle ret
oyu vermislerdi. Lord Arthur her iki kitapta da kullamlan teknik terimlerden pek bir sey anlamadi.
Oxford’dayken klasik dillere kars1 daha ¢ok 1lgi gdstermemis olmasindan dolayr pigsmanlik duymaya
baslamusti ki, Erskine’nin ikinci cildinde akonitinin 6zellikleri hakkinda cok ilging ve eksiksiz bir
aciklama buldu; metin anlasilabilir bir Ingilizce ile yazilmusti. Bu, ona tam aramakta oldugu zehir gibi
goriindii. Hizliydi, hatta etkisi neredeyse aniydi; hi¢cbir ac1 vermiyordu, bir jelatin kapsiil i¢inde
alindiginda —Sir Mathew’in Onerisi boyleydi— tadi hi¢ de nahos degildi. Lord Arthur, 6ldiiriicii
olmasi i¢in gereken miktar1 gdmleginin mansetine not ettikten sonra kitaplar1 yerine koydu, yiirtiyerek
St. James Sokagi’na, linlii eczacilar Pestle ile Humbey’e gitti. Her zaman aristokrasiye bizzat hizmet
eden Bay Pestle, siparise epeyce sasirdi ve ¢ok saygili bir sekilde tibbi bir sertifikamin gerekli
olduguna dair bir seyler mirildandi. Bununla birlikte, Lord Arthur bu seyin ortadan kaldirmak zorunda
oldugu biiylik bir Norveg¢ ¢oban kopegi i¢in oldugunu eczaciya agiklar agiklamaz —¢iinkii kopek kuduz
baslangic1 belirtisi gosteriyordu ve daha simdiden arabaciyr iki kez baldirindan 1sirmisti— adam her
bakimdan tatmin oldugunu ifade etti, Lord Arthur’u toksikoloji konusundaki fevkalade bilgisinden
dolay1 kutlayip hemen receteyi hazirladi.

Lord Arthur, kapsiilii Bond Sokagi’ndaki bir magaza vitrininde gordiigii kiigiik, giizel glimiis bir
bonbon kutusunun i¢ine koydu, Pestle ile Humbey’in ¢irkin hap kutusunu firlatip attt ve hemen
arabayla Leydi Clementina’nin evine gitti.



“Monsieur le mauvais sujet!”#. diye haykirdi yasli hamm, Lord Arthur odaya girerken, “bunca
zamandir ni¢in beni gérmeye gelmedin?”

“Sevgili Leydi Clem, kendime ayiracak tek bir dakikam bile yok,” dedi Lord Arthur, giiliimseyerek.

“Samrim biitiin giiniinii Bayan Sybil Merton ile sifonlar satin alarak ve sacma sapan seyler
konusarak gecirdigini soylemek istiyorsun, dyle degil mi? Insanlarin evlilik konusunda nigin bu kadar
yaygara kopardiklarini anlamiyorum. Benim zamammda topluluk oniinde sevisip koklagsmay1 aklimiza
bile getirmezdik, aslinda yalmzken de getirmezdik ya.”

“Sizi temin ederim Sybil’i yirmi dort saattir géormedim, Leydi Clem. Anladigim kadariyla o
tamamen sapkalarina ait.”

“Stiphesiz; benim gibi yasli ve cirkin bir kadim gérmeye gelmenin tek nedeni bu. Siz erkeklerin

uyarilara kulak asmamasina sasiyorum. On a fait des folies pour moi,l’l simdi ise zavalli,

romatizmali bir yaratigim, on dislerim takma ve huysuzun biriyim. Eger sevgili Leydi Jansen
olmasaydi, —o bana bulabildigi en berbat Fransiz romanlarim gonderiyor— giinii sag ¢ikaramazdim.
Doktorlarin hi¢ yarar1 yok, sadece lcretlerini almayr biliyorlar. Midemin eksimesini bile tedavi
edemediler.”

“Leydi Clem, size bunun i¢in bir ilag getirdim,” dedi Lord Arthur, ciddi bir tavirla. “Bu harika bir
sey, bir Amerikali tarafindan icat edilmis.”

“Amerikan icatlarindan hoslandigimi sanmiyorum, Arthur. Hoslanmadigimdan kesinlikle eminim.
Son giinlerde baz1 Amerikan romanlar1 okudum, tamamen sagmaydilar.”

“Ah, ama bu ilacta hi¢gbir sagmalik yok, Leydi Clem! Sizi temin ederim ki, tam sifa saglayacak. Onu
deneyeceginize s0z vermelisiniz.” Lord Arthur kii¢lik kutuyu cebinden ¢ikarip kadina uzatti.

“Hos bir kutu, Arthur. Bu ger¢cekten bir armagan m? Cok tatlisin. Ve harika bir ilag, 0yle mi? Bir
bonbona benziyor. Onu hemen yutacagim.”

“Aman Tanrim! Leydi Clem!” diye haykirdi Lord Arthur, kadinin elini yakalayarak, “bdyle bir sey
yapmamalisiniz. Bu homoepatik bir ilag, eger onu mide eksimeniz olmadan yutarsaniz, size ¢cok zarar
verebilir. Bir kriz gelene kadar bekleyin, ilacit o zaman yutun. Sonug sizi sasirtacak.”

“Onu simdi yutmak isterdim,” dedi Leydi Clementina, i¢inde siv1 akonitin kabarcigi ylizen kiigtik
saydam kapstilii 1s18a tutarak. “Tadimin ¢ok hos oldugundan eminim. Isin dogrusu su ki, doktorlardan
nefret ettigim halde, ilaglara tutkunum. Bununla birlikte, onu bir sonraki krizime kadar saklayacagim.”

“Ne zaman olur?”” diye sordu Lord Arthur, heyecanla. “Yakin zamanda olur mu?”

“Umarim bir haftadan 6nce olmaz. Diin sabah onun yiiziinden ¢ok sikint1 ¢ektim. Ama tam olarak
sOylemek zor.”

“O halde ay sona ermeden kesinlikle bir daha olur, degil mi, Leydi Clem?”

“Korkarim oyle. Ama bugiin ne kadar sempatiksin Arthur! Gergekten de, Sybil’in sana ¢ok yarari
dokunmus. Simdi gitmen gerek, ¢iinkii bazi ¢ok can sikici insanlarla aksam yemegi yiyecegim,
dedikodu etmeyen kisilerle ve eger simdi uykumu almazsam, yemek sirasinda asla uyanik



kalamayacagim biliyorum. Hosca kal Arthur, Sybil’e sevgilerimi gotiir, Amerikan ilaci i¢in de ¢ok
tesekkiir ederim.”

“Onu yutmayr unutmazsiniz, Leydi Clem, unutmazsimz degil mi?” dedi Lord Arthur, oturdugu yerden
kalkarak.

“Siiphesiz unutmam, seni budala ¢ocuk. Beni diisiinmiis olman biiyiik bir nezaket ve eger daha
fazlasini istersem, sana yazarim.”

Sir Arthur evden yiiksek bir moral ile ayrildi ve kendini ¢ok rahatlamus hissetti.

O gece Sybil Merton ile goriistii. Ona kendisini ansizin ¢ok zor bir durumda bulmus oldugunu, ne
onurun, ne de gorevin bundan ka¢gmasina izin vermedigini sdyledi. Ona evliligin su an igin
ertelenmesi gerektigini, ¢linkii kendisini bu korkun¢ karmasadan kurtarincaya kadar, istedigini
yapmakta serbest olmadigim soyledi. Kiza kendisine giivenmesi ve gelecekle ilgili hi¢bir siiphe
duymamasi i¢in yalvardi. Her sey diizelecekti, ama sabretmek gerekti.

Bu sahne Park Lane’de, Bay Merton’un evinin limonlugunda gecti; Lord Arthur adeti {izerine orada
aksam yemegine kalmusti. Lord Arthur, Sybil’1 hi¢ bu kadar mutlu gormemisti ve bir an i¢in seytana
uyup bir korkak gibi davranmayi, Leydi Clementina’ya zehirli hap hakkinda yazmayi ve sanki
diinyada Bay Podgers adinda biri yokmuscasina kararlastirilmus tarihte evlenmeyi diistindii. Bununla
birlikte, cok gecmeden vicdam ise el koydu ve Sybil aglayarak kollarina atildiginda bile geri adim
atmadi. Duygularim harekete geciren giizellik, aym zamanda vicdamm da etkilemisti. Birka¢ aylik
zevk ugruna boylesi giizel bir insam mahvetmenin yanlis bir sey olacagim hissediyordu. Sybil’in
yaninda, onu teselli ederek ve onun tarafindan teselli edilerek, neredeyse gece yarisina kadar kaldi;
Bay Merton’a evliligin ertelenmesi gerektigi konusunda erkekce ve kararli bir mektup yazdiktan
sonra, ertesi sabah erkenden Venedik’e gitmek i¢in ayrildi.

vV

Lord Arthur, Venedik’te erkek kardesi Lord Surbiton ile karsilasti; tesadiifen yatiyla Korfu’dan
gelmisti. Iki gen¢ adam birlikte enfes bir on bes giin gegirdiler. Sabahlar1 Lido’da at siirdiiler veya
uzun siyah gondollariyla yesil kanalda asag yukar1 gezindiler; 6gleden sonralari1 genellikle yatta
ziyaretci kabul ettiler; aksamlar1 da Florian’da yemek yediler ve Piazza’da sayisiz sigara tiittiirdiiler.
Lord Arthur yine de mutlu degildi. Her giin, Leydi Clementina’mn 6liimiiyle ilgili bir haber bulmak
umuduyla 7imes’in Olenler siitununu inceliyor, ama boyuna hayal kirikligina ugruyordu. Kadinin
basina bir kaza gelmis olmasindan endiselenmeye baslamisti; ayrica etkisini gézleriyle gormeye ¢ok
hevesli oldugu o anda kadinin akonitin almasini engelledigi icin sik sik pismanlik duyuyordu. Sybil’in
mektuplar1 da, ask, giiven ve sefkat dolu olmalarina ragmen, ¢ogu kez cok kederli mektuplardi ve
adam bazen ondan sonsuza kadar ayrilmis oldugunu diisiiniiyordu.

Lord Surbiton on bes giin sonra Venedik’ten sikildi ve kiyiy1 izleyerek Ravenna’ya gitmeye karar
verdi; clinkii Pinetum’da sahane culluk avi yapildigim duymustu. Lord Arthur ilk basta gitmeyi
kesinlikle reddetti, ama ¢ok sevdigi Surbiton, Danielli’de tek basina kalirsa sikintidan dlecegini
sOyleyerek sonunda onu razi etti ve ayin 15’inde sabah vakti yola ¢iktilar; kuzeydogudan giiclii bir
riizgar esiyordu ve deniz olduk¢a dalgaliydi. Miikemmel bir spordu ve serbest, acik hava yasamu
Lord Arthur’un yanaklarina yeniden renk getirdi, ama ayin 22’si civarinda Leydi Clementina hakkinda
endiselenmeye basladi ve Surbiton’un biitiin itirazlarina ragmen trenle Venedik’e geri dondii.



Gondolundan otelin basamaklarina tam adim attig1 sirada, otel miidiirii bir telgraf tomariyla onu
karsilamaya geldi. Lord Arthur onlar1 adamun elinden ¢ekip aldi ve yirtarak acti. Her sey tam
anlamiyla basarili olmustu. Leydi Clementina ayin 17’°sinde ansizin 6lmiistii.

[k diisiincesi Sybil oldu ve ona, Londra’ya hemen dénecegini bildiren bir telgraf ¢ekti. Daha sonra
usagina gece treni i¢in esyasim toplamasini soyledi; gondolcularina hak ettikleri licretin bes katim
verdi ve oturma odasina ugar adimlarla, kalbi nese i¢inde kostu. Orada kendisini bekleyen li¢ mektup
buldu. Birisi Sybil’dendi, bastan asagiya acisim paylasan, bas saglig dileyen bir mektuptu. Digerleri
annesinden ve Leydi Clementina’mn avukatindan geliyordu. Goriiniise bakilirsa, yasl kadin tam da o
gece Diises’le aksam yemegi yemis ve herkese zekasi ve esprileriyle neseli anlar gegirtmisti, ama
mide eksimesinden sikdyet ederek evine biraz erken donmek zorunda kalmus, sabahleyin yataginda
oli bulunmustu; goriiniise bakilirsa, hi¢ ac1 ¢ekmemisti. Hemen Sir Mathew Reid c¢agrilmisti, ama
siphesiz yapilacak bir sey yoktu ve ayin 22’sinde Beauchamp Chalcote’de topraga verilecekti.
Olmeden birkag giin dnce vasiyetini yapmus ve Lord Arthur’a Curzon Sokagi’ndaki kiiciik evini,
biitiin mobilyasim, kisisel esyasin ve tablolarin1 birakmusti; sadece minyatiir koleksiyonu kiz kardesi
Leydi Margaret Rufford’a ve ametist gerdanligi Sybil Merton’a verilecekti. Miilkiin fazla bir degeri
yoktu, fakat avukat Bay Mansfield, miimkiinse, Lord Arthur’un hemen donmesini ¢ok istiyordu, ¢iinkii
odenmesi gereken bir¢ok fatura vardi; Leydi Clementina da hesaplarim asla diizgiin tutan biri degildi.

Leydi Clementina’mn kendisini boyle nazik bir sekilde hatirlayis1 Lord Arthur’u ¢ok duygulandird:
ve Bay Podgers’in bu iste biiyiik payr oldugunu diisiindii. Ne var ki, Sybil’e olan aski biitiin
duygulardan gii¢liiydii ve gorevini yapmus olmamin vicdan rahatlign ona huzur ve teselli verdi.
Charing Cross’a vardiginda kendini ¢cok mutlu hissediyordu.

Merton’lar onu ¢ok nazik karsiladilar. Sybil, bir daha aralarina baska bir sey girmesine izin
vermeyecegi konusunda ondan s6z aldi ve evlilik tarihi 7 Haziran olarak kararlastirildi. Hayat, geng
adama yeniden parlak ve glizel goriinmeye basladi ve biitiin eski nesesi yerine geldi.

Ne var ki, Curzon Sokagi’ndaki evi bir giin Leydi Clementina’mn avukati ve Sybil ile gdzden
gecirirlerken —kiz solmus mektup tomarlarini yakiyor ve ¢ekmecelerdeki ¢er¢copii temizliyordu— kiz
ansizin bir seving ¢1glig atti.

“Ne buldun, Sybil?” dedi Lord Arthur, isinden bagimi kaldirip giiliimseyerek.

“Bu tatl1, kiiclik, giimiis bonbon kutusunu, Arthur. Ne kadar hos ve ilging, degil mi? Ne olur onu
bana ver! Ametistlerin seksen yasimi gegmeden 6nce bana yakismayacagina eminim.”

Bu, i¢inde akonitin bulundugu kutuydu.

Lord Arthur irkildi ve yanaklar1 hafif¢ce kizardi. Yapmus oldugu seyi neredeyse tamamen unutmustu,
onu hatirlatan ilk kisinin ugrunda bu kadar korkung tiziintiilere katlandig1 Sybil olmas1 kendisine tuhaf
bir rastlant1 gibi geldi.

“Siiphesiz onu alabilirsin, Sybil. O seyi, zavalli1 Leydi Clem’e zaten ben vermistim.”

“Ah, tesekkiir ederim, Arthur; bonbon da benim olabilir mi? Leydi Clementina’nin sekerlemeden
hoslandigim bilmezdim. Onun bdyle seyler i¢in fazla entelektiiel oldugunu diistiniirdiim.”

Lord Arthur’un yiizii bembeyaz oldu ve aklindan korkung bir diisiince gecti.



“Bonbon mu, Sybil? Ne demek istiyorsun?” dedi, yavas ve boguk bir sesle.

“Icinde bir tane var, hepsi o kadar. Cok bayat ve tozlu goriiniiyor, onu yemege hi¢ niyetim yok. Ne
oldu Arthur? Yiiziin ne kadar da beyazlast1!”

Lord Arthur lizla odamn kars: tarafina atildi ve kutuyu kapti. icinde zehir kabarcigiyla amber renkli
kapstil duruyordu. Leydi Clementina demek ki eceliyle 6lmiistii!

Bunu 6grenmenin soku neredeyse basedemeyecegi kadar biiyiiktii. Kapsilii atese atti ve bir
umutsuzluk feryadi kopararak kanepenin tlizerine ¢oktii.

\%

Bay Merton, evliligin ikinci kere ertelenmesine ¢ok {iziildii ve toren i¢in ¢oktan giysisini siparis
etmis olan Leydi Julia, Sybil’in nisam1 bozmas1 i¢in elinden gelen her seyi yapti. Sybil, annesini ¢ok
sevmekle birlikte, biitiin hayatim1 Lord Arthur’un ellerine teslim etmisti ve Leydi Julia’nin hi¢bir sozii
onun inancim zayiflatamazdi. Lord Arthur’a gelince, bu korkung hayal kirikligim atlatabilmesi giinler
ald1 ve bir siire i¢in sinirleri tamamen bozuldu. Bununla birlikte, o miikemmel sagduyusu kisa
zamanda dizginleri ele ald1 ve saglam pratik zekasi ne yapmasi gerektigi konusunda kendisini uzun
siire endise ve arayis i¢ginde birakmadi. Zehir tamamen basarisizliga ugradigina gore, dinamit veya
bagka tlirlii bir patlayicimin denenmesi gerektigi ne sliphe yoktu.

Lord Arthur, boylece yeniden arkadaslarinin ve akrabalarinin listesini gozden gec¢irdi ve dikkatli
bir incelemeden sonra Chichester Bagpapazi olan enistesini havaya ucurmaya karar verdi. Baspapaz
cok kiiltiirlii ve egitimli biriydi, saatlere ¢ok merakliydi; bu zaman makinelerinin on besinci yiizyildan
zamammuza kadar gelen harikulade bir koleksiyonuna sahipti. Degerli Baspapazin bu hobisi, Lord
Arthur’a planim uygulamak i¢in mitkemmel bir firsat gibi goriindii. Bir patlayict mekanizmasi bulmak
ise, sliphesiz, tamamen baska bir seydi. Londra Rehberi ona bu konuda bir bilgi saglamadi ve bu
sorunu ¢ozmek i¢in Scotland Yard’a gitmenin pek yarar saglamayacagim hissetti; ¢iinkii dinamit
cetesinin faaliyetleri hakkinda bir patlama oluncaya kadar onlarin da hic¢bir sey bildigi yoktu; kald1 ki
daha sonra da pek bir sey 6grenememislerdi.

Ansizin aklina arkadasi Rouvalof geldi; Rouvalof, ¢ok devrimci egilimlere sahip geng bir Rus’tu,
onunla kisin Leydi Windermere’in davetinde tamsmusti. Kont Rouvalof, goriiniiste Deli Petro’nun
hayatin1 yaziyordu ve Ingiltere’ye, Car’in bir gemi marangozu olarak bu iilkede gecirdigi giinlerle
ilgili belgeleri incelemek i¢in gelmisti, fakat onun bir Nihilist ajan olduguna iliskin yaygin bir kusku
vardi ve Rus El¢iligi’nin onun Londra’da olmasindan hoslanmadig kesindi. Lord Arthur, bu kisinin
tam amacina uygun birisi oldugunu hissetti ve bir sabah tavsiyelerini almak ve yardimim istemek i¢in
adamin Bloomsbury’deki evine gitti.

Lord Arthur ona gelis nedenini anlatinca, “Demek ciddi olarak siyasetle 1lgileniyorsun?” dedi Kont
Rouvalof, ama kabadayiligin her ¢esidinden nefret eden Lord Arthur, toplumsal sorunlarla en kii¢lik
bir ilgisi olmadigim ve patlayict mekanizmasim sadece kendisinden bagka kimseyi ilgilendirmeyen
bir aile meselesi i¢in istedigini ona agiklamayi bir borg bildi.

Kont Rouvalof bir siire ona saskinlik i¢inde bakti, sonra Lord Arthur’un tam anlamiyla ciddi
oldugunu goriince, bir kagidin iizerine bir adres yazdi, adinin bag harflerini koydu ve kagidi masanin
lizerinden ona uzatti.



“Scotland Yard bu adresi 6grenmek icin ¢ok sey feda eder, sevgili dostum.”

“Onu ele gecgiremeyecekler!” diye haykirdi Lord Arthur, giilerek. Geng Rus’un elini hararetle
siktiktan sonra alt kata kostu, kagidi inceledi ve arabaciya Soho Square’e ¢ekmesini sdyledi.

Orada arabayr gonderdi ve Yunan Sokagi’ndan asagiya dogru, Bayle’s Court denen bir yere

gelinceye kadar yiiriidii. Bir kemerin altindan gecti ve kendisini tuhaf bir cul-de-sac’dal® buldu,
goriiniise gore bir Fransiz ¢camasirhanesinin kullandig bir yerdi, ¢iinkii evden eve bir siirii camagir
ip1 gerilmisti ve sabah havasinda beyaz carsaflar dalgalamyordu. Cikmaz sokagin sonuna kadar
yiirtidii ve kiictik yesil bir evin kapisim ¢aldi. Biraz bekledikten sonra, —bu sirada biitlin pencereler
kendisini dikizleyen yiizlerle dolmustu— kapt oldukc¢a hoyrat goriiniislii bir yabanci tarafindan agilds;
adam ona cok kotii bir Ingilizce ile, ne istedigini sordu. Lord Arthur, ona Kont Rouvalof’un kendisine
vermis oldugu kagidi uzatti. Adam kagidi gordiigiinde egildi ve Lord Arthur’u zemin katta 6n cepheye
bakan ¢ok eski pliskii bir oturma odasina davet etti; birka¢ dakika sonra Herr Winckelkopf —adam
Ingiltere’de bu adi kullanryordu— odaya daldi, boynunda sarap lekesine batmus bir pegete ve sol
elinde bir catal varda.

“Kont Rouvalof bana size getirmem i¢in bir tavsiye mektubu verdi,” dedi Lord Arthur, egilerek,
“sizinle bir 13 konusunda kisa bir gériisme yapmak arzusundayim. Adim Smith, Bay Robert Smith ve
bana patlayici bir saat saglamanizi istiyorum.”

“Sizinle yeniden karsilastigima memnun oldum, Lord Arthur,” dedi neseli, kiigiik Alman, giilerek.
“O kadar sasirmamza gerek yok, herkesi tanimak benim gorevimdir ve Leydi Windermere’in
davetinde bir aksam sizi gérdiigiimii hatirladim. Umarim hammefendi iyidir. Kahvaltimi bitirinceye
kadar masada bana eslik etmenizin sizin i¢in bir sakincast var nmu? Harika bir paté var ve
arkadaslarim Ren sarabimin Alman Elg¢iligi’nde igtiklerinden daha enfes oldugunu sodyleme
nezaketinde bulunuyorlar.”

Lord Arthur, daha kimliginin anlasilmasinin siirprizini tam olarak atlatamadan, kendini arka odada
oturmus, imparatorluk armasiyla siislii agik sar1 renkli bir sarap bardagindan hi¢ tatmadig kadar leziz
Marcobriinner yudumlarken ve tiinlii suikast¢iyla miimkiin olabilecek en dostane tarzda gevezelik
ederken buldu.

“Patlayic1 saatler,” dedi Herr Winckelkopf, ‘“ihracat i¢in pek uygun seyler degil, ciinkii,
Gumriik’ten gecmeyi basarsalar bile, tren tarifesi o kadar diizensiz ki, genellikle daha hedeflerine
ulasmadan patliyorlar. Bununla birlikte, evde kullanmak icin istiyorsamz, size c¢ok i1yi bir parca
bulabilirim ve sonuc¢tan hosnut kalacagimzi da garanti ederim. Hedefin kim oldugunu sorabilir
miyim? Eger polis veya Scotland Yard ile iliskili herhangi biri icinse, korkarim sizin i¢in bir sey
yapamam. Ingiliz dedektifler aslinda bizim en iyi dostlarimuz, onlarin aptallif1 sayesinde her zaman
ne istersek yapabilecegimize giivenim tam. Onlardan birini kaybetmek istemem.”

“Siz1 temin ederim,” dedi Lord Arthur, “bu i1sin polisle hicbir ilgisi yok. Aslinda bu saatin hedefi
Chichester Bagpapazi olacak.”

“Ne diyorsunuz! Din konusunda bu kadar sert duygulariniz oldugunu bilmiyordum, Lord Arthur.
Giiniimiizde delikanlilarin pek azinda buna rastlaniyor.”

“Korkarim bana gereginden fazla deger veriyorsunuz, Herr Winckelkopf,” dedi Lord Arthur, yiizii



kizararak. “Dogrusu su ki, ben aslinda ilahiyattan hi¢ anlamam.”
“O halde tamamen 6zel bir durum.”
“Tamamen 6zel.”

Herr Winckelkopf omuzlarini silkti ve odadan ¢ikt1; birka¢ dakika sonra bir peni biiyiikliiglinde
yuvarlak bir dinamit pargast ve kiiciik sirin bir Fransiz saatiyle geri dondii; saatin lizerinde yaldizl
piringten yapilmis Despotlugun dokuz basli y1lanim ezen bir 6zgiirliik heykeli vardi.

Onu gordiigiinde Lord Arthur’un yiizii aydinlandi. “Bu tam aradigim sey!” diye haykirdi, “simdi
bana nasil patladigim gosterin.”

“Ah! Bu bana ait bir sir,” diye yamtladi Herr Winckelkopf, icadina hakl1 bir gururla bakarak, “onun
ne zaman patlamasim istediginizi bana sdyleyin, ben de mekanizmay1 o an i¢in ayarlayayim.”

“Ee, bugiin sal1 ve eger onu hemen gonderebilirseniz...”

“Bu imkansiz; su anda elimde Moskova’daki baz1 arkadaslarim i¢in ¢ok 6nemli bir is var. Yine de,
onu yarin gonderebilirim.”

“Ah, yeterli zaman kalacak!” dedi Lord Arthur, kibarca, “yarin aksam veya persembe sabahi
gonderilebilirse. Patlama zamam olarak cuma giinii tam 6gle vakti diyelim. Baspapaz her zaman o
saatte evde olur.”

“Cuma, 0gle vakti,” diye tekrarladi Herr Winckelkopf ve sominenin yamndaki ¢alisma masasimn
tizerinde duran biiyiik bir deftere bunu not etti.

“Ve simdi,” dedi Lord Arthur, oturdugu yerden kalkarak, “liitfen sdyleyin, size borcum ne kadar.”

“O kadar onemsiz bir sey ki, Lord Arthur, bir fiyat soylemek istemiyorum. Dinamit yedi silin ve alti
peni, saat li¢ pound on silin ve araba iicreti bes silin kadar tutacak. Kont Rouvalof’un bir arkadasina
hizmet ettigim i¢in ¢ok mutluyum.”

“Ya zahmetinizin karsilig1, Herr Winckelkopf?”
“Ah, bir sey degil! Benim i¢in bir zevk. Para i¢in ¢alismuyorum, sadece sanatim i¢in yasiyorum.”

Lord Arthur masanin tizerine dort pound iki silin ve alti peni koydu, nezaketi i¢in kii¢iik Alman’a
tesekkiir etti ve gelecek cumartesi giinii et yemekli bir aksam ¢ayinda bazi Anarsistlerle tanigsmasi i¢in
yapilan daveti reddetmeyi basardiktan sonra evden ayrildi ve Park’a gitti.

Sonraki i1ki giinii ¢ok biiyiik bir heyecan i¢inde gecirdi ve cuma saat on ikide haberleri beklemek
i¢cin arabayla Buckingham’a gitti. Biitiin 6gleden sonra duyarsiz kapici, iilkenin ¢esitli yerlerinden
gelen ve at yaris1 sonuglarini, bosanma davasi kararlarini, hava durumunu ve buna benzer seyleri
bildiren telgraflar gonderip durdu; bu arada telgraf seridi, Avam Kamarasi’nda biitiin gece siiren bir
oturumun sikici ayrintilarim ve Borsa’da yasanan kiigiik bir panigi tiklayip duruyordu. Saat dortte
aksam gazeteleri geldi ve Lord Arthur, Pall Mall, St. James's, Globe ve Echo gazetelerim alip
kiitiphaneye gitti; bu durum Albay Goodchild’it ¢ok kizdirdi; adam o sabah Mansion House’da
yapmis oldugu Giliney Afrika’da misyonerlik konulu bir konugsmamn —her eyalette siyah piskoposlar
bulundurulmasini tavsiye etmisti— metnini okumak istiyordu ve bir nedenden dolay1 Evening News e



kars1 giiglii bir onyargis1 vardi. Ne var ki, gazetelerin higbirinde Chichester’e en ufak bir atif bile
yoktu ve Lord Arthur girisimin basarisizliga ugramis oldugunu hissetti. Bu, ona agir bir darbe oldu ve
bir siire sinirleri tamamen bosaldi. Ertesi glin gormeye gittigi Herr Winckelkopf ondan 6ziir {istline
oziir diledi ve ona bedava baska bir saat veya maliyet fiyatina bir kutu nitro-gliserin bombasi
vermeyi teklif etti. Fakat Lord Arthur patlayicilara biitiin giivenini kaybetmisti ve Herr Winckelkopf
da o giinlerde hi¢bir seyin eskisi gibi olmadigim, hatta dinamitin bile saf olarak bulunamadigim kabul
etti. Kiiciik Alman, yine de, mekanizmada bir seyin yolunda gitmemis oldugunu teslim etmekle
birlikte, saatin hala patlayacagindan umudunu kesmemisti ve Odesa’daki askeri komutana bir
zamanlar gondermis oldugu bir barometreyi 6rnek olarak verdi; barometre on giin i¢inde patlamaya
ayarlandig halde, ii¢ ay kadar bir siire bir sey olmamisti. Patladiginda, Vali alt1 hafta 6nce sehirden
ayrilmis oldugundan, sadece bir hizmetci kiz1 pargalara ayirmayr basarmus oldugu ¢ok dogruydu, dyle
de olsa, bu durum en azindan dinamitin, bir mekanizmanmin emrindeyken her ne kadar pek dakik
olmasa da, gii¢lii bir isgoéren oldugunu ispat ediyordu. Lord Arthur bu diisiinceyle biraz teselli bulsa
da bu konuda bile hayal kirikligina ugramak onun kaderiydi, ¢iinkii iki giin sonra, iist kata ¢ikarken,
Diises onu yatak odasina ¢cagirdi ve ona Baspapazliktan yeni aldig bir mektubu gosterdi.

“Jane hos mektuplar yaziyor,” dedi Dises, “sonuncu yazdigim okumalisin. Mudie’nin bize
gonderdigi romanlar kadar 1yi.”

Lord Arthur mektubu annesinin elinden kapti. Soyle yaziyordu:
“BASPAPAZLIK, CHICESTER

27 Mayss.

Cok sevgili Yengecigim,

Dorcas Dernegi i¢in gonderdiginiz o pazene ¢ok tesekkiir ederim ve ayrica o ¢izgili pamuklu kumas
i¢cin de. Onlarin giizel seyler giymek istemelerinin sagma oldugu konusunda sizinle ayni fikirdeyim,
ama buglinlerde herkes Oyle radikal ve dinsiz ki, list siniflar gibi giyinmeye ¢aligsmamalar1 gerektigini
onlara anlatmak ¢ok zor. Sonumuz neye varacak bilmiyorum. Babamin vaazlarinda daima soyledigi
gibi, inangs1zligin hiikiim siirdiigii bir devirde yasiyoruz.

Gizli bir hayramnin babama gecen persembe giinii gonderdigi bir saat bizi epeyce eglendirdi.
Londra’dan tahta bir kutunun i¢inde geldi, araba iicreti denmisti ve babam bu seyin, ‘Ozgiirliik, Asir1
Serbestlik midir?” adli olaganiistii vaazzm okuyan biri tarafindan gonderilmis olmasi gerektigini
diistiniiyor, ¢linkii saatin lizerinde bir kadin figiirii kafasinda da babamun 6zgiirliikk basligt dedigi bir
sey vardi, bana sorarsaniz pek yakismamus; ama babam bunun tarihi bir sey oldugunu soyledi, o
zaman sanirim bir sorun yoktur. Parker onu kutusundan ¢ikarip kiitiphanede somine rafinin lizerine
koydu ve orada cuma sabahi hep birlikte otururken, saat tam on ikiyi ¢aldiginda, bir viziltt duyduk,
heykelin kaidesinden kiicliik bir duman ¢ikti ve Hiirriyet tanricasi yere diistii ve burnunu sémine
paravanasina ¢arpip kirdi! Maria ¢ok korktu, ama o sey o kadar komik goriiniiyordu ki, James ile ben
bir kahkaha krizine girdik, babam bile giilimsedi. O seyi inceleyince, bir ¢esit alarm saati oldugunu
gordiik ve eger onu belli bir saate ayarlarsamz ve kiiclik bir dilin altina biraz barut ile bir tabanca
mantar1 koyarsaniz, ne zaman isterseniz, o zaman patliyor. Babam onun kiitiiphanede kalmamasi
gerektigini soyledi, ¢linkii giiriiltii yapiyor, bu yiizden Reggie onu ders yapilan odaya gotiirdii ve
biitiin giin tek yaptig1 sey kiigiik patlamalar ¢ikarmak. Acaba Arthur onu bir evlilik armagan olarak



ister mi, ne dersiniz? Sanirim Londra’da ¢ok moda olmalilar. Babam onlarin ¢ok ise yarayacagim
sOyliiyor, ¢linkii 6zgiirliigiin siirekli olamayacagim, yikilmak zorunda oldugunu gosteriyormus. Babam
ozglirliigiin Fransiz Devrimi sirasinda icat edildigini soyliiyor. Ne kadar korkung!

Simdi Dorcas’a gitmek zorundayim, orada sizin ¢ok egitici o mektubunuzu onlara okuyacagim.
Yengecigim, o kisilerin ait bulunduklar1 yasam standardinda seyler giymeleri gerektigi diisiincesinde
cok haklisimz. Kiyafetle 1lgili endiselerinin sagma oldugunu diisliniiyorum, bu diinyada ¢ok daha
onemli seyler varken, keza oObiir diinyada da. Cigekli poplininizin bu kadar iyi ¢iktigina ve
dantelinizin yirtilmadigina ¢ok memnun oldum. Cok nazik davranarak bana verdiginiz sar1 satenimi
carsamba giinii Bishop’larda giyecegim, samrim yakisacak. Sizce fiyonk koysam mi, yoksa koymasam
m1? Jennings artik herkesin fiyonk taktigim soyliiyor ve i¢ etek firfirli olmaliymis. Reggie su anda bir
kez daha patladi, babam da saatin ahirlara gotiiriilmesini emretti. Samrim babam ondan artik ilk basta
oldugu kadar hoslanmiyor, yine de kendisine bu kadar giizel ve marifetli bir oyuncak gonderilmis
olmasindan dolayr gurur duyuyor. Bu, insanlarin vaazlarim okuduklarim ve onlardan yararlandiklarim
gostertyormus.

Babam sevgilerini gonderiyor, James, Reggie ve Maria da dyle. Umarim, Cecil dayimin gutu daha
1yidir, sevgili yengecigim, her zaman sizi seven yegeniniz,

Jane Percy.

Not: “Liitfen bana fiyonklar hakkinda yazin. Jennings onlarin moda oldugunda 1srar ediyor.”

Lord Arthur bu mektubu okuyunca o kadar ciddilesti ve dyle mutsuz goriindii ki, Diises bir kahkaha
krizine tutuldu.

“Sevgili Arthur!” diye haykirdi kadin, “gen¢ bir hammin mektubunu sana bir daha asla
gostermeyecegim! Ama saat hakkinda ne sdyleyeyim? Bence ¢ok onemli bir icat, keske benim de
boyle bir saatim olsaydi.”

“Bence degersiz seyler,” dedi Lord Arthur, kederli bir tebessiimle ve annesini Optiikten sonra
odadan ¢ikti.

Ust kata ¢iktiginda kendisini bir kanepenin iizerine att1 ve gozleri yasla doldu. Bu cinayeti islemek
icin elinden geleni yapmisti, ama iki seferde de basarisiz olmustu, kendi kabahati olmamasina
ragmen. Gorevini yapmaya calismusti, ne var ki bizzat Kader’in ihanetine ugramisa benziyordu. Iyi
niyetin yararsiz ve ince ruhlu olmaya ¢alismanin bos oldugu duygusu onu perisan ediyordu. Belki de
evlilikten tamamen vazgegmek en 1yisi olacakti. Sybil ac1 ¢ekecekti, bu dogruydu, ama ac1 ¢ekmek
onunki kadar soylu bir kisiligi ger¢ekte bozamazdi. Kendisine gelince, ne 6nemi vardi ki? Her zaman
ugrunda Olebilecedi bir savas, hayatim adayabilecedi bir dava bulunabilirdi ve yasamak onun
goziinde bir zevk olmadigindan, 6lmek de korkung degildi. Birakalim Kader aglarim Orsiin. Kadere
yardim etmek i¢in yerinden bile kimildamayacakti.

Saat yedi bugukta giyinip kuliibe gitti. Surbiton orada bir grup gen¢ adamla birlikteydi ve onlarla
sofraya oturmak zorunda kaldi. Havadan sudan konusmalari, bos sakalar1 onu ilgilendirmedi ve kahve
servisi yapilir yapilmaz bir randevusu oldugunu bahane ederek onlardan ayrildi. Kuliipten ¢ikarken
kapici ona bir mektup uzatti. Herr Winckelkopf’dan geliyordu, ona yarin aksam ugramasini ve acilir
acilmaz patlayan bir semsiyeye bir goz atmasini yaziyordu. Bu en yeni icatti ve Cenova’dan daha



heniiz gelmisti. Lord Arthur mektubu paramparca etti. Baska deneylere girismemeye karar vermisti.
Daha sonra Thames boyunca yiiriidii ve saatlerce nehrin kiyisinda oturdu. Ay, sanki bir aslanin
gOziiymiis gibi, kirmizimsi sar1 buluttan bir yelenin arasindan bakti ve binlerce yildiz, mor bir
kubbeye dokiilmiis altin tozu gibi, kavisli gogl payetlerle siisledi. Arada sirada bir mavna bulamk
sulara giriyor ve akintiyla uzaklasiyordu; trenler kopriiden ¢iglik c¢igliga gectikge, demiryolu
sinyalleri, yesilden kirmizitya doniiyordu. Bir siire sonra, Westminster’in uzun kulesinde saat gece
yarisint ¢aldi ve ahenkli ¢anin her vurusuyla gece sanki titredi. Daha sonra demiryolu 1siklar1 sondii,
dev bir diregin tizerinde 1ri yakut gibi tek bir lamba yanar vaziyette kald1 ve sehrin ugultusu hafifledi.

Saat ikide Lord Arthur ayaga kalktt ve Blackfriars’a dogru yiiriidii. Her sey nasil da ger¢ek disi
goriiniiyordu. Nasil da tuhaf bir riiya gibiydi. Nehrin kars1 yakasindaki evler sanki karanligin iizerine
insa edilmislerdi. Sanki giimiis ile golge, diinyayr yeniden bi¢imlendirmisti. St. Paul’iin devasa
kubbesi alacakaranlikta bir hava kabarcig gibi yiikseliyordu.

Cleopatra’s Needle’a yaklastiginda, parmakligin tizerine e8ilmis bir adam gordii; ona yaklasirken,
adam basini kaldirdi; lambanin 15181 tam yiiziine diistiyordu.

Bay Podgers’di, o siromantist! Hi¢ kimse, o sisman sarkik ylizii, o altin ¢ergeveli gozliigii, o igreng
igreti tebessiimil ve o etli dudaklar1 bir bagkasimnkiyle karistirmazd.

Lord Arthur durdu. Ansizin aklina parlak bir fikir geldi ve sessizce arkadan yaklasti. Bir anda Bay
Podgers’i bacaklarindan yakalayip onu Thames’e firlatti. Kaba bir kiiflir duyuldu, giirtiltiilii bir su
sicramast oldu ve sonra her sey sessizlesti. Lord Arthur endiseyle asagiya bakti, siromantistten bir
eser goremedi, sadece bir silindir sapka ayis1g1 vurmus suyun girdabinda doniiyordu. Bir siire sonra o
da batt1 ve Bay Podgers’den bir iz kalmadi. Sadece bir kez kopriiniin yamndaki merdivene ulasmaya
calisan biiyiik ve bi¢imsiz bir sekil gordii ve korkung bir basarisizlik duygusuna kapildi, ama bu
gorilintiiniin sadece bir yansima oldugu anlasildi, ay bir bulutun arkasindan parlayinca, ortadan
kayboldu. Sonunda Kader’in buyrugunu yerine getirmisti. Ferahlayarak derin bir i¢ ¢ekti ve Sybil’in
ad1 dudaklarindan dokiildii.

“Bir sey mi disiirdliniiz, efendim?” dedi bir ses arkasindan, ansizin.
Geriye dondii ve bir polis gordii, elinde tepesi yarim kiire seklinde bir fener tutuyordu.

“Onemli bir sey degil, cavus,” diye yanitlad1 Lord Arthur, giiliimseyerek; oradan gegcmekte olan tek
atl1 bir arabaya seslenip ona bindi ve arabaciya Belgrave Square’e ¢ekmesini sdyledi.

Daha sonraki birka¢ giin umut ile korku arasinda gidip geldi. Baz1 anlar Bay Podgers’in neredeyse
odaya girmesini bekledig bile oluyordu, baska zamanlar kaderin ona bu kadar insafsizca
davranamayacagim diisiiniiyordu. iki kere siromantistin West Moon Sokagi’ndaki adresine gittiyse de
bir tiirlii zili galamadi. Emin olmak istiyor ama bundan korkuyordu.

Sonunda haber geldi. Lord Arthur, kuliibiin sigara salonunda oturmus c¢ay iciyor ve Surbiton’un
Gaiety’deki o son komik sarkiyr anlatmasinm bezgin bezgin dinliyordu ki, garson aksam gazeteleriyle
iceriye girdi. St. James's gazetesini eline aldi ve sayfalarim isteksiz isteksiz ¢evirirken su tuhaf
baslik gdziine carpti: Bir Siromantistin Intihart.

Heyecandan beti benzi att1 ve okumaya basladi. S6yle yaziyordu:



“Diin sabah saat yedide, tamnmus siromantist Bay Septimus R. Podgers’in cesedi, Greenwich’de,
Ship Hotel’in tam Oniinde karaya vurdu. Bu talihsiz kisi birka¢ giindiir kayipti ve siromantik
cevrelerde sagligr i¢in epey endise duyulmaktaydi. Podgers’in asir1 ¢alismaya bagli gecici bir akli
dengesizlik yiliziinden intihar ettigi samliyor ve sorusturmayi yiiriiten jiiri bugiin 6gleden sonra bu
konuda bir karara vardi. Bay Podgers, Insan Eli konusunda kapsamli bir calismayr heniiz
tamamlamusti; yakinda basilacak olan bu eser, hi¢ siiphesiz biiyiik 1lgi uyandiracaktir. Altmis bes
yasindaydi ve geride hi¢ akraba birakmamis oldugu saniliyor.”

Lord Arthur kuliipten kosarak c¢ikti, gazete hala elindeydi —bu durum onu bos yere durdurmaya
calisan kapiciyr ¢cok hayrete diislirdii- ve hemen arabayla Park Lane’e gitti. Sybil onu pencereden
gordii ve 1iy1 haberler getirdigini sezdi. Onu karsilamak i¢in kosarak asagiya indi ve yiiziini
gordiigiinde her seyin yolunda gittigini anladi.

“Sevgili Sybil’im!” diye haykirdi Lord Arthur, “yarin evlenelim!”
“Seni budala ¢ocuk! Daha pasta siparisi bile verilmedi!” dedi Sybil hem aglayip hem giilerek.

V1

Ug hafta kadar sonra evlilik toreni yapildiginda St. Peter’s sik giyimli insanlarla agzina kadar
doldu. Ayin ¢ok etkileyici bir tarzda Chichester Baspapazi tarafindan yonetildi ve herkes simdiye
kadar bu gelin ile damattan daha hos bir ¢ift gormemis oldugunu kabul etti. Ne var ki, onlar hos
olmaktan daha da 6teye, mutluydular. Lord

Arthur, bir an bile, Sybil ugruna katlandigr seylerden pismanlik duymadi, Sybil ise bir kadinin bir
erkege verebilecegi en miikemmel seyleri ona verdi: Taparcasina bir sevgi, sefkat ve ask. Onlar
romantik aski hayatin gerceklerine feda etmediler. Daima kendilerini geng hissettiler.

Aradan ti¢ bes y1l gecip iki giizel ¢ocuga sahip olduklarinda, Leydi Windermere, Alton Priory’ye
ziyaret amaciyla geldi; buras1 Dik’iin ogluna evlilik armagam olarak verdigi giizel ve eski bir evdi;
bir 6gleden sonra Leydi Windermere, bahgede bir thlamur agacimin altinda Leydi Arthur ile oturup
kiiciik kizla oglanin giil bahgesinde gilines 1sinlar1 gibi kipir kipir oyun oynamalarim seyrederken,
ansizin ev sahibesinin elini tuttu ve “Mutlu musun, Sybil?” diye sordu.

“Sevgili Leydi Windermere, siiphesiz mutluyum. Siz degil misiniz?”

“Mutlu olmaya zamamm yok, Sybil. Daima bana tamstirilan en son kisiden hoslaniyorum, ama,
kural olarak, insanlar1 tamr tantmaz onlardan bikiyorum.”

“Aslanlariniz sizi eglendirmiyorlar mi, Leydi Windermere?”

“Ah, hayatim, hayir! Aslanlar sadece tek bir sezon ise yariyorlar. Yeleleri kesilir kesilmez,
diinyanin en sikici yaratiklarina doniisiiyorlar. Ayrica, eger onlara karsi 1yi olursan, ¢ok terbiyesizce
davramyorlar. O igren¢ Bay Podgers’i hatirliyor musun? Korkung bir sahtekardi. Siiphesiz, isin o
kismina aldirdigim yoktu, benden bor¢ para almak istediginde bile onu bagisladim, ama bana kur
yapmasina katlanamadim. Kesinlikle onun yiiziinden siromaniden nefret ettim. Artik telepati ile
ilgileniyorum. O, ¢ok daha eglenceli.”

“Bu evde siromaniye karsi bir sey sOylememelisiniz, Leydi Windermere; Arthur’un insanlarin



diline dolamasim istemedigi tek sey o. Sizi temin ederim, bu konuda ¢ok ciddi.”
“O seye inandigini sOylemek istemiyorsun, degil mi, Sybil?”

“Kendisine sorun, Leydi Windermere, iste o burada.” Ve Lord Arthur, bah¢eden elinde biiylik bir
demet sar1 giil ve ¢cevresinde dans eden iki ¢ocuguyla ¢ikip geldi.

“Lord Arthur?”

“Evet, Leydi Windermere.”

“Siromaniye inandiginizi sdylemek istemiyorsunuz, degil mi?”
“Siiphesiz inamyorum,” dedi gen¢ adam, giiliimseyerek.
“Nic¢in ama?”

“Ciinkii hayatimin biitiin mutlulugunu ona bor¢luyum,” diye murildandi adam, kendisini bir hasir
koltuga atarak.

“Sevgili Lord Arthur, ona neyi bor¢lusunuz?”
“Sybil’1,” diye yamtladi adam, giilleri karisina verirken menekse rengi gozlerinin i¢ine bakarak.

“Ne sagmalik!” diye haykirdi Leydi Windermere. “Hayatimda daha once hi¢ boyle bir sagmalik
duymamisgtim.”



CANTERVILLE HORTLAGI

Materyalist-Idealist Bir Hikdye
I

Amerikal1 El¢i Bay Hiram B. Otis, Canterville Chase’1 satin aldiginda, herkes ona ¢ok aptalca bir
sey yaptigint soyledi, ¢linkii o yerin perili oldugu konusunda hi¢ siiphe yoktu. Aslinda bizzat Lord
Canterville, namusuna ¢ok diiskiin biri oldugundan, sartlar1 konugmak icin bir araya geldiklerinde, bu
gercegl Bay Otis’e sOylemeyi kendisi i¢in bir borg bilmisti.

“Burada kendimiz oturmak istemedik,” dedi Lord Canterville, “¢iinkii biiyiik halam olan varlikl1 dul
Bolton Diisesi bir giin aksam yemegi i¢in giyinirken omuzlarina dokunan iki iskelet el yiiziinden dyle
bir korktu ki bir daha asla iyilesemedi. Bay Otis kendimi size sdylemeye bor¢lu hissediyorum ki, bu
hortlak ailemin hayattaki bir¢ok iiyesinin yani sira Cambridge King’s College’in rektorii Sayin
Augustus Dampier tarafindan da gorilmiistiir. Diises’in basina gelen talihsiz kazadan sonra,
hizmetcilerimizin daha gen¢ olanlar1 yammzda c¢alismak istemedi; Leydi Canterville koridor ve
kiitiphaneden gelen esrarengiz sesler yiiziinden bir¢ok gece uykusundan oldu.”

“Lordum,” diye yamtladi el¢i, “mobilyalar1 ve hortlagl rayi¢ bedeline gore satin alacagim. Modern
bir lilkeden geliyorum, orada paramin satin alabilecegi her seye sahibiz; eski diinyada firtina estiren
ve en iyl aktrisleriniz ile primadonnalarimizi alip gotiiren bizim o becerikli geng¢ yurttaslarimiz
sayesinde, sanmirim ki, Avrupa’da hortlak diye bir sey varsa, o sey en kisa zamanda Amerika’daki
halka acik miizelerde veya seyyar bir sergide yerini alacaktir.”

“Korkarim bu hortlak var,” dedi Lord Canterville gilillimseyerek, “sizin miitesebbis tiyatro
yoneticilerinizin onerilerine muhtemelen ‘hayir’ diyecek olsa da. Ug yiiz yildir, tam olarak 1584 ten
beri ¢ok tinllidiir ve her zaman ailemizden birinin 6liimiinden 6nce ortaya ¢ikar.”

“Aile doktoru da aym gekilde davramir, Lord Canterville. Ama hortlak diye bir sey yoktur ve doga
yasalarinin Ingiliz aristokrasisinin hatr1 i¢in askiya alinacagini hi¢ sanmam.”

“Sizler ger¢ekten de Amerika’da ¢ok dogalsiniz,” diye yamtladi Lord Canterville. Bay Otis’in son
sOzlerini tam olarak anlamamusti. “Evde bir hortlak olmasina aldirmiyorsamz, sorun yok. Sadece sizi
uyarmis oldugumu unutmayin.”

Bu konusmadan birka¢ hafta sonra satis islemleri tamamlandi ve sezon bitince elgiyle ailesi
Canterville Chase’e yollandi. Bayan Otis, Bat1 53. Sokak’ta yasadig1 zamanlardaki adiyla Lucretia R.
Tappan, bir zamanlar {inlii bir New York giizeliydi; simdiyse, giizel gézleri ve sahane profiliyle ¢cok
hos goriniimlii orta yasli bir kadindi. Amerikali hanimlarin ¢ogu, iilkelerinden ayrildiktan sonra
Avrupalilara 6zgii bir kibarlik oldugunu sanarak kronik hasta rolii oynarlar, oysa Bayan Otis asla bu
hataya diismemisti. Viicudu ¢ok diizgiindii; kanli canli biriydi. Gergekten de bir¢ok bakimdan tam bir
Ingiliz’di; aslinda giiniimiizde her seyimizin Amerika ile aym oldufunu gosteren miikemmel bir
ornekti, siiphesiz konusulan dil disinda. En biiylik oglu —ebeveynlerinin bir yurtseverlik anina denk
diistiigli i¢cin ona Washington ad1 verilmisti; kendisi ise bundan her zaman {iziintii duymustu— sarisin,
yakisikli bir delikanliydi; ii¢ sezon boyunca New Port Gazinosu’nda Almanlara liderlik ederek
Amerikan diplomasisi i¢in ehliyet kazanmusti, Londra’da bile harika bir dans¢i olarak iin salmusti.



Gardenyalar ve aristokrasi tek zaafiydi. Bunun 6tesinde ¢ok akli basinda biriydi. Bayan Virginia E.
Otis, on bes yasinda kii¢iik bir kizdi; bir ceylan yavrusu gibi ¢evik ve gilizeldi; iri mavi gozlerinden
zarif bir ozgiirlilk havas1 okunuyordu. Muhtesem bir amazondu; bir keresinde yasli Lord Bilton ile
midillisinin lizerinde parkin etrafinda iki kere donerek yarismus, tam Achilles heykelinin oniinde bir
bucuk boy farkla kazannus, bundan ¢ok seving duyan gen¢ Cheshire Diikii ona oracikta evlenme
teklifinde bulunmus ve aym gece sel gibi akan gozyaslariyla vasileri tarafindan Eton’a geri
gonderilmisti. Virginia’dan sonra ikizler geliyordu; onlara genellikle “Yildizlar ve Cubuklar”
denirdi, ¢linkii daima kamgi cezasina carptirilirlardi. Hos ¢ocuklardi ve saygideger el¢i disinda
ailedeki tek gercek cumhuriyet¢i onlardi.

Canterville Chase, Ascot’dan, yani en yakin demiryolu istasyonundan, yedi mil uzakta oldugundan,
Bay Otis bir yiik arabasi onlar1 karsilasin diye telgraf ¢ekmisti; aile araba yolculuguna nese i¢inde
basladi. Giizel bir temmuz aksamiydi ve havada ¢am ormanlarimn enfes kokusu vardi. Arada sirada
bir giivercinin tatli sesiyle dem ¢ektigini duyuyorlar veya hisirdayan egreltiotlarimin derinliklerinde
bir siiliiniin parlak gogsiinii goriiyorlardi. Yanlarindan gegerlerken kiigiik sincaplar kayin
agaclarindan onlar1 gozetliyor ve tavsanlar, beyaz kuyruklar1 havada, fundaliklarin arasindan ve
yosunlu tepeciklerin iizerinden kagisiyorlardi. Bununla birlikte, Canterville Chase’in ana yoluna
girdiklerinde, gokylizii ansizin bulutlandi; ¢evrede tuhaf bir sessizlik vardi; kalabalik bir karga siiriisii
baglarinin lizerinden giirtiltiisiizce gecti ve daha eve ulasamadan yagmur iri damlalarla dokiilmeye
basladi.

Onlar1 karsilamak i¢in basamaklarda yasli bir kadin duruyordu; siyah ipekten giysisi, beyaz kepi ve
onliigiiyle derli toplu bir kiligt vardi. Bu kisi, kdhya kadin Bayan Umney’di, Leydi Canterville’in
onemli ricasi lizerine, Bayan Otis onu eski isinde tutmayr kabul etmisti. Kadin arabadan inerlerken
her birine hafifce egilerek selam verdi ve tuhaf, eski moda bir tarzda, “Canterville’e sefalar
getirdiniz,” dedi. Onu izleyerek hos bir Tudor tipi holden kiitiiphaneye gegtiler; burasi algak tavanli,
uzun bir odaydi; siyah mese kaplamaydi ve bitiminde renkli camli biliylik bir pencere vardi. Yeni
gelenler burada kendileri i¢in hafif bir aksam yemegi hazirlanmis oldugunu gordiiler, istlerini
cikardiktan sonra oturdular ve etrafa bakinmaya basladilar; bu arada Bayan Umney onlara servis
yaptyordu.

Birdenbire Bayan Otis’in goziine, tam sominenin yaninda rengi solmus kirmizi bir leke ¢arpti ve
bunun ne anlama geldigini 6grenmek i¢cin Bayan Umney’e, “Korkarim, oraya bir sey dokiilmiis,” dedi.

“Evet, madam,” diye yamtladi yasli kdhya al¢ak bir sesle, “kan tam orada dokiilmiistii.”

“Ne kadar korkung!” diye haykirdi Bayan Otis. “Bir oturma odasinda kan lekesi olsun istemem.
Hemen temizlenmesi gerek.”

Yasli kadin giilimsedi ve aym algak ve esrarli sesle yamtladi, “Bu kan, 1575’te kendi kocas1 Sir
Simon de Canterville tarafindan tam o noktada oldiiriilen Leydi Eleanore de Canterville’in kanidir.
Sir Simon karisindan sonra dokuz yi1l daha yasadi ve ¢ok esrarengiz bir sekilde ansizin ortadan
kayboldu. Bedeni asla bulunamadiysa da suclu ruhu hald Chase’de dolasiyor. Bu kan lekesine
turistler ve baskalar1 ¢ok hayran olmuslardi ve temizlenmesi miimkiin degildir.”

“Bu tam bir sagcmalik!” diye haykirdi Washington Otis, “Pinkerton’un Sampiyon Leke Cikaricisi ve
Harika Deterjam onu hemen temizler.” Korkuya kapilan kdhya kadinin engellemesine firsat kalmadan
dizlerinin iizerine ¢okiip siyah bir kozmetik malzemesine benzeyen kiigiik bir fircayla yeri hizla



ovmaya basladi. Birka¢ dakika i¢inde kan lekesinden higbir iz kalmadi.

“Pinkerton’un basaracagim biliyordum!” diye haykirdi delikanli, zafer kazanmiscasina, bir yandan
da kendisine hayran kalmis ailesine bakiyordu; fakat bu sozler agzindan ¢ikar ¢ikmaz los odayi
korkung bir simsek aydinlatti, gok giiriiltiisiiniin dehset verici glimbiirtiisii herkesi ayaga kaldird1 ve
Bayan Umney diistip bayildi.

“Ne kadar berbat bir iklim,” dedi Amerikal1 el¢i sakince, ucu agik uzun bir puro yakarken. “Samrim
bu eski iilke o kadar kalabalik ki, herkes i¢in yeterince glizel hava yok. Her zaman Ingiltere icin tek
uygun seyin buradan go¢ etmek oldugunu diistinmiistimdiir.”

“Sevgili Hiram!” diye haykirdi Bayan Otis, “bayilan bir kadin ne isimize yarar ki?”

“Tipki bir sey kirmus gibi maasindan kes,” diye yamtladi el¢i, “bir daha bayilmaz.” Birka¢ dakika
sonra Bayan Umney ger¢ekten de kendine geldi. Bununla birlikte, kadinin altiist olduguna hi¢ siiphe
yoktu ve Bay Otis’1 eve bir belanin gelmekte oldugu konusunda sertge uyardi.

“Bizzat kendi gozlerimle dyle seyler gordiim ki,” dedi kadin, “hangi Hiristiyan olsa tiiyleri diken
diken olurdu. Bir¢cok geceler burada meydana gelen o korkung seyler yiiziinden gozlerimi
kirpmadim.”

Ne var ki, Bay Otis ile karis1, bu diirtist kisiyi hortlaklardan korkmadiklar1 konusunda hararetle ikna
ettiler; yash kdhya kadin, yeni efendisi ile hammuna Tanri’dan hayir dualar diledikten ve maasinda
bir artis i¢in anlagsmaya vardiktan sonra sendeleyerek kendi odasina gitti.

1

Firtina biitiin gece boyunca siddetle esti, ama dikkate deger bir sey olmadi. Bununla birlikte, ertesi
sabah kahvaltiya indiklerinde, o korkun¢ kan lekesini yeniden yerde gordiiler. “Harika deterjamn
kabahati oldugunu sanmam,” dedi Washington, “cilinkii onu her sey ile denedim. Bu hortlagin isi
olmal1.” Béylece delikanl1 lekeyi bir daha sildi, ama leke ikinci sabah yeniden ortaya cikt1. Ugiincii
sabah da oradaydi; halbuki Bay Otis kiitliphaneyi geceleyin kilitlemis ve anahtari {ist kata gotlirmiistii.
Artik biitiin ailenin meseleye 1lgisi uyanmisti; Bay Otis hortlaklarin varligim inkarda ¢ok dogmatik
davranmis oldugundan siiphe etmeye basladi; Bayan Otis spiritiiel bir dernege katilma niyetini
acikladi ve Washington, Myers ile Podmore adli baylara sugla baglantili kan kirmuzisi lekelerin
kalicilign konusunda uzun bir mektup yazdi. O gece hayaletlerin nesnel varligindan duyulan biitiin
siipheler ortadan kalkti.

O giin hava 1lik ve gilinesli gegmisti ve aksam serinliginde biitiin aile bir araba gezintisine ¢ikti.
Saat dokuza kadar eve donmediler; dokuzda hafif bir aksam yemegi yediler. Sohbet hi¢bir sekilde
doniip dolasip hortlaklar konusuna gelmedi; boylece ¢ok kere spiritiiel fenomenlerden 6nce ortaya
cikan o sezgisel beklentinin 6n kosullar1 bile ortada yoktu. Konusulan konular, sonradan Bay Otis’ten
ogrendigime gore, ust simftan kiltirli Amerikalilarin siradan konusmalariydi; yani Bayan Fanny
Davenport’un bir aktris olarak Sarah Bernhardt’a olan fevkalade iistiinliigii; en iyi Ingiliz evlerinde
bile kocanli taze musir, kara bugday ¢oregi ve musir lapasit bulmamn zorlugu; diinya-ruhunun
gelismesinde Boston’un 6nemi; demiryolu seyahatinde bagaj birakma sisteminin avantajlari ile
Londralilarin kelimeleri uzatarak konusmasina kiyasla New York aksanimn hoslugu gibi konular.
Dogaiistii seylerden hi¢ soz edilmedi, Sir Simon de Canterville’in ad1 hi¢ gegmedi. Saat on birde



herkes yatak odalarina gitti ve on bir bugukta biitiin 1siklar sOndii. Bir siire sonra, Bay Otis
koridordan, odasinin disindan gelen tuhaf bir giiriiltiiyle uyandi. Bir metal sangirtisina benziyordu ve
her an daha da yaklasiyor gibiydi. Hemen kalkti, bir kibrit yakti ve saate bakti. Saat tam birdi. Bay
Otis ¢ok sakindi, nabzina bakti, atesi yoktu. Tuhaf giiriiltii hala siirtiyordu ve giiriiltiiyle birlikte ayak
sesleri de isitti. Terliklerini giydi, tuvalet ¢antasindan dikdortgen seklinde ufak bir sise ¢ikardi ve
kapiyr acti. Tam karsisinda, solgun ay 1s1ginda, korkung goriiniislii yasli bir adam gordii. Gozleri kor
gibi kirmiziydi; uzun gri saglar1 birbirine dolasmus bukleler halinde omuzlarina dokiilmiistii; eski
moda giysileri kirli ve yirtikti ve el ile ayak bileklerinden agir kelepgelerle paslanmis prangalar
sarkiyordu.

“Sayin bayim,” dedi Bay Otis, “o zincirleri yaglamaniz konusunda 1srar etmek zorundayim ve bu
maksatla size ufak bir sise Tammany Rising Sun Yagdanligi getirdim. Birkez siiriildiigiinde bile
tamamen etkili sonug verdigi soyleniyor ve paketin lizerinde ¢ok seckin bazi din ilahiyat¢ilarimizin
bunu dogrulayan sozleri var. Onu yatak odast mumlarinin yamna sizin i¢in birakacagim ve ihtiyag
duyarsaniz, daha fazlasim sizin i¢in saglamaktan mutluluk duyarim.” Birlesik Devletler el¢isi, bu
sOzlerle siseyl mermer bir masamn lizerine koydu ve kapisim kapatarak dinlenmeye cekildi.

Canterville hortlag bir an i¢in hakli bir 6tkeyle hi¢ kimildamadan durdu, daha sonra siseyi cilali
zemine hizla firlatarak koridordan kacti, boguk iniltiler ¢ikariyor ve igreng bir yesil 1s1k saciyordu.
Ne var ki, tam bliyiik mese merdivenin en list basamagina ulastiginda bir kapr hizla agildi, beyaz
giysili 1ki sekil belirdi ve biiyiik bir yastik hortlagin kafasinin yanindan vizildayarak gecti! Gortiniige
bakilirsa hi¢ kaybedecek zaman yoktu, bu yiizden kagmak i¢in aceleyle mekanin dérdiincii boyutunu
gecerek ahsap kaplamanin i¢ginde kayboldu ve ev tamamen sessizlige biiriindii.

Hortlak sol kanattaki kiiciik bir gizli odaya ulasinca, soluk almak i¢in bir ay 1simna yaslandi ve
durumunu analiz etmeye basladi. Ug yiiz yillik parlak ve kesiksiz kariyerinde asla bu kadar biiyiik bir
hakarete ugramamusti. Danteli ve elmaslar1 i¢inde aynamn 6niinde dururken korkutup 6diinii patlattig
o varlikli dul diisesi; yedek yatak odalarindan birinin perdeleri arasindan sadece sirittig igin
korkudan cilgina donen o dort hizmet¢i kizi; bir gece gec vakit kiitiiphaneden gelirken mumunu
tifleyerek sondiirdiigli ve tam bir azizken bir sinir hastasina doniisen ve o zamandan beri Sir William
Gull’un hastas1 olan o mahalle papazim ve yaslit Madame de Tremouillac’1 diisiindii; o kadin bir
sabah erkenden uyaninca ve sominenin yanindaki bir koltuga oturmus giinliiglinii okuyan bir iskelet
gorilince beyin hummasina tutulup alti hafta yatakta kalmus, 1yilesince Kilise ile barismis ve o koti
sOhretli stipheci Monsieur de VWltaire ile iliskisini kesmisti. O ahlaksiz Lord Canterville’in soyunma
odasinda bogazina yar1 yariya girmis bir kupa valesiyle bogulur halde bulundugu o korkung geceyi
hatirladi; adam 6lmeden az once o aym iskambil kartiyla Charles James Fox’u kandirip 50 bin
poundunu aldigim itiraf etmis ve o karti hortlagin kendisine yutturduguna yemin etmisti. Biitiin buiyiik
basarilarim yeniden hatirladi: Pencere camuina vuran yesil bir el gordiigii i¢in kendisini kilerde
vurmus olan o bas usaktan, beyaz cildini yaknus bes parmagin izini saklamak i¢in her zaman boynuna
siyah kadife bir kurdele takmak zorunda kalan ve en sonunda King’s Walk’in bitimindeki sazan
havuzunda intihar eden o giizel Leydi Stutfield’e kadar. Gergek bir sanat¢inin coskulu egoizmiyle en
biiyiik basarilarim aklindan ge¢irdi. “Kizil Ruben veya Bogazlannus Bebek™ olarak son oynadig rol,
“Gaunt Gibeon, Bexley Moor’un Kan Emicisi” olarak début’u ve yalmzliktan bunaldigi giizel bir
haziran aksamu tenis kortu ¢imenlerinde kendi kemikleriyle sadece dokuz kuka oyunu oynadig: i¢in
yaratmis oldugu o furore aklina gelince aci aci giiliimsedi. Biitiin bunlardan sonra, birtakim zavalli
modern Amerikalilar geliyor, ona Rising Sun Yagdanlign teklif ediyorlar ve kafasina yastik



atiyorlardi! Bu katlamlmaz bir seydi. Ustelik tarih boyunca higbir hortlaga bu sekilde
davranilmamusti. Bu ylizden intikam almaya karar verdi ve giin dogana kadar derin diisiincelere dalip
kalda.

I

Ertesi sabah Otis ailesi kahvaltida bir araya geldiklerinde uzun uzun hortlaktan soz ettiler.
Armaganmnin kabul edilmemis oldugunu anlayinca, Birlesik Devletler el¢isinin hakli olarak cam
sikilmisti. “Hortlaga kisisel bir zarar vermek arzusu i¢inde degilim,” dedi, “ve onun bu evde
bulundugu siireyi goz oOniinde tutarak, ona yastik atmanin hi¢ de nazik bir davranis olmadigim
distindiigimii soylemeliyim.” Bunlar ¢ok yerinde sozlerdi; ama maalesef ikizler kahkahay1 bastilar.
“Diger taraftan,” diye siirdiirdii el¢i sozlerini, “ger¢ekten Rising Sun Yagdanligim kullanmay1
reddederse, zincirlerini ondan almak zorundayiz. Yatak odalarimin disinda bu zincir giiriiltiisii siiriip
giderken uyumak tamamen imkansizlagacak.”

Ne var ki, haftanin geri kalan kisminda rahatsiz edilmediler; tek heyecan uyandiran sey kiitiiphane
zeminindeki kan lekesinin siirekli olarak yenilenmesiydi. Bu kesinlikle ¢ok tuhafti, cilinkii kap1 her
gece Bay Otis tarafindan kilitleniyordu ve pencerelere sikica kol demiri vurulmustu. Rengin
durmadan degismesi de epeyce ilgi uyandiriyordu. Bazi sabahlar mat (neredeyse kizilderili rengi)
kirmiziydi, ertesi sabah parlak kirmizi, daha sonrakinde canli bir mor oluyordu; bir keresinde,
Bagimsiz Amerikan Protestan Episkopal Kilise’nin basit torenlerine gore ailece dua etmek icin
asaglya indiklerinde lekenin parlak zimriit yesili oldugunu gordiiler. Bu stirekli degisiklikler dogal
olarak aileyi ¢ok eglendiriyordu ve her aksam bu konuda bahse giriyorlardi. Bu sakaya katilmayan tek
kisi kiiciik Virginia’ydi; kiz belirsiz bir nedenle ne zaman kan lekesini gorse ¢ok iiziiliiyordu ve kan
lekesinin ziimriit yesili oldugu o sabah neredeyse aglayacakti.

Hortlagin ikinci gosterisi, pazar gecesi sahneye kondu. Herkes yattiktan kisa bir siire sonra holdeki
korkun¢ bir sangirtiyla ansizin dehsete diistiiler. Alt kata kostuklarinda eski ve biiyiik bir zirhin,
durdugu yerden ayrilmis ve tas zemine diismiis oldugunu gordiiler; bu sirada Canterville hortlag
yiiksek arkalikl1 bir iskemleye oturmus, yiiziinde biiyiik bir ac1 ifadesiyle dizlerini ovuyordu. ikizler,
bezelye iiflirtme borularim yanlarinda getirmis olduklarit i¢in hemen ona iiflirerek iki bezelye
yolladilar ve ancak bir yazi tahtasi iizerinde daha Once yapilmuis uzun ve dikkatli alistirmalar
sonucunda kazanilabilecek bir beceriyle tam isabet sagladilar; bu arada Birlesik Devletler el¢isi ona
tabancasimt  dogrultmustu ve hortlaktan Kaliforniya gorgii kurallarina gore, ellerini havaya
kaldirmasini istiyordu! Hortlak vahsi bir 6fke ¢igligiyla hareket edip iclerinden bir sis gibi esip gecti;
bu sirada Washington Otis’in mumunu sondiirdii ve hepsini zifiri karanlikta birakti. Merdivenin {ist
basamagina ulasinca kendini toparladi ve o iinlii seytani kahkahasim atmaya karar verdi. Bu, bir¢ok
durumda ¢ok isine yaramusti. Dediklerine gore, bu kahkaha Lord Raker’in perukasin bir gecede griye
dondiirmiis ve Leydi Canterville’in Fransiz miirebbiyelerinden tigiiniin daha bir ayr doldurmadan
kesinlikle isten ayrilacaklarim bildirmelerine neden olmustu. Boylece hortlak, tonozlu eski ¢ati ¢in
¢in Otlinceye kadar, en dehset verici kahkahasim atti, fakat korkung yanki daha heniiz dinmisti ki, bir
kap1 a¢ild1 ve Bayan Otis acik mavi bir sabahlikla disariya ¢ikti. “Korkarim sagligimz pek iy1 degil,”
dedi, “size Dr. Dobell’in surubundan bir sise getirdim. Eger sorun hazimsizliksa, ¢ok ise yaradigim
goreceksiniz.” Hortlak ona ofkeyle bakti ve kendini hemen biiylik siyah bir kopege cevirmek i¢in
hazirlik yapmaya basladi; bu, sayesinde hakli bir iine kavustudu bir meziyetiydi ve Lord
Canterville’in amcas1 Sayin Thomas Horton’un kalici budalaligim aile doktoru her zaman buna



baglamisti. Bununla birlikte, yaklasan ayak sesleri hortlagi zalim amacinda tereddiite diisiirdii, bu
yizden hafif¢ce fosfor gibi 1sildamakla yetindi ve tam ikizler ona yaklastigi sirada mezarligin
derinliklerinden gelmiscgesine bir inilti ¢ikartarak ortadan kayboldu.

Hortlak odasina ulasinca tamamen yikild1 ve ¢ok siddetli bir heyecana kapildi. Ikizlerin kabalig,
Bayan Otis’in banal materyalizmi dogal olarak ¢ok can sikiciydi, ama onu en ¢ok iizen sey zirhi
giymeyl basaramamis olmasiydi. Modern Amerikalilarin bile zirh kusanmus bir hayalet goriince
heyecan duyacaklarim ummustu; daha mantiklt bir nedeni olmasa bile, en azindan ulusal sairleri
Longfellow’a saygi yiiziinden; Canterville’liler sehirdeyken, hortlak sikici saatlerini, bu sairin zarif
ve cekici siiriyle oyalanarak ge¢irmisti. Ustelik bu onun kendi zirhiydi. Kenilworth turnuvasinda onu
basariyla kusanmuis ve Bakire Kralice kadar onemli birinden Ovgili almisti. Buna ragmen, zirhi
giydiginde, biiyiik gogiis par¢asimn ve celik basligin agirligim tasiyamanus, paldir kiildiir tag zemine
yuvarlanmus, iki dizini sertge styirmis ve sag elinin eklem yerlerini incitmisti.

Bu olaydan sonra giinlerce hasta yatti, kan lekesini yenilemenin disinda, odasindan hemen hemen
hi¢ ¢ikmadi. Yine de, kendine ¢ok iyi bakarak iyilesti ve Birlesik Devletler elgisi ile ailesini
korkutmak i¢in {i¢ilincti bir girisimde bulunmaya karar verdi. Gosterisi i¢in 17 Agustos Cuma giiniinii
secti ve o glniin biiyiik kismum gardrobunu gézden gecirmekle harcadi, sonunda kirmiz1 tiiylii, genis
ve kenarlar1 sarkik bir sapka, bilekleri ve boynu firfirli bir kefen ile pasli bir hangerde karar kildi.
Aksama dogru siddetli bir yagmur firtinas1 basladi; riizgir o kadar sertti ki, eski evin biitiin
kapilariyla pencereleri sarsilip zangirdiyordu. Aslinda tam sevdigi havaydi bu. Eylem plam soyleydi:
Sessizce Washington Otis’in odasina girecek, yatagin ayak ucundan ona anlasilmaz sozler
geveleyecek ve agir miizik esliginde kendisini ii¢ kere bogazindan hangerleyecekti. Washington’a
kars1 6zel bir kini vardi, linlii Canterville kan lekesini Pinkerton’un Harika Deterjam ile temizlemeyi
adet edinmis kisinin o oldugunu ¢ok iyi biliyordu. Bu pervasiz ve goziipek delikanliy1 perisan edecek
bir korkuya diisiirdiikten sonra, Birlesik Devletler elgisi ile karisimin odasina gececek, orada soguk
elint Bayan Otis’in almna koyacak, bu arada korkudan titreyen kocasinin kulagina mezarligin korkung
sirlarint fisildayacakti. Kiiciik Virginia konusunda heniiz bir karara varmamisti. Kiz ona asla hicbir
hakarette bulunmamusti, tistelik giizel ve nazik biriydi. Gardroptan gelen birka¢ boguk inilti yeter de
artar diye disiindi veya eger bu kizi uyandiramazsa, inmeli titrek parmaklarla yatak Ortiisiini
cekistirebilirdi. Ikizlere gelince, onlara bir ders vermeye kesin kararliydi. Siiphesiz yapilacak ilk sey
onlarin gogiislerine oturmak olacakti, bdylece karabasanin nefes kesici duygusu olusacakti. Daha
sonra yataklar1 birbirine ¢ok yakin oldugu i¢in, ikizler korkudan felce ugrayincaya kadar, aralarinda
yesil renkli, buz gibi soguk bir ceset gibi duracak, son olarak kefeni firlatip atacak ve beyazlatilmig
kemikler ve oynayan bir goz yuvarlagiyla “Ahmak Daniel veya Intihar Etmisin Iskeleti” karakterine
biiriinerek odada emekleyecekti; bu birden ¢ok kez biiyiik etki yaratmis bir roldii, bu karakterin
“Manyak Martin veya Maskeli Esrardaki tinlii roliine esdeger oldugunu diistiniiyordu.

Saat on bugukta ailenin yatmaya gittigini duydu. Bir siire ikizlerin atti§i kahkahalarin vahsi
cigliklariyla rahatsiz oldu, goriiniise bakilirsa, okul ¢ocuklarimin hi¢bir seyi umursamaz o nesesiyle
uykudan 6nce egleniyorlardi; derken on biri ¢eyrek gece her taraf sessizlesti ve saat on ikiyi vururken
hortlak harekete gecti. Baykus, pencere camlarina vuruyor; kuzgun, yasli porsuk agacinda otiiyor;
riizgar evin i¢inde yolunu kaybetmis bir ruh gibi inleyerek dolasiyordu; gelgelelim Otis ailesi
kendilerini bekleyen felaketten habersiz uyuyordu ve hortlak, Birlesik Devletler el¢isinin yagmur ve
firtinamn giiriiltiistinii bastiran diizenli horlamasim duyabiliyordu. Gizlice ahsap kaplamadan disariya
stiziildii, zalim ve poOrsiimiis dudaklarinda seytani bir tebessiim vardi ve kendisi ile o6ldiirdiigi



karisina ait armalarin mavi ve altin renkler i¢inde parladig biiyiik cumba penceresinin yanindan
gecerken, ay yiiziinii bir bulutun i¢ine sakladi. Hortlak kayarcasina ilerledi, seytani bir golge gibiydi;
karanlik bile sanki o gecerken ondan tiksiniyordu. Bir kez birinin seslendigini duydugunu sand1 ve
durdu; ama bu sadece Red Farm’daki bir kopegin havlamasiydi ve yoluna devam etti; tuhaf on altinci
yiizyll beddualar1 murildamyor ve pasli hangeri havaya dogru salliyordu. Sonunda talihsiz
Washington’un odasina giden holiin kosesine ulasti. Bir an i¢in durdu, riizgar basindaki uzun gri
bukleleri uguruyor, korkun¢ kefeni grotesk ve fantastik kivrimlara doniistiiriiyordu. Derken saat
ceyregl vurdu ve hortlak zamamin geldigini hissetti. Kendi kendine kikirdadi ve koseyr dondii, ama
bunu yapar yapmaz acikli bir korku cigligiyla geriye kacti ve rengi atnms yiliziinii uzun kemikli
elleriyle orttii. Tam karsisinda korkung bir hayalet duruyordu; hayalet bir heykel gibi hareketsizdi ve
bir ka¢igin riiyast kadar korkunctu! Kafasi kel ve parlakti; yiizii yuvarlak, sisman ve beyazdi ve
korkun¢ bir tebessiim yiiz hatlarim ezeli bir siritmaya cevirmis gibiydi. Go6zlerinden kizil 1s1k
saciyordu, agz1 biiyiik bir ates kuyusu gibiydi ve kendisininkine benzeyen korkung bir kiyafet, devasa
bedenini sessiz karlariyla sarmalamisti. Gogsiinde, iizerinde antik harflerle tuhaf bir yazi bulunan bir
yafta vardi, goriiniise gore bu bir utang parsomeni, ¢ilgin giinahlarin bir kaydi, sugla ilgili korkung bir
belgeydi bu ve sag elinde parlak celikten bir kili¢ tutuyordu.

Canterville Hortlagi, daha once hi¢ hortlak gérmemis oldugu i¢in, hakli olarak ¢ok korktu ve bu
dehset verici hayalete alelacele soyle bir baktiktan sonra odasina kacti, koridordan hizla gecerken
kendisini saran uzun g¢arsafa takilarak tokezledi ve sonunda pasli hangerini elginin botlarinin igine
diistirdii; sabahleyin bas usak onu orada bulacakti. Odasimin mahremiyetine ulasinca kendisini kiiciik
portatif yatagina atti ve yiiziinii ¢arsaflarin altina sakladi. Bununla birlikte, bir siire sonra eski cesur
Canterville cesareti kendini gosterdi ve gilin 111 151maz gidip diger hortlakla konugmaya karar verdi.
Boylece, tam safak tepeleri giimiise boyarken, tiiyler tirpertici hayaleti ilk defa gérmiis oldugu yere
geri dondi, iki hortlagin, ne de olsa, bir taneden daha i1yi oldugunu ve yeni arkadasimn yardimyla
ikizlerle giivenlik i¢inde miicadele edebilecegini hissediyordu. Bununla birlikte, o yere gelince
korkun¢ bir manzara gordii. Gorlinlise gore hayaletin basina bir sey gelmisti, ¢linkii oyuk gozlerindeki
151k tamamen sonmiis, parlak kili¢ elinden diismiis ve rahatsiz edici bir pozisyonda giicliikle duvara
yaslanmusti. Ileriye atilip onu kollarinin arasina aldi, o zaman, yiiregine inecek bir sekilde, hortlagin
kafas1 kaydi ve yere yuvarlandi, beden boylu boyunca yere uzandi ve hortlak kendisini beyaz pazen
bir perdeyi, bir siiplirgeyi, bir mutfak satirim kucaklamug olarak buldu, ayagimn dibindeyse 1¢i oyuk
bir salgam yatiyordu. Bu tuhaf doniisiimii anlayamayarak, heyecan i¢inde aceleyle oniindeki levhaya
yapistt ve orada, gri sabah 1s18inda, su korkung s6zleri okudu:

Otis Hortlag:



Tek Gergek ve Orijinal Hayalet.



Taklitlerinden Sakininiz.



Digerlerinin Hepsi Sahtedir.

Her sey ansizin zihninde aydinlandi. Aldatilmus, sasirtilmuis ve alt edilmisti! Gozlerine o eski
Canterville bakis1 geldi, dissiz damaklarim gicirdattt ve kurumus kollarimi basimin iizerine kaldirip,
antik gelenegin siislii s6zlerini kullanarak, “Kirmuz1 Ibik neseli borusunu iki defa ottiirdiigiinde, kanli
isler kol gezecek ve cinayet sessiz adimlarla yiirtiyecek!” diye yemin etti.

Bu dehset verici yemini daha heniiz bitirmisti ki, uzaktaki bir evin kirmuz1 kiremitli catisinda bir
horoz ottii. Hortlak kisik ve aci bir sesle uzun uzun giildii ve bekledi. Saatlerce bekledi, ama horoz,
tuhaf bir nedenle, bir daha 6tmedi. Sonunda, saat yedi bucgukta hizmetci kizlarin gelisi korkung
bekleyisine bir son verdi ve bosa c¢ikan umutlarimt ve engellenen amacim disiinerek kimseye
sezdirmeden odasina dondii. Orada eski sovalyelikle ilgili cesitli kitaplara bagvurdu; bu kitaplara
cok diiskiindii ve yeminin her kullanilisinda Kirmuz1 Ibigin daima ikinci bir defa 6ttiigiinii 6grendi. “O
ise yaramaz kusa lanet olsun,” diye homurdandi, “cesur mizragimm boynuna saplayacagim ve oliinceye
kadar onu kendim i¢in ottiirecegim o giin de gelecek!” Daha sonra dinlenmek i¢in rahat kursun bir
tabuta girdi ve aksama kadar orada kald.

IV

Ertesi giin hortlak ¢ok gii¢siiz ve yorgundu. Son dort haftanin biiyiik heyecan etkisini géstermeye
baslamuisti. Sinirleri tamamen altlist olmustu ve en kii¢iik giiriiltii onu tirkiitiiyordu. Bes giin boyunca
odasindan ¢ikmadi ve sonunda kiitiiphane zeminindeki kan lekesi davasindan vazgegmeye karar verdi.
Eger Otis ailesi lekeyi istemiyorsa, ona kesinlikle layik degillerdi. Bu insanlar, agik¢a anlasiliyor ki,
banal ve materyalist kisilerdi; ruhsal fenomenlerin sembolik degerini anlamaktan ¢ok uzaktilar.
Hayaletler ve oliilerin hortlamasi siiphesiz tamamen baska bir konuydu ve aslinda bu olay kendi
kontroliinde degildi. Kutsal gorevi, haftada bir kere koridorda goriinmek ve her ayin birinci ve
liclinci carsambas1 renkli camli biiylilk pencereden anlasilmaz laflar gevelemekti ve
sorumluluklarindan nasil serefiyle kurtulacagim bilmiyordu. Hayattayken cok kotii isler yaptigi
dogruydu, ama diger taraftan, dogatistii biitiin konularda vicdan sahibiydi. Boylece daha sonraki {i¢
cumartesi her zamanki gibi gece yarisi ile saat ti¢ arasinda, kendisini duyan veya goren olmamas1 i¢in
biitiin onlemleri alarak koridoru gecti. Botlarim ¢ikardi, kurt yemis eski déseme tahtalarinin tizerinde
elinden geldigince sessizce yiiriidii, siyah renkte genis bir kadife pelerin kusand1 ve zincirlerini
yaglamak i¢in Rising Sun Yagdanlig kullanmayr unutmadi. Sunu itiraf etmeliyim ki, bu son korunma
yontemini benimseme konusunda kendini ¢ok zor ikna etti. Bununla birlikte bir gece, aile
yemekteyken, Bay Otis’in yatak odasina gizlice girdi ve siseyi alip gotiirdii. ilk basta kendini biraz
asagilanmus hissetse de, daha sonra bu icat lehine sdylenecek epeyce sey oldugunu fark edecek kadar
mantikli biriydi ve yagdanlik, bir Olgiide amacina hizmet etti. Yine de rahatsiz edilmekten
kurtulamadi. Suirekli olarak koridora enine ipler geriliyor ve karanlikta bunlara takiliyordu; bir
keresinde, “Kara Isaac veya Hogley Ormani’mn Avcis1” kiligindayken, ikizler tarafindan Goblen
Salonu’nun kapisindan mese merdivenin ilk basamagina kadar zemine siiriilmiis olan yaga basarak
fena halde distii. Bu son hakaret onu o kadar 6fkelendirdi ki, sayginligini ve sosyal pozisyonunu
yeniden kabul ettirebilmek i¢in son bir gayret gostermeye ve saygisiz geng Etonlular1 bir sonraki gece
tinlti karakteri “Pervasiz Rupert veya Bagsiz Kont” olarak ziyaret etmeye karar verdi.

Bu kostiim i¢inde ortaya c¢ikmayali yetmis yildan fazla olmustu. En son gilizel Leydi Barbara



Modish’i bu sekilde korkutmus; kiz, “Diinya tizerindeki hi¢gbir sey beni boylesi korkung bir hayaletin
alacakaranlikta terasta gezinmesine izin veren bir aileye gelin gitmeye zorlayamaz,” diyerek, simdiki
Lord Canterville’in biiylikbabasiyla olan nisamim1 hemen bozmus ve yakisikli Jack Castleton ile
Gretna Green’e kacmusti. Zavalli Jack, daha sonra Wandsworth Parki’nda bir diielloda Lord
Canterville tarafindan vurulmus ve daha yil bitmeden Leydi Barbara, Tunbridge Wells’de kalbi kirik
bir halde 0lmiistii; boylece, her agidan, bliylik bir basar1 kazanmisti. Bununla birlikte, bu ¢ok zor bir
makyajdi; dogaiistiiniin veya daha bilimsel bir deyisle dogal diinya 6tesinin en biiyiik gizlerinden
biriyle 1lgili olarak tiyatrovari bir ifade kullamlmasi gerekirse, bu rol i¢cin hazirlanmak hortlagin tam
lic saatini aldi. Sonunda her sey hazirdi ve goriiniisiinii ¢ok begendi. Kiyafetle birlikte kullamlan
biiyiik deri binici ¢izmeleri ona biraz biiyiik geliyordu ve at sirtinda kullanilan ¢ifte tabancanin tekini
bulamamusti, ama genel olarak kiligindan hosnuttu; saat biri ¢eyrek gece ahsap kaplamadan yavasca
¢ikti ve koridorda sessizce ilerledi. Ikizlerin yattign odaya gelince, buraya perdelerinin renginden
dolayr Mavi Yatak Odas1 dendigini sdylemeliyim, kapiyr biraz aralik buldu. Etkili bir giris yapmak
istediginden onu ardina kadar itmesiyle birlikte agir bir kova i¢indeki su basina dokiildii; sirilsiklam
oldu ve kova sol omzunun birka¢ santimetre Otesinden gecti. Aym anda dort direkli yataktan
susturulmaya calisilan kahkaha sesleri geldigini duydu. Sinirler1 o kadar bozulmustu ki, elinden
geldigi kadar izl bir sekilde odasina kacti ve ertesi glin agir soguk alginligiyla yataga diistii. Bu
olayda ona teselli veren tek sey, kafasim yamnda getirmemis olmasiydi, ¢linkii, 6yle yapmus olsaydi,
bundan ¢ok ciddi sonuglar dogabilirdi.

Hortlak, artik bu kaba Amerikali aileyi korkutma umudunu tamamen kaybetmisti; artik ilke olarak
kece terliklerle, cereyan carpmasin diye boynunda kalin kirmizi bir atkiyla ve ikizler tarafindan
saldirtya ugrama ihtimaline karsi biiyilk bir cakar almazla sessizce dolagmakla yetiniyordu. 19
Ekim’de son darbeyi yedi. Alt kata biiyiik giris holiine inmisti; hi¢ olmazsa orada rahatsiz
edilmeyecegini diisiiniiyordu. Birlesik Devletler Elgisi ile karisimn arttk Canterville aile
portrelerinin yerini almis olan biiyiik Saroni fotograflariyla dalga gegerek egleniyordu. Sade ama
derli toplu giyinmisti; mezarlik kiifliyle beneklenmis uzun bir kefen i¢cindeydi; ¢enesini bir parga sari
bezle baglamisti; kiigiik bir fanuslu fener ve bir mezar kazicis1 kazmasi tasiyordu. Aslinda “Mezarsiz
Jonas veya Chertsey Ambarinmin Ceset Hirsiz1” karakteri kiligindaydi; en dikkat ¢ekici rollerinden
biriydi bu ve Canterville’lerin bu rolii unutmalar1 1mkansizdi, ¢iinkii komsular1 Lord Rufford ile
kavgalarinin esas nedeni buydu. Saat sabaha dogru ikiyi ¢eyrek geciyordu ve hortlagin bildigi
kadariyla ortalikta kimse yoktu. Ne var ki, tam kan lekesinden geride bir sey kalmis mm diye bakmak
i¢in kiitliphaneye dogru yiiriirken ansizin karanlik bir kdseden {izerine iki sey atladi; kollarim ¢ilginca
baslarinin {izerinde sallayarak kulagina “BOO!” diye bagirdilar.

Hortlak panige kapilarak, —bu da bu sartlar altinda dogaldi— merdivene kostu; gelgelelim
Washington Otis’1 orada biiyiik bir bah¢e hortumuyla kendisini bekler buldu ve boylece dort yonden
diigmanlar1 tarafindan sikistirillmis ve neredeyse pencereye kadar gerilemis bir haldeyken, biiytik
demir sobanin i¢inde kayboldu; neyse ki soba yanmiyordu; hortlak evine borular ve bacalarin i¢inden
gecerek gitmek zorunda kaldi1 ve korkung derecede kirli, perisan ve umutsuz bir halde odasina ulasti.

Bu olaydan sonra hortlak bir daha geceleyin dolasirken goriilmedi. Ikizler ¢esitli kereler onun icin
pusuda beklediler, her gece koridorlara ebeveynlerini ve hizmet¢ileri ¢ok kizdiracak bir sekilde
yemis kabuklar1 sagtilarsa da bunun bir yarart olmadi. Hortlagin duygularimin, artik onu ortaya
cikmaktan vazgecgirecek kadar ¢ok incindigi belliydi. Bay Otis sonunda Demokrat Parti’nin tarihi
tizerindeki biiylik ¢aligmasina yeniden basladi; yillardir bu konuyla mesguldii; Bayan Otis biitiin



tagrayl hayrete diisiiren harika bir deniztarag piknigi diizenledi; oglanlar lakros, euchre, poker gibi
Amerikan ulusal oyunlarina dadandilar. Virginia, patikalarda midillisine bindi; kendisine genc
Cheshire Diikii eslik ediyordu; oglan tatilinin son haftasim gec¢irmek i¢in Canterville Chase’e
gelmisti. Herkes hortlagin gitmis oldugunu diisiiniiyordu ve hatta Bay Otis, Lord Canterville’e bu
durumu bir mektupla bildirdi; o da yamit olarak bu haberden duydugu biiyiik sevinci dile getirdi ve
El¢i’nin degerli esine en igten tebriklerini gonderdi.

Ne var ki Otis’ler yamliyorlardi, ¢linkii hortlak hala evin icindeydi ve artik neredeyse bir yatalak
olmasina ragmen, miicadeleyi birakmaya heniiz niyeti yoktu; 6zellikle de konuklar arasinda geng
Cheshire Diikii’niin bulundugunu 6grendikten sonra... Bu delikanlinin biiyiik amcas1 olan Lord Francis
Stilton, vaktiyle Albay Carbury ile Canterville hortlagiyla zar atacag konusunda yiiz ginesine bahse
tutusmus ve ertesi sabah oyun odasimin zemininde zavall1 bir fel¢li olarak bulunmus, daha uzun yillar
yasadig halde, bir daha “diises” lafindan baska bir sey soyleyememisti. Bu hikdyeyi o siralar herkes
biliyordu, ama iki soylu ailenin duygularina saygi adina, olayr ortbas etmek i¢in her tiirlii girisimde
bulunulmustu. Lord Tattle’in Recollections of the Prince Regent and his Friends adli kitabimin
ticlincli cildinde bu olayla ilgili her sey biitiin ayrintilartyla bulunabilir. Bu yiizden hortlak hakli
olarak Stilton’lar iizerindeki etkisini kaybetmemis oldugunu gostermeyi cok istiyordu; bu aileyle
aslinda uzaktan akrabaydi, kendi kuzeni ikinci evliligini (en secondes noces) Sieur de Bulkeley ile
yapmusti; herkesin bildigi gibi, Cheshire diikleri bu kisinin soyundan gelmistir. Boylece hortlak,
Virginia’nin geng asigina Unlii karakteri “Vampir Kesis veya Kansiz Benedictine” olarak goriinmek
icin hazirliklara giristi; bu Oylesi korkung bir roldii ki, yasli Leydi Startup onu gordiiglinde —olay
1764’te, talihsiz bir yeni yil aksamm meydana gelmisti— ¢ok siddetli ¢igliklar atmaya baslamus,
sonucunda siddetli bir inme ge¢irmis; lic giin iginde, en yakin akrabalari olan Canterville’leri
mirasindan mahrum ettikten ve biitiin parasim Londra’daki eczacisina biraktiktan sonra Slmiistii.
Bununla birlikte ikizlerden korkusu, son dakikada, hortlagin odasindan ¢ikmasim engelledi; geng diik,
Kral Dairesi’ndeki kus tiiylii biiylik tentenin altinda huzur i¢inde uyudu ve riiyasinda Virginia’yi
gordii.

vV

Bu olaydan birka¢ giin sonra Virginia ile kivircik sacgl sovalyesi Brockley cayirlarinda at binmeye
gittiler; orada kiz bir caliliktan gegerken giysisini o kadar kotii yirtti ki, eve doniince, goriilmemek
i¢in arka merdivenden ¢ikmaya karar verdi. Kapisi tesadiifen agik olan Goblen Salonu’nun 6niinden
kosarak gecerken iceride birini gdrdugiinii sand1 ve annesinin oda hizmetcisi oldugunu diisiinerek —bu
kisi bazen isini buraya getirirdi— ondan giysisini onarmasin istemek i¢in igeriye bakti. Ne var ki kiz
hayretten donakald1; cilinkii igerideki kisi, Canterville hortlagimin bizzat kendisiydi! Pencerenin
yamnda oturmus, sararan agaglarin havada ugusan solgun yaldizlarim, uzun ana yolda ¢ilginca dans
eden kirmizi yapraklar1 seyrediyordu. Basim eline dayamisti ve ¢ok lizgiin bir hali vardi. Gergekten
de o kadar umutsuz ve o kadar perisan goriiniiyordu ki, ilk diisiincesi kacgip kendisini odasina
kilitlemek olan kiiciik Virginia’mn kalbi merhametle doldu ve hortlag: teselli etmeye karar verdi.
Kizin adimlar1 o kadar hafif, hortlagin melankolisi o kadar derindi ki, kiz konusmadan once hortlak
onun farkina varmadi.

“Sizin icin ¢ok lizgiinlim,” dedi kiz, “ama erkek kardeslerim yarin Eton’a geri doniiyorlar ve o
zaman eger uslu durursaniz kimse sizi rahatsiz etmez.”



“Benden uslu olmam istemek sagma bir sey,” diye cevap verdi hortlak, kendisiyle konugmaya
cesaret eden kiiciik, glizel kiza hayret icinde bakarak. “Cok sa¢ma. Zincirlerimi sakirdatmaliyim,
anahtar deliklerinden inlemeliyim ve geceleyin dolasmaliyim, eger demek istedigin bunlardan
vazgegmemse, var olusumun tek nedeni bu.”

“Bu var olmak i¢in bir neden sayilmaz ve siz ¢ok kotii biri oldugunuzu biliyorsunuz. Bayan Umney,
buraya ilk geldigimiz giin, bize karimiz1 61diirmiis oldugunuzu séyledi.”

“Pekala, bunu kabul ediyorum,” dedi hortlak huysuzca, “ama bu tamamen aileyi ilgilendiren bir
konu, baskalarini degil.”

“Bir kimseyr oldiirmek ¢ok yanlis,” dedi Virginia; bazen tath bir sofu agirbasliligina biirtiniirdi,
New England’l1 bir atasindan miras kalmis bir huydu bu.

“Ah, soyut ahlakin bayag insafsizligindan nefret ederim! Karim hi¢ giizel degildi; kirmali yuvarlak
yakalarimu higbir zaman dogru diiriist kolalamazdi ve yemek pisirmeyi hi¢ bilmezdi. Hogley
Ormani’nda vurmus oldugum bir erkek geyik vardi, iki yasinda muhtesem bir hayvan, karimin onu
masaya ne halde getirdigini biliyor musun? Neyse, artik onemi yok, cilinkii her sey gecmiste kaldi ve
sanirim, karimi 6ldiirmiis olmama ragmen, erkek kardeslerinin beni agliktan 6ldiirmeleri de pek hos
bir davrams degildi.”

“Sizi agliktan mu 6ldiirdiler? Ah, bay hortlak, yani demek istiyorum ki, Sir Simon, karmniz a¢ nu?
Cantamda bir sandvi¢ var. Onu ister misiniz?”

“Hayir, tesekkiir ederim. Artik bir sey yemiyorum, ama yine de ¢ok naziksiniz ve ailenizin biitiin
diger korkung, kaba, bayag ve tickagitci liyelerinden ¢cok daha hogsunuz.”

“Dur!” diye haykirdi Virginia, ayagim yere vurarak, “kaba, korkun¢ ve bayag olan sensin ve
tickagiteiliga gelince, kiitliphanedeki o giiliing kan lekesini tazelemek i¢in kutumdan boyalar caldigim
biliyorsun. Ik énce biitiin kirmizilarinu aldin, parlak kirmizi da dahil ve bir daha giinesin batisim
resmedemedim; sonra ziimriit yesilini ve krom sarisim aldin, sonunda elimde ¢ivit mavisi ile Cin
beyazindan baska boyam kalmadi ve sadece ay 151%1 manzaralar1 yapabildim; bunlar her zaman i¢
karartic1 resimlerdir ve onlar1 boyamak da hi¢ kolay degil. Cok sinirlenmeme ragmen, seni hi¢ ele
vermedim, listelik ¢cok sagmayd1 yaptiklarin, kim daha once ziimriit yesili kan diye bir sey duymustur
ki?”

“Iyi, ama,” dedi hortlak, oldukga uysalca, “ne yapabilirdim ki? Bugiinlerde gercek kan bulmak ¢ok
zor bir sey ve bu isi Harika Deterjan ile erkek kardesin baslattigina gore, boyalarim almamak i¢in bir
neden goremedim. Renge gelince, bu her zaman bir zevk meselesidir: 6rnegin Canterville’lerin kam
mavidir, Ingiltere’deki en mavi kandir, ama siz Amerikalilarin bdyle seylerle ilgilenmediklerini
biliyorum.”

“Bu konuda bir sey bildigin yok. Bence yapabilecegin en 1yi sey buradan go¢ etmek ve biraz kafam
calistirmak. Babam sana memnuniyetle bedava bir bilet saglayabilir ve her ne kadar her tiirlii ugucu
sey sey lzerinde agir bir vergi varsa da, glimriikte bir gilicliik ¢ikmayacaktir; ¢linkii memurlarin hepsi
Demokrat Parti’den. Bir kere New York’a varinca biiyiik siikkse yapacagin garanti. Orada bir
bliylikbabaya sahip olmak icin yiiz bin dolar verecek bir siirii insan tamyorum, bir aile hortlagina
sahip olmak i¢in daha fazlasim verirler.”



“Amerika’dan hoslanacaginm sanmiyorum.”
“Sanirim harabelerimiz ve tuhaf seylerimiz olmadig i¢in,” dedi Virginia, alayci bir tavirla.

“Harabeleriniz mi yokmus! Tuhaf seyleriniz mi yokmus!” diye yanitladi hortlak. “Donanmamz ve
belli adetleriniz var.”

“Iyi aksamlar. Gidip babama ikizlere bir hafta fazladan tatil vermesini sdyleyecegim.”

“Liitfen gitmeyin, Bayan Virginia!” diye haykirdi hortlak, “o kadar yalmizim ve dyle mutsuzum ki,
gercekten ne yapacagimi bilmiyorum. Uyumak istiyorum, ama uyuyamiyorum.”

“Bu tam bir sagmalik! Tek yapman gereken sey yataga gitmek ve mumu iiflemek. Bazen uyanik
kalmak ¢ok daha zor oluyor, 6zellikle kilisede, oysa uyumanin hi¢bir zor yam yok. Bebekler bile bunu
nasil yapacaklarini bilirler, oysa onlar ¢ok zeki degillerdir.”

“Ug yuz yildir uyumadim,” dedi hortlak keder i¢inde ve Virginia’min giizel mavi gozleri hayretle
acildi. “Ug yiiz y1ldir uyumadim ve ¢ok yorgunum.”

Virginia ciddilesti ve kii¢iik dudaklar1 giil yapraklar1 gibi titredi. Hortlaga dogru yiiriidii, yamna diz
cokiip yasli, burusmus yiiziine bakti.

“Zavalli, zavall1 hortlak,” diye mirildand1 kiz, “uyuyabilecegin bir yer yok mu?”

“Uzaklarda, ¢cam ormanlarinin 6tesinde,” dedi hortlak, kisik ve hiilyal1 bir sesle, “kii¢iik bir bahge
var. Orada ¢imenler uzun ve giirdiir; baldiran otunun ¢icegi biiyiik beyaz yildizlar gibidir ve biilbiil
biitiin gece sakir. O, biitiin gece sakir; soguk, kristal ay asagiya bakar ve porsuk agaci uyuyanlarin
tizerine dev kollarini acar.”

Virginia’nin gozleri yaslarla bulutland1 ve yiiziinii elleriyle orttii.
“Oliim Bahgesi demek istiyorsun,” diye fisildadh.

“Evet, 6liim. Oliim ¢ok giizel bir sey olmali. Yumusak kahverengi topraga uzamp yatmak, basinin
tistiinde dalgalanan ¢imenleri seyretmek ve sessizligi dinlemek. Diinii olmamak, yarim1 da olmamak.
Zaman unutmak, hayati unutmak, huzur i¢cinde olmak. Bana yardim edebilirsin. Benim i¢in 6liim
evinin biiyiik kapilarim agabilirsin, ¢linkii sen hep sevgi dolusun ve sevgi 6liimden gii¢liidiir.”

Virginia titredi, i¢cinden soguk bir lrperti gecti ve birka¢ dakika sliren bir sessizlik oldu. Kiz
kendini korkung bir riiyadaymus gibi hissediyordu.

Daha sonra hortlak yeniden konustu; sesi riizgarin i¢ ¢ekisi gibiydi.
“Kiitiiphane penceresinin tizerindeki eski kehaneti hi¢ okudun mu?”

“Ah, sik sik!” diye haykirdi kiigiik kiz, basim kaldirarak, “onu ¢ok iy1 biliyorum. Tuhaf siyah
harflerle yaz1lmis ve okunmasi zor. Sadece alt1 satir var:



‘Ne zaman ki, altin bir kiz ¢ekip alacak
Duayr giinahin dudaklarindan,

Ne zaman ki, kuru badem meyvelenecek
Ve kiictik bir kiz gozyasi dokecek

Iste o zaman biitiin ev sakinlesecek

Ve Canterville’e huzur gelecek.’



ama ne anlama geldiklerini bilmiyorum.”

“Anlam su,” dedi hortlak keder i¢inde, “glinahlarim i¢in aglamalisin, ¢linkii benim gdzyaslarim yok
ve ruhum i¢in benim yerime dua etmelisin; ¢iinkii inancim yok ve eger her zaman tatli, 1yi ve nazik
olursan, Oliim Melegi bana merhamet edecek. Karanlikta korkung sekiller gdreceksin ve kotii ruhlar
kulagina fisildayacaklar; fakat sana zarar vermeyecekler, ¢linkii kiigiik bir cocugun saflig karsisinda
cehennemin glicleri bir sey yapamaz.”

Virginia ona cevap vermedi ve hortlak, kizin egilmis altin saris1 basina bakarken, ellerini miithis
bir umutsuzluk i¢inde ovusturdu. Ansizin kiz ayaga kalkti, ¢ok solgundu ve gozlerinde tuhaf bir 151k
vard1. “Korkmuyorum,” dedi, kararl1 bir sesle, “ve Melek’ten sana merhamet etmesini isteyecegim.”

Hortlak oturdugu yerden hafif bir seving ¢igligiyla kalkt1 ve kizin elini tuttu, eski moda bir zarafetle
egilip bu eli optii. Hortlagin parmaklar1 buz gibi soguktu, dudaklar1 ise kor gibi yamyordu, ama
Virginia, hortlak onu los odadan gegirirken tereddiit etmedi. Solmus yesil goblenin iizerine kiigiik
avct figiirleri islenmisti. Avcilar piskiillic borularim 6ttiirdiiler ve geri donmesi i¢in kiza kiiclik
ellerini salladilar. “Geri don kii¢lik Virginia!” diye haykirdilar, “geri don!” Ama hortlak kizin eline
daha siki yapisti ve kiz onlar1 gormemek icin gozlerini kapadi. Kertenkele kuyruklu ve patlak gozli
korkung hayvanlar oymali1 somine tablasindan kiza goz kirptilar ve “Sakin ha! Kii¢iik Virginia, sakin
ha! Seni bir daha géremeyebiliriz,” diye mirildandilar, gelgelelim hortlak hzim artirdi ve Virginia
dinlemedi. Odamn sonuna ulastiklarinda, hortlak durdu; kizin anlayamadig bazi sozler fisildadi.
Virginia gozlerini agti; duvarin bir sis gibi yavas yavas kayboldugunu ve oniinde biiyiik, karanlik bir
magara durdugunu gordii. Etraflarinda soguk ve sert bir riizgar esti ve kiz bir seyin giysisini
cekistirdigini hissetti. “Cabuk, cabuk!” diye haykirdi hortlak, “yoksa ¢ok gec olacak.” Bir anda ahsap
kaplama arkalarindan kapandi ve Goblen Salonu bos kald.

V1

On dakika kadar sonra, cay servisi i¢in zil ¢ald1 ve Virginia asagiya inmedigi i¢in, Bayan Otis
tiniformal1 usaklardan birini onu ¢agirsin diye st kata gonderdi. Adam ¢ok gegmeden geri dondii ve
Bayan Virginia’y1 hi¢bir yerde bulamadigini sdyledi. Kizin her aksam vakti yemek masasi i¢in ¢igek
toplamak iizere bahceye ¢ikma adeti oldugundan, Bayan Otis ilk basta hi¢ endiselenmedi, ama saat
alttyr calip Virginia ortada goriinmeyince gercekten endiselendi ve oglanlar1 kizi aramak i¢in evin
disina yolladi, bu arada kendisi de Bay Otis’le birlikte evdeki biitiin odalar1 aradi. Alti bugukta
oglanlar geri dondiiler ve kiz kardeslerinin izini hi¢cbir yerde bulamadiklarimi sodylediler. Artik
hepsinin heyecam doruktaydi ve ne yapacaklarim bilmiyorlardi ki, Bay Otis ansizin birkag¢ giin 6nce
bir c¢ingene grubuna parkta kamp yapmalari i¢in izin vermis oldugunu hatirladi. Bu ylizden hemen
Blackfell Hollow’a yollandi, onlarin orada olduklarini biliyordu, en biiyiik oglu ile iki ¢iftlik usag
ona eslik ediyorlardi. Geng Cheshire Diikii, endiseden ¢ilgina donmiistii, kendisinin de gitmesine 1zin
verilmesi i¢in ¢ok yalvardi, ama Bay Otis bir itisme kakigsma olabilir endisesiyle ona izin vermedi.
Ne var ki, oraya geldiginde, ¢ingenelerin gitmis olduklarim gordii. Bu gidisin olduk¢a ani oldugu
belliydi, ¢iinkii ates hala yaniyordu ve ¢imenlerin tizerinde baz1 kap kacaklar vardi. Bay Otis bolgeyi
arastirsinlar diye Washington ile 1ki adamu gonderdikten sonra eve kostu ve kontluktaki biitiin polis
miifettislerine, serseriler veya c¢ingeneler tarafindan kagirilmus kiigiik bir kiz1 arastirmalarini isteyen



telgraflar yolladi. Daha sonra atimin getirilmesini emretti, karisiyla ii¢ oglunun yemege oturmasinda
1srar ederek, yanina bir seyis alip atint Ascot Yolu'na siirdii. Ne var ki, daha birkag mil gitmeden
ardindan birinin dortnala geldigini duydu; doniip bakinca geng diikiin midillisinin {izerinde
yaklastigini gordii, delikanlinin yiizli kizarmist1 ve sapkasi yoktu. “Cok 6ziir dilerim, Bay Otis,” dedi
oglan nefes nefese, “ama Virginia kayipken yemek filan yiyemem. Liitfen bana kizmayin; eer gecen
yil nisanlanmamiza izin verseydiniz boyle sorunlar olmayacakti. Beni geri gondermeyeceksiniz, degil
mi? Gidemem! Gitmeyecegim!”

Elci, bu yakisikli geng haylaza giilimsemekten kendini alamadi, Virginia’ya olan bagliligi da onu
epeyce etkilemisti; bu yiizden atindan egilerek sefkatle oglamn omuzlarim oksadi ve soyle dedi,
“Peki, Cecil, geri donmezsen, sanirim benimle gelmek zorundasin, ama sana Ascot’da bir sapka
almaliyim.”

“Ah, sapkayr bosverin! Ben Virginia’y1r istiyorum!” diye haykirdi gen¢ diik giilerek ve dortnala
demiryolu istasyonuna gittiler. Orada Bay Otis, istasyon miidiiriine Virginia’nin tarifine uyan bir
kimsenin peronda goriiliip goriilmedigini sordu, ama kizla ilgili hi¢gbir haber alamadi. Bununla
birlikte, istasyon miidiirii hat {izerindeki diger duraklara telgraf ¢ekti ve babaya, kiz1 i¢in siki
arastirma yapacaklar1 konusunda giivence verdi; Bay Otis geng diik i¢in kepenklerini kapamak tlizere
olan bir manifaturacidan bir sapka aldiktan sonra, dort mil uzakliktaki bir kdy olan Bexley’e at siirdii;
burasinin ¢ingenelerin ¢ok bilinen bir ugrak yeri oldugu kendisine sOylenmisti; ¢ilinkii yam basinda
genis bir ¢ayir vardi. Orada jandarmayi uykudan kaldirdilar, ama bir bilgi alamadilar ve ¢ayirin dort
yanint dolastiktan sonra atlarimt eve dogru ¢evirdiler ve saat on bir sularinda yorgunluktan 6lmiis ve
neredeyse umudu kesmis bir halde Chase’e ulastilar. Washington ile ikizleri fanuslu fenerlerle kapici
evinde kendilerini bekler buldular; ¢iinkii ana yol ¢ok karanlikti. Virginia’dan en ufak bir iz
bulunmamisti. Cingeneler, Broxley otlaklarinda yakalannuslardi, gelgelelim kiz onlarla birlikte
degildi; ¢ingeneler boyle ani ayriligslarimn nedenini Chorton Fuari’nin tarihini sasirnmus olmalariyla
aciklamislardi ve gecikmemek i¢in acele gitmislerdi. Gergekten de, Virginia’mn kayboldugunu
duyunca ¢ok tiziilmislerdi, ¢iinkii Bay Otis’e kendilerine 6zel parkinda kamp yapma izni vermis
oldugu i¢in ¢cok minnettardilar ve gruptan dort kisi arastirmaya yardim etmek icin geride kalmisti.
Sazan havuzu taranmisti, biitiin Chase bastan asagiya gozden gec¢irilmisti, ama bir sonu¢ yoktu. En
azindan o gece i¢in Virginia’y1 kaybetmis olduklar1 besbelliydi ve Bay Otis ile oglanlar eve biiyiik
bir moral ¢okiintiisii i¢inde yiirtdiiler; seyis, iki at ve bir midilliyle onlarin pesinden geliyordu.
Holde bir grup korkmus hizmetci gordiiler, zavalli Bayan Otis kiitiiphanede bir kanepe iizerine
uzanmisti, korku ve endise yiiziinden aklim kagirmak {izereydi ve yash kdhya tarafindan kolonyayla
ferahlatiliyordu. Bay Otis, karistmn hemen bir seyler yemesi konusunda israr etti ve herkes i¢in
aksam yemegi hazirlanmasim emretti. Melankolik bir yemekti, ¢linkii neredeyse kimse agzim agip bir
sey soylemedi; ikizler bile saskina donmiis ve uslanmuslardi, ¢ilinkii kardeslerini ¢ok severlerdi.
Yemek bitince, Bay Otis, geng diikiin ricalarina ragmen, o gece yapilacak bagka bir sey olmadigim ve
sabahleyin Scotland’a hemen bazi detektifler gondermeleri igin telgraf cekecegini soOyleyerek,
herkesin yataga gitmesini emretti. Tam yemek odasindan ¢ikarlarken saat kulesinde gece yarisi
calmaya basladi, son vurusu sirasinda bir sangirti ile keskin bir ¢iglik duydular; iirkiitiicii bir gok
glirlemesi evi sarsti, havada diinyevi olmayan bir miizik nagmesi dolasti, merdivenin lizerindeki bir
pano giirtiltiiyle geriye dogru uctu ve i¢inden Virginia, ¢ok solgun ve beyaz bir yiizle, elinde kiigiik
bir kutu tutarak sahanliga adim atti. Bir anda herkes ona dogru atildi. Bayan Otis onu tutkuyla bagrina
basti, diik onu atesli opiiciiklerle nefessiz birakti ve ikizler grubun ¢evresinde cilgin bir savas dansi
yaptilar.



“Tanr1 agkina! Kizim neredeydin sen?” dedi Bay Otis, olduk¢a 6tkeli, kizin onlara aptalca bir saka
yapmus oldugunu diisiinerek. “Cecil ile birlikte her tarafta atla dolasip seni aradik ve annen korkudan
oldii. Bir daha boyle esek sakalar1 yapmamalisin.”

“Hortlak disinda kimseye! Hortlak disinda kimseye!” diye ¢iglik att1 ikizler, bir yandan da sigrayip
hopluyorlardi.

“Camim benim, Tanri’ya siikiir bulundun; bir daha yammdan ayrilmamalisin,” diye murildandi
Bayan Otis, titreyen ¢ocugu 6plip, karisnus altin saris1 sacglarint diizeltirken.

“Baba,” dedi Virginia, sakin bir sesle, “Hortlagin yamndaydim. O 6ldii ve gelip onu gérmen gerek.
O cok kotii biriydi, ama biitiin yapnus olduklarindan dolayr gercekten lizgiindii ve bana 6lmeden once
i¢inde giizel miicevherler olan bu kutuyu verdi.”

Biitiin aile ona dili tutulmus bir sekilde saskinlikla bakti, ama kiz agirbaslh ve ciddiydi, geriye
doniip onlar1 ahsap kaplamadaki delikten dar gizli bir koridora gotiirdii. Washington, masadan kapnus
oldugu bir mumla onlarin pesinden geliyordu. Sonunda biiyiik bir mese kapiya geldiler; kapinin
lizerine pash civiler ¢akilmusti. Virginia dokununca kapi agir menteseleri iizerinde dondii ve
kendilerini tavan tonozlu, ufacik penceresi demir kafesli, kii¢iik ve basik bir odada buldular. Duvara
cok biiylik bir demir halka takilmus, ona zincirlenmis kupkuru bir iskelet boylu boyunca tas zemine
yatmistt ve uzanamayacagl bir yere konmus eski moda bir tahta tabakla bir testiye uzun kuru
parmaklariyla ulasmaya calisiyor gibiydi. Testi goriiniise gore bir zamanlar suyla doluydu, ¢iinkii ici
yesil kiif ile kaplanmisti. Tabakta bir toz yiginindan baska bir sey yoktu. Virginia iskeletin yanina diz
coktli ve kiigiik ellerini birlestirerek sessizce dua etmeye basladi, grubun geri kalam artik sirrim
ogrenmis olduklar1 bu korkung trajediyi hayretler i¢inde seyrettiler.

“Hey!” diye ansizin bagirdi ikizlerden biri, pencereden disariya bakarak bu odanin evin hangi
kanadinda yer aldigini anlamaya calisiyordu. “Hey! Yasli kurumus badem agaci ¢icek acmus.
Cicekleri ay 1s181nda agikca gorebiliyorum.”

Ayaga kalkarken, “Tanr1 onu affetti,” dedi Virginia, ciddi bir tavirla ve yiizii sanki giizel bir 1s1kla
aydinlandi.

“Sen bir meleksin!” diye haykirdi geng diik ve kollarim kizin boynuna dolayip onu 6ptii.
\% 11

Bu tuhaf olaylardan dort giin sonra, gece saat on bir sularinda Canterville Chase’den bir cenaze
korteji yola ¢ikti. Cenaze arabasim sekiz siyah at ¢ekiyordu, her birinin kafasinda devekusu tiiyiinden
sallantil1 biiyiik bir sorguc vardi, kursun tabutun iizerine mor renkli kalin bir 6rtii serilmisti; ortiiye
Canterville armas1 altinla islenmisti. Cenaze arabasimin ve diger arabalarin yaminda usaklar yanan
mesalelerle yiirtiyorlardi ve toren alayr her bakimdan ¢ok etkileyiciydi. Lord Canterville bas yas
tutucuydu, cenaze torenine katilmak i¢in Wales’den Ozel olarak gelmisti ve ilk arabada kiigiik
Virginia ile birlikte oturuyordu. Sonrakinde Birlesik Devletler Elgisi ile karisi, bir sonrakinde
Washington ile li¢c oglan, son arabada ise Bayan Umney vardi. Herkes, hayatimn elli yilindan
fazlasinda hortlak tarafindan korkutulmus oldugu i¢in, kdhya kadimn bu defin térenini gormeye hakki
oldugunu diistiniiyordu. Kilise bahgesinin kdsesine, yasli porsuk agacinin tam altina derin bir mezar
kazilmisti ve cenaze duas1 Sayin Augustus Dampier tarafindan ¢ok etkileyici bir sekilde okundu. Dini



toren bittigi vakit, Canterville ailesinin eski bir adetine gore usaklar mesalelerini sondiirdiiler ve
tabut mezara indirilirken Virginia one ¢ikti ve tabutun lizerine beyaz ve pembe badem ci¢eklerinden
yapilmis biiyiik bir hag¢ birakti. Tam bunu yaptig1 sirada ay, bir bulutun arkasindan ¢ikti, kiiciik kilise
mezarhigint acik glimiis rengiyle Orttii ve uzaktaki bir calilikta bir biilbiil sakimaya basladi. Kiz,
hortlagin Oliim Bahgesi tarifini diisiindii, gbzleri yasardi ve eve doniis yolunda hemen hemen hig
konusmadi.

Ertesi sabah, Lord Canterville sehre donmeden 6nce, Bay Otis hortlagin Virginia’ya vermis oldugu
miicevherler konusunda onunla goriistii. Bu miicevherler her bakimdan harikaydi —6zellikle antik
Venedik cergeveli yakut bir gerdanlik ger¢ekten de on altinci ylizyildan kalma sahane bir 6rnekti— ve
degerleri o kadar yiiksekti ki, kizimin onlar1 kabul etmesine izin vermek Bay Otis’in vicdamm epeyce
rahatsiz ediyordu.

“Lordum,” dedi adam, “bu iilkede devredilemez miilkiyetin toprak kadar takilar i¢cin de gegerli
oldugunu biliyorum ve bu miicevherlerin ailenizde evladiyelik oldugu veya Oyle olmas1 gerektigi,
benim i¢in ¢ok a¢ik. Bu yiizden sizden onlar1 Londra’ya yammzda gotiirmenizi ve onlara sadece
miilkiinliziin baz1 tuhaf sartlar altinda size geri donmiis bir parcasi goziiyle bakmamzi rica etmek
zorundayim. Kizima gelince, o hala bir ¢ocuk ve heniiz, bunu soylemekten seving duyuyorum ki
anlamsiz bir liiksiin boylesi asiriliklarina fazla ilgi duymamaktadir. Ayrica Bayan Otis’in bana
verdigl bilgiye gore, —kendisi sanat konusunda kiiciimsenmeyecek bir otoritedir ve ¢ocuklugunda
Boston’da birkag kis ge¢irmek ayricaligina sahip olmustur— bu taslarin maddi degeri de yiiksekmis ve
eger satisa c¢ikarilirsa 1yi para ederlermis. Bu sartlar altinda, Lord Canterville, eminim ki, onlarin
ailemin herhangi bir iiyesinin miilkiyetinde kalmasina izin vermemin benim i¢in ne kadar imkansiz
oldugunu anliyorsunuz ve isin dogrusu, bdylesi bos siisler ve oyuncaklar, her ne kadar Ingiliz
aristokrasisinin sanmina uygun veya elzem ise de, cumhuriyetci sadeligin kati ve —inancim o ki—
Oltimsiiz ilkelerine gore yetistirilmis kisiler i¢in tamamen uygunsuz olacaktir. Belki sunu da
belirtmeliyim ki, Virginia o kutuyu talihsiz, ama bastan ¢iknus atamizin bir anis1 olarak alikoymasina
izin vermenizi ¢ok istiyor. Kutu ¢ok harap vaziyette olup onarim gerektirdiginden, belki onun bu
dilegini yerine getirmeyi uygun gorirsiiniiz. Bana gelince, sunu itiraf etmeliyim ki, kendi kanimdan
gelme bir ¢ocugun ortacagla ilgili herhangi bir seye sempati duymasina ¢ok hayret ettim ve bunun
nedenini ancak Virginia’min, Bayan Otis’in Atina’ya yaptigt bir yolculuktan dondiikten hemen sonra,
Londra’mzin sayfiyelerinden birinde dogmus olmasiyla agiklayabiliyorum.”

Lord Canterville, degerli el¢inin soylevini ¢ok ciddi bir tavirla, arada sirada engelleyemedigi bir
tebessiimii saklamak i¢in gri biyigini ¢ekistirerek dinledi; Bay Otis sozlerini bitirince ictenlikle elini
sikt1 ve sOyle dedi, “Sayin bayim, sevimli kiiciik kizimz talihsiz atalarimdan Sir Simon’a ¢ok biiyiik
bir hizmette bulundu, ben ve ailem harikulade cesareti ve yiirekliligi yiiziinden ona ¢ok sey bor¢luyuz.
Miicevherler kesinlikle ona aittir ve inantyorum ki, onlar1 kizzmzdan alacak kadar kalpsiz olsaydim, o
yashi kotii adam on bes giin i¢inde mezarindan ¢ikar ve hayatimu cehenneme c¢evirirdi. Onlarin
evladiyelik olduguna gelince, bir vasiyette veya yasal bir metinde adi ge¢cmeyen hicbir sey
evladiyelik degildir ve bu miicevherlerin varligindan hi¢ kimsenin haberi yoktu. Sizi temin ederim ki,
onlarin tizerinde usagimzdan daha fazla bir hakkim yok ve sanirim Bayan Virginia biiyiidiigu vakit,
takacak giizel seyleri olmasindan hosnut olacak. Ayrica, sunu unutuyorsunuz Bay Otis, siz mobilyay1
ve hortlag: rayi¢ bedeline gore satin aldimz ve hortlaga ait olan her sey o anda sizin maliniz oldu, Sir
Simon geceler1 koridorda her ne yapmis olursa olsun, yasalara gore o aslinda bir 6liiydii ve siz satin
alinca onun malina da sahip oldunuz.”



Bay Otis, Lord Canterville’in miicevheri reddetmesinden epeyce iiziintii duydu ve ona kararim
gozden gecirmesi i¢in ricada bulundu, ama 1yi huylu asilzade kararindan donmedi ve sonunda elg¢iyi,
kizina hortlagin vermis oldugu armagam alikoymas1 icin izin vermeye razi etti ve 1890 ilkbaharinda
geng Cheshire Diigesi evliligi miinasebetiyle Kralige’nin bas salonunda huzura kabul edildiginde
miicevherleri herkesin hayranligim kazandi. Cilinkii Virginia soyluluk tacim elde etmisti —bu, biitiin
kiiciik ve 1y1 Amerikan kizlarimn odiliiydii— ve geng sevgilisiyle, oglan riistiinii kazanir kazanmaz
evlenmisti. Ikisi de o kadar sevimliydi ve birbirlerini o kadar seviyorlard: ki, bu evlilik, yash
Dumbleton markizi —bu kadin, diikii bekar yedi kizindan biri i¢in avlamaya calismis ve bu amagla ti¢
pahali aksam yemegi vermisti— ve tuhaf ama, bizzat Bay Otis disinda herkesi sevindirmisti. Bay Otis,
gen¢ diikii sahsen ¢ok seviyordu, ama teorik olarak unvanlara karsiydi ve kendi sozleriyle ifade
edecek olursak, “cumhuriyetci sadeligin gercek ilkelerinin, zevk diiskiinii aristokrasinin gevseklik
yaratan etkisiyle unutulacagindan korkuyordu.” Bununla birlikte, itirazlar1 tamamen gecersiz kilindi
ve inamyorum ki, Hanover Square’de, St. George Kilisesi’nin siralar1 arasinda kizi koluna yaslannmus
olarak yiiriidiigii vakit biitiin ingiltere’de ondan daha gururlu bir adam yoktu.

Diik ile diises, balaylarin1 gecirdikten sonra, Canterville Chase’e gittiler ve vardiklarinin ertesi
ginii Ogleden sonra c¢am ormanlarimn yamndaki 1ssiz kiliseye yiriidiiler. Sir Simon’un
mezartagindaki yazi konusunda ilk basta epeyce zorluk yasanmisti, ama sonunda sadece yash
asilzadenin adinin bas harflerinin ve kiitiiphane penceresindeki siirin tasa kazinmasina karar verildi.
Diises yaninda giizel giiller getirmisti, onlar1 mezarin lizerine serpti ve orada bir miiddet durduktan
sonra, dolasarak eski manastirin yikik rahip odasina gittiler. Orada diises yikik bir siitunun iizerine
oturdu; kocasi ise, Virginia’mn ayaklarinin dibine uzamp sigara i¢ti ve onun giizel gézlerini seyretti.
Ansizin sigarayl atti, karisinin elini tuttu ve ona, “Virginia, bir esin kocasindan sakli bir sirri
olmamalidir,” dedi.

“Sevgili Cecil! Senden sakl1 bir sirrim yok.”

“Evet, var,” diye yamtladi adam, giiliimseyerek, “o hortlakla bas basa iken neler oldugunu bana hi¢
anlatmadin.”

“Hi¢ kimseye anlatmadim,” dedi Virginia, ciddileserek.
“Bunu biliyorum, ama bana sdyleyebilirdin.”

“Liitfen bana sorma, Cecil, sana sdyleyemem. Zavall1 Sir Simon! Ona ¢ok sey bor¢luyum. Evet,
glilme Cecil, gercekten bor¢luyum. Hayatin ne oldugunu, 6liimiin ne anlama geldigini ve askin ni¢in
her ikisinden de gii¢lii oldugunu anlamanu o sagladi.”

Diik ayaga kalkt1 ve sevgiyle karisim Optii.

“Kalbinin sahibi oldugum siirece sirrim saklayabilirsin,” diye mirildandi.
“Kalbimin sahibi daima sensin, Cecil.”

“Cocuklarimiza bir giin anlatacaksin, degil mi?”

Virginia’nin yiizi al al oldu.



GIiZEMSIZ BIR SFENKS

Bir Graviir

Bir 6gleden sonra, Café de la Paix’de disarda oturmus, Paris yasaminin ihtisamuiyla perisanligim
seyreder, vermutumu i¢ip Oniimden gecen azamet ile sefaletin tuhaf manzarasim diisiiniirken, birisinin
adimu seslendigini duydum. Arkama dondiim ve Lord Murchison’u gordiim. Kolejde birlikte
oldugumuzdan bu yana, neredeyse on yildir gériismemistik, bu yiizden onunla yeniden karsilagsmaktan
seving duydum ve hararetle el sikistik. Oxford’da ¢ok iyi arkadastik. Onu ¢ok severdim, Oyle
yakisikli, dyle hayat dolu, dyle namuslu biriydi ki aramizda onun hakkinda, “her zaman dogruyu
soylemek gibi bir huyu olmasa, ondan daha 1yi arkadas bulunmaz,” derdik, yine de dyle santyorum ki
ona bu kadar hayran olmamizin gercek sebebi daha c¢ok diirtistligiiydi. Arkadasimin epeyce degismis
oldugunu fark ettim. Endiseli ve saskin bir hali vardi, sanki siiphe i¢inde gibiydi. Bunun bir modern
siiphecilik vakas1 olamayacagim hissettim, ¢linkii Murchison, Tory’lerin en saglamiydi ve Lordlar
Kabinesi’ne nasil inamyorsa Tevrat’in ilk bes kitabina da dyle saglam bir sekilde inanirdi; bu yiizden
nedenin bir kadin olduguna karar verdim ve evlenip evlenmedigini sordum.

“Kadinlar1 yeterince 1yi anlamiyorum,” diye yamtladi.

“Sevgili Gerald,” dedim, “kadinlar sevilmek i¢indir, anlagilmak i¢in degil.”
“Glivenemedigim bir seyi sevemem,” diye karsilik verdi.

“Galiba hayatinda gizemli bir sey var,” dedim, sesimi ylikselterek, “bana ondan sz et.”

“Bir araba gezintisine ¢ikalim,” diye yamtladi, “burasi ¢ok kalabalik. Hayir, sar1 bir araba olmasin,
baska herhangi bir renk... iste, o koyu yesil renklisi uygun.” Birkac¢ dakika sonra bulvardan asagiya
Madeleine yoniine dogru inmeye basladik.

“Nereye gidecegiz?” dedim.

“Ah, nereye istersen!” diye yanitladi. “Bois’deki lokantaya gidelim; orada aksam yemegi yeriz ve
bana kendinle ilgili her seyi anlatirsin.”

“Ilk 6nce seninle ilgili olanlar1 duymak istiyorum,” dedim. “Esrarini bana anlat.”

Cebinden giimiis klipsli kii¢lik bir maroken muhafaza ¢ikardi ve bana uzatti. Muhafazayr actim.
I¢inde bir kadin fotografi vardi. Uzun boylu ve ince yapiliydi, iri gizemli gdzleri, baglanmamus
saclariyla tuhaf bir giizelligi vardi. Bir clairvoyante (medyum) gibi goriiniiyordu ve degerli kiirklere
blirtinmiistii.

“Bu yiiz hakkinda ne diisiiniiyorsun?”” dedi, “dogruyu sdyleyen birine benziyor mu?”

Fotografi dikkatle inceledim. Bana sirr1 olan birinin yiiziiymiis gibi geldi, ama bu sir hayir mu, ser
mi, anlayamamistim. Glizelligi ¢ok sayida gizemli yonden olusuyordu —aslinda bu glizellik elle tutulur
degil, maneviydi— ve dudaklarinda gezinen hafif tebessiim tatli sayllamayacak kadar gizemliydi.

“Ee, peki!” diye haykirdi, sabirsizlikla, “ne diyorsun?”
“Bu kadin karalar i¢indeki Gioconda (Mona Lisa),” diye yamtladim. “Bana onunla ilgili her seyi



anlat.”
“Simdi olmaz,” dedi, “aksam yemeginden sonra.” Ve baska seylerden s6z etmeye basladi.

Garson bize kahve ile sigaralarimzi getirdigi vakit, Gerald’a verdigi sozii hatirlattim. Yerinden
kalkti, odanin i¢inde iki li¢ kere asag yukar1 dolasti ve bir koltuga ¢cokerek bana su hikayeyi anlatti:

“Bir aksam, saat bes sularinda Bond Sokagi’nda yiirliyordum. Arabalar iist iiste yigilmisti ve trafik
neredeyse durmustu. Sar1 renkli kii¢iik bir kupa arabasi kaldirima yakin duruyordu, bilmem neden
dikkatimi ¢ekti. Yamindan gegerken sana bu 6gleden sonra gosterdigim o yiiz, arabadan disariya bakti.
Hemen biiylisiine kapildim. Biitiin gece onu diisiindiim, ertesi giin de dyle. O sokakta asagi yukari
yiirliylip her arabanin igine gizlice baktim ve sar1 kupayr bekledim, ama ma belle inconnue’yu
[mechul gilizelim] bulamadim, sonunda bunun sadece bir riiya oldugunu diisiinmeye basladim. Bir
hafta kadar sonra Madame de Rastail’de aksam yemegindeydim. Yemek saat sekizdeydi, ama sekiz
bugukta hala salonda bekliyorduk. Sonunda usak kapiy1 a¢t1 ve Leydi Alroy’un geldigini haber verdi.
Aramus oldugum kadindi. Igeriye ¢ok a@ir adimlarla girdi, gri dantellerin icinde ay 1s18na
benziyordu, benden onu yemek odasina gotiirmem istendi, bu da bana biiyiik seving verdi. Sofraya
oturduktan sonra, ¢ok masumane sOyle dedim, ‘Leydi Alroy, galiba bir siire 6nce sizi Bond
Sokagi’nda gordiim.” Yiizii bembeyaz oldu ve bana fisiltiyla, ‘Liitfen bu kadar yiiksek sesle
konugmayin, sizi bir duyan olabilir,” dedi. Bu kadar kotii bir baslangic yapmuis oldugum i¢in kendimi
cok berbat hissettim ve apar topar Fransiz oyunlar1 konusuna daldim. O ¢ok az konustu, hep o aym
kisik melodik sesle; sanki birisinin konusulanlar1 dinlemesinden korkuyor gibiydi. Tutkuyla, budalalik
derecesinde sevdalandim, onu saran o tamimlanamaz esrar havasi ¢ok ilgimi ¢ekmisti. Yemekten
hemen sonra gitmeye kalkmusti; ayrilacag vakit, ‘Acaba evinize gelip sizi gorebilir miyim?’ diye
sordum. Bir an i¢in tereddiit etti, yammmzda birileri var mu diye ¢evresine bir goz att1 ve sonra, ‘Evet,
yarin bese ceyrek kala,” dedi. Madame de Rastail’e bana onun hakkinda bilgi vermesi i¢in ricada
bulundum; ama tek 6grenebildigim sey, Park Lane’de giizel bir eve sahip dul bir kadin olduguydu;
sikict bir bilim adamu, dullarin, evliligin siirgitinin en 1yi 6rnegi olduklarini ileri siiren bir tez ortaya
atinca oradan ayrildim ve eve dondiim.

“Ertesi giin tam vaktinde Park Lane’e gittim, ama bas usak, Leydi Alroy’un birka¢ dakika once
disariya ¢iktigimi sdyledi. Kuliibe ¢ok mutsuz ve saskin bir halde gittim ve uzun uzun diisiindiikten
sonra ona bir mektup yazip acaba sansimu bagka bir 6gleden sonra denememe izni olur mu diye
sordum. Giinlerce bir yamt alamadim, ama sonunda pazar giinii saat dortte evde olacagim bildiren
kiiciik bir not aldim, dipnotu ¢ok olaganiistiiydii: ‘Liitfen bir daha bana bu adrese yazmayin; sizi
gordigim vakit agiklayacagim.” Pazar giinii beni kabul etti, cok hos davrandi, ama giderken, bir daha
ona yazmam gerekirse, mektubumu ‘Bayan Knox, Whittaker’in Kiitiiphanesi eliyle, Green Sokagt’
adresine gondermemi benden rica etti. ‘Mektuplar1 kendi evimde kabul edemememin baz1 nedenleri
var,” dedi.

“Biitlin sezon boyunca onu sik sik gordiim; o esrarli hava onu hi¢ terk etmedi. Bazen bir adamin
pengesine diismiis oldugunu diisiindiim, ama o kadar ulasilmaz goriiniiyordu ki, buna inanamadim.
Benim i¢in bir sonuca varmak gercekten ¢ok zordu, ciinkii Leydi Alroy miizelerde rastlanan o tuhaf
kristallere benziyordu; onlar bir an ic¢in berraklasirlar, sonra bulanirlar. Sonunda ondan karim
olmasini istemeye karar verdim: Biitiin ziyaretlerime ve kendisine yolladigim birkag mektuba verdigi
o bitmez tiikenmez gizemli yanitlardan bikip usanmuistim. Ona kiitliphane adresine yazarak gelecek
pazartesi saat altida beni goriip goremeyecegini sordum. Evet diye yanitlad1 ve sevingten havalara



uctum. Esrarina ragmen ona ¢ilgincasina asiktim, o sirada boyle diistinliyordum. Simdi anliyorum ki,
asil neden o esrarli haliymis. Bu dogru degil; ben bizzat kadim seviyordum. O esrar beni bunaltiyor,
cildirtiyordu. Neden kader beni onun pesine diistirdii?”

“Demek esrar1 kesfettin?” diye haykirdim.
“Korkarim oyle,” diye yamtladi. “Sen kendin karar ver.”

“Pazartesi olunca 6gle yemegi i¢in amcama gittim ve saat dort sularinda kendimi Marylebone
Yolu’'nda buldum. Amcam, bilirsin, Regent’s Park’da oturur. Piccadilly’ye gitmek istiyordum,
kestirmeden giderek bir siirii kiiclik, eski piiskii sokaktan ge¢tim. Ansizin oniimde Leydi Alroy’u
gordiim, yiiziinii kalin bir tille Ortmiistii ve cok hizli yiirliyordu. Sokaktaki son eve gelince
basamaklar1 ¢ikti, bir anahtar ¢ikardi, agip iceriye girdi. ‘Iste esrar burada,” dedim kendi kendime ve
aceleyle gidip evi inceledim. Kiraya verilen bir yere benziyordu. Esikte diistirmiis oldugu mendili
duruyordu. Onu yerden aldim ve cebime koydum. Daha sonra ne yapmam gerektigini diisiinmeye
basladim. Onu gozetlemeye hakkim olmadigina karar verdim ve arabayla kuliibe gittim. Saat altida
onu ziyarete gittim. Bir divana uzannus yatiyordu, giimiis rengindeki ikindi kiyafetine her zaman
taktig1 o tuhaf ay taslarini ilistirmisti. Cok gilizel goriiniiyordu. ‘Sizi gordiigiime ¢ok sevindim’ dedi,
‘biitlin giin evden disartya ¢ikmadim.” Ona hayretle baktim ve mendili cebimden ¢ikararak ona
verdim. ‘Leydi

Alroy, bunu bu 6gleden sonra Cumnor Sokagi’nda diisiirdiiniiz,” dedim, ¢ok sakince. Bana korkuyla
bakti, ama mendili almak i¢in bir harekette bulunmadi. ‘Orada ne yapiyordunuz?’ diye sordum.
‘Hangi hakla bana soru soruyorsunuz?’ diye karsilik verdi. ‘Sizi seven bir erkegin sahip oldugu
hakla,” dedim. ‘Buraya sizden karim olmamz istemeye geldim.” Elleriyle yiiziinii orttii ve gozyaslari
sel gibi akmaya basladi. ‘Bana sdylemelisiniz,” diye devam ettim. O ayaga kalkti ve gozlerini yiiziime
dikerek, ‘Lord Murchison, size sOylenecek bir sey yok,” dedi. ‘Birisiyle bulusmaya gittiniz!” diye
haykirdim, ‘sizin esrarimz iste bu.” Korkung bir sekilde yiiziiniin rengi att1 ve ‘Kimseyle bulusmaya
gitmedim,” dedi. ‘Ger¢egi soyleyemez misiniz?’ dedim, bagirarak. ‘Gergegi sOyledim!” diye karsilik
verdi. Cildirmistim, kendimi kaybettim, ne dedigimi bilmiyorum, ama ona korkung seyler séyledim.
Sonunda evden kosarak ¢iktim. Ertesi giin bana bir mektup yazdi; agmadan geri gonderdim ve Alan
Colville ile Norveg’e yollandim. Bir ay sonra geri dondiim. Morning Post’da ilk gordiigiim sey Leydi
Alroy’un 6liimii oldu. Opera’da tisiitmiis ve akcigerde kan pihtilagmasi yiiziinden beg glinde olmiistii.
Kendimi eve kapadim ve kimseyle goriismedim. Onu dyle ¢ok sevmistim ki, onu Oyle delicesine
sevmistim ki... Tanrim! O kadim nasil da sevmistim!”

“O sokaga, oradaki eve gittin mi?” dedim.
“Evet,” diye yamtladi.

“Bir giin Cumnor Sokagi’na gittim. Kars1 koymak elimde degildi. Siiphe i¢inde kivramyordum.
Kapiy1 caldim ve saygin goriiniislii bir kadin bana kapiy1r a¢ti. Ona kiralik oda olup olmadigim
sordum. ‘Salonlar kiraya veriliyor, efendim,” diye karsilik verdi, ‘ama o hammefendiyi ii¢ aydir
gormedim ve kiralar1 6denmemis oldugundan onlar1 siz tutabilirsiniz.” ‘Bu hammefendi miydi?’
dedim, fotografi gostererek. ‘Bu o, kesinlikle!” diye haykirdi, ‘Ne zaman geri donecek?’ ‘O
hammefendi 6ldii,” diye karsilik verdim. ‘Ah, efendim, olamaz!” dedi kadin; ‘O benim en iyi
kiracimdi. Sadece salonlarimda arada sirada oturmak i¢in bana haftada {i¢ gine 6diiyordu.” ‘Burada
birisiyle bulusuyor muydu?’ dedim, ama kadin durumun 6yle olmadigim, her zaman yalmz geldigini



ve hi¢ kimseyi kabul etmedigini bana sdyledi. ‘Peki, ama burada ne yapiyordu?’ diye haykirdim.
‘Sadece salonda oturuyordu, efendim, kitap okuyordu, bazen de ¢ay iciyordu,” diye yamtlad: kadin.
Ne soyleyecegimi bilemedim, bu yiizden ona bir altin lira verdim ve oradan uzaklastim. Simdi, sence
biitiin bunlarin anlanmu ne? O kadinmin dogru sdyledigine inannmyorsun, degil mi?”

“Inamyorum.”
“O halde Leydi Alroy oraya ni¢in gidiyordu?”

“Sevgili Gerald,” diye yanitladim, “Leydi Alroy sadece esrarli seylere merakli bir kadindi. O
odalari, oraya tiille yiiziinii ortiip bir roman kahramam oldugunu hayal etmek zevki i¢in kiralamisti.
Gizlilige tutkundu, ama o sadece gizemsiz bir sfenksti.”

“Gergekten boyle mi diisiiniiyorsun?”’
“Bundan eminim,” diye karsilik verdim.

Lord Murchison maroken kilifi ¢ikardi, agti ve fotografa bakti. Sonunda, “Kim bilir?” dedi.



MODEL MILYONER
Bir Takdir Notu

Eger birisi parali degilse biiyiileyici olmasinin bir yarar1 yoktur. Romantizm, zenginin ayricaligidir;
1gsiz birinin harci degildir. Yoksul adam pratik davranmali ve hayal giiciinden yoksun olmalidir.
Insanin biiyiileyici olmak yerine siirekli bir geliri olmas1 daha iyidir. Hughie Erskine, modern hayatin
bu biiylik ger¢eklerini hi¢ anlamamusti. Zavalli Hughie! Kabul etmeliyiz ki, zeka acgisindan pek parlak
sayllmazdi. Biitiin hayati boyunca tek bir gdz kamastirict —hatta alayci— s6z etmemisti. Ne var ki,
kivircik kahverengi saclari, bigimli viicudu ve gri gozleriyle harikulade yakisikliydi. Kadinlarin
oldugu kadar erkeklerin de gozdesiydi ve para kazanmanin disinda biitiin becerilere sahipti. Babasi
ona miras olarak siivari kiliciyla on bes ciltlik bir History of the Peninsular War biraknmusti. Hughie,
birincisini aynasinin iizerine asti; ikincisini bir rafta Ruff's Guide ile Bailey’s Magazine arasina
koydu ve yasli bir halanin ona bagladig yilda iki yliz papel ile gecimini siirdiirdii. Her seyi denedi.
Alt1 ay kadar borsada is tuttu; ama bogalarla ayilarin arasinda bir kelebek ne yapabilirdi ki? Bir siire
daha cay tiiccarligl yapti, ama ¢ok ge¢cmeden Pekoe ile Souchong’dan bikti. Daha sonra sek seri
satmaya calisti. Bu da bir care olmadi; seri isi gereginden fazla tatsizdi. Sonunda bir baltaya sap
olamadi; biiyiileyici, ama ise yaramaz bir gen¢g adam oldu; mitkemmel bir goriiniime sahip mesleksiz
biri.

Isin daha kotiisii, asikti. Sevdigi kiz Laura Merton’d1, emekli bir albayin kiziydi; adam iyi huyu ve
hazmetme 6zelligini Hindistan’da kaybetmis ve ikisini de bir daha bulamamugsti. Laura delikanliya
tapiyordu; o ise kizin ayakkabi bagciklarim 6pmeye hazirdi. Londra’daki en hos cift onlardi ve bes
paralar1 yoktu. Albay, Hughie’den ¢cok hoslanmyordu, ama nisan lafim duymak istemiyordu.

“Kendine ait on bin poundun oldugunda bana gel, evlat, o zaman duruma bakariz,” deyip duruyordu;
Hughie’nin béyle giinlerde yiizii ¢ok asilir ve teselli bulmak i¢in Laura’min yamna gitmek zorunda
kalirdi.

Bir sabah, Merton’larin yasadig Holland Park’a giderken, 1yi dostlarindan biri olan Alan Trevor’u
gormek 1¢in ona ugradi. Trevor ressamdi. Gergekten de giinlimiizde bu meslekten ¢ok kisi vardir.
Ama aym zamanda o bir sanatkardi, sanatkarlara ise nadir rastlamr. Sahsen tuhaf, kaba saba biriydi;
cilli bir yiizii, kiz1l renkli ¢al1 gibi bir sakali vardi. Ne var ki, fircayr eline aldiginda ger¢ek bir
ustayd1r ve resimlerine c¢ok talep vardi. Surasi kabul edilmeli ki, baslangicta Hughie’ye sadece
cazibesinden dolayr ilgi duymustu. “Bir ressanmin tammasi1 gereken yegane insanlar béte [aptal] ve
glizel olanlardir,” derdi hep, “yani bakarken artistik bir zevk alinacak, sohbet ederken entelektiiel
huzur verecek kisiler. Citkirildim baylarla cici bayanlar diinyay1 yonetirler veya durumun dyle olmasi
gerekir.” Bununla birlikte Trevor, Hughie’yi daha iyi tamdiktan sonra, delikanlidan canli, neseli ruh
hali ve comert, atak tabiati yiiziinden de hoslanmis ve ona atdlyesine her zaman entrée [giris] izni
vermisti.

Hughie geldiginde Trevor’u bir dilencinin dogal boyutlardaki harika bir resmine son rotuslari
yaparken buldu. Dilenci, stiidyosunun bir kosesinde yiikseltilmis bir platformun iizerinde ayakta
duruyordu. Cok yasl bir adamdi, yiizii burusuk parsomene benziyordu ve yiiz ifadesi igler acisiyd.
Omzuna kaba kumastan yirtik pirtik, kahverengi bir pelerin atmisti; kalin botlar1 yamali ve pengeliydi;
bir eliyle yontulmamus bir sopaya dayamyor, digeriyle sadakalar i¢in yirtik sapkasim tutuyordu.



“Ne kadar sasirtic1 bir model!” diye fisildadi Hughie, arkadasiyla tokalasirken.

“Sasirtict bir model mi?” diye haykirdi Trevor, avazi ¢iktifn kadar. “Siiphesiz dyle olmali! Insan
boyle bir dilenciyle her giin karsilasamaz. Bir trouvaille, mon cher [bir kesif sevgili dostum] canli
bir Velasquez! Tanrim! Rembrandt ondan nasil da bir eskiz yaratabilirdi!”

“Zavall1 yaghh adam!” dedi Hughie, “Ne kadar da sefil bir hali var! Ama sanirim siz ressamlar i¢in
yiizii onun serveti sayilabilir, degil mi?”

“Siiphesiz,” diye karsilik verdi Trevor, “bir dilencinin mutlu goriinmesini istemezsin, oyle degil
mi?”

“Bir model poz vermek i¢in ne kadar aliyor?” diye sordu Hughie, bir divanda kendine rahat bir yer
bulurken.

“Saatte bir silin.”

“Ya sen resmin i¢in ne kadar alacaksin, Alan?”

“Ah, bunun i¢in iki bin!”

“Pound mu?”’

“Gine. Ressamlar, sairler ve doktorlar her zaman gine alirlar.”

“O halde, modelin yiizde almas1 gerek!” diye haykirdi Hughie, giilerek, “Onlar da senin kadar ¢ok
calisiyorlar.”

“Sa¢ma, sagma! Sadece boyay: siirmenin ne kadar eziyetli oldugunu bir diisiin, resim sehpasinin
oniinde biitiin giin ayakta durmak da cabasi! Senin i¢in konusmak kolay, Hughie, ama seni temin
ederim, dyle anlar oluyor ki, sanat neredeyse kol emeginin payesine ulagiyor. Gevezeligi birak; ¢ok
mesguliim. Bir sigara i¢ ve sesini kes.”

Bir siire sonra usak i¢eriye girdi ve Trevor’a ¢er¢evecinin onunla konusmak istedigini sdyledi.
“Bir yere ayrilma, Hughie,” dedi adam, disariya ¢ikarken, “bir saniye i¢inde geri donecegim.”

Yasli dilenci, arkasindaki tahta bir sirada bir an dinlenmek i¢in Trevor ’un yoklugundan yararlandi.
Oyle umutsuz ve zavalli bir hali vardi ki, Hughie ona acimaktan kendini alamadi ve ceplerini
yoklayip ne kadar parasi var diye bakti. Biitiin bulabildigi bir altin lirayla baz1 bakir bozukluklar
oldu. “Zavall1 yash adam,” diye diisiindii kendi kendine, “bu paraya benden daha fazla ihtiyaci var,
ama bunu yapmam on bes giin boyunca yaya kalmam demek.” Stiidyonun karsi tarafina gidip altin
liray1 dilencinin eline sikistirdi.

Yasli adam irkildi ve kurumus dudaklar1 hafif bir tebessiimle titredi. “Tesekkiir ederim, efendim,”
dedi, “tesekkiir ederim.”

Daha sonra Trevor geldi ve Hughie yapmis oldugu seyden dolay: biraz utang duyarak vedalasti. O
glinii Laura ile ge¢irdi ve miisrifliginden dolayi tatli bir azar isittikten sonra eve yaya gitmek zorunda
kaldi.

Hughie o gece on bir buguk sularinda Palette Club’a ugradi ve Trevor’u sigara salonunda tek basina



oturmus, soda ile beyaz sarap i¢erken buldu.
“Soyle bakalim, Alan, resmi bitirebildin mi?” dedi Hughie, sigarasim yakarken.

“Bitti ve ¢ercevelendi, evlat!” diye yamtladi Trevor, “ve bu arada bir kalp kazandin. Gordiigiin o
yasli model seni c¢ok sevdi. Hakkindaki her seyi ona anlatmak zorunda kaldim —kimsin, nerede
yastyorsun, gelirin nedir, gelecekten beklentilerin nedir.”

“Sevgili Alan!” diye haykirdi Hughie, “Herhalde eve dondiiglimde, onu kapida bekler bulacagim.
Ama sliphesiz, saka yapiyorsun. Zavalli yasli adam! Keske onun i¢in yapabilece@im bir seyler
olsaydi. Bir kimsenin o kadar sefalet icinde olmasinin korkung oldugunu diistiniiyorum. Evde yiginla
eski giysi var —ne dersin sence onlardan biri ilgisim c¢eker mi? Clnkii tstiindeki pacavralar
dokiiliiyor.”

“Ama onlar i¢inde sahane goriiniiyor,” dedi Trevor. “Onu bir frakla asla resmetmezdim. Senin
pacavra dedigin seyi ben romantik buluyorum. Sana yoksulluk gelen sey benim i¢in resmedilmeye
deger demek. Yine de ona teklifinden s6z ederim.”

“Alan,” dedi Hughie, ciddi ciddi, “siz ressamlar kalpsizsiniz.”

“Bir sanatkarin kalbi kafasindadir,” diye karsilik verdi Trevor, “ayrica, bizim isimiz diinyayi
oldugu gibi kavramak, diisiincemize gore onu degistirmek degil. A chacun son métier. [Herkes kendi
isini yapsin] Simdi bana Laura’nin nasil oldugunu anlat. Yasli model onunla ¢ok ilgilendi.”

“Onunla Laura hakkinda konustugunu sdylemiyorsun, dyle degil mi?”” dedi Hughie.
“Stiphesiz konustum. Merhametsiz Albay, giizel Laura ve 10 bin pound hakkinda her seyi biliyor.”
“O yash dilenciye benim 6zel hayattmn nu anlattin?” diye haykirdi Hughie, yiizii 6tkeyle kizararak.

“Oglum,” dedi Trevor, giiliimseyerek, “senin o yasli dilencin Avrupa’mn en zengin kisilerinden
biridir. Yarin biitiin Londra’y1 banka hesabindaki parasim bitirmeden satin alabilir. Her baskentte bir
evi vardir, altin tabaklardan yemek yer ve eger isterse Rusya’mn savas ¢ikarmasim onleyebilir.”

“Ne demek istiyorsun?” diye haykirdi Hughie.

“Ne diyorsam onu,” dedi Trevor. “Bugiin stiildyoda gdrdiigiin o yasli adam Baron Hausberg’di. Iyi
dostlarimdan biridir, biitiin resimlerimi satin alir, bunun gibi seyler iste ve bir ay once kendisini bir
dilenci olarak resmetmem icin bana bir siparis vermisti. Que voulez-vous? La fantaisie d’un
millionnaire! [Elden ne gelir? Bir milyonerin fantezisi!] Sunu da sdylemeliyim ki, o pagavralari
icinde sahane bir goriintlisii vardi, daha dogrusu benim pacavralarim i¢inde demeliydim; o eski
giysiyi Ispanya’da satin almistim.”

“Baron Hausberg!” diye bagirdi Hughie. “Aman Tanrim! Ona bir altin lira verdim!” Dehset i¢inde
bir koltuga ¢oktii.

“Ona bir altin lira mu verdin!” diye haykirdi Trevor ve kahkahalar atmaya basladi. “O paray: bir
daha goremeyeceksin, oglum. Son affaire c’est [’argent des autres.” (Onun is1 bagskalarinin
paralaridir.)

“Bana sOyleyebilirdin, Alan,” dedi Hughie, asik suratla, “kendimi budala yerine koymama engel



olabilirdin.”

“Oncelikle,” dedi Trevor, “bdyle pervasiz bir sekilde sadaka dagitacagin hi¢ aklima gelmedi,
Hughie. Senin glizel bir modeli 6pmeni anlayabilirim, ama ¢irkin birine bir altin lira vermeni yemin
ederim, hayir! Ayrica aslinda o giin ziyaret¢i kabul etmiyordum ve sen gelince Hausberg’in adinin
sOylenmesinden hoslanmip hoslanmayacagina karar veremedim. Bildigin gibi dogru diiriist
giyinmemisti.”

“Beni nasil da budala biri sanmustir!” dedi Hughie.

“Hi¢ de degil. Sen ayrildiktan sonra nesesi ¢ok yerindeydi; kendi kendine kikirdayip duruyor ve
yasli kirisik bileklerini birbirine stirtiiyordu. Hakkindaki her seyr bilmek i¢in neden bu kadar
ilgilendigini anlamanustim; ama simdi anliyorum. Altin liram senin i¢in isletecek, Hughie, her alti
ayda bir sana faizini 6deyecek ve aksam yemegi sonrasi anlatacak harika bir hikayesi olacak.”

“Ben sanssiz bir zavalliyyim!” diye inledi Hughie. “Yapabilecegim en iy1 sey yatmaya gitmek,
sevgili Alan, bunu hi¢ kimseye soylememelisin. Sokaga ¢ikmaya yliziim olmaz.”

“Sagma! Insansever bir ruh tasidiginin en biiyiik delili bu, Hughie. Kagma. Bir sigara daha i¢, Laura
hakkinda da istedigin kadar konusabilirsin.”

Hughie yine de kalmadi, kendini ¢ok mutsuz hissetti ve Alan Trevor’u kahkaha krizi iginde
birakarak eve yiiriidii.

Ertesi sabah, Hughie kahvaltidayken, usak, ona lizerinde ‘Monsieur Gustave Naudin, de la part le
Baron Hausberg’ [Baron Hausberg namina] yazan bir kartvizit getirdi. “Sanirim 6ziir dilemem i¢in
geldi,” dedi Hughie, kendi kendine ve usaga konugu yukariya almasini soyledi.

Altin gergeve gozliklii, kir sacli, yash bir beyefendi odaya girdi ve hafif bir Fransiz aksamyla,
“M0sy0 Erskine ile mi miiserref oluyorum?” dedi.

Hughie egilerek selam verdi.
“Baron Hausberg adina geliyorum,” diye siirdiirdii adam. “Baron...”
“Ona en i¢ten Oziirlerimi gotiirmenizi sizden rica ederim, efendim,” diye kekeledi Hughie.

“Baron,” dedi yasli beyefendi, bir tebessiimle, “size bu mektubu vermem i¢in beni gérevlendirdi,”
ve miihiirli bir zarf uzatti.

Zarfin disinda, ‘Hugh Erskine ile Laura Merton’a yaslhi bir dilenciden bir evlilik armagant’
yaziyordu, i¢cindeyse 10 bin poundluk bir ¢ek vardi.

Evlilik téreninde Alan Trevor sagdi¢ oldu ve Baron evlilik yemeginde bir konusma yapti.

“Milyoner modeller nadir bulunur,” dedi Alan, “ama yemin ederim, model milyonerler ¢ok daha
nadir!”



LORD ARTHUR SAVILE’S CRIME
A Study of Duty
I

It was Lady Windermere’s last reception before Easter, and Bentinck House was even more
crowded than usual. Six Cabinet Ministers had come on from the Speaker’s Levee in their stars and
ribands, all the pretty women wore their smartest dresses, and at the end of the picture-gallery stood
the Princess Sophia of Carlsruhe, a heavy Tartar-looking lady, with tiny black eyes and wonderful
emeralds, talking bad French at the top of her voice, and laughing immoderately at everything that was
said to her. It was certainly a wonderful medley of people. Gorgeous peeresses chatted affably to
violent Radicals, popular preachers brushed coat-tails with eminent sceptics, a perfect bevy of
bishops kept following a stout prima donna from room to room, on the staircase stood several Royal
Academicians, disguised as artists, and it was said that at one time the supper-room was absolutely
crammed with geniuses. In fact, it was one of Lady Windermere’s best nights, and the Princess stayed
till nearly half-past eleven.

As soon as she had gone, Lady Windermere returned to the picture-gallery, where a celebrated
political economist was solemnly explaining the scientific theory of music to an indignant virtuoso
from Hungary, and began to talk to the Duchess of Paisley. She looked wonderfully beautiful with her
grand ivory throat, her large blue forget-me-not eyes, and her heavy coils of golden hair. Or pur they
were —not that pale straw colour that nowadays usurps the gracious name of gold, but such gold as is
woven into sunbeams or hidden in strange amber; and they gave to her face something of the frame of
a saint, with not a little of the fascination of a sinner.

She was a curious psychological study. Early in life she had discovered the important truth that
nothing looks so like innocence as an indiscretion; and by a series of reckless escapades, half of them
quite harmless, she had acquired all the privileges of a personality. She had more than once changed
her husband; indeed, Debrett credits her with three marriages; but as she had never changed her lover,
the world had long ago ceased to talk scandal about her. She was now forty years of age, childless,
and with that inordinate passion for pleasure which is the secret of remaining young.

Suddenly she looked eagerly round the room, and said, in her clear contralto voice, “Where is my
cheiromantist?”

“Your what, Gladys?” exclaimed the Duchess, giving an involuntary start.
“My cheiromantist, Duchess; I can’t live without him at present.”

“Dear Gladys! you are always so original,” murmured the Duchess, trying to remember what a
cheiromantist really was, and hoping it was not the same as a cheiropodist.

“He comes to see my hand twice a week regularly,” continued Lady Windermere, “and is most
interesting about it.”

“Good heavens!” said the Duchess to herself, “he is a sort of cheiropodist after all. How very
dreadful. I hope he is a foreigner at any rate. It wouldn’t be quite so bad then.”



“I must certainly introduce him to you.”

“Introduce him!” cried the Duchess; “you don’t mean to say he is here?” and she began looking
about for a small tortoise-shell fan and a very tattered lace shawl, so as to be ready to go at a
moment’s notice.

“Of course he is here; I would not dream of giving a party without him. He tells me I have a pure
psychic hand, and that if my thumb had been the least little bit shorter, I should have been a confirmed
pessimist, and gone into a convent.”

“Oh, I see!” said the Duchess, feeling very much relieved; “he tells fortunes, I suppose?”’

“And misfortunes, too,” answered Lady Windermere, “any amount of them. Next year, for instance,
[ am in great danger, both by land and sea, so I am going to live in a balloon, and draw up my dinner
in a basket every evening. It is all written down on my little finger, or on the palm of my hand, I forget
which.”

“But surely that is tempting Providence, Gladys.”

“My dear Duchess, surely Providence can resist temptation by this time. I think every one should
have their hands told once a month, so as to know what not to do. Of course, one does it all the same,
but it is so pleasant to be warned. Now if some one doesn’t go and fetch Mr. Podgers at once, I shall
have to go myself.”

“Let me go, Lady Windermere,” said a tall handsome young man, who was standing by, listening to
the conversation with an amused smile.

“Thanks so much, Lord Arthur; but I am afraid you wouldn’t recognise him.”

“If he is as wonderful as you say, Lady Windermere, I couldn’t well miss him. Tell me what he is
like, and I’ll bring him to you at once.”

“Well, he is not a bit like a cheiromantist. I mean he is not mysterious, or esoteric, or romantic-
looking. He is a little, stout man, with a funny, bald head, and great gold-rimmed spectacles;
something between a family doctor and a country attorney. I’m really very sorry, but it is not my fault.
People are so annoying. All my pianists look exactly like poets, and all my poets look exactly like
pianists; and I remember last season asking a most dreadful conspirator to dinner, a man who had
blown up ever so many people, and always wore a coat of mail, and carried a dagger up his shirt-
sleeve; and do you know that when he came he looked just like a nice old clergyman, and cracked
jokes all the evening? Of course, he was very amusing, and all that, but [ was awfully disappointed;
and when I asked him about the coat of mail, he only laughed, and said it was far too cold to wear in
England. Ah, here is Mr. Podgers! Now, Mr. Podgers, I want you to tell the Duchess of Paisley’s
hand. Duchess, you must take your glove off. No, not the left hand, the other.”

“Dear Gladys, I really don’t think it is quite right,” said the Duchess, feebly unbuttoning a rather
soiled kid glove.

“Nothing interesting ever is,” said Lady Windermere: “on a fait le monde ainsi.Z But I must
introduce you. Duchess, this is Mr. Podgers, my pet cheiromantist. Mr. Podgers, this is the Duchess of
Paisley, and if you say that she has a larger mountain of the moon than I have, I will never believe in



you again.”
“I am sure, Gladys, there is nothing of the kind in my hand,” said the Duchess gravely.

“Your Grace is quite right,” said Mr. Podgers, glancing at the little fat hand with its short square
fingers, “the mountain of the moon is not developed. The line of life, however, is excellent. Kindly
bend the wrist. Thank you. Three distinct lines on the rascette! You will live to a great age, Duchess,
and be extremely happy. Ambition —very moderate, line of intellect not exaggerated, line of heart—"

“Now, do be indiscreet, Mr. Podgers,” cried Lady Windermere.

“Nothing would give me greater pleasure,” said Mr. Podgers, bowing, “if the Duchess ever had
been, but [ am sorry to say that I see great permanence of affection, combined with a strong sense of
duty.”

“Pray go on, Mr. Podgers,” said the Duchess, looking quite pleased.

“Economy is not the least of your Grace’s virtues,” continued Mr. Podgers, and Lady Windermere
went off into fits of laughter.

“Economy is a very good thing,” remarked the Duchess complacently; ‘when I married Paisley he
had eleven castles, and not a single house fit to live in.”

“And now he has twelve houses, and not a single castle,” cried Lady Windermere.

“Well, my dear,” said the Duchess, “I like.”

“Comfort,” said Mr. Podgers, “and modern improvements, and hot water laid on in every bedroom.
Your Grace is quite right. Comfort is the only thing our civilisation can give us.”

“You have told the Duchess’s character admirably, Mr. Podgers, and now you must tell Lady
Flora’s”; and in answer to a nod from the smiling hostess, a tall girl, with sandy Scotch hair, and high
shoulder-blades, stepped awkwardly from behind the sofa, and held out a long, bony hand with
spatulate fingers.

“Ah, a pianist! I see,” said Mr. Podgers, “an excellent pianist, but perhaps hardly a musician. Very
reserved, very honest, and with a great love of animals.”

“Quite true!” exclaimed the Duchess, turning to Lady Windermere, “absolutely true! Flora keeps
two dozen collie dogs at Macloskie, and would turn our town house into a menagerie if her father
would let her.”

“Well, that 1s just what I do with my house every Thursday evening,” cried Lady Windermere,
laughing, “only I like lions better than collie dogs.”

“Your one mistake, Lady Windermere,” said Mr. Podgers, with a pompous bow.

“If a woman can’t make her mistakes charming, she is only a female,” was the answer. ‘But you
must read some more hands for us. Come, Sir Thomas, show Mr. Podgers yours’; and a genial-
looking old gentleman, in a white waistcoat, came forward, and held out a thick rugged hand, with a
very long third finger.



“An adventurous nature; four long voyages in the past, and one to come. Been ship-wrecked three
times. No, only twice, but in danger of a shipwreck your next journey. A strong Conservative, very
punctual, and with a passion for collecting curiosities. Had a severe illness between the ages sixteen
and eighteen. Was left a fortune when about thirty. Great aversion to cats and Radicals.”

“Extraordinary!” exclaimed Sir Thomas; “you must really tell my wife’s hand, too.” “Your second
wife’s,” said Mr. Podgers quietly, still keeping Sir Thomas’s hand in his. “Your second wife’s. I
shall be charmed”; but Lady Marvel, a melancholy-looking woman, with brown hair and sentimental
eyelashes, entirely declined to have her past or her future exposed; and nothing that Lady Windermere
could do would induce Monsieur de Koloff, the Russian Ambassador, even to take his gloves off. In
fact, many people seemed afraid to face the odd little man with his stereotyped smile, his gold
spectacles, and his bright, beady eyes; and when he told poor Lady Fermor, right out before every
one, that she did not care a bit for music, but was extremely fond of musicians, it was generally felt
that cheiromancy was a most dangerous science, and one that ought not to be encouraged, except in a
tete-a-tete 12

Lord Arthur Savile, however, who did not know anything about Lady Fermor’s unfortunate story,
and who had been watching Mr. Podgers with a great deal of interest, was filled with an immense
curiosity to have his own hand read, and feeling somewhat shy about putting himself forward, crossed
over the room to where Lady Windermere was sitting, and, with a charming blush, asked her if she
thought Mr. Podgers would mind.

“Of course, he won’t mind,” said Lady Windermere, “that is what he is here for. All my lions, Lord
Arthur, are performing lions, and jump through hoops whenever I ask them. But I must warn you
beforehand that I shall tell Sybil everything. She is coming to lunch with me to-morrow, to talk about
bonnets, and if Mr. Podgers finds out that you have a bad temper, or a tendency to gout, or a wife
living in Bayswater, I shall certainly let her know all about it.”

Lord Arthur smiled, and shook his head. “I am not afraid,” he answered. “Sybil knows me as well
as | know her.”

“Ah! T am a little sorry to hear you say that. The proper basis for marriage is a mutual
misunderstanding. No, I am not at all cynical, I have merely got experience, which, however, is very
much the same thing. Mr. Podgers, Lord Arthur Savile is dying to have his hand read. Don’t tell him
that he 1s engaged to one of the most beautiful girls in London, because that appeared in the Morning
Post a month ago.”

“Dear Lady Windermere,” cried the Marchioness of Jedburgh, “do let Mr. Podgers stay here a little
longer. He has just told me I should go on the stage, and I am so interested.”

“If he has told you that, Lady Jedburgh, I shall certainly take him away. Come over at once, Mr.
Podgers, and read Lord Arthur’s hand.”

“Well,” said Lady Jedburgh, making a little mouel3. as she rose from the sofa, “if I am not to be
allowed to go on the stage, I must be allowed to be part of the audience at any rate.”

“Of course; we are all going to be part of the audience,” said Lady Windermere; “and now, Mr.
Podgers, be sure and tell us something nice. Lord Arthur is one of my special favourites.”



But when Mr. Podgers saw Lord Arthur’s hand he grew curiously pale, and said nothing. A shudder
seemed to pass through him, and his great bushy eyebrows twitched convulsively, in an odd, irritating
way they had when he was puzzled. Then some huge beads of perspiration broke out on his yellow
forehead, like a poisonous dew, and his fat fingers grew cold and clammy.

Lord Arthur did not fail to notice these strange signs of agitation, and, for the first time in his life, he
himself felt fear. His impulse was to rush from the room, but he restrained himself. It was better to
know the worst, whatever it was, than to be left in this hideous uncertainty.

“I am waiting, Mr. Podgers,” he said.

“We are all waiting,” cried Lady Windermere, in her quick, impatient manner, but the cheiromantist
made no reply.

“I believe Arthur is going on the stage,” said Lady Jedburgh, “and that, after your scolding, Mr.
Podgers is afraid to tell him so.”

Suddenly Mr. Podgers dropped Lord Arthur’s right hand, and seized hold of his left, bending down
so low to examine it that the gold rims of his spectacles seemed almost to touch the palm. For a
moment his face became a white mask of horror, but he soon recovered his sang-froid, and looking
up at Lady Windermere, said with a forced smile, “It is the hand of a charming young man.

“Of course it is!” answered Lady Windermere, “but will he be a charming husband? That is what I
want to know.”

“All charming young men are,” said Mr. Podgers.

“I don’t think a husband should be too fascinating,” murmured Lady Jedburgh pensively, “it is so
dangerous.”

“My dear child, they never are too fascinating,” cried Lady Windermere. “But what I want are
details. Details are the only things that interest. What is going to happen to Lord Arthur?”

“Well, within the next few months Lord Arthur will go a voyage.”

“Oh yes, his honeymoon, of course!”

“And lose a relative.”

“Not his sister, I hope?” said Lady Jedburgh, in a piteous tone of voice.

“Certainly not his sister,” answered Mr. Podgers, with a deprecating wave of the hand, “a distant
relative merely.”

“Well, I am dreadfully disappointed,” said Lady Windermere. “I have absolutely nothing to tell
Sybil tomorrow. No one cares about distant relatives nowadays. They went out of fashion years ago.
However, I suppose she had better have a black silk by her; it always does for church, you know. And
now let us go to supper. They are sure to have eaten everything up, but we may find some hot soup.
Francois used to make excellent soup once, but he 1s so agitated about politics at present, that [ never
feel quite certain about him. I do wish General Boulanger would keep quiet. Duchess, I am sure you
are tired?”



“Not at all, dear Gladys,” answered the Duchess, waddling towards the door. “I have enjoyed
myself immensely, and the cheiropodist, I mean the cheiromantist, is most interesting. Flora, where
can my tortoise-shell fan be? Oh, thank you, Sir Thomas, so much. And my lace shawl, Flora? Oh,
thank you, Sir Thomas, very kind, I’'m sure”; and the worthy creature finally managed to get
downstairs without dropping her scent-bottle more than twice.

All this time Lord Arthur Savile had remained standing by the fireplace, with the same feeling of
dread over him, the same sickening sense of coming evil. He smiled sadly at his sister, as she swept
past him on Lord Plymdale’s arm, looking lovely in her pink brocade and pearls, and he hardly heard
Lady Windermere when she called to him to follow her. He thought of Sybil Merton, and the idea that
anything could come between them made his eyes dim with tears.

Looking at him, one would have said that Nemesis had stolen the shield of Pallas, and shown him
the Gorgon’s head. He seemed turned to stone, and his face was like marble in its melancholy. He had
lived the delicate and luxurious life of a young man of birth and fortune, a life exquisite in its freedom
from sordid care, its beautiful boyish insouciance; and whether they will appear in tragedy or in
comedy, whether they now for the first time he became conscious of the terrible mystery of Destiny,
of the awful meaning of Doom.

How mad and monstrous it all seemed! Could it be that written on his hand, in characters that he
could not read himself, but that another could decipher, was some fearful secret of sin, some blood-
red sign of crime? Was there no escape possible? Were we no better than chessmen, moved by an
unseen power, vessels the potter fashions at his fancy, for honour or for shame? His reason revolted
against it, and yet he felt that some tragedy was hanging over him, and that he had been suddenly
called upon to bear an intolerable burden. Actors are so fortunate. They can choose will suffer or
make merry, laugh or shed tears. But in real life it 1s different. Most men and women are forced to
perform parts for which they have no qualifications. Our Guildensterns play Hamlet for us, and our
Hamlets have to jest like Prince Hal. The world is a stage, but the play is badly cast.

Suddenly Mr. Podgers entered the room. When he saw Lord Arthur he started, and his coarse, fat
face became a sort of greenish-yellow colour. The two men’s eyes met, and for a moment there was
silence.

“The Duchess has left one of her gloves here, Lord Arthur, and has asked me to bring it to her,” said
Mr. Podgers finally. “Ah, I see it on the sofa! Good evening.”

“Mr. Podgers, I must insist on your giving me a straightforward answer to a question I am going to
put to you.”

“Another time, Lord Arthur, but the Duchess is anxious. I am afraid [ must go.”
“You shall not go. The Duchess is in no hurry.”

“Ladies should not be kept waiting, Lord Arthur,” said Mr. Podgers, with his sickly smile. “The fair
sex is apt to be impatient.”

Lord Arthur’s finely-chiselled lips curled in petulant disdain. The poor Duchess seemed to him of
very little importance at that moment. He walked across the room to where Mr. Podgers was standing,
and held his hand out.



“Tell me what you saw there,” he said. “Tell me the truth. I must know it. I am not a child.”

Mr. Podgers’s eyes blinked behind his gold-rimmed spectacles, and he moved uneasily from one
foot to the other, while his fingers played nervously with a flash watch-chain.

“What makes you think that I saw anything in your hand, Lord Arthur, more than I told you?”

“I know you did, and I insist on your telling me what it was. I will pay you. I will give you a cheque
for a hundred pounds.”

The green eyes flashed for a moment, and then became dull again.
“Guineas?” said Mr. Podgers at last, in a low voice.
“Certainly. I will send you a cheque tomorrow. What is your club?”

“I have no club. That is to say, not just at present. My address is ...but allow me to give you my
card”; and producing a bit of gilt-edge pasteboard from his waistcoat pocket, Mr. Podgers handed it,
with a low bow, to Lord Arthur, who read on it, ‘Mr. Septimus R. Podgers, Professional
Cheiromantist, 103a West Moon Street’.

“My hours are from ten to four,” murmured Mr. Podgers mechanically, “and I make a reduction for
families.”

“Be quick,” cried Lord Arthur, looking very pale, and holding his hand out.

Mr. Podgers glanced nervously round, and drew the heavy portiere across the door.

“It will take a little time, Lord Arthur, you had better sit down.”

“Be quick, sir,” cried Lord Arthur again, stamping his foot angrily on the polished floor.

Mr. Podgers smiled, drew from his breast-pocket a small magnifying glass, and wiped it carefully
with his handkerchief

“I am quite ready,” he said.
I

Ten minutes later, with face blanched by terror, and eyes wild with grief, Lord Arthur Savile rushed
from Bentinck House, crushing his way through the crowd of fur-coated footmen that stood round the
large striped awning, and seeming not to see or hear anything. The night was bitter cold, and the gas-
lamps round the square flared and flickered in the keen wind; but his hands were hot with fever, and
his forehead burned like fire. On and on he went, almost with the gait of a drunken man. A policeman
looked curiously at him as he passed, and a beggar, who slouched from an archway to ask for alms,
grew frightened, seeing misery greater than his own. Once he stopped under a lamp, and looked at his
hands. He thought he could detect the stain of blood already upon them, and a faint cry broke from his
trembling lips.

Murder! That is what the cheiromantist had seen there. Murder! The very night seemed to know it,
and the desolate wind to howl it in his ear. The dark corners of the streets were full of it. It grinned at



him from the roofs of the houses.

First he came to the Park, whose sombre woodland seemed to fascinate him. He leaned wearily up
against the railings, cooling his brow against the wet metal, and listening to the tremulous silence of
the trees. “Murder! Murder!” he kept repeating, as though iteration could dim the horror of the word.
The sound of his own voice made him shudder, yet he almost hoped that Echo might hear him, and
wake the slumbering city from its dreams. He felt a mad desire to stop the casual passer-by, and tell
him everything.

Then he wandered across Oxford Street into narrow, shameful alleys. Two women with painted
faces mocked at him as he went by. From a dark courtyard came a sound of oaths and blows,
followed by shrill screams, and, huddled upon a damp door-step, he saw the crook-backed forms of
poverty and eld. A strange pity came over him. Were these children of sin and misery predestined to
their end, as he to his? Were they, like him, merely the puppets of a monstrous show?

And yet it was not the mystery, but the comedy of suffering that struck him; its absolute uselessness,
its grotesque want of meaning. How incoherent everything seemed! How lacking in all harmony! He
was amazed at the discord between the shallow optimism of the day, and the real facts of existence.
He was still very young.

After a time he found himself in front of Marylebone Church. The silent roadway looked like a long
riband of polished silver, flecked here and there by the dark arabesques of waving shadows. Far into
the distance curved the line of flickering gas-lamps, and outside a little walled-in house stood a
solitary hansom, the driver asleep inside. He walked hastily in the direction of Portland Place, now
and then looking round, as though he feared that he was being followed. At the corner of Rich Street
stood two men, reading a small bill upon a hoarding. An odd feeling of curiosity stirred him, and he
crossed over. As he came near, the word ‘Murder,” printed in black letters, met his eye. He started,
and a deep flush came into his cheek. It was an advertisement offering a reward for any information
leading to the arrest of a man of medium height, between thirty and forty years of age, wearing a billy-
cock hat, a black coat, and check trousers, and with a scar upon his right cheek. He read it over and
over again, and wondered if the wretched man would be caught, and how he had been scarred.
Perhaps, some day, his own name might be placarded on the walls of London. Some day, perhaps, a
price would be set on his head also.

The thought made him sick with horror. He turned on his heel, and hurried on into the night.

Where he went he hardly knew. He had a dim memory of wandering through a labyrinth of sordid
houses, of being lost in a giant web of sombre streets, and it was bright dawn when he found himselt
at last in Piccadilly Circus. As he strolled home towards Belgrave Square, he met the great waggons
on their way to Covent Garden. The white-smocked carters, with their pleasant sunburnt faces and
coarse curly hair, strode sturdily on, cracking their whips, and calling out now and then to each other;
on the back of a huge grey horse, the leader of a jangling team, sat a chubby boy, with a bunch of
primroses in his battered hat, keeping tight hold of the mane with his little hands, and laughing; and
the great piles of vegetables looked like masses of jade against the morning sky, like masses of green
jade against the pink petals of some marvellous rose. Lord Arthur felt curiously affected, he could not
tell why. There was something in the dawn’s delicate loveliness that seemed to him inexpressibly
pathetic, and he thought of all the days that break in beauty, and that set in storm. These rustics, too,



with their rough, good-humoured voices, and their nonchalant ways, what a strange London they saw!
A London free from the sin of night and the smoke of day, a pallid, ghost-like city, a desolate town of
tombs! He wondered what they thought of it, and whether they knew anything of its splendour and its
shame, of its fierce, fiery-coloured joys, and its horrible hunger, of all it makes and mars from morn
to eve. Probably it was to them merely a mart where they brought their fruits to sell, and where they
tarried for a few hours at most, leaving the streets still silent, the houses still asleep. It gave him
pleasure to watch them as they went by. Rude as they were, with their heavy, hob-nailed shoes, and
their awkward gait, they brought a little of a ready with them. He felt that they had lived with Nature,
and that she had taught them peace. He envied them all that they did not know. By the time he had
reached Belgrave Square the sky was a faint blue, and the birds were beginning to twitter in the
gardens.

I

When Lord Arthur woke it was twelve o’clock, and the midday sun was streaming through the
ivory-silk curtains of his room. He got up and looked out of the window. A dim haze of heat was
hanging over the great city, and the roofs of the houses were like dull silver. In the flickering green of
the square below some children were flitting about like white butterflies, and the pavement was
crowded with people on their way to the Park. Never had life seemed lovelier to him, never had the
things of evil seemed more remote.

Then his valet brought him a cup of chocolate on a tray. After he had drunk it, he drew aside a
heavy portiere of peach-coloured plush, and passed into the bathroom. The light stole softly from
above, through thin slabs of transparent onyx, and the water in the marble tank glimmered like a
moonstone. He plunged hastily in, till the cool ripples touched throat and hair, and then dipped his
head right under, as though he would have wiped away the stain of some shameful memory. When he
stepped out he felt almost at peace. The exquisite physical conditions of the moment had dominated
him, as indeed often happens in the case of very finely-wrought natures, for the senses, like fire, can
purify as well as destroy.

After breakfast, he flung himself down on a divan, and lit a cigarette. On the mantel-shelf, framed in
dainty old brocade, stood a large photograph of Sybil Merton, as he had seen her first at Lady Noel’s
ball. The small, exquisitely-shaped head drooped slightly to one side, as though the thin, reed-like
throat could hardly bear the burden of so much beauty; the lips were slightly parted, and seemed made
for sweet music; and all the tender purity of girlhood looked out in wonder from the dreaming eyes.
With her soft, clinging dress of crepe-de-chine, and her large leaf-shaped fan, she looked like one of
those delicate little figures men find in the olive-woods near Tanagra; and there was a touch of Greek
grace in her pose and attitude. Yet she was not petite. She was simply perfectly proportioned—a rare
thing in an age when so many women are either over life-size or insig-nificant.

Now as Lord Arthur looked at her, he was filled with the terrible pity that is born of love. He felt
that to marry her, with the doom of murder hanging over his head, would be a betrayal like that of
Judas, a sin worse than any the Borgia had ever dreamed of. What happiness could there be for them,
when at any moment he might be called upon to carry out the awful prophecy written in his hand?
What manner of life would be theirs while Fate still held this fearful fortune in the scales? The
marriage must be postponed, at all costs. Of this he was quite resolved. Ardently though he loved the



girl, and the mere touch of her fingers, when they sat together, made each nerve of his body thrill with
exquisite joy, he recognised none the less clearly where his duty lay, and was fully conscious of the
fact that he had no right to marry until he had committed the murder. This done, he could stand before
the altar with Sybil Merton, and give his life into her hands without terror of wrongdoing. This done,
he could take her to his arms, knowing that she would never have to blush for him, never have to hang
her head in shame. But done 1t must be first; and the sooner the better for both.

Many men in his position would have preferred the primrose path of dalliance to the steep heights
of duty; but Lord Arthur was too conscientious to set pleasure above principle. There was more than
mere passion in his love; and Sybil was to him a symbol of all that is good and noble. For a moment
he had a natural repugnance against what he was asked to do, but it soon passed away. His heart told
him that it was not a sin, but a sacrifice; his reason reminded him that there was no other course open.
He had to choose between living for himself and living for others, and terrible though the task laid
upon him undoubtedly was, yet he knew that he must not suffer selfishness to triumph over love.
Sooner or later we are all called upon to decide on the same issue—of us all, the same question is
asked. To Lord Arthur it came early in life—before his nature had been spoiled by the calculating
cynicism of middle-age, or his heart corroded by the shallow, fashionable egotism of our day, and he
felt no hesitation about doing his duty. Fortunately also, for him, he was no mere dreamer, or idle
dilettante. Had he been so, he would have hesitated, like Hamlet, and let irresolution mar his purpose.
But he was essentially practical. Life to him meant action, rather than thought. He had that rarest of all
things, common sense.

The wild, turbid feelings of the previous night had by this time completely passed away, and it was
almost with a sense of shame that he looked back upon his mad wanderings from street to street, his
fierce emotional agony. The very sincerity of his sufferings made them seem unreal to him now. He
wondered how he could have been so foolish as to rant and rave about the inevitable. The only
question that seemed to trouble him was, whom to make away with; for he was not blind to the fact
that murder, like the religions of the Pagan world, requires a victim as well as a priest. Not being a
genius, he had no enemies, and indeed he felt that this was not the time for the gratification of any
personal pique or dislike, the mission in which he was engaged being one of great and grave
solemnity. He accordingly made out a list of his friends and relatives on a sheet of notepaper, and
after careful consideration, decided in favour of Lady Clementina Beauchamp, a dear old lady who
lived in Curzon Street, and was his own second cousin by his mother’s side. He had always been
very fond of Lady Clem, as every one called her, and as he was very wealthy himself, having come
into all Lord Rugby’s property when he came of age, there was no possibility of his deriving any
vulgar monetary advantage by her death. In fact, the more he thought over the matter, the more she
seemed to him to be just the right person, and, feeling that any delay would be unfair to Sybil, he
determined to make his arrangements at once.

The first thing to be done was, of course, to settle with the cheiromantist; so he sat down at a small
Sheraton writing-table that stood near the window, drew a cheque for 105 pounds, payable to the
order of Mr. Septimus Podgers, and, enclosing it in an envelope, told his valet to take it to West
Moon Street. He then telephoned to the stables for his hansom, and dressed to go out. As he was
leaving the room he looked back at Sybil Merton’s photograph, and swore that, come what may, he
would never let her know what he was doing for her sake, but would keep the secret of his self-
sacrifice hidden always in his heart.



On his way to the Buckingham, he stopped at a florist’s, and sent Sybil a beautiful basket of
narcissus, with lovely white petals and staring pheasants’ eyes, and on arriving at the club, went
straight to the library, rang the bell, and ordered the waiter to bring him a lemon-and-soda, and a
book on Toxicology. He had fully decided that poison was the best means to adopt in this
troublesome business. Anything like personal violence was extremely distasteful to him, and besides,
he was very anxious not to murder Lady Clementina in any way that might attract public attention, as
he hated the idea of being lionised at Lady Windermere’s, or seeing his name figuring in the
paragraphs of vulgar society—newspapers. He had also to think of Sybil’s father and mother, who
were rather old-fashioned people, and might possibly object to the marriage if there was anything like
a scandal, though he felt certain that if he told them the whole facts of the case they would be the very
first to appreciate the motives that had actuated him. He had every reason, then, to decide in favour of
poison. It was safe, sure, and quiet, and did away with any necessity for painful scenes, to which, like
most Englishmen, he had a rooted objection.

Of the science of poisons, however, he knew absolutely nothing, and as the waiter seemed quite
unable to find anything in the library but Ruft’s Guide and Bailey’s Magazine, he examined the book-
shelves himself, and finally came across a handsomely-bound edition of the Pharmacopoeia, and a
copy of Erskine’s Toxicology, edited by Sir Mathew Reid, the President of the Royal College of
Physicians, and one of the oldest members of the Buckingham, having been elected in mistake for
somebody else; a contretemps that so enraged the Committee, that when the real man came up they
black-balled him unanimously. Lord Arthur was a good deal puzzled at the technical terms used in
both books, and had begun to regret that he had not paid more attention to his classics at Oxford, when
in the second volume of Erskine, he found a very interesting and complete account of the properties of
aconitine, written in fairly clear English. It seemed to him to be exactly the poison he wanted. It was
swift —indeed, almost immediate, in its effect— perfectly painless, and when taken in the form of a
gelatine capsule, the mode recommended by Sir Mathew, not by any means unpalatable. He
accordingly made a note, upon his shirt-cuff, of the amount necessary for a fatal dose, put the books
back in their places, and strolled up St. James’s Street, to Pestle and Humbey’s, the great chemists.
Mr. Pestle, who always attended personally on the aristocracy, was a good deal surprised at the
order, and in a very deferential manner murmured something about a medical certificate being
necessary. However, as soon as Lord Arthur explained to him that it was for a large Norwegian
mastiff that he was obliged to get rid of, as it showed signs of incipient rabies, and had already bitten
the coachman twice in the calf of the leg, he expressed himself as being perfectly satisfied,
complimented Lord Arthur on his wonderful knowledge of Toxicology, and had the prescription made
up immediately.

Lord Arthur put the capsule into a pretty little silver bonbonniere that he saw in a shop window in
Bond Street, threw away Pestle and Hambey’s ugly pill-box, and drove off at once to Lady
Clementina’s.

“Well, monsieur le mauvais sujet,”# cried the old lady, as he entered the room, “why haven’t you
been to see me all this time?”

“My dear Lady Clem, I never have a moment to myself,” said Lord Arthur, smiling.

“I suppose you mean that you go about all day long with Miss Sybil Merton, buying chiffons and
talking nonsense? I cannot understand why people make such a fuss about being married. In my day



we never dreamed of billing and cooing in public, or in private for that matter.”

“I assure you I have not seen Sybil for twenty-four hours, Lady Clem. As far as I can make out, she
belongs entirely to her milliners.”

“Of course; that 1s the only reason you come to see an ugly old woman like myself. I wonder you

men don’t take warning. On a fait des folies pour moi,’>L and here I am, a poor rheumatic creature,
with a false front and a bad temper. Why, if it were not for dear Lady Jansen, who sends me all the
worst French novels she can find, I don’t think I could get through the day. Doctors are no use at all,
except to get fees out of one. They can’t even cure my heartburn.”

“I have brought you a cure for that, Lady Clem,” said Lord Arthur gravely. ‘It is a wonderful thing,
invented by an American.”

“I don’t think I like American inventions, Arthur. I am quite sure I don’t. I read some American
novels lately, and they were quite nonsensical.”

“Oh, but there 1s no nonsense at all about this, Lady Clem! I assure you it is a perfect cure. You must
promise to try it”’; and Lord Arthur brought the little box out of his pocket, and handed it to her.

“Well, the box is charming, Arthur. Is it really a present? That is very sweet of you. And is this the
wonderful medicine? It looks like a bonbon. I’1l take it at once.”

“Good heavens! Lady Clem,” cried Lord Arthur, catching hold of her hand, “you mustn’t do
anything of the kind. It is a homoeopathic medicine, and if you take it without having heartburn, it
might do you no end of harm. Wait till you have an attack, and take it then. You will be astonished at
the result.”

“I should like to take it now,” said Lady Clementina, holding up to the light the little transparent
capsule, with its floating bubble of liquid aconitine. “I am sure it is delicious. The fact is that, though
I hate doctors, I love medicines. However, I’ll keep it till my next attack.”

“And when will that be?” asked Lord Arthur eagerly. “Will it be soon?”
“I hope not for a week. I had a very bad time yesterday morning with it. But one never knows.”
“You are sure to have one before the end of the month then, Lady Clem?”

“I am afraid so. But how sympathetic you are today, Arthur! Really, Sybil has done you a great deal
of good. And now you must run away, for I am dining with some very dull people, who won’t talk
scandal, and I know that if I don’t get my sleep now I shall never be able to keep awake during
dinner. Good-bye, Arthur, give my love to Sybil, and thank you so much for the American medicine.”

“You won’t forget to take it, Lady Clem, will you?” said Lord Arthur, rising from his seat.

“Of course I won’t, you silly boy. I think it is most kind of you to think of me, and I shall write and
tell you if [ want any more.”

Lord Arthur left the house in high spirits, and with a feeling of immense relief.
That night he had an interview with Sybil Merton. He told her how he had been suddenly placed in



a position of terrible difficulty, from which neither honour nor duty would allow him to recede. He
told her that the marriage must be put off for the present, as until he had got rid of his fearful
entanglements, he was not a free man. He implored her to trust him, and not to have any doubts about
the future. Everything would come right, but patience was necessary.

The scene took place in the conservatory of Mr. Merton’s house, in Park Lane, where Lord Arthur
had dined as usual. Sybil had never seemed more happy, and for a moment Lord Arthur had been
tempted to play the coward’s part, to write to Lady Clementina for the pill, and to let the marriage go
on as if there was no such person as Mr. Podgers in the world. His better nature, however, soon
asserted itself, and even when Sybil flung herself weeping into his arms, he did not falter. The beauty
that stirred his senses had touched his conscience also. He felt that to wreck so fair a life for the sake
of a few months’ pleasure would be a wrong thing to do. He stayed with Sybil till nearly midnight,
comforting her and being comforted in turn, and early the next morning he left for Venice, after writing
a manly, firm letter to Mr. Merton about the necessary postponement of the marriage.

IV

In Venice he met his brother, Lord Surbiton, who happened to have come over from Corfu in his
yacht. The two young men spent a delightful fortnight together. In the morning they rode on the Lido,
or glided up and down the green canals in their long black gondola; in the afternoon they usually
entertained visitors on the yacht; and in the evening they dined at Florian’s, and smoked innumerable
cigarettes on the Piazza. Yet somehow Lord Arthur was not happy. Every day he studied the obituary
column in the Times, expecting to see a notice of Lady Clementina’s death, but every day he was
disappointed. He began to be afraid that some accident had happened to her, and often regretted that
he had prevented her taking the aconitine when she had been so anxious to try its effect. Sybil’s
letters, too, though full of love, and trust, and tenderness, were often very sad in their tone, and
sometimes he used to think that he was parted from her for ever.

After a fortnight Lord Surbiton got bored with Venice, and determined to run down the coast to
Ravenna, as he heard that there was some capital cock-shooting in the Pinetum. Lord Arthur at first
refused absolutely to come, but Surbiton, of whom he was extremely fond, finally persuaded him that
if he stayed at Danieli’s by himself he would be moped to death, and on the morning of the 15th they
started, with a strong nor’-east wind blowing, and a rather choppy sea. The sport was excellent, and
the free, open-air life brought the colour back to Lord Arthur’s cheek, but about the 22nd he became
anxious about Lady Clementina, and, in spite of Surbiton’s remonstrances, came back to Venice by
train.

As he stepped out of his gondola on to the hotel steps, the proprietor came forward to meet him with
a sheaf of telegrams. Lord Arthur snatched them out of his hand, and tore them open. Everything had
been successful. Lady Clementina had died quite suddenly on the night of the 17th!

His first thought was for Sybil, and he sent her off a telegram announcing his immediate return to
London. He then ordered his valet to pack his things for the night mail, sent his gondoliers about five
times their proper fare, and ran up to his sitting-room with a light step and a buoyant heart. There he
found three letters waiting for him. One was from Sybil herself, full of sympathy and condolence. The
others were from his mother, and from Lady Clementina’s solicitor. It seemed that the old lady had
dined with the Duchess that very night, had delighted every one by her wit and esprit, but had gone



home somewhat early, complaining of heartburn. In the morning she was found dead in her bed,
having apparently suffered no pain. Sir Mathew Reid had been sent for at once, but, of course, there
was nothing to be done, and she was to be buried on the 22nd at Beauchamp Chalcote. A few days
before she died she had made her will, and left Lord Arthur her little house in Curzon Street, and all
her furniture, personal effects, and pictures, with the exception of her collection of miniatures, which
was to go to her sister, Lady Margaret Rufford, and her amethyst necklace, which Sybil Merton was
to have. The property was not of much value; but Mr. Mansfield, the solicitor, was extremely anxious
for Lord Arthur to return at once, if possible, as there were a great many bills to be paid, and Lady
Clementina had never kept any regular accounts.

Lord Arthur was very much touched by Lady Clementina’s kind remembrance of him, and felt that
Mr. Podgers had a great deal to answer for. His love of Sybil, however, dominated every other
emotion, and the consciousness that he had done his duty gave him peace and comfort. When he
arrived at Charing Cross, he felt perfectly happy.

The Mertons received him very kindly. Sybil made him promise that he would never again allow
anything to come between them, and the marriage was fixed for the 7th June. Life seemed to him once
more bright and beautiful, and all his old gladness came back to him again.

One day, however, as he was going over the house in Curzon Street, in company with Lady
Clementina’s solicitor and Sybil herself, burning packages of faded letters, and turning out drawers of
odd rubbish, the young girl suddenly gave a little cry of delight.

“What have you found, Sybil?” said Lord Arthur, looking up from his work, and smiling.

“This lovely little silver bonbonniere, Arthur. Isn’t it quaint and Dutch? Do give it to me! I know
amethysts won’t become me till I am over eighty.”

It was the box that had held the aconitine.

Lord Arthur started, and a faint blush came into his cheek. He had almost entirely forgotten what he
had done, and it seemed to him a curious coincidence that Sybil, for whose sake he had gone through
all that terrible anxiety, should have been the first to remind him of it.

“Of course you can have it, Sybil. I gave it to poor Lady Clem myself.”

“Oh! thank you, Arthur; and may I have the bonbon too? I had no notion that Lady Clementina liked
sweets. | thought she was far too intellectual.”

Lord Arthur grew deadly pale, and a horrible idea crossed his mind.
“Bonbon, Sybil? What do you mean?” he said in a slow, hoarse voice.

“There 1s one in it, that is all. It looks quite old and dusty, and I have not the slightest intention of
eating it. What is the matter, Arthur? How white you look!”

Lord Arthur rushed across the room, and seized the box. Inside it was the amber-coloured capsule,
with its poison-bubble. Lady Clementina had died a natural death after all!

The shock of the discovery was almost too much for him. He flung the capsule into the fire, and sank



on the sofa with a cry of despair.
\Y%

Mr. Merton was a good deal distressed at the second postponement of the marriage, and Lady Julia,
who had already ordered her dress for the wedding, did all in her power to make Sybil break off the
match. Dearly, however, as Sybil loved her mother, she had given her whole life into Lord Arthur’s
hands, and nothing that Lady Julia could say could make her waver in her faith. As for Lord Arthur
himself, it took him days to get over his terrible disappointment, and for a time his nerves were
completely unstrung. His excellent common sense, however, soon asserted itself, and his sound,
practical mind did not leave him long in doubt about what to do. Poison having proved a complete
failure, dynamite, or some other form of explosive, was obviously the proper thing to try.

He accordingly looked again over the list of his friends and relatives, and, after careful
consideration, determined to blow up his uncle, the Dean of Chichester. The Dean, who was a man of
great culture and learning, was extremely fond of clocks, and had a wonderful collection of
timepieces, ranging from the fifteenth century to the present day, and it seemed to Lord Arthur that this
hobby of the good Dean’s offered him an excellent opportunity for carrying out his scheme. Where to
procure an explosive machine was, of course, quite another matter. The London Directory gave him
no information on the point, and he felt that there was very little use in going to Scotland Yard about
it, as they never seemed to know anything about the movements of the dynamite faction till after an
explosion had taken place, and not much even then.

Suddenly he thought of his friend Rouvaloff, a young Russian of very revolutionary tendencies,
whom he had met at Lady Windermere’s in the winter. Count Rouvaloff was supposed to be writing a
life of Peter the Great, and to have come over to England for the purpose of studying the documents
relating to that Tsar’s residence in this country as a ship carpenter; but it was generally suspected that
he was a Nihilist agent, and there was no doubt that the Russian Embassy did not look with any favour
upon his presence in London. Lord Arthur felt that he was just the man for his purpose, and drove
down one morning to his lodgings in Bloomsbury, to ask his advice and assistance.

“So you are taking up politics seriously?” said Count Rouvaloff, when Lord Arthur had told him the
object of his mission; but Lord Arthur, who hated swagger of any kind, felt bound to admit to him that
he had not the slightest interest in social questions, and simply wanted the explosive machine for a
purely family matter, in which no one was concerned but himself.

Count Rouvaloff looked at him for some moments in amazement, and then seeing that he was quite
serious, wrote an address on a piece of paper, initialled it, and handed it to him across the table.

“Scotland Yard would give a good deal to know this address, my dear fellow.”

“They shan’t have it,” cried Lord Arthur, laughing; and after shaking the young Russian warmly by
the hand he ran downstairs, examined the paper, and told the coachman to drive to Soho Square.

There he dismissed him, and strolled down Greek Street, till he came to a place called Bayle’s

Court. He passed under the archway, and found himselfin a curious cul-de-sac,'%! that was apparently
occupied by a French Laundry, as a perfect network of clothes-lines was stretched across from house
to house, and there was a flutter of white linen in the morning air. He walked right to the end, and



knocked at a little green house. After some delay, during which every window in the court became a
blurred mass of peering faces, the door was opened by a rather rough-looking foreigner, who asked
him in very bad English what his business was. Lord Arthur handed him the paper Count Rouvaloff
had given him. When the man saw it he bowed, and invited Lord Arthur into a very shabby front
parlour on the ground floor, and in a few moments Herr Winckelkopf, as he was called in England,
bustled into the room, with a very wine-stained napkin round his neck, and a fork in his left hand.

“Count Rouvaloff has given me an introduction to you,” said Lord Arthur, bowing, “and I am
anxious to have a short interview with you on a matter of business. My name is Smith, Mr. Robert
Smith, and I want you to supply me with an explosive clock.”

“Charmed to meet you, Lord Arthur,” said the genial little German, laughing. “Don’t look so
alarmed, it is my duty to know everybody, and I remember seeing you one evening at Lady
Windermere’s. 1 hope her ladyship 1s quite well. Do you mind sitting with me while I finish my
breakfast? There is an excellent pate, and my friends are kind enough to say that my Rhine wine is
better than any they get at the German Embassy,” and before Lord Arthur had got over his surprise at
being recognised, he found himself seated in the back-room, sipping the most delicious Marcobrunner
out of a pale yellow hock-glass marked with the Imperial monogram, and chatting in the friendliest
manner possible to the famous conspirator.

“Explosive clocks,” said Herr Winckelkopf, “are not very good things for foreign exportation, as,
even if they succeed in passing the Custom House, the train service is so irregular, that they usually go
off before they have reached their proper destination. If, however, you want one for home use, I can
supply you with an excellent article, and guarantee that you will he satisfied with the result. May I ask
for whom it is intended? If it is for the police, or for any one connected with Scotland Yard, I am
afraid I cannot do anything for you. The English detectives are really our best friends, and I have
always found that by relying on their stupidity, we can do exactly what we like. I could not spare one
of them.”

“I assure you,” said Lord Arthur, “that it has nothing to do with the police at all. In fact, the clock is
intended for the Dean of Chichester.”

“Dear me! I had no idea that you felt so strongly about religion, Lord Arthur. Few young men do
nowadays.”

“I am afraid you overrate me, Herr Winckelkopf,” said Lord Arthur, blushing. “The fact is, I really
know nothing about theology.”

“It 1s a purely private matter then?’
“Purely private.”

Herr Winckelkopf shrugged his shoulders, and left the room, returning in a few minutes with a round
cake of dynamite about the size of a penny, and a pretty little French clock, surmounted by an ormolu
figure of Liberty trampling on the hydra of Despotism.

Lord Arthur’s face brightened up when he saw it. “That is just what [ want,” he cried, “and now tell
me how it goes off.”



“Ah! there i1s my secret,” answered Herr Winckelkopf, contemplating his invention with a
justifiable look of pride; “let me know when you wish it to explode, and I will set the machine to the
moment.”

“Well, today 1s Tuesday, and if you could send it off at once.”

“That 1s impossible; I have a great deal of important work on hand for some friends of mine in
Moscow. Still, I might send it off tomorrow.”

“Oh, it will be quite time enough!” said Lord Arthur politely, “if it is delivered tomorrow night or
Thursday morning. For the moment of the explosion, say Friday at noon exactly. The Dean is always
at home at that hour.”

“Friday, at noon,” repeated Herr Winckelkopf, and he made a note to that effect in a large ledger
that was lying on a bureau near the fireplace.

“And now,” said Lord Arthur, rising from his seat, “pray let me know how much I am in your debt.”

“It is such a small matter, Lord Arthur, that I do not care to make any charge. The dynamite comes to
seven and sixpence, the clock will be three pounds ten, and the carriage about five shillings. I am only
too pleased to oblige any friend of Count Rouvaloft’s.”

“But your trouble, Herr Winckelkopf?”
“Oh, that is nothing! It is a pleasure to me. I do not work for money; I live entirely for my art.”

Lord Arthur laid down 4 pounds, 2s. 6d. on the table, thanked the little German for his kindness,
and, having succeeded in declining an invitation to meet some Anarchists at a meat-tea on the

following Saturday, left the house and went off to the Park.

For the next two days he was in a state of the greatest excitement, and on Friday at twelve o’clock
he drove down to the Buckingham to wait for news. All the afternoon the stolid hall-porter kept
posting up telegrams from various parts of the country giving the results of horse-races, the verdicts in
divorce suits, the state of the weather, and the like, while the tape ticked out wearisome details about
an all-night sitting in the House of Commons, and a small panic on the Stock Exchange. At four
o’clock the evening papers came in, and Lord Arthur disappeared into the library with the Pall Mall,
the St. James’s, the Globe, and the Echo, to the immense indignation of Colonel Goodchild, who
wanted to read the reports of a speech he had delivered that morning at the Mansion House, on the
subject of South African Missions, and the advisability of having black Bishops in every province,
and for some reason or other had a strong prejudice against the Evening News.



None of the papers, however, contained even the slightest allusion to Chichester, and Lord Arthur felt
that the attempt must have failed. It was a terrible blow to him, and for a time he was quite unnerved.
Herr Winckelkopf, whom he went to see the next day was full of elaborate apologies, and offered to
supply him with another clock free of charge, or with a case of nitro-glycerine bombs at cost price.
But he had lost all faith in explosives, and Herr Winckelkopf himself acknowledged that everything is
so adulterated nowadays, that even dynamite can hardly be got in a pure condition. The little German,
however, while admitting that something must have gone wrong with the machinery, was not without
hope that the clock might still go off, and instanced the case of a barometer that he had once sent to the
military Governor at Odessa, which, though timed to explode in ten days, had not done so for
something like three months. It was quite true that when it did go off, it merely succeeded in blowing
a housemaid to atoms, the Governor having gone out of town six weeks before, but at least it showed
that dynamite, as a destructive force, was, when under the control of machinery, a powerful, though a
somewhat unpunctual agent. Lord Arthur was a little consoled by this reflection, but even here he was
destined to disappointment, for two days afterwards, as he was going upstairs, the Duchess called
him into her boudoir, and showed him a letter she had just received from the Deanery.

“Jane writes charming letters,” said the Duchess; “you must really read her last. It is quite as good
as the novels Mudie sends us.”

Lord Arthur seized the letter from her hand. It ran as follows.
“THE DEANERY, CHICHESTER,

27th May.

My Dearest Aunt,

Thank you so much for the flannel for the Dorcas Society, and also for the gingham. I quite agree
with you that it is nonsense their wanting to wear pretty things, but everybody is so Radical and
irreligious nowadays, that it 1s difficult to make them see that they should not try and dress like the
upper classes. I am sure I don’t know what we are coming to. As papa has often said in his sermons,
we live in an age of unbelief.

We have had great fun over a clock that an unknown admirer sent papa last Thursday. It arrived in a
wooden box from London, carriage paid, and papa feels it must have been sent by some one who had
read his remarkable sermon, ‘Is Licence Liberty?’ for on the top of the clock was a figure of a
woman, with what papa said was the cap of Liberty on her head. I didn’t think it very becoming
myself, but papa said it was historical, so I suppose it is all right. Parker unpacked it, and papa put it
on the mantelpiece in the library, and we were all sitting there on Friday morning, when just as the
clock struck twelve, we heard a whirring noise, a little puff of smoke came from the pedestal of the
figure, and the goddess of Liberty fell off, and broke her nose on the fender! Maria was quite alarmed,
but it looked so ridiculous, that James and I went off into fits of laughter, and even papa was amused.
When we examined it, we found it was a sort of alarum clock, and that, if you set it to a particular
hour, and put some gunpowder and a cap under a little hammer, it went off whenever you wanted.
Papa said it must not remain in the library, as it made a noise, so Reggie carried it away to the
schoolroom, and does nothing but have small explosions all day long. Do you think Arthur would like



one for a wedding present? I suppose they are quite fashionable in London. Papa says they should do
a great deal of good, as they show that Liberty can’t last, but must fall down. Papa says Liberty was
invented at the time of the French Revolution. How awful it seems!

I have now to go to the Dorcas, where I will read them your most instructive letter. How true, dear
aunt, your idea is, that in their rank of life they should wear what is unbecoming. I must say it is
absurd, their anxiety about dress, when there are so many more important things in this world, and in
the next. I am so glad your flowered poplin turned out so well, and that your lace was not torn. I am
wearing my yellow satin, that you so kindly gave me, at the Bishop’s on Wednesay, and think 1t will
look all right. Would you have bows or not? Jennings says that every one wears bows now, and that
the underskirt should be frilled. Reggie has just had another explosion, and papa has ordered the
clock to be sent to the stables. I don’t think papa likes it so much as he did at first, though he is very
flattered at being sent such a pretty and ingenious toy. It shows that people read his sermons, and
profit by them.

Papa sends his love, in which James, and Reggie, and Maria all unite, and, hoping that Uncle
Cecil’s gout 1s better, believe me, dear aunt, ever your affectionate niece,

Jane Percy.

PS: ‘Do tell me about the bows. Jennings insists they are the fashion.’”

Lord Arthur looked so serious and unhappy over the letter, that the Duchess went into fits of
laughter.

“My dear Arthur,” she cried, “I shall never show you a young lady’s letter again! But what shall I
say about the clock? I think it is a capital invention, and I should like to have one myself.”

“I don’t think much of them,” said Lord Arthur, with a sad smile, and, after kissing his mother, he
left the room.

When he got upstairs, he flung himself on a sofa, and his eyes filled with tears. He had done his best
to commit this murder, but on both occasions he had failed, and through no fault of his own. He had
tried to do his duty, but it seemed as if Destiny herself had turned traitor. He was oppressed with the
sense of the barrenness of good intentions, of the futility of trying to be fine. Perhaps, it would be
better to break off the marriage altogether. Sybil would suffer, it is true, but suffering could not really
mar a nature so noble as hers. As for himself, what did it matter? There is always some war in which
a man can die, some cause to which a man can give his life, and as life had no pleasure for him, so
death had no terror. Let Destiny work out his doom. He would not stir to help her.

At half-past seven he dressed, and went down to the club. Surbiton was there with a party of young
men, and he was obliged to dine with them. Their trivial conversation and idle jests did not interest
him, and as soon as coffee was brought he left them, inventing some engagement in order to get away.
As he was going out of the club, the hall-porter handed him a letter. It was from Herr Winckelkopf,
asking him to call down the next evening, and look at an explosive umbrella, that went off as soon as
it was opened. It was the very latest invention, and had just arrived from Geneva. He tore the letter up
into fragments. He had made up his mind not to try any more experiments. Then he wandered down to
the Thames Embankment, and sat for hours by the river. The moon peered through a mane of tawny



clouds, as if it were a lion’s eye, and innumerable stars spangled the hollow vault, like gold dust
powdered on a purple dome. Now and then a barge swung out into the turbid stream, and floated
away with the tide, and the railway signals changed from green to scarlet as the trains ran shrieking
across the bridge. After some time, twelve o’clock boomed from the tall tower at Westminster, and at
each stroke of the sonorous bell the night seemed to tremble. Then the railway lights went out, one
solitary lamp left gleaming like a large ruby on a giant mast, and the roar of the city became fainter.

At two o’clock he got up, and strolled towards Blackfriars. How unreal everything looked! How
like a strange dream! The houses on the other side of the river seemed built out of darkness. One
would have said that silver and shadow had fashioned the world anew. The huge dome of St. Paul’s
loomed like a bubble through the dusky air.

As he approached Cleopatra’s Needle he saw a man leaning over the parapet, and as he came
nearer the man looked up, the gas-light falling full upon his face.

It was Mr. Podgers, the cheiromantist! No one could mistake the fat, flabby face, the gold-rimmed
spectacles, the sickly feeble smile, the sensual mouth.

Lord Arthur stopped. A brilliant idea flashed across him, and he stole softly up behind. In a moment
he had seized Mr. Podgers by the legs, and flung him into the Thames. There was a coarse oath, a
heavy splash, and all was still. Lord Arthur looked anxiously over, but could see nothing of the
cheiromantist but a tall hat, pirouetting in an eddy of moonlit water. After a time it also sank, and no
trace of Mr. Podgers was visible. Once he thought that he caught sight of the bulky misshapen figure
striking out for the staircase by the bridge, and a horrible feeling of failure came over him, but it
turned out to be merely a reflection, and when the moon shone out from behind a cloud it passed
away. At last he seemed to have realised the decree of destiny. He heaved a deep sigh of relief, and
Sybil’s name came to his lips.

“Have you dropped anything, sir?” said a voice behind him suddenly.
He turned round, and saw a policeman with a bull’s-eye lantern.

“Nothing of importance, sergeant,” he answered, smiling, and hailing a passing hansom, he jumped
in, and told the man to drive to Belgrave Square.

For the next few days he alternated between hope and fear. There were moments when he almost
expected Mr. Podgers to walk into the room, and yet at other times he felt that Fate could not be so
unjust to him. Twice he went to the cheiromantist’s address in West Moon Street, but he could not
bring himself to ring the bell. He longed for certainty, and was afraid of it.

Finally it came. He was sitting in the smoking-room of the club having tea, and listening rather
wearily to Surbiton’s account of the last comic song at the Gaiety, when the waiter came in with the
evening papers. He took up the St. James’s, and was listlessly turning over its pages, when this
strange heading caught his eye: Suicide of A Cheiromantist.

He turned pale with excitement, and began to read. The paragraph ran as follows:

“Yesterday morning, at seven o’clock, the body of Mr. Septimus R. Podgers, the eminent
cheiromantist, was washed on shore at Greenwich, just in front of the Ship Hotel. The unfortunate



gentleman had been missing for some days, and considerable anxiety for his safety had been felt in
cheiromantic circles. It is supposed that he committed suicide under the influence of a temporary
mental derangement, caused by overwork, and a verdict to that effect was returned this afternoon by
the coroner’s jury. Mr. Podgers had just completed an elaborate treatise on the subject of the Human
Hand, that will shortly be published, when it will no doubt attract much attention. The deceased was
sixty-five years of age, and does not seem to have left any relations.”

Lord Arthur rushed out of the club with the paper still in his hand, to the immense amazement of the
hall-porter, who tried in vain to stop him, and drove at once to Park Lane. Sybil saw him from the
window, and something told her that he was the bearer of good news. She ran down to meet him, and,
when she saw his face, she knew that all was well.

“My dear Sybil,” cried Lord Arthur, “let us be married tomorrow!”
“You foolish boy! Why, the cake is not even ordered!” said Sybil, laughing through her tears.

V1

When the wedding took place, some three weeks later, St. Peter’s was crowded with a perfect mob
of smart people. The service was read in the most impressive manner by the Dean of Chichester, and
everybody agreed that they had never seen a handsomer couple than the bride and bridegroom. They
were more than handsome, however—they were happy. Never for a

single moment did Lord Arthur regret all that he had suffered for Sybil’s sake, while she, on her
side, gave him the best things a woman can give to any man—worship, tenderness, and love. For them
romance was not killed by reality. They always felt young.

Some years afterwards, when two beautiful children had been born to them, Lady Windermere came
down on a visit to Alton Priory, a lovely old place, that had been the Duke’s wedding present to his
son; and one afternoon as she was sitting with Lady Arthur under a lime-tree in the garden, watching
the little boy and girl as they played up and down the rose-walk, like fitful sunbeams, she suddenly
took her hostess’s hand in hers, and said, “Are you happy, Sybil?”

“Dear Lady Windermere, of course I am happy. Aren’t you?”

“I have no time to be happy, Sybil. I always like the last person who is introduced to me; but, as a
rule, as soon as I know people I get tired of them.”

“Don’t your lions satisfy you, Lady Windermere?”

“Oh dear, no! Lions are only good for one season. As soon as their manes are cut, they are the
dullest creatures going. Besides, they behave very badly, if you are really nice to them. Do you
remember that horrid Mr. Podgers? He was a dreadful impostor. Of course, I didn’t mind that at all,
and even when he wanted to borrow money I forgave him, but I could not stand his making love to me.
He has really made me hate cheiromancy. I go in for telepathy now. It is much more amusing.”

“You mustn’t say anything against cheiromancy here, Lady Windermere; it is the only subject that
Arthur does not like people to chaff about. I assure you he is quite serious over it.”



“You don’t mean to say that he believes in it, Sybil?”

“Ask him, Lady Windermere, here he is”’; and Lord Arthur came up the garden with a large bunch of
yellow roses in his hand, and his two children dancing round him.

“Lord Arthur?”

“Yes, Lady Windermere.”

“You don’t mean to say that you believe in cheiromancy?”
“Of course 1 do,” said the young man, smiling.

“But why?”

“Because I owe to it all the happiness of my life,” he murmured, throwing himself into a wicker
chair.

“My dear Lord Arthur, what do you owe to it?”
“Sybil,” he answered, handing his wife the roses, and looking into her violet eyes.

“What nonsense!” cried Lady Windermere. “I never heard such nonsense in all my life.”



THE CANTERVILLE GHOST

A Hylo-1dealistic Romance
I

When Mr. Hiram B. Otis, the American Minister, bought Canterville Chase, every one told him he
was doing a very foolish thing, as there was no doubt at all that the place was haunted. Indeed, Lord
Canterville himself, who was a man of the most punctilious honour, had felt it his duty to mention the
fact to Mr. Otis when they came to discuss terms.

“We have not cared to live in the place ourselves,” said Lord Canterville, “since my grandaunt, the
Dowager Duchess of Bolton, was frightened into a fit, from which she never really recovered, by two
skeleton hands being placed on her shoulders as she was dressing for dinner, and I feel bound to tell
you, Mr. Otis, that the ghost has been seen by several living members of my family, as well as by the
rector of the parish, the Rev. Augustus Dampier, who is a Fellow of King’s College, Cambridge.
After the unfortunate accident to the Duchess, none of our younger servants would stay with us, and
Lady Canterville often got very little sleep at night, in consequence of the mysterious noises that came
from the corridor and the library.”

“My Lord,” answered the Minister, “I will take the furniture and the ghost at a valuation. I come
from a modern country, where we have everything that money can buy; and with all our spry young
fellows painting the Old World red, and carrying off your best actresses and prima-donnas, I reckon
that 1f there were such a thing as a ghost in Europe, we’d have it at home in a very short time in one of
our public museums, or on the road as a show.”

“I fear that the ghost exists,” said Lord Canterville, smiling, “though it may have resisted the
overtures of your enterprising impresarios. It has been well known for three centuries, since 1584 in
fact, and always makes its appearance before the death of any member of our family.”

“Well, so does the family doctor for that matter, Lord Canterville. But there is no such thing, sir, as
a ghost, and I guess the laws of Nature are not going to be suspended for the British aristocracy.”

“You are certainly very natural in America,” answered Lord Canterville, who did not quite
understand Mr. Otis’s last observation, “and if you don’t mind a ghost in the house, it is all right. Only
you must remember [ warned you.”

A few weeks after this, the purchase was completed, and at the close of the season the Minister and
his family went down to Canterville Chase. Mrs. Otis, who, as Miss Lucretia R. Tappan, of West
53rd Street, had been a celebrated New York belle, was now a very handsome, middle-aged woman,
with fine eyes, and a superb profile. Many American ladies on leaving their native land adopt an
appearance of chronic ill-health, under the impression that it is a form of European refinement, but
Mrs. Otis had never fallen into this error. She had a magnificent constitution, and a really wonderful
amount of animal spirits. Indeed, in many respects, she was quite English, and was an excellent
example of the fact that we have really everything in common with America nowadays, except, of
course, language. Her eldest son, christened Washington by his parents in a moment of patriotism,
which he never ceased to regret, was a fair-haired, rather good-looking young man, who had qualified



himself for American diplomacy by leading the German at the Newport Casino for three successive
seasons, and even in London was well known as an excellent dancer. Gardenias and the peerage were
his only weaknesses. Otherwise he was extremely sensible. Miss Virginia E. Otis was a little girl of
fifteen, lithe and lovely as a fawn, and with a fine freedom in her large blue eyes. She was a
wonderful amazon, and had once raced old Lord Bilton on her pony twice round the park, winning by
a length and a half, just in front of the Achilles statue, to the huge delight of the young Duke of
Cheshire, who proposed for her on the spot, and was sent back to Eton that very night by his
guardians, in floods of tears. After Virginia came the twins, who were usually called “The Stars and
Stripes,” as they were always getting swished. They were delightful boys, and with the exception of
the worthy Minister the only true republicans of the family.

As Canterville Chase is seven miles from Ascot, the nearest railway station, Mr. Otis had
telegraphed for a waggonette to meet them, and they started on their drive in high spirits. It was a
lovely July evening, and the air was delicate with the scent of the pine-woods. Now and then they
heard a wood pigeon brooding over its own sweet voice, or saw, deep in the rustling fern, the
burnished breast of the pheasant. Little squirrels peered at them from the beech-trees as they went by,
and the rabbits scudded away through the brushwood and over the mossy knolls, with their white tails
in the air. As they entered the avenue of Canterville Chase, however, the sky became suddenly
overcast with clouds, a curious stillness seemed to hold the atmosphere, a great flight of rooks passed
silently over their heads, and, before they reached the house, some big drops of rain had fallen.

Standing on the steps to receive them was an old woman, neatly dressed in black silk, with a white
cap and apron. This was Mrs. Umney, the housekeeper, whom Mrs. Otis, at Lady Canterville’s
earnest request, had consented to keep on in her former position. She made them each a low curtsey
as they alighted, and said in a quaint, old-fashioned manner, “I bid you welcome to Canterville
Chase.” Following her, they passed through the fine Tudor hall into the library, a long, low room,
panelled in black oak, at the end of which was a large stained-glass window. Here they found tea laid
out for them, and, after taking off their wraps, they sat down and began to look round, while Mrs.
Umney waited on them.

Suddenly Mrs. Otis caught sight of a dull red stain on the floor just by the fireplace and, quite
unconscious of what it really signified, said to Mrs. Umney, “I am afraid something has been spilt
there.”

“Yes, madam,” replied the old housekeeper in a low voice, “blood has been spilt on that spot.”

“How horrid,” cried Mrs. Otis; “I don’t at all care for blood-stains in a sitting-room. It must be
removed at once.”

The old woman smiled, and answered in the same low, mysterious voice, “It is the blood of Lady
Eleanore de Canterville, who was murdered on that very spot by her own husband, Sir Simon de
Canterville, in 1575. Sir Simon survived her nine years, and disappeared suddenly under very
mysterious circumstances. His body has never been discovered, but his guilty spirit still haunts the
Chase. The blood-stain has been much admired by tourists and others, and cannot be removed.”

“That is all nonsense,” cried Washington Otis; “Pinkerton’s Champion Stain Remover and Paragon
Detergent will clean it up in no time,” and before the terrified housekeeper could interfere he had
fallen upon his knees, and was rapidly scouring the floor with a small stick of what looked like a



black cosmetic. In a few moments no trace of the blood-stain could be seen.

“I knew Pinkerton would do it,” he exclaimed triumphantly, as he looked round at his admiring
family; but no sooner had he said these words than a terrible flash of lightning lit up the sombre room,
a fearful peal of thunder made them all start to their feet, and Mrs. Umney fainted.

“What a monstrous climate!” said the American Minister calmly, as he lit a long cheroot. “I guess
the old country is so overpopulated that they have not enough decent weather for everybody. I have
always been of opinion that emigration is the only thing for England.”

“My dear Hiram,” cried Mrs. Otis, “what can we do with a woman who faints?”

“Charge it to her like breakages,” answered the Minister; “she won’t faint after that”; and in a few
moments Mrs. Umney certainly came to. There was no doubt, however, that she was extremely upset,
and she sternly warned Mr. Otis to beware of some trouble coming to the house.

“I have seen things with my own eyes, sir,” she said, “that would make any Christian’s hair stand on
end, and many and many a night [ have not closed my eyes in sleep for the awful things that are done
here.”

Mr. Otis, however, and his wife warmly assured the honest soul that they were not afraid of ghosts,
and, after invoking the blessings of Providence on her new master and mistress, and making
arrangements for an increase of salary, the old housekeeper tottered off to her own room.

1

The storm raged fiercely all that night, but nothing of particular note occurred. The next morning,
however, when they came down to breakfast, they found the terrible stain of blood once again on the
floor. “I don’t think i1t can be the fault of the Paragon Detergent,” said Washington, “for I have tried it
with everything. It must be the ghost.” He accordingly rubbed out the stain a second time, but the
second morning it appeared again. The third morning also it was there, though the library had been
locked up at night by Mr. Otis himself, and the key carried upstairs. The whole family were now quite
interested; Mr. Otis began to suspect that he had been too dogmatic in his denial of the existence of
ghosts, Mrs. Otis expressed her intention of joining the Psychical Society, and Washington prepared a
long letter to Messrs. Myers and Podmore on the subject of the Permanence of Sanguineous Stains
when connected with Crime. That night all doubts about the objective existence of phantasmata were
removed for ever.

The day had been warm and sunny; and, in the cool of the evening, the whole family went out for a
drive. They did not return home till nine o’clock, when they had a light supper. The conversation in
no way turned upon ghosts, so there were not even those primary conditions of receptive expectation
which so often precede the presentation of psychical phenomena. The subjects discussed, as I have
since learned from Mr. Otis, were merely such as form the ordinary conversation of cultured
Americans of the better class, such as the immense superiority of Miss Fanny Davenport over Sarah
Bernhardt as an actress; the difficulty of obtaining green corn, buckwheat cakes, and hominy, even in
the best English houses; the importance of Boston in the development of the world-soul; the
advantages of the baggage check system in railway travelling; and the sweetness of the New York
accent as compared to the London drawl. No mention at all was made of the supernatural, nor was Sir



Simon de Canterville alluded to in any way. At eleven o’clock the family retired, and by half-past all
the lights were out. Some time after, Mr. Otis was awakened by a curious noise in the corridor,
outside his room. It sounded like the clank of metal, and seemed to be coming nearer every moment.
He got up at once, struck a match, and looked at the time. It was exactly one o’clock. He was quite
calm, and felt his pulse, which was not at all feverish. The strange noise still continued, and with it he
heard distinctly the sound of footsteps. He put on his slippers, took a small oblong phial out of his
dressing-case, and opened the door. Right in front of him he saw, in the wan moonlight, an old man of
terrible aspect. His eyes were as red burning coals; long grey hair fell over his shoulders in matted
coils; his garments, which were of antique cut, were soiled and ragged, and from his wrists and
ankles hung heavy manacles and rusty gyves.

“My dear sir,” said Mr. Otis, “I really must insist on your oiling those chains, and have brought you
for that purpose a small bottle of the Tammany Rising Sun Lubricator. It is said to be completely
efficacious upon one application, and there are several testimonials to that effect on the wrapper from
some of our most eminent native divines. I shall leave it here for you by the bedroom candles, and
will be happy to supply you with more should you require it.” With these words the United States
Minister laid the bottle down on a marble table, and, closing his door, retired to rest.

For a moment the Canterville ghost stood quite motionless in natural indignation; then, dashing the
bottle violently upon the polished floor, he fled down the corridor, uttering hollow groans, and
emitting a ghastly green light. Just, however, as he reached the top of the great oak staircase, a door
was flung open, two little white-robed figures appeared, and a large pillow whizzed past his head!
There was evidently no time to be lost, so, hastily adopting the Fourth Dimension of Space as a means
of escape, he vanished through the wainscoting, and the house became quite quiet.

On reaching a small secret chamber in the left wing, he leaned up against a moonbeam to recover
his breath, and began to try and realise his position. Never, in a brilliant and uninterrupted career of
three hundred years, had he been so grossly insulted. He thought of the Dowager Duchess, whom he
had frightened into a fit as she stood before the glass in her lace and diamonds; of the four
housemaids, who had gone off into hysterics when he merely grinned at them through the curtains of
one of the spare bedrooms; of the rector of the parish, whose candle he had blown out as he was
coming late one night from the library, and who had been under the care of Sir William Gull ever
since, a perfect martyr to nervous disorders; and of old Madame de Tremouillac, who, having
wakened up one morning early and seen a skeleton seated in an arm-chair by the fire reading her
diary, had been confined to her bed for six weeks with an attack of brain fever, and, on her recovery,
had become reconciled to the Church, and broken off her connection with that notorious sceptic
Monsieur de Voltaire. He remembered the

terrible night when the wicked Lord Canterville was found choking in his dressing-room, with the
knave of diamonds half-way down his throat, and confessed, just before he died, that he had cheated
Charles James Fox out of £50,000 at Crockford’s by means of that very card, and swore that the ghost
had made him swallow it. All his great achievements came back to him again, from the butler who
had shot himself in the pantry because he had seen a green hand tapping at the window pane, to the
beautiful Lady Stutfield, who was always obliged to wear a black velvet band round her throat to
hide the mark of five fingers burnt upon her white skin, and who drowned herself at last in the carp-
pond at the end of the King’s Walk. With the enthusiastic egotism of the true artist he went over his
most celebrated performances, and smiled bitterly to himself as he recalled to mind his last



appearance as “Red Ruben, or the Strangled Babe,” his deébut as “Gaunt Gibeon, the Blood-sucker of
Bexley Moor,” and the furore he had excited one lovely June evening by merely playing ninepins with
his own bones upon the lawn-tennis ground. And after all this, some wretched modern Americans
were to come and offer him the Rising Sun Lubricator, and throw pillows at his head! It was quite
unbearable. Besides, no ghosts in history had ever been treated in this manner. Accordingly, he
determined to have vengeance, and remained till daylight in an attitude of deep thought.

11

The next morning when the Otis family met at breakfast, they discussed the ghost at some length. The
United States Minister was naturally a little annoyed to find that his present had not been accepted. “I
have no wish,” he said, “to do the ghost any personal injury, and I must say that, considering the
length of time he has been in the house, I don’t think it is at all polite to throw pillows at him”—a
very just remark, at which, I am sorry to say, the twins burst into shouts of laughter. “Upon the other
hand,” he continued, “if he really declines to use the Rising Sun Lubricator, we shall have to take his
chains from him. It would be quite impossible to sleep, with such a noise going on outside the
bedrooms.”

For the rest of the week, however, they were undisturbed, the only thing that excited any attention
being the continual renewal of the blood-stain on the library floor. This certainly was very strange, as
the door was always locked at night by Mr. Otis, and the windows kept closely barred. The
chameleon-like colour, also, of the stain excited a good deal of comment. Some mornings it was a
dull (almost Indian) red, then it would be vermilion, then a rich purple, and once when they came
down for family prayers, according to the simple rites of the Free American Reformed Episcopalian
Church, they found it a bright emerald-green. These kaleidoscopic changes naturally amused the party
very much, and bets on the subject were freely made every evening. The only person who did not
enter into the joke was little Virginia, who, for some unexplained reason, was always a good deal
distressed at the sight of the blood-stain, and very nearly cried the morning it was emerald-green.

The second appearance of the ghost was on Sunday night. Shortly after they had gone to bed they
were suddenly alarmed by a fearful crash in the hall. Rushing downstairs, they found that a large suit
of old armour had become detached from its stand, and had fallen on the stone floor, while, seated in
a high-backed chair, was the Canterville ghost, rubbing his knees with an expression of acute agony
on his face. The twins, having brought their pea-shooters with them, at once discharged two pellets on
him, with that accuracy of aim which can only be attained by long and careful practice on a writing-
master, while the United States Minister covered him with his revolver, and called upon him, in
accordance with Californian etiquette, to hold up his hands! The ghost started up with a wild shriek of
rage, and swept through them like a mist, extinguishing Washington Otis’s candle as he passed, and so
leaving them all in total darkness. On reaching the top of the staircase he recovered himself, and
determined to give his celebrated peal of demoniac laughter. This he had on more than one occasion
found extremely useful. It was said to have turned Lord Raker’s wig grey in a single night, and had
certainly made three of Lady Canterville’s French governesses give warning before their month was
up. He accordingly laughed his most horrible laugh, till the old vaulted roof rang and rang again, but
hardly had the fearful echo died away when a door opened, and Mrs. Otis came out in a light blue
dressing-gown. “I am afraid you are far from well,” she said, “and have brought you a bottle of Dr.
Dobell’s tincture. If it is indigestion, you will find it a most excellent remedy.” The ghost glared at



her in fury, and began at once to make preparations for turning himself into a large black dog, an
accomplishment for which he was justly renowned, and to which the family doctor always attributed
the permanent idiocy of Lord Canterville’s uncle, the Hon. Thomas Horton. The sound of approaching
footsteps, however, made him hesitate in his fell purpose, so he contented himself with becoming

faintly phosphorescent, and vanished with a deep churchyard groan, just as the twins had come up to
him.

On reaching his room he entirely broke down, and became a prey to the most violent agitation. The
vulgarity of the twins, and the gross materialism of Mrs. Otis, were naturally extremely annoying, but
what really distressed him most was, that he had been unable to wear the suit of mail. He had hoped
that even modern Americans would be thrilled by the sight of a Spectre In Armour, if for no more
sensible reason, at least out of respect for their national poet Longfellow, over whose graceful and
attractive poetry he himself had whiled away many a weary hour when the Cantervilles were up in
town. Besides, it was his own suit. He had worn it with great success at the Kenilworth tournament,
and had been highly complimented on it by no less a person than the Virgin Queen herself. Yet when
he had put it on, he had been completely overpowered by the weight of the huge breastplate and steel

casque, and had fallen heavily on the stone pavement, barking both his knees severely, and bruising
the knuckles of his right hand.

For some days after this he was extremely ill, and hardly stirred out of his room at all, except to
keep the blood-stain in proper repair. However, by taking great care of himself, he recovered, and
resolved to make a third attempt to frighten the United States Minister and his family. He selected
Friday, the 17th of August, for his appearance, and spent most of that day in looking over his
wardrobe, ultimately deciding in favour of a large slouched hat with a red feather, a winding-sheet
frilled at the wrists and neck, and a rusty dagger. Towards evening a violent storm of rain came on,
and the wind was so high that all the windows and doors in the old house shook and rattled. In fact, it
was just such weather as he loved. His plan of action was this. He was to make his way quietly to
Washington Otis’s room, gibber at him from the foot of the bed, and stab himself three times in the
throat to the sound of slow music. He bore Washington a special grudge, being quite aware that it was
he who was in the habit of removing the famous Canterville blood-stain, by means of Pinkerton’s
Paragon Detergent. Having reduced the reckless and foolhardy youth to a condition of abject terror,
he was then to proceed to the room occupied by the United States Minister and his wife, and there to
place a clammy hand on Mrs. Otis’s forehead, while he hissed into her trembling husband’s ear the
awful secrets of the charnel-house. With regard to little Virginia, he had not quite made up his mind.
She had never insulted him in any way, and was pretty and gentle. A few hollow groans from the
wardrobe, he thought, would be more than sufficient, or, if that failed to wake her, he might grabble at
the counterpane with palsy-twitching fingers. As for the twins, he was quite determined to teach them
a lesson. The first thing to be done was, of course, to sit upon their chests, so as to produce the
stifling sensation of nightmare. Then, as their beds were quite close to each other, to stand between
them in the form of a green, icy-cold corpse, till they became paralysed with fear, and finally, to
throw off the winding-sheet, and crawl round the room, with white bleached bones and one rolling
eye-ball, in the character of “Dumb Daniel, or the Suicide’s Skeleton,” a réle in which he had on
more than one occasion produced a great effect, and which he considered quite equal to his famous
part of “Martin the Maniac, or the Masked Mystery.”

At half-past ten he heard the family going to bed. For some time he was disturbed by wild shrieks of



laughter from the twins, who, with the light-hearted gaiety of schoolboys, were evidently amusing
themselves before they retired to rest, but at a quarter past eleven all was still, and, as midnight
sounded, he sallied forth. The owl beat against the window panes, the raven croaked from the old
yew-tree, and the wind wandered moaning round the house like a lost soul; but the Otis family slept
unconscious of their doom, and high above the rain and storm he could hear the steady snoring of the
Minister for the United States. He stepped stealthily out of the wainscoting, with an evil smile on his
cruel, wrinkled mouth, and the moon hid her face in a cloud as he stole past the great oriel window,
where his own arms and those of his murdered wife were blazoned in azure and gold. On and on he
glided, like an evil shadow, the very darkness seeming to loathe him as he passed. Once he thought he
heard something call, and stopped; but it was only the baying of a dog from the Red Farm, and he
went on, muttering strange sixteenth-century curses, and ever and anon brandishing the rusty dagger in
the midnight air. Finally he reached the corner of the passage that led to luckless Washington’s room.
For a moment he paused there, the wind blowing his long grey locks about his head, and twisting into
grotesque and fantastic folds the nameless horror of the dead man’s shroud. Then the clock struck the
quarter, and he felt the time was come. He chuckled to himself, and turned the corner; but no sooner
had he done so, than, with a piteous wail of terror, he fell back, and hid his blanched face in his long,
bony hands. Right in front of him was standing a horrible spectre, motionless as a carven image, and
monstrous as a madman’s dream! Its head was bald and burnished; its face round, and fat, and white;
and hideous laughter seemed to have writhed its features into an eternal grin. From the eyes streamed
rays of scarlet light, the mouth was a wide well of fire, and a hideous garment, like to his own,
swathed with its silent snows the Titan form. On its breast was a placard with strange writing in
antique characters, some scroll of shame it seemed, some record of wild sins, some awful calendar of
crime, and, with its right hand, it bore aloft a falchion of gleaming steel.

Never having seen a ghost before, he naturally was terribly frightened, and, after a second hasty
glance at the awful phantom, he fled back to his room, tripping up in his long winding-sheet as he
sped down the corridor, and finally dropping the rusty dagger into the Minister’s jack-boots, where it
was found in the morning by the butler. Once in the privacy of his own apartment, he flung himself
down on a small pallet-bed, and hid his face under the clothes. After a time, however, the brave old
Canterville spirit asserted itself, and he determined to go and speak to the other ghost as soon as it
was daylight. Accordingly, just as the dawn was touching the hills with silver, he returned towards
the spot where he had first laid eyes on the grisly phantom, feeling that, after all, two ghosts were
better than one, and that, by the aid of his new friend, he might safely grapple with the twins. On
reaching the spot, however, a terrible sight met his gaze. Something had evidently happened to the
spectre, for the light had entirely faded from its hollow eyes, the gleaming falchion had fallen from its
hand, and it was leaning up against the wall in a strained and uncomfortable attitude. He rushed
forward and seized it in his arms, when, to his horror, the head slipped off and rolled on the floor, the
body assumed a recumbent posture, and he found himself clasping a white dimity bed-curtain, with a
sweeping-brush, a kitchen cleaver, and a hollow turnip lying at his feet! Unable to understand this
curious transformation, he clutched the placard with feverish haste, and there, in the grey morning
light, he read these fearful words:

Ye Olde Ghoste



Ye Onlie True and Originale Spook.



Beware of Ye Imitationes.



All others are Counterfeite.

The whole thing flashed across him. He had been tricked, foiled, and outwitted! The old Canterville
look came into his eyes; he ground his toothless gums together; and, raising his withered hands high
above his head, swore, according to the picturesque phraseology of the antique school, that when
Chanticleer had sounded twice his merry horn, deeds of blood would be wrought, and Murder walk
abroad with silent feet.

Hardly had he finished this awful oath when, from the red-tiled roof of a distant homestead, a cock
crew. He laughed a long, low, bitter laugh, and waited. Hour after hour he waited, but the cock, for
some strange reason, did not crow again. Finally, at half-past seven, the arrival of the housemaids
made him give up his fearful vigil, and he stalked back to his room, thinking of his vain hope and
baffled purpose. There he consulted several books of ancient chivalry, of which he was exceedingly
fond, and found that, on every occasion on which his oath had been used, Chanticleer had always
crowed a second time. “Perdition seize the naughty fowl,” he muttered, “I have seen the day when,
with my stout spear, I would have run him through the gorge, and made him crow for me an ‘twere in
death!” He then retired to a comfortable lead coffin, and stayed there till evening.

IV

The next day the ghost was very weak and tired. The terrible excitement of the last four weeks was
beginning to have its effect. His nerves were completely shattered, and he started at the slightest
noise. For five days he kept his room, and at last made up his mind to give up the point of the blood-
stain on the library floor. If the Otis family did not want it, they clearly did not deserve it. They were
evidently people on a low, material plane of existence, and quite incapable of appreciating the
symbolic value of sensuous phenomena. The question of phantasmic apparitions, and the development
of astral bodies, was of course quite a different matter, and really not under his control. It was his
solemn duty to appear in the corridor once a week, and to gibber from the large oriel window on the
first and third Wednesday in every month, and he did not see how he could honourably escape from
his obligations. It is quite true that his life had been very evil, but, upon the other hand, he was most
conscientious in all things connected with the supernatural. For the next three Saturdays, accordingly,
he traversed the corridor as usual between midnight and three o’clock, taking every possible
precaution against being either heard or seen. He removed his boots, trod as lightly as possible on the
old worm-eaten boards, wore a large black velvet cloak, and was careful to use the Rising Sun
Lubricator for oiling his chains. I am bound to acknowledge that it was with a good deal of difficulty
that he brought himself to adopt this last mode of protection. However, one night, while the family
were at dinner, he slipped into Mr. Otis’s bedroom and carried off the bottle. He felt a little
humiliated at first, but afterwards was sensible enough to see that there was a great deal to be said for
the invention, and, to a certain degree, it served his purpose. Still, in spite of everything, he was not
left unmolested. Strings were continually being stretched across the corridor, over which he tripped
in the dark, and on one occasion, while dressed for the part of “Black Isaac, or the Huntsman of
Hogley Woods,” he met with a severe fall, through treading on a butter-slide, which the twins had
constructed from the entrance of the Tapestry Chamber to the top of the oak staircase. This last insult
so enraged him, that he resolved to make one final effort to assert his dignity and social position, and
determined to visit the insolent young Etonians the next night in his celebrated character of “Reckless



Rupert, or the Headless Earl.”

He had not appeared in this disguise for more than seventy years; in fact, not since he had so
frightened pretty Lady Barbara Modish by means of it, that she suddenly broke off her engagement
with the present Lord Canterville’s grandfather, and ran away to Gretna Green with handsome Jack
Castleton, declaring that nothing in the world would induce her to marry into a family that allowed
such a horrible phantom to walk up and down the terrace at twilight. Poor Jack was afterwards shot
in a duel by Lord Canterville on Wandsworth Common, and Lady Barbara died of a broken heart at
Tunbridge Wells before the year was out, so, in every way, it had been a great success. It was,
however, an extremely difficult “make-up,” if [ may use such a theatrical expression in connection
with one of the greatest mysteries of the supernatural, or, to employ a more scientific term, the higher-
natural world, and it took him fully three hours to make his preparations. At last everything was
ready, and he was very pleased with his appearance. The big leather riding-boots that went with the
dress were just a little too large for him, and he could only find one of the two horse-pistols, but, on
the whole, he was quite satisfied, and at a quarter past one he glided out of the wainscoting and crept
down the corridor. On reaching the room occupied by the twins, which I should mention was called
the Blue Bed Chamber, on account of the colour of its hangings, he found the door just ajar. Wishing
to make an effective entrance, he flung it wide open, when a heavy jug of water fell right down on
him, wetting him to the skin, and just missing his left shoulder by a couple of inches. At the same
moment he heard stifled shrieks of laughter proceeding from the four-post bed. The shock to his
nervous system was so great that he fled back to his room as hard as he could go, and the next day he
was laid up with a severe cold. The only thing that at all consoled him in the whole affair was the fact
that he had not brought his head with him, for, had he done so, the consequences might have been very
serious.

He now gave up all hope of ever frightening this rude American family, and contented himself, as a
rule, with creeping about the passages in list slippers, with a thick red muffler round his throat for
fear of draughts, and a small arquebuse, in case he should be attacked by the twins. The final blow he
received occurred on the 19th of September. He had gone downstairs to the great entrance-hall,
feeling sure that there, at any rate, he would be quite unmolested, and was amusing himself by making
satirical remarks on the large Saroni photographs of the United States Minister and his wife, which
had now taken the place of the Canterville family pictures. He was simply but neatly clad in a long
shroud, spotted with churchyard mould, had tied up his jaw with a strip of yellow linen, and carried a
small lantern and a sexton’s spade. In fact, he was dressed for the character of “Jonas the Graveless,
or the Corpse-Snatcher of Chertsey Barn,” one of his most remarkable impersonations, and one which
the Cantervilles had every reason to remember, as it was the real origin of their quarrel with their
neighbour, Lord Rufford. It was about a quarter past two o’clock in the morning, and, as far as he
could ascertain, no one was stirring. As he was strolling towards the library, however, to see if there
were any traces left of the blood-stain, suddenly there leaped out on him from a dark corner two
figures, who waved their arms wildly above their heads, and shrieked out “BOO!” in his ear.

Seized with a panic, which, under the circumstances, was only natural, he rushed for the staircase,
but found Washington Otis waiting for him there with the big garden-syringe; and being thus hemmed
in by his enemies on every side, and driven almost to bay, he vanished into the great iron stove,
which, fortunately for him, was not lit, and had to make his way home through the flues and chimneys,
arriving at his own room in a terrible state of dirt, disorder, and despair.



After this he was not seen again on any nocturnal expedition. The twins lay in wait for him on
several occasions, and strewed the passages with nutshells every night to the great annoyance of their
parents and the servants, but it was of no avail. It was quite evident that his feelings were so wounded
that he would not appear. Mr. Otis consequently resumed his great work on the history of the
Democratic Party, on which he had been engaged for some years; Mrs. Otis organised a wonderful
clam-bake, which amazed the whole county; the boys took to lacrosse, euchre, poker, and other
American national games; and Virginia rode about the lanes on her pony, accompanied by the young
Duke of Cheshire, who had come to spend the last week of his holidays at Canterville Chase. It was
generally assumed that the ghost had gone away, and, in fact, Mr. Otis wrote a letter to that effect to
Lord Canterville, who, in reply, expressed his great pleasure at the news, and sent his best
congratulations to the Minister’s worthy wife.

The Otises, however, were deceived, for the ghost was still in the house, and though now almost an
invalid, was by no means ready to let matters rest, particularly as he heard that among the guests was
the young Duke of Cheshire, whose grand-uncle, Lord Francis Stilton, had once bet a hundred guineas
with Colonel Carbury that he would play dice with the Canterville ghost, and was found the next
morning lying on the floor of the card-room in such a helpless paralytic state, that though he lived on
to a great age, he was never able to say anything again but “Double Sixes.” The story was well known
at the time, though, of course, out of respect to the feelings of the two noble families, every attempt
was made to hush it up; and a full account of all the circumstances connected with it will be found in
the third volume of Lord Tattle’s Recollections of the Prince Regent and his Friends. The ghost, then,
was naturally very anxious to show that he had not lost his influence over the Stiltons, with whom,
indeed, he was distantly connected, his own first cousin having been married en secondes noces to the
Sieur de Bulkeley, from whom, as every one knows, the Dukes of Cheshire are lineally descended.
Accordingly, he made arrangements for appearing to Virginia’s little lover in his celebrated
impersonation of “The Vampire Monk, or, the Bloodless Benedictine,” a performance so horrible that
when old Lady Startup saw it, which she did on one fatal New Year’s Eve, in the year 1764, she went
off into the most piercing shrieks, which culminated in violent apoplexy, and died in three days, after
disinheriting the Cantervilles, who were her nearest relations, and leaving all her money to her
London apothecary. At the last moment, however, his terror of the twins prevented his leaving his
room, and the little Duke slept in peace under the great feathered canopy in the Royal Bedchamber,
and dreamed of Virginia.

\%

A few days after this, Virginia and her curly-haired cavalier went out riding on Brockley meadows,
where she tore her habit so badly in getting through a hedge, that, on her return home, she made up her
mind to go up by the back staircase so as not to be seen. As she was running past the Tapestry
Chamber, the door of which happened to be open, she fancied she saw some one inside, and thinking
it was her mother’s maid, who sometimes used to bring her work there, looked in to ask her to mend
her habit. To her immense surprise, however, it was the Canterville Ghost himself! He was sitting by
the window, watching the ruined gold of the yellowing trees fly through the air, and the red leaves
dancing madly down the long avenue. His head was leaning on his hand, and his whole attitude was
one of extreme depression. Indeed, so forlorn, and so much out of repair did he look, that little
Virginia, whose first idea had been to run away and lock herself in her room, was filled with pity,
and determined to try and comfort him. So light was her footfall, and so deep his melancholy, that he



was not aware of her presence till she spoke to him.

“I am so sorry for you,” she said, “but my brothers are going back to Eton tomorrow, and then, if
you behave yourself, no one will annoy you.”

“It 1s absurd asking me to behave myself,” he answered, looking round in astonishment at the pretty
little girl who had ventured to address him, “quite absurd. I must rattle my chains, and groan through
keyholes, and walk about at night, if that is what you mean. It is my only reason for existing.”

“It 1s no reason at all for existing, and you know you have been very wicked. Mrs. Umney told us,
the first day we arrived here, that you had killed your wife.”

“Well, I quite admit it,” said the Ghost petulantly, “but it was a purely family matter, and concerned
no one else.”

“It 1s very wrong to kill any one,” said Virginia, who at times had a sweet Puritan gravity, caught
from some old New England ancestor.

“Oh, I hate the cheap severity of abstract ethics! My wife was very plain, never had my ruffs
properly starched, and knew nothing about cookery. Why, there was a buck I had shot in Hogley
Woods, a magnificent pricket, and do you know how she had it sent up to table? However, it is no

matter now, for it is all over, and I don’t think it was very nice of her brothers to starve me to death,
though I did kill her.”

“Starve you to death? Oh, Mr. Ghost, I mean Sir Simon, are you hungry? I have a sandwich in my
case. Would you like it?”

“No, thank you, I never eat anything now; but it is very kind of you, all the same, and you are much
nicer than the rest of your horrid, rude, vulgar, dishonest family.”

“Stop!” cried Virginia, stamping her foot, “it is you who are rude, and horrid, and vulgar, and as for
dishonesty, you know you stole the paints out of my box to try and furbish up that ridiculous blood-
stain in the library. First you took all my reds, including the vermilion, and I couldn’t do any more
sunsets, then you took the emerald-green and the chrome-yellow, and finally 1 had nothing left but
indigo and Chinese white, and could only do moonlight scenes, which are always depressing to look
at, and not at all easy to paint. I never told on you, though I was very much annoyed, and it was most
ridiculous, the whole thing; for who ever heard of emerald-green blood?”

“Well, really,” said the Ghost, rather meekly, “what was I to do? It is a very difficult thing to get
real blood nowadays, and, as your brother began it all with his Paragon Detergent, I certainly saw no
reason why I should not have your paints. As for colour, that is always a matter of taste: the
Cantervilles have blue blood, for instance, the very bluest in England; but I know you Americans
don’t care for things of this kind.”

“You know nothing about it, and the best thing you can do is to emigrate and improve your mind. My
father will be only too happy to give you a free passage, and though there is a heavy duty on spirits of
every kind, there will be no difficulty about the Custom House, as the officers are all Democrats.
Once in New York, you are sure to be a great success. I know lots of people there who would give a
hundred thousand dollars to have a grandfather, and much more than that to have a family Ghost.”



“I don’t think I should like America.”

“I suppose because we have no ruins and no curiosities,” said Virginia satirically.

“No ruins! no curiosities!” answered the Ghost; “you have your navy and your manners.”
“Good evening; [ will go and ask papa to get the twins an extra week’s holiday.”

“Please don’t go, Miss Virginia,” he cried; “I am so lonely and so unhappy, and I really don’t know
what to do. I want to go to sleep and I cannot.”

“That’s quite absurd! You have merely to go to bed and blow out the candle. It is very difficult
sometimes to keep awake, especially at church, but there is no difficulty at all about sleeping. Why,
even babies know how to do that, and they are not very clever.”

“I have not slept for three hundred years,” he said sadly, and Virginia’s beautiful blue eyes opened
in wonder; “for three hundred years I have not slept, and I am so tired.”

Virginia grew quite grave, and her little lips trembled like rose-leaves. She came towards him, and
kneeling down at his side, looked up into his old withered face.

“Poor, poor Ghost,” she murmured; “have you no place where you can sleep?”

“Far away beyond the pine-woods,” he answered, in a low dreamy voice, “there is a little garden.
There the grass grows long and deep, there are the great white stars of the hemlock flower, there the
nightingale sings all night long. All night long he sings, and the cold, crystal moon looks down, and
the yew-tree spreads out its giant arms over the sleepers.”

Virginia’s eyes grew dim with tears, and she hid her face in her hands.
“You mean the Garden of Death,” she whispered.

“Yes, Death. Death must be so beautiful. To lie in the soft brown earth, with the grasses waving
above one’s head, and listen to silence. To have no yesterday, and no tomorrow. To forget time, to
forgive life, to be at peace. You can help me. You can open for me the portals of Death’s house, for
Love 1s always with you, and Love 1s stronger than Death is.”

Virginia trembled, a cold shudder ran through her, and for a few moments there was silence. She
felt as if she was in a terrible dream.

Then the Ghost spoke again, and his voice sounded like the sighing of the wind.
“Have you ever read the old prophecy on the library window?”

“Oh, often,” cried the little girl, looking up; “I know it quite well. It is painted in curious black
letters, and it 1s difficult to read. There are only six lines:



When a golden girl can win

Prayer from out the lips of sin,

When the barren almond bears,

And a little child gives away its tears,
Then shall all the house be still

And peace come to Canterville.



But I don’t know what they mean.”

“They mean,” he said sadly, “that you must weep for me for my sins, because I have no tears, and
pray with me for my soul, because I have no faith, and then, if you have always been sweet, and good,
and gentle, the Angel of Death will have mercy on me. You will see fearful shapes in darkness, and
wicked voices will whisper in your ear, but they will not harm you, for against the purity of a little
child the powers of Hell cannot prevail.”

Virginia made no answer, and the Ghost wrung his hands in wild despair as he looked down at her
bowed golden head. Suddenly she stood up, very pale, and with a strange light in her eyes. “I am not
afraid,” she said firmly, “and I will ask the Angel to have mercy on you.”

He rose from his seat with a faint cry of joy, and taking her hand bent over it with old- fashioned
grace and kissed it. His fingers were as cold as ice, and his lips burned like fire, but Virginia did not
falter, as he led her across the dusky room. On the faded green tapestry were broidered little
huntsmen. They blew their tasselled horns and with their tiny hands waved to her to go back. “Go
back! little Virginia,” they cried, “go back!” but the Ghost clutched her hand more tightly, and she shut
her eyes against them. Horrible animals with lizard tails, and goggle eyes, blinked at her from the
carven chimney-piece, and murmured “Beware! little Virginia, beware! we may never see you
again,” but the Ghost glided on more swiftly, and Virginia did not listen. When they reached the end
of the room he stopped, and muttered some words she could not understand. She opened her eyes, and
saw the wall slowly fading away like a mist, and a great black cavern in front of her. A bitter cold
wind swept round them, and she felt something pulling at her dress. “Quick, quick,” cried the Ghost,
“or 1t will be too late,” and, in a moment, the wainscoting had closed behind them, and the Tapestry
Chamber was empty.

V1

About ten minutes later, the bell rang for tea, and, as Virginia did not come down, Mrs. Otis sent up
one of the footmen to tell her. After a little time he returned and said that he could not find Miss
Virginia anywhere. As she was in the habit of going out to the garden every evening to get flowers for
the dinner-table, Mrs. Otis was not at all alarmed at first, but when six o’clock struck, and Virginia
did not appear, she became really agitated, and sent the boys out to look for her, while she herself and
Mr. Otis searched every room in the house. At half-past six the boys came back and said that they
could find no trace of their sister anywhere. They were all now in the greatest state of excitement, and
did not know what to do, when Mr. Otis suddenly remembered that, some few days before, he had
given a band of gypsies permission to camp in the park. He accordingly at once set off for Blackfell
Hollow, where he knew they were, accompanied by his eldest son and two of the farm-servants. The
little Duke of Cheshire, who was perfectly frantic with anxiety, begged hard to be allowed to go too,
but Mr. Otis would not allow him, as he was afraid there might be a scuffle. On arriving at the spot,
however, he found that the gypsies had gone, and it was evident that their departure had been rather
sudden, as the fire was still burning, and some plates were lying on the grass. Having sent off
Washington and the two men to scour the district, he ran home, and despatched telegrams to all the
police inspectors in the county, telling them to look out for a little girl who had been kidnapped by



tramps or gypsies. He then ordered his horse to be brought round, and, after insisting on his wife and
the three boys sitting down to dinner, rode off down the Ascot

Road with a groom. He had hardly, however, gone a couple of miles when he heard somebody
galloping after him, and, looking round, saw the little Duke coming up on his pony, with his face very
flushed and no hat. “I’'m awfully sorry, Mr. Otis,” gasped out the boy, “but I can’t eat any dinner as
long as Virginia is lost. Please, don’t be angry with me; if you had let us be engaged last year, there
would never have been all this trouble. You won’t send me back, will you? I can’t go! I won’t go!”

The Minister could not help smiling at the handsome young scapegrace, and was a good deal
touched at his devotion to Virginia, so leaning down from his horse, he patted him kindly on the
shoulders, and said, “Well, Cecil, if you won’t go back I suppose you must come with me, but I must
get you a hat at Ascot.”

“Oh, bother my hat! I want Virginia!” cried the little Duke, laughing, and they galloped on to the
railway station. There Mr. Otis inquired of the station-master if any one answering the description of
Virginia had been seen on the platform, but could get no news of her. The station-master, however,
wired up and down the line, and assured him that a strict watch would be kept for her, and, after
having bought a hat for the little Duke from a linen-draper, who was just putting up his shutters, Mr.
Otis rode off to Bexley, a village about four miles away, which he was told was a well-known haunt
of the gypsies, as there was a large common next to it. Here they roused up the rural policeman, but
could get no information from him, and, after riding all over the common, they turned their horses”
heads homewards, and reached the Chase about eleven o’clock, dead-tired and almost heart-broken.
They found Washington and the twins waiting for them at the gate-house with lanterns, as the avenue
was very dark. Not the slightest trace of Virginia had been discovered. The gypsies had been caught
on Brockley meadows, but she was not with them, and they had explained their sudden departure by
saying that they had mistaken the date of Chorton Fair, and had gone off in a hurry for fear they might
be late. Indeed, they had been quite distressed at hearing of Virginia’s disappearance, as they were
very grateful to Mr. Otis for having allowed them to camp in his park, and four of their number had
stayed behind to help in the search. The carp-pond had been dragged, and the whole Chase thoroughly
gone over, but without any result. It was evident that, for that night at any rate, Virginia was lost to
them; and it was in a state of the deepest depression that Mr Otis and the boys walked up to the house,
the groom following behind with the two horses and the pony. In the hall they found a group of
frightened servants, and lying on a sofa in the library was poor Mrs. Otis, almost out of her mind with
terror and anxiety, and having her forehead bathed with eau-de-cologne by the old housekeeper. Mr.
Otis at once insisted on her having something to eat, and ordered up supper for the whole party. It was
a melancholy meal, as hardly any one spoke, and even the twins were awestruck and subdued, as they
were very fond of their sister. When they had finished, Mr. Otis, in spite of the entreaties of the little
Duke, ordered them all to bed, saying that nothing more could be done that night, and that he would
telegraph in the morning to Scotland Yard for some detectives to be sent down immediately. Just as
they were passing out of the dining-room, midnight began to boom from the clock tower, and when the
last stroke sounded they heard a crash and a sudden shrill cry; a dreadful peal of thunder shook the
house, a strain of unearthly music floated through the air, a panel at the top of the staircase flew back
with a loud noise, and out on the landing, looking very pale and white, with a little casket in her hand,
stepped Virginia. In a moment they had all rushed up to her. Mrs. Otis clasped her passionately in her
arms, the Duke smothered her with violent kisses, and the twins executed a wild war-dance round the



group.

“Good heavens! child, where have you been?”” said Mr. Otis, rather angrily, thinking that she had
been playing some foolish trick on them. “Cecil and I have been riding all over the country looking
for you, and your mother has been frightened to death. You must never play these practical jokes any
more.”

“Except on the Ghost! except on the Ghost!” shrieked the twins, as they capered about.

“My own darling, thank God you are found; you must never leave my side again,” murmured Mrs.
Otis, as she kissed the trembling child, and smoothed the tangled gold of her hair.

“Papa,” said Virginia quietly, “I have been with the Ghost. He is dead, and you must come and see
him. He had been very wicked, but he was really sorry for all that he had done, and he gave me this
box of beautiful jewels before he died.”

The whole family gazed at her in mute amazement, but she was quite grave and serious; and, turning
round, she led them through the opening in the wainscoting down a narrow secret corridor,
Washington following with a lighted candle, which he had caught up from the table. Finally, they
came to a great oak door, studded with rusty nails. When Virginia touched it, it swung back on its
heavy hinges, and they found themselves in a little low room, with a vaulted ceiling, and one tiny
grated window. Imbedded in the wall was a huge iron ring, and chained to it was a gaunt skeleton,
that was stretched out at full length on the stone floor, and seemed to be trying to grasp with its long
fleshless fingers an old-fashioned trencher and ewer, that were placed just out of its reach. The jug
had evidently been once filled with water, as it was covered inside with green mould. There was
nothing on the trencher but a pile of dust. Virginia knelt down beside the skeleton, and, folding her
little hands together, began to pray silently, while the rest of the party looked on in wonder at the
terrible tragedy whose secret was now disclosed to them.

“Hallo!” suddenly exclaimed one of the twins, who had been looking out of the window to try and
discover in what wing of the house the room was situated. “Hallo! the old withered almond-tree has
blossomed. I can see the flowers quite plainly in the moonlight.”

“God has forgiven him,” said Virginia gravely, as she rose to her feet, and a beautiful light seemed
to illumine her face.

“What an angel you are!” cried the young Duke, and he put his arm round her neck and kissed her.
A\ 11

Four days after these curious incidents a funeral started from Canterville Chase at about eleven
o’clock at night. The hearse was drawn by eight black horses, each of which carried on its head a
great tuft of nodding ostrich-plumes, and the leaden coffin was covered by a rich purple pall, on
which was embroidered in gold the Canterville coat-of-arms. By the side of the hearse and the
coaches walked the servants with lighted torches, and the whole procession was wonderfully
impressive. Lord Canterville was the chief mourner, having come up specially from Wales to attend
the funeral, and sat in the first carriage along with little Virginia. Then came the United States
Minister and his wife, then Washington and the three boys, and in the last carriage was Mrs. Umney. It



was generally felt that, as she had been frightened by the ghost for more than fifty years of her life, she
had a right to see the last of him. A deep grave had been dug in the corner of the churchyard, just
under the old yew-tree, and the service was read in the most impressive manner by the Rev. Augustus
Dampier. When the ceremony was over, the servants, according to an old custom observed in the
Canterville family, extinguished their torches, and, as the coffin was being lowered into the grave,
Virginia stepped forward and laid on it a large cross made of white and pink almond-blossoms. As
she did so, the moon came out from behind a cloud, and flooded with its silent silver the little
churchyard, and from a distant copse a nightingale began to sing. She thought of the ghost’s
description of the Garden of Death, her eyes became dim with tears, and she hardly spoke a word
during the drive home.

The next morning, before Lord Canterville went up to town, Mr. Otis had an interview with him on
the subject of the jewels the ghost had given to Virginia. They were perfectly magnificent, especially
a certain ruby necklace with old Venetian setting, which was really a superb specimen of sixteenth-
century work, and their value was so great that Mr. Otis felt considerable scruples about allowing his
daughter to accept them.

“My lord,” he said, “I know that in this country mortmain is held to apply to trinkets as well as to
land, and it is quite clear to me that these jewels are, or should be, heirlooms in your family. I must
beg you, accordingly, to take them to London with you, and to regard them simply as a portion of your
property which has been restored to you under certain strange conditions. As for my daughter, she is
merely a child, and has as yet, [ am glad to say, but little interest in such appurtenances of idle luxury.
I am also informed by Mrs. Otis, who, I may say, is no mean authority upon Art —having had the
privilege of spending several winters in Boston when she was a girl— that these gems are of great
monetary worth, and if offered for sale would fetch a tall price. Under these circumstances, Lord
Canterville, I feel sure that you will recognise how impossible it would be for me to allow them to
remain in the possession of any member of my family; and, indeed, all such vain gauds and toys,
however suitable or necessary to the dignity of the British aristocracy, would be completely out of
place among those who have been brought up on the severe, and I believe immortal, principles of
republican simplicity. Perhaps I should mention that Virginia is very anxious that you should allow
her to retain the box as a memento of your unfortunate but misguided ancestor. As it is extremely old,
and consequently a good deal out of repair, you may perhaps think fit to comply with her request. For
my own part, | confess I am a good deal surprised to find a child of mine expressing sympathy with
mediaevalism in any form, and can only account for it by the fact that Virginia was born in one of your
London suburbs shortly after Mrs. Otis had returned from a trip to Athens.”

Lord Canterville listened very gravely to the worthy Minister’s speech, pulling his grey moustache
now and then to hide an involuntary smile, and when Mr. Otis had ended, he shook him cordially by
the hand, and said, “My dear sir, your charming little daughter rendered my unlucky ancestor, Sir
Simon, a very important service, and I and my family are much indebted to her for her marvellous
courage and pluck. The jewels are clearly hers, and, egad, I believe that if I were heartless enough to
take them from her, the wicked old fellow would be out of his grave in a fortnight, leading me the
devil of a life. As for their being heirlooms, nothing is an heirloom that is not so mentioned in a will
or legal document, and the existence of these jewels has been quite unknown. I assure you I have no
more claim on them than your butler, and when Miss Virginia grows up I daresay she will be pleased
to have pretty things to wear. Besides, you forget, Mr. Otis, that you took the furniture and the ghost at



a valuation, and anything that belonged to the ghost passed at once into your possession, as, whatever
activity Sir Simon may have shown in the corridor at night, in point of law he was really dead, and
you acquired his property by purchase.”

Mr. Otis was a good deal distressed at Lord Canterville’s refusal, and begged him to reconsider his
decision, but the good-natured peer was quite firm, and finally induced the Minister to allow his
daughter to retain the present the ghost had given her, and when, in the spring of 1890, the young
Duchess of Cheshire was presented at the Queen’s first drawing-room on the occasion of her
marriage, her jewels were the universal theme of admiration. For Virginia received the coronet,
which is the reward of all good little American

girls, and was married to her boy-lover as soon as he came of age. They were both so charming,
and they loved each other so much, that every one was delighted at the match, except the old
Marchioness of Dumbleton, who had tried to catch the Duke for one of her seven unmarried
daughters, and had given no less than three expensive dinner-parties for that purpose, and, strange to
say, Mr. Otis himself. Mr. Otis was extremely fond of the young Duke personally, but, theoretically,
he objected to titles, and, to use his own words, “was not without apprehension lest, amid the
enervating influences of a pleasure-loving aristocracy, the true principles of republican simplicity
should be forgotten.” His objections, however, were completely overruled, and I believe that when
he walked up the aisle of St. George’s, Hanover Square, with his daughter leaning on his arm, there
was not a prouder man in the whole length and breadth of England.

The Duke and Duchess, after the honeymoon was over, went down to Canterville Chase, and on the
day after their arrival they walked over in the afternoon to the lonely churchyard by the pine-woods.
There had been a great deal of difficulty at first about the inscription on Sir Simon’s tombstone, but
finally 1t had been decided to engrave on it simply the initials of the old gentleman’s name, and the
verse from the library window. The Duchess had brought with her some lovely roses, which she
strewed upon the grave, and after they had stood by it for some time they strolled into the ruined
chancel of the old abbey. There the Duchess sat down on a fallen pillar, while her husband lay at her
feet smoking a cigarette and looking up at her beautiful eyes. Suddenly he threw his cigarette away,
took hold of her hand, and said to her, “Virginia, a wife should have no secrets from her husband.”

“Dear Cecil! I have no secrets from you.”

“Yes, you have,” he answered, smiling, “you have never told me what happened to you when you
were locked up with the ghost.”

“I have never told any one, Cecil,” said Virginia gravely.
“I know that, but you might tell me.”

“Please don’t ask me, Cecil, I cannot tell you. Poor Sir Simon! I owe him a great deal. Yes, don’t
laugh, Cecil, I really do. He made me see what Life is, and what Death signifies, and why Love is
stronger than both.”

The Duke rose and kissed his wife lovingly.

“You can have your secret as long as I have your heart,” he murmured.



“You have always had that, Cecil.”
“And you will tell our children some day, won’t you?”

Virginia blushed.



THE SPHINX WITHOUT A SECRET

An Etching

One afternoon I was sitting outside the Café de la Paix, watching the splendour and shabbiness of
Parisian life, and wondering over my vermouth at the strange panorama of pride and poverty that was
passing before me, when I heard some one call my name. I turned round, and saw Lord Murchison.
We had not met since we had been at college together, nearly ten years before, so I was delighted to
come across him again, and we shook hands warmly. At Oxford we had been great friends. I had
liked him immensely, he was so handsome, so high-spirited, and so honourable. We used to say of
him that he would be the best of fellows, if he did not always speak the truth, but I think we really
admired him all the more for his frankness. I found him a good deal changed. He looked anxious and
puzzled, and seemed to be in doubt about something. I felt it could not be modern scepticism, for
Murchison was the stoutest of Tories, and believed in the Pentateuch as firmly as he believed in the
House of Peers; so I concluded that it was a woman, and asked him if he was married yet.

“I don’t understand women well enough,” he answered.

“My dear Gerald,” I said, “women are meant to be loved, not to be understood.”
“I cannot love where I cannot trust,” he replied.

“I believe you have a mystery in your life, Gerald,” I exclaimed; “tell me about it.”

“Let us go for a drive,” he answered, “it is too crowded here. No, not a yellow carriage, any other
colour —there, that dark green one will do”; and in a few moments we were trotting down the
boulevard in the direction of the Madeleine.

“Where shall we go to?”” I said.

“Oh, anywhere you like!” he answered —“to the restaurant in the Bois; we will dine there, and you
shall tell me all about yourself.”

“I want to hear about you first,” I said. “Tell me your mystery.”

He took from his pocket a little silver-clasped morocco case, and handed it to me. I opened it.
Inside there was the photograph of a woman. She was tall and slight, and strangely picturesque with
her large vague eyes and loosened hair. She looked like a clairvoyante, and was wrapped in rich furs.

“What do you think of that face?” he said; “is it truthful ?”

I examined it carefully. It seemed to me the face of some one who had a secret, but whether that
secret was good or evil I could not say. Its beauty was a beauty moulded out of many mysteries —the
beauty, in fact, which is psychological, not plastic— and the faint smile that just played across the lips
was far too subtle to be really sweet.

“Well,” he cried impatiently, “what do you say?”

“She 1s the Gioconda in sables,” I answered. “Let me know all about her.”



“Not now,” he said; “after dinner,” and began to talk of other things.

When the waiter brought us our coffee and cigarettes I reminded Gerald of his promise. He rose
from his seat, walked two or three times up and down the room, and, sinking into an armchair, told me
the following story:

“One evening,” he said, “I was walking down Bond Street about five o’clock. There was a terrific
crush of carriages, and the traffic was almost stopped. Close to the pavement was standing a little
yellow brougham, which, for some reason or other, attracted my attention. As I passed by there
looked out from it the face I showed you this afternoon. It fascinated me immediately. All that night I
kept thinking of it, and all the next day. I wandered up and down that wretched Row, peering into
every carriage, and waiting for the yellow brougham; but I could not find ma belle inconnue, and at
last I began to think she was merely a dream. About a week afterwards I was dining with Madame de
Rastail. Dinner was for eight o’clock; but at half-past eight we were still waiting in the drawing-
room. Finally the servant threw open the door, and announced Lady Alroy. It was the woman I had
been looking for. She came in very slowly, looking like a moonbeam in grey lace, and, to my intense
delight, I was asked to take her in to dinner. After we had sat down, I remarked quite innocently, “I
think I caught sight of you in Bond Street some time ago, Lady Alroy.” She grew very pale, and said
to me in a low voice, “Pray do not talk so loud; you may be overheard.” I felt miserable at having
made such a bad beginning, and plunged recklessly into the subject of the French plays. She spoke
very little, always in the same low musical voice, and seemed as if she was afraid of some one
listening. [ fell passionately, stupidly in love, and the indefinable atmosphere of mystery that
surrounded her excited my most ardent curiosity. When she was going away, which she did very soon
after dinner, I asked her if I might call and see her. She hesitated for a moment, glanced round to see if
any one was near us, and then said, “Yes; tomorrow at a quarter to five.” I begged Madame de Rastail
to tell me about her; but all that I could learn was that she was a widow with a beautiful house in Park
Lane, and as some scientific bore began a dissertation on widows, as exemplifying the survival of the
matrimonially fittest, I left and went home.

“The next day I arrived at Park Lane punctual to the moment, but was told by the butler that Lady
Alroy had just gone out. I went down to the club quite unhappy and very much puzzled, and after long
consideration wrote her a letter, asking if I might be allowed to try my chance some other afternoon. I
had no answer for several days, but at last I got a little note saying she would be at home on Sunday at
four and with this extraordinary postscript: “Please do not write to me here again; I will explain when
I see you.” On Sunday she received me, and was perfectly charming; but when I was going away she
begged of me, if I ever had occasion to write to her again, to address my letter to “Mrs. Knox, care of
Whittaker’s Library, Green Street.” “There are reasons,” she said, “why I cannot receive letters in my
own house.””

“All through the season I saw a great deal of her, and the atmosphere of mystery never left her.
Sometimes I thought that she was in the power of some man, but she looked so unapproachable, that I
could not believe it. It was really very difficult for me to come to any conclusion, for she was like
one of those strange crystals that one sees in museums, which are at one moment clear, and at another
clouded. At last I determined to ask her to be my wife: I was sick and tired of the incessant secrecy
that she imposed on all my visits, and on the few letters I sent her. I wrote to her at the library to ask
her if she could see me the following Monday at six. She answered yes, and I was in the seventh
heaven of delight. [ was infatuated with her: in spite of the mystery, I thought then in consequence of



it, I see now. No; it was the woman herself I loved. The mystery troubled me, maddened me. Why did
chance put me in its track?”

“You discovered it, then?” I cried.
“I fear so,” he answered. “You can judge for yourself.”

“When Monday came round I went to lunch with my uncle, and about four o’clock found myself in
the Marylebone Road. My uncle, you know, lives in Regent’s Park. | wanted to get to Piccadilly, and
took a short cut through a lot of shabby little streets. Suddenly I saw in front of me Lady Alroy, deeply
veiled and walking very fast. On coming to the last house in the street, she went up the steps, took out
a latch-key, and let herself in. ‘Here is the mystery,” I said to myself; and I hurried on and examined
the house. It seemed a sort of place for letting lodgings. On the doorstep lay her handkerchief, which
she had dropped. I picked it up and put it in my pocket. Then I began to consider what I should do. I
came to the conclusion that I had no right to spy on her, and I drove down to the club. At six I called
to see her. She was lying on a sofa, in a tea-gown of silver tissue looped up by some strange
moonstones that she always wore. She was looking quite lovely. ‘I am so glad to see you,” she said; ‘I
have not been out all day.’ I stared at her in amazement, and pulling the handkerchief out of my
pocket, handed it to her. ‘You dropped this in Cumnor Street this afternoon, Lady Alroy,” I said very
calmly. She looked at me in terror but made no attempt to take the handkerchief. ‘What were you
doing there?’ I asked. ‘What right have you to question me?’ she answered. ‘The right of a man who
loves you,” I replied; ‘I came here to ask you to be my wife.” She hid her face in her hands, and burst
into floods of tears. ‘You must tell me,” I continued. She stood up, and, looking me straight in the face,
said, ‘Lord Murchison, there is nothing to tell you.”—*‘You went to meet some one,’ I cried; ‘this is
your mystery.” She grew dreadfully white, and said, ‘I went to meet no one.”—‘Can’t you tell the
truth?’ I exclaimed. ‘I have told it,” she replied. I was mad, frantic; I don’t know what I said, but |
said terrible things to her. Finally I rushed out of the house. She wrote me a letter the next day; I sent
it back unopened, and started for Norway with Alan Colville. After a month I came back, and the first
thing I saw in the Morning Post was the death of Lady Alroy. She had caught a chill at the Opera, and
had died in five days of congestion of the lungs. I shut myself up and saw no one. I had loved her so
much, I had loved her so madly. Good God! How I had loved that woman!”

“You went to the street, to the house in 1t?”” I said.
“Yes,” he answered.

“One day I went to Cumnor Street. I could not help it; I was tortured with doubt. I knocked at the
door, and a respectable-looking woman opened it to me. I asked her if she had any rooms to let.
‘Well, sir,” she replied, ‘the drawing-rooms are supposed to be let; but I have not seen the lady for
three months, and as rent is owing on them, you can have them.”—*Is this the lady?’ I said, showing
the photograph. ‘That’s her, sure enough,” she exclaimed; ‘and when is she coming back, sir?’—*‘The
lady 1s dead,’ I replied. ‘Oh sir, I hope not!” said the woman; ‘She was my best lodger. She paid me
three guineas a week merely to sit in my drawing-rooms now and then.” ‘She met some one here?’ |
said; but the woman assured me that it was not so, that she always came alone, and saw no one. ‘What
on earth did she do here?’ I cried. ‘She simply sat in the drawing-room, sir, reading books, and
sometimes had tea,” the woman answered. I did not know what to say, so I gave her a sovereign and
went away. Now, what do you think it all meant? You don’t believe the woman was telling the truth?”



“I'do.”
“Then why did Lady Alroy go there?”

“My dear Gerald,” I answered, “Lady Alroy was simply a woman with a mania for mystery. She
took these rooms for the pleasure of going there with her veil down, and imagining she was a heroine.
She had a passion for secrecy, but she herself was merely a Sphinx without a secret.”

“Do you really think so?”
“I amsure of it,” I replied.

He took out the morocco case, opened it, and looked at the photograph. “I wonder?” he said at last.



THE MODEL MILLIONAIRE
A Note of Admiration

Unless one is wealthy there is no use in being a charming fellow. Romance is the privilege of the
rich, not the profession of the unemployed. The poor should be practical and prosaic. It is better to
have a permanent income than to be fascinating. These are the great truths of modern life which
Hughie Erskine never realised. Poor Hughie! Intellectually, we must admit, he was not of much
importance. He never said a brilliant or even an ill-natured thing in his life. But then he was
wonderfully good-looking, with his crisp brown hair, his clear-cut profile, and his grey eyes. He was
as popular with men as he was with women and he had every accomplishment except that of making
money. His father had bequeathed him his cavalry sword and a History of the Peninsular War in
fifteen volumes. Hughie hung the first over his looking-glass, put the second on a shelf between Ruff’s
Guide and Bailey’s Magazine, and lived on two hundred a year that an old aunt allowed him. He had
tried everything. He had gone on the Stock Exchange for six months; but what was a butterfly to do
among bulls and bears? He had been a tea-merchant for a little longer, but had soon tired of pekoe
and souchong. Then he had tried selling dry sherry. That did not answer; the sherry was a little too
dry. Ultimately he became nothing, a delightful, ineffectual young man with a perfect profile and no
profession.

To make matters worse, he was in love. The girl he loved was Laura Merton, the daughter of a
retired Colonel who had lost his temper and his digestion in India, and had never found either of them
again. Laura adored him, and he was ready to kiss her shoe-strings. They were the handsomest couple
in London, and had not a penny-piece between them. The Colonel was very fond of Hughie, but would
not hear of any engagement.

“Come to me, my boy, when you have got ten thousand pounds of your own, and we will see about
it,” he used to say; and Hughie looked very glum in those days, and had to go to Laura for consolation.

One morning, as he was on his way to Holland Park, where the Mertons lived, he dropped in to see
a great friend of his, Alan Trevor. Trevor was a painter. Indeed, few people escape that nowadays.
But he was also an artist, and artists are rather rare. Personally he was a strange rough fellow, with a
freckled face and a red ragged beard. However, when he took up the brush he was a real master, and
his pictures were eagerly sought after. He had been very much attracted by Hughie at first, it must be
acknowledged, entirely on account of his personal charm. “The only people a painter should know,”
he used to say, “are people who are béte and beautiful, people who are an artistic pleasure to look at
and an intellectual repose to talk to. Men who are dandies and women who are darlings rule the
world, at least they should do so.” However, after he got to know Hughie better, he liked him quite as
much for his bright, buoyant spirits and his generous, reckless nature, and had given him the
permanent entrée to his studio.

When Hughie came in he found Trevor putting the finishing touches to a wonderful life-size picture
of a beggar-man. The beggar himself was standing on a raised platform in a corner of the studio. He
was a wizened old man, with a face like wrinkled parchment, and a most piteous expression. Over his
shoulders was flung a coarse brown cloak, all tears and tatters; his thick boots were patched and
cobbled, and with one hand he leant on a rough stick, while with the other he held out his battered hat



for alms.
“What an amazing model!” whispered Hughie, as he shook hands with his friend.

“An amazing model?”” shouted Trevor at the top of his voice; “I should think so! Such beggars as he
are not to be met with every day. A trouvaille, mon cher; a living Velasquez! My stars! what an
etching Rembrandt would have made of him!”

“Poor old chap!” said Hughie, “how miserable he looks! But I suppose, to you painters, his face is
his fortune?”

“Certainly,” replied Trevor, “you don’t want a beggar to look happy, do you?”

“How much does a model get for sitting?”” asked Hughie, as he found himself a comfortable seat on
a divan.

“A shilling an hour.”
“And how much do you get for your picture, Alan?”
“Oh, for this I get two thousand!”

“Pounds?”
“Guineas. Painters, poets, and physicians always get guineas.”

“Well, I think the model should have a percentage,” cried Hughie, laughing; “they work quite as
hard as you do.”

“Nonsense, nonsense! Why, look at the trouble of laying on the paint alone, and standing all day
long at one’s easel! It’s all very well, Hughie, for you to talk, but I assure you that there are moments
when Art almost attains to the dignity of manual labour. But you mustn’t chatter; I’m very busy. Smoke
a cigarette, and keep quiet.”

After some time the servant came in, and told Trevor that the framemaker wanted to speak to him.
“Don’t run away, Hughie,” he said, as he went out, “I will be back in a moment.”

The old beggar-man took advantage of Trevor’s absence to rest for a moment on a wooden bench
that was behind him. He looked so forlorn and wretched that Hughie could not help pitying him, and
felt in his pockets to see what money he had. All he could find was a sovereign and some coppers.
“Poor old fellow,” he thought to himself, “he wants it more than I do, but it means no hansoms for a
fortnight”; and he walked across the studio and slipped the sovereign into the beggar’s hand.

The old man started, and a faint smile flitted across his withered lips. “Thank you, sir,” he said,
“thank you.”

Then Trevor arrived, and Hughie took his leave, blushing a little at what he had done. He spent the
day with Laura, got a charming scolding for his extravagance, and had to walk home.

That night he strolled into the Palette Club about eleven o’clock, and found Trevor sitting by
himself in the smoking-room drinking hock and seltzer.



“Well, Alan, did you get the picture finished all right?”” he said, as he lit his cigarette.

“Finished and framed, my boy!” answered Trevor; “and, by the bye, you have made a conquest.
That old model you saw is quite devoted to you. I had to tell him all about you —who you are, where
you live, what your income is, what prospects you have—"

“My dear Alan,” cried Hughie, “I shall probably find him waiting for me when I go home. But of
course you are only joking. Poor old wretch! I wish I could do something for him. I think it is dreadful
that any one should be so miserable. I have got heaps of old clothes at home —do you think he would
care for any of them? Why, his rags were falling to bits.”

“But he looks splendid in them,” said Trevor. “I wouldn’t paint him in a frock coat for anything,
What you call rags I call romance. What seems poverty to you is picturesqueness to me. However, I’l1
tell him of your offer.”

“Alan,” said Hughie seriously, “you painters are a heartless lot.”

“An artist’s heart 1s his head,” replied Trevor; “and besides, our business is to realise the world as
we see it, not to reform it as we know it. A chacun son métier. And now tell me how Laura 1s. The
old model was quite interested in her.”

“You don’t mean to say you talked to him about her?” said Hughie.
“Certainly I did. He knows all about the relentless colonel, the lovely Laura, and the £10,000.”
“You told that old beggar all my private affairs?” cried Hughie, looking very red and angry.

“My dear boy,” said Trevor, smiling, “that old beggar, as you call him, is one of the richest men in
Europe. He could buy all London tomorrow without overdrawing his account. He has a house in
every capital, dines off gold plate, and can prevent Russia going to war when he chooses.”

“What on earth do you mean?”” exclaimed Hughie.

“What I say,” said Trevor. “The old man you saw today in the studio was Baron Hausberg. He is a
great friend of mine, buys all my pictures and that sort of thing, and gave me a commission a month
ago to paint him as a beggar. Que voulez-vous? La fantaisie d’un millionnaire! And I must say he
made a magnificent figure in his rags, or perhaps I should say in my rags; they are an old suit I got in
Spain.”

“Baron Hausberg!” cried Hughie. “Good heavens! I gave him a sovereign!” and he sank into an
armchair the picture of dismay.

“Gave him a sovereign!” shouted Trevor, and he burst into a roar of laughter. “My dear boy, you’ll
never see it again. Son affaire c’est [’argent des autres.” (His job is all about the others’ money.)

“I think you might have told me, Alan,” said Hughie sulkily, “and not have let me make such a fool
of myself.”

“Well, to begin with, Hughie,” said Trevor, “it never entered my mind that you went about
distributing alms in that reckless way. I can understand your kissing a pretty model, but your giving a
sovereign to an ugly one —by Jove, no! Besides, the fact is that I really was not at home today to any



one; and when you came in I didn’t know whether Hausberg would like his name mentioned. You
know he wasn’t in full dress.”

“What a duffer he must think me!” said Hughie.

“Not at all. He was in the highest spirits after you left; kept chuckling to himself and rubbing his old
wrinkled hands together. I couldn’t make out why he was so interested to know all about you; but I
see it all now. He’ll invest your sovereign for you, Hughie, pay you the interest every six months, and
have a capital story to tell after dinner.”

“I am an unlucky devil,” growled Hughie. “The best thing I can do is to go to bed; and, my dear
Alan, you mustn’t tell any one. I shouldn’t dare show my face in the Row.”

“Nonsense! It reflects the highest credit on your philanthropic spirit, Hughie. And don’t run away.
Have another cigarette, and you can talk about Laura as much as you like.”

However, Hughie wouldn’t stop, but walked home, feeling very unhappy, and leaving Alan Trevor
in fits of laughter.

The next morning, as he was at breakfast, the servant brought him up a card on which was written,
“Monsieur Gustave Naudin, de la part de M. le Baron Hausberg.” “I suppose he has come for an
apology,” said Hughie to himself; and he told the servant to show the visitor up.

An old gentleman with gold spectacles and grey hair came into the room, and said, in a slight
French accent, “Have I the honour of addressing Monsieur Erskine?”

Hughie bowed.
“I have come from Baron Hausberg,” he continued. “The Baron—"
“I beg, sir, that you will offer him my sincerest apologies,” stammered Hughie.

“The Baron,” said the old gentleman with a smile, “has commissioned me to bring you this letter”;
and he extended a sealed envelope.

On the outside was written, “A wedding present to Hugh Erskine and Laura Merton, from an old
beggar,” and inside was a cheque for £10,000.

When they were married Alan Trevor was the best man, and the Baron made a speech at the
wedding breakfast.

“Millionaire models,” remarked Alan, “are rare enough; but, by Jove, model millionaires are rarer
still!”



LORD ARTHUR SAVILE’IN SUCU UZERINE...
Victoria Cagr’na Tepki

Oscar Fingal O’Flahertie Wills Wilde, 105 yi1l 6nce, 1900°de, Paris’te, Sebastian Melmoth adiyla
kaldig kiigiik bir otel odasinda 61dii. Ingiltere’de 64 yil tahtta kalnus olan Kralige Victoria da ondan
iki ay sonra, 20. yiizyllin kapisinda hayata gozlerini yumuyor, boylece “Victoria Cagl” sona ermis
oluyordu. “Uzerinde giines batmayan imparatorluk” olarak tammlanan Britanya Imparatorlugu, kita
Avrupasi’m bir yiizylldan fazla bir siiredir sarsan devrim ve ayaklanmalara en azindan dogrudan
sahne olmamus, ancak, sanayi devrimiyle sayisiz ¢eliskiyi de iginde barindirir hale gelmisti: Victoria
Cagi’min katt kuralciligina karsi tepkiler yayiliyor, burjuvazinin kiran kirana rekabeti gelisiyor,
zenginlesen yeni orta simf ve biiylik burjuvazi, aristokrasiyi ekonomik, siyasal ve kiiltiirel diizlemde
sikistirdikca sikistirtyordu; calisanlar, sendikal ilk haklarimi elde etmis, kadinlar kimliklerinin
tamnmas1 icin seslerini vyiikseltiyorlardi. “Ozellikle soylular, geleneksel inanclari, degerleri
sorgulayan ve temelinden sarsan yeni diisiince ve teoriler karsisinda tedirgin oluyor, gelecege
endise ve kuskuyla bakiyorlardi. Victoria Cagi insanlari, duyduklar: korkular karsisinda, dinsel
kurallara, kor inanclara daha siki tutunuyor, dogmaciligr benimsiyor, kisiler, olaylar, diisiinceler
ustiine iyi ya da kotii, dogru ya da yanlis, ahlaka uygun ya da ahlaka aykiri gibi genel
siniflandirmalarda bulunurken kisisel yeni goriisler ileri siirmekten kaginiyor, biiyiik bir

tedirginlikle kendilerini korumaya calisiyorlardi.”l1 Ozetle o donem, asir1 ahlakgi, tutucu, dar
goriislii, dogmaci, ikiytizlii, maddeci bir ortam olarak animsanacak ve sonralar1 ¢ok kullanmilacak olan
“Victoria Cagr ahlaki” deyimi bu nitelikleri igerecekti.

“Avrupa’da eskiye” karsi c¢ikan iki tepkiden biri sosyalizmin teori ve prati§inde disavuruyor,
sosyalistler somut doniisiim tasarimlar1 Oneriyordu, oteki elestiri (Wilde, Rilke,!2 Nietzsche,!®!
Hoffmansthal,”¥ Fransiz nihilistler®! vb.) muhafazakarliga, geleneklere saldiriyor, ama “alta kars1
da” duruma gore mesafeli ve uzak duruyorlardi ve tepkinin araci, daha ¢ok sanat-diisiince yani
estetikti. Ingiltere’dekiler de dahil olmak iizere, Avrupa burjuva aydini, sanati, estetigi bir kurtulus,
aym zamanda bir kagis ve siginma “mintikasi” olarak algiliyordu. Oscar Wilde, bu “estetik¢i”
egilimin ya da akimin 6nemli temsilcilerinden biridir. Temas edebildigi kadariyla halktan, alttaki
insandan yana yiirek sizilarim yansitmaktan geri durmayan bir estetikei.

Estetikci Akim ile Tamisma

Oscar Wilde ile iinlii mizahg1 B. Shaw,!® iki irlandali geng, bir yil arayla Dublin’den gelip
Londra’ya yerlesmislerdi (1874, 1875). Birkac¢ yi1l icinde Wilde estetik¢i akimin sézciilerinden oldu.
Wilde’1in yazarligi, ozanligi se¢mesinde, konusma yeteneginin gelismesinde, baskaldiran bir kisi
olmasinda, aile ortamunin, 6zellikle annesinin biiyiik etkisi oldugu kabul edilir. Wilde’1n annesi Jane
Francesca Elgee, aralarinda Tiirk¢e’nin de bulundugu 5 dilden ceviri yapan aydin bir kadindi;
Dublin’deki evi aydin ve bohemlerin toplanti merkeziydi. Oscar Wilde, Oxford’da Magdalen

Koleji’nde okurken estetik¢i akimin onciilerinden John RuskinZ ve Walter Pater’in®l etkisi altinda
kaldi. Pater, denemelerinde sanatin amacimin sadece “giizellik” oldugunu, bunun disinda sanatin, ne
siyasal ne ahlaksal ne dinsel ne de baska herhangi bir amaca baglanmayacagim soyliiyordu. Kisi
anini, baskalarimn daha once yasadigr deneyimlerden, onlarin yasantilarindan alarak degil, dogrudan
kendi yasantisindan, kendim yasayarak ge¢irmelidir diyordu. Estetik¢i akimin “yasantiyr”, 6znel



deneyimi ylicelten bu anlayisi, kendini Girtinlerinde belirleyici bir kilavuz olarak gosterir. Ruskin ise,
ahlakin, toplumsal sorunlarin sanat yoluyla yansitilmasina karsi ¢ikmamakla birlikte, iy1 sanat
anlayisiyla yaratilan {riinlerin biitiinii kapsayict onemini vurguluyordu. Avrupa solu, emegin
Ozgiirliigiinii kitlelerin miicadelesine baglamis ve kadim diizenin degismesini 6zgiirliiglin 6n kosulu
olarak goriirken, “estetik¢iler”, bu drnekte oldugu gibi, herkese yaratici bir sanatg1 olarak ¢alisma
imkam verilmesiyle toplumsal adaletin ger¢eklesebilecegini ileri siiriiyorlardi. Walter Pater’in bagim

cektigi estetikci akim, ozan ve ressam Gabriel Dante Rossetti,’) ozan Swinburne, ressam Burne-
Jones’un kurdugu On-Rafaelloculuk anlayisimn bir uzantistydi. “On-Rafaellocular” ideal giizellige
Ortacagcilik iizerinden ulasmaya c¢alisirlarken, Walter Pater, “giizellik” kavraminin en kusursuz
orneklerini Ronesans’ta ariyordu. Pater, aritilnus, ama cekici bir dekadans’tan (yozluktan) yanadir.
Ciinkii dekadans ya da yozluk, estetik tarzla birlestiginde; yerlesik, muhafazakar diizene bir tepki
olarak islevsellesebilir. Oscar Wilde “ger¢egi”, onun Dorian Gray'’in Portresi romammnin gordiigii
buytk tepki, 2 yillik hapis cezasina kadar uzanan “dislanmalar”, herhalde dekadans ile estetigin bu
sentezinde yorumlanabilir.

Wilde artik olduk¢a yaslanmus annesi ve kardesiyle birlikte Londra’ya geldikten sonra, aydin
cevrelerin ve kibirli yliksek sosyetenin de sevgilisi olup ¢ikar, donemin 6nde gelen siyaset adamlari
ile tamsir, Ustelik heniiz bu kadar tinlenmesini saglayacak herhangi bir sey de yazmamustir. Ancak
tinlinii konugma ustaligina borg¢ludur; onun “s6zlii anlatim ya da ifade” konusundaki bu yetenegi
Amerika ziyareti sirasinda verdigi konferanslarda iyice one c¢ikar. Lord Alfred Douglas’a gore,
“Wilde’in konusmaciligi ancak Sokrates(inkiyle) karsilastirilabilir; lstelik Wilde’in niikte giicli
Sokrates’te yoktur.” Wilde’1 c¢ok seven André Gide’e gore, “Onun en giizel yazilar1 bile,
konusmalarimn gorkemli parlakliginin soluk bir yansimasidir.” Herbert Tree’ye gore, “O, sozciikleri
elmaslara doOniistiiriiyor, sonra da onu Ay’a firlatiyordu.” ( Oscar Wilde, Tutkular, Acilar,
Giiliimseyen Deyisler, S. Eczacibasi, Remzi Kitabevi, 2001).

Victoria Cagi toplumu karsisinda Wilde’in sanat anlayisi, mimarliga, cigek sevgisine kadar,
cevredeki her seyde, yasamun her olayinda, bir tat, bir gizem bulmayr amacglayan bir davranis
bigimini kapsiyordu. Wilde, “Victoria Cagl ahlaki”mn ‘“korselerine” direnirken, estetik¢i akimin
onciiliigiinii {istlenmis, bdylece on dokuzuncu yiizyilda Ingiltere’de George “Bea” Brummell’in
onculiigiinii yaptigi, sonralar1 da Fransiz ozanlarinin, 6zellikle Baudelaire’in biiyiik bir ilgiyle
karsiladiklar1 dandizm akimimn yeniden ortaya ¢ikmasina Onayak olmustur. Dandiler kendilerini
burjuva centilmeni olarak tanimliyorlardi; giictinii gittikge yitiren aristokrat sinmifindan istiin
olduklarim sOyliiyor, soylularin yasamlarindaki yapmacikliga, tekdiizelige kiigiimseyerek
bakiyorlardi. Dandizm, Baudelaire’e gore yeni bir soyluluktu.

Wilde tamistiktan bir iki ay sonra, Vera ya da Nihilistler oyununun 6zel baskisim Ellen Terry’e,
“belki bir giin size yarasir bir oyun yazacak kadar talihli olurum” notuyla iletir. Terry ile Wilde’1in
dostu Bernard Shaw arasinda, giderek romantik bir agka doniisecek karsilikli yazismalar baslayacak,
Shaw bu konuda, 1deal bir ask iliskisinin postayla stirdiiriilen 1liski oldugunu soyleyecektir.

Wilde estetik¢i akim konusunda bir dizi konferans vermek tizere 1882 yi1linda Amerika’ya gider ve
260 giinde 140 konferans verir. Geri dondiikten sonra bir kez daha Vera ya da Nihilistler adl1 oyunu
vesilesiyle Amerika’ya gider. Amerika’dayken iinlii oyuncu Mary Anderson i¢in yazmaya s6z verdigi
Padua Diisesi’ni zamaminda bitirip yolladigi halde, oyun ancak oliimiinden sonra New York’ta
sahnelenecektir. Klasik trajedi tarzinda yazilmis bu oyun, 16. yiizyilin sonunda Italya’mn Padua



kentinde, o6ldiiriilen babasi Padua Diikii’niin intikamim almaya ant i¢gmis Guido ile asig1 Diises’in
oykiisii tlizerine kuruludur. Vera ya da Nihilistler ve Padua Diisesi “Wilde’in bir trajedi yazari
olamayacagi”nmi artik ortaya koymustu. Yarim kalan {ic oyunu da ( Bir Floransa Trajedisi, Ermis
Fahise ve Bir Kadinin Trajedisi) beklenen nitelikte degildir. Wilde Paris’te Fahisenin Evi ve Sfenks
adli siirlerini  bitirir. Sfenks, Wilde’in en cok okunan siirlerindendir. Sfenks’te bir sodylence
yaratiginin insanlarla, hayvanlarla, hatta tanrilarla yasadigi cinsel seriivenleri anlatilir; sonunda
carmiha gerilmis Isa ammsanur... isa konusundaki belki de en lirik, en giizel siiri olan Humanitad’ da,
Isa ile insanoglu, cektikleri acilarla biitiinlesirler. Wilde, Reading Hapishanesi Baladi’nda Victoria
Cagi’nin kliselesmis Hiristiyanlik anlayis1 ile gercek Isa arasindaki farki gdstermeye calisir; baladin
(tiirkiiniin) temelinde, kendisi ile aym zindam paylasan idama mahk(im bir asker vardir.

Oscar Wilde, 1884 Mayisi’nda evlenir; bu evlilikten Cyril ve Vyvyan adl1 iki ¢cocugu olur; ailesini
gecindirmek ig¢in kitap, tiyatro elestirmenligi yapar. The Womens World dergisinde calisirken
oykiiler, masallar yazdigini 6greniyoruz; bunlar1 Mutlu Prens ve Baska Masallar, Narli Ev adl
kitaplarda toplarken, Lord Arthur Savile’in Sucu ve Baska Oykiiler’de ise, Lord Arthur Savile’in
Sucu, Canterville Hortlagi, Gizemsiz Bir Sfenks, Model Milyoner Oykiilerini bir araya getirmistir.
Bu masallar Andersen ve Grimm Kardesler’in yapitlar1 kadar sevilmistir. Mutlu Prens ve Baska
Masallar’da, Iyiliksever, Bencil Dev gibi masallara yer vermistir. Wilde’1n masallarinda biitiin bir
[rlanda folklorunun, sdylencelerinin renkleri vardir. S6z konusu kisiler, 6zgiirliigii, sevgiyi, mutlulugu
ozleyen, ezilmis, yoksul, siradan insanlardir. Wilde Irlanda’mn kitlik yillarim gdrmemistir, ama o
yillarin Oykiilerini 6zellikle annesinden hep dinlemistir. Gen¢ Kral oykiisiinde, yoksul halk krala
sunlar1 sdyler: “Uziimiin suyunu biz ¢ikariyoruz, ama sarabi bagkalar1 i¢iyor. Bugdayr biz ekiyoruz,
ama kilerimiz bos. Prangaya vurulmusuz, ama goren yok zincirlerimizi. Koleyiz, ama bize her insan
Ozgiirdir diyorlar...” (Oscar Wilde, Tutkular, Acilar, Giiliimseyen Deyisler, S. Eczacibasi, Remzi
Kitabevi, 2001).

Wilde’1n en sevdigi Oykiisii olarak bilinen Mr. W. H.’nin Portresi *nde, Wilde’1n 6zel yasamimn
izlerini ya da yansimalarim bulabiliyoruz. Bu metinde iinlii Ingiliz yazar1 gibi evli ve ¢oluk ¢ocuk
sahibi olan Wilde, Shakespeare ile bir tiir duygudashik kurar. Iki yildir evli olan Wilde artik
sikilmaya, kaniksamaya bagslamustir evliligi. O siralarda Cambridge’de Ogrenim goren senato
baskamnin oglu Robert Ross ile tamsir. Wilde’a gore, Ross “peri ylizliidir”. Aralarinda kurulan
tutkulu dostluk giderek baska boyutlara uzamr. Evinden gittikce uzaklasan Wilde, Ross ile kurdugu
iligki iizerinden, Victoria Cagi’nin ahlak anlayisina sadece sozle ve yaziyla karsi ¢ikmakla kalmaz;
artik tutum ve tercih ettigi iliskilerle de bir tiir muhaliflik olusturmaya baslar. “Portre”nin ardindan
Wilde uzun denemeler yazmaya baslar. Dort denemesini Niyet/er (Intentions) adli kitabinda toplar.
Yalan Soylemenin Sona Ermesi adli denemesinde ise kendi cocuklarim karsilikli konusturur. Bu
deneme, iki yiiz yi1llik ger¢ekeilik akimina bir karsi ¢ikistir. Sanatgi, estetik¢i akim baglaminda altim
cizdigimiz anlayisa ve Wilde’a gore “giizel seyler yaratan kisidir”, oyleyse yalan soylemek, gercek
dis1 giizel seyler anlatmak sanat¢inin gorevidir. Ciinkii gercek cirkindir. Zamanla diis giiciiniin ve
uydurmanin yerine dogruyu soylemek, yalmzca gercekleri anlatmak gibi bir e8ilim ge¢gmistir ki
(ger¢ekei sanat akimlar1), Wilde’a gore sagliksiz bir durumdur bu. Gergeklik oldum olas: giizellik ile
bagdastirilmaya calisilmigsa da, beyhude bir ¢abadir bu. Birinin bulundugu yerde oOtekinin yeri
yoktur.

Oscar Wilde, Dorian Gray’in Portresi adli linlii romanminda, kendini bir bakima romamin ii¢ bas
kisisine bolistliriip estetik¢i  bir arayisin simirlarim  zorlar. Zamamn amansiz yipraticilid,



odiinsiizliigl karsisinda, estetik olan (portre) kalic1 ve kiistahtir sanki; gengligi hatirlatir, duygulara,
zamana, yipranmaya aldiris etmez; ¢linkii estetik olan “zamantistii”diir.

Gene de Wilde’in, toplumcu, halktan yana tavrimi unutmamak; hayati ile yasama tarzim ve
diistincesini (eski Yunan idealinde oldugu gibi) biitiinlestirmeye calisnus ve bunun ‘“faturasim
odemis” bir yazara haksizlik etmemek i¢in, onun en ¢ok okunan denemesine dikkati ¢cekmek yerinde
olacaktir.

Wilde’in en ¢ok okunan, biiylik tartigmalara yol acan ve hala degerli bulunan bu denemesi
Sosyalizmin Egemenliginde Insan Ruhu bashigim tasiyor. Wilde bu denemede gelenege karsi
degisimi, uyumluluga kars1 ucariligl, kurumlagmaya kars1 baskaldiriyr ve kapitalizme karsi sosyalizmi
savunup egemen siniflarin kendisine sirt gevirmesine yol agmakla kalmaz; giriste degindigimiz Marki
Queensberry davasinda su¢lu bulunmasinin geri diizleminde bu denemede ileri siirdiigli diisiincelerin
etkisi de bulunmaktadir. Her ne kadar estetik bir yasam bi¢imini savunmasi s6z konusu olmus olsa da,
onun sosyal ve siyasal diislincelerle bu bi¢imi ve estetik¢i kuramu desteklemek istedigini 6greniyoruz.
(Oscar Wilde, Tutkular, Acilar, Giiliimseyen Deyisler, S. Eczacibasi, Remzi Kitabevi, 2001). S6z
konusu denemede, estetik¢i amaglara ancak sosyalizm yoluyla ulasilabilecegini soyler. Boylesine
igren¢ yoksulluklar diinyasinda ne zenginin ne de yoksulun mutlu olabilecegini ileri siiren Wilde,
olumsuz kosullarin kisiligin gelismesini de engelledigini diisiinmektedir. Wilde’a gore, sanayilesmis
bir diinyada makineler insanogluna layik olmayan isleri iistlenebilir, Eski Yunan ile Hiristiyanlik
kiiltiirlerinin sentezinden olusan bir uygarlik kurulabilir; ozgiirlesen insan, bir sanat¢it gibi
yasayabilirdi. Eninde sonunda kurtulusu estetik olanda, sanatta bulan Wilde’in sosyalizim ile
bireysel-estetik¢i bu kurtulus projeleri arasinda kurdugu iliskiye, en basta sosyalist yazarlardan
elestiri gelmesi normaldi. Uretim araglarimn toplumsal miilkiyeti iizerinden yapilan ve pazar
ekonomisine degil de ihtiyaca dayali bir iiretimi (calismayl) Ozgilirlesmenin yolu olarak goren
sosyalist diisiince i1le Wilde’1in sanayiyi, ¢calismadan kurtulmamn bir imkam olarak goren, tek tek
bireylerin sanat¢1 olmasim, ozgiirliigiin ger¢eklesmesi olarak kavrayan anlayisi temelden celisse bile,
gerek Wilde gerekse de sosyalistler, kapitalist toplumda insamn 6zgiirliigiine ve mutluluguna yer
olmadig tespitinde birlesmis oluyorlard.

Kuskusuz Oscar Wilde’in siir, oyun (absurd komedi), dykii, masal ve roman (Dorian Gray’in
Portresi) alanindaki yaziya dokiilmiis iirlinlerinin yam sira, ses dalgalar1 olarak uzaya yayilip gitmis
konusmalar1, soylesileri, gazete, dergi elestiri ve yorumlari, denemeleri estetik¢i akimin gercevesi
icinde degerlendirilebilseler bile, bir biitiinliikkten s6z etmek herhalde zor olacaktir. Freud
siiblimasyon kavrayisinda, libidonun kanal degistirmis enerji miktarimn sanati/kiiltiirii yarattigini
ileri siirer. Bir an icin bu modeli kabul ettigimizde, Oscar Wilde’in libidindz enerjisinin, sanat
kanalinda bile denetlenemedigini soylememiz gerekir herhalde. Oscar Wilde’1n escinsel tercihlerinde
cagin ahlaki kaliplarina darbe indiren bu enerji, ailenin kaderini de belirlemekte énemli bir etmen
olmustur. Wilde’1n hiikiim giymesinin ardindan esi Constance ve ogullari, bir Swiss Otel’de ikamete
tabi tutulup adlarim Holland olarak degistirmeye zorlanmuslardir. Aile bir daha Wilde adim geri
alamamustir.

Elimde Wilde’1in torunu Merlin Holland’1in 1994 toplu eserler basimina yazdig 6ns6z var. 1993
tarihli uluslararas1 Wilde Konferansi’nda saygin bir akademisyen ve Anglo-Irlanda edebiyati uzmam
su soruyu soruyor: “Oscar Wilde gercekten de biiyiik bir yazar m? Yaklasik yiiz yildir sorulagelmis
ve hala doyurucu bir cevabi bulunmayan bir soru bu” diyor M. Holland.



Az cok yukaridaki 6nsdzden de cikartabilecegimiz gibi, yasayis tarzi ile sanati birbirinden kolay
kolay ayrilmayan biriydi belki; bu iki diizlemi birlikte degerlendirmeden, sadece edebiyatina donmek,
tirlinlerinin niteligi konusunda karar vermeyi zorlastirabilir. Edmund Grosse, Oscar Wilde ile yakin
tanisikligr olan André Gide’e 1910°da bu iliskiye isaret eden bir mektup yazmusti, orada, “Hayatini
bir yana koyarsaniz, geriye, akli basinda, orta halli bir elestiricilik kalir ondan,” diyordu.

Bugilin Katalanca ve Arapca dilleri dahil, Cince’ye, Yidis diline, Tiirk¢e’ye ve oteki diinya
dillerine ¢evirilmis Oscar Wilde metinlerinin artan popiilerligi, hele yetmisli yillardan bu yana basta
refah toplumlar1 olmak iizere, buralarda gelisen statiiko karsiti muhalif yasama tarzi arayislarina, sivil
itaatsizlik cagrilarina, bireyin tercih ve kararlarina saygi ve anlayis taleplerine baglanabilir mi,
bilemiyorum. Boyle bir sey soz konusuysa, hayati ile sanati da tam anlanuyla bitiinlesmistir
glinlimiizde demek kaliyor bize.

Elimizdeki kitap¢ik Lord Arthur Savile’in Sugu, Canterville Hortlagi, Gizemsiz Bir Sfenks ve
Model Milyoner &ykiilerini igeriyor. Ozellikle ilk iki oykii, 19. yiizyilin sonlarina dogru, basta
Ingiltere olmak iizere Avrupa’mn burjuva ve yiiksek sosyete kesiminde neredeyse cilginlik haline
gelmis olan falcilik, kahinlik, spiritiialistlik (ruh ¢cagirma), bir baska deyisle “parapsikoloji” alanina
yonelik ilgiyi unutmamamizi gerektiriyor. Yiizyillin son ¢eyreginde, Londra’da, Parapsikoloji
Olaylarimt Arastirma Enstitlisii bile kurulmus, {inlii isimler, uzmanlar tinlii falcilarin seanslarina
katilip raporlar diizenlemislerdi. Falcidan, kdhinden “olur almadan™ hayatim yonlendirmeme, akil
dis1 olana gergek, olgusal hayatta yer verme aliskanligi, burada bir sosyal kesime yonelik elestirinin
ve bu elestiriyi giiclendiren ironinin kaynagim olusturuyor. Ozellikle insanlarin arasinda “cirit atan”
Canterville hortlagi, bir hortlaktan ¢ok, binbir kiliga biiriinebilen, gerektiginde goriinmez olabilen,

ama giic ve olanaklar1 da tuhaf bir sekilde sinirl1 bir sirk oyuncusunu hatirlatiyor. Dickens’inH% Bijr
Noel Sarkisi’nda hortlak (hayalet) kotii adamin ikinci benligi gibi bir seydir; Wilde’in falcis1 ve
hortlagi, ironik vurgunun belirginligiyle, elestirinin etkili birer araci olmuslardir.

Veysel Atayman
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DIPNOTLAR

[llAma diinyanin hali boyle.

[2IBasbasa.

[3IDudak biikme.

[4]Uyruklarin en kétiisii, getin ceviz.
[51Benim i¢in ne ¢ilginliklar yaparlard.
[]C1kmaz sokak



FOOTNOTES

[1IThe world has been built like that.

[2]Head to head.

[3IDisdain.

[41The most undutiful of the subjects, hard case.
[3What crazy things they used to do for me.

[8]Dead street.



DIPNOTLAR
WOscar Wilde, Tutkular, Acilar, Giiliimseyen Deyisler, S. Eczacibasi, Remzi Kitabevi, 2001.

[2Rainer Maria Rilke (1875-1926): Duino Agitlari, Orpheus’a Soneler gibi yapitlariyla {inlii
Avusturya asill1 sair.

[3]Friedrich Wilhelm Nietzsche (1844-1900): Alman filozof, ilk¢ag uzmam, kiiltiir elestirmeni ve
sair. Boyle Buyurdu Zerdiist adl1 yapit1 en taninmus, iistiinde en ¢ok tartisilmis eserlerindendir.

[4]Hugo von Hoffmansthal (1874-1929): Avusturyali sair, oyun ve deneme yazari.

[3Hiccilik olarak da bilinen nihilizmi savunanlar. 19. yiizyllda Rusya’da ortaya cikan, siipheci
temellere dayal1 bir felsefe anlayisidir.

[8]Bernard Shaw (1856-1950): 1925 Nobel edebiyat ddiiliinii kazanan irlandali giilmece yazari.
Cesur elestirileriyle cagimin edebi, siyasal ve ekonomik diisiincesinin yonlendirilmesinde 6nemli rol
oynamustir.

lZ1john Ruskin (1819-1900): Ingiliz yazar, elestirmen ve sanat¢1. Dekoratif sanatlarda ve mimarlikta
gotik canlandirmacilik akiminin 6nciiliigiinii yapmustir.

[8lWalter Pater (Hatio) (1839-1894): Ingiliz elestirmen, denemeci ve hiimanist. Estetikgilik
akimmnin temel ilkesi “sanat sanat i¢indir” ilkesini savunmustur.

[?]Gabriel Dante Rossetti (1828-1882): Ingiliz sair ve ressam.

[W]Charles Dickens (1812-1870): Victoria doneminin en biiyiik yazar1 kabul edilen Ingiliz romanci.

Romanciligin yam sira gazetecilik, politika ve tiyatroyla da ilgilendi. Onemli eserleri arasinda Oliver
Twist, Antikact Diikkani, David Copperfield ve Biiyiik Umutlar sayilabilir.
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