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The Canterville Ghost

Chapter 1
When Mr Hiram B. Otis, the American Ambassador,
bought Canterville Chase, everyone told him he was
doing a very foolish thing. There was no doubt the place
was haunted. Indeed, Lord Canterville himself had men-
tioned the fact to Mr Otis when they were discussing the
sale.

“We haven’t lived in the place ourselves,” said Lord
Canterville, “since my great-aunt was frightened by the
ghost while she was dressing for dinner. The fright made
her very ill, and she never really recovered. | am afraid I
must also tell you, Mr Otis, that the ghost has been seen
by several living members of my family, as well as by the
local priest.”

“My lord,” answered the Ambassador, “I will take the
furniture and the ghost for the price set by an indepen-
dent valuer. I come from a modern country where every-
thing has its value in money. If there is such a thing as a
ghost in Europe, an American will buy it.”

Lord Canterville smiled. “I am afraid there really is a
ghost,” he said. “It has been well known for three cen-
turies, since 1584 in fact. It always appears before the
death of any member of our family.”

“Well, so does the family doctor, no doubt, Lord Can-
terville. But the doctor 1s real, unlike the ghost.”

A few weeks after this, the sale was completed. The
Ambassador and his family went to Canterville Chase.
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Mrs Otis had been — as Miss Lucretia R. Tappen of West
53rd Street — a well-known New York beauty. She was
now a fine-looking middle-aged woman. Indeed, in many
ways she looked like an English lady - an excellent exam-
ple of the fact that there is very little difference between
us and the Americans nowadays, except, of course, the
language. Her eldest son, Washington, was a fair-haired,
rather good-looking young man, well known, even in
London, as an excellent dancer. He was extremely sensi-
ble, except about certain flowers and the noble famihes of
Europe. Miss Virgima E. Otis was a little girl of fifteen,
with the quickness and beauty of a young deer, and a fine
freedom in her large blue eyes. She was a wonderful
sportswoman When the young Duke of Cheshire saw her
taking her horse over the jumps, he was so delighted that
he immediately asked her to marry him. He was at once
sent back to school by his uncles. After Virginia came the
twins. These two schoolboys, like the Ambassador, had
very little respect for noblemen, or anybody else.

Canterville Chase is eleven kilometres from the nearest
railway station, so Mr Otis had telegraphed an order for a
large carriage to be at the station, and they started their
drive very happily. It was a lovely July evening; birds
sang in the trees, and rabbits played on the sunlit hills.
But as they entered the park of Canterville Chase the sky
became suddenly darkened by clouds, a curious stillness
seemed to fill the air, and before they reached the house,
some big drops of rain had fallen.

An old woman was on the steps to greet them. She
wore the black dress of a housekeeper. It was Mrs
Umney. Lady Canterville had asked Mrs Otis to continue
her employment as housekeeper.

“Welcome to Canterville Chase,” she said, and led
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them through the hall into the library. Tea was ready for
them here, and they sat down and began to look round
the room while Mrs Umney poured tea for them.

Suddenly Mrs Otis noticed a dark red stain on the floor
near to the fireplace. She said to Mrs Umney, “Something
has made a stain there.”

“Yes, madam,” replied the housekeeper in a low voice.
“It is a bloodstain.”

“How nasty!” cried Mrs Otis. “I don’t like bloodstains
in a sitting room. It must be cleaned up 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 the exact spot by
her own husband, Sir Simon de Canterville, in 1575. Sir
Simon lived for nine years after that, and then dis-
appeared suddenly, and very mysteriously. His body has
never been discovered, but his guilty spirit still haunts the
Chase. The bloodstain has been greatly admired by tour-
ists, and it can’t be cleaned up.”

“That’s nonsense,” cried Washington Otis. “Pinker-
ton’s Wonder Stain Cleaner will deal with it in a second.”
And before the frightened housekeeper could stop him,
he had gone down on his knees and was rubbing the floor
with a small stick of some black stuff. In a few moments
the bloodstain had disappeared.

“1 knew Pinkerton would do it,” he exclaimed, as he
looked round at his admiring family. But as soon as he
said it, a terrible flash of lightning lit up the room, a
fearful roll of thunder made them all jump up, and Mrs
Umney fainted.

“What shocking weather!” said the American Ambas-
sador calmly, as he Iit a long cigar. “1 suppose the old
country is so full of people that they don’t have enough



goobooooboboboooooooobo oooooaa
goobooboooobobbboooobobbo
gobooobobooobboobboobbooobon
goobooboooboo* booboobboobao
oo
“gbobmoroooooboooooon booooor
“Ooboo” oboobooobo* boboooboobooboab
gooogoooor
gooboomoooooomoooboooooogo
goboobobbooboooboooobbooboboo
goboobobbooboooboooobbooboboo
goboobobbooboooboooobbooboboo
goboobobbooboooboooobbooboboo
goobobooooooooobboooobooooooar
“ODoO0dv@mo0oO.oooootooobooooobooo
goobooooo» booobbobooooboooooboo
gobooobboboooooooboobbobooooo
“bOboobobooobobgor oboboobobooooog
goobooobobboooobbboooboooooboo
goboobobbooboooboooobbooboboo
g
“gobbo0ooooboooobobooobooboomooo
go“ booobobboooobbboooboooooboo
gooo



good weather for everybody.”

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

“Take 1t from her wages, like breakages,” answered
the Ambassador. “She won’t faint after that” And in a
few minutes Mrs Umney certainly recovered. But she was
most upset, and she solemnly warned Mr Otis of some
trouble coming to the house.

“I have seen things with my own eyes, sir,” she said,
“that would make your hair stand on end. And for very
many nights I have been unable to sleep because of the
terrible things that happen here.”

But Mr Otis and his wife told the honest woman not to
worry, because they were not afraid of ghosts. So, after
calling down God’s blessing on her new master and mis-
tress, and making arrangements for an increase of wages,
the old housekeeper went unsteadily to her own room.

Chapter 2

The next morning, when the Otis family came down to
breakfast, they found the bloodstamn on the floor again.

“I don’t think it can be the fault of Pinkerton’s Won-
der Stain Cleaner,” said Washington. “I have used it for
everything. It must be the ghost.” He rubbed out the stain
a second time, but the second morning it was there again.
The third morning it was there, although the library had
been locked up at night by Mr Otis himself, who had
carried the key upstairs. The whole family were now quite
interested. That night, all doubts about the reality of
ghosts left them.

They had not been talking about ghosts when they
went to bed at eleven o’clock. At one o’clock Mr Otis was
woken by a curious noise in the passage outside his room.
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It sounded like the clank of metal, and it seemed to be
coming nearer. He got up, took a small bottle out of his
dressing case, and opened the door.

Facing him in the pale moonlight, he saw a terrible old
man. His eyes were like burning coal; long grey hair fell
in disorder over his shoulders; his clothes of an earlier
century were dirty and ragged; and from his arms and
legs hung heavy and rusty chains.

“My dear sir,” said Mr Otis, “you really must oil those
chains For that purpose I am giving you a small bottle
of Smith’s Rising Sun Oil. According to the makers, one
application is all that is necessary, and there are letters
from well-known Americans printed on the wrapper to
prove the truth of that claim. I'll leave the bottle on this
table for you.” With these words the Ambassador put the
bottle down and went back to bed.

For a moment, the Canterville Ghost stood quite still in
a state of shock and anger Then he knocked the bottle on
to the polished floor and hurried down the passage, mak-
ing deep groans and giving out a fearful green light.
However, just as he reached the top of the great stairs, a
door opened, two little figures in white appeared, and a
large pillow flew past his head! He did the only thing that
seemed safe, disappeared into the wall.

When he reached a secret room in the west wing of
the house, the ghost sat down to recover his breath. In
three hundred years of splendid and famous haunting he
had never been so insulted. With the pride of the true
artist, he remembered all his finest performances. And
then some terrible modern Americans come and offer him
Rising Sun Oil, and throw pillows at his head! No ghost
in history had ever been treated in such a way. He was
determined to have revenne
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Chapter 3
At breakfast the next morning, the Otis family discussed
the ghost.

“I must say,” the Ambassador stated, “that it is not at
all polite to throw pillows at him” - a very fair remark at
which, I am sorry to say, the twins burst into shouts of
laughter. “But,” he continued, “if he really refuses to use
the Rising Sun Oil, we’ll 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 undis-
turbed. The only thing they noticed was that the blood-
stain on the library floor was back every morning. This
was strange because Mr Otis locked the door every night,
and there were bars on the windows. The changes of
colour of the stain were also remarkable. Some mornings
1t was a dull red, then 1t would be bright red, then a rich
purple, and once they found it a bright green. These
changes naturally amused the family, and they tried to
guess what it would be next The only person who didn’t
find it funny was little Virginia. For some reason she was
distressed at the sight of the bloodstain, and she very
nearly cried when it was bright green.

The second appearance of the ghost was on Sunday
night. Not long 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 armour had
fallen from its usual place on to the stone floor. Sitting in a
sixteenth-century chair was the Canterville Ghost, rub-
bing his knees, with an expression of great pain on his
face. The twins had brought their peashooters with them,
and they at once shot two dried peas at him, while the
Ambassador aimed his pistol at him and told him — 1n
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accordance with Californian custom - to hold up his
hands. The ghost jumped up with a wild cry of rage, and
was through them like a mist, putting out Washington’s
candle as he passed, so that they were left in total dark-
ness. When he reached the top of the stairs, he decided
to give his famous “Devil’s Laugh”. This had been most
useful on more than one occasion, turning Lord Raker’s
hair white, and causing three nursemaids to run away in
terror. He therefore laughed his most terrible laugh, but
the only effect was that a door opened, and Mrs Otis came
out.

“l am afraid you are not at all well,” she said, “so I
have brought you a bottle of Dr Dobell’s Mixture. If you
have stomach trouble, you will find that it 1s an excellent
cure.”

The ghost stared at her in rage, and began at once to
make preparations to change himself into a large black
dog. This was a change for which he was quite famous.
But the sound of youthful footsteps coming up the stairs
made him change his mind. He turned himself into a
faintly glowing figure, and disappeared with a deep
groan, just as the twins came near.

When he reached his room, the ghost was really dis-
tressed. The twins’ lack of manners and Mrs Otis’s lack of
soul were annoying, of course, but what distressed him
most was that he had been unable to wear the suit of
armour. It was his own suit. He had worn 1t with great
success at Kenilworth in 1575, where Queen Elizabeth
herself had expressed pleasure at his appearance. But
when he had put it on for the Americans, the weight of
the whole suit and headpiece had been too great for him.
He had fallen, hurting both his knees badly.

For some days after this, he was very ill, and bardly
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At half past ten, he heard the famuly going to bed. For
some time he was disturbed by the shouts of laughter
from the twins. Clearly, he thought, they were amusing
themselves with the light-hearted cheerfulness of school-
boys. But at a quarter past eleven everything was quiet,
and on the stroke of midmght he set out. There were the
usual ghostly midnight sounds, and the wind wandered
sorrowfully round the house, but the Otis family slept,
unconscious of their fate. High above the rain and the
storm he could hear the heavy breathing of the Ambassa-
dor.

The Canterville Ghost stepped out of the woodwork
covering the wall, with an evil smile on his cruel mouth,
and the moon hid her face in a cloud as he passed the
great hall window. On and on he moved in silence, like an
evil shadow. The darkness itself seemed to hate him as he
pushed it aside.

At last he reached the corner of the passage that led to
the unfortunate Washington’s room. He laughed cruelly,
and turned the corner. Terror struck him! There, facing
him, a terrible, ghostly figure stood. It was huge, with a
shining, hairless head. Silent, ugly laughter held open its
great mouth. From that mouth, and from the eyes, an evil
red light threatened hirn. The body was covered, like his
own, in a burial sheet. There was a notice on it — some list
no doubt, of sins and evil deeds in the past.

He had never seen a ghost before! It frightened him
terribly. He gave it another quick look, and then hurried
back to his room. There he lay down and hid his face
under the blanket. After a time, however, the old Canter-
ville courage came back to him, and he decided to go and
speak to the other ghost as soon as 1t was daylight. After
all, two ghosts would be better than one, and the two of
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