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I bought the house for my retirement.  I was only fifty-eight, but my wife had died, and my kids were all grown and had families of their own.  It was a beautiful old house, set close to a stream where the fishing wasn’t half-bad.  Besides, it was a dream of mine to just sit around in my twilight years and become close with nature.  I also had set aside many volumes of the classics, which I now intended to read at my leisure.





During my first night alone in the old house, I became aware of a soft buzzing sound.  Then I heard a crashing sound, as if a window had been broken.  I grabbed my revolver and headed straight downstairs into the kitchen where I thought the noise had occurred.  I found nothing.  In fact, everything was intact and as I had left it the night before.  Then there was a scraping sound like the rasp of a file coming from the living room.  I went there to investigate, but again I found nothing of any consequence.  Could it be my imagination?  I thought to myself, I am of a stalwart character and it is rarely that I am prone to flights of fancy or to the belief of things that go thump in the night.  With this in mind I went back upstairs to my bedroom and got a solid night’s sleep.  I awoke refreshed and for the remainder of the month I thought little about the strange occurrences of the night in question.





But then, I believe it was a cool, summer night in June, I began to have weird dreams.  They were like mini-plays and all of them were based around the murder of a beautiful young woman.  I can not for the life of me forget her face.  She had blue-gray eyes and a sanguine complexion.  She was dressed in a black satin dress that belied the style of a bygone era.  Her hair was dirty blonde and it fell in waves about her shoulders.  She was not the most gorgeous woman I had ever seen; but she was fair in her own right, her most startling feature being a deep scar that encircled her neck.  I had never seen such a scar.  It was revolting and it gave me an awful feeling every time I dreamt of her.





In one dream, she was a princess, who was locked away in a dungeon beneath an old Edwardian Castle.  She had invoked the ire of her possessive father during a ball.  She was a seductive woman with many suitors.  And this drove her maniacal father to lock her up and tell the world that she had disappeared.  Foul play was suspected, but it wasn’t until after her father had passed away that the authorities had found her body, fully clothed in a white satin gown, hidden in the dungeon.  She had been brutally stabbed, but it was determined that strangulation had been the cause of her demise.  Also, her father’s diary was found.  In it’s pages was the full confession of how he had brutally murdered his own daughter after many months of deprivation in the cold, dank dungeon beneath the main hall of his Castle.  It was a scandalous affair.  But because it involved a British aristocrat it was hushed up, and it did not become part of the ritualistic cant of the tabloids of the day.





I was of course quite perplexed by these dreams.  Until they disappeared, I felt as if I was being swept up into a vortex of illusions.  I wanted to extricate myself from this web of horror and murderous intrigue against a dream woman, but I found it difficult to convince my subconscious mind to free itself of these strange visions.  I remember waking in cold sweats with my limbs trembling from fear of these dreadful impressions, which sometimes persisted throughout the day.





Then for a period of approximately five months the dreams desisted and I was relieved of my burden.  However, in the autumnal month of November, when the winds came, and the last bare branches of the trees of the woodland were in the process of shedding their dieing leaves, I began to hear loud noises.  I can distinctly remember hearing a particularly loud sound, followed by the noise of shattered glass.  I awoke with a start and immediately went downstairs into my study to investigate.  It was my bookcase.  It had been thrown violently to the floor, and the glass was indeed shattered into thousands of shards.  All of them glittering in the light of the moon, which came streaming in through a huge bay window.  For the electric lights had gone out completely, and if not for the light of the moon, the room would have been cast in the perpetual darkness of a world of shadows and grim faced demons.





I stood still and thought of running out into the night.  But it was cold and a chill now passed right through my body.  I believe it was then that I first laid eyes upon the apparition.  For, all of a sudden, a beautiful woman with blood dripping from her neck glided past me with a taper in her hand.  Her eyes glowed; and I heard the ghostly music of a piano sonata.  It was a wild and frenzied piece, one that I had never heard before.  Then everything was again plunged back into the abyss, and I fell into a black sea of forgetfulness.  Upon waking, I can recall thinking that I would never doubt the reality of ghostly presences again.





Then another nightmarish night came.  One that was blood chilling to the bone, one that would seal my fate forever with that of the dream woman.





I was sleeping soundly once again for a number of nights, although I could not forget my odd experiences of the previous months.  Thus it was on one fateful night, I awoke with a start ... I was in a different realm, or rather, it was this realm, but with everything strangely altered.  The walls of my bedroom were suddenly transformed into scenes from hell’s abyss itself.  There were wild-eyed monsters, beings with white, glaring fangs that had penetrated the flesh of unsuspecting women, and there were strange voices, voices that complained of torments from beyond the grave.  It was a phantasmagoria of craven images, constantly shifting to and fro, constantly in consort with depraved imaginings.  I was horror-stricken.  I felt as if my bed was spinning in a maelstrom of devastating winds.  I heard the howl of these winds, and the blood of my veins congealed, while my heart started to feel cold in my chest.  I can still recall how it pounded from the fright.





I was about to scream out, when suddenly, the dream woman stepped out from one of the walls.  She was beautiful, beyond compare, and she was holding a candlelit taper in her hand.  Thus her face was lit by its light, revealing her otherworldly beauty.  She glided towards my bed and peered into my eyes.  I was aghast to see her smiling face.  I knew not what to make of her shining blue-gray eyes.  I tried to speak but no words came forth from my trembling lips.  Then, once again, I slipped into the dark realm of the unconscious region of my mind.  I awoke the next day to a cold room, and I lay in bed for awhile ... just listening to the wailing gusts of a wintry storm.





The very next night as I lay upon my bed I began to shake uncontrollably; and for what reason I know naught.  There was a burst of light, and then my bedroom was plunged into darkness.  I heard the wailing of a woman’s voice.  It seemed to be crying: “Save me!  Save me!”  Then I heard the roar of breakers upon a desolate shore, and then the voice of a siren, the sound of which beguiled my senses.  I was powerless to move even a fraction of an inch.  I lay there paralyzed, frozen in time, a man whose mind was on the brink of madness.  Then my dream woman appeared from out of thin air.  But this time she had ghostlike appearance, as her cheeks were emaciated, while her eyes were manic and bulging with fright.  She hovered above me for what seemed like hours.  Until I began to feel a sense of oneness with her.  Then she reached out and touched my hand and told me her secret.  Her father had been Jack the Ripper.  He was a writer.  He had killed several unfortunate women of the night, and he had killed his daughter in a most hideous way.  I listened spellbound to her story.  I had no other choice, for I was now bound to her body and soul.  Our minds communicated in thought forms.  I could see her vivid descriptions of her father’s ghastly deeds.  And she could feel the life of my heart, or so she claimed.  I can not say with any degree of certainty how long our two souls were joined together in telepathic conversation, but it could have been for several hours.





The next morning when I awoke I knew that it was over, and I knew beyond any shadow of a doubt that my ghostly friend was now free from her torment.  And I thought to myself, what is hell but the galvanized embodiment of the worst in oneself?  Or if not this, perhaps it is the grotesque thought forms which lay hidden in the caverns of our unconscious minds ... like blind bats in a belfry, waiting to fly beneath a moonlit night.  Having crossed that great divide between reason and illusion, I vowed to myself that I would forever be free from visions of damnation.











