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Tall Tales
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Ghost stories and tall tales have always interested Bill Bowler.
This collection contains stories by two of the finest tellers of
ghostly tales in English — Washington Irving and M. R. James.
Also included are three excellent ghost stories by writers who
are perhaps more famous for other types of tale — J. K. Jerome,
Rudyard Kipling, and E. Nesbit. You will find exciting, sad,
strange, and amusing stories in this book. But if you are easily
frightened, be sure to read them in the light of day — not late
at night, alone.
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Abont the Authors

Washington Irving (1783-1859) was born — the youngest
of I'l children — in New York, the United States. He studied
law, but worked for only a short time. He lived in Europe
for many years, and was the first world famous American
writer. He is best known as the writer of Rip Van Winkle and
The Legend of Sleepy Hollow, also available as a Dominoes
reader.

Edith Nesbit (1858-1924) was born in London, England.
She went to school in France and Germany where she was
very unhappy. In 1871 she moved back to England and started
writing. Edith married and had children, but also wrote. She
is best remembered today for her children's stories, of which
one of the most famous is The Railway Children (1906).

Jerome Klapka Jerome (1859-1927) was born in
Staffordshire in central England. His childhood was difficult
as his parents were poor and died when he was |3. He took
jobs working for the railways, as a journalist, a teacher and
an actor. He wrote stories all this time but he only became
famous with Three Men in a Boat (1889), an amusing story
of a boat journey on the river Thames.

Montague Rhodes James (1862-1936) was born in Kent,
England. He was a brilliant student at Cambridge University
and later taught there. M. R. James also wrote some of the
greatest ghost stories in English. He started writing them to
amuse friends, and every Christmas Eve read a new story aloud
to them. He published five books of ghost stories.

Rudyard Kipling (1865-1936) was born in Bombay (now
Mumbai) in India to English parents. He loved listening to Indian
rhymes and stories as a child. When he was six he went to
school in England. In 1881 he returned to live in India and
started work as a journalist. He travelled widely as a journalist
and a fiction writer, and lived in both the USA and England.
His most famous book is The Jungle Book (1894).
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BEFORE READING

1 You often find these things in ghost stories. Match the words with the pictures
Use a dictionary to help you.

a grave

a candle

a churchyard
a coffin

a tomb
poison

a chapel
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2 Match the titles of the stories on the Contents page with these summaries.

a Some dolls show the owner of an old doll's house a terrible story.
b The ghost of a man’s dead wife comes to warn him about something.
¢ Avyoung couple move to a country village. As Halloween gets near, they hear a
terrible story about two knights whose marble tombs are in the church nearby.
d A handsome young man is on his way to gel married when he is killed.
Later people see his ghost meet his future bride.
e Anold ghost haunts the house where his love once lived. The people who
live there plan to make him leave.

3 Do you know any ghost stories? Tell a partner.




The Faithful Ghont
by ). K. Jerome

I was little more than a boy when I first met Johnson. I was

home from school for the Christmas holidays and, because it . o

was the night before Christmas my parents let me stay up very sad sound that
someone makes;

late. When I went to my room that night and opened the door,  to make a low sad

I found myself face to face with Johnson, who was coming out. sound

He passed through me and, giving a long low moan of great
sadness, he disappeared out of the window by the stairs.
For a moment I was very surprised. I was only a
schoolboy at the time, I'd never seen a ghost before,
and so I felt a little afraid about going to bed. But,
thinking about it, I remembered ghosts could
hurt only bad people, so I got under the bed

covers and went to sleep.
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fortune money,
houses and
valuable things
that make you a
rich person

landlord a man
who gets money
from renting out a
house

grief great
sadness that you
. feel after someone
that you love dies

In the morning, I told my father about what I'd seen.

‘Oh, yes, that was old Johnson,” he answered. ‘Don’t be
frightened of him; he lives here.” And then he told me the
poor thing’s life story.

It seemed that Johnson, when he was alive and young, had
loved the daughter of a man who'd once owned our house. She
was a beautiful young woman and her first name was Emily.
Father didn't know her other name.

Johnson was too poor to marry her, so he kissed her goodbye,
and said, ‘T'll soon be back.” Then he left for Australia to make
his fortune. But Australia wasn't then what it became later.
In those days there weren’'t many people who travelled across
the wide open country there that you could rob and Kkill.

Because of this, it took Johnson nearly twenty years to get all

the money he wanted.

But at last the job he'd given himself was done. Escaping
from the police and leaving Australia, he returned with his
fortune to England — full of great happiness and hope — to ask
Emily to marry him.

When he reached the house, he found it silent and empty.
None of the neighbours could tell him much. They said
that, soon after he himself had left England, the family had
disappeared quietly one cold, wet night, and that nobody had
ever seen or heard anything of them since then although the
landlord and many of the owners of nearby shops had tried
very hard to find them.

Poor Johnson, crazy with grief, had gone to look for his lost
love all over the world. He never found her, and after years of
unsuccessful searching, he returned to end his lonely life in the
same house where, in happy earlier days, he and his dearest
Emily had spent so many wonderful hours together.

He'd lived there all alone, walking about crying and calling to
his Emily to come back to him. And when the poor old thing
had died, his ghost had gone on with the same business.




‘And so,” Father said, ‘when I moved into this house, the
landlord took ten pounds off the rent for me.’ '

After that, I often met Johnson around the place at all hours
of the night, and so did everybody. At first we used to walk
round him or stand to one side to let him pass. But when we
became more comfortable with him, it didn’t seem necessary
to be so polite, and we used to walk straight through him. You
couldn’t say he was ever very much in our way.

He was a gentle old ghost who wouldn't hurt a fly, and we
all felt very sorry for him. For a while, indeed, he was a real
favourite with the women of the house. He was so faithful to
his dear Emily, and their hearts were touched by it.

But as time went on, he started to become a little boring.
You see, he was full of sadness. There was nothing amusing
or pleasant about him. You felt sorry for him, but he annoyed
you. He used to sit on the stairs and cry for hours at a time.
And when we woke up in the middle of the night, we were sure
to hear him moving up and down the stairs and in and out
of the different rosms, moaning and sighing. It really wasn't
easy to g back to sleep again. And when we had a party, he
used to come and sit outside the drawing room door and
cry bitterly all the time. He didn't really do anything to hurt
anybody, but he made everything a little depressing.

‘I'm getting tired of that stupid old ghost,” said my father
one evening after Johnson had been even more annoying than
usual. He was sitting up the chimney, moaning, and had made
it impossible for us to think straight while we were playing
a game of cards. ‘We’ll have to get rid of him, one way or
another. I wish I knew how to do it.’

‘Well,” said my mother. ‘You can be sure we'll never see the
back of him until he's found Emily’s grave. That’s what he’s
looking for. Find Emily’s grave and let him know where it is,
and he’ll go and haunt that. It's the only thing to do.’

rent the money
that you give
every month for
a place to live; to
give money every
month for a place
to live

faithful trueto
your husband

or wife and not
having other
lovers; true to
your friends or
people that you
work for and not
forgetting them

annoy to make
you feel a little
angry

sigh to blow air
from your mouth
with a sad or tired
sound; air that you
blow from your
mouth with a sad
or tired sound

drawing room 2a
living room in a
large house

depressing
making you feel
very unhappy

grave a holein
the ground where
you put a dead
body

haunt to spend
lots of time in a
place (often used
of ghosts)



bury toputa
dead person
under the ground

believe to think
that something
is true

The idea seemed reasonable, but the difficulty was that none

of us knew where Emily’s grave was. Father said that we
should find some other Emily’s grave and pretend it was the
real thing, but, unluckily for us, no Emily of any kind was
buried anywhere for miles around. I've never seen a place so
terribly empty of dead Emilies.

I thought for a while, and then I said, ‘Couldn’t we just
make a grave for Emily in our garden? He doesn’t seem to be
the cleverest of ghosts. He might believe it’s the real thing.
At least we can ftry.’



‘All right, let’s try it!" said my father. So the next morning
we had some workmen in to dig a little grave between the
apple trees at the bottom of the garden, and to put a nice
white gravestone at one end of it, with these words on it: In
loving memory of Emily. Her last words were: ‘Tell Johnson
I love him.’

‘That’s sure to work,’ said Father to himself, and it did.

We made sure that Johnson went down there that same
night, and — well — the way he ran and threw his arms round

that gravestone, moaning and sighing, was one of the saddest
memory what

things I've ever seen. Dad and old Squibbins the gardener cried ppt o

like children when they saw it.
We've had no more trouble from Johnson in the house since

then. He spends every night now crying bitterly on the grave,
and seems really pleased.

Is he still there? Oh, yes. I'll take you down and show
him to you the next time you come to our place — ten
in the evening to four in the morning are his

usual hours, ten »'clock to two o’clock on

Saturday .




READING CHECK

What do you know about Johnson? Tick the correct column.

True False
a He was a frightening ghost. ] [
b He loved Christmas. L] []
¢ His girlfriend had lived in the storyteller’s house. [] L]
d He went to Australia to find a good job. L] (]
e He arrived back in England a rich man. [] ]
f When he returned to England Emily was already married. [] ]
g He died in the storyteller’s house. [] ]
h He wanted to frighten the people in the house. [] L]
i At first everyone in the house felt sorry for him. ] ]
j He cried and made a lot of noise. ] ]
k His girlfriend’s grave was at the bottom of the garden. [ ] []
I At the end of the story he stops haunting the house. ] ]
WORD WORK

Tick the correct word in each sentence.

The old ghost . . . the house where his girlfriend once lived.

1 [ haunts 2 [ ] annoys 3 [] buries
They say that the King . . . his gold under the castle before he died.

1 [] moaned 2 [ ] haunted 3 [ buried
Johnson wakes the family with his loud . . . .

1 [ grief 2 [ ] moans 3 [ sighs
‘Please don't go," he . . ., ‘| love you.’

1 [] sighed 2 [ ] annoyed 3 [] buried
Johnson . . . the family because he is always sad.

1 [] haunts 2 [] buries 3 [] annoys
Some people say that the old man went crazy with . . . after his wife died.
1 [] grave 2 [ grief 3 [ ] moans

No one can find Emily's . . . .
1 [ grief 2 [ ] grave 3 [ bury

Don’t know

RENINENEN; RN, W W NEE



2 Use the words in the gravestone to complete the gaps in Johnson’s letter.

My darling Emily,

my pockets hoping we could be married. But where
were you then, and where are you now? Have you
been (b) ...comissne to me, or are you married to
someone else?

These days your old (¢) ..o is letting
me live in the house. | pay him (d) ... ;
of course. I'm writing to you now from the (¢)
.................................... where we spent many happy

hours together. But it's (f) ................. living here
alone with only (g) ... of you in my head.
Ftey to () oo that one day | will see you
once again.

Yours lovingly,
Joe Johnson

GUESS WHAT

Match the main characters in the
next story, Meeting Mrs Dumoise
with the phrases below.

a D dies soon after the story begins.
b D sees a ghost.

C D IS a doctor.

d D IS very frightened.

e [ is very sad when his wife dies. 1 Mrs bumoise
f D gives Ram Dass a message.

E3 ram Dass



Dumoise
/du'mwa:z/

epidemic when a
lot of people have
the same illness at
the same time

typhoid an iliness
where you get

a bad stomach,

a fever, and red
spots on your body

disease illness

fever when
you get very hot
because you are ill

nervous a little
afraid

funeral the time
when a dead
person is put
under the ground

servant a person
who works for
saomeone rich

Meetimg Mrs Dumoise
by Rasdyind Kipling

This story can be explained by people who know about ghosts.
I've lived long enough in India to know it's best just to tell
things the w'ay they happened.

Dumoise worked as our doctor at Meridki in the Punjab,
in the north-west of India. He was a round, sleepy little man,
and he married a young woman as round and sleepy-looking
as himself. After their wedding they forgot about the rest of
the world and were very happy. Life in Meridki went on quite
well without them.

But Dumoise was wrong to shut himself away from the world,
as he discovered when there was an epidemic of typhoid in
Meridki, and his wife became ill with the disease. Five days were
lost before he realized she had more than just a fever. Three
more days passed before he visited Mrs Shute, the engineer’s
wife, and spoke to her in a nervous way about his trouble.
She almost hit him round the ears.

‘It’s a crime you waited so long to tell someone,” she said,
and went off immediately to care for the poor woman. Seven
people in Meridki caught typhoid that winter, and for fifty-six
days we fought the disease and brought them back to the
world of the living.

Just when we thought it was all finished, little Mrs Dumoise
became worse again, and died in less than a week. Everyone
went to the funeral. Dumoise started crying at the edge of
the grave and was taken away by friends at once.

After his wife’s death, Dumoise went back to their house alone.
He didn’t want help. He did his job well, but we all told him he
should take a holiday. Dumoise was grateful for the idea, and
went to the hills in north-east India, on a walking tour.

He took a gun and a big camera with him, hoping to take lots
of photographs and forget his grief. A useless Indian servant



A)

went with him, to help with his
luggage. The man was lazy and not very
honest, but he’'d been his wife’s favourite and
most faithful servant, and Dumoise was happy to
let him manage everything.

On his way back from the hills, Dumoise went to a place
called Bagi. The house where walkers can stay there is open
to the winds and a bitterly cold place. He stopped at seven
o’clock in the evening, and his servant went down the hillside
into the village to find carriers for the next day. The sun had
gone down, and it was windy. Dumoise stood in front of the
house, waiting for the man to come back. He returned almost
immediately, and so quickly that Dumoise thought he’d probably
met some wild animal on the way. He was running as hard as
he could up the side of the hill.

When he reached Dumoise, he fell down at his feet. Blood  yemsahib the
came from his nose and his face was grey with fear. Then he  WordIndian

servants used for
said, ‘I've seen the Memsahib.’ a British woman



‘Where?’ asked Dumoise.
~ ‘Down on the road to the
village. She was in a blue
dress, and she looked at me
from under her hat and said,
“Ram Dass, say hello to my
husband and tell him I'll meet
him next month at Nuddea.”
Then I ran away because I felt

very afraid.’

I don’t know what Dumoise
did. Ram Dass said he walked up
and down in front of the house

and waited for the Memsahib
to come up the hill, holding

out his arms in front of him
like someone who was crazy. But
no Memsahib came, and the next
day Dumoise travelled onwards to
Simla, the summer home of the British
government in northern India. He asked
Ram Dass endless questions about what had
happened to him in Bagi along the way.

Ram Dass could only say he’d met Mrs Dumoise,
she'd looked at him from under her hat, and had said the
words he'd reported. He never changed his story.

I don’t know where Nuddea is, I've never been to Nuddea,
and I don’t want to go there, even if I'm paid twice what I
usually get to go,” he added.

Nuddea is in Bengal in southern India. It has nothing to do
with a doctor working in the Punjab. It's more than twelve
hundred miles south of Meridki, where Dumoise lived.
government Dumoise passed through Simla without stopping, and then

the people who ,
control a country went on to Meridki. There he met the doctor who'd taken his
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place at the hospital while he was away. This man was an old
friend of his, and they talked for a day about work. In the
evening Dumoise told the man what had happened at Bagi.

At that moment the telegram boy ran in with a telegram
from the government offices in Simla. Dumoise read it with
interest. It said:

............
................
............

............
...............
........

........................................... g NUDDEA

ID lIlllI-'ll
CHOLERR. = v, PUNIAB, GOVERNMER...

T WRMENT NEEDS HELP: FDN

----------------
..............

------------------

........
.......
.................

Dumoise threw the telegram on the table. ‘Well!’ he cried.

The other doctor said nothing. What could he say?

Then he remembered Dumoise had passed through Simla.

‘Did you hear about this already and take the job in order to
make an end of your—?" he began, but Dumoise stopped him.

‘Not at all. It’s the first I've heard of it. But if death comes
for me, I won’t be sorry.’

In the half-light the other man helped to put Dumoise’s things
back in his bags. Ram Dass came in with a light.

‘Where’s the Sahib going?’ he asked.

‘To Nuddea,” answered Dumoise softly.

At that, Ram Dass fell to the floor, pulling at Dumoise’s legs
and asking him not to go. He cried and moaned until he was
told to leave the room. Then he put all his things together and
came to ask for a reference.

Tm not going to Nuddea to see the Sahib die, and perhaps
die myself,’ he said.

So Dumoise paid him, gave him a reference, and went to
Nuddea alone. Eleven days later he'd joined his Memsahib,
and the Bengal government had to find a new doctor to fight
the epidemic in Nuddea. For Dumoise lay dead from cholera
in the hospital there.
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ulegram a very
short letter that
you send very
quickly

cholera a
stomach illness

you get from

drinking dirty
water, which can
kill you

Sahib the word
Indian servants
used for a British
man

reference a
letter from a paSt
employer saying
how well you work
that you can show
when you are
looking for a job

n
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READING CHECK

Read the summary of Meeting Mrs Dumoise and cross out nine more extra
pieces of information not in the story.

Dumoise was a doctor in-a-medern—hospital in the north of India. He married
Mrs Dumoise one beautiful summer day and they were both very happy. Although
Dumoise was a very good doctor, his wife got ill and died from a bad disease. After
her death Dumoise went on holiday for a month in the Indian hills to forget his grief.
He took his camera, his gun and his wife's favourite servant with him, a lazy man
with six children called Ram Dass. One windy evening, on their way home from the
hills, Ram Dass saw Mrs Dumoise’s ghost. She was wearing a blue dress and she
looked very sad. She gave him a message for her husband; to meet her on the first
Monday of the next month in a place called Nuddea. Nuddea was a large town in
the south of India, a long way from Dumoise’s home. When they returned home,
Dumoise told another doctor about his wife’s ghost . While they were speaking in
the garden, he got a message from the government about a new job in the south of
India. It was in Nuddea. Mr Dumoise travelled to Nuddea with some other servants,
but without Ram Dass. Eleven days later, he died there of a bad disease.

WORD WORK

Rewrite each sentence with a word from the
camera instead of the underlined words.

a

epidemic
government |

= ’g
¢ )/

He died last week and his time to be buried ‘ %

Is today. l | _
More than 200 men and women work in the l scrvants M reference J

palace.

Are you a little afraid about the exam
tomorrow?

Are you nervous about the
exam tomorrow?

i
|
s

|
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d |'ve got a hot head and feel ill today. Yuk!

e Excuse me, | want to send a short, quick message to Australia.

f | have to write an essay about Myanmar life and the people who control the country.

g We're not going to Vietnam because of the flu that a lot of people have there.

h Please send a letter about you from your boss if you are interested in the job.

GUESS WHAT

The next story is called The Ghostly Bridegroom. Which two
sentences do you think are true about each of the main
characters at the beginning of the story?

a Thebride . ..
1 [] lives in a castle in a forest.
2 [] is waiting to meet her future husband.
3 [] really doesn't want to get married.
b The bridegroom . ..
1 [] really doesn’t want to get married.
2 [ ] is killed by some thieves.
3 [ ] is excited about meeting his future bride.
¢ The bride’s father . ..
1 [ arranges his daughter’s marriage.
2 [] isn’t a kind man.
3 [] loves telling ghost stories.
d The bridegroom’s friend . ..

1 [_] hates adventures.
2 [ ] is the son of one of the bride’s father’s enemies.
3 [] makes a promise to his dying friend.

13



baron an
important man
from a good
German family

proud feeling
that you are more
important than
other people;
happy about
something that
you have done or
can do

ancestor a
person from your
family in the past

The Ghostly Bridegroom - Pirt 1
by washington Irving

A long time ago, on a mountain in the Odenwald — that
forested part of southern Germany where the Main river meets
the Rhine — Baron Von Landshort’s castle stood. These days
nearly nothing is left of it, but in those days it looked down
on the country around it — like its owner.

The baron was a proud man from the Katzenellenbogen
family. His father, a great army man, had left him the castle,
and the baron took care of it as well as he could.

Other old German families had sold their uncomfortable castles
in the hills and built more comfortable houses in the valleys.
But the baron stayed and continued with the old family ways.
This meant he often argued with his neighbours, because his
ancestors had once disagreed with theirs.

The baron had only one child, a beautiful daughter. Two
unmarried aunts cared for her when she was a child, and taught
her all the important things a young lady should know.
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By the time she was eighteen, she could read without trouble.
She could also write her name without forgetting a single letter
— and big enough for her aunts to read without their glasses.
She could dance, play the guitar, and sing several beautiful
love songs from memory, too.

Her aunts, who had lived for love when they were young,
always kept a careful eye on her, and made sure she never got
into trouble. She never left the castle alone, and had to listen
to endless talks about the importance of politeness.

‘You must always obey your father,” one aunt told her.

‘Never get close to men, and never believe a word they say,’
said the other.

Her aunts felt sure that, although other young women might
make mistakes in matters of love, this would never happen to
the baron’s daughter.

‘Without her father’s approval, she won't look twice at the
best-looking young man in the world, even if he’s dying at her
feet,” they thought.

Plenty of other people lived in the baron’s castle with him.
He had many poorer relatives who often visited him for big
family parties paid for by the baron.

They always told him after a few drinks, ‘There’s nothing
more enjoyable than our visits to your home.’

The baron was a small man with a big heart. He loved
telling stories about the brave old Katzenellenbogen fighters
who stared down proudly from their pictures on the castle
walls. His special favourites were ghost stories. Each story he
told was always listened to happily by his poor relatives, even
if it was the hundredth time they'd heard it.

This was the baron'’s life. He was like a king in his castle, and
believed himself to be the cleverest man in the world.

——oe—

approval thinking
that something is
good

relative a person
in your family

13



celebrate to do
something special
on an important
day

bridegroom a
man on the day
that he marries

engaged when
two people agree
that they are
going to marry

count a man who
is more important
than a baron

bride a woman
on the day that
she marries

On the day when my story begins, the baron had planned a big
party in the castle to celebrate the arrival of his daughter’s
future bridegroom.

The baron and a very grand old man from one of the finest
families in Bavaria had decided to join their fortunes together
by marrying their children to each other. Letters of great
politeness were sent and replied to. Although they hadn’t even
seen each other, the young pair were engaged to be married,
and the date for the wedding was decided.

Young Count von Altenburg had left the army in order to
come and fetch his bride from the baron’s castle. Earlier he'd
sent a letter from the nearest city, which the baron had read
with interest:

Friday, Wurtzburg
Sir;

| have some business to finish here in Wurtzburg which
has made me later than | planned, but I'll arrive soon.

Von Altenbwg

Now everyone in the castle was making things ready for the
young man's arrival. The future bride was wearing her finest
clothes. Her two aunts had argued all morning about every
single thing she should wear, so she’d left them arguing and
had chosen her clothes herself. Luckily she had good taste.
She looked as lovely as any young bridegroom could wish for,
and her excitement meant that her pink face and shining eyes
made her look even more beautiful than usual.

Her sighs and the dreamy look in her eyes all told of the
gentle hopes and fears that fought together in her little heart.
And now her aunts were at her side, telling her what to do
and what to say to her lover when he arrived. Unmarried aunts
are always good at that kind of thing!



The baron was running worriedly here and there, telling his
servants to take care with this or that. He had nothing special
to do, but was a naturally active man who hated sitting still
when all around him were in a hurry.

The castle kitchen was full of food, and a small cow was
cooking on the fire, together with the fattest birds from the
nearby forest. The most excellent drinks the baron had to offer
were all ready for the young count to taste.

But the young bridegroom was late. After some hours, the
sun began to disappear behind the mountain tops. The baron
climbed to the highest room in the castle and looked out of
the window, hoping to see the count and his servants coming
along the mountain road.

Once he thought he could see them, but it was only some
men on horses who went past his castle. In the end, it became
too dark for the baron to see the road clearly.

—S—

While all this was happening, in a different part of the Odenwald -

forest, two young men were riding along. One was Count Von
Altenburg, who was going unhurriedly to meet his future
bride. The other was a good army friend of his — Herman von
Starkenfaust — whom he’d met by chance in Wurtzburg.

Starkenfaust was one of the strongest, bravest men in Germany.
He was returning from the army to his father’s castle. This was
close to Baron Landshort’s home, although their two families
never spoke because their ancestors had argued long ago.

The two young men were travelling the same way, so they
agreed to ride onwards together.

The count told his servants, ‘You can follow and catch up
with me later.’

Then he rode off with his friend through the forest. On the
way they first talked happily about their memories of army
life. Then the count became a little boring when he started
speaking about his future bride.

17



attack to start
hitting someone
suddenly

skill knowing how
to do something
well

18

‘Everyone says she’s so beautiful, and I'm really looking
forward to married life,’ he said.

In those days German forests were as full of robbers as
German castles were full of ghosts. So it's not surprising that,
when they reached the loneliest part of the Odenwald, they
were attacked by a group of thieves. Both fought bravely, but
soon they were losing the battle.

Just then, the count’s servants arrived and ran to help them.
The criminals ran away. But before leaving, one of them pushed
his knife deep into the count’s side, leaving him badly hurt on
the forest floor. |

Slowly and carefully his servants carried him back to the city
of Wurtzburg. There they took him to a man of the church who
was also famous for his doctorly skill, but it was too late for
half of the man’s skills to be of any use. No medicines could
save the young count now. He was dying.

His last words were to the friend who stood at his bedside.

‘Go at once to the castle of Landshort and explain why I
couldn’'t come to meet my bride.’

He wasn't perhaps the most loving of lovers, but he was a
serious young man, and asked Starkenfaust to give the sad
news as nicely as possible.

‘If you don’t, I won't rest in my grave.” he said.

T'll do what you ask,” Starkenfaust promised, giving the dying
man his hand.

The count took it and held it for a while, but soon he became
feverish, and began talking crazily.

‘I mustn't break my promise. I must ride to Landshort myself
to meet my bride.’

He died while he was trying to get out of bed, run out of
the door and jump onto his horse.

Starkenfaust cried a little over his friend’s early death. Then
he began to think of the difficult job he’d agreed to do.

‘How can I visit the castle of my father’s enemy unasked,



bringing depressing news that will destroy his hopes and

i ) ) cathedral a big
happiness?’ he said to himself. important church

On the other hand, he was very interested in meeting this

young Katzenellenbogen woman whom people said was so
beautiful, and who was kept locked away from the world
in her father’s castle. He loved beautiful women, and
he enjoyed adventures.

Before leaving Wurtzburg, he arranged for the
count’s funeral to take place in the cathedral,
where several of Von Altenburg’s relatives
were buried. The rest he left to the young
man'’s servants.




READING CHECK

Put these events from Part 1 of The Ghostly Bridegroom in order.

D Altenburg meets an old friend, Herman von Starkenfaust, in Wurtzburg.

[1] The baron arranges his daughter’'s marriage to Gount von Altenburg.

D Altenburg rides through the Odenwald forest with Starkenfaust.

D Altenburg sends a message to the baron saying he will arrive late.

D Altenburg asks Starkenfaust to say sorry to the baron’s daughter from him.
D Altenburg’s servants take him back to Wurtzburg; Starkenfaust follows.

D A group of thieves attacks Altenburg and Starkenfaust.

D A thief pushes a knife into Altenburg’s side.

i D Altenburg’s servants arrive in the forest.

T g0 = 0 o O T D

i D Starkenfaust organizes Altenburg’s funeral.
k D Altenburg tries to jump out of bed onto his horse and dies.

WORD WORK

Correct the sentences about the pictures with words from The Ghostly
Bridegroom.

a The washroom and pride are having their photos taken. .b.rti.degr_oom. _bride.
b We had a big party with all our revolutions. ..................
¢ There are paintings of all the king’s anchors on the walls. ......... R,

G0
o PR
i b
¥ 1

d The carnival opens at nine o’clock. ..................




2 Make words to complete the sentences using the word bit square.

a The baron was a prgQ man.

_ b Are you going to
_pr- en  ta val with a party?
¢ The thieves were waiting in the forest to

your birthday

il ap  gag rate the count and his friend.

d You need to play some card games well.

pro cel oud ck

e My boyfriend and | are and we're

—— et — — ]

ed at  eb sk getting married next year.

f Many young people in India can’t marry without their

parents’

GUESS WHAT
Which two things happen in the next part of the story?

a [] Aghost" igure visits Baron b [] The count’s funeral takes
. Lanusnort’s castle. place in Wurtzburg Cathedral.

¢ [] The baron’s daughter runs d [ ] Starkenfaust breaks his promise
into the forest and meets a ghost. and goes straight home to his father.
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guest somebody
that you invite to
your home, or to
a party

horn you blow
on this metal
instrument to
make a long low
noise

gate the big door
into a castle

son-in-law the
man who is
married to your
daughter

The Ghostly Brideqroom - Pirt 2

Now let's return to the Katzenellenbogen family, who were
waiting for their guest — and for their dinner. Night came, and
still the count hadn’t arrived. Their dinner couldn’t wait. The
meats were nearly burnt, the cook was half worried to death,
and everyone in the castle had hungry faces, like soldiers who
hadn't eaten for months.

In the end, the baron gave orders for the meal to begin
immediately. Everyone was just sitting down at the table, when
suddenly they heard the sound of a horn at the castle gate. A
stranger was outside, asking to enter. Quickly the baron went
to welcome his future son-in-law.

The gate opened, and the stranger, horn in hand, waited
outside. He was a tall, fine-looking young man on a black
horse. His face was pale, but he had shining mysterious eyes
and a look of proud sadness about him.

The baron was surprised to see he’d come alone, without
any servants. At first he felt annoyed.

‘Doesn’t that young man realize this is an important visit,
and an important family he's marrying into?’

But then he calmed down, saying to himself, ‘His youthful
excitement has made him hurry here before his servants.’

‘I'm sorry,’ began the stranger, getting down from his horse,
‘to arrive like this at this hour—

The baron stopped him from saying more by welcoming him
warmly and politely. He was proud of his own skill at speaking.
Once or twice the stranger tried to stop the river of fine words,
but he couldn’t. In the end he just looked down at the ground
and let it all wash over him.

By the time the baron had finished, they were deep inside the
castle. Once more the stranger tried to speak, but this time he
was stopped by the arrival of the women of the family, bringing
his nervous young bride to meet him. He stared at her for a



moment like a man in a dream. His
eyes shone lovingly as he took in
her beautiful face and figure.

One of the unmarried aunts
whispered something in the
young woman's ear. She
tried to speak, lifting her
bright blue eyes from the
ground to look at her
bridegroom nervously,
but the words died on
her soft lips.

Then she looked back at
the floor, although there
was now the ghost of a
smile on her pretty face,
showing she liked what
she’d seen. Indeed it was
impossible for a young girl
of eighteen, who often dreamt
of love, not to be pleased by this =
good-looking young man.

Because their guest had arrived so
late, the baron said, ‘Let’s leave all talk
of the wedding until tomorrow.’

He at once invited the young man to join
them at the long table in the great hall where
dinner waited for them.

From the walls the pictures of the baron’s hard-faced ancestors ~ armour a metal
looked down on them as they ate. Next to them there were old i‘f,'.t.f?ﬁttﬁﬂ'ﬂf;s
battle flags with lots of holes in them, several badly beaten bits i‘i’“?:’gptﬁ:;p'e
of armour, and the heads of a number of wild animals from  p .+ 1o 100k for
the nearby forest that different Katzenellenbogens had hunted,  animals and birds

in order to Kill
caught, and killed over the centuries. them
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The young man didn’t take much notice of the other dinner
guests, and touched little of the fine meal. He seemed too busy
with his bride to think of things like that.

He spoke softly to her in words that those sitting next to them
found hard to catch. But a woman can always hear the soft,
sweet voice of her lover. His seriousness and gentleness seemed
to touch the young lady deeply, and she listened closely to all
he said, sometimes smiling and sometimes serious.

From time to time she said something back to him. And when
he wasn’t looking at her, she watched him out of the corner
of her eye and sighed happily.

The two unmarried aunts, who both knew the mysteries of
the heart well, told their neighbours at the table, ‘We're sure
the two of them fell in love the moment they met.’

The dinner went on happily. The baron’s poorer relatives
ate hungrily, in the way that people with little money do after
they've spent days walking in the mountains.

The baron told his best stories with great success. When it
was a mystery story, his listeners were suitably surprised, and
when it was amusing, they laughed in all the right places.

Other, cleverer relatives told even funnier stories, or whispered
things in the ladies’ ears that made it hard for them not to
laugh. One very happy, round-faced man sang some not very
polite songs that made the unmarried aunts’ faces turn red.

But instead of enjoying the fun of the party, the bridegroom
looked a little out of place. His face became more miserable
as the evening went on, and — strangely — the baron’s funny
stories made him look even sadder.

Sometimes he seemed to forget all around him. At other
times he looked round the hall with restless eyes that spoke
of an uneasy heart.

His conversations with his bride became more serious and
mysterious. Her pretty face became clouded with worry, and
she began to shake nervously at his words.



The people sitting near them noticed. They couldn’t understand
why the bridegroom looked so miserable, but his coldness
darkened the warm happiness of all around him.

People began whispering to each other and shaking their
heads. Songs and laughs died on people’s lips, and there were
uncomfortable silences in conversations.

Then people began telling stories about ghosts and other wild
figures of the night. Each story was more frightening than the
one before it. In the end, the baron made several ladies scream
~ at the now very famous story of the ‘goblin horseman’. He
told of how the strange mannish thing on a black horse came
quietly one dark midnight and took the beautiful Leonora, the
only child of her mother and father, from her room, and how
she was never seen again alive after that night.

The bridegroom listened to this story with interest. Just
before the baron finished, the young man began to stand up.
He grew taller and taller until — to the baron at his side — he
seemed like a great mountain of a man standing over him.
Immediately the story was finished, the young man sighed
deeply and said goodbye to everyone. They were all
surprised, and no one was more surprised
than the baron himsellf.

goblin a strange,
man-like being
that lives under
trees or in rocks
and makes
problems for
people
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faint to fall down
suddenly because
you are weak, ill,
or afraid

‘Are you planning to leave at midnight? But everything’s
ready for you to stay with us tonight! Please go to your room
now if you'd like to lie down.’

The stranger shook his head sadly, saying, ‘I must lie in a
different place tonight.’

There was something about this answer, and the way it was
said, that made the baron’s heart stop for a second. But he
pulled himself together and again warmly invited the young
man to stay.

The stranger shook his head silently. Waving goodbye to
everyone, he walked slowly from the hall. The unmarried aunts
sat as still as stones, and the bride began to cry.

The baron followed the stranger outside to where his black
horse was waiting. As they stood at the castle entrance, the
stranger turned and spoke to the baron in a deep, loud voice
which the high roof above them made deeper and louder.

‘Now we're alone I'll tell you why I must go. I have business
that cannot wait which calls me away.’

‘Can’t you send someone in your place?

‘No. I must go myself. I have to be in Wurtzburg Cathedral-'

‘Yes, but not now. Tomorrow you'll take your bride and
marry her there.’

‘No!’ replied the stranger, ten times more seriously than before.
‘I'm not going to marry. Death is waiting. I'm a dead man. I
was killed by robbers. My body lies in Wurtzburg. At midnight
they’ll bury me. My grave is waiting. I mustn’t be late!’

With that, he jumped on his horse, rode across the wooden
bridge that took him to the road, and soon disappeared into
the dark, windy night.

The baron returned worriedly to the great hall and told
everyone there what had happened. Two ladies fainted, and
others felt sick at the idea that they'd eaten dinner at the same
table as a ghost.

Some said, ‘Perhaps he’s the Wild Hunter.’
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He’s a famous ghostly figure in many old German stories: a
tall, strong, larger-than-life fighter, riding a black horse through
the air at midnight. He often calls loudly to the group of noisy
big black dogs around him. Their eyes always shine with red fire
when they smell the warm meat of lonely travellers still out on
the road after dark. The Wild Hunter hunts the living, and a
crazy crowd of thin grey figures always dances after him. These
are the ghosts of ‘the newly dead — headless, armless, or legless

— who moan and bleed helplessly as they're pulled by the
Hunter and his dogs through the endless night sky.

Others disagreed with that idea. ‘Perhaps he came
out of the dark rocky heart of a mountain, or
from deep under the ground below an old tree
in the forest,” they said.

Anyone who didn’t really believe the
bridegroom was a terrible ghost or goblin
of some kind had to change their ideas
the following day. Next morning a letter
arrived at the castle expléining about
the young count’s murder, and
his funeral in Wurtzburg
Cathedral.
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Match the sentence parts to tell the story of The Ghostly Bridegroom — Part 2.

The bride’s family are sitting down to eat ~y looks sadder and sadder.

1
The first time the bride meets the stranger 2%% 2 the count’s death arrives.
At the dining table the young couple 3 neither of them talk.
As it gets later, the stranger i’“‘-4 when the stranger arrives.
After the baron’s ghost story, the stranger 5 to his funeral in Wurtzburg.
The stranger tells the baron he is going 6
7

The next morning a letter about

stands up and leaves.

g == @0 o O T o

talk together quietly.

WORD WORK

Read the definitions and use the words from the story to complete the crossword.

=> Across | - - - J Down

2 This door is outside to stop people 1 People sometimes do this if they
coming into a garden or a castle. are ill or very frightened.

4 Along time ago soldiers wore this 2 These are the people you invite to

a party or to stay at your house.
In the old days people thought thesﬁ
little men lived in the country and
did bad things to you. >
Men usually use a dog and a gun b

when they were fighting.
A father’s daughter’s husband.
You can use this instrument to
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GUESS WHAT
The next chapter is the last part of The Ghostly Bridegroom. What do you think
happens? Tick the pictures.

a Where does the baron go when he hears of the count’s death?

1 [ ] to Wurtzburg cathedral 2 [] to the Odenwald forest 3 [ to his room

b Who does the bride see in the garden?

1 [] Count von Altenburg 2 [] the ghostly stranger 3 [_] a thief

¢ Who disappears from the castle one week later?

g & 2y 3 &
¥ Pl R A£Y ST

1 [] the baron’s daughter 2 [] one of her aunts 3 [ the cook

d Who does the baron’s daughter marry at the end of the story?

1 [] Herman von 2 [] the Wild Hunter
Starkenfaust




The Ghostly Bridegroom - Pirt 3

shock to give The news of the count’s death at the hands of robbers shocked
someone a very
bad surprise; a

very bad surprise  rgom. His guests, who'd come to celebrate with him, couldn’t
cheerful happy

everyone in the castle. The baron locked himself away in his

think of leaving him now in his time of trouble. They walked
around the castle or met in the hall in groups, talking and
shaking their heads. And they ate and drank more than ever,
to try and make themselves feel more cheerful.

But for the bride things were even worse. Just think
o . 5 of losing the man of your dreams before you've

even taken him in your arms — and what a
man he had been!
‘The ghost of him was so polite
and so fine-looking,” she said to
herself. And I'm sure when he
was alive, he was even politer
and finer than that!’
She filled the castle with
her moans and sighs.
On the second night
after she’d met — and
lost — the love of her
life, she went to her
room. One of her
aunts — the fatter one
— went with her. She
didn’t want the girl to
sleep alone. This aunt,
who was one of the best
tellers of ghost stories in
Germany, was telling one of
her longest stories when she
fell asleep in the middle of it.



The room looked out on a garden.
Lying in bed, the young woman
watched the moon shining on ]
the leaves of the tree that ‘fi
stood outside her window. %i !
As she listened, the bell i
of the -castle clock
sounded twelve times.

It was midnight!

Suddenly she heard
soft guitar music
coming from the
garden. She left her
bed and went to the
window. A tall figure
stood below, among
the shadows of the
trees. It looked up at her
and just then, the silvery
light of the moon shone
down on it. She recognized
the face. It was her ghostly
bridegroom!

Suddenly she heard a loud scream
in her ear, and her aunt — who’d woken
up and followed her niece to the window — fell
into her arms. When she looked down at the garden
again, the ghost had disappeared.

It was now the aunt that needed the most looking after. She
was really terrified. The young woman, on the other hand,

felt that there was something even in the ghost of her lover :;?.sy?;:

that touched her heart. He seemed to her so manly. And - g"ﬁtgri'”'”
augnter

although the shadow of a man is not really enough to please . .00y .

a girl who's sick with love — a manly ghost is better than no  frightened
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man at all.

The aunt said, ‘I never want to sleep in this room again.’

The niece answered, ‘And I'll never sleep in any other room
in the castle except this one.’

So the niece decided to sleep in the room alone.

‘Promise me faithfully you won't tell anyone about the ghost,’
she asked her aunt.

‘I promise,’ the aunt replied.

The niece didn’t want to lose the only happiness she had in
the world. She didn’t want to leave the room near that garden
which her lover’s ghost haunted at night. ,

I'm not sure if the aunt kept her promise or not. She loved
telling stories, and it’s fun to be the first person who learns
about a piece of news and can then inform others. People say
she kept her promise for over six days, but she didn’t have to
keep things secret for longer than that.

While she was sitting at the breakfast table on the seventh
day, a servant came in, saying, ‘Nobody can find the young
lady. Her room’s empty, she hasn’t slept in her bed, and her
window’s open. She’s gone!’

Everyone at the breakfast table was shocked at the news.
Even the poorer relatives stopped eating for a moment. Then
the fat aunt — who could say nothing when she first heard the
news — suddenly began telling the story of what she'd seen in
the garden, adding, ‘The goblin’s taken her!’

Two of the servants added, ‘It's true! We heard a horse
hurrying down the mountain road at about midnight. It was
surely the ghostly bridegroom on his black horse, taking his
bride away to the grave!’

All strongly believed what they said was true because awful
things like this often happen in Germany, as you'li see if you
read all the reports about them.

What a terrible thing to happen to the baron! Both as a
father and as part of the great Katzenellenbogen family it was



unspeakably awful.

‘Has a ghost taken my only
daughter to the grave, or am I going to
have a wild hunter as a son-in-law, or maybe
half-goblin grandchildren?’

As usual he began running around worriedly and
everyone in the castle became nervous.

He gave orders to his men, ‘Take your horses and
ride through the Odenwald forest at once. Look for my
daughter on every hill, in every valley, and along every
road.’
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The baron himself had just pulled on his boots and was
ready to get on his horse’s back when he saw something
that made him stop.

A young lady was riding towards the castle on a white horse,
and a young man on a black horse was riding beside her.

She rode up to the gate and jumped down from the horse.
At once she fell at the baron’s feet and put her arms round
his legs. It was his lost daughter, and her friend was — the
ghostly bridegroom!

The baron was very surprised. He looked first at his daughter
and then at the ghost and almost couldn’t believe his eyes.

The ghost seemed in much better health since his visit to the
land of the dead. His clothes were rich and fine, and he looked
strong and manly in them. He was no longer white-faced and
miserable. His face was pink and full of life, and happiness
shone from his large brown eyes.

The mystery was at an end. The young man (as I'm sure
you've guessed already) introduced himself to the baron as
Herman von Starkenfaust.

He explained about his adventure with the young count, and
told of how he’d hurried to the castle to bring the sad news, but
that the baron had stopped him speaking again and again.

‘When I saw the bride, she won my heart,” he went on, ‘So
I decided to stay for a while as the count in order to spend a
few hours at her side.

‘I was thinking about how I could say goodbye and go when
suddenly your story about the goblin, Baron, gave me the idea
for the strange way in which I left.

‘Because you and my father are enemies, I knew later visits
of mine wouldn’t meet with your approval,” he added. ‘So I
came back in secret, haunting the garden below your daughter’s
window. There I met her, talked to her, won her heart, and
carried her off with me to church where we've just celebrated
our wedding.’



Normally the baron was a hard man. He liked his daughter
to obey him, and his ancestors’ enemies were his enemies, too.
But he also loved his daughter, and he’d believed he would
never see her again. Now he was happy to see her alive. And,
although her husband was the son of his enemy, at least he
wasn’t a goblin!

‘Young man,’” he began, ‘I have to say there’s something
not quite honest and true about the way you told me you
were dead.’ '

But one of his friends, who was an old army man, said,
‘Everything’s fair in the name of love.’

Another old soldier added, ‘Von Starkenfaust has recently
been in the army, and what he’s done needs to be seen in a
different light because of that.’

So everything ended happily. The baron told his daughter and
son-in-law there and then, ‘I'm ready to forget what's happened
and to welcome you both into my home with open arms.’

Everyone in the castle began celebrating again. The poor
relatives made ' ¢ young man’s ears burn red with all the nice
things incy said to him:

‘You're so brave.’

‘You're so kind.’

And so rich!’

The aunts, it was true, were a little shocked at the way their
niece had forgotten so quickly everything that they'd tried to
teach her.

‘It was a serious mistake not to have metal bars put across her
window,’ said the thinner of the two, and her sister agreed.

The fatter aunt was very annoyed.

T can’t tell my wonderful story of the ghost in the garden
any more,’ she thought. ‘Because the only ghost I've ever seen
wasn't real after all.’

But the niece seemed very happy indeed to find out that her
ghostly bridegroom was in fact a living husband in the end.

bars metal sticks
that you put
across windows
to stop people
climbing through
them
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READING CHECK

1 Who says what in the story? Match the quotes with the people.

ang

© Novody cam fna
the young lady.

Q) I'll never sleep in
in this room again.

Pe) O 7 ready 1o forger
I came back in secret. WARL'S harfioendd.

It was a serfous mistake not to &
put bars across her window.

2 Correct the summary sentences.

Count's death
a Everyone in the castle feels terrible when they hear about the Wild-Huriter.

b Late one night the bride sees her ghostly bridegroom in the bath.

¢ Six days later the servant disappears from her room.

d One of her aunts tells everyone that the baron has taken her away.

e Later that morning the bride returns to the castle with her new teacher.

f The ghostly doctor who came to visit her was really Herman von Starkenfaust.

g Inthe end, the baron is annoyed about his daughter’s marriage.



WORD WORK

1 Use the letters in the ghosts to make words from the story.

2 Replace two words in each sentence with a word from Activity 1.
bors
a The aunts wanted to put metal stisks-on the windows to stop anyone getting in or out.
b It was a bad surprise for everyone to hear about the count’s funeral.
¢ The aunts looked after their brother’s daughter after her mother died.

d You don’t look very clearly happy! Has something bad happened?

e I'mreal" frigniened of snakes. | faint when | see one.

GUESS WHAT

The next story is called The Haunted Doll’s House. What do you think happens?
Circle the words you think are correct.

a Aman buys finds is given a beautiful old doll's house.
b At midnight the dolls in the doll’s house start making noises come to life die
¢ They show the man a story about a ghostly dog a goblin an old man dying .
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point to show
something with a
stick or a finger

butler the most
important servant
in a house

foot (p/ feet)
1 foot = 0.3048
metres

chapel a small
church next to a
big house; part of
a big church

stable a building
where horses live

dining room the
room in a house
where people eat

coach a kind of
car with horses

The Haunted dotl's Homse - Pirt 1
by M. 2. Jamer

‘Mr Chittenden, you must often get things like that in your
shop,” said Mr Dillet, pointing with his stick to the doll’s
house in the window. Mr Dillet knew a lot about old things,
and realized it was very special.

‘You can't be serious,” replied Mr Chittenden. ‘That should
be in a museum.’

‘You don't say!’ laughed Mr Dillet. And how much is it?’

‘Seventy-five pounds, sir.’

‘That’s a price for an American buyer. Let's say fifty.’

In the end they agreed on something in between, and half
an hour later Mr Dillet took the thing away in his car.

Mr Chittenden stood at the shop door, smiling, with the
money in his hand, and waved goodbye. Then he entered the
back room where his wife was making tea.

It’'s gone,” he said. ‘Mr Dillet bought it.’

‘Good!” said Mrs Chittenden. ‘He needs a bit of a shock.’

‘Well, I'm sure he’s going to get it, and we won't have any
more of it,” said Mr Chittenden, as they sat down to tea.

S— ) —
When Mr Dillet arrived home, Collins, the butler, came out
to help him. Together they carried the doll's house up to Mr
Dillet's bedroom and put it on his desk. Then Mr Dillet opened
the front of it, and put everything in its place.

It was a beautiful example of an 18th century doll's house
— six feet wide with a chapel on the left, and a stable on the
right. The chapel had a bell and coloured glass windows. When
the front of the house was open, you saw four large rooms
inside: bedroom, kitchen, drawing room, and dining room,
each with all the right furniture in it. The stable contained
horses, a coach, and stable boys, and on top was the stable
clock, also with a bell.




The house stood on a platform which had steps going up
to the front door, and a terrace on it. This platform also had
a drawer in it, where you could keep different curtains and
dolls’ clothes, so you could change things when you wanted.

‘It's wonderful,” sighed Mr Dillet. And what a low price! I
could sell it in town for ten times more. It almost makes me
afraid. I hope my luck doesn’t change for the worse. But let's
see who lives here.’

He put the dolls in a line in front of him. There was a
gentleman and a lady in blue — he was in a suit and she in a
fine dress. There were two children, a boy and a girl, together
with a cook, a nurse, a servant, a coach driver, and three stable

boys.

platform a high
flat thing that
something stands
on

terrace a place
near a house
higher than the
garden that you
can walk along

drawer a thing
like a box that you
pull out from a
piece of furniture

curtains people
close these in
front of windows
at night to stop
people looking in

gentleman a
man from a good,
usually rich family




four-poster an
old bed with a
roof on four posts
and curtains
around it

nightgown a long
dress that men
and women wore
in bed

strike to make
a bell in a clock
sound the hour;
to hit; to light a
match

‘Is there anyone more? Perhaps.’ The four-poster bed had
its curtains closed and he put his finger between them and
felt inside. He pulled it out quickly because it seemed to him
something there had felt almost alive. When he opened the
curtains, he discovered an old gentleman with white hair in
a long white nightgown, and put him with the others. That
was all of them.

It was nearly dinner time, so in five minutes Mr Dillet put all
the dolls back and went down for dinner. He didn't return to
his own fine four-poster bed until eleven o’clock that night.

There was no striking clock in Mr Dillet’s room, nor on the
stairs or stables of his house, and none in the nearby church.
But it was a clock striking that woke Mr Dillet from a pleasant
sleep at one in the morning.

He was so surprised he sat up in bed.

Strangely, although the room was dark, he could see the doll’s
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house very clearly. It seemed that a full moon was shining
down on it, and he could see trees around it — behind the
chapel and the stable. It seemed too that he could smell the
autumn smell of a cool September night. He thought he could
hear horses moving in the stables. And with another shock he
realized that above the roof, instead of the wall of his room,
he was looking into a dark blue night sky.

He saw too that this was no four-roomed house with a
movable front, but a real house with many rooms and stairs,
although strangely smaller than it should be.

‘You want to show me something,’” he said to himself.

Two rooms in the doll's house were lit: one on the ground
floor to the right of the door and one upstairs on the left. The
first room was brightly lit, the second not so brightly. And he
could see everything that was happening inside those rooms.
The first room was the dining room. Dinner was finished, but
glasses and wine were still on the table. The gentleman and
lady in blue sat alone there. They were talking seriously, and
from time to time it seemed they stopped to listen. Once the
gentleman got up, opened the window, put his head out and
put his hand to his ear. Then he went from the window and
from the room and the woman was left standing alone there,
holding a candle. Looking at her face, it seemed that she was
fighting against a strong fear inside her, and that she was
winning. She had an unpleasant face, too: wide, flat and too
clever for its own good.

Now the gentleman came back into the room and she took
something from his hand and hurried out. He too disappeared,
but only for a moment. The front door slowly opened and he
came out and stood on the terrace. Then he turned to the
upstairs window which was lit, and shook his closed hand
angrily up at it.

It was time to look at that upper window. Through it you
could see a four-poster bed, and a nurse sleeping in an armchair

wine aredor
white alcoholic
drink made from
grapes

candle it burns
and gives light; in
the past people
used them to see
at night
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spice something
that you put in
food or drink to
make it taste nice
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by the fire. In the bed an old man lay awake, and — from the
way he moved his hands on the bed covers — he was worried.
Beyond the bed, the door opened. The lady in blue came in
with the candle. She put it down and woke up the nurse. She
had an open bottle of wine in her hand. The nurse took it and
put some wine into a pan. She added sugar and spices from
little pots, and then put the pan on the fire to cook.

At the same time, the old man seemed to call weakly to the
lady. She went to him, felt his wrist, and bit her lip. The old
man looked at her worriedly and pointed to the window. She
went to the window and then, as the gentleman had done, she
opened it, put her head out — with her hand to her ear — and
listened. Then she pulled her head in and shook it at the old
man, who seemed to sigh.

Now the spiced wine was ready. The nurse put it in a silver
bowl and took it to the old man. He waved it away, but the
lady and the nurse moved closer, probably asking him to drink.
In the end it’s clear he said ‘yes’, because they helped him to
sit up and put the bowl to his lips. He drank most of it, then
lay down. The lady smiled goodnight, and left the room. She
took the candle, the bottle, the bowl, and the pan with her.
The nurse went back to her chair and for a time everything
was quiet.

Suddenly the old man sat up in bed and opened his mouth
wide. He was probably crying out, because the nurse jumped
up and ran to the bedside. The old man looked terrible. His face
was dark red, almost black, his round eyes were staring, both
hands pulled at his chest, and his lips were white.

For a moment the nurse left him, ran to the door, and threw
it open, clearly calling for help: then she ran back and tried
nervously to calm him down. But as the lady, her husband, and
several servants hurried with shocked faces into the room, the
old man fell back on the bed, his arms stopped moving and
his pained face slowly became calm and still.



A few moments later, lights showed to the left of
the house, and a lit coach drove up to the front door.
A man in black with white hair got out and ran up the
front steps, carrying a black bag. He was met at the door by
the man and wife. She seemed to be crying and he had a long
sad face. They took their visitor into the dining room, where
he put his bag of papers on the table. Then he listened with
a worried face to what they told him. He seemed to say no to
an invitation to have something to eat or drink, returned to
his coach, and drove off the way he'd come. As the gentleman
in blue watched him from the top of the steps, an unpleasant
smile covered his fat white face. Then all became dark as the
coach disappeared into the night.
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READING CHECK

Are these sentences about the first part of The Haunted Doll’s Housé true or
false? Tick the boxes.

True False
Mr Dillet is very happy with the doll’s house when he takes it home.
He keeps it in his bedroom. '
He is woken in the night by the church clock near his house.
Mr Dillet sees a man and woman in the dining room of the house.
The gentleman looks frightened of something.
The lady in blue takes some wine to an old man.

e = 0 A 0 T o

The nurse tries to help the old man, but he dies.

OO DO s
Einfaluiuintein

h A man in black arrives at the house and visits the old man.

WORD WORK

Correct the underlined words in Mr Dillet’s diary with the words in the box.

pointed nightgown strike wine candle spices drawer gentleman

Wednesday 16¢h October

striKe
I woke when I heard a clock tswcic one d'clack. Strangely the dolls house

looked like a real house, and I could see light in two of its raoms. A
lady and bay in blue were in the dining room. They were drinking
coffee by the light of a fire. The man waved at the window with his
hand, then stood up and left the room. In a room upstairs I watched a
nurse mix some rice inzo a drink for an old man. He was sitting up in
bed in a sui. There was a cupboard in the small table next to the old

man’s bed. Perhaps there were some impartant papers in i£?



2 Complete the words to label the picture of the doll’s house below.

a chapel d _e__a_e g _i_i__ _oo_
b oa__ e _u__a__ h __a__e
cC _ou 0o__e f u__er i __a__o__

www.irLanguage.com

GUESS WHAT

What do you think happens at the end of the story? Tick two boxes.

a [] The old man’s ghost visits the doll's house family and something terrible happens.
b [] Mr Dillet takes the doll's house back to the shop where he bought it.

¢ [ Mr Dillet meets the maker of the doll's house and learns the family’s true story.
d [ Mr Dillet visits the village where the real house stood and hears a clock striking.
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coffin a wooden
or metal box that
you put a dead

person’s body in

cloth clothes are
made of this

All was dark in Mr Dillet's bedroom, but he stayed sitting up
in his bed. He guessed he would see more.

The front of the doll's house began to shine again, but the
lights were now in different places. One was at the top of
the house and the other in the chapel. There was a coffin
in the middle of the chapel with four candles in tall silver
holders around it. A black cloth lay over the coffin and, as
he watched, the cloth seemed to move up at one end and fell
to the floor, leaving the coffin uncovered. One of the candles
fell to the floor also.

Now Mr Dillet looked at the room at the top of the house. A
boy and girl lay in two small beds and there was a four-poster
bed for the nurse. She wasn't there, but the father and mother
were. They were dressed in black clothes, but were laughing
and talking with each other and with the children. Then,
unnoticed by the children, the father left the room, taking a
long white nightgown from by the door as he went. He shut
the door behind him. A few moments later, the door opened
slowly and a large terrible white thing entered and moved
towards the beds. |

Then the figure suddenly stopped, lifted up its arms, and
showed itself to be — the laughing father, of course! The children
were terrified — the boy hid under the bed covers and the girl
ran to her mother’s arms. The parents tried to calm them
down, took them on their knees, and showed them that the old
nightgown couldn’t hurt them. At last they put the children
to bed, waving to them as they left the room. As they left, the
nurse came in, and soon the light in the children’'s room at
the top of the house went out.

Mr Dillet stayed watching without moving.

Then a aew kind of light, not a candle, but something
unpleasant and cold shone into the room at the top of the






frog a small
green animal that
lives near water
and has long back
legs for jumping

upset unhappy;
to make someone
feel unhappy
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house as the door opened again. Something very frightening
entered the room. The watcher couldn't describe it beyond
saying it looked like a frog as big as a man with thin white
hair on top. It went to the little beds and was busy over them
for a while, but not for long.

The noise of weak little cries, sounding very far off but still
awful, reached the listener’s ear. Suddenly the house was full
of lights moving, figures running, doors opening and closing.
The clock in the stable sounded one, and darkness came.

Then, for the last time, the house shone brightly again. At
the foot of the steps by the front door two lines of black figures
waited, holding burning lights. More dark figures came down
the steps, carrying two little coffins. And the lines of dark
figures carrying lights, with the coffins between them, moved
to the chapel on the left.

The hours of night passed very slowly, thought Mr Dillet. He
slowly moved from sitting to lying in his bed, but he didn’t close
an eye. Early next morning he sent for the doctor.

The doctor found him uneasy and nervous, and said that sea
air was the answer. So Mr Dillet was driven slowly to a quiet
place on the east coast. |

One of the first people he met as he walked along by the sea
was Mr Chittenden, who had also been told to take his wife
away for a change of air.

‘I'm a little upset with you,” said Mr Dillet.

‘Tm not surprised, sir. My wife and I went through a lot
ourselves. But what could I do? I couldn’t throw the thing
away — it was a really nice piece. And I couldn’t really tell
a buyer, “I'm selling you a haunted doll's house which will
always come to life at one o'clock in the morning.” I didn’t
want people to think me and my wife were crazy.’

‘Will you buy it back from me?’

‘No thanks! I'll tell you what, though. I'll pay you back
what you gave for it, except the ten pounds I paid, of course.




And you can do what you want with
I

Later in the day the two men had another whispered
conversation in the smokers’ room at their hotel.

‘Tell me, how much do you know about that thing, and
where it came from?’

‘Honestly, Mr Dillet, I don’t know the house. Of course it came
out of an old country house, that'’s clear. I've got a feeling it
was from somewhere not far from this place. The man I bought
it from isn't one who usually sells to me, and I haven't seen
him since then. But this was his part of the country. And that'’s
all I can say about it.
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lawyer someone
who helps people
with papers that
tell them what
they must do or
musn't do

will the paper
that says which
people you want to
have your money
when you die

poison to give
people something
that kills them
when they eat or
drink it

church records
books belonging
to a church that
contain lists of
people’s weddings
and funerals

model a little
building that
someone makes to
put on show

‘But, Mr Dillet, I've got a question. The old man who drives up
to the door — you've seen him, haven’t you? Ah yes, I thought
so. Do you think he was the doctor or the lawyer? My wife
says the doctor, but I say the lawyer because of all the papers
in his bag, and the one he took out last but didn’t open.’

‘I agree,’ said Mr Dillet. ‘I think that was the old man’s will,
ready for him to write his name at the bottom.’

‘I thought the same,’ replied Mr Chittenden. ‘Probably a will
that didn't leave any of the old man’'s money to the younger
ones. But it’s taught me something. I won’t buy any doll's
houses again, or spend time and money at the cinema. And
about the idea of poisoning grandad, well, I couldn’t do it.
I prefer to live happily with my relatives — always have done,
always will do.’

The next day Mr Dillet went to the town museum. He wanted
to try and find the house at the heart of the mystery. He looked
at lots of old pictures of houses on the walls, but couldn’t see
his house among them. He looked through lots of old church
records but again he had no luck. Then, in an almost empty
room, he saw an old model of a church which made his heart
grow suddenly cold. It looked like more work by the same man
who had made his doll's house. He read the small notice in
front of it carefully.

L

Shis model of Saint §tepﬁenf¥ @ﬁw'@é, Corham,
was 91'8811 to tﬁe museum éﬁf c*:} r 7 -\5%{(’}'(’l(-‘{?}'{;ﬁ‘?'
af ogff:ria’?e FHouse in 1877,

cgi is the work af his ancestor, ?ames @Zerewetﬁez; 1786.

He went back to look at a map of the country nearby that
he’'d noticed earlier on the wall. There he saw that Ilbridge house
was in the village of Coxham. Then he went back to the old



church records and soon found the funeral of Roger Milford,
aged 76, on the 11th of September 1757, and of Roger and
Elizabeth Merewether, aged 9 and 7, on the 19th of the same
month. Although he wasn’t sure this was the family, it seemed
worth visiting Coxham, and so he drove there that afternoon.

In the north of the church there was a Milford chapel. In

it there was a stone to the memory of Roger Milford: ‘Father,

and successful lawyer’. ‘This stone was put here by his loving
daughter Elizabeth, who died soon after losing her caring father
and her dear children,’ it said. The last words had obviously
been added later.

In the chapel too, a later stone spoke of, ‘James Merewether,
husband of Elizabeth, who — when a young man - was a
promising architect, but who stopped this work on the death of
his wife and children, and who ended his days in a comfortable
retirement home.’

The children had smaller, less grandly-worded stones. They'd
both died on the night of the 12th of September.

Mr Dillet felt su.e that in Ilbridge House he’d found the place
where it % 1d atl happened. In some old picture some day perhaps
he'll find he’s right. But the Ilbridge House of today is not the
house he was looking for. It's a newer red-stone house which
was built in the 1840s.

Not far from the new house, in a lower part of the garden,
near some old trees, is a terraced platform covered with grass.
That, someone told Mr Dillet, was the place where the old
house had once stood.

As he drove out of the village, the church clock sounded
four, and Mr Dillet put his hands over his ears. It was not the
first time that he’d heard that bell.

These days, waiting for an American buyer, the doll's house
rests, carefully covered, in the upstairs room over Mr Dillet’s
stables. It was taken there by his butler on the day that he
left for the seaside.

retirement home
a place where
people go to live
when they are old,
or needing special
care
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READING CHECK
Complete the gaps in these sentences about Part 2 of the story.

a o T 9

First of all Mr Dillet sees something happen inthe ~ CNADE!

The children are terrified of their pretendingtobea
Something frightening goes to the | room and - them.
After he speaks to his doctor, Mr Dillet goes away to the because he is

He meets Mr Chittenden and ST there.

f They all think that the and killed the granddad.

k

The man who made the doll's house also made a model - ,nowinthe

town museum.

Mr Dillet visits the where the Merewether family lived.

He sees the ~ of the whole family in Coxham.

Elizabeth Merewether died soon after her ~, Roger Milford, and her
- , Roger and Elizabeth.

When - leaves Coxham he recognises the sound of the

WORD WORK

Use the words in the coach and horses picture to answer the questions on page 353.




a Which small animal has four legs and can live in water and on land?

b Where do old people live when they have no family to take care of them?
Wb E ot segaue 2

¢ Where do we put a dead body before it is buried? Ina ...................

d A How do you think that Lucrezia Borgia killed her enemies?
B Didshe .................. them?

e What's that little building on your desk? A .................. of the Taj Mahal.
Where can you find out about the history of an English family?

g How do you feel when something bad happens to you?

h What do people put on a dinner table before they put plates and glasses on it?

i Which person helps you when you have problems with the police? A ...................
j Where do you write who will get your money when you die? Inyour ...................

GUESS WHAT

Match the phr-._s with the two main characters in Man-size in Marble.
Use a dictionary to help you.

a painter
a writer
poor
hates cooking and cleaning
loves listening to old stories
nervous
doesn’t believe in ghosts

believes in ghosts

musical

kind
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logical that you
can understand by
using your head,
not your heart

imagine to see
pictures in your
head

paint to put
different colours
on paper to make
a picture

cottage a small
house in the
country

advertisement
you pay to put this
information in a
newspaper

honeymoon a
holiday that

two people take
together just after
they get married

perfect with
nothing wrong

Man-size in Marble - Port 1
by €. Neshit

My name is Jack Collis, and every word of this story is true
— although many people probably won't believe it. These days
people need a logical explanation before they believe anything.
If you want an explanation like that, perhaps my wife Laura
and I just imagined everything that happened to us on that
31st of October 1893. I'll let you, the reader, decide.

When I became engaged to Laura, we knew we wouldn't have
much money when we married. I used to paint in those days,
and Laura wrote. Living in town was expensive, so we started
looking for a country cottage — something pretty but with an
inside toilet — to live in after we were married. We searched in
newspaper advertisements for some time, but all the cottages
that we visited with inside toilets looked terrible, and all the
pretty ones had no inside toilets.

On our wedding day we were still homeless, but on our
honeymoon we found the perfect place. It was in Brenzett,
a little village on a hill in the south, not far from the coast.
We'd gone there from the seaside town where we were staying
to visit the church. Nearby we found a pretty cottage with a
bathroom, standing all alone about two miles from the village.
It was a long low building with flowers round it, all that was
left of a big old house which had once stood here. We decided
to rent it at once. It was awfully cheap.

We spent the rest of our honeymoon buying old furniture
from shops in the nearby market town, and new curtains and
chair covers from one of the big shops up in London, and the
place soon began to feel like home. It was easy to work there.
I never got tired of painting the countryside and the wonderful
sky I could see through the open window, and Laura sat at the
table and wrote about all of it, and about me.



We found a tall old

woman from the village to cook

and clean for us. She was tidy,
skilled at cooking, and understood
everything about gardens. She also
told us the old names of the places
nearby, and tales of robbers who'd
once lived there, and of ghosts
who sometimes met people in the
neighbourhood when it was late
at night.

She was the perfect servant
for us. Laura hated cooking and
cleaning, and I loved listening
to old stories. So we left Mrs
Dorman to manage the cottage,
and used her old tales in stories
with pictures that we sent to
magazines, which helped to bring
in some money.

We had three months of married
happiness, and never argued. Then one
October evening I went to visit our only
neighbour, Dr Kelly — a pleasant Irishman - for
a talk and a smoke of my pipe. I left Laura all smiles, writing tale story
a funny magazine story about village life. But when [ came pipe something
back, I found her sitting on the window seat, crying. i?#ol;?fgﬁ\ﬁth 5

‘What's the matter?’ I asked. long stick and a

small bow! at one
‘Oh, Jack! It's Mrs Dorman,’ she moaned. ‘She says she has end
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path a narrow
road for people to
walk on

churchyard a
place next to a
church where
dead people are
put under the
ground

marble fine white
or grey stone

tomb where
people put a
dead person in a
building

to go before the end of the month to care for her sick niece.
But I don’t believe her because her niece is always ill. I think
someone’s turned her against us. She seemed so strange when
she spoke to me.’

‘Don’t worry, dearest,’” I said.

‘But don’t you see? If she leaves, none of the other villagers
will want to come here, and I'll have to cook and wash plates
and you'll have to clean knives and forks and we won't have
time for writing or painting.’

T1l speak to Mrs Dorman when she comes back,” I said,
trying to calm her down. ‘Perhaps she wants more money. It’ll
be all right. Let's walk up to the church.’

The church was large and lovely, and we enjoyed going
there on nights when the moon was full. The path to it went
through a wood, past two fields, and round the churchyard
wall. It had been the old way they used to take coffins to the
church for funerals.

There were lots of dark trees in the churchyard. The church
door was a heavy wooden one, and the windows were of
coloured glass. Inside there were rows of dark wooden seats,
and at the eastern end there were two grey marble figures of
old knights in armour, one on each side, lying on their tombs.
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Strangely you could always see them, even if the rest of the
church was nearly in darkness.

Their names were lost in the past, but the villagers said
they'd been wild and terrible men, and that one night, in a
great storm, lightning had struck their big old house and
destroyed it. Interestingly this was the place where now our
cottage stood. For all that, their sons’ gold had bought them
the place in the church where they were buried.

Looking at their hard, proud marble faces, it was easy to
believe the story was true.

The church looked at its best and strangest that evening. We
sat down together without speaking, and stared for a time at
the fine stone walls around us. We walked over to look at the
sleeping knights. Then we went out and rested on the seat by
the church door, looking across the fields while the sun went
down. As we came away, we felt that even doing the cooking
and cleaning ourselves wasn'’t really so bad.

When we arrived home, Mrs Dorman had come back from
the village. I asked her to come into my painting room for a
short talk.

‘Mrs Dorman,’ I said, when we were alone, Aren’t you happy
here with us?’

‘Oh, no, sir. You and your dear lady have always been most
kind to me.’

Aren’t we paying you enough?’

‘No, sir. I get quite enough.’

‘Then why don't you want to stay with us?’

‘My niece is ill,” she said uneasily. ‘I must leave before the
end of the month.’

‘But your niece has been ill since we arrived.’

A long uncomfortable silence followed. I broke it.

‘Can’t you stay for another week?’

‘No, sir. I must go by Thursday. But perhaps I can come back
to you next week.’

lightning a line of
bright light which
comes down
quickly from the
sky in a storm and
can burn things
that it hits
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I was now sure all she wanted was
a short holiday.
‘But why must you leave this
week?’ I asked.

She looked nervous and went
on slowly.

‘They say, sir, that this was a
big house in the old days, and
that many strange, dark things

happened here. The owners,
when young men, loved nothing

better than attacking, robbing, and
killing both men and women on land
and sea. They were dangerous men, sir,
and no one stood up against them. So,
year by year, they went from bad to worse.
In the end their terrible crimes against nature,
and all the deaths of the poor little children
from the villages nearby, brought the lightning
down from the sky to destroy them.’

I was pleased that Laura wasn't in the room
with us. She was always nervous, and I felt that
these old stories would perhaps make our house
less dear to her.

‘Tell me more, Mrs Dorman,’ I said. ‘Please. I'm
not like lots of young people these days who laugh
at strange things like that.’

This was true in a way. I loved her stories, although
I didn’t really believe them.

‘Well, sir,” she began in a low voice, ‘Perhaps you've seen

the two figures in the church.’

man-size as big

as a man ‘You mean the knights,’” I said cheerfully.
':I‘;':t":f';:‘ the ‘l mean those two bodies man-size in marble. They say
October that at Halloween those two bodies sit up and get off their

28



tombs, and that — as the church clock strikes eleven — they
walk in their marble out of the church door, over the graves,
and along the path.’

‘And where do they go?’ I asked interestedly.

‘They come back here to their house, sir, and if anyone
meets them ...’

‘Well, what happens?’ I asked.

But I couldn’t get another word from her, although she
warned me, ‘Lock the house early on Halloween, sir, and make
the sign of the cross over the door and windows.’

‘But who was here at Halloween last year?’

‘No one, sir. The lady who owned the house only stayed in
the summer and always went to London a full month before
the night. I'm sorry to bring trouble to you and your lady, but
my niece is ill and I must go on Thursday.’ '

She’d decided she would go, and that nothing we could say
would stop her.

I didn't tell Laura the tale of the figures that ‘walked in their
~marble’. T didn’t want to upset her. This was, I felt, different
from Mrs Dorman’s other stories — and I didn’t want to talk
about it until the day was past.

I was painting a picture of Laura in front of the window all
that week, and while I worked on it, I couldn’t stop thinking
about the tale of the two knights.

On Thursday Mrs Dorman left, saying to Laura as she went,
‘Don’t go out too much, madam, and if there’s anything I can
do for you next week, I'll be happy to help.’

From that I understood she wished to come back after
Halloween, though to the end she continued with the story
of her sick niece.

- Thursday went well. Laura cooked a lovely dinner, and I
washed the knives, forks and plates not too badly afterwards.

Soon Friday came, and it's what happened then that this story

is really about.

sign a shape that
you make with
your fingers in
the air

cross a Christian
sign where two
lines meet, like
this
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READING CHECK
Choose the right phrases to complete the sentences. Tick the correct box.

a laura and Jack decide to rent the cottage because . ..
1 it's near the sea.
2 they find it when they are on their honeymoon.
3 they don’t have a lot of money.
b For the first three months in the cottage . ..
1 they both work and are very happy.
2 Laura does all the cooking and cleaning.

OO0 W&EE

3 they are afraid of ghosts haunting the place.

¢ Mrs Dorman, the servant, wants to stop working for them because . . .
1 she doesn’t want to be near the house at Halloween.
2 her niece is sick.

1.0 L

3 she wants a short holiday.
d Mrs Dorman tells Jack a story about . . .
1 some robbers who always visit the house at Halloween. U]
2 the ghosts of the knights whose tombs are in the church.  []
3 the ghosts of some dead children from the nearby villages. ]
e Jack decides . . .

1 to tell Laura the story about the knights. O

2 to leave the cottage until after Halloween. ]

3 not to tell Laura the story about the knights. ]
WORD WORK

1 Complete the sentences on page 61 with the words in the plcture.
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a He'sa .. QQICQl . man. He thinks before he does anything.
b Just after they were married they went off on their .................. to Malta.
¢ My grandmother made a .................. with her hand for me to come closer.
d When did Leonardo da Vinci .................. the Mona Lisa?
e Doyouknowtheold .................. of how Arthur became the king of England?
f Therewasa .................................... white figure in the snowy garden.
g Canyou .................. a world with no very rich or very poor people in it?

. h Yourteethare .................. . There’s nothing wrong with them.

2 Circle new words from the story in the wordsquare. Label the pictures with them.
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GUESS WHAT

What do you think happens on the night of Halloween? Tick the correct box.

Yes No
a Mrs Dorman returns with surprising news. R
b Jack goes to the church in the evening and something terrible happens. O O
c DrKelly is killed on his way to visit a patient. s
d The marble knights leave the church. J O
¢ Laurais found dead in the cottage. ] O
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mist a thin cloud
near the ground

shiver when your
body repeatedly
moves a little from
fear or the cold

evil very bad

piano a

big musical
instrument
that you play by
pressing black
and white keys

Man-size in Marble - Pirt 2

Everything that happened on that day is burned into my
memory, and I'll tell the story as clearly as I can.

I got up early, I remember, and had just managed to light
the kitchen fire when my lovely wife came running downstairs
as bright as that clear October morning. We enjoyed makihg
breakfast together, and washing the plates and knives afterwards.
We cleaned and tidied all morning, and then had cold meat
and coffee for lunch. Laura seemed, if possible, even sweeter
than usual and the walk that we took together that afternoon
was the happiest time of my life. When we’d watched the sun
go down, and the evening mist thicken in the fields, we came
back to the house, silently, hand in hand.

‘You're sad, dearest,” I said as we sat down together in our
little sitting room.

‘Yes, I am,’ she replied, ‘Or a little uneasy. I don’t think I'm
very well. I've shivered two or three times since we came in,
and it isn’t cold in here, is it?’

‘You haven’t caught a cold from the mist, have you?’ I asked
her worriedly.

‘I don’t think so,” she said. Then she added suddenly, ‘Jack,
do you ever feel something evil’s going to happen?’

‘No,” I smiled. ‘I don't believe in that kind of thing.’

‘1 do,” she went on. ‘The night my father died I knew it,
although he was far away in the north of Scotland.’

We sat watching the fire for some time in silence. In the end
she jumped up and kissed me suddenly.

‘Don’t worry about me,” she said. ‘I'm better now. What a
baby I am! Let’s play some music together.’

So we spent a happy hour or two at the piano.

At about half past ten I felt I needed my pipe. Laura looked
so white I felt it would be awful to smoke inside, so I said, Tl
take my pipe outside.’



Tll come too.’

‘Not tonight, dearest. Go to bed. You look really tired.’

I kissed her, and was turning to go when she threw her arms
round my neck, and held me close, saying, ‘I never want to let
you go. Don’t stay out too long.’

T won't.

I walked slowly out of the front door, leaving it unlocked.
What a night it was! The sky was full of dark clouds hurrying
by, and a thin mist covered the stars. The moon swam high
up, sometimes disappearing behind the fast-moving cloud river,
and sometimes shining down on the trees which waved slowly
and noiselessly below. There was a strange grey light that night
which shone over all the earth.

I walked up and down. Everything was silent. The wind
was so high in the sky even the dead leaves on the path were
still and quiet. Across the fields I could see the church tower
standing black against the sky. I heard the church bell striking.
It was eleven o’clock already.

I turned to go into the cottage, but the night held me. I
couldn’t go back into our warm rooms just yet. I decided to
walk over to the church. I felt in a strange way I should offer
up my thanks there for my faithful, loving wife. I imagined
then our long, sweet life together.

As I walked slowly along the edge of the wood a sound from
among the trees broke the stillness of the night. I could clearly
hear footsteps that echoed mine. ‘It's probably a villager
looking for fallen branches for their fire, or hoping to catch
some forest animal under cover of darkness,’ I thought. ‘But
he really should learn to step more lightly.’

I turned into the wood. Now the footsteps seemed to come from
the path behind me. ‘It must be an echo,’ I said to myself.

Soon I was crossing the churchyard. I stopped for a while
at the seat where Laura and I had watched the sun go down.
Then I saw the church door was open. I felt bad about not

footsteps the

noise people make
with their feet
when they walk

echo to make
the same sound;
when a sound hits
something and
comes back to the
listener
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closing it well on our last visit, for we were the only people who

came there except on Sundays. Then, suddenly, I remembered
this was the day and the hour when the villagers believed ‘the
shapes in man-size marble’ began to walk.

I knew I had to go into the church. I planned to tell Mrs
Dorman I'd seen the knights there at eleven o’clock on Halloween
and that her tale was just a crazy story, nothing more. When
I walked inside, everything was in darkness.

As I went towards the eastern end of the church it seemed
strangely larger. Then the moon came out and showed me the
reason. The man-size marble bodies were gone!



Was I going crazy? I went forward and put my hand out to
touch the flat tops of the tombs. Had someone stolen them? A
sudden nameless fear filled my heart, and I shivered. Something
unbelievably evil was going to happen, I knew. I ran from the
church, biting my lip to stop myself from screaming.

I hurried across the fields towards the light that shone from
our cottage window. Suddenly a black figure jumped out of
the blackness in front of me. I ran towards it crazily, shouting,
‘Get out of my way!’

But a hand took my arm and held it strongly. The big Irish
doctor shook me repeatedly.

‘Hey, there,” he cried.

‘Let me go,” I shouted. ‘You don’t understand! The marble
figures have gone from the church!’

He laughed long and loud at that. ‘You've been listening to
too many old village tales,” he said.

‘T've seen the empty tombs, I tell you,’

‘Look, come with me. I'm going over to old Palmer’s. His
daughter’s ill. We can stop at the church on the way and you
can show me what you think you saw.’

All right,’” I said.

He still held my arm as we entered the church and walked
to the eastern end of it. I had my eyes closed. I knew that the
figures wouldn’t be there.

I heard Kelly strike a match.

‘Here they are,’ said the doctor. As large as life.’

I opened my eyes and by the light of Kelly’s match I saw the
two shapes lying ‘in their marble’ on the tombs.

‘Thank you,’ I said. ‘Perhaps it was a trick of the light, or
perhaps I've been working too hard. I can’t understand it. I
was sure they were gone.’

‘T know. Just don't let your thoughts run away with you.’

He was looking closely at the figure on the right, whose stony
face was the most evil and deadly.

trick athing
which makes
people think
something is true

thought
something that

you think
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whisky a strong
alcoholic drink
that is made in
Scotland

to hell with we
say this when we
think something is
stupid or we don't
care about it
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‘Will you look at that!’ he
said, pointing. ‘The hand on this
one’s broken.’

He was right, but I was sure that the last
time Laura and I had been there it had been perfect.

‘Perhaps someone was trying to steal them,” he said
calmly.

‘That still doesn’t explain what I thought I saw.’

‘Too much painting and too much of your old pipe explains
that,” he laughed.

‘Let’s go,’ I said, feeling a little better. ‘My wife will be worried.
Come and have a glass of whisky with me. We’'ll drink to
logical explanations, and to hell with ghosts.’

All right. It's late. I'll go to old Palmer’s in the morning,” he
replied. Perhaps he thought that I needed his help more than
Palmer’s daughter.



So, talking of different explanations for ghosts, we walked
back to our cotfage. As we came nearer I saw the light shining
out of the front door. The sitting room door was open, too.
Had Laura gone out?

‘Come in,” I said, and Dr Kelly followed me into the sitting
room. It was brightly lit by candles all over the place. Light, I
remembered, was Laura’s answer to nervousness. Poor girl, I
thought. I'd been so stupid to leave her. But where was she?

Then I turned to the open window and saw her. Had she
gone there to watch for me? And what had come into the
room behind her? To what had she turned with her face full
of horror? My poor wife! Had she thought it was my footsteps

horror a feeling
she’d heard as she turned to meet — what? of great fear or

She’d fallen back across a table by the window, and her body  Shock

lay half on it and half on the window seat. Her head

was thrown back, her long untied hair was
touching the carpet. Her lips were pulled
back from her teeth and her eyes were
wide open in fea~ They saw nothing
now. What haa they seen last?

The coctor moved towards her, but
I pushed him to one side and ran
to her, crying, ‘It’s all right, Laura.
You're safe now.’

Her soft body fell against mine. I
held her and kissed her, calling her
dear name again and again, but I think
I knew already that she was dead.

Both her hands were closed. In one of
them she held something very strongly. When
I was quite sure she was dead, and that nothing
mattered any more, I let Doctor Kelly open that
hand to see what it held.

It was a grey marble finger. * i
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1 Put these phrases into the correct places in the summary.
a about the marble knights b across the fields

¢ but he doesn't see anyone ? : i the wmdow | _e inthecvening

f Oﬁ thenf t.o..mbs g talking of explanations for ghosts

T i tosmoke
h there are many candles burning e

_dack ar}d Laura spend the day together happily, working in the house and having a
walk Whentheyget back to the cottage, Laura is nervous and has a feeling that
something bad is going to happen. They play some music together and then Jack goes
outside /. It's a beautiful night and he decides to walk to the church. On the way
there he hears the noise of people walking in the wood and on the path When he
reaches the church, he sees the door open and remembers Mrs Dorman’s story
He walks in and is terrified to see that the knights aren’t on their tombs. He runs
wildly [ to the cottage, but a black figure jumps out in front of him. It is Dr Kelly.
Jack tells him what he has seen, but when they return to the church together, the
knights are there Dr Kelly notices that one of them has a missing finger. The two
men walk back to the cottage together When they reach the cottage, the door

is open, /,and Laura is lying across a table [ . She is dead, and in her hand she’s

holding a grey marble finger.



WORD WORK

Find words in the pipe smoke, match
them with the sentences, and show
where they go.

If you shout in here, you'll

hear an/@ome back to you.
..eecno

That man is an criminal. He started running when he Imagine my when | saw
.................. heard behind him. the ghost! ..................

There's a lot of over the I'm because it's so cold! Can you show me a card?
mountains this morning. Let's have a hot drink.
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i{NInE. W Expanding texts

1 Match the passages with the stories they come from.

The Faithful Ghost D Meeting Mrs Dumoise D The Ghostly Bridegroom D
The Haunted Doll’s House D Man-size in Marble I___]

Qm mysterious bridegroom listened to this story with
great interest. Just before the baron finished, the
handsome 1oung man began to s’tanc\ up.

o He passed Hnrougb\ wme suddenly amd, giving
a tevviple long low moam of great saduess,
he Aisappeared quickly out of the warrow
wmo\ow by Hf\e back si-aurs

O vz wr down quittty iﬁ;emr mﬁ%m Wmmy
and sinred houghtfully for a lime ab We fine
thick wone wally areund ws We watked dowly
over o /mé ar e &/ezpmy Rnights,

Owwmmwm T ——
red, almost black, his large round, eyes were staring in

fear, both hands pulled. repeatedly ot his chest, and his
Mupswe,m%

. AR o, s i g oee——

o The sun had gone doww bdund the dark.
mowntains, and iz was very windy. Dumasise
stood silently in front of the old house,
waiting for the useless man to come back.

2 Find the same passages in the stories. Compare them, and highlight the extra
words in the passages abhove.



3 Add the extra words to the passage from Man-size in Marble in the correct place.

Mark exactly where they go like this:. The words are in order.

and thoughtfully ~ wild  purple  silver  full  forafewseconds
leafless  calmly  perfectly —autumn  garden empty silent  heavily

kcleuds hurrying by; anda

”"ihi_'?l_!'?i_st'“é&v"eneﬂ_fﬁe' stars. The moon swam high up, sometimes

_'d'isaibﬁéafing b‘ehin.ld. the fast-moving cloud river, and sometimes
s mlng down on the trees which waved slowly and noiselessly -
below. There was a strange grey light that night which shone
over all the earth.

| walked up and down. Everything was silent The wind wa’é

so high in the sky that even the dead Ieaves on. e path were

4 Choose a passage of 8-10 lines from one of the stories. Copy it out and add 8-10
extra words or phrases.

5 Swap passages with a partner. Read and highlight the new words.

mn



(L {IN]I4 N Haunted homes

1 Read about a haunted home and answer the questions.

Where is the building and what is it used for?
By which two names is the ghost known?
What is known about her past?

What kind of things does she do?

What does she look like?

How do people feel about her?

- 0o a o o o

- [+ 4 s 69 hao/ fvaww hauntedhouses com ~'Q

| Haunted Houses in Oregan |

Jregon, UoA

The Heceta Head Lighthouse,
built in 1894, was named after a
Spanish sailor who reached Oregon
in the 18th century. It is a working
lighthouse, and its light shines
45 kilometres out to sea.

Heceta House - where the
Lighthouse Keepers used to live
—is now a small hotel. People say
it is haunted by the ghost of a 'Grey
Lady'. It is thought that she was the wife of a past lighthouse keeper, and the mother of a
young child whose grave is near thé lighthouse. Also known as ‘Rue’, the ghost is said to
move objects, open and close drawers and cupboard doors and do other strange things.

In the 1970s a workman came face to face with Rue in an attic room and ran downstairs
terrified. He described her as a woman with silver hair in a long, dark dress. Some days later,
while painting the outside of the building, he accidentally broke one of the upstairs windows,
but refused to go in and mend it. He mended it from the outside instead, and left the broken
glass all over the attic floor. That night, people heard strange noises in the attic. When they
went upstairs the next morning, the floor was clean and all the broken glass was tidily in a
corner. ‘o

Even today, hotel guests report hearing light footsteps in the attic, and moaning is often
heard coming fram behind a curtain in the dining room. Many people also report seeing an
elderly woman looking out of an attic window. She's very popular with both local people and

[ ]

hotel guests. Y
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2 Rewrite the sentences about Dover Castle using the phrases below.
Use the text about Heceta Head Lighthouse to help you.

a People say that the castle is the home of many ghosts.
It is said that . . .the castie 1s +the K )4 _
b People say the headless ghost of a boy walks round the castle at night.

Itissaid. ..
¢ People think he is the ghost of Sean Flynn, a 15-year-old drummer boy.
It is thought . . .
d The ghosts of World War Il soldiers haunt the tunnels under the castle.
The tunnels . . .
e Many visitors say that they have heard the noise of running boots in these tunnels.
Many visitors report hearing . . .
f Castle workers say that the king’'s bedroom is haunted by the lower half of a man.
It...
g People think that the ghost of a Roman soldier haunts the castle gardens.
It...
h Many people say they have seen a mysterious woman in red on one staircase.
Many people report . . .
People often hear the noise of a door opening and closing in a place where there isn’'t

a door any more.
The noise . . .




3 Rewrite this text in an lmpersonal style usmg passwes and report+ -ing.

Morawan Cemetery

- Staten Island, New York

People think that this cemetery dates
back to the time of the first Dutch

~ settlers on Staten Island. The famous
Vanderbilt Tomb stands in one corner of
the cemetery and many people believe

| that it is haunted. Many people say that = o -
they have seen ghosts near the tomb. People have also heard crying and moaning
noises coming from inside. People say that many photos taken in front of the tomb have

- an unknown person in the picture. One woman says that she took a photo of her family

" in front of the tomb, but when she got home there was no one in the picture.

4 Complete the table below about
one of these haunted places.

— a haunted building near where you live

— a famous haunted building in your country
— a haunted building from a horror film

— your own invented haunted building

.Namé" ofbmldmg EP—

7 Locatlon

' History of bulldmg

Descmpt_lqn of ghost _;;

| Story of ghost’s past

_Ghost’s activities

5 Write a short text about your haunted building for a Haurted Places website.
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Past Simple, Past Perfect, and Past Continuous

We use the Past Simple to talk about past actions that follow each other in a story.
He passed through me and disappeared out of the window.

We use the Past Perfect for actions that happened before an action in the past.
Before | met Johnson | had only read ghost stories.

We use the Past Continuous for a longer action that happens at the same time as a
short action.

He was coming out of my room when [ first saw him.
while often introduces the Past Continuous.

While | was standing there, Johnson passed through me.
when often introduces the Past Simple.

He was moaning when he disappeared out of the window.

Complete these sentences with the verbs in brackets. Use the correct
form: Past Simple, Past Perfect, or Past Continuous.

a While the boy .. WOS .@Qi‘ﬂ@.. (go) to bed, he felt afraid.

b The boy and his father ................... (eat) when they spoke about the ghost.

¢ Years before the story began, Johnson ................... (love) a woman by the name
of Emily.

d Emily's Tamily . ... cociom e s (leave) the house by the time Johnson came back.

e Whenthefamily ................... (meet) Johnson at first, they walked round him.

f When the family ................... (feel) comfortable with Johnson, they walked
through him.

g Johnson was very noisy one night while the family ................... (play) a game
of cards.

h Whenthefamily ................... (try) to find Emily’s grave, they couidn'.

i The family put a gravestone on the grave after the workmen ................... (finish)
digging it.

j Whendohnson .................. (saw) Emily’s name on the gravestone, he ran to it.

k While Dad and old Squibbins ................... (watch) Johnson by Emily’s grave, they

started to cry.
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GRAMMAR CHECK

Past Simple: active and passive

We use the Past Simple active when we are interested in the person doing the
action.

Dumoise worked as a doctor in the Punjab.

We use the Past Simple passive when we are interested in the action, not who did it.

Dumoise’s wedding was held at the British church in Meridki.

Different friends were invited.

The word by can introduce the person who did the action.

Ram Dass was employed by Mrs Dumoaise.

Complete these sentences with the verbs in brackets. Use the correct form:
Past Simple Active or Passive.

= g0 = 0 o O o D

e F o 1) -—

w5 3 3

Dumoise .. MAXY1€3  (marry) a round, sleepy-looking woman.

Dumoise and his wife ................(shut) themselves away from the world.
Meridki ............... (hit) by a typhoid epidemic.

The illness ............... (catch) by many people.

Mrs Dumoise ............... (die) of it. )

1T ———— (take) away from his wife's grave.

He ............... (tell) to take a holiday.

(] (decide) to go on a walking tour. :
He ............... (hope) to take lots of photographs and to forget his grief.
Ram Dass ............... (give) everything to manage on the tour.

Mrs Dumoise’s ghost ............... (speak) to Ram Dass.

Atelegram ............... (send) from the government offices in Simla.

1 17311 - (order) to go to Nuddea.

Ram Dass ............... {(pay) by Dumoise.

A reference ............... (write) for him.

Dumoise ............... (kill) in a cholera epidemic.




GRAMMAR CHECK

Used to/Use to

Used to/use to refers to past habits.

+ As a child, the baron’s daughter used to study with her aunts.
— She didn't use to meet any young men.

? Did she use to go horse riding?

3 Complete the text from the diary of the baron’s daughter.
Use the verbs from the box in the used to form.

be dream not get have not leave listento live
obey play read sing wear
When I was younger, I ) ysed.to listen 10 everything
that my aunts told we. 16)........................ the castle alone. I
D R 1 Lessons aMA Td).....oooverererere.
the GUAAK. 1 €)...........ccovvveaeaannn... ' 5, too. I
7 S b0 trouble. IG).........ccovvuevvunnnn.
lots of sensible books. Th)............ccouee...... very potite and I
oo, g U S ) R —— the sensible
clothes that my aunts chose for wme. Tk)..............oveuen....... a ver

4 Write sentences or questions about the Baron’s daughter as a child.
Use the words in brackets with used to, didn’t use to, or did...use to?

(live exciting life) Shed‘d“+USed+O\’Vea"\exc"ﬁmﬁ“{e .

REFCRRIDIREIIRE) - s v s 55 iame v v ot ey, st s e

(read [OVe StOFIeS) ... ..o

(SING 1OVe SONES) ...
use bad language) ................

w = 0 QA O T o

(
(Y T8 BAITERY ... oo s s i e o e i i 0 e i 5 v e vl i i i B
(dream of marrying a good-looking man) ...
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Gerund with sense verbs

We use the —ing verb form (the gerund) with verbs of the senses like hear, see, feel
and smell, and also verbs like watch, listen to and notice.

They heard somebody playing a horn at the castle gate.

Complete the sentences about the ghostly bridegroom with the Past Simple
form of the verbs in the box.

feel hear listen to not notice not-hear see watch

b He ........................ his young bride slowly arriving with her aunts.

B T 2 s Tt o it s the faces in the pictures on the wall looking
down at him.

P —— the servants putting food in front of him
because he was busy with his bride.

e He ........................ people whispering around him.

P HE i i nos mw i vga i the baron telling ghost stories with interest.

B UIE v st o sl e i the cold wind blowing on his face.

Complete the sentences about the bride with the —ing form of the verbs in the box.

leave look shake sigh Stand~

talk wave whisper
a The bride saw the bridegroom .. 5+0W\dm3 in front of her.
b She heardoneof heraunts ........................ something in her ear.
¢ She listened to her bridegroom ........................ softly and sweetly.
d She watched him ..................... around the hall out of the corner of her eye.
e Shefeltherself ..................... nervously.
f She heard her bridegroom ............. R deeply.
g She watched him........................... goodbye.
h Shesawhim .......................... the room.




GRAMMAR CHECK

Echo questions
We ask echo questions to show interest in what someone has said to us.

The subject and verb in the echo question match the subject and verb in
the sentence.

A: The doll’s house was an 18th century one.
B: Was it?

Complete the conversation with the echo questions in the box.

Did he? Did-he? Did it? Did she? Did they?
Was he? Was it? Was she? Were there? Were they?

: Mr Dillet bought an old doll’s house.
.a)....Did he?

- He did. There were twelve dolls in it, too.

> @ » W > @ >
=

: They were. Because it was haunted.
: Yes. Every night it came to life.

- It did, and Mr Dillet was able to see the story of an old murder in it.
Yes. The woman in blue murdered the old man in his four-poster bed, you see.

- She did, and she was his daughter.
- Yes, and then the old man killed his grandchildren.
- He did. Then later Mr Chittenden and Mr Dillet talked about what they'd seen.

W > O P @ P> @ P> ® > L >
oo
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GRAMMAR CHECK

Direct and reported speech

In direct speech we give the
words that people say.

In reported speech we put the verb one step
into the past and change the pronouns and
the possessive adjectives.

‘My name’s Jack Collis,” he said.

He said that his name was Jack Collis.

‘The statues have moved!” he said.

He said that the statues had moved.

We use statement word order and sentence construction to report questions.

‘Where do you live?’ | asked her.

| asked her where she lived.

Rewrite direct speech as reported speech.

a ‘What's the matter? Jack asked Laura.
Jack asked Loura what the matter was.

b ‘Someone has turned Mrs Dorman against us,’ said Laura to Jack.
¢ ‘We won't have time for writing and painting,” Laura told Jack.
d I'll speak to Mrs Dorman when she comes back,” said Jack.

e ‘Aren’t you happy here with us? Jack asked Mrs Dorman.

f ‘Why don't you want to stay with us? Jack asked Mrs Dorman.

g 'You and your wife have always been good to me,” Mrs

Dorman told Jack.

h "My niece 1s 11l said Mrs Dorman.

i 'I'm not like other people who laugh at strange old stories,’

Jack said.

j ‘Where do the statues go?" asked Jack.




Defining relative clauses with who, what, where, and when
We use who to introduce relative clauses about people.

Edith Nesbit was the author who wrote Man-size in Marble.

We use what to introduce relative clauses about things.
Children’s stories are what she’s most famous for.

We use where to introduce relative clauses about places.
London is the city where she was born.

We use when to introduce relative clauses about time.

1927 was the year when she died.

We don’t use commas with this kind of relative clause because the sentence is not
complete without it.

Complete these sentences with who, what, where, or when.

a Paintingis ... WNAT .. Jack enjoys. }
b Magazine stories are ............... Laura writes. E
¢ Brenzett’s the village ............ Jack and Laura live. -
d Dr Kelly's the doctor ............ .. lives near them.
e Jack’s painting room is the place ............. Jack speaks to

Mrs Dorman.
f Mrs Dorman’s the woman ............ cooks and cleans for

Jack and Laura.
g The churchis the place ............... the two marble figures
lie on their tombs.

h Halloween is the night ............. the two marble figures are
said to walk.

I DrKelly's the person ............. finds Jack in the churchyard.

j Afingeris .............is missing from one of the figures.

k Aglass of whisky is ............. Jack offers Dr Kelly.

I The sitting room is the place ............. they find Laura.

m Candles are ............_light the sitting room.

n Agrey marble fingeris ............. the doctor finds in Laura's
hand.
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