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BOLUM 1



EVDEKI OLUMLULER

Bu Noel oykiisiine konu olan evle ilk tamsmam, hayaletli oykiilerin bilinen kosullarinda ya da
alisilagelmis hayaletli ortamlardan birinde olmadi. Evi giin 1s18inda, {izerinde giines parlarken
gordiim. Goriiniirde, evi korkutucu gosterebilecek riizgar, yagmur, simsek, gok giirtiltiisii ya da baska
tirlii bir tuhaf durum yoktu. Dahasi, eve dogruca bir tren istasyonundan gelmistim. Ev, istasyondan
yaklasik bir mil uzakliktaydi ve evin 6niinde durup geldigim yola baktigimda, yiik treninin vadideki
toprak set boyunca kayarcasina ilerledigini gorebiliyordum. Her seyin tamamen siradan oldugunu
sOylemeyecegim, cilinkii siz tamamen siradan biri degilseniz herhangi bir seyin size siradan
goriinebilecegini pek sanmam. Iste burada kendini begenmisligim devreye giriyor, ama evin, herhangi
birine de bana giizel bir sonbahar giiniinde goriindiigii gibi goriinebilecegini kabul edebilirim

Bu konuya yaklasim tarzim buydu.

Kuzeyden Londra’ya dogru yolculuk yaparken, yolda durup eve bakmaya karar verdim. Saglik
durumum gecici bir siire kirsal kesimde yasamamu gerektiriyordu. Bunu bilen ve daha once bu evin
yakinindan ge¢mis olan bir arkadasim bana buranin uygun bir yer oldugunu ileri siiren bir mektup
yazmisti.

Gece yarist trene bindim ve uyuyakaldim, sonra tekrar uyandim ve pencereden kuzey 1siklarim
seyrettim. Sonra tekrar uyuyakaldim ve uyandigimda her zamankine benzer sekilde, sanki hig
uyumamisim gibi hosnutsuz bir duyguyla sabah oldugunu fark ettim. Utanarak soyliiyorum ki, bu
durumun sebep oldugu sersemligin de etkisiyle, biitlin gece boyunca hi¢ uyumadigim konusunda
karsimda oturan adamla zorla bahse bile girebilirdim.

Karsimdaki adam biitiin gece haril haril, hi¢ bitmeyecekmis kadar isle ugrasmisti. Bu mantiksiz
davramsina ek olarak (ondan da sadece bu beklenirdi) elinde bir not defteriyle bir kalem, siirekli bir
seylere kulak kabartiyor ve notlar aliyordu. Onceleri bu sinir bozucu notlarin trenin sarsintilariyla
ilgili oldugunu diisiindiim ve eger bu seslere her kulak kabarttiginda gozlerini basimin iizerine
dikmeseydi kendisinin de bir ingaat mithendisi oldugunu varsayarak onu hos gorebilirdim. Sasi,
yiiziinde saskin bir ifade olan biriydi ve davramslar1 giderek tahammiil edilemez bir hal almusti.

Soguk ve cansiz bir sabahti (gilines heniiz yiikselmemisti) ve pencereden disar1 bakip demir rengini
almis doganin soluk 1siklarim ve benimle yildizlar arasina, diger bir deyisle benimle yasam arasina
¢cOkmiis agir sisi izlerken, yolculuk arkadasima doniip soyle dedim:

“Afedersiniz bayim, ama bende farkettiginiz 6zel bir sey mi var?” Ciinkii, gercekten de ciiretkar bir
ihtimamla sapkam ya da sag¢larimu inceleyip bir yere not ediyormus gibiydi.

Sas1 adam gozlerini sanki vagonun arkasi yiizlerce mil uzaktaymis gibi odakladig arkamdaki uzak
noktadan uzaklastirdi ve degersizligim karsisinda yiice bir acima duygusu beslermis gibi sdyle dedi:

“Sizde mi beyefendi? —B.”
“B mi?” diye sordum meraklanarak.

“Sizinle bir meselem yok beyefendi,” diye yanitladi adam. “Liitfen sesleri dinlememe izin verin —
O.”



Kisa bir duraksamadan sonra bu sesli harfi telaffuz etti ve not etti.

Baslangicta biraz korktum, ¢iinkii yamimda bir ekspres delisinin olmasi ve kondiiktoriin ortalarda
olmamasi ciddi bir durumdur. Ama sonradan, adamin son giinlerde Rapper olarak adlandirilan,
(i¢lerinden bazilarina) c¢ok saygi duydugum, ama inanglarina katilmadigim bir mezhep iiyesi
olabilecegi diisiincesi beni rahatlatti. Tam bunu soracaktim ki lafi agzimdan alda.

“Eger siradan insanlar gibi basit davranmiyorsam,” dedi kiiglimseyici bir tavirla, “ben bagislayin.
Geceyi de simdilerde hep yaptigim gibi ruhsal iletisim i¢inde gecirdim.”

“Himm!” dedim oldukga ters bir sekilde.

“Gece goriismeleri...” diye devam etti adam, defterinden birka¢ sayfa cevirerek, “Su mesajla
basladi: “Koti arkadas 1yi huyu bozar.”

“Haklisimz,” dedim. “Ama bu diisiince tamamen yeni mi?”’
“Ruhlardan yeni geldi,” diye cevap verdi adam.
Sadece o ters tavrimla yine, “Himmm!” diyebildim ve ruhlarin ona en son ne soylediklerini sordum.

Adam defterine yazdig1 son ciimleyi biiyiik bir ciddiyetle okudu, “Eldeki bir kus saldaki iki kustan
daha degerlidir.”

“Gergekten ben de aym fikirdeyim,” dedim. “Ama dogrusu, dal degil midir?” diye sordum.
“Bana sal oldugu soylendi,” diye cevapladi adam.

Daha sonra bu 6zel agiklamanin kendisine Sokrates’in ruhu tarafindan gecenin bir yarisi yapildigin
sOyledi. “Dostum, umarim iyisinizdir. Bu yolcu vagonunda iki tane var. Nasilsimz? Burada on yedi
bin dort yiiz yetmis dokuz ruh var, fakat siz onlar1 goéremezsiniz. Pisagor burada. Kendisi bunu
sOyleme Ozgiirliigiine sahip degil, ama yolculuktan hoslandigimz umuyor. Aym sekilde Galileo da
bilimsel zekasiyla aramuza katildi. ‘Seni gordiigiime sevindim amico. Come sta? Su yeterince
sogudugunda donar. Addio!” diyor.” Ayrica gece boyunca su olaylar da meydana gelmisti: Piskopos
Butler, ismimi “Bubler” olarak telaffuz etmekte 1srar edince yazim ve ahlak kurallarina aykiri
davrandig ve huysuz biri oldugu gerekcesiyle geldigi yere gonderildi. Kasitli bir gizem yarattig
kuskusunu uyandiran John Milton, Yitik Cennet’1 kendisinin yazdigim inkar etmis ve bu siirin
Grungers ve Scadgingtone adlarinda tamnmanus iki kisi tarafindan ortaklasa yazildigini iddia etmisti.
Ve Ingiltere Kral1 John’1in yegeni Prens Arthur, Bayan Trimmer ve Isko¢ Kraligesi Mary’nin gdzetimi
altinda kadife boyamay1 6grendigi yedinci ¢emberin i¢inde olduk¢a rahat oldugunu agiklanmusti.

Bana bu agiklamalar1 yapan beyefendi farkinda miydi bilmem ama yiikselen giinesin goriintiisiinii ve
sonsuz evrenin muhtesem diizenini diisiinmeye baslamistim artik ve anlattiklarindan sikildigim itiraf
edersem beni bagislayacagindan emindim. Kisacasi, bu konudan o kadar c¢ok sikilmistim ki, bir
sonraki istasyonda trenden inip bu sikici laflar1 dinleme yerine gokyliziiniin temiz havasim solumak
beni son derece sevindirdi.

Trenden indigimde disarida giizel bir hava vardi. Altin saris1, kahverengi ve kizil renkli agaclardan
dokiilen yapraklarin arasinda yiiriir ve etrafimdaki yaradilis harikalarina bakip bu harikalar1 ayakta
tutan saglam, degismez ve uyumlu yasalar1 diisiiniirken, adamin ruhlarla ilgili sohbeti bana bu



diinyanin simdiye dek gordiigii en sefil yolculuk hikayesi gibi geldi. Kafamdan bu barbar diisiinceler
gecerken, ev goriis alanima girdi ve evi dikkatlice incelemek i¢in durdum.

Yaklasik iki doniimliik, insam hiiziinlendirecek derecede bakimsiz, kare seklinde bir bahcenin
ortasinda tek basina yiikselen bir evdi. II. George doneminden kalmaydi; Georgelar’in dordiiniin de
sadik bir hayram tarafindan arzulanabilecek kadar kati, soguk, ciddi ve zevksiz bir goriiniimii varda.
Icinde kimse oturmuyordu, ama son bir iki yil iginde, yasamlabilir hale gelmesi icin ucuz bir
onarimdan gegmisti. Ucuz diyorum, ¢ilinkii onarim sadece yiizeysel yapilmis ve renkleri canli olsa da
boyas1 ve sivasi ¢lirliylip dokiilmeye baslamusti. Bahge duvarina yaslanmus orantisiz bir tahtanin
istiinde evin uygun

kosullarla ve mobilyali kiraya verilecegi yaziliydi. Ev hemen yanindaki agaclar nedeniyle golgede
kalmistt ve ozellikle, 6n pencerelerinin oniinde oldukca hiiziinlii bir hava yaratan, yer se¢imi hatali,
alt1 uzun kavak agaci vard.

Bu evin insanlarin uzak durdugu bir ev oldugunu anlamak zor degildi. Evden yarim mil 6tedeki bir
koy kilisesi kulesinin ¢evresinde oturan koyliilerin de uzak durdugu, hi¢ kimsenin satin almayacag bir
evdi bu. Dogal olarak bundan ¢ikan sonug, evin perili ev olarak tinlendigiydi.

Glindiiz ve gecenin yirmi dort saatlik zaman diliminin hi¢bir boliimii sabahin erken saatleri kadar
0zel degildir benim i¢in. Yazlar1 genellikle erken kalkarim ve kahvaltidan 6nce giinliik islerimden
birini yapmak ic¢in odama cekilir, etrafimdaki sessizlik ve yalmzliktan da en ¢ok bu anlarda
etkilenirim. Uyuyan tamdik yiizlerle ¢evrilmis olmamn verdigi berbat his bir yana —sevdigimiz ve
bizi seven insanlar, varligimizdan tamammyla habersiz, duygusuz bir halde ve bir giin hepimizin
gidecegi o gizemli diinyamn bekleyisi i¢indedirler— askiya alinmis yasamlar, diinle kopan baglar, terk
edilmis koltuk, kapanmus kitap, ya da yarida birakilmis bir is, hepsi 6liimii ¢agristirir bize. Bu anin
stiklineti aslinda Oliimiin siikinetidir. Renkler ve soguk aym cagrisimu yapar. Ev esyalarinin gecenin
karanligindan sabahin aydinligina ¢iktiklar1 anda biiriindiikleri, ¢ok eskilerde kalmus ‘yeni’likleri,
insanlarin olgunlugun ya da yashiligin yipratigi yiizlerinin 6liimle birlikte eski gen¢ goriintiisiine
biiriinmesini akla getirir. Dahasi, bir keresinde bu saatlerde babamin hayaletini gormiistiim. Canl1 ve
1yl goriiniiyordu. Normalden farkli hi¢bir sey yoktu, ama onu giin 1s181nda, yatagimin yamndaki bir
sandalyede sirt1 bana doniik otururken gérmiistiim. Elini basina dayamist1 ve uyukluyor mu, yoksa bir
seye mi liziliiyordu, segcememistim. Onu orada gérmiis olmamn verdigi saskinlikla, once oturdum,
sonra pozisyonumu degistirip yataktan uzanarak onu izledim. O hareket etmedigi i¢in onunla birkag
kez konustum. Hala hareketsiz durmaya devam ettigi i¢in endiselendim ve elimi omzuna koydugumda,
aynen tahmin ettigim gibi oldu; orada hi¢bir sey yoktu.

Biitiin bunlardan ve daha kolay ve agik bir sekilde anlatilamayacak diger nedenlerden dolayu,
sabahin bu erken saatlerinin, ruhlara en yakin oldugum saatler olduguna karar verdim. Sabahin erken
saatlerinde benim i¢in her ev az ya da ¢ok perilidir ve perili bir ev sadece bu saatlerde isime yarar.

Kafamda bu terk edilmis ev diisiincesiyle koye dogru yiiriidiim ve kiicliik hanin sahibini, kapisimn
Oniinii stipiiriirken buldum. Kahvalti 1smarladim ve ev konusunu agtim.

“O ev, perili mi?” diye sordum.

Han sahibi bana bakti, basim salladi ve “Bir sey sdyleyemem,” diye cevap verdi.



“Demek ki perili?”

“Pekala!” dedi han sahibi yiiksek bir sesle, ¢aresizligin verdigi bir diiriistliikle ve devam etti: “Ben
olsam o evde uyumazdim.”

“Neden?”

“Insan ancak bir evde zil ¢alacak kimse yokken zilin ¢almasim, kapilar1 ¢arpacak kimse yokken
kapilarin carpmasim ve ortalikta kimse yokken ayak sesleri duymak istiyorsa, iste o zaman,” dedi han
sahibi, “o evde uyuyabilir.”

“Evde bir sey goriilmiis mii?”

Han sahibi bana tekrar bakti ve az dnceki caresiz yiiz ifadesiyle ahir avlusuna dogru seslendi:
Célkey!,’

Bu cagr1 tlizerine genis omuzlu, yuvarlak kirmizi yiizli, kisa sar1 sacli, oldukga genis giiliing bir agz
ve kalkik bir burnu olan ve iizerine uzun kollu, mor ¢izgili, sedef diigmeli, uzuyormus gibi goriinen ve
eger kirpilmazsa onu bastan asag saracakmus gibi duran bir yelek giymis geng bir adam yammza
geldi.

“Bu beyefendi,” dedi han sahibi, “kavaklarda herhangi bir sey goriiniip goriinmedigini 6grenmek
istiyor.”

“Kukuletal1, baykusu olan bir kadin,” dedi Ikey canl1 bir ses tonuyla.
“Ciglik mu atiyordu?”

“Hayir bayim, Baskusu vardi.”t

“Kukuletal1, baykuslu bir kadin! Aman Tanrim! Onu hi¢ gordiin mii?”
“Baykusu gérdiim.”

“Kadim hi¢ gormedin mi?”

“Baykus kadar net degil, ama hep birliktedirler ikisi.”

“Kadint da baykus kadar net géren biri olmus mu?”

“Tanr1 sizi korusun efendim! Bir siirii insan!”

“Kim?”

“Tanr1 sizi korusun efendim! Bir siirii insan!”

“Ornegin yolun karsisinda diikkdnim agan su tiiccar gormiis olabilir mi?”

“Perkins mi? Tanr1 sizi korusun, Perkins oraya yaklasmaz bile. Hayir!” dedi gen¢ adam ve
kendinden emin bir sekilde: “Perkins oraya gidecek kadar aptal biri degildir.”

(Bu arada han sahibi Perkins’ten daha 1yi bilgi alabilecegimi fisildadi kulagima.)



“Bu kukuletal1, baykuslu kadin kim ya da kimdi? Biliyor musun?”’

“Sey,” dedi Ikey, bir eliyle sapkasim kaldirmus diger eliyle basim kasirken, “Genelde bu kadinin
bir cinayete kurban gittigi ve baykusun da cinayet sirasinda 6tiip durdugu soylenir.”

Tek Ogrenebildigim, hikdyenin sadece kisa bir 6zeti ve gordiigiim en i¢ten ve gelecegl parlak
insanlardan biri olan bu gen¢ adamun, kukuletali kadim gordiikten sonra sagligini biraz yitirmis
olduguydu. Ayrica kendisine “Joby!” diye seslenilen ya da “Greenwood!” diye seslendiginizde,
“Neden olmasin? Oyle olsa bile, siz kendi isinize bakin,” diyen ve ‘iyi bir dost’ veya ‘tek gozlii
serseri’ gibi Ustiinkorii ifadelerle tanimlanan bir kisi de kukuletal1 kadim bes ya da alti kez gérmiistii.
Ama bu taniklarin bana somut yardimu dokunamazdi, ¢linkii ilki California’da, sonuncusu da Ikey’in
sOyledigine gore —bu, han sahibi tarafindan da dogrulanmisti— ‘her yerde’ goriilmiistii.

Simdi her ne kadar varolusla arasina biiyiik hesap giinii engelinin ve yasayan tiim varliklarin karsi
karsiya kalacag degisimin girdigi bu esrari, dingi ve vakur bir korkuyla degerlendirsem ve olaylar
hakkinda bir sey bilmiyormusum gibi davranma kiistahligim gostermesem de; kapilarin kendi kendine
carpmasini, zillerin kendi kendine ¢almasim, tahtalarin kendi kendine gicirdamasim ve bunlar gibi
diger onemsiz olaylari, kavramama izin verilen tanrisal kurallarin gorkemli giizelligi ve her seyi
kusatan analojisiyle bagdastiramiyorum. Dahasi, simdiye kadar her ikisi de yurtdisinda olan iki perili
evde yasamuistim. Bunlardan biri, gercekten perilerin yogun istilasina ugranmus ve bu nedenle iki kez
terk edilmis bir italyan sarayrydi ve ben burada sekiz ay boyunca sakin ve hayatimdan memnun bir
sekilde yasadim. Evin hi¢ kullamlmamus ve sahiplenilmemis bir¢ok gizemli odasi oldugunu
gormezden geliyordum ve biiylik bir odasinda giiniin her saati kimbilir ka¢ kez oturup kitap okuyor ve
bitisigindeki birinci simf perili bir oda oldugu sdylenen odada yatiyordum. Han sahibine bu
yasadiklarimdan kisaca bahsettim. Ve ona, soziinii ettigimiz evin neden kotii bir {ine sahip oldugunu
aciklamaya calistim. Bir¢ok seyin adimi haksiz yere kotiiye cikartmuyor muyduk, bir sey hakkinda
ortaya kotii sdzler yaymak ne kadar kolaydi. Ornegin kdyde yasayan tuhaf goriiniimlii, yasli sarhosun
ruhunu seytana sattigi dedikodusunu ikimiz birlikte kdye yaydigimizda herkesin buna inanacagim
soyledim. itiraf etmeliyim ki, yaptigim bu akillica konusma han sahibi iizerinde hi¢bir etki yaratmadi,
dolayisiyla, bu konugsma hayatimin en biiylik basarisizliklarindan biri oldu.

Hikayenin bu kismum kisa kesecek olursam, bu eve perili denmesine ve herkesin ondan uzak
durmasina giicenmis ve evi tutmaya yari yariya karar vermistim. Boylece, kahvaltidan sonra,
Perkins’in kirbag ve kosum takimu {ireten, postaneyi isleten ve bu arada da ikna yetenedi gii¢lii, sert
mizaclh karisina boyun egmek durumunda olan kayinbiraderinden evin anahtarlarimi aldim ve han
sahibiyle Ikey’in esliginde eve gittim.

Evin i¢i tahmin ettigim gibi ¢ok kasvetliydi. Evin 6niindeki biiylik agaglarin olusturdugu gélgelerin
yavas¢a dalgalanmasi eve son derece hiiziinlli bir hava veriyordu. Kotii yere kurulmus, kotii insa
edilmis ve kotii planlannus bir evdi bu. Rutubetliydi, her tarafta ¢iirlimiisliik ve fare kokusu vardi ve
ayrica insan elinden ¢ikan, ama sonra insanlarin kullanmadig yapilarin listiine ¢coken o tantmlanmasi
zor ¢iiriimiisliigiin zavalli bir kurbaniydi. Mutfaklar ve odalar ¢ok genis ve birbirinden ¢ok uzakt1. Ust
ve alt katlarda, birer yasam simgesi kabul edilen odalarin arasinda, ise yaramaz gegitlere benzeyen
koridorlar uzamyordu. Ayrica arka merdivenlerin dibinde, ¢ift sira dizilen zillerin altinda, 6ldiiriicii
bir tuzak gibi gizlenen, iizeri yesilliklerle kapli, eski, kiiflii bir kuyu vardi. Bu zillerden birinin siyah
zemini iizerine soluk, beyaz harflerle EFENDI B yaziliydi. Bana sdylediklerine gore, bu en ¢ok calan
zildi.



“Efendi B kimmis?” diye sordum, “baykus 6terken onun ne yaptig biliniyor mu?”
“Zili calmus,” dedi Ikey.

Geng¢ adamun kiirk sapkasiyla zile vurup ¢almasindaki ustalik beni oldukca etkiledi. Yiiksek sesli,
cirkin goriiniimlii bir zildi ve oldukea tatsiz bir sesi vardi. Diger zillerin iizerlerinde bagli olduklari
odalarin isimleri yazityordu: Resim Odasi, Cift Oda, Saat Odas1 gibi. Efendi B’nin zilinin kaynagina
ulastigimda, tavanarasinda iiggen bi¢cimindeki bir odada tigiincii simif kosullar altinda yasamus
oldugunu goérdiim. Kosede bir somine vardi ve eger Efendi B kendisini bu somineyle 1sitabiliyorsa
oldukca ufak tefek olmaliydi. Baska bir kosede de, ancak Tom Thumb’ml# tavana tirmanabilecegi
yiikseklikte, piramit seklinde bir merdiveni andiran baca vardi. Odanin bir tarafindaki duvar
kagitlar1, iistiine yapisan sivayla birlikte boydan boya asagiya diismiis ve kapinin Oniinii neredeyse
tamamen kapamusti. Goriiniise gore Efendi B, bulundugu ruhsal kosullar altinda duvar kagidim stirekli
sOkmiise benziyordu. Ne han sahibi, ne de lkey onun bdyle anlamsiz bir seyi neden yapmis
olabilecegini aciklayabiliyorlardi.

Olduke¢a genis ve yamuk tavanarasinin disinda, evde kesfedilecek baska bir sey bulamadim. Fazla
mobilya olmasa da, fena dosenmemisti. Mobilyalarin bir kismu —licte biri diyelim— evin kendisi kadar
eskiydi, geri kalam ise son yarim yiizyilin degisik donemlerinden kalmaydi. Evin kiralanma isiyle
sehirdeki bir tahil diitkkdmmnin sahibinin ilgilendigini 6grendim. Aym giin onunla goriismeye gittim ve
evi alt1 ayligina kiraladim.

Bekar kiz kardesimle (38 yasinda, giizel, akli basinda ve cekici bir bayan oldugunu sdyleyebilirim)
eve tasindigimizda ekimin tam ortasiydi. Yanimizda ayrica sagir bir seyis, Tiirk cinsi av kdpegim, iki
kadin hizmet¢i ve Tuhaf Kiz adiyla amlan gen¢ birini getirdik. Aziz Lawrence Yetim Kizlar
Dernegi’nin eski bir sakini olan bu kizi1 yammiza almamizin 6liimciil bir hata oldugunu ve basimiza
bir¢ok felaket getirdigini sdyleyebilirim.

Y1l erken bitiyor, yapraklar hizla dokiiliiyordu, eve tasindigimizda olduk¢a kuru bir soguk vardi.
Ayrica evin kasvetli havast olduk¢a sikiciydi. Cana yakin ama zekddan yoksun as¢i kadin mutfag
gordiigiinde gbzyaslarina boguldu ve bu rutubetli ortamda eger kendisine bir sey olursa glimiis
saatinin kiz kardesine (2 Tuppintock Gardens, Liggs’s Walk, Clapham Rise adresine) gonderilmesini
istedi. Hizmet¢i Streaker neseli goriinmeye ¢alisiyordu, fakat aslinda en ¢ok zorluk ¢eken oydu. Daha
once hi¢ kirsal bolgede yasamamus olan Tuhaf Kiz durumundan memnundu ve bir mese agaci
yetistirmek amaciyla bahgeye, bulasikhane penceresinin oniine bir mese palamudu ekti.

Karanlik bastirmadan 6nce, bizim durumumuzdaki birinin karsilasabilecegi tiim sorunlar1 (dogaiistii
olanlar disinda) yasanmustik. Cesaret kirici sdylentiler adeta duman gibi bodrumdan yiikseliyor ya da
list kattaki odalardan asagiya iniyordu. Oklava yoktu, semender yoktu (ne oldugunu bilmedigim i¢in
buna pek sasirmadim), evde higbir sey yoktu, olanlar da kirik dokiiktii, evin son sakinleri birer domuz
gibi yasamis olmaliydilar. Kendi evine bakmayan ev sahibi mi olur? Bu kadar sikintinin i¢inde, Tuhaf
Kiz neseliydi ve ornek gosterilecek durumdaydi. Fakat hava karardiktan dort saat sonra dogaiistii bir
durumla karsilastik, Tuhaf Kiz evde “gozler” gormiis ve isteri krizine tutulmustu.

Kiz kardesim ve ben bu perili ev sdylentisinin kendi aramizda kalmasina karar vermistik ve Ikey’1i
esyalarin arabadan bosaltilmasina yardim ederken kadinlarla ya da i¢lerinden biriyle bir dakika olsun
yalmz birakmadigimizdan emindim; bundan bugiin de eminim. Ancak, soyledigim gibi, Tuhaf Kiz saat
9’dan Once “gdzler gormiis” (bu konuda baska hi¢bir agiklama yapamiyordu), saat on oldugunda kizin



alnina bir somon balig salamuras1 yaparken kullanabileceginiz sirkeden ¢ok daha fazlasi stirtilmiistii.

Bu nahos durumun {istiine saat on buguk siralarinda Efendi B’nin zili ¢ileden ¢ikmigcasina ¢almaya
basladi ve kdpegim biitiin ev onun ac1 dolu ulumalariyla yankilanana dek havlayip durdu.

Umarim Efendi B’nin amsimn kafamm kurcaladigi o birka¢ hafta boyunca i¢inde bulundugum
uygunsuz diistincelerle dolu ruh haline bir daha girmem. Efendi B’ nin zili fareler, siganlar, yarasalar,
riizgar ya da tesadiifi bir titresim tarafindan mu, yoksa bazen biri bazen de digeri tarafindan kazara mu,
yoksa biri tarafindan gizlice mi ¢alimyordu bilmiyorum, fakat her ii¢ gecenin ikisinde ¢aldig kesindi.
Sonunda, Efendi B’nin boynunu kirmak —bagka bir deyisle zilint kirmak— ve bu gen¢ beyefendiyi
deneyimlerime ve inancima gore sonsuza kadar susturmak hayalleri kurmaya baglamistim.

Fakat, aradan gecen zamanda, Tuhaf Kiz gittikce gelisen katalepsi giicleri gelistirmisti ki bu sayede
bu zahmetli hastaligin parlak bir 6rnegdi haline geldi. Aklim yitirmis bir Guy Fawkest3! edasiyla, en
ilgisiz durumlarda bile kaskati kesiliyordu. Evdeki hizmet¢ilere, Efendi B’nin odasim boyadigim,
duvar kagidim tekrar kapladigimi, Efendi B’nin zilini kopardigimu ve bir daha ¢almamasi i¢in i¢ine
bir sey sikistirdigimu anlasilir bir tavirla anla-

tiyordum. O saskin gencin yasayip Oldiigiine ve sonra da i¢inde bulundugumuz bu kusurlu varlik
ortaminda kendisini bir ¢ali siliplirgesinin sivri uglarina muhatap edecek davramslarda
bulunabilecegine inamyorlarsa; benim gibi aciz bir insanoglunun tek basina, Oliillerin bedensiz
ruhlarinin ya da herhangi bir ruhun giiclerini kisitlamak ve onlara karsi koyabilmek icin boyle adi
yontemlere bagvurabilecegine de inamrlardi herhalde. Bana bunu yakistirsalardi, siiphesiz kendimi
etkileyici ve ikna edici biri gibi hissederdim. Ama Tuhaf Kiz karsimizda aniden bastan asagiya

kaskati1 kesilip, dar kafali bir tas y1gim gibi bize bakakaldiginda bunlarin hi¢bir 6nemi kalmiyordu.

Hizmet¢i Streaker’in da rahatsizlik verici bir mizaci vardi. Bu gen¢ kadinin sorunu aligilmadik
derecede uyusuk olmasi1 muydi, yoksa daha baska bir sorunu mu vardi emin degilim, ama bu geng
kadin, o giine dek gordiiglim en iri ve en saydam gozyaslarinm tireten bir imbik haline gelmisti. Bu
ozelliklere sahip bir insan tuhaf bir sekilde gozyaslarim tutabilme egilimi gosterir; bu yiizden,
hizmet¢imizin ¢ogu zaman gozyaslar1 akmaz, yliziinde ve burnunda asili kalirdi. Boyle durumlarda,

basim hafifce aci icinde sallarken, biiriindiigii sessizlik beni Saygideger Crichton’in® bir para
kesesi icin girisecegl agiz dalasimn sarsacagindan daha cok sarsardi. Ascit da aym sekilde, evin
kendisini yordugundan ve yaptig islerin kiyafetlerini yiprattigindan yakinarak beni sasirtiyor ve
glimiis saatiyle 1lgili vasiyetini uysal bir tavirla tekrarliyordu.

Gece yasantimiza gelecek olursam, siiphe ve korku bulasici bir hastalik gibi dolasiyordu aranizda
ve yeryliziinde bunlar kadar bulasici baska bir sey yoktur. Kukuletali kadin mu? Anlatilanlara
bakilirsa, miikemmel bir kukuletali kadinlar manastirinda yasiyorduk. Sesler mi? Alt katta, bana da
bulagmis olan o sevimsiz duygular icinde, o i¢ karartic1 salonda oturmus etrafi dinlerken o kadar ¢ok
ve o kadar garip sesler duydum ki, seslerin kaynagim arastirmak ic¢in yerimden firlayip kendimi
1sitmasaydim, belki de oturdugum yerde kamm donabilirdi. Bunu gecenin koriinde yatagimzda
deneyin, heniiz uyumamisken sOminenin yanmindaki rahat koltugunuzda otururken deneyin.
Bulundugunuz her evi seslerle doldurabilir ve eger isterseniz bunu, sinir sisteminizdeki her bir sinir
i¢cin ayr1 bir ses duyana kadar yapabilirsiniz.

Tekrar sOyliiyorum, siiphe ve korku bulasici bir hastalik gibi aramizda dolasiyordu ve yeryiiziinde



bunun kadar bulasicit baska hi¢bir sey yoktur. Uyusturucu koklamaktan burunlar1 soyulan kadinlar
siirekli bir bayginlik halindeydiler ve arkalarina bakmadan kagmaya hazirdilar. iki yash hizmetci,
Tuhaf Kiz’1 tehlikeli olabilecegini diisiindiikleri higbir yere gondermiyorlardi, ¢ilinkii Tuhaf Kiz bu
tir gezilerden hep katalepsi krizleri gecirerek doniiyordu. As¢1 veya Streaker hava karardiktan sonra
etrafi kolacan etmek icin disariya c¢iktiklarinda, hepimiz tavandan bir ¢arpma sesi gelecegini
biliyorduk. Bu o kadar ¢ok sik oluyordu ki, sanki evin etrafinda isi giicii kavga etmek olan bir adam
dolasiyor ve mezatcilik dendigini diisiindiigiim sanatimn nasil icra ettigini, ev halkindan karsilastig
herkese gostermeye calisiyor gibiydi.

Ne yapsak bosunaydi. Korkmak da bosunaydi, ¢iinkii ger¢ek bir baykustan bizzat korkup sonradan
onu meydana ¢ikarmaya calismanin bir yarar1 yoktu. Piyano c¢alarken yanlis bir notaya bastigimzda
kopegimin belirli notalara ve nota gruplarina havladigim kesfetmenin de bir yarar1 yoktu. Ziller
konusunda Rhadamanthus Tuk! taslamanin ve talihsiz bir zil sizden izinsiz calmaya basladiginda onu
acimasizca yere firlatip susturmanin da anlanu yoktu. Bacalar1 atese vermenin, kuyulara mesale
atmanin, siiphelenilen odalara 6tkeyle dalmanin da anlanmu yoktu. Hizmetgileri degistirdik, ama durum
degismedi. Yeni gelenler de kaginca tigiincii bir grup geldi, fakat yine durum degismedi. En sonunda,
bir zamanlar sorunsuz olan ev idaremiz o kadar diizensiz ve perisan bir hale geldi ki, bir gece kiz
kardesime hiiziinle soyle dedim, “Patty, insanlarin burada bizimle kalmalarim1 saglama konusunda
umutsuzluga diismeye basladim, samirim bundan vazge¢mek zorundayiz.”

Oldukea giiclii bir karakteri olan kiz kardesim, “Hayir John, vazge¢cme. Yenilme John. Baska bir
yolu var,” diye cevapladi.

“Nedir peki?” diye sordum.

“John,” dedi kiz kardesim, “senin ya da benim bildigim herhangi bir nedenden dolayr bu evden
kovulmayacaksak, gii¢lii olmal1 ve evin islerini tamamen biz iistlenmeliyiz.”

“Ama hizmetciler,” dedim.
“Hizmetciye gerek yok,” dedi kiz kardesim biiylik bir cesaretle.

Benimle aym yasam diizeyindeki cogu insan gibi, bu sadik engeller olmadan da ayakta
kalinabilecegini hi¢ diistinmemistim. Bu 6neri benim i¢in o kadar alisilmadik bir durumdu ki, biraz
kuskuyla yaklastim.

“Buraya korkmaya ve bu korkuyu birbirlerine bulagtirmaya geldiklerinmi biliyoruz ve gercgekten
korktuklarim ve bunu digerlerine de bulastirdiklarim da biliyoruz,” dedi kiz kardesim.

“Bottles disinda,” dedim diisilinceli bir ses tonuyla.

(Sagir seyis. Ingiltere’de esi bulunmaz bir asik suratlilik 6rnedi olan bu adamu hizmetimde tuttum ve
hala tutuyorum.)

“Elbette John,” diye onayladi kiz kardesim; “Bottles disinda. Ama bu neyi kamtlar? Bottles hi¢
kimseyle konusmuyor ve yiiziine kars1 giirlenmedigi siirece kimseyi duymuyor, ayrica bugiine kadar
korktu ya da kimseyi korkuttu mu? Hayir!”

Bu tamamen dogruydu; bahsettigimiz kisi, her gece saat onda arabaligin iistiindeki odasina ¢ekilen,
yanina bir yaba ve bir kova sudan bagka bir sey almayan biriydi. Saat ondan sonra Bottles’in yanina



gidecek olursam, bu bir kova suyun basimdan asagiya dokiilecegini ve yabanin da bana saplanacagim
stirekli hatirlanmas1 gereken bir sey olarak aklimda tutuyorum. Ayrica Bottles o telasli hallerimize
hi¢ tamk olmamisti. Sogukkanl1 ve hi¢ konugmayan bir adam olan Bottles, Streaker baygin, Tuhaf Kiz
ise kaskatr haldeyken mutfakta oturup yemegini yer, eve hakim olan tatsiz havay1 fazladan bir patates
ya da bir biftek daha alarak lehine ¢evirirdi.

“Bu ylizden,” diye devam etti kiz kardesim, “Bottles’1t bunun disinda tutuyorum. Ve John, evin
Bottles, sen ve ben tarafindan idare edilemeyecek kadar genis oldugunu ve belki de ¢ok da yalniz
oldugumuzu g6z oniinde bulundurarak, arkadaslarimiz arasindan en giivenilir ve istekli olanlardan
birkacim se¢ip, onlara burada li¢ ay boyunca bizimle birlikte kalmalarim ve neseli bir topluluk
halinde yasamay1 6nermeyi ve bekleyip neler olacagim gérmeyi teklif ediyorum.”

Kiz kardesimin soylediklerinden o kadar ¢ok etkilenmistim ki, onu oracikta kucakladim ve hevesle
planini uygulamaya koyuldum.

Bu karar1 aldigimizda kasimun iigiincii haftasindaydik. Ise oldukga ciddiyetle sarilmuis ve
giivendigimiz arkadaslarimizdan oyle biiyiik bir destek gérmiistiik ki, davet ettigimiz arkadaslarimiz
perili evde neseli bir sekilde toplandiklarinda kasim ayimin bir haftasi hala ontimiizde duruyordu.

Simdi, kiz kardesimle birlikte heniiz evde yalmzken yaptigimz iki kiigiik degisiklikten
bahsedecegim: Kopegimin geceleri evde, muhtemelen disart ¢ikma istegiyle havliyor olmasi bana
olmayacak bir sey gibi gelmiyordu. Onu zincire baglamadan disaridaki kuliibesine yerlestirdim ve
koy halkim, kopegin karsisina ¢ikanlarin, bogazlar1 parcalanmadan kurtulamayacaklar1 konusunda
uyardim. Sonra Ikey’e silahlardan anlayip anlamadigim gelisigiizel bir sekilde sordum. “Evet
efendim, 1y1 bir silah1 goriir gormez tanirim,” cevabim verince, ben de ondan, eve kadar zahmet edip
gelmesini ve silahima bakmasim rica ettim.

Ikey birka¢ sene once New York’tan aldigim ¢ifte namlulu tiifegi inceledikten sonra, “Bu gercek bir
silah efendim,” dedi. “Buna siiphe yok.”

“Ikey,” dedim, “bundan kimseye bahsetme, ama bu evde bir sey géordim.”

“Bahsetmem efendim!” diye fisildadi, gozlerini kocaman kocaman acgarak. “Kukuletali kadim mu
efendim?”

“Korkma,” dedim. “Sana benzeyen bir goriintiisii vardi.”
“Aman Tanrim!”

“Ikey!” dedim igtenlikle (dostca da diyebilirim) tokalasirken, “eSer bu hayalet hikayelerinde bir
dogruluk pay1 varsa, sizin i¢in yapabilecegim en iyi tek sey, ona ates etmek olur. Sana Cennet ve
Yerylizii adina s6z veriyorum, eger onu tekrar gériirsem, bu silahla yapacagim bunu!”

Geng¢ adam bana tesekkiir etti ve bir bardak likor ikramimu kabul etmeyip evi aceleyle terk etti.
Sirrimu ona agnustim, ¢iinkii sapkasim zile firlatmasi ve bundan bir siire sonra bir gece zil ¢aldiginda
zilin yakimnda goziime kiirk sapkaya benzer bir seyin ilismesi aklimdan c¢ikmuyordu. Ayrica, ne
zaman hizmetgileri rahatlatmak i¢in gece eve gelse, o giin en hayaletli giinlerimizden birini yasanus
olmamiz da dikkatimi ¢ekmisti. Yine de lkey’e haksizlik etmek istemem. Bu evden korkuyor ve
buranin perili olduguna inamyordu; yine de eline firsat gegse, periler konusunda yalan



sOyleyebilecegi muhakkakti. Tuhaf Kiz’in durumu da tamamen aymydi. Evde gercek bir korkuyla
dolasir, ama isine gelince de kasitli ve korkung yalanlar sdylerdi. Hepimizi telaslandiran bir¢ok seyi
kendisi uydurur, duydugumuz bir¢ok garip sesi kendisi ¢ikarirdi. Géziimii ikisinden de ayirmiyordum.
Sagma gibi goriinen bu diislincelerimi burada agiklamaya gerek duymuyorum; yalmz sunu belirtmek
istiyorum ki, tip, hukuk veya gozleme dayali diger bilimlerde deneyimi olan her zeki insanmin boyle
diistinmesi son derece normaldir ve ayni zamanda bir¢ok gozlemcinin karsilastigi genel bir durumdur
bu. Ayrica bu durumun digerlerinden ¢ok daha fazla kuskuyla ve ayrintili olarak ele alinmasi
zorunludur.

Simdi evimize cagirdigimiz konuklara geri donelim: Toplandigimizda yaptigimiz ilk sey, yatak
odalar1 i¢in kura ¢ekmek oldu. Kuralar c¢ekildikten ve her oda, hatta evin her kosesi tiim misafirler
tarafindan dikkatle incelendikten sonra, sanki bir ¢ingene toplulugu, bir yat miirettebati, ava ¢iknmus
bir topluluk ya da gemisi batmus bir grup insan gibi her tiirlii ev isini aramizda paylastik. Ardindan,
kukuletal1 kadin, baykus ve Efendi B hakkinda herkesin dilinde dolasan sOylentileri onlarla paylastim.
Ayrica evde yasadigimiz siirece hakkinda soylentiler duydugumuz yaminda tasidigi, kendisi gibi
hayalet olan yuvarlak bir masayla siirekli merdivenlerden inip ¢ikan kadinin giiliing hayaletinden ve
kimsenin bir tlirlii yakalayamadigi, bir budaladan da bahsettim. Bu hikayelerin ¢ogunun alt kattaki
dostlarimuz arasinda sagliksiz ve bulasici bir sekilde, kesin sozciiklerle ifade edilmeden yayildigina
emindim. Sonra, oraya kandirmaya ya da kandirilmaya gelmedigimizi (ikisi birbirinden ¢ok farkli
degildi) soyledik. Ciddi bir sorumluluk duygusuyla, birbirimize kars1 diiriist olmal1 ve gerceklerin
izinden gitmeliydik. Geceleri alisilmadik sesler duyan ve bunu arastirmak isteyenlerin odama gelip
bana haber vermeleri konusunda anlastik. En sonunda, kutsal Noel’in son gecesi olan on ikinci
gecede, perili evde bir araya geldigimiz andan itibaren yasadigimiz tecriibeleri herkesin 1yiligi i¢in
glin 15181na ¢ikaracagimiz, fakat o giine kadar sessizligi bozacak dikkate deger bir olay olmadig
stirece siiklinetimizi koruyacagimiz konusunda fikir birligi ettik.

Say1 ve karakter olarak evdekilerin durumu su sekildeydi.

Oncelikle kiz kardesimle beni aradan c¢ikarmak i¢in biz kura cektik. Kiz kardesim kurada kendi
odasini ¢cekmisti, ben de Efendi B’nin odasini. ikinci olarak, o biiyiik gdkbilimciyle aym ismi tagiyan
ve yeryiiziinde bir teleskobu ondan daha 1yi kullanabilen bir kisi olmadigim disiindigim ilk
kuzenimiz John Herschel geliyordu. Yamnda gegcen baharda evlendigi c¢ekici esi de vardi. Onu
getirmesini (bu sartlar altinda) dogru bulmanmustim, ¢iinkii boyle zamanlarda yanlis bir alarmun ne
sonuglar dogurabilecegi belli olmazdi; yine de kuzenim isini bilen biriydi ve sunu sdylemeliyim ki, o
eger benim esim olsaydi, onun o tathh ve aydinlik yliziinii asla arkamda birakmazdim. Kurada ikisi
Saat Odas1’n1 ¢ektiler.

Kendine has bir ¢ekiciligi olan ve ¢ok sevdigim yirmi sekiz yasindaki Alfred Starling Ikiz Oda’y1
cekti. Hava riizgarli olsun olmasin hep sallanan ve bir tiirlii takozla sikistiramadigim, iki genis ve
bi¢imsiz penceresi olan bu oda benim odamdi ve bitisiginde bir de soyunma odasi bulundugu i¢in bu
ad1 almisti. Alfred “hizl1” (baska bir deyisle ucar1) bir yasantis1 varmus gibi goriinmeye ¢alisan, fakat
boyle bir sagmalik yapmayacak kadar 1yi ve akilli biriydi. Belki babasinin ona biraktigi yilda iki yiiz
poundluk kiiclik bir miras1 olmasaydi, simdiye kadar ¢oktan kendi basina bir yerlere gelebilirdi. Ama
Alfred bundan gii¢ alarak yilda alt1 yiiz harcamay1 kendine tek 1s edinmisti. Giiniin birinde calistig
bankanin batmasim ya da ylizde yirmi kar garantisiyle para yatirip vurgun yemesini umuyorum, ¢iinkii,
ancak iflas ederse gercek zenginligi kazanacagim diisiiniiyorum. Kiz kardesimin ¢ok samimi bir
arkadasi, zeki, canayakin ve hos bir kiz olan Belinda Bates Resim Odasi’m aldi. Ticaret azminin yam



sira buiylik bir siir dehasiydi ve —Alfred’in tabiriyle— Kadinlar Misyonu, Kadin Haklari, Kadin
Sorunlar1 ve biiyiik K harfiyle baglayan ve kadinlar1 ilgilendiren, yapilmayan ve yapilmasi gereken ya
da yapilan ve yapilmamasi gereken her seye “kendini adardi”. Evdeki ilk gecesinde ona Resim
Odas1’nin kapisimin oniinde 1yi geceler dilerken sunlar1 fisildadim: “Son derece takdire deger birisin
camim ve dilerim ¢ok daha basarili olursun! Ama asiriya kagmamalisin. Ilk bakista yoluna ¢ikiyor ve
senin cinsine dogal bir baski uyguluyor goriinseler de uygarligimizin su ana kadar kadinlara sundugu
15 olanaklarimin artirilmasi gerektigi konusunda zavalli erkeklere kizma. Ciinkii, inan bana Belinda,
onlar ¢cogu zaman kazandiklari maaslar1 esleri, kizlari, kiz kardesleri, anneleri, teyzeleri ve
biiyiikanneleri i¢in harcarlar ve bu sadece bir Kurt ve Kirmizi Baslikli Kiz hikayesi degildir, bu
hikdyede baska boliimler de var.” Neyse konudan uzaklasmayayim.

Belinda, az 6nce sOyledigim gibi, Resim Odasi’na yerlesti. Baska ii¢ odamiz daha vardi: Kose Oda,
Dolap Odas1 ve Bahge Odasi. Eski dostum Jack Governor Kose Oda’ya, kendi deyisiyle “hamagim
ast1i.” Jack’i daima denizlerin goriip gorecegi en iyl denizci olarak kabul ettim. Saglar1 artik
beyazlamisti, ama hala ¢eyrek ylizyil oncesinde oldugu kadar, hatta daha da yakisikliydi. Genis
omuzlu, boylu poslu, samimi bir giilimsemesi olan, parlak siyah gozlii, giir ve koyu kasli, neseli bir
adamdi. Onun siyah sa¢li halini de hatirliyorum, ama saglarina ak diismiis haliyle kesinlikle daha iyi
goriiniiyor. Ada bayragimn dalgalandigi her yere o da gitmisti. Akdeniz’de ve Atlantik’in diger
tarafinda, onun adi gectiginde yiizleri aydinlanan ve “Jack Governor’u tamyor musun? Demek ki
erkeklerin kralini tamyorsun!” diye bagiran denizci dostlariyla karsilasnistim. Iste o boyle biridir. O
kadar kusursuz bir deniz subayiydi ki, onu fok derisine sarinmus halde bir Eskimo kuliibesinden
cikarken gorseniz bile, tizerinde denizci liniformasi oldugu izlenimine kapilirdimz.

Jack, bir zamanlar o parlak duru gézlerini kiz kardesime dikmisti, ama daha sonrabaska bir hanimla
evlenip onu Giliney Amerika’ya gotiirmiis ve kadin orada 6lmiistii. Bu, yaklasik on y1l 6nceydi, belki
daha da fazlaydi. Perili evimize gelirken yaninda bir fi¢1 tuzlannus sigir eti getirmisti, ¢linkii kendi
eliyle tuzlamadig sigir etlerinin lesten farki olmadigim diisiiniirdii. Bu yiizden de Londra’ya giderken
bavulunda daima bir miktar tasirdi. Gelirken yaminda, bir ticaret gemisinin kaptani olan Nat Beaver
adinda eski bir dostunu da getirmek istemisti. Tahtaya benzer bir yiizii ve kaya kadar sert bir bedeni
olan Bay Beaver’in, denizlere iliskin engin deneyimi ve pratik bilgisiyle, ne kadar zeki bir adam
oldugu belli oluyordu. Ara sira gegirdigi eski bir hastaligin etkisiyle tuhaf bir sinirlilige kapiliyordu,
fakat genelde bu, birka¢ dakikadan uzun siirmezdi. Bay Beaver Dolap Odasi’m ald1 ve orada eve “bir
bakayim” diisiincesiyle gelmis olan dostum ve avukatim Bay Undery’nin yamndaki yataga uzandi. Bay
Undery, “whist” oyununu bastaki kirmuzi kapagindan sondaki kirmizi kapagina kadar, hukukgular
rehberindeki herkesten daha iyi oynardi.

Hayatimda hi¢ bu kadar mutlu olmamistim ve samrim hepimiz aym duygular1 hissediyorduk. Her
zaman ¢ok becerikli biri olan Jack Governor bas asc¢iydi ve kimsenin onunla asik atamadig korili
yemekler dahil simdiye kadar tattigim en giizel yemekleri yapti. Kiz kardesim pasta ve hamur islerini
tistlendi. Starling ve ben nobetlese olarak as¢1 yamaklig yaptik, ayrica 6zel durumlarda bas asci, Bay
Beaver’1 da yardimc1 olmaya zorluyordu. A¢ik havada spor ve egzersiz yapmaya epey vakit ayiriyor,
ama evin i¢inde de hic¢bir aktiviteyi ihmal etmiyorduk, boylece aramizda hi¢bir kotli niyet ve yanlis
anlama olmuyordu. Ayrica gecelerimiz o kadar keyifli geciyordu ki, yataklarimiza gitmemek igin
hepimizin en az birer 1yi sebebi oluyordu.

Baslangicta birkac gece alarmu oldu. Ilk gece Jack, elinde denizin derinliklerinde yasayan bir deniz



canavarinin solunga¢larim andiran harika bir gemi feneriyle kapimu ¢aldi ve bana “ana catiya ¢ikip”
riizgargiiliinii indirecegini sOyledi. Firtinal1 bir gece oldugu i¢in buna karsi ¢iktim. Fakat Jack,
riizgargiiliiniin umutsuzca haykiran bir insan gibi sesler c¢ikardigina dikkatimi c¢ekti ve eger bunu
yapmazsa birilerinin birazdan bir hayalet gorecegini sOyledi. Bunun lizerine, Bay Beaver da
yammizda, evin tepesine ¢iktik. Riizgar yiiziinden ayakta durmakta zorlamyordum. Jack elinde fener
ve diger malzemelerle, arkasinda Bay Beaver’la, bacalardan yaklagik alti metre yiikseklikteki
kubbenin tepesine tirmandi. Ayaklari saglam bir yere basmadan, sogukkanl1 bir sekilde riizgargiiliinii
sOktiiler. Ruizgar ve yiikseklik olduk¢a hoslarina gitmis goriindiigii i¢in hi¢ asagiya inmeyeceklerini
diistinmeye baslamistim.

Baska bir gece, yine kapima geldiler ve bir baca kapagim sokeceklerini sdylediler. Yine baska bir
gece, hickirip yutkunur gibi sesler ¢ikaran bir su borusunu soktiiler. Baska geceler de, yapacak baska
seyler buldular. Birka¢ kez de, gayet sogukkanl1 bir sekilde, bahgede gezinen gizemli seyi yakalamak
i¢cin, yatak odalarimn pencerelerine bagladiklar1 yatak Ortiilerine tutunarak, birlikte asagiya
atlamuslardi.

Aramizdaki anlagmaya sadakatle bagli kaldik ve kimse bir sey belli etmedi. Bildigimiz tek sey, eger
herhangi birimizin odas1 periliyse, kimsenin bunu sorun etmeyecegiydi.
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EFENDI B’NIN ODASINDAKI HAYALET

Digerlerinden daha seckin bir {ine sahip olan iiggen seklindeki tavanarasina yerlestigimde,
diisiincelerim dogal olarak Efendi B’ye yoneldi. Onunla ilgili varsayimlarim tiirlii tiirlii ve rahatsiz
ediciydi. Ik adi1 Benjamin, Bissextile (artik y1lda dogdugu i¢in), Bartholomew ya da Bill olabilirdi.
Bu B harfi soyadindan geliyorsa Baxter, Black, Brown, Barker, Buggins, Baker ya da Bird olabilirdi.
Sadece B. olarak vaftiz edilmis terk edilmis bir erkek olabilirdi. Aslan yiirekli bir oglansa eger, B,
Briton veya Bull’un kisaltilmist da olabilirdi. Belki de ¢cocukluguma 151k sacan iinlii Bayan Bunch
Anne’nin arkadasi veya akrabasiyd.

Bir siire bu gereksiz diislincelerle kendime eziyet ettim. Ayrica bu gizemli harfi merhumun goriiniisii
ve ugrastigt islerle iliskilendirmeye de calisttm: Beyaz kiyafetler giyiyor olabilirdi, ayaginda Bot
olabilirdi; Benmerkezci biri oldugunu sanmiyorum, Beynini 1yi kullanan bir adam olabilirdi, yeni
Bilgiler edinmekten hoslaniyordu belki. Iyi bir Bowling oyuncusu olabilirdi, Boksdrliik yetenegi
olabilirdi. Ayrica Bognor, Bangor, Bournemouth, Brighton ve Broadstais’da tiirlii hobiler edinmis,
Becerilerini gelistirmis ve Bilgisizliklerim Bilgelige doniistiirmiis olabilirdi.

Bu acidan ben, perilerden 6nce B harfinin istilasina ugranmistim.

Riiyamda rastlantiyla bile olsa Efendi B’yi ya da ona ait herhangi bir sey gormedigimi fark etmem
uzun slirmedi. Fakat gecenin hangi saatinde olursa olsun, uyanir uyanmaz aklima hemen o geliyordu ve
kalkip, B harfini yatagin yanina ilistirip beni ondan kurtaracak bir sey arryordum.

Alt1 gece boyunca, Efendi B’nin odasinda bu sekilde kaygilandiktan sonra bir seylerin kotiiye
gittigini fark ettim.
Kendini belli eden ilk goriintii, sabahin erken saatlerinde hava heniiz yeni aydinlanmisken ortaya

cikti. Aynamn karsisinda tiras olurken, 50 yasindaki kendimi degil de bir oglam tiras ettigimi goriince
saskinlik ve dehset icinde kaldim. Goriiniise gore Efendi B’ydi.

Titreyerek omzumun {izerinden arkama baktim, ama arkamda hi¢bir sey yoktu. Tekrar aynaya baktim
ve sakallarindan kurtulmak i¢in degil de bir sakala sahip olmak i¢in tiras oluyora benzeyen agik segik
bir erkek ¢ocugunun yliziinii gordiim. Kafam oldukga karismus bir halde odamin i¢inde birkag tur attim
ve ellerimin titremesini durdurup az Once yarida kalan isimi bitirmek amaciyla aynanin yanina geri
dondiim. Donup kaldigimda kapatmis oldugum gozlerimi tekrar acip aynaya baktigimda, aynada
dogrudan bana bakan yirmi dort ya da yirmi bes yaslarinda geng bir adam gérdiim. Bu yeni hayaletten
korkup go6zlerimi yeniden kapatarak kendimi toparlamak i¢in biiyiik caba harcadim. Gozlerimi
yeniden actifimda, aynada uzun zaman once Olmiis olan babamin tiras oldugunu gérdiim. Dahasi,
hayatimda hi¢ gormedigim biiyiikbabam da aynada gordiim.

Bu olaganiistii ziyaretlerden dogal olarak ¢ok etkilenmeme ragmen, kararlastirilan toplanti giiniine
kadar bunu bir sir olarak saklamaya karar verdim. O gece, zihnimi bulandiran tuhaf diistinceler i¢inde
odama cekildigimde, kendimi yeni bir hayaletle karsilasabilme diisiincesine hazirlamistim. Sabahin
ikisinde tedirgin bir uykudan uyamp, yataginm Efendi B’nin iskeletiyle paylastigimu goriince, yaptigim
hazirliklarin ne kadar gereksiz oldugunu anladim.

Yatagimdan disar1 firladim, iskelet de firladi. Sonra, aglamakl1 bir sesin, “Nerdeyim ben? Bana ne



olmus boyle?” dedigini duydum ve sesin geldigi yere dikkatle bakinca Efendi B’nin hayaletini
gordim.

Geng hayalet, modas1 ge¢mis, eski piiskii kiyafetler giymisti ya da daha dogrusu pacavralara
biiriinmiis olmanin 6tesinde giyinmis gibi durmuyor, ustiindeki parlak diigmeler giydiklerinin daha
korkung goriinmesine yol agiyordu. Bu diigmelerin ¢ift sira halinde geng¢ hayaletin iki omzundan gecip
sirtina dogru uzandigim fark ettim. Boynunda firfirli bir boyunluk vardi. Uzerinde miirekkep lekeleri
oldugunu fark ettigim sag eli karmnin iizerinde duruyordu. Yiiziindeki belli belirsiz sivilceler ve
midesinin bulandigim diisiindiiren durusuyla bagdastirdigimda, bunun asir1 dozda ila¢ kullanan bir
gencin hayaleti oldugunu diistindiim.

Kiigiik hayalet acikl1 bir ses tonuyla, “Neredeyim ben?” diye sordu. “Neden kalomel’S! giinlerinde
dogdum ve neden bana o kadar ¢ok kalomel verdiler?”

Biiylik bir samimiyetle sorusunun cevabim bilmedigime yemin ettim.

“Kiz kardesim nerede?” diye sordu hayalet, “Peki ya kiicliik melek karim? Okula birlikte gitti§im
cocuk nerede?”

Hayaletten rahatlamasim rica ettim ve her sey bir yana, okula birlikte gittigi cocugun kaybi
konusunda yiirekli olmasim istedim. Ayrica, o ¢ocuk bulunsa bile —insan deneyimleri bunu
gosteriyordu— kendisinmi gormekten pek hoslanmayacagim belirttim. Okuldan sonraki yasantimda,
vaktinde aym siralar1 paylasti@imiz cocuklar1 arayip sordugumu, ama higbirinden karsilik
alamadigimu ekledim. Bahsettigi ¢ocuktan da karsilik alamayacag yoniindeki algakgoniillii
diistincemi belirttim. O ¢ocugun hayali bir karakter, bir yamlsama, bir tuzak oldugunu belirttim. Onu
en son buldugumda, bir aksam yemeginde, beyaz bir boyunbagi duvarimn ardinda her konuda
inandiriciliktan uzak goriisler belirttigini, Titanic kadar devasa bir sikicilik giiciine sahip oldugunu
anlatim. Yasli Doylance’in okulunda birlikte okumus olmamuzdan gii¢ alarak, kendini kahvalti
etmeye nasil davet ettirdigini (bu davranisi toplumsal agidan c¢ok biiyiikk bir ayipti) Doylance’in
ogrencilerine duydugum gilivenin sonmek tlizere olan korlarim yeniden canlandirarak onu nasil kabul
ettigimi, sonra da onun korkak bir serseri oldugunu nasil ispatladigimi, para konusundaki anlasilmaz
fikirleriyle insanoglunun yakasina yapistigini, Ingiltere Bankasi’mn kapatilma ihtimaline kars:
kimbilir kag¢ binlerce ya da milyonlarca on ve alt1 penilik banknotlar basilmasini 6nerdigini anlattim.

Hayalet beni sessizlik i¢inde ve sabit bakislarla dinledi. Konusmamu bitirdigimde, “Berber!” diye
haykirdi.

Meslegim bu olmadigindan, “Berber mi?” diye tekrarladim.

“Mahk(im edildin,” dedi hayalet. “Siirekli degisen miisterileri, dnce beni, sonra gen¢ bir adanu,
sonra da su anki halinle kendini, sonra babani, sonra biiyiikbabam tirag etmeye, ayrica her gece bir
iskeletle birlikte yatip her sabah o iskeletle uyanmaya mahk(im edildin.”

(Bu dehset verici sozleri duyunca tirperdim.)
“Berber! Beni izle!”

Daha bu sozleri duymadan hayaleti takip etmeme neden olacak bir sihrin etkisi altinda oldugumu
hissetmistim. Soyleneni hemen yaptim ve Efendi B’nin odasini terk ettim.



Cogu insan, suclarini itiraf eden ve —o0zellikle sorgu ve iskencenin her daim hazirda bulunmasi
nedeniyle— tamamen gercegi sdylediklerinden kusku duyulmayan cadilarin, ne kadar uzun ve yorucu
gece yolculuklar1 yapmaya zorlanmuis olduklarim bilir. Ben de, Efendi B’nin odasinda kaldigim siire
boyunca, o odamn hayaleti tarafindan alinip, en az bunlar kadar uzun ve c¢ilgin yolculuklara
cikarildigimn soyleyebilirim. Elbette, keci boynuzlar1 ve kuyrugu olan, gercek hayattakiler kadar
aptalca, ama daha uygunsuz davetler veren, yasli ve kiliksiz bir adamla (Pan’la yasli bir kumase¢i
arasi bir seyle) tanistirilmadim, ama bana daha anlamli goriinen bagka seylerle karsilastim.

Dogruyu soyledigimden ve bana inanacaklarindan emin oldugum i¢in, dnce bir siipiirge sopasimn,
sonra da salincakli bir atin lizerinde bir hayaleti takip ettigimi tereddiit etmeden acikliyorum.
Hayvanin 6zellikle onu disar1 ¢ikarip 1sitigimda, boya koktuguna yemin edebilirim. Daha sonra
hayaleti, bir at arabasina binerek izledim. Bu eski at arabalarimn, yeni kusagin yabanci oldugu,
kendilerine has tuhaf kokular1 vardir. Fakat, bu bahsettigim kokunun ahir, uyuz kopek ve eski koriik
kokularimin karisimindan olusan tuhaf bir koku olduguna yemin edebilirim. (Burada, beni
dogrulamalar1 ya da yalanlamalar1 i¢in eski kusaklara cagrida bulunuyorum.) Hayaleti bassiz bir
esegin lizerine binerek de takip ettim, daha dogrusu bassiz degil de, midesiyle ¢cok yakindan
ilgilendigi icin, bas1 siirekli asagida, midesine bakan bir esekti. Ozellikle, arkalarina cifte atmak
tizere dogmus mudillilere, fuarlardaki atlikarincalara ve salincaklara, yine bir baska unutulmus
gelenek olan, yolcularin i¢inde yatabildigi ve siiriiciiyle birlikte sikisabildigi tek beygirli arabalara
bindim.

Efendi B’nin hayaletinin pesinden yaptigim, Denizci Sinbad’inkilerden ¢ok daha uzun ve muhtesem
olan bu yolculuklarin ayrintilartyla sizi sikmamak i¢in, digerleri hakkinda fikir sahibi olabileceginiz
tek bir deneyimimi anlatacagim.

Olaganiistii degismistim. Hem kendim hem de baska biriydim. I¢imde, biitiin hayatim boyunca aym
kalmis ve hayatimin biitiin degisik donemlerinde bana tamdik gelen bir duygu oldugunu
hissediyordum ve uyumak

i¢in Efendi B’nin odasina giden sanki ben degildim. Hi¢ olmadig1 kadar piiriizsiiz bir yiize ve kisa
bacaklara sahiptim artik ve oda kapimin arkasina benim gibi piiriizsiiz bir yiizii ve kisa bacaklar1 olan
bir yaratik daha getirmistim. Ona gizlice, ¢ok sasirtici bir 6neride bulunuyordum.

Ona bir harem kurmamizi onerdim.

Obiir yaratik 6nerimi sicak karsiladi. Ikimizde de saygmlik denen seyden eser yoktu. Harem bir
Dogu gelenegiydi. Halife Harun Resit’in de (bu ahlaksiz adamin ismini telaffuz etmeme izin verin,
clinkii bende giizel amlar canlandiriyor) ¢ok begenilen ve taklit edilmek istenilen bir haremi varda.
Obiir yaratik yerinden sigrayarak, “Evet! Hadi!” dedi, “bir harem kuralim.”

Bu kararimizi Bayan Griffin’den saklamamizin nedeni, bu Dogu kurumunun saygideger
ozelliklerinden kusku duymamiz degildi. Bunun nedeni, Bayan Griffin’in insan sevgisinden yoksun ve
Biiylik Harun’un yiiceligini takdir edemeyecek biri oldugunu bilmemizdi. Sirrimizdan Bayan Griffin’e
bahsetmeyecegimize gore, onu Bayan Bule’a emanet etmeliydik.

Bayan Griffin’in Hampstead Ponds’taki evinde, sekiz hamimefendi ve iki beyefendi olmak iizere, on
kisiydik. Sekiz dokuz yaslarimin olgunluguna eristigine kanaat getirdigim Bayan Bule, ilk adim atan
kisi oldu. Giin i¢inde, ona konuyu actim ve ona gézde olmasini 6nerdim.



Bayan Bule, kadinlarin o ¢ok dogal ve ¢ekici utangacligiyla bir siire miicadele ettikten sonra, bu
fikrin onu gururlandirdigini belirtti, ama Bayan Pipson’in konumunun ne olacagim merak ettigini
soyledi. O geng bayanla, birlikte Olene dek onunla her seyi paylasacaklarina ve sir
saklamayacaklarina dair iki ciltlik, 6zel kilitli bir kutunun i¢inde saklanan Kilise Ayinleri ve Dersleri
adl1 kitap lizerine yemin etmislerdi. Bayan Bule, Bayan Pipson’in bir arkadasi olarak, ondan ya da
benden bir sey saklayamayacagini ve onun da bize katilmasi gerektigini soyledi.

Dalgal1 saglar1 ve mavi gozleri olan (giizel kabul edilen her seyde oliimlii ve kadinsi olan bu
ozelliklerin bulunduguna inanirim) Bayan Pipson’in ismini duyunca, onu bir Cerkez giizeli olarak
gordiiglimii belirttim.

Bayan Bule diisiinceli bir tavirla, “Peki daha sonra?” diye sordu.

Ona, Bayan Pipson’in bir tiiccar tarafindan kacirilip, peceli bir sekilde bana teslim edilmesi ve bir
kole olarak satin alinmasi gerektigini sOyledim.

(Obiir yaratik da, en 6nemli ikinci adam haline gelmisti ve kendisine basvezirlik tahsis edilmisti.
Sonradan olaylarin bu sekilde gelismesine kars1 ¢iksa da, vazgeginceye kadar saclari ¢ekildi.)

“Peki ben kiskanmayacak miyim?” diye sordu Bayan Bule gozlerini asagiya indirerek.

“Hayir Ziibeyde,” diye cevap verdim. “Sen hep gozde sultan olacaksin, kalbimin ve tahtimin bag
kosesi daima senin olacak.”

Ikna olan Bayan Bule, bu fikri yedi giizel arkadasiyla paylasmayr kabul etti. Giiniin ilerleyen
vaktinde, siirekli siritarak dolasan evin iyi kalpli usag Tabby’ye giivenebilecegimiz aklima geldi.
Tabby, hayatta bir yataktan baska hi¢bir seyi olmayan, yiiziinde daima kara lekelerle dolasan biriydi.
Aksam yemeginden sonra Bayan Bule’un elini tutarak ona bu konudan bahsettim; bu kara lekeleri
Tabby’ye sanki ilahi bir glic bahsetmisti ve bu, onun haremdeki zenci harem agalarinin iinlii efendisi
Mesrour olabileceginin isaretiydi.

Disledigimiz bu kurumun olusumu sirasinda, her birlesmede oldugu gibi, birtakim zorluklar
meydana geldi. Tahti ele gecirme cabalar1 sonugsuz kalinca, Halife’nin Oniinde diz ¢okmeye
vicdammin el vermedigini sdyleyen obiir yaratigin karaktersiz oldugu anlasildi. Halife’yi, inananlarin
Lideri olarak selamlamadi ve onu sadece siradan bir “arkadas” olarak gordigini soyledi. Ayrica
daha da kabalasarak, “Oynamayacagim iste!” diye haykirdi. Bu adi davranisi, harem tiyelerinin ortak
kizginligiyla bastirildi ve ben, haremdeki sekiz ¢ekici bayanin giiliimsemesiyle kendimi kutsanmusg
gibi hissettim.

Bu giiliimsemeler sadece Bayan Griffin bagka bir tarafa bakarken, biiyiik bir dikkatle sunuluyordu.
Ciinkii peygamberin yandaslar1 arasindaki inanmisa gore, Bayan Griffin salinin arka kismundaki bir
desenin ortasinda bulunan yuvarlak bir siis sayesinde arkasim da gorebiliyordu. Yine de her giin,
aksam yemeginden sonra, bir saatligine bir araya

geliyorduk. Haremin gozdesi ve geri kalan kismi, devlet islerinin yorgunlugunu iistiinden atmak i¢in
uzanan Yiice Harun’u bastan ¢ikarmak i¢in birbiriyle yaristyordu. Harun’un ilgilendigi devlet isleri —
bircok devlet isinde oldugu gibi— hesap isleri oldugu i¢in, Inananlarin Lideri en ufak bir meblagin
bile lizerinde uzun uzun diisiiniiyordu.



Bu gibi anlarda, harem agalarinin efendisi sadik Mesrur hizmete hep hazir bulunur (Bayan Griffin
de sik sik biiyiik bir 6tkeyle bu gérevliyl ¢agirirdi), ama hi¢cbir zaman tarihsel {iniine yakisacak
sekilde davranmazdi. Birincisi, Harun’un omuzlarinda o kirmuzi 6fke kaftam (Bayan Pipson’in
mantosu) varken, Halife’nin Divan’ina siipiirgeyle ¢ikmasinin, o an gérmezden gelinse bile, tatmin
edici bir agiklamas1 yoktu. Ikincisi, ortalikta, “Su giizellere bak!” diye siritarak dolasmasi saygisiz
bir davramsti ve Dogu kiiltiiriine yakismiyordu. Ugiincii olarak, kendisinden 6zellikle “Bismillah!”
denmesi istendiginde siirekli “Hallelyjah!” diyordu. Bu gorevli, kendi sinifimin mensuplarindan farkli
olarak fazlasiyla 1yi kalpliydi, ama ¢enesini hi¢ tutamaz, begenisini hep uygunsuz sekillerde ifade
ederdi. Hatta bir keresinde, Cerkez giizeli iy1 bir pazarlikla bes yiiz bin kese altin karsiliginda satin
alindiginda, kéleyi, gbzdeyi ve Halife’yi ardarda kucaklamusti. (Parantez i¢inde belirtmeme izin verin
ki, Tanr1, Mesrur’u korusun, o sefkatli bagrina kizlar, ogullar bagislasin ve zor giinlerinde ondan
yardimini esirgemesin!)

Bayan Griffin 6rnek gosterilebilecek gorgiilii bir kadindi ve bu erdemli kadin, bizi, halinden
memnun, 1ki sira halinde Hamp-stead Yolu’nda gezdirirken, ¢okesliligi benimseyen ve Muhammed’in
izinden giden bir toplulukla yan yana yiiriidiigiinii bilseydi, neler hissedebilecegini tahmin etmekte
zorlanmmyordum. Bayan Griffin’in bu bilingsiz durumunu izledikge, gizemli ve korkung bir neseye
kapildigimiza inamyorum ve (kitaplardan 6grenilebilecek her seyi bilen) Bayan Griffin’in bilmedigi
sirrimiz bize, aym zamanda bizi dehsete de diisliren, korkung bir glic veriyordu. Sirrimizi ¢ok iyi
sakliyorduk, fakat bir keresinde neredeyse kendimizi ele veriyorduk. Bu tehlikeyi ucuz atlatmamiz bir
pazar giiniine rastladi. Her pazar oldugu gibi, Bayan Griffin’in 6nderliginde, kilisenin goze ¢arpan bir
kosesinde, toplulugumuzun dini yonlerini gozler Oniine sererek oturmus, Siileyman’in kendi
tilkesindeki zaferlerini dinliyorduk. Bu hiikimdarin adimin gectigi anda vicdamm bana, “Sen de
Harun!” diye fisildadi. Papazin 6niinde bir y1§in insan vardi, ama vicdamim Papaz’in vaaz1 sadece
bana okudugunu soOyliiyordu. Kizaran yliziim ve korkudan terlemem, duygularimu ele veriyordu.
Basvezirin ylizii 6lii gibi sapsar1 oldu ve haremin tamami, sanki Bagdat’in giinbatimumn rengi o tath
yiizlerine vuruyormus¢asina kipkirmizi oldu. Bu ugursuz anda, korkung Griffin yerinden kalkti ve
Islam’1n ¢ocuklarim ugursuz gdzlerle siizdii. Kilise’nin ve Devlet’in Bayan Griffin’le birlikte bizi ele
gecirmek icin bir komplo kurdugu ve beyaz oOrtiilere sarilip kilise meydaminda sergilenecegimiz
izlenimine kapildim. Fakat Bayan Griffin’in diiriistlik anlayis1 o kadar Batiliyd: ki, (bu kelimeyi
Dogulu sozciigiiniin karsitt olarak kullamyorum), yalmzca Appels’ten sliphelendi ve boylece hepimiz
kurtulmus olduk.

Haremin birlesik bir yapida oldugunu séylemistim. Yine de, Inananlarin Lideri’nin, saraym bu
kutsal kosesinde hamimlarla 6pilisme hakki olup olmadig konusunda, haremin essiz mensuplar fikir
ayriligina diismiistii. Ziibeyde, gézde olarak kendisinde tirmalama hakki bulmus, Cerkez giizeli ise
yiiziinii, kitap saklamak icin kullanilan, yesil yiinlii bir ¢antaya sokarak korumaya ¢alismusti. Ote
yandan, Camden kentinin verimli ovalarindan getirilmis, olaganiistii bir giizellikteki gen¢ bir Ceylan
(ticcarlar tarafindan, tatil bitiminde ¢olii gecen kervandan alimp getirilmisti), daha acik fikirliydi;
ama o da o kopege, o kopek bagvezire ayricalik taniyarak, bu acik fikirliligin yararlarim kisitliyordu.
Aslinda, bagvezirin hi¢gbir hakki yoktu, boyle bir ayricalik s6z konusu bile edilemezdi. Nihayet, bu
sorunu oldukca gen¢ bir cariyeyr vekil atayarak ¢ozdiik. Bir taburenin {izerine oturtulan cariyenin
yanaklarina resmen yiice Harun’un hamm sultanlara gonderecegi selamlar konduruldu ve koleye 6zel
olarak, harem hanmimlarina ait sandiklardan ¢ikan armaganlar sunuldu.

Sonunda, mutlulugumun doruk noktasindayken, birden umutsuzluga kapildim. Annemi diisiinmeye



basladim. Onun, yaz ortasinda, eve beklenmedik bir sekilde sekiz gilizel kiz getirmeme ne diyecegini
merak ediyordum. Evimizdeki yataklarin sayisim, babamin gelirini ve sayemizde firincimin cebine
girecekleri diislindiikge umutsuzlugum iki kat artti. Harem ve kotii niyetli basvezir, Efendilerinin
mutsuz oldugunu hissettiler ve mutsuzlugumu daha da artirmak icin ellerinden geleni yaptilar.
Efendilerine sonsuz bir baglilik duyduklarini belirterek, onunla yasayip onunla oleceklerini
bildirdiler. Bu baglilik yeminleri karsisinda ¢ok perisan bir duruma diistim ve korkung kaderim
hakkinda derin derin diisiinerek yatagimda saatlerce uyanik yattim. Umutsuzlugumun iist sinirindayken
aklima daha once hi¢ diisiinmedigim bir kurtulus yolu gelmeseydi, Siileyman’a benzedigimi itiraf
ederek Bayan Griffin’in oniinde diz ¢okebilir ve {ilkemin ¢ignenmis yasalarina boyun egdigimi
sOyleyebilirdim.

Bir giin, ikili gruplar halinde yiiriiylise ¢ikmustik. Basvezir her zamanki gibi, gecis parasi alan
cocuga dikkat etmemiz gerektigini sOylemis, eger ¢ocuklardan biri haremin giizellerine saygisizca
bakarsa (her zaman yaptig1 gibi), geceleyin iple bogdurulmasini 6nermisti. Oysa hepimizin yiiregi
hiiziinle doluydu. Ceylanin garip bir davramsi devletin itibarim zedelemisti. Bu ¢ekici yaratik, onceki
gliniin dogumgiinii oldugunu ve bunu kutlamak i¢in kendisine bir sepet dolusu hazine gonderildigini
(ikisi de asilsiz iddialardi) sOylemisti. Ayrica, gizli ama 1srarci bir sekilde, komsu prens ve
prenseslerden olusan otuz bes kisilik bir grubu, bir balo ve aksam yemegine davet etmis, kimsenin
“saat on ikiye kadar iceri alinmamasini” da sart kosmustu. Ceylanin bu fantezisi yliziinden, atlari,
seyisleri ve cesitli hizmetkarlariyla, tam takim hazirlannus gosterisli bir kalabalik biiylik bir
beklentiyle Bayan Griffin’in kapisina dayannmus, ama gozyaslari iginde geri cevrilmisti. Insanlar
kapimiza ikinci kez dayandiginda, Ceylan arka taraftaki tavanarasina gidip kendisini oraya
kilitlemisti. Her yem konukla birlikte Bayan Griffin kendini 1yice kaybetmis ve sonunda dayanamayip
sinirinden {istiindeki elbiseyi par¢alamaya baslamisti. Su¢lunun sartli teslimini, camasir dolabinda
yalmz birakilma, sadece ekmek ve suyla beslenme cezasini, hepimizi hedef alan kin dolu uzun bir
sOylev izlemisti. Bu sdylevde, Bayan Griffin sOyle sozler kullanmusti: Birincisi, “Hepinizin bunu
bildigine inamyorum”; ikincisi, “Hepiniz birbirinizden koétiisliniiz” ve Ug¢linciisii, “Kiigiik bir algaklar
surususiiniz.”

Bu sartlar altinda, ilizgiin bir halde yiiriiyorduk ve oOzellikle omzumdaki agir Miisliimanlik
sorumluluklarinin ytikiiyle kotli bir ruh hali i¢indeydim. O sirada Bayan Griffin’in yanina tuhaf bir
adam yaklagti. Bir siire onunla birlikte yiirliylip konustuktan sonra, bana bakti. Adamun, yasalarin
yardakeiligini yapan bir isgilizar olduguna ve zamammn dolduguna karar vererek, Misir’a kagma
niyetiyle hemen oradan uzaklastim.

Bacaklarimin elverdigi lizla kactigimn goren tiim harem tliyeleri bir ¢iglik attilar (ilk sola sapan ve
meyhanenin etrafindan dolanan yolun beni piramitlere gotiirecek en kestirme yol oldugu izlenimine
kapilmistim). Bayan Griffin pesimden seslendi, inangsiz basvezir pesimden kostu ve yol parasi kesen
cocuk beni bir koyun gibi koseye sikistirarak yolumu kesti. Yakalanip geri getirildigimde kimse beni
azarlamadi. Sadece Bayan Griffin, sasirtict bir nezaketle, “Bu yaptigimz ¢ok tuhafti!” dedi. Bayan
Griffin’in konustugu adam bana baktiginda neden birden kagivermistim?

Bu soruya cevap vermeye yetecek nefesim olsaydi bile kesinlikle cevap veremezdim; ama zaten
nefesim kesilmisti ve hi¢bir sey soyleyemedim. Bayan Griffin ve o tuhaf adam, beni aralarina alip
suclu degilmisim gibi davranarak (buna sasirmamak elimde degildi) saraya gotiirdiiler.

Oraya vardigimizda hep birlikte bir odaya girdik ve Bayan Griffin, harem zencilerinin basinda olan,



yardimcist Mesrur’u yardima c¢agirdi. Mesrur da, kulagina bir seyler fisildandiktan sonra,
gOzyaslarina hakim olamadi.

“Tanr1 sizi korusun efendimiz,” dedi Mesrur bana donerek. “Babanizla ilgili kétii bir haber var!”
Kalbim ¢arparak, “Cok mu hasta?”” diye sordum.

“Tanr1 sabir versin efendimiz,” dedi iyi ylirekli Mesrour ve basimu yaslayip teselli olmam i¢in
omzunu uzatarak yere egildi: “Babamz 6lmiis!”

Harun El Resid, bu sozleri duyar duymaz kagip gitti, harem ortadan yok oldu ve o andan sonra,
diinyanin en giizel o sekiz kizindan hi¢birini bir daha gérmedim.

Eve gotiiriildiim. Evde, 6liimiin yam sira bor¢ da vardi ve ayrica, satis yapiliyordu. Adina bulanik
bir bi¢cimde “Ticaret” denen, tammadigim bir gii¢, kiiclimseyen gozlerle kiiclik yatagima bakiyordu.
Yatagimla birlikte piring bir komiir kovasi, 1zgara ve bir kus kafesi, neredeyse bedavaya, yok
pahasina satildi. Satilanlar hakkinda konusulanlar1 dinlerken, ne kadara gitmis olabileceklerini merak
etmistim ve yok pahasina satildiklarimi duydugumda ¢ok hiiziinlenmistim.

Bu olaydan sonra biiyiik ¢cocuklarin gittigi, biiyiik, soguk ve kasvetli, yenilecek ve giyilecek her
seyin sert, kaba ve yetersiz miktarda oldugu bir okula gonderildim; okuldaki biiyiik ya da kii¢iik olsun
hepsi de son derece zalim olan ¢ocuklar, ben daha oraya gelmeden, evimizdeki satisla ilgili her seyi
ogrenmislerdi; oradan ne getirdigimi, beni kimin satin aldigim soruyor, yammdan gec¢erken,
“Satiyorum, sattyorum, saaaattim!” diye bagirip benimle dalga gegiyorlardi. O sefil yerde, aslinda
Harun oldugumu ve bir zamanlar bir haremimin oldugunu hi¢ sdylemedim; cilinkii onlara bu
basarisizliktan s6z edersem cok tziilecegimi ve bu yiizden, okulun oyun alanimin yakinindaki bir
g0lciliglin biraya benzeyen ¢amurlu suyunda kendimi bogmak zorunda kalacagimu biliyordum.

Ah ben! Ah ben! O odaya yerlestigimden bu yana dostlarim, o ¢ocugun odasina, kendi
cocuklugumun, kendi masumiyetimin ve kendi cocuksu hayallerimin disinda baska hi¢bir hayalet
gelmedi. Cogu kez bu hayalin pesinden gittim; ama bu insan adimlarimla ona yetisemedim, bu insan
ellerimle ona dokunamadim, bu insan yiiregimle onun safligint koruyamadim. Ve simdi beni,
olabildigince neseli ve minnettar bir halde, aynamda stirekli degisen musterileri sirayla tiras ettigim
kotli kaderimle ugrasirken ve bana oliimlii bir hayat arkadasi olarak bagislanms bir iskeletle uyuyup
uyanirken goriiyorsunuz.



PERILI EV UZERINE...

Dickens 7 Subat 1812°de Portsmouth’ta dogdu. Annesinin babasi, yani dedesi hali vakti yerinde bir
aileden bir bahriye subayiydi; babasi ise, sevimli, hos, ama ayagini yere bir tlirlii saglam basmayan,
yakas1 mali zorluklardan kurtulamayan biriydi. Aile 1lk birka¢ giizel yilin ardindan kirsal Chatham’1
terk edip Londra’ya yerlesmek zorunda kaldi. Bu kirsal yerlesim yeri Biiyiik Umutlar romamnin
atmosferine damgasini basan yerdir; Dickens yaslilik yillarinda buraya geri donecektir. Aile 1822°de
Londra’ya yerlestiginde, Dickens kendini gittikge yalmz, terk edilmis hissetmeye baslayacak ve bir
hirsiz, serseri olmayisim Tanri’mn onu korumus olmasina baglayacaktir. Ozellikle babasi mali
kaynaklarimin neredeyse tiilkenmis olmasi nedeniyle tamamen kendi derdine diismiis, Dickens bu
bliylik kentin cangilinda, onu yetistirmeyi hemen hemen unutmus olan babasimn kumara diiskiinliigii
yiiziinden 1yice batmasi lizerine, okulu birakip “Warren” kundura boyasi fabrikasinda ise girmek
zorunda kalmustir; burada siseleri doldurup tizerlerine etiketler yapistirmaktadir. (Romanda Joe
Gargery’nin Londra’ya ilk gelisinde boyle bir fabrika ziyaretini progranuna almasi demek ki bir
rastlantt degildir.)

Dickens, romanlarindan da cikartabilecegimiz gibi kendini bu cangilda terk edilmis, yalmz
hissetmektedir; yetenek ve becerilerin egitimle gelistirilebilecegi umudunu iyice yitirmistir.
Boylesine siradan bir ise o yasta nasil dylesine kolayca layik goriildiigiinii bir tiirlii anlayamayacaktir
cocuk Dickens. Baba Dickens borglarindan otiirii ic ay hapis cezasim ¢ekmek lizere Marrshalsea
cezaevine konur; ¢iktiktan sonra oglunun calistigi yere gider ve pencerelerden birinden, igeride
calisan oglunu goriince, onu hemen isten ¢ikartmaya karar verir, ancak bu kararina esi direnir.
Dickens gerek o isyerindeki gilinlerini gerekse de annesinin kendisine boyle bir is hayatim layik
gormesini bir tiirlii unutamayacaktir; gecmis 0ylesine bir travmadir ki; Dickens ileride ne esine ne
cocuklarina hayat ¢ykiisliniin bu par¢asini anlatacaktir.

Geng Dickens artik okula gidebilecektir; bir avukatlik bilirosunda cirak-katip olarak caligsmaya
baslar; ardindan parlamento muhabirligi, gazete haberciligi yapar; derken ilk edebiyat karalamalarim
okurlar ile bulusturma olanag bulur ve Sketches by Boz’un (Boz’un Karalamalari) ardindan
Posthumous Papers of the Pickwick Club (Bay Pickwick’in Seriivenleri) ile edebiyat alaminda hizla
yiikseleceginin sinyallerini verir.

Mesleki alanda oldugu kadar para kazanma alaminda da attig1 basarili adimlar, Dickens’in travmatik
izler birakmis olan gegmisiyle basa ¢ikmasina elbette yetmeyecekti. Biiyiik kentin ormanminda yitip
gitmek; 1z, etki birakmadan, yasadigindan kimsenin haberi olmadan yok olmak; orta sinif bir aile
diizeyinden alt siniflarin, lumpen kesimin diizeyine diisme korkusundan kurtulamamak; ahlaki dayanak
ve ilkelerini yitirme endisesi vb. etmenler bu travmatik ¢ocukluk ve ilk geng¢lik yillarinin belirleyici
olgulartydi. Anlayistan yoksun, kendi derdine diismiis bir yetiskinler diinyasinda savrulup gitmis,
kimsesiz ¢ocuklarin baglarina gelenler, sahipsiz ¢ocuk figlirleri, hemen biitiin Dickens romanlarinda
bas kisi ya da yan figiirler olarak karsimiza c¢ikarlar: Oliver Twist, Nicholas Nickleby, Antikaci
Diikkani, Dombey ile Oglu, David Copperfield ve nihayet Biiyiik Umutlar.

Dickens’1n birinci tekil kisi (ben-anlatim) teknigiyle sundugu David Copperfield, sadist bir iivey
babamn, insafsiz, baskici bir egitim kurumunun ve bir fabrikadaki insan onurunu hige sayan
uygulamalarin ¢emberinde ¢ikis arayan, kendi giicli ve dis destekler yardimiyla yolunu ¢izip hayata
atilan, biitiin engellere ragmen toplumdaki kendine uygun yeri bulan bir ¢ocugun oykiisiinii anlatir. Bu



varolus miicadelesinin fonunda fabrika isciligi, O0grenim yillari, parlamento muhabirligi, Maria
Beadnell’e duyulan agk, vb. otobiyografik olaylar yer alir. Ahlakli, erdemli olmanin 6diiliiniin eninde
sonunda elde edildigi, umutlarin bosa ¢ikmadig bir hayatin romanidir David Copperfield.

Dickens anlatimin otobiyografik (6zyasamdykiisii) 6zelligini kendi icine bakisin agtigi pencereden
sunar bize; kendine yonelik derin bir kavrama kaygis1 tasir anlati ve Charles Dickens biyografi yazari
Edgar Johnson’un 1952°de belirttigi gibi “0zelestiri yaparken kendine kars1 miithis insafsizdir.”



Gelisim Romani

“Gelisim romam” modern kokeni 18. yiizyilin ikinci yarisina kadar geri giden, burjuva bireyin
gelisme, yetisme ve hayati tamma siire¢lerini yer yer toplumsal sartlarla karsilikli iliski i¢inde veren

romanlar1 tanimlayan bir edebiyat kategorisidir. Tehlikeli Lliskiler’ el yazdigimiz 6nsdzde mektup-
roman tiiriine genis bir yer ayirmus, modern (burjuva) romaminin dogusunda mektup tiirtiniin yerine
deginmis, Aydinlanma hareketi ile roman arasindaki bag yorumlamaya ¢alismistik. Roman, demistik,
zaten burjuva sinifi ile birlikte dogmustur. Aydinlanma hareketi (kiiltiirii, felsefesi vb.) rahatlikla
burjuva smmfinin diinya goriisii olarak anlasilabilecegi icin de Aydinlanma ile modern roman
arasindaki bag da kendiliginden kurulabilir. Romanin bir edebiyat tiirii olarak mesrulastirilmasi, 6teki
edebiyat tiirlerinin arasinda kendine (6nce) bir yer bulabilmesi, Aydinlanma’mn bir basaris1 ya da
armagamdir; ancak Aydinlanma dénemi i¢inde 18. ylizyilin sonuna dogru “sanat-dénemi” olarak da
bilinen bir donem, romanin tiir olarak tiyatro (siir) yaninda esdegerli bir “koltuga” oturmasim
saglamistir. Goethe’ninlZGen¢ Werther ’in Acilari (1774) ve Wieland’in Agathon’u Almanya’da,
burjuva bireyinin ilk deneyimlerini ve kendini gelistirme ¢abalarim edebiyatta anlatmaya yonelmis
ilk “gelisim romam™ Ornekleri sayilirlar. Ne var ki bir roman olarak kendilerine yonelik beklentileri
yerine getirmekten alabildigine uzaktir bu iki metin. Geng Werther 'in Actlari’m okumus olan okur,
Werther’in hayatinin simrli bir kesimini kapsayan bu mektup-romamn, toplumsal diinyay1 bir fon
diizeyine ¢ektigini hatirlayacaktir.

Kahramammn 6znel diinyasiyla sinmirli, estetik-gilizellik-doga ve tanrisal uyum kavramlarim 6ne
cikartip duran bir metindir bu. Wieland’1in Agathon metni, ilk¢ag diinyasinda gegen konusuyla, 18.
yiizy1l burjuva bireyinin kimlik sorununu agmaktan ¢ok orter. Geng Werther 'in Actlar: adli romanin
actig1 yoldan kisa siirede ¢ok sayida gelisim romam yazilmistir. Bunlardan, gene Goethe’nin yapiti
olan Wilhelm Meisters Lehrjahre (Wilhelm Meister’in Ogrenim Yillar1) Almanya’da burjuva
aydiminin ¢aga yonelik deneyim ve yasantilarim1 herhangi tarihsel bir kostiime biirlindiirmeden
anlatmay1 basarmistir; roman, “gelisim romaninin” ana hatlarini belirleyen bir metin olarak apayr1 bir
onem tasir. Bir insanin i¢ ve dis gelismesini, baglangi¢tan belli bir olgunluk asamasina kadar 1zleyen
bu roman, bireyin mevcut beceri ve yeteneklerinin toplumsal ¢evre ile etkilesiminin sonuglarini genis
bir kiiltiirel ¢erceve icinde sunar. Almanya’da 18. ylizyila damgasini vuran Pietizm ve “kiiltiir
hayranlig1” burjuva bireyinin gelisimine ideal hedefler koyan iki biiyiik etmen olarak anlasilabilir.
Bir Goethe hayrani olan Thomas

Carley’in Sartor Resartus’ta (1833) ve daha yakin zamanda Romain Rolland3lJean Christoph’ta
gelisim romam modeline bagli kalarak bu tiiriin 6rneklerini sunmuslardir. Elbette burada adi gecen
romancilarin disinda da bir¢ok yazar, anlatilarimn biitiiniinde olmasa bile, yer yer bir gelisim roman
ornegi vermislerdir.

Dickens, David Copperfield’de kahramam gencin toplumda kendine bir yer edinme miicadelesini
biitiin engellere ragmen, anlamli, bu miicadeleye deger bir ¢aba olarak sunmusken, simdi, beyhude,
gereksiz, bir hi¢c ugruna didinmedir karsimiza ¢ikan. Kuskusuz 6zellikle 18. ve 19. yiizyil Ingiliz,
Fransiz romammnin sosyal siniflarinin yol haritasim ¢ikarmak gibi bir yontem olsa, palazlanan (biiyiik)
burjuvazinin lstiindeki aristokrasinin diinyasina giden yolu zorlayip durdugunu gosteren bir sema
cikabilir karsimiza. Stendhal’int¥ Julien Sorel’i, Thackeray’in®! Barry Lyndon’1 ve baska birgok
ornek, simf atlamaya c¢alisirken “burclardan lizerlerine dokiilen erimis kursunlarin altinda kalan”
hirsli, doyumsuz, gittigi yere kadar giden, ama simifsal bariyerleri de gérme yeteneginden yoksun



iddial1 bireylerin hayat dykiilerini sunar bize. Bu romanlarda kimileyin tarihin dinamikleri, toplumsal
yapi, belirleyici olarak one ¢ikar, ¢ikmadig yerde daha cok “birey” romam tiiriinden sz ederiz.
Ancak “gelisim romaninin” kahramamm c¢ocukluk yillarindan baslayarak izleme 6zelligini bu roman
tiriiniin belirleyici 6zelligi olarak aldigimizda, 6rnegin Barry Lyndon “yarim” bir gelisme romamdir
belki.

Ancak 19. yiizyilin ikinci yarisina dogru, Aydinlanma vaatlerini yerine getirememis bir burjuva
ilerleme hareketi olarak ¢okmiis, Sanayi Devrimi Ingiltere’si zenginlik ile sefaletin goriilebilecek en
zit birlikteligini sunmakta, Avrupa politik ¢alkantilarla altiist olmakta, aristokrasi, hanedanliklar, artik
su altindan “kamuslarla nefes alabilmektedir.” Dickens kahramam Pip’in biiylik beklentileri, sosyal
tirmanma umudu, bir centilmen olarak yasama ideali, Estella ile evlenebilme istegi, hep havada kalan
umutlar1 temsil etmekten de Oteye, bir gencin “yanlis ya da hatali gelismesinin”, yanlis hedeflere
kilitlenmis umutlarin sonuglaridirlar. Pip kokenini inkdr eder, kendi arkadaslarina sadakatini
onemsemez; ziippelesir. Neden sonra, baglandigi umutlarin anlamsizligi yavas yavas su yiiziine
citkmaya basladiginda; malimn miilkiiniin, sosyal statiisiiniin gercek durumu ve kaynaklari belli
oldugunda, Pip ger¢egi kabul etmek ve yanmilsamalarin biiyiisiinden kurtulmak firsattm bulur; simdi
artik hatasim, kabahatini anlamus, ger¢ek kimligini nerede nasil kurmasi gerektigimi gormiis, ters
yoldan da olsa gelismesini bir anlamda tamamlanus biridir o artik.

David Copperfield romamnda David’in gelisme yolunun karsisina dikilen engeller daha ¢ok nesnel,
dis etmenlerden kaynaklanirlarken kahramamn hayat miicadelesinde erdemli karakteri onun biricik
rehberi ya da yardimcisidir. Bu romanda ise, dis etmenler ile karakterin 6zelligi olan zaaf ve
bozukluklarin karsilikl1 etkilesimi, bireyin gelismesinin dogru yoldan sapmasina yol acar demek pek
yanlis olmamali. Boyle bakildiginda bir tiir “gelisime kars1 etmenlerin” romanindan s6z edebiliriz.



iki Sehrin Hikayesi

Tarihsel roman tiirii Ingiltere’de Sir Walter Scott’un 1832°deki oliimiinden sonra da okurunu
kaybetmemisti. Bulwer’in Pompei 'nin Son Giinleri (1835) adl1 eseri Avrupa’da biiyiik bir basariya
ulasmisti. Dickens Ingiliz meslektaslarimin Fransiz Devrimi’ni ele alan romanlarim da okumus
olmaliydi: Zanoni (Bulwer, 1842) ve La Vendée (Anthony Trollopes, 1850).

Ne var ki Dickens’1n tarihi roman konusundaki hesabimn tuttugunu ve fki Sehrin Hikdyesi nin ona
okurunu geri getirdigini sdylemek zordur. BOylesine onemli ve biiyiik bir sanat eserinin okurun
dikkatinden kagmasi1 ve gereken ilgiyi gdrmemesi, pek rastlanmr bir durum degildir edebiyat tarihinde.

Dickens romant bitirdiginde bu metnin elinden ¢ikmis en 1y1 anlati oldugundan kesinlikle emindi (H.
Reinhold, Charles Dickens’ Roman: A Tale of Two Cities. s. 61). Yazarin kendi diisiincesi elbette
tayin edici bir 6nem tasimiyor. Her yazar, her sanatc1 iiriiniinii bitirdiginde havalara girebilir, 6l¢liyii
kacirabilir; ya da hatta, KafkaS! gibi, hepsinin yakilmasim istemese bile, bir siire, biiyiik endise ve
korkulara kapilip eserini okuyucusuna ulastirmakta tereddiit edebilir. Ancak donemin okuru, romam
gerek politik gerekse de sanatsal yonden itirazlar ve elestirilerle karsilamus, yanlis anlasilmalari
onyargilar izlemistir. Hatta 1906 yilinda yapilan bir ankette Dickens’in romanimn en sevilen
romanlar listesinde yer almadigim O6g8reniyoruz. (London Evening News un yaptigi bir ankettir bu.)
Ancak 1. Diinya Savasi’ndan sonra bu romana yonelik ilgi artmaya baslamus ve bu ilgi artarak
glinlimiize kadar gelmistir.

Iki Sehrin Hikdyesi icin, Dickens’in ¢ok az sayida temsili kisiyle bir “devrim tiyatrosunun”
sahnesini doldurma basarisi insam sasirtabilir: Tellson Bankasi’nda ulaklik yapan, geceleri ise
gizlice mezarlar1 acan Jerry Cruncher; kizil sacli, zayif¢a, orta yasli, Fransiz hayat tarzim ve
Devrim’in sert karakterini kavrayamayan bakire Bayan Pross ve bu dehset ve korku doneminin adeta
disi seytam gibi gosterilen, elinden diisiirmedigi orgilisiiyle Bayan Defarge; biitiin bir soylu sinifin
gaddarligimin ve asalakligimin temsili, acimasiz aristokratlarin prototipi olarak sectigi, calistirdig
koylii ve hizmetlilerin canmina okuyan, arabasiyla ezdigi ¢ocugu umursamayan marki...

Ingiltere ile Fransa arasinda simfsal iliskilerin topluma yansiyis1 bakinmindan onemli farklar
bulunmaktadir. Ingiltere’de Sanayi Devrimi’ni destekleyen adimlar ve buluslar Aydinlanma’y1r bir
bilimsel hareket olarak one ¢ikartirken, Fransa’da ¢ikarlar1 sarsilmaya yiliz tutmus aristokrasi ile
burjuvazinin arasini gittikge daha fazla agmustir. Aydinlanma hareketi, Fransa’da bilimsel-teknik bir
ilerlemeden cok siyasal ve ideolojik diizlemde bir degisimin adidir. Ozellikle aristokrasinin (ve
monarsinin) destekleyicisi klerikal simf, 1700’lerin ortasindan itibaren burjuva aydinlarinin,
edebiyat¢ilarin hedefi haline gelmistir. Ote yandan Fransa’da aristokratlarin galisarak, ticaretle ya da
tarimla ugrasarak gelir edinmeleri aristokrasinin gelenegine aykiriydi. Sonucgta Fransiz soylularina
biricik ugras alam olarak politika, yani biirokrasi isleri kaliyordu. Bu da, aristokrasi ile yonetimin
0zdeslesmesi demekti. Burjuva simfimin gelismesi, orada, mantiken aristokrasinin, soylu sinifin
yoksullasmasi ile ters orantili bir siirecin adiydi. Ingiltere’de ise, sokakta eldivenlerini ¢ikartip
halktan kimseler ile boks yapan aristokratlara bile rastlandigim biliyoruz. Orada soylu sinifin
“ticaretini” engelleyen bir gelenekten s6z edilemeyecegi i¢in, burjuvazi ile soylular arasindaki
gerilim Fransa’dakinden farkli, daha yumusak bir niteliktedir. Fransa’da gelismeler, burjuvazinin
halki da arkasina alarak Devrim yapmasina yol agmus, yeni simf, soylular1 imtiyazlarindan arindirip
(en azindan baslangicta) toplumsal yapiya radikal bir miidahalede bulunmustur.



Dickens Fransiz aristokrasisi ile Ingiliz aristokrasisi arasindaki farkliliklar1 hem de Devrim’den
yaklasik yetmis y1l sonra anlatmak istercesine karsimiza imtiyazlar1 tehlikede zorba bir simf ¢ikartir.
Kendi ritiielleri i¢inde hapsolmus bu simiftan, Devrim fikirlerinden etkilenmis yegen Darnay’1 marki
olan amcasindan ve amcasimn ikiz kardesi babasindan ayirarak onu Ingiltere’ye yollar yazar.
Dickens, aslinda bir aristokrat olan Charles Darnay’in bir burjuvaya déniismesinin miimkiin oldugunu
gostermek istercesine, onu simfimn maddi zenginliklerinden arindirir; C. Darnay miilkiinden
vazgecer, kendi entelektiiel birikimiyle yasayacag degisimin Oniinii agmak i¢in “kokeninden” kopar.
Romanda imtiyazlar1 tehlikeye girmis zorba marki, kentteki sarayinda ve kirsaldaki malikanesinde,
bir tiir cehenneme kapannus giinahkar gibidir. Ozellikle kirsalda yar1 a¢ yar1 tok ¢alisan, agliktan
oliince geride biraktiklar1 dul eslerinin mezarlari iistiine odundan derme ¢atma bir ha¢ dikmesine bile
izin verilmeyen bu insanlar, kirsal aristokrasinin gaddarligint ve yeni bir diizende var olma hakkim
yitirmisligini gostermek bakimindan hayatlariyla, yasadiklariyla birer belge sunarlar. Markinin
“cOkmekte” olan satosu, har vurup harman savurdugu zenginlik, kotii yonetim, santaj, borg, tefecilik,
baski, aclik, ¢iplaklik ve acinin olusturdugu “cehenneminin” ¢okmekte olan duvarlaridir adeta. Gergi
iki iilkenin ya da bitin bir Avrupa tlkesindeki aristokratlarin kimi ayirt edici Ozelliklerinin
farkliligina ragmen, bu sinifin genelde tarihsel omriiniin doldugu gercegi degismez. Yil 1789’dur;

aristokrasinin en azindan resmen tarihe gdmiilme saati ¢almistir. Romam sinemalastiran Kubrick!Z de
bize, pudrali solgun yiizleri, rimelli kirpikleri, 6li bakislariyla kendi cehennemine kapanmus bir
sinifin “requiem”ini dinletir adeta. Dickens’1n markisinde temsil edilen aristokrasi ile Thackeray’nin
aristokrat sinifi, birbirini tamamlayan iki portre olustururlar.

Dickens’1n kavrayabildigi kadariyla kent proletaryasi ag¢ bir siirii olarak ¢ikar karsimiza. Aclik ve
temel dogal ihtiyaglar, onlarin yonetilmelerini kolaylastirmistir. A¢liktan 6len kopeklerin etlerinden
yararlanmak bile miimkiin degildir. Yelkenini degisen riizgara gore ¢evirenler bulundugu gibi,
casuslarin agina diismeyen dikkatli kimseler de vardir.

Romanin anlattigi Oykii, yazarin usta kalemi sayesinde inandiriciligini pek yitirmeden bizi sona
kadar gotiiriir. Basta da belirttigimiz gibi, 6ykiiniin omurgasini ve dramasim olusturan yer degistirme
olayin1 Dickens, Wilkie Collins’ten almistir. Sevdigi kadini “6teki” adamla birlikte yollarken kendisi
Oltiime giden ya da geride (belirsizlik i¢inde) kalan seven adam motifi, en son iinlii Casablanca

filmine kadar uzanagelir. Koklerini barok dramalarinda ve Shakespeare’del®! bulabilecegimiz fedakar
asiklar motifi, aslinda romantik dénemin ardindan, modern okur i¢in inandiriciligim ve etkisini
yitirmistir. Casablanca’da, kendisinden politik bakimdan daha yararli olabilecek 6teki adamin 6niinii
acma kaygisi, tematigin romantik boyutunu ortadan kaldirmus, anlatiya politik bir zemin sunmus
gibidir.



Perili Ev

Charles Dickens, Ingiltere’nin, {izerinde giinesin batmadig biiyiik bir imparatorluga doniistiigii
Victoria ¢agimin tanigrydi. Akl ve bilimin {iriinii olan Sanayi Devrimi, Ingiltere’yi yiizyilin en biiyiik
emperyalist glicli yaparken, bir yandan da {ilke zenginlik ile yoksullugun, kentlesme ile kirsalligin yan
yanaligimn celiskileri icindeydi. Aklin (bilimin) ve ilerlemenin tanrisallastirildigi, pozitif
diisiincenin biitiin metafizigi dista biraktig 19. yiizyil Avrupasi’nda (Ingiltere’de) aklin “kisa devre
yapmasini” ve akildisi, denetlenemez, fizik ve doga yasalarina uymayan “seyin” fantastik-gotik tiirde
ortaya ¢iktigim goriiyoruz.

Elbette fantastik olanin 6nciileri de vardi; ilk¢ag mitolojileri, masallar, destanlar, vb, bu “akildig1”
alemi hep bir kars1 diinya olarak yasatagelmislerdi. Ama ilging olan, Sanayi Devrimi’ne bir tepki
olarak da anlasilabilecek romantik ve onun i¢indeki bir tiir olan gotik-romana, hayatin i¢inde bir stirii
“psikokinetik” olayin eslik etmesiydi. 19. yiizyilin ikinci yarisinda Ingiltere’de kurulan “London
Aragtirma Enstitlisii” yaklasik on y1l boyunca binlerce ruh ¢cagirma, kehanet, hayalet, hortlak vakasim
resmen kaydetmistir.

Kisacas1 aklin, bilimin {riinleri arasinda iyi saatte olsunlarin kol gezdigi, {inlii kdhin ve
spritualistlerin paraya para demedikleri bir donemdir bu. Kiz kardesiyle birlikte alti ayligina “adi
ileri derecede perili”’ye ¢ikmus bir eve tasinan anlatici, bu girisimini biraz meraka, biraz da biitiin
dogal sorunlar1 artik yasamis olmalarina baglar. Perili Ev bir bakima aklin kap1 esiginde birakildigi,
korkmak i¢in oraya gelip korku ve kuskularim birbirine bulastirip sonunda korkunun hakimiyetine
girenlerin evidir. Ama bu ev, bizi fantastik olanin kokenine geri gotiiren bir zaman tiinelidir de sanki.
Anlatici, evdeki hayaletin kilavuzlugunda Harun Resit donemine geri gotiiriir bizi; ama elbette boyle
bir akildis1 alemin enikonu akilci oldugunu vehmeden bir toplumda, alayci, bol esprili bir anlatim
gerekli olmaktadir.



THE HAUNTED HOUSE



CHAPTER 1



THE MORTALS IN THE HOUSE

Under none of the accredited ghostly circumstances, and environed by none of the conventional
ghostly surroundings, did I first make acquaintance with the house which is the subject of this
Christmas piece. I saw it in the daylight, with the sun upon it. There was no wind, no rain, no
lightning, no thunder, no awful or unwonted circumstance, of any kind, to heighten its effect. More
than that: I had come to it direct from a railway station: it was not more than a mile distant from the
railway station; and, as I stood outside the house, looking back upon the way I had come, I could see
the goods train running smoothly along the embankment in the valley. I will not say that everything
was utterly commonplace, because I doubt if anything can be that, except to utterly commonplace
people—and there my vanity steps in; but, I will take it on myself to say that anybody might see the
house as I saw it, any fine autumn morning.

The manner of my lighting on it was this.

I was travelling towards London out of the North, intending to stop by the way, to look at the house.
My health required a temporary

residence in the country; and a friend of mine who knew that, and who had happened to drive past
the house, had written to me to suggest it as a likely place. I had got into the train at midnight, and had
fallen asleep, and had woke up and had sat looking out of window at the brilliant Northern Lights in
the sky, and had fallen asleep again, and had woke up again to find the night gone, with the usual
discontented conviction on me that I hadn’t been to sleep at all; —upon which question, in the first
imbecility of that condition, I am ashamed to believe that I would have done wager by battle with the
man who sat opposite me.

That opposite man had had, through the night —as that opposite man always has— several legs too
many, and all of them too long. In addition to this unreasonable conduct (which was only to be
expected of him), he had had a pencil and a pocket-book, and had been perpetually listening and
taking notes. It had appeared to me that these aggravating notes related to the jolts and bumps of the
carriage, and I should have resigned myself to his taking them, under a general supposition that he
was in the civil-engineering way of life, if he had not sat staring straight over my head whenever he
listened. He was a goggle-eyed gentleman of a perplexed aspect, and his demeanour became
unbearable.

It was a cold, dead morning (the sun not being up yet), and when I had out-watched the paling light
of the fires of the iron country, and the curtain of heavy smoke that hung at once between me and the
stars and between me and the day, I turned to my fellow-traveller and said:

“I beg your pardon, sir, but do you observe anything particular in me?” For, really, he appeared to
be taking down, either my travelling-cap or my hair, with a minuteness that was a liberty.

The goggle-eyed gentleman withdrew his eyes from behind me, as if the back of the carriage were a
hundred miles off, and said, with a lofty look of compassion for my insignificance:

“In you, sir? —B.”



“B, sir?” said I, growing warm.
“I have nothing to do with you, sir,” returned the gentleman; “pray let me listen —O.”
He enunciated this vowel after a pause, and noted it down.

At first [ was alarmed, for an Express lunatic and no communication with the guard, is a serious
position. The thought came to my relief that the gentleman might be what is popularly called a
Rapper: one of a sect for (some of) whom I have the highest respect, but whom I don’t believe in. |
was going to ask him the question, when he took the bread out of my mouth.

“You will excuse me,” said the gentleman contemptuously, “if I am too much in advance of common
humanity to trouble myself at all about it. I have passed the night —as indeed I pass the whole of my
time now— in spiritual intercourse.”

“0O!” said I, somewhat snappishly.

“The conferences of the night began,” continued the gentleman, turning several leaves of his note-
book, “with this message: ‘Evil communications corrupt good manners.’”

“Sound,” said [; “but, absolutely new?”
“New from spirits,” returned the gentleman.

I could only repeat my rather snappish “O!” and ask if I might be favoured with the last
communication.

(1Y P

“‘A bird in the hand,”” said the gentleman, reading his last entry with great solemnity, “‘is worth
two in the Bosh.””

“Truly I am of the same opinion,” said [; “but shouldn’t it be Bush?”
“It came to me, Bosh,” returned the gentleman.

The gentleman then informed me that the spirit of Socrates had delivered this special revelation in
the course of the night. “My friend, I hope you are pretty well. There are two in this railway carriage.
How do you do? There are seventeen thousand four hundred and seventy-nine spirits here, but you
cannot see them. Pythagoras is here. He is not at liberty to mention it, but hopes you like travelling.”
Galileo likewise had dropped in, with this scientific intelligence. “I am glad to see you, amico. Come
sta? Water will freeze when it is cold enough. Addio!” In the course of the night, also, the following
phenomena had occurred. Bishop Butler had insisted on spelling his name, “Bubler,” for which
offence against orthography and good manners he had been dismissed as out of temper. John Milton
(suspected of wilful mystification) had repudiated the authorship of Paradise Lost, and had
introduced, as joint authors of that poem, two Unknown gentlemen, respectively named Grungers and
Scadgingtone. And Prince Arthur, nephew of King John of England, had described himself as
tolerably comfortable in the seventh circle, where he was learning to paint on velvet, under the
direction of Mrs. Trimmer and Mary Queen of Scots.

If this should meet the eye of the gentleman who favoured me with these disclosures, I trust he will
excuse my confessing that the sight of the rising sun, and the contemplation of the magnificent Order of



the vast Universe, made me impatient of them. In a word, I was so impatient of them, that I was
mightily glad to get out at the next station, and to exchange these clouds and vapours for the free air of
Heaven.

By that time 1t was a beautiful morning. As I walked away among such leaves as had already fallen
from the golden, brown, and russet trees; and as I looked around me on the wonders of Creation, and
thought of the steady, unchanging, and harmonious laws by which they are sustained; the gentleman’s
spiritual intercourse seemed to me as poor a piece of journey-work as ever this world saw. In which
heathen state of mind, I came within view of the house, and stopped to examine it attentively.

It was a solitary house, standing in a sadly neglected garden: a pretty even square of some two
acres. It was a house of about the time of George the Second; as stiff, as cold, as formal, and in as bad
taste, as could possibly be desired by the most loyal admirer of the whole quartet of Georges. It was
uninhabited, but had, within a year or two, been cheaply repaired to render it habitable; I say cheaply,
because the work had been done in a surface manner, and was already decaying as to the paint and
plaster, though the colours were fresh. A lop-sided board drooped over the garden wall, announcing
that it was “to let on very reasonable terms, well furnished.” It was much too closely and heavily
shadowed by trees, and, in particular, there were six tall poplars before the front windows, which
were excessively melancholy, and the site of which had been extremely 11l chosen.

It was easy to see that it was an avoided house —a house that was shunned by the village, to which
my eye was guided by a church spire some half a mile off— a house that nobody would take. And the
natural inference was, that it had the reputation of being a haunted house.

No period within the four-and-twenty hours of day and night is so solemn to me, as the early
morning. In the summer time, I often rise very early, and repair to my room to do a day’s work before
breakfast, and I am always on those occasions deeply impressed by the stillness and solitude around
me. Besides that there is something awful in the being surrounded by familiar faces asleep —in the
knowledge that those who are dearest to us and to whom we are dearest, are profoundly unconscious
of us, in an impassive state, anticipative of that mysterious condition to which we are all tending— the
stopped life, the broken threads of yesterday, the deserted seat, the closed book, the unfinished but
abandoned occupation, all are images of Death. The tranquillity of the hour is the tranquillity of
Death. The colour and the chill have the same association. Even a certain air that familiar household
objects take upon them when they first emerge from the shadows of the night into the morning, of
being newer, and as they used to be long ago, has its counterpart in the subsidence of the worn face of
maturity or age, in death, into the old youthful look. Moreover, I once saw the apparition of my father,
at this hour. He was alive and well, and nothing ever came of it, but I saw him in the daylight, sitting
with his back towards me, on a seat that stood beside my bed. His head was resting on his hand, and
whether he was slumbering or grieving, I could not discern. Amazed to see him there, I sat up, moved
my position, leaned out of bed, and watched him. As he did not move, I spoke to him more than once.
As he did not move then, I became alarmed and laid my hand upon his shoulder, as I thought —and
there was no such thing.

For all these reasons, and for others less easily and briefly statable, I find the early morning to be
my most ghostly time. Any house would be more or less haunted, to me, in the early morning; and a
haunted house could scarcely address me to greater advantage than then.



I walked on into the village, with the desertion of this house upon my mind, and I found the landlord
of the little inn, sanding his door-step. I bespoke breakfast, and broached the subject of the house.

“Is 1t haunted?” I asked.
The landlord looked at me, shook his head, and answered, “I say nothing.”
“Then it is haunted?”

“Well!” cried the landlord, in an outburst of frankness that had the appearance of desperation— “1
wouldn’t sleep in it.”

“Why not?”’

“If I wanted to have all the bells in a house ring, with nobody to ring em; and all the doors in a
house bang, with nobody to bang em; and all sorts of feet treading about, with no feet there; why,
then,” said the landlord, “I’d sleep in that house.”

“Is anything seen there?”

The landlord looked at me again, and then, with his former appearance of desperation, called down
his stable-yard for “Ikey!”

The call produced a high-shouldered young fellow, with a round red face, a short crop of sandy
hair, a very broad humorous mouth, a turned-up nose, and a great sleeved waistcoat of purple bars,
with mother-of-pearl buttons, that seemed to be growing upon him, and to be in a fair way —if it were
not pruned— of covering his head and overunning his boots.

“This gentleman wants to know,” said the landlord, “if anything’s seen at the Poplars.”
“‘Ooded woman with a howl,” said Ikey, in a state of great freshness.
“Do youmean a cry?”

“I mean a bird, sir.”

“A hooded woman with an owl. Dear me! Did you ever see her?”

“I seen the howl.”

“Never the woman?”

“Not so plain as the howl, but they always keeps together.”

“Has anybody ever seen the woman as plainly as the owl?”

“Lord bless you, sir! Lots.”

“Who?”

“Lord bless you, sir! Lots.”

“The general-dealer opposite, for instance, who is opening his shop?”



“Perkins? Bless you, Perkins wouldn’t go a-nigh the place. No!” observed the young man, with
considerable feeling; “he an’t overwise, an’t Perkins, but he an’t such a fool as that.”

(Here, the landlord murmured his confidence in Perkins’s knowing better.)
“Who is —or who was— the hooded woman with the owl? Do you know?”

“Well!” said Ikey, holding up his cap with one hand while he scratched his head with the other,
“they say, in general, that she was murdered, and the howl he *ooted the while.”

This very concise summary of the facts was all I could learn, except that a young man, as hearty and
likely a young man as ever I see, had been took with fits and held down in ’em, after seeing the
hooded woman. Also, that a personage, dimly described as “a hold chap, a sort of one-eyed tramp,
answering to the name of Joby, unless you challenged him as Greenwood, and then he said, ‘Why not?
and even if so, mind your own business,’”” had encountered the hooded woman, a matter of five or six
times. But, I was not materially assisted by these witnesses: inasmuch as the first was in California,
and the last was, as Ikey said (and he was confirmed by the landlord), Anywheres.

Now, although I regard with a hushed and solemn fear, the mysteries, between which and this state
of existence is interposed the barrier of the great trial and change that fall on all the things that live;
and although I have not the audacity to pretend that I know anything of them; I can no more reconcile
the mere banging of doors, ringing of bells, creaking of boards, and such-like insignificances, with the
majestic beauty and pervading analogy of all the Divine rules that

I am permitted to understand, than I had been able, a little while before, to yoke the spiritual
intercourse of my fellow-traveller to the chariot of the rising sun. Moreover, I had lived in two
haunted houses—both abroad. In one of these, an old Italian palace, which bore the reputation of
being very badly haunted indeed, and which had recently been twice abandoned on that account, I
lived eight months, most tranquilly and pleasantly: notwithstanding that the house had a score of
mysterious bedrooms, which were never used, and possessed, in one large room in which I sat
reading, times out of number at all hours, and next to which I slept, a haunted chamber of the first
pretensions. I gently hinted these considerations to the landlord. And as to this particular house having
a bad name, I reasoned with him, Why, how many things had bad names undeservedly, and how easy
it was to give bad names, and did he not think that if he and I were persistently to whisper in the
village that any weird-looking, old drunken tinker of the neighbourhood had sold himself to the Devil,
he would come in time to be suspected of that commercial venture! All this wise talk was perfectly

ineffective with the landlord, I am bound to confess, and was as dead a failure as ever I made in my
life.

To cut this part of the story short, I was piqued about the haunted house, and was already half
resolved to take it. So, after breakfast, I got the keys from Perkins’s brother-in-law (a whip and
harness maker, who keeps the Post Office, and is under submission to a most rigorous wife of the
Doubly Seceding Little Emmanuel persuasion), and went up to the house, attended by my landlord and

by Ikey.

Within, I found it, as I had expected, transcendently dismal. The slowly changing shadows waved
on it from the heavy trees, were doleful in the last degree; the house was ill-placed, 1ll-built, ill-
planned, and ill-fitted. It was damp, it was not free from dry rot, there was a flavour of rats in it, and



it was the gloomy victim of that indescribable decay which settles on all the work of man’s hands
whenever it’s not turned to man’s account. The kitchens and offices were too large, and too remote
from each other. Above stairs and below, waste tracts of passage intervened between patches of
fertility represented by rooms; and there was a mouldy old well with a green growth upon it, hiding
like a murderous trap, near the bottom of the back-stairs, under the double row of bells. One of these
bells was labelled, on a black ground in faded white letters, MASTER B. This, they told me, was the
bell that rang the most.

“Who was Master B.?” I asked. “Is it known what he did while the owl hooted?”
“Rang the bell,” said Ikey.

I was rather struck by the prompt dexterity with which this young man pitched his fur cap at the bell,
and rang it himself. It was a loud, unpleasant bell, and made a very disagreeable sound. The other
bells were inscribed according to the names of the rooms to which their wires were conducted: as
“Picture Room,” “Double Room,” “Clock Room,” and the like. Following Master B.’s bell to its
source I found that young gentleman to have had but indifferent third-class accommodation in a
triangular cabin under the cock-loft, with a corner fireplace which Master B. must have been
exceedingly small if he were ever able to warm himself at, and a corner chimney-piece like a

pyramidal staircase to the ceiling for Tom Thumb 1l The papering of one side of the room had
dropped down bodily, with fragments of plaster adhering to it, and almost blocked up the door. It
appeared that Master B., in his spiritual condition, always made a point of pulling the paper down.
Neither the landlord nor Ikey could suggest why he made such a fool of himself.

Except that the house had an immensely large rambling loft at top, I made no other discoveries. It
was moderately well furnished, but sparely. Some of the furniture —say, a third— was as old as the
house; the rest was of various periods within the last half century. I was referred to a corn-chandler in
the market-place of the county town to treat for the house. I went that day, and I took it for six months.

It was just the middle of October when I moved in with my maiden sister (I venture to call her
eight-and-thirty, she is so very handsome, sensible, and engaging). We took with us, a deaf stable-
man, my bloodhound Turk, two women servants, and a young person called an Odd Girl. I have
reason to record of the attendant last enumerated, who was one of the Saint Lawrence’s Union Female
Orphans, that she was a fatal mistake and a disastrous engagement.

The year was dying early, the leaves were falling fast, it was a raw cold day when we took
possession, and the gloom of the house was most depressing. The cook (an amiable woman, but of a
weak turn of intellect) burst into tears on beholding the kitchen, and requested that her silver watch
might be delivered over to her sister (2 Tuppintock’s Gardens, Liggs’s Walk, Clapham Rise), in the
event of anything happening to her from the damp. Streaker, the housemaid, feigned cheerfulness, but
was the greater martyr. The Odd Girl, who had never been in the country, alone was pleased, and
made arrangements for sowing an acorn in the garden outside the scullery window, and rearing an
oak.

We went, before dark, through all the natural —as opposed to supernatural— miseries incidental to
our state. Dispiriting reports ascended (like the smoke) from the basement in volumes, and descended
from the upper rooms. There was no rolling-pin, there was no salamander (which failed to surprise
me, for [ don’t know what it is), there was nothing in the house, what there was, was broken, the last



people must have lived like pigs, what could the meaning of the landlord be? Through these
distresses, the Odd Girl was cheerful and exemplary. But within four hours after dark we had got into
a supernatural groove, and the Odd Girl had seen “Eyes,” and was in hysterics.

My sister and I had agreed to keep the haunting strictly to ourselves, and my impression was, and
still is, that I had not left Ikey, when he helped to unload the cart, alone with the women, or any one of
them, for one minute. Nevertheless, as I say, the Odd Girl had “seen Eyes” (no other explanation
could ever be drawn from her), before nine, and by ten o’clock had had as much vinegar applied to
her as would pickle a handsome salmon.

I leave a discerning public to judge of my feelings, when, under these untoward circumstances, at
about half-past ten o’clock Master B.’s bell began to ring in a most infuriated manner, and Turk
howled until the house resounded with his lamentations!

I hope I may never again be in a state of mind so unchristian as the mental frame in which I lived for
some weeks, respecting the memory of Master B. Whether his bell was rung by rats, or mice, or bats,
or wind, or what other accidental vibration, or sometimes by one cause, sometimes another, and
sometimes by collusion, I don’t know; but, certain it is, that it did ring two nights out of three, until I
conceived the happy idea of twisting Master B.’s neck —in other words, breaking his bell short off—
and silencing that young gentleman, as to my experience and belief, for ever.

But, by that time, the Odd Girl had developed such improving powers of catalepsy, that she had
become a shining example of that very inconvenient disorder. She would stiffen, like a Guy

Fawkest2L endowed with unreason, on the most irrelevant occasions. I would address the servants in
a lucid manner, pointing out to them that I had painted Master B.’s room and balked the paper, and
taken Master B.’s bell away and balked the ringing, and if they could suppose that that confounded
boy had lived and died, to clothe himself with no better behaviour than would most unquestionably
have brought him and the sharpest particles of a birch-broom into close acquaintance in the present
imperfect state of existence, could they also suppose a mere poor human being, such as [ was, capable
by those contemptible means of counteracting and limiting the powers of the disembodied spirits of
the dead, or of any spirits?—I say I would become emphatic and cogent, not to say rather complacent,
in such an address, when it would all go for nothing by reason of the Odd Girl’s suddenly stiffening
from the toes upward, and glaring among us like a parochial petrifaction.

Streaker, the housemaid, too, had an attribute of a most discomfiting nature. I am unable to say
whether she was of an unusually lymphatic temperament, or what else was the matter with her, but
this young woman became a mere Distillery for the production of the largest and most transparent
tears I ever met with. Combined with these characteristics, was a peculiar tenacity of hold in those
specimens, so that they didn’t fall, but hung upon her face and nose. In this condition, and mildly and
deplorably shaking her head, her silence would throw me more heavily than the Admirable

Crichtont3! could have done in a verbal disputation for a purse of money. Cook, likewise, always
covered me with confusion as with a garment, by neatly winding up the session with the protest that
the Ouse was wearing her out, and by meekly repeating her last wishes regarding her silver watch.

As to our nightly life, the contagion of suspicion and fear was among us, and there is no such
contagion under the sky. Hooded woman? According to the accounts, we were in a perfect Convent of
hooded women. Noises? With that contagion downstairs, I myself have sat in the dismal parlour,



listening, until I have heard so many and such strange noises, that they would have chilled my blood if
I had not warmed it by dashing out to make discoveries. Try this in bed, in the dead of the night: try
this at your own comfortable fire-side, in the life of the night. You can fill any house with noises, if
you will, until you have a noise for every nerve in your nervous system.

I repeat; the contagion of suspicion and fear was among us, and there is no such contagion under the
sky. The women (their noses in a chronic state of excoriation from smelling-salts) were always
primed and loaded for a swoon, and ready to go off with hair-triggers. The two elder detached the
Odd Girl on all expeditions that were considered doubly hazardous, and she always established the
reputation of such adventures by coming back cataleptic. If Cook or Streaker went overhead after
dark, we knew we should presently hear a bump on the ceiling; and this took place so constantly, that
it was as 1f a fighting man were engaged to go about the house, administering a touch of his art which I
believe is called The Auctioneer, to every domestic he met with.

It was in vain to do anything. It was in vain to be frightened, for the moment in one’s own person, by
a real owl, and then to show the owl. It was in vain to discover, by striking an accidental discord on
the piano, that Turk always howled at particular notes and combinations. It was in vain to be a
Rhadamanthus™! with the bells, and if an unfortunate bell rang without leave, to have it down
inexorably and silence it. It was in vain to fire up chimneys, let torches down the well, charge
furiously into suspected rooms and recesses. We changed servants, and it was no better. The new set
ran away, and a third set came, and it was no better. At last, our comfortable housekeeping got to be
so disorganised and wretched, that I one night dejectedly said to my sister: “Patty, I begin to despair
of our getting people to go on with us here, and I think we must give this up.”

My sister, who 1s a woman of immense spirit, replied, “No, John, don’t give it up. Don’t be beaten,
John. There is another way.”

“And what 1s that?”’ said 1.

“John,” returned my sister, “if we are not to be driven out of this house, and that for no reason
whatever that is apparent to you or me, we must help ourselves and take the house wholly and solely
into our own hands.”

“But, the servants,” said 1.
“Have no servants,” said my sister, boldly.

Like most people in my grade of life, I had never thought of the possibility of going on without those
faithful obstructions. The notion was so new to me when suggested, that I looked very doubtful.

“We know they come here to be frightened and infect one another, and we know they are frightened
and do infect one another,” said my sister.

“With the exception of Bottles,” I observed, in a meditative tone.

(The deaf stable-man. I kept him in my service, and still keep him, as a phenomenon of moroseness
not to be matched in England.)

“To be sure, John,” assented my sister; “except Bottles. And what does that go to prove? Bottles
talks to nobody, and hears nobody unless he is absolutely roared at, and what alarm has Bottles ever



given, or taken! None.”

This was perfectly true; the individual in question having retired, every night at ten o’clock, to his
bed over the coach-house, with no other company than a pitchfork and a pail of water. That the pail of
water would have been over me, and the pitchfork through me, if 1 had put myself without
announcement in Bottles’s way after that minute, I had deposited in my own mind as a fact worth
remembering. Neither had Bottles ever taken the least notice of any of our many uproars. An
imperturbable and speechless man, he had sat at his supper, with Streaker present in a swoon, and the
Odd Girl marble, and had only put another potato in his cheek, or profited by the general misery to
help himself to beefsteak pie.

“And so,” continued my sister, “I exempt Bottles. And considering, John, that the house is too large,
and perhaps too lonely, to be kept well in hand by Bottles, you, and me, I propose that we cast about
among our friends for a certain selected number of the most reliable and willing —form a Society here
for three months— wait upon ourselves and one another —live cheerfully and socially— and see what
happens.”

I was so charmed with my sister, that I embraced her on the spot, and went into her plan with the
greatest ardour.

We were then in the third week of November; but, we took our measures so vigorously, and were
so well seconded by the friends in whom we confided, that there was still a week of the month
unexpired, when our party all came down together merrily, and mustered in the haunted house.

I will mention, in this place, two small changes that [ made while my sister and I were yet alone. It
occurring to me as not improbable that Turk howled in the house at night, partly because he wanted to
get out of it, I stationed him in his kennel outside, but unchained; and I seriously warned the village
that any man who came in his way must not expect to leave him without a rip in his own throat. I then
casually asked Ikey if he were a judge of a gun? On his saying, “Yes, sir, I knows a good gun when I
sees her,” I begged the favour of his stepping up to the house and looking at mine.

“She’s a true one, sir,” said Ikey, after inspecting a double-barrelled rifle that I bought in New York
a few years ago. “No mistake about her, sir.”

“Ikey,” said I, ““don’t mention it; I have seen something in this house.”
“No, sir?” he whispered, greedily opening his eyes. “ *’Ooded lady, sir?”
“Don’t be frightened,” said I. “It was a figure rather like you.”

“Lord, sir?”

“Ikey!” said I, shaking hands with him warmly: I may say affectionately; “if there is any truth in
these ghost-stories, the greatest service I can do you, is, to fire at that figure. And I promise you, by
Heaven and earth, I will do it with this gun if I see it again!”

The young man thanked me, and took his leave with some little precipitation, after declining a glass
of liquor. I imparted my secret to him, because I had never quite forgotten his throwing his cap at the
bell; because I had, on another occasion, noticed something very like a fur cap, lying not far from the
bell, one night when it had burst out ringing; and because I had remarked that we were at our



ghostliest whenever he came up in the evening to comfort the servants. Let me do Ikey no injustice. He
was afraid of the house, and believed in its being haunted; and yet he would play false on the haunting
side, so surely as he got an opportunity. The Odd Girl’s case was exactly similar. She went about the
house in a state of real terror, and yet lied monstrously and wilfully, and invented many of the alarms
she spread, and made many of the sounds we heard. I had had my eye on the two, and I know it. It is
not necessary for me, here, to account for this preposterous state of mind; I content myself with
remarking that it is familiarly known to every intelligent man who has had fair medical, legal, or other
watchful experience; that it is as well established and as common a state of mind as any with which
observers are acquainted; and that it is one of the first elements, above all others, rationally to be
suspected in, and strictly looked for, and separated from, any question of this kind.

To return to our party. The first thing we did when we were all assembled, was, to draw lots for
bedrooms. That done, and every bedroom, and, indeed, the whole house, having been minutely
examined by the whole body, we allotted the various household duties, as if we had been on a gipsy
party, or a yachting party, or a hunting party, or were shipwrecked. I then recounted the floating
rumours concerning the hooded lady, the owl, and Master B.: with others, still more filmy, which had
floated about during our occupation, relative to some ridiculous old ghost of the female gender who
went up and down, carrying the ghost of a round table; and also to an impalpable Jackass, whom
nobody was ever able to catch. Some of these ideas I really believe our people below had
communicated to one another in some diseased way, without conveying them in words. We then
gravely called one another to witness, that we were not there to be deceived, or to deceive —which
we considered pretty much the same thing— and that, with a serious sense of responsibility, we would
be strictly true to one another, and would strictly follow out the truth. The understanding was
established, that any one who heard unusual noises in the night, and who wished to trace them, should
knock at my door; lastly, that on Twelfth Night, the last night of holy Christmas, all our individual
experiences since that then present hour of our coming together in the haunted house, should be
brought to light for the good of all; and that we would hold our peace on the subject till then, unless
on some remarkable provocation to break silence.

We were, in number and in character, as follows:

First —to get my sister and myself out of the way— there were we two. In the drawing of lots, my
sister drew her own room, and I drew Master B.’s. Next, there was our first cousin John Herschel, so
called after the great astronomer: than whom I suppose a better man at a telescope does not breathe.
With him, was his wife: a charming creature to whom he had been married in the previous spring. I
thought 1t (under the circumstances) rather imprudent to bring her, because there is no knowing what
even a false alarm may do at such a time; but I suppose he knew his own business best, and I must say
that if she had been my wife, I never could have left her endearing and bright face behind. They drew
the Clock Room.

Alfred Starling, an uncommonly agreeable young fellow of eight-and-twenty for whom I have the
greatest liking, was in the Double Room; mine, usually, and designated by that name from having a
dressing-room within it, with two large and cumbersome windows, which no wedges I was ever able
to make, would keep from shaking, in any weather, wind or no wind. Alfred is a young fellow who
pretends to be “fast” (another word for loose, as [ understand the term), but who is much too good and
sensible for that nonsense, and who would have distinguished himself before now, if his father had
not unfortunately left him a small independence of two hundred a year, on the strength of which his



only occupation in life has been to spend six. I am in hopes, however, that his Banker may break, or
that he may enter into some speculation guaranteed to pay twenty per cent.; for, [ am convinced that if
he could only be ruined, his fortune is made. Belinda Bates, bosom friend of my sister, and a most
intellectual, amiable, and delightful girl, got the Picture Room. She has a fine genius for poetry,
combined with real business earnestness, and “goes in” —to use an expression of Alfred’s— for
Woman’s mission, Woman’s rights, Woman’s wrongs, and everything that is woman’s with a capital
W, or is not and ought to be, or is and ought not to be. “Most praiseworthy, my dear, and Heaven
prosper you!” I whispered to her on the first night of my taking leave of her at the Picture-Room door,
“but don’t overdo it. And in respect of the great necessity there is, my darling, for more employments
being within the reach of Woman than our civilisation has as yet assigned to her, don’t fly at the
unfortunate men, even those men who are at first sight in your way, as if they were the natural
oppressors of your sex; for, trust me, Belinda, they do sometimes spend their wages among wives and
daughters, sisters, mothers, aunts, and grandmothers; and the play is, really, not all Wolf and Red
Riding-Hood, but has other parts in it.” However, I digress.

Belinda, as I have mentioned, occupied the Picture Room. We had but three other chambers: the
Corner Room, the Cupboard Room, and the Garden Room. My old friend, Jack Governor, “slung his
hammock,” as he called it, in the Corner Room. I have always regarded Jack as the finest-looking
sailor that ever sailed. He is gray now, but as handsome as he was a quarter of a century ago —nay,
handsomer. A portly, cheery, well-built figure of a broad-shouldered man, with a frank smile, a
brilliant dark eye, and a rich dark eyebrow. I remember those under darker hair, and they look all the
better for their silver setting. He has been wherever his Union namesake flies, has Jack, and 1 have
met old shipmates of his, away in the Mediterranean and on the other side of the Atlantic, who have
beamed and brightened at the casual mention of his name, and have cried, “You know Jack Governor?
Then you know a prince of men!” That he is! And so unmistakably a naval officer, that if you were to
meet him coming out of an Esquimaux snow-hut in seal’s skin, you would be vaguely persuaded he
was 1in full naval uniform.

Jack once had that bright clear eye of his on my sister; but, it fell out that he married another lady
and took her to South America, where she died. This was a dozen years ago or more. He brought
down with him to our haunted house a little cask of salt beef; for, he 1s always convinced that all salt
beef not of his own pickling, is mere carrion, and invariably, when he goes to London, packs a piece
in his portmanteau. He had also volunteered to bring with him one “Nat Beaver,” an old comrade of
his, captain of a merchantman. Mr. Beaver, with a thick-set wooden face and figure, and apparently as
hard as a block all over, proved to be an intelligent man, with a world of watery experiences in him,
and great practical knowledge. At times, there was a curious nervousness about him, apparently the
lingering result of some old illness; but, it seldom lasted many minutes. He got the Cupboard Room,
and lay there next to Mr. Undery, my friend and solicitor: who came down, in an amateur capacity,
“to go through with it,” as he said, and who plays whist better than the whole Law List, from the red
cover at the beginning to the red cover at the end.

I never was happier in my life, and I believe it was the universal feeling among us. Jack Governor,
always a man of wonderful resources, was Chief Cook, and made some of the best dishes I ever ate,
including unapproachable curries. My sister was pastrycook and confectioner. Starling and 1 were
Cook’s Mate, turn and turn about, and on special occasions the chief cook “pressed” Mr. Beaver. We
had a great deal of out-door sport and exercise, but nothing was neglected within, and there was no



ill-humour or misunderstanding among us, and our evenings were so delightful that we had at least
one good reason for being reluctant to go to bed.

We had a few night alarms in the beginning. On the first night, I was knocked up by Jack with a most
wonderful ship’s lantern in his hand, like the gills of some monster of the deep, who informed me that
he “was going aloft to the main truck,” to have the weathercock down. It was a stormy night and I
remonstrated; but Jack called my attention to its making a sound like a cry of despair, and said
somebody would be ‘“hailing a ghost” presently, if it wasn’t done. So, up to the top of the house,
where I could hardly stand for the wind, we went, accompanied by Mr. Beaver; and there Jack,
lantern and all, with Mr. Beaver after him, swarmed up to the top of a cupola, some two dozen feet
above the chimneys, and stood upon nothing particular, coolly knocking the weathercock off, until
they both got into such good spirits with the wind and the height, that I thought they would never come
down.

Another night, they turned out again, and had a chimney-cowl off. Another night, they cut a sobbing
and gulping water-pipe away. Another night, they found out something else. On several occasions,
they both, in the coolest manner, simultaneously dropped out of their respective bedroom windows,
hand over hand by their counterpanes, to “overhaul” something mysterious in the garden.

The engagement among us was faithfully kept, and nobody revealed anything. All we knew was, if
any one’s room were haunted, no one looked the worse for it.



CHAPTER 11



THE GHOST IN MASTER B.”’S ROOM

When [ established myself in the triangular garret which had gained so distinguished a reputation,
my thoughts naturally turned to Master B. My speculations about him were uneasy and manifold.
Whether his Christian name was Benjamin, Bissextile (from his having been born in Leap Year),
Bartholomew, or Bill. Whether the initial letter belonged to his family name, and that was Baxter,
Black, Brown, Barker, Buggins, Baker, or Bird. Whether he was a foundling, and had been baptized
B. Whether he was a lion-hearted boy, and B. was short for Briton, or for Bull. Whether he could
possibly have been kith and kin to an illustrious lady who brightened my own childhood, and had
come of the blood of the brilliant Mother Bunch?

With these profitless meditations I tormented myself much. I also carried the mysterious letter into
the appearance and pursuits of the deceased; wondering whether he dressed in Blue, wore Boots (he
couldn’t have been Bald), was a boy of Brains, liked Books, was good at Bowling, had any skill as a
Boxer, even in his Buoyant Boyhood Bathed from a Bathing-machine at Bognor, Bangor,
Bournemouth, Brighton, or Broadstairs, like a Bounding Billiard Ball?

So, from the first, I was haunted by the letter B.

It was not long before I remarked that I never by any hazard had a dream of Master B., or of
anything belonging to him. But, the instant I awoke from sleep, at whatever hour of the night, my
thoughts took him up, and roamed away, trying to attach his initial letter to something that would fit it
and keep 1t quiet.

For six nights, I had been worried thus in Master B.’s room, when I began to perceive that things
were going wrong.

The first appearance that presented itself was early in the morning when it was but just daylight and
no more. I was standing shaving at my glass, when I suddenly discovered, to my consternation and
amazement, that [ was shaving —not myself, I am fifty— but a boy. Apparently Master B.!

I trembled and looked over my shoulder; nothing there. I looked again in the glass, and distinctly
saw the features and expression of a boy, who was shaving, not to get rid of a beard, but to get one.
Extremely troubled in my mind, I took a few turns in the room, and went back to the looking-glass,
resolved to steady my hand and complete the operation in which I had been disturbed. Opening my
eyes, which I had shut while recovering my firmness, I now met in the glass, looking straight at me,
the eyes of a young man of four or five and twenty. Terrified by this new ghost, I closed my eyes, and
made a strong effort to recover myself. Opening them again, I saw, shaving his cheek in the glass, my
father, who has long been dead. Nay, I even saw my grandfather too, whom I never did see in my life.

Although naturally much affected by these remarkable visitations, I determined to keep my secret,
until the time agreed upon for the present general disclosure. Agitated by a multitude of curious
thoughts, I retired to my room, that night, prepared to encounter some new experience of a spectral
character. Nor was my preparation needless, for, waking from an uneasy sleep at exactly two o’clock
in the morning, what were my feelings to find that I was sharing my bed with the skeleton of Master
B.!



I sprang up, and the skeleton sprang up also. I then heard a plaintive voice saying, “Where am I?
What is become of me?” and, looking hard in that direction, perceived the ghost of Master B.

The young spectre was dressed in an obsolete fashion: or rather, was not so much dressed as put
into a case of inferior pepper-and-salt cloth, made horrible by means of shining buttons. I observed
that these buttons went, in a double row, over each shoulder of the young ghost, and appeared to
descend his back. He wore a frill round his neck. His right hand (which I distinctly noticed to be
inky) was laid upon his stomach; connecting this action with some feeble pimples on his countenance,
and his general air of nausea, I concluded this ghost to be the ghost of a boy who had habitually taken
a great deal too much medicine.

“Where am 1?” said the little spectre, in a pathetic voice. “And why was I born in the Calomell!
days, and why did I have all that Calomel given me?”

I replied, with sincere earnestness, that upon my soul I couldn’t tell him.

“Where is my little sister,” said the ghost, “and where my angelic little wife, and where is the boy I
went to school with?”

I entreated the phantom to be comforted, and above all things to take heart respecting the loss of the
boy he went to school with. I represented to him that probably that boy never did, within human
experience, come out well, when discovered. I urged that [ myself had, in later life, turned up several
boys whom I went to school with, and none of them had at all answered. I expressed my humble
belief that that boy never did answer. | represented that he was a mythic character, a delusion, and a
snare. | recounted how, the last time I found him, I found him at a dinner party behind a wall of white
cravat, with an inconclusive opinion on every possible subject, and a power of silent boredom
absolutely Titanic. I related how, on the strength of our having been together at “Old Doylance’s,” he
had asked himself to breakfast with me (a social offence of the largest magnitude); how, fanning my
weak embers of belief in Doylance’s boys, I had let him in; and how, he had proved to be a fearful
wanderer about the earth, pursuing the race of Adam with inexplicable notions concerning the
currency, and with a proposition that the Bank of England should, on pain of being abolished,
instantly strike off and circulate, God knows how many thousand millions of ten-and-sixpenny notes.

The ghost heard me in silence, and with a fixed stare. “Barber!” it apostrophised me when I had
finished.

“Barber?” I repeated—for I am not of that profession.

“Condemned,” said the ghost, “to shave a constant change of customers —now, me— now, a young
man —now, thyself as thou art— now, thy father —now, thy grandfather; condemned, too, to lie down
with a skeleton every night, and to rise with it every morning—"

(I shuddered on hearing this dismal announcement.)
“Barber! Pursue me!”

I had felt, even before the words were uttered, that I was under a spell to pursue the phantom. I
immediately did so, and was in Master B.’s room no longer.

Most people know what long and fatiguing night journeys had been forced upon the witches who



used to confess, and who, no doubt, told the exact truth—particularly as they were always assisted
with leading questions, and the Torture was always ready. I asseverate that, during my occupation of
Master B.’s room, | was taken by the ghost that haunted it, on expeditions fully as long and wild as
any of those. Assuredly, [ was presented to no shabby old man with a goat’s horns and tail (something
between Pan and an old clothesman), holding conventional receptions, as stupid as those of real life
and less decent; but, I came upon other things which appeared to me to have more meaning.

Confident that I speak the truth and shall be believed, I declare without hesitation that I followed the
ghost, in the first instance on a broom-stick, and afterwards on a rocking-horse. The very smell of the
animal’s paint —especially when I brought it out, by making him warm- I am ready to swear to. I
followed the ghost, afterwards, in a hackney coach; an institution with the peculiar smell of which, the
present generation is unacquainted, but to which I am again ready to swear as a combination of stable,
dog with the mange, and very old bellows. (In this, I appeal to previous generations to confirm or
refute me.) I pursued the phantom, on a headless donkey: at least, upon a donkey who was so
interested in the state of his stomach that his head was always down there, investigating it; on ponies,
expressly born to kick up behind; on roundabouts and swings, from fairs; in the first cab —another
forgotten institution where the fare regularly got into bed, and was tucked up with the driver.

Not to trouble you with a detailed account of all my travels in pursuit of the ghost of Master B.,
which were longer and more wonderful than those of Sinbad the Sailor, I will confine myself to one
experience from which you may judge of many.

I was marvellously changed. I was myself, yet not myself. I was conscious of something within me,
which has been the same all through my life, and which I have always recognised under all its phases
and varieties as never altering, and yet [ was not the I who had gone to bed in Master B.’s room. I had
the smoothest of faces and the shortest of legs, and I had taken another creature like myself, also with
the smoothest of faces and the shortest of legs, behind a door, and was confiding to him a proposition
of the most astounding nature.

This proposition was, that we should have a Seraglio.

The other creature assented warmly. He had no notion of respectability, neither had I. It was the
custom of the East, it was the way of the good Caliph Haroun Alraschid (let me have the corrupted
name again for once, it is so scented with sweet memories!), the usage was highly laudable, and most
worthy of imitation. “O, yes! Let us,” said the other creature with a jump, “have a Seraglio.”

It was not because we entertained the faintest doubts of the meritorious character of the Oriental
establishment we proposed to import, that we perceived it must be kept a secret from Miss Griffin. It
was because we knew Miss Griffin to be bereft of human sympathies, and incapable of appreciating
the greatness of the great Haroun. Mystery impenetrably shrouded from Miss Griffin then, let us
entrust it to Miss Bule.

We were ten in Miss Griffin’s establishment by Hampstead Ponds; eight ladies and two gentlemen.
Miss Bule, whom I judge to have attained the ripe age of eight or nine, took the lead in society. I
opened the subject to her in the course of the day, and proposed that she should become the Favourite.

Miss Bule, after struggling with the diffidence so natural to, and charming in, her adorable sex,
expressed herself as flattered by the idea, but wished to know how it was proposed to provide for



Miss Pipson? Miss Bule —who was understood to have vowed towards that young lady, a friendship,
halves, and no secrets, until death, on the Church Service and Lessons complete in two volumes with
case and lock— Miss Bule said she could not, as the friend of Pipson, disguise from herself, or me,
that Pipson was not one of the common.

Now, Miss Pipson, having curly hair and blue eyes (which was my idea of anything mortal and
feminine that was called Fair), I promptly replied that I regarded Miss Pipson in the light of a Fair
Circassian.

“And what then?” Miss Bule pensively asked.
I replied that she must be inveigled by a Merchant, brought to me veiled, and purchased as a slave.

[ The other creature had already fallen into the second male place in the State, and was set apart for
Grand Vizier. He afterwards resisted this disposal of events, but had his hair pulled until he yielded.]

“Shall I not be jealous?” Miss Bule inquired, casting down her eyes.

“Zobeide, no,” I replied; “you will ever be the favourite Sultana; the first place in my heart, and on
my throne, will be ever yours.”

Miss Bule, upon that assurance, consented to propound the idea to her seven beautiful companions.
It occurring to me, in the course of the same day, that we knew we could trust a grinning and good-
natured soul called Tabby, who was the serving drudge of the house, and had no more figure than one
of the beds, and upon whose face there was always more or less black-lead, I slipped into Miss
Bule’s hand after supper, a little note to that effect; dwelling on the black-lead as being in a manner
deposited by the finger of Providence, pointing Tabby out for Mesrour, the celebrated chief of the
Blacks of the Hareem.

There were difficulties in the formation of the desired institution, as there are in all combinations.
The other creature showed himself of a low character, and, when defeated in aspiring to the throne,
pretended to have conscientious scruples about prostrating himself before the Caliph; wouldn’t call
him Commander of the Faithful; spoke of him slightingly and inconsistently as a mere “chap;” said he,
the other creature, “wouldn’t play” —Play!— and was otherwise coarse and offensive. This meanness
of disposition was, however, put down by the general indignation of an united Seraglio, and I became
blessed in the smiles of eight of the fairest of the daughters of men.

The smiles could only be bestowed when Miss Griffin was looking another way, and only then in a
very wary manner, for there was a legend among the followers of the Prophet that she saw with a
little round ornament in the middle of the pattern on the back of her shawl. But every day after dinner,
for an hour, we were all together, and then the Favourite and the rest of the Royal Hareem competed
who should most beguile the leisure of the Serene Haroun reposing from the cares of State —which
were generally, as in most affairs of State, of an arithmetical character, the Commander of the Faithful
being a fearful boggler at a sum.

On these occasions, the devoted Mesrour, chief of the Blacks of the Hareem, was always in
attendance (Miss Griffin usually ringing for that officer, at the same time, with great vehemence), but
never acquitted himself in a manner worthy of his historical reputation. In the first place, his bringing
a broom into the Divan of the Caliph, even when Haroun wore on his shoulders the red robe of anger



(Miss Pipson’s pelisse), though it might be got over for the moment, was never to be quite
satisfactorily accounted for. In the second place, his breaking out into grinning exclamations of “Lork
you pretties!” was neither Eastern nor respectful. In the third place, when specially instructed to say
“Bismillah!” he always said “Hallelyjah!” This officer, unlike his class, was too good-humoured
altogether, kept his mouth open far too wide, expressed approbation to an incongruous extent, and
even once —it was on the occasion of the purchase of the Fair Circassian for five hundred thousand
purses of gold, and cheap, too— embraced the Slave, the Favourite, and the Caliph, all round.
(Parenthetically let me say God bless Mesrour, and may there have been sons and daughters on that
tender bosom, softening many a hard day since!)

Miss Griffin was a model of propriety, and I am at a loss to imagine what the feelings of the
virtuous woman would have been, if she had known, when she paraded us down the Hampstead Road
two and two, that she was walking with a stately step at the head of Polygamy and Mahomedanism. I
believe that a mysterious and terrible joy with which the contemplation of Miss Griffin, in this
unconscious state, inspired us, and a grim sense prevalent among us that there was a dreadful power
in our knowledge of what Miss Griffin (who knew all things that could be learnt out of book) didn’t
know, were the main-spring of the preservation of our secret. It was wonderfully kept, but was once
upon the verge of self-betrayal. The danger and escape occurred upon a Sunday. We were all ten
ranged in a conspicuous part of the gallery at church, with Miss Griffin at our head —as we were
every Sunday— advertising the establishment in an unsecular sort of way —when the description of
Solomon in his domestic glory happened to be read. The moment that monarch was thus referred to,
conscience whispered me, “Thou, too, Haroun!” The officiating minister had a cast in his eye, and it
assisted conscience by giving him the appearance of reading personally at me. A crimson blush,
attended by a fearful perspiration, suffused my features. The Grand Vizier became more dead than
alive, and the whole Seraglio reddened as if the sunset of Bagdad shone direct upon their lovely
faces. At this portentous time the awful Griffin rose, and balefully surveyed the children of Islam. My
own impression was, that Church and State had entered into a conspiracy with Miss Griffin to expose
us, and that we should all be put into white sheets, and exhibited in the centre aisle. But, so Westerly—
if I may be allowed the expression as opposite to Eastern associations —was Miss Griffin’s sense of
rectitude, that she merely suspected Apples, and we were saved.

I have called the Seraglio, united. Upon the question, solely, whether the Commander of the Faithful
durst exercise a right of kissing in that sanctuary of the palace, were its peerless inmates divided.
Zobeide asserted a counter-right in the Favourite to scratch, and the fair Circassian put her face, for
refuge, into a green baize bag, originally designed for books. On the other hand, a young antelope of
transcendent beauty from the fruitful plains of Camden Town (whence she had been brought, by
traders, 1n the half-yearly caravan that crossed the intermediate desert after the holidays), held more
liberal opinions, but stipulated for limiting the benefit of them to that dog, and son of a dog, the Grand
Vizier—who had no rights, and was not in question. At length, the difficulty was compromised by the
installation of a very youthful slave as Deputy. She, raised upon a stool, officially received upon her
cheeks the salutes intended by the gracious Haroun for other Sultanas, and was privately rewarded
from the coffers of the Ladies of the Hareem.

And now it was, at the full height of enjoyment of my bliss, that I became heavily troubled. I began
to think of my mother, and what she would say to my taking home at Midsummer eight of the most
beautiful of the daughters of men, but all unexpected. I thought of the number of beds we made up at



our house, of my father’s income, and of the baker, and my despondency redoubled. The Seraglio and
malicious Vizier, divining the cause of their Lord’s unhappiness, did their utmost to augment it. They
professed unbounded fidelity, and declared that they would live and die with him. Reduced to the
utmost wretchedness by these protestations of attachment, I lay awake, for hours at a time, ruminating
on my frightful lot. In my despair, I think I might have taken an early opportunity of falling on my
knees before Miss Griffin, avowing my resemblance to Solomon, and praying to be dealt with
according to the outraged laws of my country, if an unthought-of means of escape had not opened
before me.

One day, we were out walking, two and two—on which occasion the Vizier had his usual
instructions to take note of the boy at the turnpike, and if he profanely gazed (which he always did) at
the beauties of the Hareem, to have him bowstrung in the course of the night— and 1t happened that our
hearts were veiled in gloom. An unaccountable action on the part of the antelope had plunged the
State into disgrace. That charmer, on the representation that the previous day was her birthday, and
that vast treasures had been sent in a hamper for its celebration (both

baseless assertions), had secretly but most pressingly invited thirty-five neighbouring princes and
princesses to a ball and supper: with a special stipulation that they were “not to be fetched till
twelve.” This wandering of the antelope’s fancy, led to the surprising arrival at Miss Griffin’s door,
in divers equipages and under various escorts, of a great company in full dress, who were deposited
on the top step in a flush of high expectancy, and who were dismissed in tears. At the beginning of the
double knocks attendant on these ceremonies, the antelope had retired to a back attic, and bolted
herself in; and at every new arrival, Miss Griffin had gone so much more and more distracted, that at
last she had been seen to tear her front. Ultimate capitulation on the part of the offender, had been
followed by solitude in the linen-closet, bread and water and a lecture to all, of vindictive length, in
which Miss Griffin had used expressions: Firstly, “I believe you all of you knew of it;” Secondly,
“Every one of you is as wicked as another;” Thirdly, “A pack of little wretches.”

Under these circumstances, we were walking drearily along; and I especially, with my Moosulmaun
responsibilities heavy on me, was in a very low state of mind; when a strange man accosted Miss
Griffin, and, after walking on at her side for a little while and talking with her, looked at me.
Supposing him to be a minion of the law, and that my hour was come, I instantly ran away, with the
general purpose of making for Egypt.

The whole Seraglio cried out, when they saw me making off as fast as my legs would carry me (I
had an impression that the first turning on the left, and round by the public-house, would be the
shortest way to the Pyramids), Miss Griffin screamed after me, the faithless Vizier ran after me, and
the boy at the turnpike dodged me into a corner, like a sheep, and cut me off. Nobody scolded me
when [ was taken and brought back; Miss Griffin only said, with a stunning gentleness, This was very
curious! Why had I run away when the gentleman looked at me?

If T had had any breath to answer with, I dare say I should have made no answer; having no breath, I
certainly made none. Miss Griffin and the strange man took me between them, and walked me back to
the palace in a sort of state; but not at all (as I couldn’t help feeling, with astonishment) in culprit
state.

When we got there, we went into a room by ourselves, and Miss Griffin called in to her assistance,



Mesrour, chief of the dusky guards of the Hareem. Mesrour, on being whispered to, began to shed
tears. “Bless you, my precious!” said that officer, turning to me; “your Pa’s took bitter bad!”

I asked, with a fluttered heart, “Is he very il1?”

“Lord temper the wind to you, my lamb!” said the good Mesrour, kneeling down, that [ might have a
comforting shoulder for my head to rest on, “your Pa’s dead!”

Haroun Alraschid took to flight at the words; the Seraglio vanished; from that moment, I never again
saw one of the eight of the fairest of the daughters of men.

I was taken home, and there was Debt at home as well as Death, and we had a sale there. My own
little bed was so superciliously looked upon by a Power unknown to me, hazily called “The Trade,”
that a brass coal-scuttle, a roasting-jack, and a birdcage, were obliged to be put into it to make a Lot
of it, and then it went for a song. So I heard mentioned, and I wondered what song, and thought what a
dismal song it must have been to sing!

Then, I was sent to a great, cold, bare, school of big boys; where everything to eat and wear was
thick and clumpy, without being enough; where everybody, large and small, was cruel; where the
boys knew all about the sale, before I got there, and asked me what I had fetched, and who had bought
me, and hooted at me, “Going, going, gone!” I never whispered in that wretched place that I had been
Haroun, or had had a Seraglio: for, I knew that if I mentioned my reverses, I should be so worried,
that I should have to drown myself in the muddy pond near the playground, which looked like the
beer.

Ah me, ah me! No other ghost has haunted the boy’s room, my friends, since I have occupied it, than
the ghost of my own childhood, the ghost of my own innocence, the ghost of my own airy belief. Many
a time have I pursued the phantom: never with this man’s stride of mine to come up with it, never with
these man’s hands of mine to touch it, never more to this man’s heart of mine to hold it in its purity.
And here you see me working out, as cheerfully and thankfully as I may, my doom of shaving in the
glass a constant change of customers, and of lying down and rising up with the skeleton allotted to me
for my mortal companion.



DIiPNOTLAR

(1] Ingilizcede howl feryat, owl baykus demektir. Burada ses benzerligine dayanan bir espri.
[2] Tom Thumb: Boyu basparmak uzunlugunda olan iinlii bir masal kahramani.

[31'17. yiizy1lda yasamus olan iinlii bir isyanci.

[4] Crichton: 16. yiizy1lda yasamus olan iinlii bir Isko¢ soylusu.

[3] 'Yunan mitolojisinde Zeus’la Europa’nin oglu.

(8] Kalomel: Miishil ilac1 olarak kullamlan tatsiz ve renksiz toz.



DIPNOTLAR

(1] Tehlikeli Iliskiler: Choderlos de Laclos, Bordo Siyah Klasik Yayinlar, 2006, Istanbul.
[2] Johann Wolfgang von Goethe (1749-1832): Alman sair, oyun yazari, romanci.

[3] Romain Rolland (1866-1944): Fransiz romanci, oyun ve deneme yazari.

[4] Stendhal (1783-1842): 19. yiizyilin 6nde gelen Fransiz romancilarindan.

[3] William Thackeray (1811-1863): Ingiliz romanci.

1] Franz Kafka (1883-1924): Almanca yazan Cek yazari.

7] Stanley Kubrick (1928-1999): Amerikal1 film yonetmeni.

[8] William Shakespeare (1564-1616): Ingiliz oyun yazari.



DIiPNOTLAR

[1] Tom Thumb: A famous traditional hero who is no bigger than a thumb.
[2] A famous rebel who lived in seventeeth century.

[3] Crichton: One of the famous Scotch noble lived in sixteenth century.
[4] The son of Zeus and Europa in Greek myths.

[3] Calomel: A tasteless colorless powder used medicinally as a cathartic.
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