The Canterville Ghost

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

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

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

"How horrid!" cried Mrs. Otis; "l don't at all care for
blood-stains in a sitting-room. It must be removed at
once."

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

"That is all nonsense," cried Washington Otis...

"l have seen things with my own eyes, sir," she said,
"that would make any Christian's hair stand on end,
and many and many a night | have not closed my eyes
in sleep for the awful things that are done here." Mr.
Otis, however, and his wife warmly assured the honest
soul that they were not afraid of ghosts.

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

rusty gyves.

Canterville szelleme

Egy id6s holgy fogadta Gket a verandan. Elegans fe-
kete selyemruhat viselt, rajta egy koténnyel és fehér
kalappal. O Mrs. Umney, a hazvezeténd, akit Mrs. Otis
meghagyott hajdani allasaban Canterville Gtrndjének
nyomatékos kérésére. A hazvezetond mélyen megha-
jolt eléttiik, majd régies modorral koszontotte Oket,
,Szivélyesen iidvozlom Onoket a Canterville kastély-
ban!” A holgyet kovetve athaladtak a gyonyori Tudor
el6csarnokon keresztiil a konyvtarba. A konyvtar fe-
kete tolgyfaburkolatt, hosszukas, alacsony helyiség
volt, a végében egy hatalmas festett tivegablak diszel-
gett. Mar korabban el6készitettek szamukra teat. Le-
vetkoztek és letelepedtek, majd kdrbepillantottak a te-
remben, mig Mrs. Umney vart rajuk. Egyszer csak
Mrs. Otis egy fakovords foltra lett figyelmes a padlon,
épp a kandallo mellett. Mivel nem tudhatta a folt ott 1¢-
tének okat, Mrs Umney-hez szolt, ,,Attol félek valami
kidmlott odal”

-lgen, holgyem -valaszolta mély hangon a hazveze-
tono- ,,Vér fogta be azt a helyet.”

-Milyen ronda! -fakadt ki Mrs. Otis- Egyaltalan nem
érdekelnek vérfoltok egy nappaliban. Siirgdsen el kell
onnan tavolitani!

Az idds holgy elmosolyodott és ugyanazon a mély €s
titokzatos hangon valaszolt:

-Ez Canterville Grnéjének, Eleanore-nak a vére, akivel
azon a helyen végzett a sajat férje, Canterville ura, Si-
mon 1575-ben. Simon ar még kilenc évig élt felesége
meggyilkolasa utan és nagyon titokzatos koriilmények
kozott nyoma veszett. Soha nem kertilt el6 a holtteste,
de biings lelke még mindig kisért a kastélyban. Sok tu-
rista csoddlja a vérfoltot és nem lehet eltavolitani.

-Ez egy kitalacio! -fakadt ki Washington Otis...
-Uram, a sajat szememmel lattam dolgokat - mondta
Mrs.Umney - Azoktdl, amik itt torténnek sok keresz-
tény embernek felall a hatan a sz6r és rengeteg éjsza-
kat toltottem almatlanul a borzalmas dolgok miatt.
Azonban Mr. Otis és felesége biztositottak az Gszinte
lelket, hogy nem félnek a szellemektol.

Tizenegy orakor a csalad nyugovora tért és fél 6ra
mulva mar minden fényt kioltottak. Kis id6 elteltével
Mr. Otis-t felébresztette egy folyosordl jové furcsa zaj.
A hang fémlancok 0sszecsorrenésére hasonlitott és
mintha egyre kdzelebbr6l hallatszodott volna. Egyszer
csak felkelt és megnézte az idot. Pontban éjjel egy ora
volt. Egészen nyugodt volt, érezte a pulzusat, ami nem
volt tul heves. A kiilonos zaj tovabbra is hallhat6 volt
és mar pontosan felismerte a 1éptek zorejét. Felvette a
papucsat és eldszedett egy hosszukas fiolat a neszesze-
rébol, majd kinyitotta az ajtot. Pont maga eldtt megla-
tott a halvany holdfényben egy hatborzongat6 férfit. A
szemei olyan vorosek voltak akar az izz6 szén, a
sziirke, fénytelen haja csimbokokban kigyozott egé-
szen a vallaig. Az antik stilusu 6ltdzete tépett volt és
cafatokban logott. A csukloit és bokait pedig sulyos bi-
lincsek és béklyok szoritottak.
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