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I do not lmow if it ever existedw

That lost world fleating dimly on Time's streome
And yet I see it eften, vioclet-misted,

And shimmering at the back of seme vegue dreanm,
Thers were strange towers and curious lapping rivers,
labyrinths ef wonder, and low veults of light,

And bough=orossed skies of flsme, like thet which quivers
Wistfully, just before a winter's night,

Great moors led eff to sedgy shores unpeopled,
Where vast birds wheeled, while en a windswept hill
There was & village, ancient and white-steepled,
With evening chimes for which I listen still,

I do not imow what land it iseor dare

Ask when or why I was, or will be, there,
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I was novor allowod to call hor rny mothor mnd whon I did sho would boat mo, Sovagow
ly, with all hor obsossod fury and tho thrashings have left mo with both tho monorios
ond morkings of her rago, Yot sho wos my mothor so that in ebsolute truth I can stoto
that I novor onoo in tho twonty-six yoars I lived with hor had ovon tho romotost thoug
of killing hor -- an aot whioh prebably, gqvon had I tho most dosporato dosiro to oom-
posc, would havo boon thwortod anyway, for sho slopt littlo, proforring tho slocploss
landscapo boyond our monsion to tho droadog monorios of bed and tho happonings thoroin
thon, too, on nights aftor sho had wroaked hor insatiablo and oruol torturos upon ry
porson, consoquontly proveking at loast tho motive for rotallation, I was subsoquontly
chalnod to tho damp posts in tho collor boncath tho houso to ory and soroan in u;b'por
egony, fll to hor full dolight, '

For this, not tho boatings, I hatod hor; sinco it was in tho dark and huge basomont
that hor mon woro, and who in ry prosonco wore in tho moat horrid stato possiblo, noar.
1y roturning to that frontic condition in which thoy woro whon first imprisoncd, On’
thoso nights, as my swoating and wrackod nind rocalls, I mysolf was no longor hunman,
but rother o stiff, torrifiod, hopploss domon bound to iron pillars that woro sliok
with tho sharpnoss of filod stool and wot with tho liquid of my swoot=fillod bloods It
wos usually doys aftor thoso ordonls boforo I rocallod anything and tho many lapsocs in
ry ronory boar witness to tho froguonoy of ry mothor's (I say it srith cold shuddorings
st111) vongoanco, But I an surc sho novor hatod me, and, aftorwards, whon hor warped ,
and bittor soul was in its noarost proximity to humanity, I fool cortain sho pitfod mo
with at loast tho fundamontal rolationship of oroator to croatode At thoseo tinwos, thoy
it sooms in contradition to tho fooling statod abovo, and rwost llkeoly do to tho fact
thot it wos tho barost and only form of kindnoss I ovor kmow, I actually carod for hor
ond would have undoubtoedly dofondod hor should the angry and rovengeful boings inpris-
onod bolow havo oscapod gorohow and como hungrily secoking hor,

Indood, in thoso nmoronts sho was but a stop fronm womanhood, ard tho roeolloction of
thoso briof houra fortify tho bulwark of my fow and lsolatod patchos of happlnocss and
hopo, though that is o torm which has 1littlo and probably incorroot moaning to mo both
now ond in tho tiro that sho wns alivo, For it was only tho hope of torriblo vongoannco
whioch domandod that my mothor live,

It was during thoso briof poriods of rostraint and noar consclontiousnoss that I ro.
coivod tho fundamontal inoontive towerd lmowlodgo, It should bo obvious that thpo and
its usos woro bountiful thinge, loaving rmo a virtual woalth of ninutos to pursus ny in.
torosts which ovon in ry outrd surroundings woro oxistont. For thoso eonocorns I again
havo ry mothor to thank, for it was sho who, in hor collootod and noar=sanc montality,
introduood mo to thoso intorosts which sho horsclf onco pursuod bofore hor plight boe
ocamo suoh as 1% now wose Sho had whoat I supposo was o boautiful voioo, for, nlthough I
had novor tho opportunity. for comparison anmong woron wocalists, tho occesions whon tho
ron woro in tho houso woro ofton onos in which sho sang, This, I have no doubt, wns
tho protoxt undor which mony of thom woro inducod to comos mothor "lurod" thom into
tho domioilo of an oldorly and accontrio woman for tho purposo of displaying thoir pod-
ontio aptitudos ~= o show which was to bo thoir farowoll appoarancos Singing did atrang
things to hor and it is with tho wottlst of chills.that I rooall tho vibront, highe
pltchod, oxultant notos that rang fron tho dopths of tho oollor oftor am affair had
boon complotod,

llors nlso was o fanatioc love of pootry and ofton in tho dim shadows of tho groat
roon thot foood tho grovo and mcondow boforc our hougo I sat in silonoo listoning to the
intricato and floating rhythns fron hor dowy thront, Thosc sconos aro those first in
oy nind: tho mnesivo room with tho far<off colling, drapod with tho plush, dusty our-
toins; tho agod ook panoling which surroundod a thick, mattod carpot that sank and
swollod undor o passing foot; tho wide, hdge windows that juttod out of tho houso's
sido and papod 1liko hugos lonsos at tho groon countrysides tho soft, staoatto voioco of
nothor roading vorso from hor poots =~ hor lovoliost of mans To hor, thoy woro hor mon,
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Ilow cloarly I romeombar tho soft lispings of hor haggard framo as tho words and ane
ologios woro borno into the stalo air of that old, loatherachaired charbor. Tho soft,
sonsitivc similos that caught at hoartestrings and hold thom and pullodesewntil they
should snap ond drip blood ond toars af lovolinoss...

Such ago how boautifull O lady bright,
Thoso nortal linocanonts soom all rofinod
By favoring Naturo and o saintly nind...

Porhaps hor favorito was Whitman, that strango coso of lonolincss and dissatisfact-
ion, llow cloarly I still can soco thc noarnoss to ocstasy in which sho booamo onrapt=
ured whon coxfrontod with thoso poworful linos:

I kmow I an doathloss,

I know this ordor of nine oannot bo swopt by a
ourpontor's conpnas,

I know I shall not pass liko o child's carlacuo
out with a burnt stick at night,.

I havo no troublo supposing that for within hor sho longed for ono night with hin,
ono rapturo=fillecd darknoss of bod love from which sho might ariso fulfilled and por-
poot, Possibly ovon, sho imagined horsolf child to that "fiorco old mothor" of tho
bard of humanity, She loved pootry and song and tholr boauty which vastly complinont-
od hors, For although I havo not montionod it bLoforo, my rothor was dranatically booum
tifull 90 rmueh groatoer thoe contrast, Ilor clothos wore ugly and hor nind hidoous, and
it 1s for ono thing alono that I owo hor thanks — sho sowod tho ripo scod of tho quosh
for knowlodgo. I still so quost, On vmrnm days, of which thore woro many in the valloy,
it wns with vast ploasuro that I walkod boyond sight of tho houso and into tho long
roodows, Tho houso itsolf was hugo and of tho typo found atop oraggy hills, staring
bongtfully into mountainous chasms and valloys, But our housoc wns nostled within o ring
of smnll domod hills, tho sidos of which ran like smooth mats upwards into a low-slung:
skyes Tho houso, from on top of tho hills, appoarod liko a dirty and sharp Jjowol, jutt-
ing spiko-liko out of tho vorduro and hichor than tho swaying willows which built low
ninorots aorund tho towors of tho gothio structuro, Occasionally, in tho wvenlng, bo=
foro tho sun had sot, wo would wnlk in that groon goftnoss and inhalo tho misty frag-
ranco of life and hor boautios, though those concopts woro strango onos, suroly. I oor-
toinly romombor tho tall broach of troos that facod us as wo startoed into tho ynrd of
uncut groagsosy it was o woll of hanging vogotation that dofiod tho stors and hoavons
ond droppod smnll loavos into tho shallow pond that ran, ponoil-liko, through thom,In
tho dusk that sottlod into tho valloy ot thoso twilight hours tho trocs stood out liko
shadowy sontinols, rigidly silhouottod against a gray soo of sky. Thoy appoarod lonoly,
not having mastorod that rovoront bliss of solf&tudo that 1s 1lsoclation, ond whon tho !
moon finplly hod rison, oasting whito molodios and £illing tho valley with splondor,
thoy lookod tragic,

It woas aftor ono of thoso night walks that tho rost vivid == praoticnlly visual =
improssions of ry nothor's wrath romnins, I darosay thot I was an omotional boing, ale
though not usunlly prono to toarsy yot I suffico to pload tho doop ond profound fooling
which ront ry framo following my mothor's roadings, or,on strikingly boautiful nights,
o wolk outsido tho houso whon it bocoamo lost and wroppod in hanging, vinceliko willow
branchos, Birds livod in tho trcos, ond probably othor aninals thoroanbouts, but of
thoso I was unawaro ot tho timo, Evon tho wingod croaturos whoso notos so thrilled mo
woro usually lost in tho granduor of high-thrown boughs and pillarocd trunks and woro
soldon outstonding in my mind, but on oocasion it woe so, llaving o particularly rofroshs
ing wolk, I was on complotion rummifiod in folicitous joy.

It was in this stato I doignod to oxpross ry affoction and eall hor Mothor}

What changos wrought thomsolvos aoross hor face which hnd bocorv so glowingly awaro
to hor surroundirgs! It was as if o blunt knifo had boon drown across hor footurcs,
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awokoning tho soro pusasions that had so flcotingly rocessed insido hor twistod cone
sciousncgs, It was o diro momont for mo, and to tho blasting surgo of cursos too pro-
fano to montion I was pulled ond whippod across tho shadowy fiolds toward tho houso
which now appoarod o goping, rodwmistod domon, tromuleus in tho anticipation of that
which wus to onsum, Tho sky wns closing in os clouds appoarod evor tho house and tho
walk boack to tho grounds, choked and writhing in thoir roots, was fillod with the mock-
orios of whipporrwills,

It was doys and possibly longor &ftorwnrds that owaronoss roturnod and I awoko sit-
ting in tho hugo room, ry nothor roanding to mw, a stupofiocd and unperceiving audionco,
fron hor favorito of pootas, I tittorod ond sat dully, confusos and disoriontatod, while
tho sight doncod through my brain and rocelloction roturnod. Thon, whon it roturnod,
and tho torrors woro ronewoed in my mind, I lopt from my soat and gtood glaring at hor
who sat calnly, ovon poaoofully, in hor hugo brown chair insido tho framo of ono win-
dow, I atood, ooworing insido rysolf, and mot hor foarful gazo which now siloncod mo
and forcod mo into a chair to stiflo my ront possions, frooing thon to swoll omd burn’
within no, On this day tho pootry wns nothing, for it was tho sharp and focusod kmowle
odpgo of tho last torturo which had filled mo,

Tho droad of that last ordoal! Tho hoinous, splconeturning horror of that night in
tho noar past shook tho fibros of my wook boingl Tho straight, dooply penotrating gazo
of hor who lookod ot mo from passivo =~ ovon, apporontly friondly =- cyost It wos too
mmch, and bogan tho charado of sconos beforo my irmward oyo.

My mothor?s haranguo had boon but a wind through immoveblo c¢liffs in oomparison to
tho tirndo of punishmont which was nino onco wo roachod tho housos It would bo of lit-
tlo noocsalty to dolve inmto dotoil to composo on orderly arraongomont of facts; to ro=
late tho torturo my body ondurod == the bruto pounding of fists flung in stork angor
and hatrodsy tho kicks, hard and wollealmod; tho ripping, scourging clowing which ushor-
od forth rivors of blood fronm a rippod framo; tho shoor, unimnginablo daspair and foar
which I sustoined whilo beoing boaton ond stompod upon and pormeatod throughout with
tho maniacal gruntings ~- not ond yot noarly -~ laughtor, Oh God, thc momory of hor
glowing oyos; oyos whioh noarly flomed rod as tho imprisonod unfortunatos in tho col-
lor, to whon I would prosontly go to bo chaineod and lashod and loft in dospoilod dorke
noss to sook out tho oandlo-like tabornaclos from which omanatod tho proof of hor proe
niscuous indulgencoa, though that is stating it nmildly, And tho lashing that night was
moreo hatoful than most, for it was not ofton thot I callod hor Hothor. I rocoived scars
that night which ronain indelibly improssod over countless othors and to this day ine
part painful hours ond soro=filled nonorios.

I wos not prosont for tho follewing horrors and shall actually bo rolating tho ovonts
which I havo scon happon in othor ingtonces, Fron those orstwhilo oxporionoas. I fool -
an odd noto of gladnoss thot I wos absont from the procoodings, for my mothor's a.tto.ok.
alroady catolyzod through mo, rmst suroly havo boon unimaginably domonic, So on with
tho disporsal of thoso facts which I hove boon nmest likoly subconciously conccaling
thus far in this rocord, I praoy to ocontain ry sonity «~ hoping it is still mino to cone
toin == while I onoo mord dolvo into thoso ovonts, boing an actual and outstanding
particular in ry lifo,

Aftor my mothor had finishod mo, 0 mon onno to tho houso, and hor gloatings nado
plain hor ovil thoughts, Thoy ran truc to forme ly mothor's humor rust havo boon at
awosoro holghts, for whon I first stublod out of my atupor to find mysolf chainod to
tho stooly pillars, I was shockod boyond dosoription, Thoro, not moro than two stops
from my drooping hoad, wns tho latost of tho writhing, tapor-liko prisonst a noat,
sturdy pyramld of bonos which roochod sbout twolve inchos into tho gloon of tho fotid
oollor, Tho bonos woro thoso of hor latost victine, It wns a witchly tochniquo of hors,
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and ono whioh I lmow thoroughly, for sho had no quolns sbout disoussing it with mo and
cotunlly took pride in so doing =~ nlthough tho roasen for it wns nover oloor. Insido
squirnod tho wraithliko rod glow which, I know, was tho irmprisonod soul, Within tho
sopulchor of his own bonos, tho rurdorod man wos dooned to spend his otornal days, not
ovon to bo frood whon tho bonos should doony into nothingnosa == for whon thla heppone
od, o strango ond unusual bird-like thing (nocording $o my mothor) dovourod tho rod-
dish lifoeforso, dopriving thom at last of tho froodom of otornity, Pantastic, undoubt=
odly, but truo ond in torms of all tho othor happonings = boliovablo, oven if horri-
bly diabolical, It was ry mothor's vongooneo on all mon, eroaturos whom sho hatod and
hatod and hatod, Yot sho rmst havo roalizod that it was not ry foult but roally hors
if anyono's that I wos malo, and it wos probably this thot savod mo fron sinilor onds,

Lad tho hours following ry boating and consoquont pillory in that dank, malodorous
bosemont run tho samo to othor cnsos to which I was witnoss, thoy would run somothing
lilko thist tho mon had onllod ot tho houso == bo ho tramp or salosmon is inconsoquon-
tal == not hoving boon lurod thore undor tho alroady ostablishod protoxt of musical
talonts (thore hod herdly boon tino). Ly mothor invariably inmvitod thom to etay, ond,
aftor an oxooptionally fino dinnor, bogan hor play of mognificont charme It wos o pore
formonoo thot should bo soon to bo approoiated, It was o soduction any man, bo ho bog-
gar or bishop, could not rosist, It was o clossio intorpototion of tho powors of woman
ovor mon, ond undoniablo proof of tho strings of oxistonoo sho manipulatos obovo his
hood, iy mothor's boaubty, vhen loosod of hor raggod elothing, was only part of tho show
~ tho prop, you night say == and it wos hor polishod ¢horn which roally turnod tho
act from a lusty corody into a subtlo tragedy. For, just at tho momont whon tho malo
night submit to hor adroit promiscaity, sho struckl

It wos usunlly with a knifo, thin ond long-handlod, which sho usod doftly, insort-
ing to tho applauso of o twistod grin into his whiskoyefod bolly or slightly bolow,
withdrowing it with o quick, corksorow motion. This injurod no bonos, whioch was vory
nocosgary for tho construotion of that devilish pyramid which wns to tako tho placo of
hor hatoful vongofulnoss, Aftor this dobauchory and whilo 1lifo stlll principally ro-
minod, tho roal ploasuros bogan, And lot 1t bo known that sorrow will bo otornally
nino for not boing a party to tho foast which followod, It wns ancthor of tho raro
plocsuros that £illod my 1ifo = tho dovouring of flosh ond tissuo in an oostasy of
wino~1iko blood, That night it wos just furthor rovongo on hor port over mo, and I
wanitod doprivod of ony satisfaotion of appotito,

Now boar in mind that this ia all conjooturo in rogard te tho last pot of my mothor,
I first boonmo oworo of 1ts outoomo whon tho broath of conciousncss stirred in tho flat
alr of tho collar and tho torriblo structuro of bonos stood boforo mo, its oocupant
Ilitting in moddoning dosigns to and fro as thoy so ofton did whon first mado awaro
of thoir ghostly plight, Porhaps tho full foar lay in tho foot that whon I first gnzod
from my blood-stronked and damsgod faco ot tho boing, tho rod soul had rison into tho
skull which my nothor placed abovo the pile of bodiloss bonos and stood glaring at mo
fron hollow oyo-sockots, an offcot which noarly took my lifo, ind suddonly I hoard
from nowhoro == and yet, ovorywhoro =- o torriblo scrcachingy tho sound of tho bird-
thing wos in my oars for tho first tirw, although tho roason for it I ¥now note I roe
sunod oohoronoy sootod in thot plush room to tho tuno of my nothor's roadings...

Todoy rmy mothor is doad, and hor doath was as inoxpliocblo ns hor lifo hod boon.It
bogan with tho hord lmock at tho front doors In antioipation of a now man, I stayod
back in my room, listoning until tho timo should bo right for mo to toke my placo at
tho Foast, But this wos not to bo. I could not soo tho man from rmy doorwoy, but I could
hoar hin plainly,

"So, yo wouldst firat dofy tho Mastor by havin' o huwwn son by that misorablo wrotoh
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Faradny, though why aftor what ho dono to yo is boyond mo, From tho Covon yo wast oxe
pollod, ond from tho Mostorts inTluonoss wore yo barrod, lost yo shouldst snorifioco
tho child to Ho of tho Outor Darkmoss. Ayol And yor brain, trwistoed as it woro by that
fiondish Farnday -= may ho choko on his harpestrings -- pursuod yor noodloss vonzoonco
upon tho humon folk, Joppardizin' tho Sooiotyl And yo daro yot to uso tho Forbiddon
Words of tho Mastor to wroonk your childish venpgonncol" Tho voico was old and croclily,
Yot it boorwd out with groat forec and gavo tho improssion of irmonsc powor, And thon
ho yollod in o torriblo voilco at hor, "MOTIER} llchy Yo darod to dofy tho lastor onco
== and for that yo wnst oxpollod and condormod with yor illoganl brood! Yot yo hast
dorod uso tho Forbidden Word in dofionce of tho llastor hissolfl Arghl Yo sothuto vi
atarost” 7iith this quoor chant thore oome & loud rumblo, and in the rumble voicos,
hidoous boyond doscription, boorod out in answor, spooking Vords that awnkonod in o
groot rovulsion and foor, and I soreamod and flod through tho noarost doorwoyess tho
doorwny to ‘that accursod collorl I ren dewm tho stéps in a blind fronry, ond sought o
groat pillar, which I hid bohind whimporing softly, not daring %o oven look up, lost
I bo foood with that roomts own horrors, And thon, auddonly, & hoard o noisoeas.a sof't,
mifflod padding -~ footstopal Somoono was doconding tho ocollor stair]

I poorod out from ry hiding place, as nuch in wondor and curiosity as in foors But
I was not proparédd for tho sight that mot my oyvse Thore, in tho archway, o figuro
swayod drunkonly, attorpting to brace itsolf by outstrocting its orms to pross agoinst
both walls, Ite blaock hair writhod as if onch strand woro o snokog its faco was horri-
blo, tho skin flaking off and revonling tho skull bonoath; tho flosh wos virtunlly
molting from its arms and logs, rovoaling oloan, whito bono but nothing olso, &hd I
lmow, from tho tattorod clething ond tho Lita of flosh that still romninod, thot this
was ny own, onco-boautiful mothor who stood thoro,

Suddonly, thoro was a noisc, and I watchod in horriblo, holfenurbod fascination os
tho figuro turnod towards o dark spot in tho basoront ond omittod a horriblo, inhunmon
soroan, Ilow long will it tako to purgo tho horrors of thoso fow nomonts fron my tore
turod braint For, out of that dark ond domp cornor, oomo o shadow =- Just o shadow -
of tho horrible croaturc whoso sound so imitatod &hat of a largo bird, Tho forms wore
boooming moro distinet, I scroamod at tho half-formod blosphomy, and tho figuro upon
tho stairs soroomod with mo. I pasgod into o dolayod, but atill morciful, oblivion,

Vhon I awoko, I kmow thot sorothing was wrong. I lookod about, and aow thot, whilo
tho torridblo pyramids romninod, thoro wos no roddish glow in anys. Tho souls of hor
poor victims had gono, And upon tho stolr was tho groatost sorrow that I havo ovor
Jnown ~= tho lifoloss, horribly mutilatod ond docayod body of tho eroaturc that had
boon my mothor, and had mot hor ond In o nost fitting monnore And yotesee

I+ wos with o hoavy heoart and toar-ladon oyos that I bogan mounting tho stairwny to
that now ompty houso abovo,..
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