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The @msts

at Haddon‘le-Green

By ALFRED I TOOKE

A graveyard tale that sounds suspiciously like verse

fire. His wife had gone out for a

walk, when the Vicar dropped in,
and expressed a desire to have 2 most seri-
ous talk. It seemed that a story was float-
ing about, that the churchyard was haunt-
ed at night. The Vicar had heard it from
Absalom Prout, who'd had a most terrible
fright, and swore he had scen, by the
light of the moon, some specters cavort-
ing around; while old Mrs, Mortimer-
Bryce in a swoon by the gate of the
churchyard was found, and later declared
she was sure she had scen some ghosts
at their midnightly revels; though scveral
people of Haddon-le-Green quite Joudly
averred they were devils.

The Bishop was shocked as the story
he heard, absotbing it cum grano salis;
then muttered: “Ghosts? Devils? The
thing is absurd! Some crank giving vent
to his malice, or else some preposterous
prank it must be, or somebody’s idea of
humor. Let's go to the churchyard. Per-
haps we shall sec what caused this ridicu-
lous rumor!” And so, through the dark-
ness; the two of them strolled, discussing
the Curate—a new one; a rather frail
chap, who by someone was told he should
have a mustache—so he grew one! Thus
talking, their way to the churchyard they
sought, and opened the gate and went in,
and sat on a blanket the Bishop had
brought, discussing original sin.

‘The Bishop, -orating, his mission for-
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THE Bishop was poking the library

got, and glibly expounded his views.
The Vicar picked out a less bumpier spot,
and gently fell into a snooze, till the
Bishop's long discourse ran suddenly dry.
The Vicar awoke, and felt queer. The
Bishop leaped up, with a muttered: “Oh,
my!” The Vicar responded: “Dear, dear!”
For up from behind a new tombstone
there loomed a shape that made both of
them cower; and just at that instant
above them there boomed twelve strokes
from the clock in the tower.

Right over the tombstone the visitant
hopped, and in the dim light they ob-
served a piece of a shroud that about it
still flopped, and both were extremely
unnerved. The Bishop was portly; the
Bishop was stout, with a wobble in both
of his knees. The Vicar was prone to at-
tacks of the gout—yet each ran with re-
markable ease. They didn’t go round by
the gate, but, instead, they climbed o'er
the wall, which was quicker.. The Vicar
fell hard on his nose, and it bled. The
Bishop, he fell on the Vicar, and mur-
mured: “Forgive me! The night is so
dark!”, then was up and away with a
bound. The Vicar replied with a scath-
ing remark which by mud was most luck-
ily drowned. Then after the Bishop he
hurriedly fled, till the vicarage safely re-
ceived them. The Vicar's wife gasped;
then she put them to bed, and with hot-
water bottles relieved them.

The Vicar soon sent. her the Curate to
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THE GHOSTS AT HADDON-LE-GREEN

wake. Returning, she said with alarm:
“He isn’t in yet! No, I made no mistake!
I hope he has come to no harm!” But
just at that moment the Curate came in.
They heard his light step on the stair.
‘The Bishop, he muttered: “Original sin!”
The Vicar called out: “Are you there?”
The Curate, he entered with guilt on his
face at this unexpected detection. A but-
terfly net he revealed to their gaze, and
in a large jar, a collection of moths he
had caught. “Pardon me!” he explained,
as he gazed at the bottle enraptured. “My
hobby, you know! I was somewhat de-

ined by a splendid new species I cap-
tured.”

The Bishop, he stared at the Vicar
aghast. The Vicar collapsed with a moan.
“Where were you tonight?” asked the
Bishop at last, with a hint of relief in
his tone.
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“"Where the finest of trophies my ef-
forts reward. In the churchyard!” the
Curate explained. “I hope you don’t
think it improper, my lord?"

The Bishop's expression was pained,
but he choked back the words that he
wanted to use, and murmured: “I'd
rather you'd not. Perhaps some more
suitable place you could choose, or some
—er—less frequented spot?”

The Curate declared he would take the
advice, and said he'd be going, and
bowed, while behind him there fluttered
the butterfly net that looked like a piece
of a shroud.

My story is finished. There’s no more
to write, except that “ghosts” no more
are seen cavorting around in the church-
yard at night, by the good folk of Had-
don-le-Green.
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