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The Signal-Man

By CHARLES DICKENS

3 ALLOA!' Below there!”’
When he heard a volee
thus ecalling to him, he was
standing at the door ot his box, with
a flag m his hand, farled round its
short pole. One wonld have thought,
considering the natarve of the ground,
that he could not have doubted {rom
what quarter the voice came; but in-
stead of looking up to where T stood
on the top of the steep cutting nearly
over his head, he turned himsell
abont, and looked down the Line.
There was something remarkable in
his mammer of doing so, though I
conld not have said for my hife what.
But I know it was remarkable enoueh
to attract my notice, even though his
fizure was foreshortened and shad-
owed, down in the deep treneh, and
mine was high above him, so ykeeped
in the glow of an angry sunset, that
I had shaded my eves with my hand
before I saw him at all.
“Ilallea! Below!™
From looking down the Line, he
turned himself about again, and, rals-
ing his eves, saw my ficure high above
him.
““Is theve any path by wisich 1 ean
come down and speak te yan?”’

He looked up at me without reply-
560

ing, and I looked down ad him with-
out pressing him too soon with a
repetition of my idle quessien. Just
then there eame a vasue vilration in
the earth and air, quickly chasging
into a violent pulsation, and an on-
coming rush that caused me tp start
back, as though it had a foree to draw
me down. When such vapor ag rose
to my height from tlfis mpid train
had passed me, and was sRunming
avway over the landscape, 1 looked
down again, and saw him refmdin
the flag he had shown while the train
went by.

I repeated my inquiry. After o
pause, during which he seemed to re-
gard me with fixed attention, he mo-
tioned with his rolled-up flag townrd
a point on my level, some twa or three
hundred yards distant. 1 ealled down
to him, ‘“*All right!” and made for
that point. Theve, by dint of Woking
closely about me, I found a rough zip-
zag descending path notehed out.
which I followed.

The cuttime was extremely deep,
and unusunally precipitate. It was
made threugh a clammy stone, that
became eozier and wetter as 1 went
down. For these reasons, I fommd the
way long enough to give me time to
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recall a singular air of reluctance or
compulsion with which he had pointed
out the path.

When I came down low enough
upon the zigzag descent to sce him
again, I saw that he was standing be-
tween the rails on the way by which
the train had lately passed, in an
attitude as if he were waiting for me
to appear. He had his left hand at
his chin, and that left elbow rested
on his right hand, crossed over his
breast. His attitude was one of such
expectation and watchfulness that I
stopped a moment, wondering at it.

I resumed my downward way, and
stepping out upon the level of the
railroad, and drawing nearer to him,
saw that he was a dark, sallow man,
with a dark beard, and rather heavy
eyebrows. His post was in as solitary
and dismal a place as ever I saw. On
either side, a dripping-wet wall of
jagged stone, excluding all view but
a strip of sky; the perspective one
way only a crooked prolongation of
this great dungeon; the shorter per-
spective in the other direction ter-
minating in a gloomy red light, and
the gloomier entrance to a hlack tun-
nel, in whose massive architecture
there was a barbarous, depressing,
and forbidding air. So little sunlight
ever found its way to this spot, that
it had an earthy, deadly smell; and

so much cold wind rushed through it,

that it struck chill to me, as if I had
left the natural world.

Before he stirred, I was mnear
enough to him to have touched him.
Not even then removing his eyes from
mine, he stepped back one step, and
lifted his hand.

This was a lonesome post to occupy
(I said), and it had riveted my atten-
tion when I looked down from up
yonder. A visitor was a rarity, I
should suppese; not an unwelcome
rarity, I hoped? In me, he merely
saw a man who had been shut up
within narrow limits all his life, and
who, being at last set free, had a
newly - awakened interest in these
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great works. To such purpose I spoke
to him; but I am far from sure of the
terms I used; for, besides that I am
not happy in opening any conversa-
tion, there was something in the man
that daunted me,

He directed a most curious look
toward the red light near the tun-
vel’s mouth. and looked all abeut it,
as if something were missing frem it,
and then looked at me.

That light was part of his charge?
Was it not ?

He answered in a low voiee, ‘‘Don’t
you know it is?”’

The monstrous thought eame into my
mind, as 1 perused the fixed eyes and
the saturnine fave, that this was a
spixvit, not a man. I have speenlated
sinee, whether there may have heen
infection m my mind.

In my tum, I stepped back. But
in making the action, I detected in
his cyes some latent fear of mre. This
put the monstrous thought to flight.

“You look at me,’”’ T said, foreing
a smile, ‘‘as if you bad a dread of
me.”’

“I was doubtful,”” he returned,
““whether T hrad seen you before.”’

“Where?”’

He pointed to the red light he had
looked at.

““There?’’ I said.

Intently watehful of me, he replied
(but without sound), ‘‘Yes.”’

“My good fellow, what should I do
there? However, be that as it may, 1
never was there, you may swear.”’

“I think I may,”” he rejoined.
“Yes; I am sure I may.”’

His mamner cleared, like my own.
He replied to my remarks with readi-
ness, and in well-chosen words,

He took me into his box, where
there was a fire, a desk for an official
book in which he had to make certain
entries, a telegraphie instrument with
its dial, face, and needles, and the
little bell of which he had spoken. On
my trusting that he would excuse the
remark that he had heen well edu-
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cated, and (I hoped I might say with-
out offcnse) perhaps educawed above
that station, he observed fhat in-
stances of slight inecongruity im smch
wise would rarely he fonnd wanting
among Yarge bhodies of men; that he
had heard 1t was so in workhouscs, in
the police force, even in that Iast
desperate resource, ihe army; and
that he kuew it was so, more or less,
in any great railway staff. He had
been, when young (if I ceuld believe
it, sittimg in that hus—hke seareely
could), a studeunt of nmatmmal philos-
ophy, and had attended lectures; hut
he had run wild, misused his opper-
tunities, gane down, and never risen
again. IIe¢ had no complaint to offer
about ikat. He had made his bed, and
he Mgy upon it. It was far tao late to
make anether.

In a word, I should have set this
man down as one of the safest of men
to be employed in that ecapaeity, but
far the eircumstance that while he was
speaking to me he twice broke off with
a fallen color, turned his face toward
the little bell when it did not ring,
opened the door of the hut (which
was kept shut to exclude the un-
healthy damp)}, and looked out toward
the red light near the mouth of the
tumnel. On both of those oceasions,
he came back to the fire with the in.
explicable air upon him which I had
remarked, without being able to de-
fine, when we were so far asunder.

Said 1, when I rose to leave him,
“You almost make me think that 1
have met with a contented mam.”’

(I am afraid I must acknowledge
that T said it to lead him on.)

‘1 believe T used to be so,’’ he re-
joined. in the low voice in which he
had first spoken: ‘‘but I am tronbled,
sir, I am troubled.”’

He would have recalled the words
it he condd. TTe had said them, how-
cver, and I took them up gnickly.

“With what? What is your
trouble?’’

It is very difficult to impart, sir,
It is very, very difficult to speak of.
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If ever you make me anothcr visit, I
will try to tell you.”

“But I expressly intend to make
you another visit. ga , when shall it
he?’’

“T go off early in the morning, and
I shall be on again at ten tomorrow
night, sir,”’

“I will eome at eleven.’’

He thanked me, and went out at
the door with me. “‘I'll show my
white light, sir,”’ he said, in his pecul-
iar, low voice, ‘‘tfl you have found
the way up. When you have found
it, dom’t call out! And when you are
at the top, don’t call qut!”’

His maunner seemed to make the
placo strike colder to me, but I said
no move than ‘‘Very well.”’

““And when you come down to-
morretv night, don’t call out! Let me
ask you a parting question. What
made you cry, ‘Halloa! Below there!’
tonight?"’

“Heaven knows,'’ said I. “‘I cried
something to that effect——""'

““Not to that effeet, sir. Those were
the very words. I kmow them well.’’
- “*Admit those were the very wovds.
| said them, no doubt, because I saw
vou below.”’

“*For no other reasemn?’’

““What other reason could I pos-
sibly have?”’

“You had no feeling that they were
conveyed to you in anv supermatural
way?’’

X3 No- s

Ho wished me good-night, and held
up his licht. I walked by the side of
the down Line of rails (with a very
disaguecable sensation of a train com-
ing behind me) untit I found thae path.
It was easier to mount than to de-
seend, and I got back to my inn with-
out any adventure.

UNCTUAL to my appoimtment, I
placed my foot on the first notch
of the zigzag next night, as the dis-
tant clocks were striking eleven. He
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was waiting for me at the bottom,
with his white light on.

“I have not ecalled out,”” I said,
when we came close together; ‘‘may
I speak now?’’

““‘By all means, sir.’

‘‘Good-night, then, and here’s my
hand.”’

‘‘Good-night, sir, and here’s mine.”’

With that we walked side by side to
his box, entered it, closed the door,
and sat down by the fire.

I have made up my mind, sir,’’ he
began, bending forward as soon as we
were scated, and speaking in a tone
but a little above a whisper, ‘‘that
you shall not have to ask me twice
what troubles me. I took you for
someone else yesterday evening. That
troubles me."’

“That mistake?’’

‘“No. That someone else.”’

“Who is it?"’

“I don't know.”’

““Like me?"’

““I don’t know. I never saw the
face. The left arm is across the face,
and the right arm is waved—violently
waved. This way.”’

I followed his action with my eyes,
and it was the action of an arm ges-
ticulating, with the utmost passion
and vchemence, ‘“‘For God’s sake,
clear the way.”’

‘“One moonlight night,”’ said the
man, ‘I was sitting here, when I
heard a volece cry, ‘Halloa! Below
there!” 1 started up, looked from
that door, and saw this Someone else
standing by the red light near the
tunne], waving as I just now showed
you. The voice seemed hoarse with
shouting, and it cried, ‘Look out!
Look out!’ And then again, ‘Halloa!
Below there! Look out!’ I caught up
my lamp, turned it on red, and ran
toward the figure, calling, ‘What's
wrong? What has happened ? Where?’
It stood just outside the blackness of
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“the tunnel. T advanced so close upon

it that I wondered at its keeping the
sleeve across its eyes. I ran right up
at it, and had my hand stretched out
to pull the sleeve away, when it was
gone.”’

“Into the tunnel?’’ said I.

““No. I ran on into the tunnel, five
hundred yards. I stopped, and held
up my lamp above my head, and saw
the figures of the measured distance,
and saw the wet stains stealing down
the falls and trickling through ‘the
arch. I ran out again faster than I
had run in (for I had a mortal ab-
horrence of the place upon me), and
I looked all round the red light with
my own red light, and I went up the
iron ladder to the gallery atop of
it, and I came down again, and ran
back here. I telegraphed both ways,
‘An alarm has been given. Is any-
thing wrong?’ The answer came back,
both ways, ‘All well.” ”’

Resisting the slow touch of a frozen
finger tracing out my spine. I showed
him how that this figure must be a
deception of his sense of sight; and
how that figures, originating in dis-
ease of the delicate nerves that min-
ister to the functions of the eye, were
Imown to have often troubled patients,
some of whom had become conscious
of the nature of their afiflietion, and
had even proved it by experiments
upon themselves. ‘“As to an imagi-
nary cry,’’ said I, ‘“do but listen for a
moment to the wind in this unnatural
valley while we speak so lew, and to
the wild harp it makes of the tele-
graph wires.”’

That was all very well, he returned,
after he had sat listening for a while,
and he ought to know something of
the wind and the wires—he who so
often passed long winter nights there,
alone and watching. But h¢ would
heg to remark that he had not fin-
ished.

I asked his pardon, and ke slowly
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added these words, touching my arm:

““Within six hours after the Ap-
pearance, the memorable accident on
this Line happened, and within ten
hours the dead and wounded were
brought along through the tunnel over
the spot, where the figure had stood.’’

A disagrecable shudder crept over
me, but I did my best against it. It
was not to be denied, I rejoined, that
this was a remarkable coincidence,
calculated deeply to impress his mind.
But it was unquestionable that re-
markable coincidences did continually
occur, and they must be taken into
account in dealing with such a sub-
ject. Though, to be sure, I must ad-
mit, I added (for I thought I saw that
he was going to bring the objection
to bear upon me), men of common
sense did mot allow much for coin-
cidences in making the ordinary cal-
culations of life.

He again begged to remark that he
had not finished.

I again begged his pardon for being
betrayed into interruptions.

“This,”” he said, again laying his
hand upon my arm, and glancing aover
his shoulder with hollow eyes, ‘‘was
just a year ago. Six or seven months
passed, and I had recovered from the
surprize and shock, when one morn-
ing, as the day was breaking, I, stand-
ing at the door, looked towards the
red light, and saw the specter again.’’
He stopped, with a fixed look at me.

““Did it ery out?”’

‘‘No. It was silent.’’

“Did it wave its arm?’’

‘“No. It leaned against the shaft of
the light, with both hands before the
face. Like this.”’

Once more I followed his actions
with my eyes. It was an aetion of
mourning. I have scen such an atti-
tude in stone figures on tombs,

“‘Did you go up to it?”’

‘I came in and sat down, partly
to collect my thoughts, partly because
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it had turned me faint. When I went
to the door agam, daylight was above
me, and the ghost was gane.’’

““But nothing followed? Nothing
came of this?”’

He touclred me on the arm with his
forefinger twice or thrice, giving a
ghastly nod each time:

““That very day, as a train came
out of the tunnel, I noticed, at a car-
ringe window on my side, what
looked like a confusion af hands and
heads, and something waved. 1 saw
it just in time to signal the driver,
Stop! He shut off, and put his brakes
on, but the train drifted past herc a
hundred and fifty yards or morc. I
ran after it, and, as I went along,
heard terrible screams and cries. A
beautiful young lady had died in-
stantaneously in one of the compart-
ments and was brought in here, and
laid down on this floor between us.’’

Involuntarily I pushed my chair
back, as I looked from the boards at
which he pointed to himself.

“True, sir. True. Precisely as it
happened, so I tell it yon.”’

I could think of nothing to say, to
any purpose, and my mouth was very
dry. The wind and the wires took up
the story with a long, lamenting wail.

He resumed. ‘‘Now, sir, mark this,
and judge how my mind is troubled.
The specter came back a week ago.
Ever sinee, it has been there, now and
aguin, by fits and starts.’’

‘At the light?’’

‘¢ At the Danger-light.”’

‘““What does it seem to do?”’

He repeated, if possible with in-
creased passion and vehemenece, that
former gesticnlation of ‘‘For God’s
sake, clear the way!”’

Then he went on. ‘‘I have no peace
or rest for it, It ealls to me, for many
minutes together, in an aponized man-
ner, ‘Below there! Look out! Look
out! It stawds waving at me. It
rings my little bel——"’

I caught st that. ‘‘Did it ring your
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bell yesterday evening when I was
here, and you went to the door$¥’”’

“Twice.”

‘“Why, see,”” said I, ‘‘how your
imagination misleads you. My eyes
were on the bell, and my eams were
open to the bell, and if I am a living
man, it did no? ring at these times.
No, nar at any other time, exeept
when it was rung in the natmral
course of physieal things by the sta-
tion commumicating with you.”’

He shook his head. ‘‘1 have never
made a mistake as to that yet, sir. I
have never confused the specter’s ring
with the man’s. The ghost’s ring is a
strange vibration in the bel that it
derives frem nothing else, and I have
not asserted timt the bell stirs to the
eye. I don’t wonder that yom Tafled
to hear it. But I heard it.”’

““And did the specter seem to be
there, when you looked out$’’

¢“1t was there.”’

“‘Both times?’’

He repeated firmly: ‘‘Both times."”’

“Will you come to the deor with
me, and look for it now?”’

He bit his under lip as timagh he
were someéwhat unwilling, but arose.
T opened the door, and stoed en the
step, while he stood in the dporway.
There .was the Danger-light. There
was the dismal mouth of the tumwel.
There ware the high, wet, sterre walls
of the cutfing. There were the stars
above tham,

“Do you see #?’’ 1 asked him, tak-
ing particular note of his fae¢. His
eyes were prominent and strained, but
not very much more Sp, perbaps, than
my own had been when 1 had drected
them earnestly towards the sante spot.

“No,”” he answered. “k s not
there.”’
‘“Agreed,’’ said I.

WE WENY in again, shut the door,
and resumed our seats, I was
thinking how best to improve this
advantage, i it might be cdalled one,
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when he took up the conversation in
such a matter-of-course way, so assum-
ing that there could be mno serious
question of fact between us, that I
felt myself placed in the weakest of
positions.

“‘By this time you will fully under-
stand, sir,”” he said, ‘‘that what
troubles me so dreadfully is the ques-
tion, What does the specter mean?’’

I was not sure, I told him, that I
did fully understand.

“‘What, is its warning against?’’ he
said, ruminating, with his eyes on the
fire, and only by times turning them
on me. ‘‘“What is the danger? What

is the danger? There is danger over-,

hanging somewhere on the Line. Some
dreadful calamity will happen. It is
not to be doubted this third time,
after what has gone before. But sure-
ly this is a cruel haunting of me.
‘What can I do?”’

He pulled out his handkerchief, and
wiped the drops from his heated fore-
head. '

“If I telegraph Danger, on either
side of me, or on both, I can give no
reason for it,”’ he went on, wiping
the palms of his hands. ‘‘I should get
into trouble, and do no good. They
would think I was mad. This is the
way it would work—Message: ‘Dan-
ger! Take care!” Answer: ‘What
Danger? Where?’ Message: ‘Don’t
know. But, for God’s sake, take care!’
They would displace me. What else
could they do?”’

His pain of mind was most pitiable
to see. It was the mental torture of a
conscientious man, oppressed beyond
endurance by an unintelligible re-
sponsihility involving life.

“When it first stood under the
Danger-light,”” he went on, putting
his dark hair back from his head, and
drawing his hands outward across
and across his temples in an extremity
of feverish distress, ‘‘why not tell me
where that accident was to happen—
if it must happen? Why not tell me
how it could be averted—if it could
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have been averted? When on its sec-
ond coming # hid its face, why not
tell me, instead, ‘She is going to die.
Let them keep her at home?’ If it
came, on those twe occasiouns, only to
show me that its warnings were true,
and so to preparc me for the third,
why not warn me plainly now? And
1, Lord help me! A mere poor signal-
man on this solitary station! Why not
go to somebody with credit to be be-
Lieved, and power to act?’”’

When I saw him in this state, I
saw that fer the poor man’s sale, as
well as for the public safety, what I
had to do for the time was to eompose
His mind. Therefore, setting aside all
question of reality or unreality be-
tween us, I represented to him that
whoever thoroughly dischasxged his
duty must do well, and that at least
it was his eomfort that he understood
his duty, though he did mpot under-
stand these confounding Appearances.
In this effort I suececded far better
than in the attempt to reason him out
of his conviction. He hecame calm;
the occupations incidental to his post
as the night advaneed began.to make
larger demands on his attention: and
I left him at two in the morning. 1
had offered to stay through the night,
but he would not hear of 1t.

That T morc than onece looked back
at the red light as I aseended the
pathway, that I did not like the red
light, and that I should have slept
but poorly if my bed had been under
it, I sce no reason to eonceal. Nor did
I Iike the two sequences of the acei-
dent and the dead girl. I sce no rea-
son to conceal that either.

But what ran mest in my thoughts
was the consideration how ought I to
act, having become the recipient of
this diselosure? I had proved the man
to be intelligent, vigilant, painstak-
ing, and exact; but how long might
he remain so, in his state of mind?
Though in a subordinate position, still
he held a most important trust, and
would T (for instance) like to stake
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my own life on the chances of his con-
tinuing to execute it with predision {

Unable to overcome a feeling that
there would be something tmaeherous
in my commatmicating what he had
told me to his superiors in the Com-
pany, without first bemg plain with
himself and prop a middle
course to him, ¥ alti ¥ nesolved to
offer to aeccampany him (otherwise
keeping kis secret for the present) to
the wissst maedieal practitiomer we
could hear of in those peats, and to
take his epimien. A change in his time
of duty wonld come rotmad nest night,
he had apprised me, and ke wonld be
off an howr ar two after sunriee, and
on agatn seon after sunset. I had ap-
pointed to return accordingle.

NEXT evening was a lovely evening,
and 1 walled out early to enjoy
it. The sun was not yet quite down
when I traversed the field-path near
the top of the deep cutting. I would
extend my walk for an hoe, I said
to mysel, half an hour on and hal¥
an hour back, and it wonld then be
time to go to my signal-man’s box.

Before pursning my etroll, I
stepped to the brink, and meduanical-
ly looked down, from the poing from
which I had first seen him, ¥ ean not
deseribe the thrill that seized upon
me, when, close at the mowth of the
tunnel, I saw the appearence of a
man, with his left sleeve across his
eyes, passionately waving his right
arm.

The nameless horror that oppressed
me passed in a moment, for in a mo-
ment T saw that this appearanee of a
man was a man indeed, and that there
was a litthe group of other men, stand-
ing at a shert distance, to whom he
seemed to be rehearsing the gesture
he made. The Danger-light was not
vei lighted. Against its shaft, a little
low hut, entirely new to me, had
heen made of some wooden supports
and tarpaulin. It looked no bigger
than a hed.



WEIRD TALES

“What is the matter?’’ I asked the
men.

‘‘Signal-man killed this morning,
sir.”’

‘“‘Not the man belonging to that
hox?”

“Yes, sir.”

*‘Net, the man I kmow?’’

““You will recognige him, sir, if you
lmew him,’’ said the man who spoke
for the others, solemnly urncovering
his own head, and raising an end of
the tarpgulin, ‘“‘for his faece is quite
conrposed.’’

““Oh, bew did this hapyen ¢ how did
this happent?’’ I asked, turning from
one to another as the hut closed in
again,

‘‘He was cut down by an engine,
sir. No man in Bugland knew his
work better. But somehew he was not
clear of the outer rail. It was just at
broad day. He had struck the light,
and bad the lamp in his hand. As
the engine eame out of the tunnel, his
back was teward her, amd she cut
him dowa. Phat man dreve her, and
he was showing how it happeuned.
Show the gentleman, Tom.”’

The man, who wore a rough, dark
dress, stepped back to his former
plice at the mouth of the tunnel.

‘““Coming round the curve in the
tunnel, sir,’’ he said, ‘‘I saw him at
the end, like as if T saw ham down a
perspective-glass. There was ne time
{o chetk speed, and I kwew him to be
very careful. As he didm’t secem to
take heed of the whistle, I shut it off
when we were rumning down upon
him, and called to Mm as loud as I
could.”’

‘‘“What did you say?’’

“I said, ‘Below there! Look out!
Look eut! For God’s sake, clenr the
way!'»’

I started.

‘“Ah! it was a dreadful time, sir.
I never left off callmg to him. I put
this arm before my eyes not to see,
and I waved this arm to the last; but
it was no use.’’
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