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Preface

 


 


Among my favorite horror
writers of all time is M.R. James. Save,
perhaps, for Lovecraft or Ramsey Campbell or Edward Lucas White,
I’m aware of no scribe of the supernatural whose sheer prose-craft
exercises the farthest limits of the utility of the English
language. For this and many other reasons, I’ve read James more
than any other writer. I’ve read everything he’s written dozens and
dozens of times. In the last ten or so years, scarcely a night had
confronted me where I haven’t presumed to sleep without reading a
page or two of James. I’m a James Junkie! One time I read
The Ash Tree twelve
nights in a row, took one night off to re-read HPL’s
Rats in the Walls, then
read The Ash Tree again the next night. That’s pretty peculiar, isn’t
it?

Naming my favorite James
story is an utter impossibility. They’re all my favorite, even his very few
duds. However, high in the list would have to be The Haunted Dolls’ House.
Doesn’t sound very interesting, does it? A doll
house? Big deal! Well, I guarantee you, it IS a big deal, and when
you wake in the wee hours, it will have you seeing things of a
nature altogether unpleasant.

My impression is that James’ style is
one of the hardest to imitate, yet after a number of Lovecraft
pastiches, I now feel it necessary to attempt James. I’ve tried to
simulate his technique, and to “caricaturize” his voice and
characters, making heavy use of reconstitutions of his ingenious
turns of phrase. Of course, there are elements of my story that
won’t be found in James’ work, namely explicit sex and violence.
For this, I can only hope the great spirit of the man will forgive
me.

Welcome to my doll house, and long
live M.R. James!

 


Edward Lee

14 July 2015

Largo, Florida

 


A Dollhouse

 


 


Some time ago, if you
bring your mind back, you’ll recall my retailing of a curious turn
of circumstances referred to me by an acquaintance, a man I chose
to call Mr. D—, and his purchase, from a dealer of some repute, of
a rather outstanding… Well, I shall say only that it was an
outstanding “acquisition.” This I mention only as a relative
intimation (in the hope of whetting this reader’s appetite for a
tale?) but will now suspend anything directly anent to that
acquisition. What I mean, then, is that an occurrence fairly
similar was related to me by the friend of a friend, in what is
obnoxiously called the “smoking parlor” of the lounge at the Globe
Inn near Burnstow. This adventure—if you could call it
that—involved a man of ancestral wealth by the name of Reginald
Lympton (the name is not a fabrication). As to the character of Mr.
Lympton, I suspect the reader will be astute enough to form
a very expeditious judgment, and it may be
justifiable to add a wee observation, however, and (not to appear
deliberately abstruse, which authors are readily accused of being),
make metaphor by saying that all manner of commonplace human
experience may on the rarest of occasions become host to some dark
and very uncommon
crannies, and it was into one such cranny that Mr. Lympton
accidentally stumbled…

 


««—»»

 


As far as I can ascertain,
the provenance of the matter came in the summer of 19—, truly, a
jewel of a summer, distinguished by over-bright flowers, azure
skies, and wind-swept fields whose grass could only be described
as deliriously green. It was the kind of day about which Lympton’s wife,
Mary, would often remark at breakfast, “A good to be alive day,
wouldn’t you say, dear? Who can doubt the existence of God on a day
such as this?” Well, Reginald Lympton had little use for such
observations, for he very much did
doubt the existence of a supreme deity, of God in
particular, and in spirituality over all. And he was clearly
not the sort of man who
might appreciate natural beauty of any manner. It was to material
wealth that he paid his appreciations to, the pleasures of the
world, and the Almighty Quid. These and only these compounds of life made
sense to Lympton; and just as he had little use for
non-material veneration, he had little use for a
wife, namely Mary. Now, for a woman over whose head fifty years had
passed, Mary had retained a good deal of the physical charms that
had blessed her in youth (in fact, Lympton’s very few friends at
the club always intimated what a lucky man Lympton was to have “a
bird like that in your roost,” or to “wake up to a pair of
milk-cans what like’s what she got hangin’ on her chest,” etc. Mary
was Warwickshire stock: robust of bosom and curvature yet unprone
to the excess poundage that came to most in middle age. (Lympton,
however, next door to twenty stone and a confessed gastronomer,
could not boast the same.) She was quiet, to herself with her
meditations and religion, and nearly invisible to Lympton, which
was just the way he liked it. And, to give her credit, she kept the
servants in order, oversaw a spotless abode, maintained a
steady-going household, and prepared the most brilliant renditions
of Toad-in-the-Hole and Steak and Kidney Pie his palate had ever
encountered.

Lympton, by the way, in an
unlikely coincidence regarding his ancestral surname (actually,
once a titled name hailing from Old Surrey), walked with a limp. To
others, Mary included, he attributed this to “shell fragments at
Verdun, those bloody Huns, but I assure you, I gave it back to the
devils tenfold”; yet in truth, Lympton had not served in the
Great War, nor had he ever been deputed in
any way as a militaire.
His limp was the result of falling from a
tree-house as a child when the upper most rung on the ladder gave
way under his overweight. Hence, Lympton limped into the dining
nook, where he and his wife shared inconsequential company at
breakfast-time.

“And what have you been doing this
fine summer day, sweetheart?” Mary asked from her standard place
behind the tea urn.

Lympton picked up that day’s post
delivery from the table. “Oh, the usual thing, my dear, the usual
thing,” came his indirect reply.

He flipped through the mail, and
singled out one stout envelope that promised to be of interest. “I
inspected the grounds, and found them in some reasonable semblance
of order, had a chat with Leventhorp next door, then took in a bit
of a walk, remembering what the doctor had advised about
exercise.”

Yet this answer to Mary’s question,
like so very many, were outright lies. He had not exercised, had
not inspected the grounds, and had not exchanged discourse with
their surly neighbor; instead, Lympton had masturbated in his study
whilst thinking about Leventhorp’s young and comely daughter. Then
he’d taken some Medoc and had a satisfying nap.

“And now,” he added, “I
mean to give my collection a dusting.” This suffix, however,
was not a lie,
for he intended to do just that after his tea.

The reader will logically wonder next
just what sort of things comprised Lympton’s “collection”— or, no,
I do you disservice. This story’s title will have already told
you.

Mary poured the tea,
hiding the smirk generated by the fact that her husband had made
absolutely no notice of her brassiereless state; and this state,
along with her smart lavender summer dress with the plunging
neckline, divulged an image of a bosom that any man would carry in
his memory for some lengthy time. It was a large mammarian carriage, indeed,
yet each fleshy orb, easily the size of an infant’s head, remained
high, pert, and firm even after the accrual of half a
century.

Lympton, as was his wont, seemed
oblivious; Mary suspected that she could well have been stark naked
and her husband would not have batted a proverbial eye.

He fastidiously opened the
envelope.

“It’s from that man Britnell, isn’t
it?” Mary remarked. For the sake of pleasantry, she added, “I hope
he found an exciting new addition for you, dear.”

Lympton had not heard her,
or if he had, he disregarded her. From the envelope, he
withdrew the rather lengthy quarterly
itemization that he much looked forward to: the current catalogue
of Britnell & Sons, Ltd., perhaps the premier reseller in all
the country of objets d’art
of every kind. Lympton had made some of the
finest purchases of his celebrated collection from this J.W.
Britnell, including, most recently—and for considerable sums—the
famed Merriwether Doll-House (circa 1784); and the Epping House
(circa 1850); and Suit Manor (unknown). Affixed to the top of the
emporium catalogue was nothing less than a personal communiqué
typed by the dealer himself.

 


My Esteemed
Friend,

 


It is my pleasure to make
you apprized of the fourth entry of the classified advertisements
located at the back of the attending catalogue. I have circled it
in red, for your convenience, and shall be delighted to supply any
further information you may need, i.e., directions, seller’s
history, delivery arrangements, etc.

 


I am,

Yours most
cordially,

J.W. Britnell

 


This might be the added
treat the day needed. As Lympton was a special rather than a
regular customer, he received these alerts
on occasion, having paid a yearly retainer to the dealer for the
like, so that he, Lympton, might have opportunity to investigate
appropriate classifieds before the rank and file buyers. Britnell
did not make such recommendations frivolously; hence, his
credibility in such matters was unimpeachable. With the work of
several seconds, Lympton had eagerly discovered the indicated
advertisement, outlined in red.

 


—MUST SELL FOR MEDICAL EXPENSES!

Exemplary Doll-House, VG Condition, c. 1690,

with Figures & Accessories. ₤500 firm.

Built and Inscribed by Lancaster Patten…

 


This last clause of
information very nearly shocked Lympton’s already overtaxed heart
to a halt. It can’t be,
he thought. He actually found it necessary drop a
hand to the tea-table in order that he might steady
himself.

“It’s documented that Patten built
four doll-houses…”

“I’m sorry, dear?” Mary said of his
utterance. She hunched her shoulders either as if at a chill or in
the vain hope that her husband might finally take note of her
arresting cleavage.

“Lancaster Patten. He’s
arguably the Julius Caesar of miniaturists and doll-house builders.
Only three of his works are materially known: Legerski in
Krakov, Tidwell in Stockholm, and Peirce in
America.” Lympton recited the obscure history in a daze of
disbelief. “But when he sold his first three works, the original
buyers all made a universal observation: that he was building a
fourth, his Magnum Opus, you might say. A lifelong endeavor. And
they have his only surviving diary at the Shepley Museum. I’ve been
there and read it. In the last entry, dated 30 April, 1690, Patten
wrote this line. ‘At long and at last, I am finished! The house is
done!’”

During the recital, Mary had moved
from her usual seat to the seat closest her husband, and she
affectionately ran her hand up the back of his thigh where it
stopped on a massive buttock. She feigned enthusiasm, “How
wonderful! And your man in London, Britnell, has the fourth house
for sale?”

Lympton stared outward. “Regrettably,
no, but one of his classifieds claims to—” His eyes returned to the
page:

 


MUST SEE TO BELIEVE!

All Inquiries Welcome,

No Appointment Necessary.

See Mr. Brown, 6 Old Post Road, W.S.

 


A fraction of a moment
before Mary’s hand would’ve slipped around to Lympton’s crotch, he
quickly deported himself to the bookshelf, surveyed the spines, and
withdrew, with some anxiousness, his copy of Murray’s Guide to Sussex. And after
a few turns of some pages: “What luck!
It’s just over the line in West Sussex! Nine miles, or less. I must
go there posthaste!”

Mary’s creamy shoulders
slumped. “Must you? Now? Right this minute?”

“I’m afraid so,” Lympton assured,
checking his fold and looking for his stick. “Every second that
ticks by is a second in which I could be deprived of something
quite close to the find of the century in the world of doll-house
collections.”

Mary felt certain that this was too
astringent an estimation, though she did not give voice to it.
Instead, she said with a twinge of hope, “Oh, but, dear, it’s the
driver’s day off.”

“Bugger the driver,” Lympton replied
without so much as a glance in her direction. “I’ll pilot
myself—I’m quite good with the motor, you know.”

Mary’s eyes assayed her
husband with an all-too-familiar dullness of disappointment; the
words in her head need not be discussed. Was it with a minimum of
loath that she next lowered the straps of her dress and lifted out
her plenteous, large-nippled breasts? “For goodness sake, Reginald!
We’re properly wed in the eyes of God for heaven knows how long!
Have you no desire whatever for your
dutiful wife?”

These new motor-cars no
longer possessed handcranks, but instead a battery or some such and
key with which to deliver a sufficient electric charge
and cause the motor to commence. Lympton hastily
located said key, then looked at his wife. “Desire? Oh—ah! Worry
not, love, there’s more desire than you can know surging in these
southerly regions,” came his preposterous reply. “But no time just
yet. I must be off!”

Mary had assumed a rather
lewd posture: her thighs parted, the hem of her dress hiked up, and
the aforementioned bare breasts cradled seductively in her hands.
Betwixt her legs, the evidence of her “secret garden” could not
have been more apparent. Lympton, now ready for his journey, donned
his cap. He leaned over and kissed his wife on the cheek. “Keep the
fire of your loins hot, my dear, for soon I shall return, and my
friend John Thomas and I will furnish more passion that you can
stand,” and with this, he limped
away.

Mary continued to stare through her
embarrassed frustration. She took her hands from her breasts and
muttered, “John Thomas, my ass. That fat sod I have for a husband
would rather fuck a doll-house than his own wife…”

 


««—»»

 


The auto was a 1927
Lagonda, obsidian-black, with chrome wire-wheels and a webbed
canvas top that elevated in the event of inclement weather. Being a
man not only of leisure but a man of private means, Lympton never liked to keep a motor-car for
more than three years, for fear of what the neighbors might set to
chattering about. He felt it quite necessary to keep them aware of
their financial status when juxtaposed to his own, theirs being
an inferior status. Cap and driver’s gloves donned, and 2.5 litre engine
turned over, he motored with authority out of his manor’s
cul-de-sac, and glimpsed said manor shrinking in the windscreen
mirror. His wife’s concupiscent “offer”—in spite of physical
attributes which would rightly be called provocative—left Lympton
more annoyed than aroused. Couldn’t the silly woman reckon that
though monotony may well have been the sauce of life, variety was
the spice, as the adage went, and after two decades of marriage,
Mary had become a veritable font
of sauce. Now
there, he appraised, passing Leventhorp’s
front gate, there by George, stands all
the exotic spices of the Indies. This
rather flaccid metaphor he directed at Leventhorp’s young daughter,
who paused amid her bird-feeding to—it is nothing more than the
truth—raise the hem of her Easter-white shift and purvey to
Lympton’s eyes…

Well, never mind precisely
what she purveyed. Lympton drove on with a content smile and a
pleasing buzz about his loins. One day,
dear thing, my “sword” will be hilt-deep in your womanly scabbard,
and I shall pay for that privilege whatever you might be inclined
to ask.

But such musings aside, he
motored past and instead was embraced by the equally pleasing
thought of just what he might be venturing to now:
The fourth and final pièce de résistance of
Lancaster Patten. Could it be true? Might
he instead be subjecting himself to a clever ruse of imposture in
others? A counterfeit seemed hardly likely: Britnell was
the preeminent dealer,
and he knew his customer and would never jeopardize his repute
(which he set store by) by sending a notice of such import without
worthy scrutiny. But even if such a ruse were in place, and
a fake Patten
doll-house stood waiting at the end of this journey, Lympton’s
meticulous eye would discern this at a glance, after which he would
return a note to Mr. Britnell not quite as pleasant as the note he
received.

His trek took him down
winding county lanes which bisected dense woodlands of pine and
oak; it was the acme of the season. This moving panorama presented
a natural spectacle that many writers would revel in to
describe…but I’m sorry to relate that I am not one of these writers; hence, all
that lovely scenery must be surrendered to the imaginations of the
readers. And, due to considerations of space, we will
not follow our Mr.
Lympton through every meter of his journey. Instead it must
suffice to say that in the better part of
three quarters of an hour, the purring automobile pulled round the
unpaved court of a large old garreted house—an architectural
eyesore, in Lympton’s view—which seemed infected by extravagances
of the Gothic Style so redolent of the end of the seventeen century
but also with later nuances of the Victorian and Edwardian. It was
queerly devised from the standpoint of construction, reflecting
many additions over time; its lower storey was of wrought
fieldstones, while timber formed the upper storeys. Old, yes, as
I’ve said, and dilapidated: shingles missing, or in an apoplectic
condition; some sort of ghastly brown stuffing replacing numerous
broken window panes; corroded embrasures; a worm-eaten pediment
over the front door; and a preposterous turret atop a
just-as-preposterous octagonal tower. It may have been a grand
manor in bygone days.

However, this is not an architectural
dissertation, and as the actual topography of the house offers
little pertinence to the story, we move on.

The distance between the
car and front step was a perambulation of but a moment; an
alarmingly intense creak resounded when Lympton limped up the short
steps and set foot on the porch. Was it merely the old grey
planking, or Lympton’s robust body weight? That said, our friend
did not crash
through the planking as he half-feared he might,
and he knew that even if he did, he would crawl
out and continue his plight for Lancaster Patten’s final
masterpiece, if necessary, on hands and knees. The queerest knocker
stared back at him from the vermiculated six-paneled front door:
mounted on the door’s center stile was an oval of tarnished bronze
depicting a half-formed face. Just two eyes, no mouth, no other
features. It seemed morose, even foreboding. This oddment of detail
might be suspected of a narrator’s creative indulgence, to proffer
a literary “tactic” of something like “foreshadow” or “symbology,”
and for any reader hoping for thus, lo, I must disappoint, for
here, I am very afraid, the door-knocker is nothing but a
door-knocker.

Just as Lympton would rap on the door
via the knocker’s brass rung, his hand froze.

He heard a voice, a
woman’s voice, smothered from somewhere within the mansion. And the
words sounded like Latin, along the lines of “Pater Terrae, Pater
Aeris.” Lympton had long since transferred his Latin into the
hopper of forgetfulness. It confounded him: Why insist that school children be versed in a language
that’s been of absolutely no active utility for five hundred
years? The question might be regarded as a
good one. But…

Pater? He flexed his memory. Father? Or is
patri father? But terrae must be “earth,” right enough? And
aeris? More “flexing” of memory that
hadn’t been called upon in decades. Then—

Aeris, he remembered. Air.

This must mean, if he’d heard it
properly, something semblant of “father” or “patriarch” of the
“air.”

What absolute
codswallop.

His hand returned to the knocker-rung
but, again, something intercepted his volition, not a sound this
time but a sight.

The sight, confined to only a glimpse
in the small oblong pane of the side-light, was a nude
woman.

There could be no doubt,
in fact, that the figure was female, because no male sported
breasts akin to these (at least Lympton hoped not, though he’d
heard of such outré things in the east. The laboring-men in the
shipyards frequently talked of nut-brown women on exotic islands
with hourglass figures and bosoms as perfectly feminine as any
they’d seen; yet those same laborers swore, too, that
penises hung where
vaginas ought to be, and large ones at that, while there was just
as much shipyard talk of the rat that could speak—but, it is the
reader’s pardon of which I must beg, for this is all
digression.)

Yes, breasts just larger
than a grapefruit and just smaller than a melon. Centered on each
was a nipple erect and plump as a raspberry bon-bon.
What a pleasing thought it is,
Lympton said to himself, to imagine such a bosom in my face, and such luxuriant
nipples in my mouth, and
with this, a familiar throb took reign of his loins.

The astute reader will
likely note the contradiction. Did not Mr. Lympton just disregard a
similar set of breasts (Mary’s)? Breasts just as firm and plump and
stout-nippled at these? The answer is not far to seek. Mary’s
breasts represented the aforementioned “sauce” of monotony while
these he’d just espied in the tiny window were all
delectable spice.

Finally, Lympton engaged the brass
knocker, which rang out in a series of unexpectedly flat thuds, a
symptom, perhaps, of the day’s growing warmth and humidity. He
expected the door to be opened by a comely young woman who’d just
slipped a robe about her in haste; but imagine our protagonist’s
surprise when the door was answered by a short, gaunt man with
stooped shoulders, dressed in the clothes of, say, a field worker.
Yet no man this elderly and frail could work in any field. Large,
sunken eyes; a thin, hollow-cheeked face, and bald pate were the
features that most imposed upon Lympton. In spite of this rather
emaciated cast, the man carried with him a cheerful nimbus, and
with this, Lympton with immediacy found his host to be an
exceedingly interesting subject of study.

But where was the girl?

Lympton introduced himself
and meant to state his business as pithily as possible but the bent
old man interrupted, “Ah, kind, sar, might
I be hasty in hoping that ’tis my advertisement that calls ye
hither?”

What an unrepresentative
accent! Lympton guessed it to be part tongue of Old Dunnich with an
admixture—there could be no doubt—of Colonial Yankee.
How terribly unique! But
Lympton knew that at such an occasion he must maintain an
absolutely stoic demeanor. “Yes, the posting for the dolls’-house
which claims to be an original Patten, from Britnell’s emporium
catalogue.”

“Wal, kind sar, Septimus Brown I am
called, and I bid thee enter, for associations of J.W. Britnell
shall always enjoy passport here,” and then the dreadfully thin man
stepped back to make way for Lympton’s girth.

Inside, Lympton quite expected a
shambles to match that of the exterior. Not so. The image that
returned to his vision was a clean wood-floored foyer opening The
tall sash rear windows commanded the expanse of woods, yet into the
center of this expanse extended what seemed to be, or very likely
was, a footpath.

Lympton assumed that the
place was once filled with antiques but they’d all been sold for
medical costs, and he assumed correctly, for next his host said, “A
sad sight now, I must say, sar. We were onct filt with treasure,
and though this house has been a shop of
repute for two centuries, I’m afraid it ‘tis no more. Bad fartune
has forced us to sell me relics and farniture from old times, to
make recompense to the medical man.” Lympton’s first impulse was to
make a sentimental reply, the likes of “I’m much sorry to hear
this,” or “Please except my heartfelt empathy,” but none of that
would do.

In his mind, like a gnat that won’t
depart, remained the infinitesimal image of the mystery woman’s
naked breasts. “Us?” Lympton queried.

“Sar?”

“I believe you said ‘us’; bad fortune
forced ‘us’ to sell your property.”

“Aye, sar, that be myself and my dear
poor daughter—”

“Ah, I thought I heard a woman’s voice.
Speaking Latin, was it?”

“Aye, sar, perceptive ye be! She
likely was telling her afternoon prayers, for a girl of great
reverence she is. Ye’ll never miss her at church nor yet chapel at
sarvice-time, no, sar. I reckon she just left out back, to ‘a-go
blackberryin’ up near Davis Hill.”

Lympton’s bulbous face
filled with creases. He doubted that he could find this explanation
of absence credible. What, the tart was
naked in this very room just minutes ago and now, minutes later,
I’m expected to believe she’s out picking berries?
But what call gave him right to contest his
host?

Yet what reason could be found in Mr.
Brown’s circumvention of the truth?

The image of those
superlative breasts Lympton was forced to dispel.
Never mind that now. I’m here about—

“To be blunt, Mr. Brown, I’m here
about the doll-house and I’ve little time to tarry. May I see
it?”

“Of carse ye can,” the old man crackled
and wheezed a laugh. “Right this way!” and with this, Brown, with
rather palsied steps, navigated his guest across a large parlor
where more high windows afforded a demesne of upward sloping
grasslands abutted by the belt of woods. But this room, evidently
the largest on the floor, stood nearly denuded of all worthwhile
effects. Blank squares against dingy wallpaper revealed the former
spaces of paintings now sold. Shelves and sconces too stood empty.
Lympton tried to imagine how such a place appeared in its prime.

To the left, a kitchen
equipped by the best appurtenances that the nineteen century could
afford but hardly the twentieth: a pot-bellied stove, heavy
butcher’s block table, a stone fireplace hung with pot-hooks, etc.
To the right, a gutted study whose shelves stared back sadly
bookless. Everything, Lympton realized, Everything’s been
sold off, poor bugger.

“’Tis
me special room where I’m takin’ ye, sar,” Brown’s voice creaked. He jingled a ring of keys. It was at
the end of a long dark hallway where the door stood, and it was
with some effect that Brown opened it.

Lympton limped in behind
the proprietor, then could only stand still with an outward gaze.
As this was his host’s special
room, Lympton quite expected a modern day
antiquer’s version of the vault of King Croesus, or the treasure
chambers of the Hall of St. Jolette. Nothing of the kind, however,
awaited beyond the door. Similar to his glimpses into other rooms,
this one existed in staringly white walls, carpetless floor, and
shelves and caddies offering little or nothing to the spectator.
However, one feature of the room (its zenith, if you will, and Mr.
Brown’s call in referring to it as special) overtook Lympton akin
to a highwayman on a nighted country road. Indeed, were a mere
image able to shout, this one did: it bellowed into Lympton’s face as well
as his sensibilities.

Resting on a stout
kneehole table, quite six feet in length, was a doll’s-house whose
details and intricacies surpassed that of any specimen he owned or
had ever seen. Indeed, the model reflected the extravagances of the
Gothic Style so redolent of the end of the seventeen century.
Minuscule faux compositions comprised the lower storey: perfect
replicas of wrought field stones; while the split
slats of the timbers of the day rose to erect the
upper storeys. Hand-cut tin shingles not a half-inch wide covered
the various formations of the roof, hundreds upon hundreds of such
shingles. Every window, every embrasure, indeed, every element of
the doll’s-house existed in a state of pinpoint perfection, even
the peak of the lone octagonal turret…

So complete was Lympton’s
awe, that several speechless minutes transpired before he became
aware of the obvious. Yes, if the reader will believe me, it was
then and only then that Lympton realized this “grand manor” of a
doll’s-house was an imitation in miniature of the house in which he
now stood, before the toll of time and slip-shod additions had
reduced it to its current state of disrepair. Lympton stared at the
intimation. “Mr. Brown, I can fathom one reason and one reason
alone why Patten would craft a duplicate of this very house, and
that would be—”

“Aye, good sar, ‘tis the very home of
Lancaster Patten himself, and the seat of my ancestors as
well.”

Lympton’s eyes widened.

“Though I’m sartain a
properly schooled gentleman as yourself be possessed of a quicker
intelligence than my own, yes, ’tis a bit of Patten’s blood that
flows in mine old veins for he whar my great grandsire five times
over. ’Twas when his only daughter, Eugenia Patten, wed a Dunnich
man, he being Mortimer Brown, my lineal
forebear, whose likeness hangs here,” and then Brown extended a
crabbed hand toward an age-tinged oil portrait in ornate framework.
The image of a weasel-eyed man wearing Piccadilly Weepers occupied
the frame, and to this Lympton paid no mind. No painting of Lancaster Patten is known to exist but
perhaps…

“Might there be, then, in
your possession, sir,” Lympton began, “a
portrait of Patten himself?”

“Nay, sar, none was ever
made. The artistic temperament, perhaps, but in the days such as
Patten’s, those grim olden days of the Witch-Fever, ’twas
considered ill-omen to agree to such renderings, for such they
believed that a carse might be placed upon them.”

No matter that. Lympton was regaining
his composure in the aftermath of this forcible yet ecstatic shock
to his collector’s system. He knew he must curtail his enthusiasm,
lest his billfold suffer.

“So, kind sar, does the dolls’-house
strike ye’re fancy?”

Simmer down, boy,
Lympton thought. The truth was, he was hard
pressed not to shiver with delight. He knew at once that this piece
of work must be made his own, but he’d be blasted if he paid the
old codger much for it. “It’s an interesting piece, I suppose, but
I’m sorry to say your asking price is dreadfully inflated. May I
see the inside? And didn’t your advertisement make mention of a
signature and inscription, in Patten’s own hand, no
less?”

“That it did, sar, and if you’ll
please…”

Brown stepped aside to a wall that was
featureless save for the placement of an old seven-foot-tall
Longcase clock, (the precursor to the famed Grandfather Clocks by
that excellent man, William Clement). Beside this latter was a
capstan around which was tied a length of sisal rope.

Lympton had not noticed this
before.

The rope proceeded from the capstan to
a series of pulleys in the ceiling, the obvious function of which
was—

At this precise moment, the Longcase
clock struck the hour, or so it would seem. It was just noon yet
the clock chimed but three times, then, after the passage of
several seconds an accompanying tune issued from the ancient
behemoth of a time-piece, and—

My word!
quoth Lympton to himself, with more than a
smidgen of distaste.

This tune (indeed, if it
even deserved the designation) resounded in a series of timed
chimes as of a music-box of the “pinned-cylinder” type, yet never
in Lympton’s experience had he heard a tune so, so
diabolic. Could the
simple music of chimes reflect darkness in the listener’s head?
Could notes of such an unelaborate nature cause fear and revulsion,
and inject into the hearer’s mind
nightmare visions of cataclysmic destruction, walls of flames
behind which shrieking faces twitched, and cavalcades of gaunt and
grinning demons engaged in activities too noxious for description?
Yet all of this and more (and worse) assailed Lympton’s
sensibilities such that he visibly cringed. Even the delicious
image of the woman’s breasts earlier glimpsed through the sidelight
was wiped away to sink in a smoking, bubbling tarn of human
waste.

“For the love of!” Lympton began, then
pressed palms to ears. “It’s nauseating! Make it stop or I’m
leaving this minute!”

The old man finnicked
worriedly at the device, and either succeeded in turning it off, or
it stopped on its own. “A score of apologies, sar, for ‘tis true,
the clock’s melody is not a pleasing one. Nor is the clock an
accurate one, so I’m afraid. Every hour, regardless of the true
time, it strikes three.”

Lympton still had not quite recovered
from his upset. He had to wait for the collision of Charonian
images to melt from his head, and he could have sworn he had
suffered an olfactory hallucination as well: a stench just as
execrable, just as pernicious as the images that had, indeed,
“raped” his mind. Tinges of the stench seemed momentarily to adhere
to the insides of his nostrils, and they were of a nature which
shall not be described.

“What good is a time-piece that tells
the wrong time!” Lympton raised his voice. He was still quite
addled by the experience of the “tune.”

“And where is the sense of a dealer
housing an item that makes such, such ghastly music? The wood yard
is where it belongs!”

The old man’s voice
creaked calmly as he explained, “I’ve not a word to disagree with
thee, sar, not a single word”—he pronounced “word” a
ward—“but the clock
remains in my inventory for a pair of reasons. One being that it is
a rare piece of its own accard, a genuine Fromanteel music-clock,
sar.”

Lympton immediately
recognized the renowned name but acted as though he didn’t. “The
second,” he said impatiently, “the second reason you have
this hideous thing here?”

“’Twas owned by
Lancaster Patten himself”— here Brown covered his mouth and coughed
once, hard, then proceeded—”and likewise it is said
that he penned the chime-tune we just now heard. ’Tis a ghastly tune,
aye, as ye’ve rightly obsarved, and though I can’t speak to the
authenticity of Patten personally composing the tune, I must
wonder. Did ye know that Patten is reputed to have been one
with—how do I say?—un passionné de
l’occulte?”

Lympton frowned. There was, indeed,
much second-hand information affirming that Patten was an
enthusiast of diabolism, but Lympton had virtually no use for such
conjecture. “Yes, Mr. Brown, I’ve read of that claim and much else,
and I know codswallop when I see it. I do not, nor have I ever,
believed in God or Satan, nor devils and angels, nor in
necromancers, nor warlocks. All I believe in is what my eyes do
see, and right now? They see this dolls’-house. Please raise the
front of it.”

“Aye, sar. ’Twould be a pleasure,” and
the old man resumed the task of reeling the pullied
rope.

Even before the removable front had
been fully raised, Lympton knew that the replica would have to be
relocated posthaste to his own collection room, even if he had to
do away with Brown with his bare hands. Brown tied the rope off on
a catch, leaving Lympton to stare into the masterpiece as if into
infinite depths. Some twenty chambers faced him, each detailed to a
degree of accuracy and quality the likes of which he’d never before
witnessed. Lympton was nearly dizzy with the spectacle and its
fineries.

Sitting room, dining room,
various parlors, studies, vestibules, etc., were all in evidence
upon all three storeys of the elaborate structure, and all
accurately revealed in the appurtenances, decor, and style of the
reign of William and Mary. Higher were bed-chambers, of course,
complete with fireplaces, floor-coverings, and four-posters
fabricated to the most minute detail. Stairwells led this way and
that, some curving away to be swallowed by the innards
of the house. Hallways, too—those proceeding
front to back—seemingly disappeared to lead to rooms which were
inaccessible to the eye. When Lympton scurried round to the back,
he saw (as he hoped) windows that revealed such rooms as were
inaccessible. Every window, in fact, divulged some new
delight.

Absolute and unadulterated exuberance
distorted Lympton’s large pink face; that he was nearly in tears
could not be denied.

“It does me well, sar, to see how the
dolls’-house suits ye, ye being a man enamored of bygone days and
old-time things,” creaked Brown’s old voice. “And being that my
ancestor Patten had sharly found his metier in its construction, he
would be tickled pink, as I understand the saying to be, to see how
his work could bring such joy to one removed by mar than two
centuries.”

Lympton wiped his eyes and let the
verbal drivel pass. Impatiently, he shot a gaze at the proprietor.
“Yes, yes, but where are the—”

“Aye!” exclaimed Brown,
holding up a twisted finger. “’Tis here, sar, ye’ll find the
figures,” and then Brown consulted a nearby scroll-legged highboy
(itself, Lympton could see, was a valued masterpiece), slid open a
diminutive drawer, extricated a small iron barrel key which he then
used so to make access to the largest bottom drawer of the highboy.
Next, he resorted to a thumb-box on a dull
brass standish, and from this recovered yet another smaller key.
This he put in his top pocket, then carefully paced back to the
highboy.

“For God’s sake, man!” Lympton
complained. “Does it look like I have till next Michaelmas time?
Get on with it please!”

“Aye, sar, but ye see, my
maladies make me slow of gait,” and then the old man stopped and
coughed again, hard. Lympton frowned at the obvious ploy.
The old bugger isn’t THAT sick,
he felt sure.

What Brown lifted out of the highboy
drawer was no more or no less than an ornate wooden craft-box,
easily distinguished from the more typical sort by the fact that it
was not square but circular in shape. It appeared about two feet in
diameter, and it was placed carefully on the table upon which the
dolls’-house rested. Secured to the edge of the box was what
Lympton recognized as a genuine Corbin padlock, forged with crude
steel, circa 1650. Then, and only then, did Brown retrieve the
smaller key and, in gestures which were obviously manufactured for
their theatrics, unlatched and removed the centuried
lock.

“Forsooth, Sar, we are a privileged
lot,” the old man opined. “Very few men have looked upon the
contents of this container.”

“Well,” Lympton snapped, “open it,
do!”

Brown held up his crabbed hands.
“There is a bit of a scrape in the lid’s release, what I can’t
remember. You try. The circles must be pressed in a particular
sequence, if I properly recall.”

Of all the
incompetence! Lympton slid the box toward
him and made a complete visual survey. The wood was maple, darkly
and perfectly varnished; inset, however were much lighter wood
pegs, pine, most likely; and there were nine such pegs, all flush
with the box’s surface. Three across the top, three across the
middle, three across the bottom. Lympton had no patience for games,
and no aptitude for ciphers. He pressed three random
pegs—

“Blast!” he yelled.

“What be yar trouble, sar?”

“Why, your vampirical box is
booby-trapped, it seems!” He displayed his fingertip on which
welled a tiny drop of blood.

“Aye, but, sar, look. Ye’ve succeeded
on the first go.”

So I have,
Lympton realized. He daubed away the drop of
blood with his handkerchief and saw with relishment that the
container’s lid stood open.

Lympton, jowls quivering, cast his
gaze inside.

All the tenants of the
Doll-House lay neatly compartmented within. Three strata were
stacked upon one another, all fashioned of thin steamed wood slats
configured into circular form so to fit precisely inside the container. At this revelation, Brown
said the queerest thing: “Three such circular trays, sar, wherein
rest ye inmates. Patten was quite taken by that number: three. ’Tis
said that magic circles
from olden days were made of three circles,” but Brown pronounced
the word “circle” as sarcle.

Be that as it will,
Lympton barely heard the proprietor, so engrossed was he with the
contents of the box. Gingerly, he removed each tray and set
them before him.

Here, as before, is a
situation of prose-craft, creative composition, and the element of
description in which many a story-writer would thrilled to relate.
I, on the other hand, will not
thrill, for describing the box’s contents—the
renditions of each figure, their raiments, genders, and presumed
employments—is not within the scope of my skills, nor my
patience.

I’ll only relate (for I do
bear some responsibility of obliging the reader) that six figures
occupied each tray, each statuette cocooned in its own generous
shroud of cotton wooling, with no little space on either side to
afford safe transport of the box. Here the prospect presented
itself of a collector’s examination of the most satisfying sort.
Yet such a survey would encompass hours, and Lympton was cognizant
that the longer he endeared himself to the house, the figures, and
all else, the more solidly set Brown would be on an elevated price.
So, it was with great difficulty, then,
that Lympton removed only one figure for cursory
inspection.

Good Heavens! What detail,
and such an inimitable style!

The selected figure was that of a
woman (three inches tall, not more), a servant very likely, dressed
in the outfit of the piping days of pleasant country squires,
generous land barons and smiling farmhands, and the simple splendor
of life in those simple times. All attire was hand-painted with
meticulousness, down to the purple bow atop the white serving cap;
the red rosette of the white apron; the embroiderments of the
bodice. These intricacies alone (never mind the house itself) were
the indubitable proof of the efforts of no unskilled carving blade
but also of sheer technical genius of craft. However—

Hmmm, Lympton thought.

—there was something…well,
there seemed to be an inhumanness
about the figure’s overall impression. It is simply too
difficult for me to put the reader in possession of what was
described to me. The best I can say is the figure, to most, would
likely leave an unpleasant, no, an evil taste. Diabolonian is the only word this
writer can summon to parallel said impression. Or, better,
Tartarean.

However, Lympton was not
yet struck by this taste, and found the grotesque style of the
statuette only extraordinarily unique. Oddest of all, one
would suppose, were the features of the servant’s
face: whereas, every other aspect of the figure had been executed
in extreme detail, the face was but three tiny holes, two for eyes,
one for the mouth.

He feigned little enthusiasm while
preparing to replace the figure and put back the trays,
but—

What is this?

The bottom tray possessed
only five figures, he saw now; one wool-laden compartment lay
empty.

“One of the figures is missing,” he
said reproachfully.

“Aye, ’tis possible, sar,”
said Brown after a cough, “and though I don’t believe it so, I
cannot prove otherwise. See, the talk went down through our family
over the long years: the eighteenth figurine was crafted by the
Master as a likeness of himself.”

This prospect instilled Lympton with a
prodigious excitement. “So, where is it?” he demanded.

“I can only speak as I’ve heard: ‘tis
in the house.” “In the house? Whatever do you mean? I see
no

figures in the model, only in these
wooden trays.”

Brown nodded. “The figurette of Patten
is said to be submerged somewhere in the confines of the mansion,
in one of its many chambers, either not visible through the windows
or in one of the rooms without windows at all, for there are
several, sar. ’Tis said also a pox on he who dismantles the house
in order to find him—”

Lympton’s frown was
lengthening.

“—and ‘tis said
likewise that the figure of Patten will come out of its seclusion
and reveal itself, but only to the right person,” and Brown
pronounced “person” as parson.

More occult
ballyhoo, Lympton realized. “It’s but a
wooden doll, man! You speak as though it will one day walk out of
the model on its own two tiny wooden feet!”

Brown’s bushy eyebrows rose. “I can
speak only as I’ve heard, sar.”

He’d pronounced “heard”
as hard, and
Lympton was getting warry
of the Yankee taint in the seller’s accent, and
he was sartan that he did not car
for Brown one bit. Enough of this nonsense. Business
was at hand, and Lympton was determined to see that it was
transacted in his favor. “If you cannot produce the miniature of
Patten, I am forced—as would be any competent collector—to conclude
that it is lost or absconded with, and I will have to take this
into serious consideration when computing a price—”

For the first time, something like
alarm touched Brown’s expression and sickly features. “But, sar, as
my notice so stated, the price be five hundred pounds,
firm.”

FIRM, you cretin!
Lympton’s patience slipped in thought.
The word is FIRM, not FARM! “All matters of sale are negotiable, Mr. Brown. You’re a
dealer of some expertise—or were in your younger day—so you
know this,” and he
continued at his rude best. “Now, what you’re not seeing is that
I’m a busy man, and I’ve tarried here quite past my usual
allotment, and you won’t take this the wrong way, I’m sure, because
I’ve not a word to say against you, not a single word—being in your
company is a pleasant ordeal, but I’ve more important issues at
hand—far more—than to fritter time on pleasantries. You stated that
the dolls’-house was inscribed in Patten’s hand. I’ve read his only
surviving journal with ample scrutiny, and am well-familiar with
the intricacies of his signature and chirography. I must see this
inscription at once with no further diversions, otherwise I must
bid you good day.”

The monologue seemed to change Brown
into a man not only broken of body but broken of spirit; hence, he
resigned to silence as he shuffled to the front of the marvel. From
a sliding drawer on the plinth of the Doll-House, he produced a
modest rectangular magnifying lens fitted with a brass handle, and
transferred it to Lympton’s stifled hand. “And the meaning of this,
Mr. Brown?”

“Carefully raise the left
corner of the floor-covering in the front parlor, sar,” was all
Brown replied. Smirking, Lympton located the parlor—magnificently
revealed as was every room in the house—and saw, with the glass
raised to his eye, the carpet to which his
attention had been directed. “Superb!” he exclaimed. “Absolutely
superb!” but these remarks reflected his reaction to the
floor-covering only, and just as Lympton knew his doll-houses, he
knew his wines, and knew only the most empyreal cuisine, he also
quite knew his carpets, and this tiny replica in the model’s front
parlor, not three by three inches, was a perfect
hand-sewn replica of a
Kidderminster tapestry rug of the middle-1600’s. Kidderminster was
the stylistic response to the neo-classicism of the French Aubusson
floor coverings, and of course, those of the orient. Floral designs
and needlepoint likenesses of royalty marked the English tradition:
in all, the epitome of elegance in all matters concerning
carpeting. “I’m all but speechless,” he said, forgetting his need
to act un-enthused. “No doubt Patten crafted this needlepoint
carpet himself, while the glass reveals the staggering detail
therein!” To this, Brown nodded curtly, pointed a twisted
finger.

“If the good sar will
raise the left corner of the floor-covering…”

“Oh, yes!” Lympton
chuckled. “The original purpose slipped my mind!” Very gingerly,
then, his thumb and forefinger lifted the carpet-replica, under
which there seemed to be the most minuscule black marks on the bare
wood floor. Lympton felt a rush like eroticism when he adjusted the
glass to perfect its focus on the indicated spot. There, in the
tiniest of cursive letters, was this line of writing:
Welcome to mine abode. I bid thee enter.
Sincerely, L. Patten, Armiger, 1690.

“My God,” Lympton
whispered to himself. “It is
in Patten’s hand.”

“Yes, sar, tiny though it
be,” Brown commented, “my ancestor wrote if himself just before his
decease. How he guided his hand to craft script and signature in
such a Lilliputian manner no one is the wiser. But ‘tis only
mar proof of the man’s
artistic mastership.”

Lympton, in rare display of levity,
turned with the obvious jocular remark: “It almost makes one wonder
if not Patten himself but your tiny missing replica of him came out
of hiding to pull the job off itself,” and then he looked up
jovially at the wizened seller.

Brown did not return a smile at the
comment.

Lympton rose to re-assume
his air of hard-nosed collector. He lied in his throat, “This
doll-house is an interesting piece of work, Mr. Brown, yet the day
that such things possessed their most extreme value is
long gone, as you well
know. I shall pay fifty and one hundred pounds, and not a shilling
more.”

The old man seemed to grow
yet older in the moment of this grim revelation, at once becoming
an exercise in living despair. “But, but, sar, the apothecaries
which me ailment calls for bear a cost of
five hundred pounds.”

“I regret you ailments very much, sir,
but your pharmaceutical requirements exist in quite a distance from
the matter at hand. I assert—as would any informed connoisseur—that
the viability of dolls’-houses in the modern marketplace is long
departed. I trust no one but myself has come in response to your
ad?”

Brown looked crestfallen. “I cannot
lie, sar. None but ye.”

“There, then,” Lympton
made the curt remark, and his expression showed no tinge whatever
of guilt, shame, or self-disgrace, for here was his most paramount
of lies: the old man was not apprized of the fact that his
advertisement was not yet in circulation. Once it was, in another
few days, there would likely be good many collectors knocking at
Brown’s door. But by then, this priceless
masterpiece will be mine. Lympton saw it
as a chink in Brown’s professional armour. It was the utmost edict
of business that a seller’s superior knowledge of a property’s
value was not actionable. Shame on the seller, not the
buyer.

“However, I’m feeling
rather generous today, Brown”—Lympton had already slipped the notes
from his pocket and held them in his hand—“I shall pay you this one
hundred fifty and absorb the full cost of the model’s removal and transport
which, ordinarily as you know, are part of
the seller’s responsibility.” Here, Lympton, held out the
bills…

Did more wrinkles appear on the gypped
seller’s face? No, of course not—this was mere abstraction, I’m
sorry to say, on my part. “It’s quite a generous sum of money,”
Lympton added, “and I’m sure it will serve you well in your next
trip to the chemist’s.”

“Aye, sar,” Brown grated. His crabbed
hand took possession of the payment. “Excuse me presently whilst I
prepare a receipt.”

Lympton nodded, but his
thoughts raged, The word is PREPARE, not
prePAR!

“Be at your leisure, sar, to inspect
my few remaining heirlooms,” Brown said, shuffling for the door.
“Perhaps ye’ll find something mar which tickles thy
fancy.”

“Yes, possibly. I’ll peruse a
bit.”

The old man wobbled out of
the room, dragging his disappointment banner-like in his wake. Upon
the click of the door closing, Lympton’s staid deportment changed
to that of an excited child—mind you, a very overweight excited child, but that
nonetheless. His portly frame paced forth and back in front of the
masterpiece of which he’d just taken possession. His eyes gazed at
the many exposed rooms and all their appurtenances (which the
reader may envision of himor herself), and he rubbed his hands
together briskly. All mine, thought he,
and for next to nothing: the fourth and final
work of Lancaster Patten! His pacing took
him to the shelved wall he’d barely noted beforehand, and he took a
cursory glance at the handful of items remaining to be sold. It was
a sketchy lot. Here was a large codex of sorts, lying on a crudely
fashioned white cloth embroidered, rather ineptly, with a pale red
cross. A coat of arms, in gold leaf, was pressed into the aged
leather of the cover, and if Lympton correctly recalled his French,
smaller pressings identified the owner as one Canon Alberic de
Mauleon. Never heard of the bloke,
came Lympton’s thought; the innards of the folio
contained leaves of manuscript pages, Biblical, by the looks of
them, all in Hebrew, Greek, and Latin. What could be duller? Next, he
hefted a pair of amateurishly made binoculars, and frowned
outright. Why are they so beastly
HEAVY? he wondered. Cracked lenses
appeared to have been mended with some sort of glue, and there was
a price tag: ₤50! Brown must be mad
affixing such a price to a pair of glasses with BROKEN
lenses! He put them back without even
bothering to look out the window with them. Next was a Book of
Common Prayer with a printing date of 1653—not particularly
noteworthy; and beside it what appeared to be a roughly wrought
helm of silver, East Anglian, perhaps, and Lympton had no cause to
think it earlier that the 1600’s. Not even
good for a flower pot, he surmised in near
disgust. Next, he picked up—and put down just as quickly—a book of
mazes by someone called Lady Wardrop; and next, a tin box stuffed
with dairies and handwritten correspondence on whose lid was taped
a label that read Papers of the Ven.
Archdeacon Haynes; next, a common prism,
quartz most likely, and wholly uninteresting; next, a black-framed
mezzotint of a nondescript English house; and next, an old
accounting ledger identified as that of one Magnus de la Gardie,
evidently a Swedish baron or some such. Brown, clearly, was not a
dealer of particular merit. What a lot of
bloody rubbish this is. It seemed untoward
for things so paltry to be surrounding what was likely the rarest
dolls’-house in the country. If Brown
expects to cover his medicine bills by selling THIS junk, he may as
well engage the grave diggers now…

When the proprietor hobbled back in,
Lympton was looking over an older-style typing machine. “Ah,” said
Brown with a tint of hope in his cragged voice, “Sar has a keen eye
for true treasures.”

“What, a simple
typewriter?”

“Aye, but ‘tis not so
simple. The very same, Sar, if ye’ll believe me, the same typer
used by Mr. Edward Frederic Benson while redrafting his great
novel Dodo, Sar.
A Latham Sholes No. 2, and as ye can imagine, ‘tis a very rare
piece.”

“I’ve no interest in literature,”
Lympton said just short of gruffly, “nor in its instruments of
production.”

“Perchance, then, sar will
find some interest in this unique rarity,” and Brown held up a
large, cloth-bound book. “The very famous History of Straffordshire by the
world-renowned Dr. Plot.”

“Perchance
not, Mr. Brown.”
Who in blazes is Dr. Plot! “Please, sir, let’s be about this receipt,” said Lympton
gruffly. “I’ve not a second more to tarry.” Brown seemed to droop
in place. “Of carse, Sar.” The receipts were signed and dated, and
Lympton’s copy expeditiously pocketed. He picked up the circular
box of figures, said, “This I shall take with me. I’ll commission
Britnell to have his men transport the doll-house to my home. And
now, Mr. Brown, thank you and good day,”
and made for the door.

Brown bowed and followed Lympton
out.

The task of containing his
glee until departure revealed itself as a weighty task indeed. Not
once in twenty years—no, not once in his life—had he felt so unbridled in
joy. But an errant glance aside while crossing the kitchen stopped
him in his limp-ridden tracks. The back door was just opening,
quite slowly, and Lympton—for whatever dark and cynical reason—saw
all the dreams of his acquisition dashed in the possibility that
this entire affair was but a ruse, and
that his purlieu out of the house would now trigger a “set-up”:
that the slowly opening back door would now discharge a band of
ruffians hired in advance to rob and to make away with whatever
well to do collector came in answer to the advertisement. A hitch
caught in his chest, and it seemed as if the world had ceased
turning during the moments of Lympton’s unbidden suspicion and
quite surprising and uncommon fear. Such musings were clean
contrary to the ingredients of his personality. However, even in
these enlightened times, similar criminal encounters reported in
the papers were more than rife and possessed of the most
unwholesome details which a modern man could not bear to
consider.

Lympton persisted in considering them,
however, through the entirety of this uncharacteristic and wicked
stasis.

A stiffening of the spine,
then a sigh of relief, as the opening of the door revealed, lo, no
ruffians but instead an enticingly curvaceous silhouette which
rescued Lympton’s spirits from grimness and returned them to their
proper footing of delighted greed, unchecked indulgence and
selfishness, and, moreover, lust. Brown’s dialect-tainted
exclamation announced what Lympton had deduced that very second:
“Aye, and here she be at last, my blessing, good sar! My daughter,
my princess, my sweet Emily… Angel, this is Mr. Lympton, who has
just parchased the
dolls’-house.”

Lympton stood rooted in place, his
eyes unable to close against the human image before him.

“Oh, my word!” the silhouette replied
in a hushed glee.

In walked a taller than
average woman of thirtyodd, dressed in the rural apparel of the day
(which I shall not endeavor to describe). “A pleasure, sir,” she said, and set
down a wicker basket heaped with blackberries, gooseberries, and
currants. Of a sudden, Lympton was intrigued. Clearly, this was the
same woman whose magnificent breasts he’d espied earlier. In a fog,
he gently shook her proffered hand, and found it not delicate as a
pressed flower but a bit coarsened, as of by hard work. Curvaceous
and well-bosomed she indeed was, but Brown’s pet names such as
Angel, sweet, and princess did not quite answer to the visual cast
of the this somewhat bedraggled, “farmy” woman before him. Thick
lank Auburn hair touched her shoulders, and, with a nod to the
proverbial cliché, several flecks of straw could be seen in that
same hair. Less than perfect teeth showed through her ingratiating
smile, while her cheeks, though sprayed by adorable freckles, were
tanned and roughened by a lifetime of work in the sun. “She is the
world to me, sar,” Brown said in a fatherly reverence, “so fair, so
lovely, graceful as a butterfly.”

Lympton could beg to differ, but
forbore any such objection.

“Oh, sir, we can’t begin to thank you
enough for buying father’s doll house!” she exclaimed next, setting
the basket down.

Don’t thank me much, young
lady, Lympton thought. I shafted your very father worse than the Dutch shafted the
Indians in the sale of Manhattan. And when
Emily had made this comment, Brown himself seemed to wilt. “Arfer
Mr. Lympton some refreshment, sweetheart, I must go and lay me old
bones down for a nap.”

“Rest well, father,” the woman bid,
“and when you’re up, I’ll make you some jam with my
berries.”

Brown hobbled off,
disappearing down a dark hallway. Meanwhile, Lympton maintained his
fascinated visual audit of this woman, this Emily. The simple
cotton dress she wore, frayed in places, hugged her upper body
corset-like, and offered a purview of the sun-tinted valley between
her breasts. Why, the milk-wagons on this
dusky tart are as awesome as my wife’s at the same age…

 

“Tea, sir?” she inquired, and seemed
almost giddy at the opportunity to offer him something. “Or a
longer drink? Blackberry wine? A cider cup?”

Lympton wanted to leave
posthaste for Britnell’s and arrange the delivery of his
masterpiece, however, he answered almost against his concrete
volition, “A cider cup would be lovely.
I’m much obliged.”

Off she rustled to the
kitchen; Lympton’s eyes stalked her from behind, admiring Emily’s
robust physique, and the thoughts which sifted through his head
were of a nature that no true gentleman would relate.
Yes, she is very much what the men at the
shipyards would call a “gravy-boat,” and her bosom a true
“apple-dumpling cart.” Soon Lympton’s
thoughts began to relay a more tangible reaction below the belt.
Idle talk occurred to him: “I’m impressed by your father’s minute
knowledge of his ancestor Lancaster Patten. But I completely forgot
to ask him the question I’ve never found an answer to, in spite of much assiduous research.”

“What might that question
be, sir?” she said behind the counter. “If
I may ask?”

“Patten’s death. All that seems to be
known for certain is the date—”

“Yes, sir. ’Twas May Eve, 1690 when
Patten ceased to be. And the cause of his decease has always been
thought to be suicide.”

The comment was surprising
enough to veer Lympton’s more direct attentions away from the
woman’s body…or, well, almost
surprising enough. For
pity’s sake! This woman’s tits are killing me!

“You don’t say?”

“Yes, sir. He was made
away with by his own hand and by more
accounts is said to have hanged himself from one of the oaks on old
Dead Man’s Hill. I imagine it’s true. All those sturdy oaks were
used as hanging gallows by the High Sheriff back in those dark
days, the days of the witch-panic. And it is a fact that he’d once
felled one of those oaks to provide the wood for his doll
houses.”

Now Lympton’s gaze was riveted to her
cleavage as she stooped slightly to stir the beverage; hence, it
took several moments for her elucidation to sink in.

“Did he, now? How
absolutely macabre. In other words, the doll house I just purchased
from your father was constructed from the wood of a tree that had
been the implement of death for condemned rouges, and murderers, and—”

“And witches, warlocks, idolaters,
sir. Many, yes—dozens upon dozens perhaps. He was an odd card, my
ancestor, and deep into devilish dark arts. ’Twas why he did away
with himself on May Eve. Folks in the country also call it Eve of
The Beltane and Walpurgis Night, the unholiest of holidays, and
‘tis said too that when a servitor of evil do kill himself on this
date, it is looked upon by Lucifer with overmuch favor.”

At once Lympton’s
attentions veered back to the woman’s physical attributes once the
dull exposition had begun. Any talk of superstition, occultism,
witchcraft, and the like was immediately disregarded
by Lympton. Ballyhoo, he thought.
The food of fools, and
next he was imagining what this Miss Emily’s nipples looked like up
close in the raw. “Ah, and is this Dead Man’s Hill in the
vicinity?”

“Oh, yes, sir, just over the grass
ride in back.

There be a trail.”

“Well, according to your father, this
was Patten’s property, so am I to presume that he was buried on the
grounds?”

Emily had just lifted the serving tray
to come forward, but a hesitation impelled her to replace it, and
squint in the way one does when one is trying to recollect
something. “I’d be deceiving you, sir, if I were to lay claim to
any accurate information in regards to your question. All I can
offer, and it’s summed up in very few words, sir, is that I am
fairly sure the resting place of his remains is not on the grounds,
sir.”

“Perhaps the nearest churchyard,”
Lympton hazarded, his eyes unable to move off her bosom, “not that
I suspect such a chap attended church services. The north side, I
believe is where they’d likely bury one like Patten, the unhallowed
side. Isn’t that how it went?”

“Yes, sir, you’re very
knowledgeable, sir, for those who were not Christians would indeed
be buried north,” but here Emily paused more resolutely than
before, and took on a pose that might make one guess she was about to embark upon a disquisition. “But now I
recall someone once telling me—perhaps it was my poor old granny,
bless her soul—that back in those days anyone who met his end by
means of the hanging noose, be it through the authority of the
Court or by their own hand, those poor folk were never buried at
all, for ‘tis the worst luck for any but the hangman to trod upon a
gallow’s hill. Instead, such sad persons merely fell to bits in no
long time, helped by the crows, of course. And it’s unlikely that
even Patten’s most loyal servants would dare climb Dead Man’s Hill
during such time as the Walpurgis week.” At last, she came round
the counter with Lympton’s cider. “Please, sir. Have yourself a
seat.”

Lympton turned to do just that,
espying a cushioned settee, but then grimaced at a
start—

“Damn!” he fairly yelled.

“Sir! What’s the matter?”

Lympton ground his teeth, gasping at
the vicious pain. The “matter” was this: while preparing to sit,
he’d scuffed his arm against an attractive yet unseemly potted
plant known as the Flowering Quince. It sported a large
lambent-white blossom on a quite thorny stem. (In days of old, they
were also known as the Witch’s Moon; however, that is a
digression.)

“What’s the matter?”
gruffed Lympton. “Why, your villainous Borgia flowers have pricked
me!” and he sat down and clamped his palm over the
minute wounds.

The cider, it seemed, would never make
its way to Lympton. Instead, Emily set it down, conferred a counter
drawer, and rustled back to where her guest now sat in obvious
displeasure.

“A thousand pardons, sir! You’ve
rubbed against the Quince. Father told me to move it outside once
it grew large enough but I never did. ’Tis all my fault, sir, and I
so sorry!” She knelt at once before the settee, and had the injured
arm in her grasp at once, and then—

“’Tis a mild venom in the thorns, sir,
which cause a lingering start and discoloration if not—”

Then she brought the trifling wound to
her lips and sucked.

To say that Lympton was
taken aback was nothing more than the bald truth; and it was
nothing more than colossal astonishment when Lympton realized that
her act of first aid triggered a spontaneous erection. This
bewildered him. What could be arousing about a hill woman sucking
him arm? He couldn’t fathom this; nevertheless, it was so. Perhaps
some fantasy element he was not consciously aware of:
How wonderful it would be if she would suck
something OTHER than my arm… When she
adjusted her pose, he received a “Bird’s Eye View” of her cleavage,
the best thus far, and the nipples printing against the cotton
fabric of her top. This vision hammered a
few more p.s.i.’s of blood into his already straining erection. He
could see it beating against his trousers (“pitching the tent,” as
the men in the shipyards would say), and he thought it scarcely
possible for her not to notice.

When her oral extraction of the venom
was finished, she patted his arm with a towel she’d brought from
the drawer, and then daintily expelled the crimson tinted saliva
into the same towel. Next—

“Blast!” Lympton yelled.

—she applied some antiseptic tincture
to the tiny wounds and covered it with an adhesive bandage. “Can’t
risk infection, sir, and I’m sure a big strong man such as yourself
can suffer a twinge or two, yes?”

Did her eyes switch momentarily to the
“tent?”

“And I can’t tell you,
sir, just how thrilling it is to have a
visitor like you come to the house.”

“A visitor like me?” Lympton
questioned, rubbing the bandaged arm.

She remained on her knees, smiling up
at him. “Well, my meaning, sir, is that these parts aren’t known
for distinguished types such as yourself. The only folks about are
all stragglers and hillfolk and the like. Where you, sir, are
obviously are colleged—”

“Why, indeed I am,”
Lympton said with enthusiasm. “I am, in fact, a Cambridge man,”
though he forewent the remainder of the “fact”: he’d
attended Cambridge but for a single
semester. His marks had been anything but high, and he’d quit upon
the reception of his inheritance.

“And, if I may, you seem also to be a
titled man.”

Lympton chuckled. “Well,
my dear, were the days of feudalism still at hand, I would in fact
be the Eighteenth Baron
Lympton.”

“Goodness!” she said in a
hush. She remained on her knees, at
his knee, and next, in what seemed a perfectly
natural movement, she placed her hand on his knee. “And just the same,
sir, your visit is a special treat. Big, strong, handsome men are
seldom seen at our door, if ever.”

This wash of flattery proved the
ultimate admixture to this unlikely situation: her mouth previously
on his forearm, her hand now on his knee, his indisputable
erection, and her coarse, lust-drenched image all right there
before him. She continued to speak of inconsequential oddments, yet
there was no doubt that her hand was creeping diligently groinward.
Through a hot drone, he heard something like, “I can only ask you
to forgive me, sir—I’m not usually so…so…” and “…just-just
something about you!” and “I’m simply unable to control myself,”
and so on. It was then that her sapphirine gaze penetrated his own,
with a cast strangely helpless and simultaneously dominant. Her
hand closed over the “tent.”

Lympton could stand no
more of this. He transformed the situation into terms he could
better reckon: a fifty-pound note was produced, he unfastened his
belt and trousers, and bared his manhood fully to her view.
My word! he thought to
himself. I’ve never seen it look
bigger!

Emily caught on a breath, staring at
the throbbing organic architecture.

“It would be absolutely fab,” Lympton
suggested, and slipped the note into her bosom, “if you could see
your way to making a job of this.”

No further words were uttered by her,
which was reasonable given her present inability to speak.
Forsooth, Emily made a “job” of it, all right, and astute readers
will have no need for explanation. As for non-astute readers, I
have no patience nor desire to accommodate them.

 


««—»»

 


In the interests of
length, the circumstances which led to the redeposition of the
Patten Doll House from Mr. Brown’s centuried hovel to Lympton’s
second storey collection parlor need not be recounted here, nor do
I have any intention of burdening the reader with details of his
journey home. It will suffice to say, then, that Lympton did indeed
arrive home without consequence (and with a pleasant tingling about
his loins) and the Doll House was now firmly entrenched into the
range of his possessions.

And here he stood, round
about seven p.m., in said parlor and gazing reverently at said Doll
House. It was a feeling of all-embracing satisfaction that now
rested firmly in the psyche of our protagonist (if we may dignify
Lympton with that title) and the vision that looked back at him
from a circa 1815 Swedish trestle table was likely the most
enthralling of his life. “It’s mine now, all mine—the fourth and
final masterpiece of Lancaster Patten. I’d fancy knowing what it’s
really worth. Certainly there are collectors in France and America
who’d like pay tens of thousands for it, if not more. But it’s all
mine now, for a pittance, from that broken down codger Brown.” I
apologize for waiting till now to inform you that Lympton had the
inveterate habit of talking to himself aloud. “I’ll write quite the
article for the Critical Collector
next month, and I must hire a photographer as
well. I shall be the envy of the doll-house-collectors’ world!” He
limped to the brass-and-crystal liquor bar and considered his empty
brandy glass. “Half a snifter more? I think perhaps you are right!”
He poured, sniffed, smiled, and sipped the bright, intense fluid.
Errantly, then, he gave his crotch a squeeze. “And what about that
woman, that Emily? Quite a peach, that one, and tits that would
make a monsignor kick out a stained-glass window. I hate to pay so
much for a tart’s time but it only seemed
fair, considering the monetary sodomizing I gave her poor crusty
father. And skilled too.” First she’d treated Lympton to a quite
delectable oratory, if you receive my meaning, after which she’d
spat the wares of Lympton’s loins into the wastebasket, only to
exclaim delightedly, “Oh, sir, a man among man you are!” This
referred to the obvious fact that his erection had abated not one
bit after its “Giving up the goods,” as the men in the shipyards
would say or, “Pouring the cream.” If anything, his “John Thursday”
had stiffened even further, and it was the work of only a moment
before Emily’s dress was hoisted and her “stew-pot” had swallowed
Lympton’s manhood whole. “I gave her quite a thumping, if I may say
so, hmm? Today was quite the day for jism!” he chuckled. “First
that wanking in the morning, then two more rashers for Miss Emily:
one in the mouth and one in the honeybucket. Not bad for
fifty-odd!”

Lympton had left the parlor door “on
the jar,” and hence could hear his dutiful wife mounting the steps.
Even before she’d had time to enter, Lympton’s brain had
unconsciously engaged other regions of his anatomy. For some
mysterious reason, he envisioned his wife naked and—rather horrid
to think—headless. What might goad such a macabre vision? What ever
it might be, Lympton cared not, and once again he was propping up
the “tent.”

“Very sorry to disturb you, darling,”
she said, “but—”

Lympton’s cumbersome advance prevented
her finishing the sentence. He embraced her, whispered, “My love,
you’re as beautiful as they day we met,” squeezed her curvaceous
frame against his, and pulled her to the floor with something of a
thud.

“Darling, what’s come over you?” she
said with not much disapproval.

Lympton’s trousers were down at once,
and since he was far too overweight to proceed in a “missionary”
manner, he turned her over his globose belly, then up went her
skirt and off went her underlinens, and the rest can be inferred,
only to say that the “bird on top” configuration was employed, and
quite gustily at that. Lympton’s thrusts upward into her loins were
anything but dainty; instead they might best be described as
impulses of greedy violence, yet there was no indication whatever
of displeasure on Mary’s part. If anything, she widened her thighs
all the more for it was greed on her own part with which she
instituted herself as the recipient of her husband’s primal lust.
The noises of pleasure that escaped her throat, and her facial
gestures, would be too difficult to reproduce here.

Lympton’s upward thrusts
took on the nature of rising mechanical actions, and he went on
like this in a manner of endurance which hardly seemed
possible for a gentlemen of his age and weight.
For the fourth time of that day, then, his climax detonated—in
tandem with several of his wife’s own. Her nearly insane shrieks of
pleasure—as well—are not duplicable in print form.

Ah, what a wonderful
‘nut,’ he thought, for he believed the
term to part of the parlance of the men in the shipyards. He lay
back grinning and heaving, much akin to a beached sea beast.
Meanwhile, Mary had sidled over; evidently the tenor of her own
climaxes had left her momentarily unconscious. “Sweetheart?” he
inquired, nudging her. By George,
he jested, I would
certainly be the talk of the club! ‘There’s Reggie Lympton. Word is
the bloke fucked his poor wife to death!’” However, another nudge sufficed to rouse Mary, who looked
back at him cross-eyed. “Reginald! Whatever’s gotten into you, I
must say… I like it! What a lucky woman I am!” You’re damn right at that, he
thought. He continued to lie there in the pleasant stupor. Mary, on
the other hand, actually had to move off on hands and knees to get
to the love seat so that she might stand. As she did so Lympton
glimpsed the expenditure of his orgasm running down the insides of
her thighs onto the—

Not the carpet!
his thoughts bellowed. It’s an 18th Century St. More!

Mary remained dizzied as
she stood, ploddingly rearranging her
mussed attire. Slack-jawed, she looked down and actually gasped.
“My wonderful dear Reginald, your…member— It’s…it’s…”

Lympton remained on the
floor, pants down, and the referred-to “member” was still quite
erect and big as ever. “Huge, I know, sweetheart. Seems larger than
it’s ever been, and, my word, it becomes fully hard at a moment’s
thought. It’s that Lympton constitution, I suspect!” and he laughed
aloud. Indeed, it stuck up straight as a yard post. He flexed it
twice, winked, and said, “Care for another go, my dear?
The Captain’s quite randy today.”

A cry of joy escaped her
lips. “In the name of the great martyrs King Charles and Lord
Falkland, I must return to the kitchen and oversee the evening
meal, and I must say I need a rest after that! But mind, Reginald, you must
please keep your exquisite ‘Captain’ ready for later,
hmm?”

“Of course, darling.”

“Gracious me! After all
your wonderful lovemaking I’m afraid I’ve completely forgotten what it is I
came in to tell you. Oh, well, it’ll keep!” and then she whisked
away.

Lympton released a
satisfying “Ahhh…” and thought, That’s
quite the pranging I gave her, yes? It’s like I’m twenty again! And
I dare say, if that Emily woman walked in here this moment, she’d
find herself at the other end of a good pranging herself.
Perhaps I’d do her a service and give her one in
the arse this time. It would make earlier today seem like infants
playing with blocks; and, oh, my, what I do with Leventhorp’s girl!
How do you like that precocious tart flashing me her pantie-hamster
this morning? Teasing the fat old man next door, aye?
Lympton smiled through a stream of thoughts that
amounted to a perfect distillation of carnality.
Why, John Thursday and I would leave her
bow-legged like a horseman. I daresay Leventhorp might even have to
push the fickle bitch round in a wheelchair for a week!

Eventually (and in
movements that most would find comical), Lympton did manage to
re-hoist his trousers and rise to his feet. When he turned back to
his business, the image that faced him seemed like a serendipitous
reward, even after the tetrad of luxurious climaxes and the
satisfaction in the knowledge that even at his age and in his
current physical condition, he could still “lay some heavy timber,”
as the men in the shipyards would say, and “fill the hairy font”;
for what faced him now, of course, was the Patten Doll House, its
front raised, and all those wonders of 17th Century workmanship.
And the next several hours he occupied by outfitting the interior:
the furniture and decor, much of which had had to be removed for
transport; the tiny furniture, kitchenware, appurtenances, and
various oddments; the placement of the
minutely crafted residents, house staff, maids, and so forth—in
all, an intricate task but also a task of the most delightful sort.
And I do not think that anything else occurred that evening which
bears any pertinence to the story.

Except, it might be, the insidious
notion that assailed him during his slumber. Did I aforemention
that Lympton and his wife did not share a bed? Each enjoyed a
separate bed chamber, while Lympton had had installed a half
canopied Victorian day bed (itself a valued treasure) in his
collection room for such occasions wherein he felt a disposition to
sleep amid his most valued possessions. This was one such
night.

Several tall sash windows allowed the
issue of angled slats of cool lunar illumination, for it was a
splendid moonlight night. Lympton’s eyes slowly opened when the
clock struck three, but it entailed a few moments’ time for his
brain to calculate three salient elements of incongruence with that
aural observation.

One, there were no belled or chimed
clocks at all in the house.

Two, a consultation with his
wristwatch showed him it was the better part of quarter past
one.

Three, he’d heard that clock before…
“Of all the—”

He assigned the matter to
the most prosaic of explanations: the
backwash of an unpleasant dream. He closed his eyes to relapse back
into sleep; however—

Of a crackling sudden, there entered
into his ears—as of some unspeakable ooze—the malefic progression
of chimes he’d heard previously at Brown’s—indeed, immediately
after he’d also heard the clock strike three when in fact it wasn’t
three.

That maligned
disharmonious sequence of warped chime-like notes, that
blasphemous, unlistenable composition of musical diablerie. It was
quite reasonable, then, for Lympton to exclaim, “But this is utter
madness!” for no other word could be rightly assigned to
this situation. The
wretched, caecodemoniacal harmony seemed to follow him as he fled
the room. Twice in one day was more than he could stand, so
disgusting, so loathsome and so absolutely and ineffably nauseating
was this iniquitous succession of notes. And how could this be? Was
he dreaming the sound? Thoughts and images of the most heinous
nature roiled up in his psyche: thoughts of Satanic carnality and
images of torture that could curdle the stomachs of Nero, Count De
Sade, and Gilles de Rais alike. It occurred to Lympton that if he
could not shake the images from his memory, he would never sleep
again.

But then the hideous cacophony stopped
at once. Lympton leaned against a paneled wall in the hallway with
a hand to his heart. He calmed himself and tried to reckon how that
obscene, stomach-prolapsing bit of harmonic clamor that he’d heard
early that afternoon (from a seven-foot-high,
three-hundred-year-old Longcase grandfather clock, no less) could
have been so precisely duplicated here. “For the love of!” Lympton
began aloud. “Yes, yes, we oughtn’t panic—of course, it was just a
dream.”

Still, though the post-effects of this
“dream” had dwindled, he felt unnerved by all the observations one
likes least when alone in a nighted hallway: he felt spied upon by
the eyes of the family portraits adorning the walls, he thought
face-shapes in the clotted dark were surely looking at him, and not
with any pleasant intent; he thought someone might be standing
behind him but when he spun round—naturally, nothing.

A need to use the water-closet and the
short trip down the hall proved useless in dispelling his unease.
“Let’s get rid of some kidney juice, eh?” he said, recalling the
childhood idiom. Whilst duly engaged in this process, his gaze
turned left.

He was looking through the
modest window which commanded a view of Leventhorp’s house—a
stately manse build in the tradition of Queen Anne’s time, though
not half as grand
as Lympton’s abode. Only a single lit window returned his gaze as
well as…

Movement?

He squinted, as the
release of his “kidney juice” had run its course, and—yes!—movement
was indeed framed within the window without. “Leventhorp himself,
no doubt, likely pissing out all that Medoc I heard he drinks. That
old simpering troll. Well, I’ll wager doubloons to Navy lime-peels
that my cock is double the size of his!”

However, the next glance
proved an entirely different
happenstance. It was not Leventhorp in the window
across the way, it was Leventhorp’s daughter, who’s name, by the way,
was Jane. This titillating recognition came at a moment just
before Lympton was able
to stow his “tallywhacker” back into the recesses of his
under-linens. And of an instant—will you be surprised to hear
it?—it grew hard as a the haft of a hickory pick ax. If anything,
it felt even larger than earlier, when he’d used it to impale and
slop up Mary’s loins, much to her ostensible pleasure.

Across the way, the prim, proper, and
ever-the-dignified Miss Leventhorp (surely the reader will decrypt
the author’s sarcasm here) exposed her bare breasts to the gaze of
her on-looking neighbor, kneading them, and tweezing the nipples
with some deliberation.

A lovely vision indeed!

Although, an obviously
discrepant component had not yet alerted
itself to Lympton’s mind: that though Jane Leventhorp’s display of
her upper body was taking place in a small window some fifty meters
away, Lympton saw her as if she were but five meters off, and he
saw her in a level of detail so concise he could’ve been viewing
her through a telescope possessed of a quite high-caliber
lens.

The organic distraction, as I’ve said,
caused this fact not to register. The image so aroused our
protagonist that immediately he considered trotting off to his
wife’s room and treating her to more of his husbandly prowess—ah,
but what powers were truly at work here? Before he could even turn
to leave, Miss Leventhorp elevated herself on some such presumed
object—or step stool or what have you—and now brazenly displayed
her “private plot” to Lympton, whom she obviously knew was
watching. Using printed words to render details of this plot would
hardly be couth for the respectable reader; therefore, I’ll say
only that what Lympton beheld was potent enough not to permit of
his racing off to Mary’s room and seeing to the proper release of
his desires. Instead, he was left at the mercy of the “here” and
the “now,” and (gracious, I’m certain you will have already
guessed) follow the example of Onan in the Book of Genesis and take
matters into his own hand, if you will, or “beat his willy like a
red-headed stepson” as our friends in the shipyards would
say.

Lympton moaned and groaned
quite ludicrously, rising off his heels, and, with a pumping hand,
effected in no long time the sought after spending of his loins.
One spout after another flew from his member’s slitted tip,
besmirching the cross-hatched wallpaper. But Lympton’s satisfactory
smile turned to a revolted grimace a moment later, when there rose
to his nostrils a—well, an odor
so noxious it seemed abrupt as a flying brick
colliding with his face. In the name of
Heaven and Earth, what IS that? he
thought, gagging. To say that this inexplicable stench was a
hundred times worse than that of the slime at the bottom of a
garbage hopper, or a butcher’s scrap can left out in the sun would
fail utterly in reflecting a suitable parallel. Beyond that feeble
attempt, then, I’ll only say that the stench is not to be described
any further.

Stupefied, Lympton turned the night
lamp up to ascertain the odor’s source, suspecting a backup in the
commode; however, quick inspection proved him wrong. What his eyes
targeted next were the copious strings of semen he’d released to
the wall, and—

Now that’s a rum
thing!

These “strings” were not of semen;
they were a blackish, brownish, sickish color, and Lympton didn’t
need to lean over far to identify them as the source of the
stench.

Whereupon he vomited violently into
the commode, after which he felt a bit better in the physical
sense, but quite a bit worse in the sense of the not-so-physical.
Indeed, when plumes of blackish, brownish, sickish,
horrific-smelling slop fly out of one’s penis upon the instant of
orgasm, one might be wise to suspect some incipient malfunction of
the reproductive tract.

Why, I’ll bet that whore
daughter of Brown’s infected me with some pox! he raged. Then a hateful glance back across to Leventhorp’s,
but the window the girl had used to display herself was
dark.

And then?

Lympton heaved a relieving sign. In
re-examining the offending “plumes,” he found them not to be
discolored or fuming with that vile stench but instead nothing more
than normal spurts of semen.

Hence, again, the most prosaic
explanation of all: just the backwash of a dream! Yes, the tainted
ejaculation, those Tartarean chimes, and perhaps even Jane
Leventhorp’s window-show—all a figment of mind!

Lympton lumbered
downstairs for a wee-hour consultation with the ice-box.
Just a smidgen of something, he commanded of himself, but the command evaporated when he
spied the foot-wide tin pan of Cottage pie awaiting him. He made
not long work of it. (And it you’ll pardon this impertinent
erudition, the pie knife he cut it with was one of a
treasured cutlery set manufactured in 1768 by the
lauded Hewitt & Swan silversmiths. Lympton spared no expense
for what he eats, nor with the instruments with which he ate
it.)

Back upstairs a figure presented
itself, that of Collins who was of a typified class of elderly,
silent, stubble-chinned men know as night porters. It was his duty
to oversee the house in the nighttime, and to report to master or
mistress whenever summoned. “Beg’n your pardon, Master Lympton, but
there may be dirty work afoot I’m much afraid.”

“In what manner, Collins? All seems in
order to me.”

“Well, sir, ‘twas on me rounds as
usual when I see a shape leave the water closet, sir, so I go to
have a look and, well, sir, I haven’t the savvy to phrase it in an
upright fashion, but see, sir, what I discover, was,
well—”

“Have out with it, man!”

Collins glanced down at
the floor, a redundant observation because if he’d glanced down
where else could he have glanced but at the floor? “I find great gouts of
well, jism, sir,
b’smirching the wall…”

Lympton’ plump face became
incised by an amused frown. “Collins, was it really on your mind
that a rough customer broke into the house just to
masturbate in the hall
commode? Mayn’t a squire take himself in hand when the disposition
suits him, wherever and whenever he likes?
In his own abode?”

The answer startled the man-servant.
“Oh, I see, sir, so it was you, sir! I wouldn’t’a thought, sir,
that…uh… Many apologies, sir, but felt I bound to name it on
account of the hour and all.”

“Fine, Collins, fine. And
I think I can reply on my confidence in gentlemen to feel certain
that none of this matter will ever pass your lips”—Lympton slipped
a 50 note into the servant’s tweed jacket, with a chuckle. “We
can’t have the missus becoming aware of this, now, can we?”

“Oh, no, sir, we most surely can’t.
You can rely on me, sir.”

“Good, good, Collins. Now be a good
man and make a job of cleaning that bit of mess up, will
you?”

“I’ll dispatch myself to it right
away, sir…but…” The elderly man paused with an irresolution,
scratching his head.

“What is the matter, Collins?”

“’Tis a hodd thing is all, sir. My
meaning is, well, the figure I see coming out the
water-closet—”

“Yes, yes, Collins. It was me. We’ve
already established that.”

“Just so, sir, but my point is, well,
the figure—the shape—I see myself didn’t seem nothing a’tall like
you, sir. A very thin man, this was, sir, dreadfully thin, it
seems.”

This observation only
reminded Lympton of his obesity, which
left a bad taste in him. “Collins, it’s late, the hallway is dark,
and at this hour the mind can have a way of making mischief with
our sensibilities,” but next—

Horror filled the night.

A scream of such tenor as to pierce
one ear and exit the other—a female scream, I’d be remiss not to
add—thrilled through the previously silent house.

“Mary!” Lympton exclaimed.

Now he knew how tawdry novelists could
devise such modifiers as “blood-curdling,” “soul-searing,” and the
like. The sparse hair on Lympton’s head did indeed stand on end.
Toward the source of the scream both men ran—er, Collins ran and
Lympton kind of plodded forward with a rushed limp. It was the
collection room where he finally caught up to the porter. Collins
knelt, tending to a swooned Mary, clad only in her shift whose
sheer fabric made no secret of the size and details of her
bosom—pardon yet another digression.

“The wife come into the way of a bad
turn, Master Lympton,” said the old man, lifting her to the day bed
while Lympton huffed and puffed in the doorway. “Shall I fetch the
medical man?”

“She appears to be rousing, Collins.
Give it a moment.”

Lympton’s prognosis turned out to be
the proper one. Sidled over next to Collins, Mary’s eyes fluttered
and the color came back to her face. “Lord Almighty…” she
uttered.

Lympton stepped forward,
arranging his robe tactically because—need the reader be told?—the
sight of his wife’s plush body beneath the gown instigated,
indeed, another raging erection “Mary, sweetheart, whatever is it that gave
you such a scare?”

“Oh, dear,” her breath gusted; she
brought an errant hand to her bosom. “It was dreadful, Reginald,
but of course I realize now it must have all been a dream. Do you
want to hear it?”

“Of course, darling. I’ll let you know
when I’ve had enough,” for Lympton had listened to recitals of her
dreams in the past which were often, to say the least,
wordy.

She began, “I awoke quite
agitated—which isn’t my wont—to the most horrific melody. It sounded like
distant chime, Reginald, but chimes striking notes so,
so—hee—vil that surely
only the Enemy himself could’ve written them.”

Lympton’s bulbous face lengthened a
bit.

“And knowing that we’ve no
chimes whatever in the manor, I came upstairs to get you but doing
so it was plain that these hideous chimes were coming from
this room.”

Lympton gulped.

Collin’s gave her a copy
of Country Life with which she fanned her perspiry face. “Before I
could enter, though, the chimes stopped
but then so did I, for in an instant I was accosted by the most
fearful—well, odor, as what then filled the hallway just outside the door.
Honestly, Reginald, it was so noxious, so disgusting, so
unmitigatedly—”

“I, I,” Lympton interrupted, “receive
your meaning, sweetheart. An unpleasant smell, yes.”

“Like nothing I’ve ever
experienced. If a smell could be possessed of color, well, this
one’s would be black.
Rotten. But just as the chimes, it
disappeared—of an instant, I tell you.”

These revelations did not set well
with Lympton. Again, he interrupted. “I think she’s fine now,
Collins. There’ll be no need for Dr. Lawrence. You may go now;
thank you for your attendance.”

“Yes, sir, always at your service,
sir, I do hope the missus will be back to rights, sir—”

“Yes, yes, your good
wishes are much appreciated, and now—” Lympton took the porter
aside and whispered, “be about that—that other matter in the water-closet, if
you will.”

“Right enough, sir, you can count on
me, sir,” thus Collin’s assured, and rustled away with obvious
alacrity.

Lympton returned attention to his
distraught wife. “Darling, you’re a bit shaken up is
all…”

“No, no, Reginald,” came
her insistence. “And that’s not the worst. When I came in here
looking for you, I most certainly began to
hear…voices.”

“Voices?”

“Yes, dear, the tiniest voices, and
some of it—on my word—was Latin.”

Lympton sighed. “Sweetheart, you and I
both know it is patently absurd for you to have heard someone
speaking Latin in our house—”

She jittered where he sat,
her eyes wide and unblinking on her husband. “Not exactly
our house, Reginald,”
and then she pointed—of course—to the Doll House.
“That house.”

But with her revelation
came another. Mary had been know to imbibe on occasion, and
sometimes rather excessively, in the wares of Lympton’s wine
cellar, the evidence of which he noticed just now from the trace
fumes one her breath. Definitely not a
claret, he noticed at once.
A port, certainly a port, and I hope to Heaven
she hasn’t gotten into one of my priceless 1702 bottles from the
pre-Lord Methuen period…

“‘Pater terrae,’” she whispered
dreadfully, “and ‘Pater
tenebrarum,’ I distinctly heard. Honestly,
Reginald! I’ve long forgotten my school day Latin. What does that
mean? The very sound of the words are enough to put me beside myself.”

Lympton ignored the most
jarring observation (he’d heard similar words before, had he not?)
but instead advanced a more logical idea. “Mary, my
love. Might a drop or two of wine be the culprit?
I can’t reckon how words of any kind can have issued from a
simple—”

“Oh, not only words,” she
added, “but also those ghastly chimes. And if you look in the entry
foyer of that—that thing,
you’ll see one of those very old-fashioned
grandfather-style chime clocks…”

Oh, what a
nuisance! Lympton, with some effect, bent
over to look into the Doll House, whose front was still raised.
There, indeed, left of the foyer amid replicas in miniature of 17th
Century decorum, was the Long-case
clock.

He hadn’t noticed it
before.

Of all the blasted
things. But it goes without saying that
this was a dummy version of the real thing, only inches tall where
the actual clock had stood five or six feet. And—

“Mary, darling, it’s merely a tiny
replica of a period-piece clock. It’s not at all functional, and it
would be impossible for it to keep time or emit chimes.” He tried
to lessen her upset by chuckling it off. “Your imagination ran
wild, indeed, for you to scream so loud at such an
hallucination.”

“Oh, no, Reginald. It wasn’t the
chimes nor even the footsteps that set me to screaming at the pitch
of my lungs—”

“Footsteps?”

“Oh, Lord, yes, the
tiniest footsteps scampering about inside
that thing, indeed, as if some teensy person were running about.
No, not that. It was the man.”

Lympton’s jowls set.
“What…man?”

“The footsteps seemed to come deeper
from within the house, so I went round the back… Reginald, does the
rear section of that thing raise like the front?”

“Regrettably, no, but,
but—”

“Well, on my poor old mother’s grave,
when I looked into a rear window, I swear I saw a man— a little
tiny mini-kin of a man! And it seemed as if he were looking right
at me with the most heinous grin!”

 


««—»»

 


Indeed, Lympton soon
discerned that well more
than a drop or two of port had caused Mary’s
figment of mind. He assisted her downstairs, doing a sound job of
convincing her that too much drink and too much pondering had
triggered the entire episode, and after preparing her a cup of warm
milk with a sedative he soon had her tucked in and settled down.
“There, there, sweetheart. You’ll be fit as a fiddle in the
morning,” he assured, (though he wondered with a frown how such a
quip ever came to be. Just how fit was a fiddle, for goodness sake?) At
any rate, it gladdened him to have her “out of his hair,” as I
believe the saying is, for it was with the
most urgent anxiety that he wished to get back upstairs to
investigate. She was asleep in the space of a moment; the space
of another moment
he spent in visual appreciation of her body’s robust contours
beneath the sheets.

Of all the bad timing!

Lympton’s member was in
quite an adamantine mood of arousal, and… I am absolutely aching for another go! There’s some warm milk
of my own I’ve a mind to administer! However…

This would hardly correspond to the
behavior of a man of quality, and seemed a bit caddish given her
upset and current unconsciousness.

Down boy!
he thought with chuckle, and when he crudely
patted his crotch (who could possibly see?) The wares therein
seemed prodigious and feisty as ever; it proved quite the feeling
of satisfaction for a man Lympton’s age.

Upstairs, the closest
inspection of the Doll House revealed nothing untoward, nor out of
place—though, honestly, what did he expect? A little man running around in the rear confines of the
house? Lympton laughed. No, a drunken sot
for a wife answered the question, and nothing more.
She’s always been a trifle hare-brained. What
nature gave her in tits, it surely took away in sense!

But Mary had not been the
only one to experience a speck of the extraordinary, had she?
Those luciferic chimes, the black
ejaculation, and that corpse-pile stench.

He peeked into the open
front of the Doll House; sure enough, there was the replica
Longcase clock in the foyer. Even a
craftsman of Patten’s caliber couldn’t possibly create something so
tiny and still be functional.

No, he picked it up; it was just empty
painted wood.

And no stench resurged when he limped
down the hall; in the water-closet, noting was amiss: no light
shone across the way in Leventhorp’s window, and no riotous plumes
of sperm remained on the wallpaper. Collins had done the job, and
now he could be heard snoring from his little nook at the end of
the corridor.

All right as rain,
Lympton was satisfied.

In the collection room, he dimmed the
light, put himself abed, cast a gratified glance at the spacious
Doll House risen before him, and fell smiling into slumber, never
imagining that his life as he knew it would be irrecoverably lost
by the time the sun rose.

 


««—»»

 


Lympton dreamed, at first, not of
sights but of sounds, voices…

Woman’s voice: “In order
that one may serve the servants of the
Prince of the Air—”

Man’s voice: “—convey first the
hair—”

“—then the blood and the
sperm—”

“—of the man who lives by
greed—”

“In the crucible, mix these tinctures
to thus plant the seed—”

“—and so burn them whilst the Lamb
doth seethe—”

“—and into thy lungs such fumes thou
shalt breathe…”

Then came sights: a few pubic hairs
unknowingly filched, dropped into a mortar set over flames. Dropped
in next: a rag plucked from a waste basket, a rag spotted with
blood and semen. Tendrils of smoke rose, said tendrils then huskily
drawn into the nostrils of a man and a woman, whose faces
blankened, then set with devilish grins.

“Pater terrae—”

“Father of the
Earth!”

“Rex Terore—”

“King of
Terrors!”

“Princeps Tenerbrarum—”

“Price of
Darkness!”

“Vivimus ut viventes
serviamus—”

“We live to serve
you!”

“Through your loyal servant, Lancaster
Patten!”

Just blackness now opened
before Lympton’s dreaming mind. The next sounds he heard
were clearly those lust-driven exertion and
sexual congress, not a good sign (in spite of the dream’s already
negative implications) because the participants, as the reader will
have already guessed, could be none other then Septimus Brown and
his daughter Emily. But rules of morality are rarely abided by in
dream, correct? And Lympton could hardly be called a man of great
moral fiber.

“Thar, thar, that’s me
girl!”

“Oh, father! Ye remembered the rite
well enough.”

“Trans—Trans-my—”

“He-he, and ’twill be a fine time for
us all when the fat man is in with us proper.”

This brought the dream to a shuddering
halt. Lympton needn’t be told the identity of the “fat
man…”

A man’s—Brown’s—whisper:
“’Tis working, angel,” but naturally he’d pronounced the word
as warking.

Then a sound broke, a sound like the
earth splitting in half. Lympton’s eyes shot open in sheer terror
and he came awake.

Blurred vision faltered him but it
didn’t seem like he’d wakened where he should have: on the day bed
in his collection room.

He bit his lip to ensure genuine
wakefulness.

Arg! For pity’s
sake!

More voices, but
unfamiliar ones: two men. “In this refined age? How can such things
be, sergeant?”

“Seek no solace in
this age, boy. It’s the
time of the devil, I do reckon. I seen a lotta arful doings in my
time on the beat, but nothin so’s hee-vil as this.”

“Aye, and I’ve heard the
name Leventhorp a’fore. A rich gentleman,
ain’t he?”

“Armament maker, made his fortune in
the Great War, he did. Just after the Treaty’s when Leventhorp’s
daughter were born. Poor bird’s head was no doubt cut clean off her
neck, it was, and that were in the bed chamber, but the body was
drug out into the hall, and it’s clear the culprit put a fucking to
her arfter she were beheaded. Poor thing were just lying there,
headless, gams spread, and a great gout of jism leaking out the
whisker biscuit. Then we found Leventhorp himself, dead in his own
bed, innards pulled out and dumped on the carpet, and his works cut
off and stuffed up his arse.”

“How no earth could
someone…”

“Leave it rest, boy. Best way to do
this dirty job is with a cold eye. God only knows where Lympton’s
got off to by now. A queer thing, though, that he didn’t take the
Lagonda. A man fat as he, with a cane?”

“But, sergeant, how do we
know for sure it was Lympton and not a
passerby ruffian or train tramp?”

“Oh, it was him just as sure as
Cromwell’s grave has been pissed on a million times if just once.
The porter seen him leave the house round ‘bout three in the morn,
scarfin’ a slice’a flummery tart with one hand and holdin’
somethin’ shiny in the other.”

“The knife?”

“The knife, boy, a carving
knife from the selfsame set in the kitchen, Edinburgh silver, no
less. Not to mention, the wife said he’d been acting peculiar of
late, though what I’ve heard is the bloke was always peculiar. A stuffy fat
oddball.”

“Speakin’ of the wife, where is
she?”

“Downstairs with the
inspector from the Yard, but when I come
in she was all sobbing and telling the lady constable what Lympton
done to her.”

A hollow pause. “What—what he do to
her, sergeant?”

“Well, between me, you, and my next
brown trout, the right bastard put knock-out drops in her milk and
then, well, how do the fellas in the shipyards say it? Had hisself
a ‘back-door’ party.”

“There ain’t much I wouldn’t give to
be the one who catches him…”

Hearing all of this,
naturally, left Lympton in a state of paralysis. Two police
constables clearly were summing up the “case,” the suspect of whom
was Lympton himself. He could actually see them now, standing in his collection room; he could see them
through an open window…

But how could this be?

What open window?

I’m sure the reader has
deduced—in less time than Lympton made the same deduction—that the
window was one of the windows in the Doll
House, and that, given, the previous
exposition, some crafty mode of diablerie, occult-science, wicked
arts, sorcery or whatever one chooses to call it, proved the full
explanation of his quandary, and the “sorcerers” were Brown and his
strumpet daughter Emily. The floozy had clearly pilfered his blood,
sperm, and a stray hair with which to concoct…

Well, he didn’t know what.
However, it required no component of scholarship for him to reckon
these things: the house in which he sat was indeed an exact replica
of Brown’s old mansion, minus the accrual of centuries; he sat in a
chair but could not move, the two constables he viewed through the
parlor window were huge,
and this could only mean that Lympton himself had
been reduced to doll-size. And if he’d been reduced to doll-size,
then he must also now be—

He looked down at his hand on the arm
of the chair. The hand was fashioned of meticulously carved
wood.

Great Hadrian’s ghost! I’m
a doll!

“With that scoundrel still on the
loose,” surmised the sergeant, “I suspect they’ll be posting one of
us here for the night.”

“Oh, sign me up for that
duty!” said the other. “Did you see the rib melons of the fat sod’s
wife?” “Watch that talk, boy, or I’ll have you walking a beat on
Spit Row faster than you can say widdiful cockalorum.” Here a
pause. “But you’re not wrong. Why, if she was to lower those dairy
wagons over my face, there’d be garlands a-hanging from the
ceiling!”

Lympton remained mortified.

“We’d best be back downstairs,”
suggested the sergeant’s echoic voice. “The man from the Yard may
need us, and…well I could do for a bit of tea.”

“Likewise, sergeant.”

The two giants moved out of the window
frame’s view, thundering into the hall quite like the bluegarbed
colossi they were.

I do not know the likely
reaction of one in a similar predicament; I can only tell
you Lympton’s reaction. He screamed, cried, pleaded to a God he’d
disregarded his entire life, begged forgiveness for his misdeeds,
and even pleaded to Lucifer.

Lucifer, as was the case
with God, wasn’t listening, but the unfortunate subject of this
tale did think he heard the darkest drift of a chuckle
disembogue from some
unseen channel of the recesses of the Doll
House.

Now came smaller
footsteps, from within the Doll House. He tried for all his worth to prize himself
from the chair but paralysis remained— No! Suddenly the fingers of
his wooden right hand begun to twitch.

But…what of the footsteps?

One of the wooden servants—in fact a
bosomy chambermaid—approached in awkward steps, stopped before him,
and looked at him with the two tiny drill holes she had for eyes.
She had a little white bow on a black hat. “Ye needn’t fear, sir,”
the words issued from her twitching drill-hole mouth. “Soon ye’ll
be up’n amblin’ about just like all of us. When no one alive is in
the room, we may all walk about the house as we please.”

This, at least, was a
sliver of good news, if indeed any consolation could be recognized after one
has been turned into a Lilliputian doll by some Charonian
spell.

The maid’s wooden hand patted
Lympton’s shoulder in some gesture of compassion. “Patience, sir.
It’ll all make sense to ye in due time. See, we get to live forever
here, and ‘tis our duty to serve the Master.”

Lympton croaked out his first words as
a…well, as a doll. “I’m a well-born English gentleman of a titled
estate! I don’t serve anyone!”

Another tiny voice effused
from somewhere, along with more footsteps.
“Oh, ah! So what we’ve got here is a ‘well-born English gentleman
of a titled estate,’ eh? Well, I ain’t so young as I used to be,
but let’s see what the ‘gentleman’ thinksa this!” and with that
another wooden phantom emerged from the study and approached:
apparently this was the butler, clad in cuffed slacks and a
long-tailed coat. He hobbled right up to Lympton, extracted an
erect penis made of wood, and inserted it immediately and directly
into Lympton’s drill-hole mouth. What entered felt nothing like a
miniature wooden peg but much more like—

This nefarious wooden figure more than
vigorously “copulated” with Lympton’s drilled mouth until
he—

Well, well, the result need not be
described in full to the dutiful reader. All we’ll say is the that
moment of climax emptied into Lympton’s artificial oral cavity an
influx of not commonplace semen but something reminiscent of the
hellish brown-black ooze that Lympton hallucinated in the
water-closet last night, and with it the soul-upheaving odor that
could only be likened to the bowels of hell.

Lympton gagged; much of the stuff
forced its way down his “throat,” while the remnants leaked from
his mouth.

Chirping, squealing laughter from the
butler and maid spun round Lympton’s doll-head.

“Oh, but the gentleman must forgive
me,” mocked the maid, “for failing to bid ye proper welcome to
Patten Mansion,” and with this—will the reader have already
guessed?—she hiked her ruffled skirt, proffered the tiny drill-hole
(rimmed with hair) betwixt her smooth oak thighs and—

“In the name of all things holy!”
shouted Lympton as the stream of revolting brown-tinged urine
drenched his face and lap.

“Wal, good sar,” another voice boomed,
but this one from outside the Doll House, “I see thee’ve already
made acquaintance with Mr. Parks and Miss Chittingham. Fine, fine
sarvants they be!”

Sopping, appalled, and aghast, Lympton
looked out the little doll-house window and saw, big as a god, the
face of Septimus Brown, grinning delightedly, and in the adjoining
window grinned another: Emily.

“Brown,” Lympton intoned with as much
authority as he could muster, “here me, and hear me well. Whatever
hocus-pocus it is that you and your witch-daughter have harnessed
to imprison me here, I shall pay more than you can imagine to
reverse. You’ll be rich beyond measure—just get me out of
here.”

Brown chuckled. “Sar, what
ye’ve failed to reckon is thus: you’ve already paid, more than
ye can
imagine!”

“And we truly thank ye,
sir!” Emily excitedly added, and it was
only then that Lympton’s cognitive powers engaged and he noticed
that Brown and his wretched daughter were both ten—no,
twenty years younger
than they’d been just yesterday.

“And far ye’re general knowledge,
sar,” Brown continued from on high, “we be here awaiting Britnell’s
men to transpart the Doll House back to mine mansion in Sussex.
‘Tis your lovely wife, sar, that give it back to us, for she seems
to be quite sickened by it. Poor woman. So we were only too happy
to take if off her hands.”

“You’re a cunning bastard, Brown!”
Lympton yelled as best he could, still trying yet failing to break
free from the tiny chair. “You, and that daughter of yours—the
devil’s plaything she is, I say.”

“Aye, sar, and you too,
which ye’ll be discovering shortly.” (And, of all the gall: Brown
pronounced “shortly” as shartly.)

“I bid ye good day, sar,” Brown
finished, “and shall look farward ta seein’ ye again!”

The giant footsteps thundered off, and
next it was a much more youthful Emily who peered in for a parting
glance. “Again, sir, I thank ye, my father thanks ye, and above
all, Lancaster Patten thanks ye. You’ll be meeting him very
soon…”
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