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SYNOPSIS


A ghostly couple wanders through their former home, searching for a lost treasure. As their presence gently brushes against the living inhabitants, the boundary between past and present dissolves in a lyrical meditation on love and memory.
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NOTICE


This text is a work in the public domain and reflects the norms, values and perspectives of its time. Some readers may find parts of this content offensive or disturbing, given the evolution in social norms and in our collective understanding of issues of equality, human rights and mutual respect. We ask readers to approach this material with an understanding of the historical era in which it was written, recognizing that it may contain language, ideas or descriptions that are incompatible with today's ethical and moral standards.


Names from foreign languages will be preserved in their original form, with no translation.


 




A Haunted House


 


Whatever hour you woke there was a door shutting.
From room to room they went, hand in hand, lifting here, opening there, making sure—a
ghostly couple.


"Here we left it," she said. And
he added, "Oh, but here too!" "It's upstairs," she murmured.
"And in the garden," he whispered. "Quietly," they said, "or
we shall wake them."


But it wasn't that you woke us. Oh, no. "They're
looking for it; they're drawing the curtain," one might say, and so read on
a page or two. "Now they've found it," one would be certain, stopping
the pencil on the margin. And then, tired of reading, one might rise and see for
oneself, the house all empty, the doors standing open, only the wood pigeons bubbling
with content and the hum of the threshing machine sounding from the farm. "What
did I come in here for? What did I want to find?" My hands were empty. "Perhaps
it's upstairs then?" The apples were in the loft. And so down again, the garden
still as ever, only the book had slipped into the grass.


But they had found it in the drawing room.
Not that one could ever see them. The window panes reflected apples, reflected roses;
all the leaves were green in the glass. If they moved in the drawing room, the apple
only turned its yellow side. Yet, the moment after, if the door was opened, spread
about the floor, hung upon the walls, pendant from the ceiling—what? My
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