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    Midnight House gathers thirteen works by Ethel Lina White into a single-author volume centered on her shorter fiction of suspense. Rather than presenting novels or dramatic works, this collection brings together compact narratives published as discrete pieces, each divided here into its original internal sections. The contents range from “The Empty House” and “Murder Lane” to “The Last Word,” forming a representative sequence of tales associated with mystery, crime, the uncanny, and psychological tension. As a collection, its purpose is not only to preserve individual stories but also to show how White sustained atmosphere, pace, and narrative pressure within concise forms.

The volume represents prose fiction in short and novella-like modes, with each title unfolding through numbered parts that emphasize structure and momentum. These are not essays, memoirs, letters, or poems, but crafted narratives designed to lead readers through uncertainty, apprehension, and revelation. Across the table of contents, the titles themselves suggest White’s characteristic territory: houses, lanes, cellars, apparitions, pursuit, memory, and danger. Even before a plot begins, place and mood carry unusual weight. The collection therefore offers a focused view of White as a writer of suspenseful storytelling, attentive to setting, incident, and the gradual tightening of emotional stakes.

White is widely associated with suspense and crime fiction, and the stories assembled here demonstrate how effectively she worked within those neighboring traditions. Some titles imply criminal intrigue, others invoke the supernatural or the appearance of it, and several suggest a blend of domestic familiarity with latent menace. This interplay is central to her appeal. Streets, homes, and ordinary social settings become unstable under pressure, and everyday routines can conceal fear, secrecy, or threat. The result is fiction that moves fluently between mystery and sensation, inviting readers to question what is seen, what is assumed, and what may be hidden in plain sight.

A unifying feature of White’s work is her control of narrative suspense through economy. She tends to rely less on ornamental display than on situation, timing, and the strategic release of information. In shorter fiction especially, such discipline is crucial, and this collection makes that craft visible from piece to piece. The sectional arrangement of the stories supports a rhythm of pause and renewal, sharpening cliff-hangers and transitions. White’s prose is valued not for excess but for efficiency: she establishes mood quickly, places characters under strain, and allows tension to accumulate through movement, observation, and the unsettling implications of seemingly ordinary details.

Another thread connecting these works is their interest in vulnerability within familiar environments. Houses, rooms, roads, and inherited habits recur as settings in which security proves uncertain. The collection’s title, Midnight House, aptly evokes this imaginative world, where domestic space can become charged with dread and where the known world is made strange after dark. Yet White’s fiction is not defined by atmosphere alone. Her stories are also shaped by curiosity, pursuit, and the reader’s desire to understand events that resist easy explanation. Whether the source of danger is human, suggested to be supernatural, or initially ambiguous, tension arises from pressure on perception and trust.

Read together, these pieces illuminate the breadth available within White’s preferred field. She can work from stark premises, ominous locations, suggestive character encounters, or situations of pursuit and confinement, while sustaining a consistent commitment to clarity and suspense. The stories are distinct, but their cumulative effect is to reveal a coherent artistic identity. White repeatedly demonstrates how much can be accomplished within compressed narrative space: a convincing atmosphere, a strong sense of jeopardy, and a carefully managed progression from premise to consequence. For readers interested in the architecture of suspense, this collection offers a valuable map of recurring concerns and methods.

The continuing significance of Ethel Lina White’s writing lies in this durable command of unease. Her fiction belongs to the long tradition of popular suspense literature, yet it remains notable for the precision with which it converts ordinary settings into scenes of anxiety and expectation. A collection such as Midnight House helps restore attention to that achievement by presenting multiple works in sequence, allowing patterns of theme and technique to emerge naturally. It invites both new readers and returning admirers to encounter White not through a single famous title, but through a sustained body of shorter fiction whose control, atmosphere, and readability continue to reward close attention.
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    Ethel Lina White wrote during the high interwar decades, when British popular fiction was being reshaped by the trauma of the First World War and by rapid social change in the 1920s and 1930s. Born in Abergavenny, Monmouthshire, in 1876, she belonged to a generation that saw Edwardian certainties erode after 1918. The stories gathered in Midnight House draw on that unsettled atmosphere: old houses, provincial streets, boarding establishments, and seemingly respectable neighborhoods become sites of menace. Such settings reflected a wider cultural sense that danger now lurked within ordinary domestic life rather than in distant Gothic realms, a shift central to modern suspense writing.

White’s fiction also emerged alongside the so-called Golden Age of detective fiction, associated with writers such as Agatha Christie, Dorothy L. Sayers, and Margery Allingham between roughly 1920 and 1940. Yet White occupied a distinctive position within that market. Rather than centering the cool, infallible detective alone, she often emphasized vulnerable protagonists, misdirection, and emotional pressure. Midnight House belongs to a literary climate in which readers expected puzzles, but White answered that demand with psychological suspense and claustrophobic danger. This blend helped contemporary audiences recognize her work as both part of the detective boom and a darker variant of it, closer to anxiety than pure ratiocination.

Several recurring motifs in the collection reflect the transformation of British domestic and urban space between the wars. Expanding suburbs, rented rooms, lodging houses, railway travel, and anonymous city streets changed how people understood privacy and safety. London, as well as smaller towns and semi-rural settings, increasingly appeared in fiction as places where strangers could pass unnoticed and where social respectability concealed crime. White repeatedly exploited thresholds such as cellars, corridors, lanes, and isolated houses, all resonant with contemporary fears about unseen neighbors and unstable households. Her suspense was therefore grounded in everyday geographies familiar to readers living amid modernization and mobility.

The period also saw changing expectations for women’s work, movement, and independence, especially after women over thirty gained the vote in 1918 and equal franchise arrived in 1928. White’s female characters often navigate employment, boarding arrangements, travel, and social scrutiny, mirroring a society in which women had new freedoms but remained vulnerable to economic insecurity and moral judgment. This tension shaped both her perspective and her readership. Many women readers recognized the precariousness of public space, unwanted attention, and dependence on reputation. In Midnight House, threat frequently arises not from exotic villainy but from the ordinary risks attached to female autonomy in modern Britain.

Another important context is the growth of mass-circulation newspapers, sensational crime reporting, and popular interest in trials from the late nineteenth century into the 1930s. British readers were accustomed to following murders, disappearances, and scandals in vivid detail, and fiction absorbed that atmosphere. White’s plots often depend on rumor, testimony, mistaken appearances, and the gap between what seems true and what can be proved. Such concerns paralleled a media culture that turned criminal cases into public spectacle. The collection’s emphasis on suspicion and interpretation reflects a society increasingly trained to read clues through headlines, police procedure, and courtroom narratives.

White was also writing during years marked by economic instability, especially after the General Strike of 1926 and the Depression-era unemployment that afflicted Britain in the early 1930s. Financial strain intensified anxieties about inheritance, housing, dependency, and class resentment, all useful pressures in mystery and suspense fiction. In stories where domestic arrangements become dangerous, material precarity often underlies the emotional drama. Respectable facades could be maintained only with effort, and White repeatedly explored what happened when money, status, and trust came under pressure. Contemporary readers, facing uncertain livelihoods and shrinking security, would have found such tensions especially immediate and credible.

Elements of the uncanny in Midnight House should also be placed within the persistence of spiritualism and popular fascination with ghosts after 1918. The vast wartime death toll encouraged many Britons to seek contact with the dead, while psychical research and ghost stories remained culturally prominent through the interwar years. White frequently plays on supernatural suggestion without abandoning rational suspense, using apparitions, ominous houses, or unexplained disturbances to heighten dread. This method suited a readership suspended between skepticism and desire for mystery. Her stories exploit that uncertainty, turning the supernatural into a psychological and social language for grief, fear, and repression.

Although White never achieved the canonical status later granted to some male thriller writers or to Christie, her reputation was strengthened by adaptations, most famously when her 1936 novel The Wheel Spins became Alfred Hitchcock’s film The Lady Vanishes in 1938. That success highlights the cinematic quality already present in her fiction: confined settings, escalating threat, and ordinary people trapped in peril. Midnight House should therefore be read within the broader rise of modern thriller culture in Britain before the Second World War. Its collection of mysteries and uncanny episodes captures a society haunted by recent history, fascinated by crime, and uncertain about the safety of everyday life.
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    The Empty House
A seemingly ordinary house becomes the center of mounting unease as domestic space turns secretive and unstable. White uses a brisk, quietly ominous style to explore fear, isolation, and the way familiar settings can conceal menace.
The story shows her gift for building suspense through small disturbances rather than spectacle, making atmosphere do much of the work. Recurring motifs include vulnerable protagonists, hidden histories, and the uneasy overlap between safety and threat.
Murder Lane
A place-name that sounds merely quaint acquires darker meaning when everyday routines are shadowed by suspicion and danger. The tone mixes village-gothic unease with detective-like observation, focusing on how rumor, memory, and environment shape dread.
White sharpens her interest in peril emerging from ordinary English settings, where menace feels embedded in the landscape itself. The piece reflects her economical plotting and her preference for tension rooted in uncertainty rather than explicit violence.
Black Hand
Threat enters through intimidation and secrecy, drawing characters into a world where fear spreads faster than facts. White gives the material a taut, modern nervousness while examining coercion, vulnerability, and the psychology of being watched.
The story highlights her recurring fascination with unseen antagonists and pressure that operates from the margins. Its suspense depends on atmosphere, implication, and the destabilizing effect of anonymous menace.
The Cellar
A hidden or neglected part of a house becomes the focus of dread as buried anxieties rise toward the surface. White turns enclosed space into a psychological trap, blending physical suspense with themes of repression, secrecy, and discovery.
This is a strong example of her ability to make architecture feel active in the drama. The familiar motif of domestic interiors under strain returns here in a darker, more claustrophobic key.
Poltergeister
Apparent disturbances suggest the supernatural, but the deeper tension comes from uncertainty about what is being perceived and why. White balances eerie suggestion with cool narrative control, keeping attention on nerves, interpretation, and unstable reality.
The story illustrates her habit of using ghostly or uncanny elements less for spectacle than for emotional pressure. Recurrent motifs include haunted households, frayed composure, and the thin line between external threat and inward fear.
The Race
Urgency and pursuit drive this story, giving suspense a more kinetic form than White's house-centered tales. Even in motion, she remains focused on vulnerability, misjudgment, and the way ordinary circumstances can tip suddenly into peril.
The shift toward speed and pursuit shows a useful variation within her suspense method. Yet the familiar signatures remain: concise scene-building, tightening pressure, and danger emerging from limited knowledge.
The Last Post
An everyday institution becomes the setting for suspense as messages, expectations, and delays acquire ominous weight. White uses restrained plotting to examine communication, absence, and the emotional strain created by waiting for news.
The piece reflects her talent for finding menace in routine social systems rather than exotic situations. Its themes of uncertainty and unseen consequence align closely with her broader interest in ordinary life under pressure.
The Game
What begins with play, strategy, or social maneuvering gradually reveals sharper emotional and moral stakes. White gives the premise a coolly controlled tension, emphasizing misdirection, power, and the risks hidden inside seemingly harmless interactions.
The story demonstrates her skill at turning light surfaces into vehicles for suspense. Recurring concerns include performance, deception, and the vulnerability created when rules are assumed rather than understood.
Crooked Mary
A character at the story's center carries an aura of ambiguity that unsettles the boundary between local legend and lived reality. White draws on folkloric or communal unease while keeping the drama grounded in social observation and psychological tension.
This piece shows her affinity for figures who are judged, feared, or half-mythologized by others. Themes of reputation, otherness, and the distortions of collective storytelling are especially prominent.
"Home"
The title's promise of refuge is tested as belonging and security become complicated by memory, expectation, or threat. White treats home not as a stable haven but as a charged emotional space where intimacy can sharpen unease.
The story gathers several of her central motifs into especially compact form: domestic suspense, unstable safety, and the persistence of the past. Its tone is controlled and intimate, with tension arising from what should feel most familiar.
Ancient History
The past intrudes on the present in ways that are less nostalgic than disquieting, suggesting that old matters never remain fully settled. White uses a measured, reflective suspense to explore memory, buried grievance, and the long afterlife of prior events.
The story underscores a notable pattern in her work: historical residue matters most when it presses on ordinary people in the present. Its quieter tone still carries her signature sense that concealed knowledge can suddenly become dangerous.
Good Victorians Never Die
Respectability and old-fashioned values are treated with wit as well as unease, creating a story that is both slyly comic and quietly macabre. White examines how the dead hand of convention can persist, shaping behavior and perception long after its supposed era has passed.
This piece marks a tonal shift toward more overt irony while preserving her interest in haunting, whether social, psychological, or spectral. It highlights her ability to fuse satire with suspense without losing narrative economy.
The Last Word
A final exchange, judgment, or revelation becomes the hinge of a compact suspense story concerned with control and interpretation. White's pared-down method gives unusual force to implication, leaving emotional and moral pressure to accumulate in small turns.
As a closing piece, it exemplifies her preference for endings that resonate through suggestion rather than excess explanation. The familiar themes of withheld knowledge and unstable certainty remain central.
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THE house had been barred, locked and shuttered for over
  eleven years. Thousands of days had dawned without a ray of sunlight striking
  through its windows. Thousands of nights had fallen with no flicker of a
  match within its walls.

Lying awake in the next house, Elizabeth Featherstonhaugh—aged
  nineteen and possessed of a fertile imagination—used to shudder at the
  thought of black emptiness pressing on the other side of her room. Herself a
  child of loneliness and twilight[1q]—she believed that the darkness must be
  in absolute possession of the deserted mansion. She imagined it clotted to
  material strength and shredded with solid cores of density—so that if
  an intruder dared to force a passage through it, he would be drawn in and
  crushed between rollers of atmospheric pressure.

Occasionally, as she listened, she thought she heard strange noises in the
  empty house. There were sounds of tapping, creaking, rumbling. Footsteps
  walked where there were no feet. Drawers seemed to be pulled open where there
  were no hands. When the furniture appeared to thud from spot to spot, she
  knew that it was time to switch on her bed-light.

The reassurance of her own cheerful room, with its comfort and fine
  proportions, reminded her that she was in charge of Captain Pewter's two
  children and that it was more than a job.

"This family belongs to my caste," she told herself. "The Captain comes
  from my wonderful India. I like Geraldine. I'm fond of dear little Philippa.
  And I love Barnaby... I won't be frightened."

When she was small, she had been so terrified of the dread "Black Man in
  the cellar" that she petitioned the angels to protect her. Now, as she sat up
  in bed, with her short fair hair ruffled from the pillow and her white
  pyjama-jacket open to reveal a thin neck, she looked almost a child
  again.

Her eyes were wide with fear as she stared at her bedroom wall, as though
  she were actually threatened by the crowding darkness. At such moments she
  pictured a sudden burst and bulge of masonry displaced by the encroachment of
  the evil force which had choked the light.

"There's someone—or something—in the empty house," she
  whispered before, once again, she prayed for protection.

"Deliver me from the Powers of Darkness."
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The empty house was listed in the postal directory as No. 11
  India Crescent, Rivermead, but it was a dead address. Its absentee owner and
  his wife were reported to be living abroad; but it was so long since they had
  been seen in the town that few people remembered them. During the years there
  had grown up a new generation who were too accustomed to the blinded building
  to be curious.

Occasionally strangers asked questions about it, only to be told that it
  was just another of those deserted homes sprinkled about every
  country—shrines to memory. Only a few residents remembered its tragic
  story of domestic tyranny, ill-starred love and early death.

Mr. Spree, the lawyer, knew more than any outsider, but as representative
  of legal caution his lips were sealed. He used to walk to his office and had
  been accustomed to pass No. 11 four times daily without giving it a thought.
  Towards the middle of November, 1938, his interest in it was revived by the
  calendar.

He was a healthy, well-preserved man of sixty, wearing the conventional
  clothes of his profession while resembling the traditional farmer. Doomed by
  inheritance to a sedentary life, he spent his leisure in chopping wood and
  cutting lawns. He was also a keen gardener and specialised in yellow
  tomatoes.

It gave him a pang to remember that he was still in the forties when he
  had been responsible for sealing up No. 11 India Crescent. This house had
  been the property of General Tygarth, who lived there for many years with his
  wife and two children. Mrs. Tygarth was a silly, snobbish woman, who got the
  sort of husband she deserved, for the General—irritable, eccentric and
  tradition-bound—pushed her about remorselessly.

The children were gentle, listless and apparently of poor stamina. The
  daughter, Madeline, married a local doctor who—in spite of his
  youth—was considered destined for the first flight. Her parents were
  glad to be rid of her, for they concentrated on their son—Clement.

In spite of their devotion they were deeply disappointed in his character.
  He was delicate, dreamy and devoid of the requisite lethal instincts. The
  sporting community had a name for him. Yet during the War of 1914-1918 he ran
  away from Oxford and enlisted as a private. He became a prisoner of war in
  Germany—escaped, only to be recaptured—and finally, after the
  Armistice, returned to his family as a total disability.

Three years later, the next-door house, No. 10, was bought by a retired
  sanitary-engineer. He was an excellent plumber and his drains remained after
  him as a valuable legacy to future tenants; but the other residents resented
  his connection with trade.

As leader of the opposition, the General did his utmost to freeze out the
  newcomer. However, he met his match in the plumber, for Alexander Brown had
  dug in his heels.

"I'll live to see you move out first," he prophesied to the General. "Then
  I'll clear out—and glad to leave the stinking place."

—III—


Table of Contents



While their parents raged like bulls in combat, the
  General's son and the plumber's daughter fell deeply in love. Marion Brown
  was sweet, simple, and a perfect type of natural blonde beauty, but as far as
  the Tygarth family was concerned, she was mud. From the first kiss, the
  romance was doomed to follow the tragic tradition of Romeo and Juliet,
  for the worthy Browns—smarting from wounded pride—turned their
  daughter into a virtual prisoner, to keep her from meeting her lover.

For two years she never went out alone. Clement was powerless, since he
  was dependent on his father for every shilling and on his mother for the care
  which kept him alive. Forbidden to write to his beloved, he used to stand at
  his window, to watch her come and go on her daily walk.

Although it was so long ago, Mr. Spree, the lawyer, felt slightly choky at
  the memory of that white fading face behind the glass. Thwarted of love, the
  young War-hero's health grew steadily worse, and he died from collapse during
  an attack of influenza.

His parents were broken-hearted and possibly conscience-stricken. As No.
  11 had become a place of hateful memories, the General decided to shut up the
  house and go abroad.

Thus was the plumber's prophecy fulfilled...

On that misty November morning, nearly twelve years later, the lawyer
  recalled the General's letter of instructions. No. 11 was to be sealed up and
  remain unopened, pending further orders or the owner's return. Upon a
  specified date, he was to assume the death of his client and open up the
  property.

"I wish you to be personally responsible for locking up the
  house" [wrote the General]. "We are leaving nothing of value behind and there
  are no animals. It is intolerable to contemplate some inquisitive bounder
  from an Estate Office prying into details of our private life. We are moving
  out early tomorrow morning, and hope our departure will be secret. We have
  suffered too deeply to endure further painful publicity."

Although his instructions were definite, the lawyer could not resist
  ringing up the General, to urge the sale of the property. He was nearly
  blasted over the wire by his client's rage.

"My letter stands," he roared. "No sale. Haven't you the gumption
  to realise the last thing I want is a pack of strangers let loose in my
  house, making a catalogue and passing remarks on my furniture? I regard the
  place as dead money."

Mr. Spree could congratulate himself that he had acted with none of the
  traditional Law's delay. That same afternoon, he unlocked the door of No. 11
  with the key enclosed in the General's letter and went inside, to carry out
  his instructions. The house was dark, as many of the windows were already
  latched and shuttered. With meticulous care to avoid taking notice of his
  suroundings, he went from room to room, to make sure that every fastening was
  secure. While he waited in the hall for the Corporation employees to cut off
  the water and check the electric-light meter, he read his newspaper, to prove
  his lack of curiosity.

Later, when he was alone again, he locked the back door, which opened on
  to the area. Then, with a sense of drama, he walked out of the front
  door—reflecting that his would be the last foot to cross the threshold
  for many years.

The next morning, the windows were boarded up from the ouside, and both
  locked doors were double-chained. Even the chimneys were blocked, to prevent
  daws from building inside the pots. When all was finished, the lawyer
  remarked that the house would need a Houdini quality to wriggle itself free
  from its bolts and bars...

And now—within a fortnight—it would be opened again.
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Still held captive by the past, the lawyer stood in the road
  to gaze along the fine sweep of India Crescent. The tall Regency houses of
  buff stucco were too spacious for wholesale private ownership. Only a few
  nabobs had the means to install modern improvements and provide the essential
  domestic labour. Many of the mansions were converted into luxury flats. There
  was also an expensive private hotel and a very exclusive social club.

No. 10—at one time the property of the plumber—had been bought
  by Captain Nigel Pewter. Recently returned from India, he converted it from
  an ice-box into a conservatory, besides transforming its appearance. Glancing
  up at the unveiled glass, the lawyer recalled the windows when they were
  muffled with Nottingham lace and shrouded with peacock-blue velvet.

He remembered too the spell-binding beauty of the girl who used to stand
  there, waiting in hope of one glimpse of her beloved. Her long hair flowed
  loose over her shoulders in a golden cloud—her cheeks were
  petal-pink—and her eyes shone deeply blue as his own
  love-in-a-mist.

Where was that beauty now?... He had heard nothing of the family for
  years. The plumber sold the house—after the General had made the first
  move—and left the neighbourhood. With the passage of time the tragic
  Marion had become misty and remote as a legendary figure.

Feeling romantic, the lawyer quoted Shelley.

"For love, and beauty, and delight

  There is no death nor change—...

Damn."

He sprang on to the pavement to avoid a car which shot round the bend. As
  the driver stopped, the lawyer recognised Dr. Evan Evans, who had married the
  General's daughter—Madeline.

The doctor's figure was boyish and his fair hair thick, so that at first
  glance he could be mistaken for a medical student. Even at close range he
  looked surprisingly young for a man in the forties. He had calm blue eyes and
  a sensitive, intelligent face. His voice was flexibly sympathetic and his
  social feelers so delicate that he was as popular in a slum as in the
  Bishop's Palace.

Yet he was no fashionable woman's doctor in spite of a perfect bedside
  manner. His skill recommended him equally to men. All his patients recognised
  the force of character beneath his mild exterior. On occasion, his eyes could
  harden to disconcerting penetration and his voice cut like broken glass.

"If you slaughter me, Evans," remarked the lawyer, "how can I defend you
  at your trial?"

The doctor laughed as he explained.

"Sorry. Short on time. I have to operate—and once a body is laid out
  on the table it becomes a sacred charge. I could run over the best citizen if
  I were on my way to operate on a blackguard."

"If you're hinting I'm safe from injury so long as I'm your patient, it
  sounds suspiciously like advertising."

The doctor's bleak smile was proof that he did not appreciate other
  people's humour. Then interest flickered into his eyes at the sight of a
  woman who came out of the Crescent Hotel. She was a thin, smartly-dressed
  brunette of middle-age, with horn-rimmed glasses and a natural high
  colour.

"That's Mrs. Davis," he said in a low rapid voice. "Daughter of old Evans
  the draper. She's married to a Manchester chemist... Now she illustrates what
  I was saying just now. During a crisis in my life, I was interrupted to do a
  rush-operation on her, just before her marriage. I moved Heaven and Hell to
  save that woman. But when it was over and I realised the price I had to pay
  for yanking out her appendix, I could have murdered her ruthlessly."

He broke off to greet the lady with his graded professional manner.

"Back on your yearly visit, May? You're very faithful to us."

Mrs. Davis's colour grew higher with pleasure.

"I've not missed a year yet," she said. "I'm not staying with the family
  this time. They're crowded out with relations from Canada. So I'm at the
  'Crescent.'... I'm so glad to see you, doctor." She turned to the lawyer and
  added, "If it wasn't for him, I wouldn't be here now."

"I claim to be responsible for all her children," said the doctor. "Four
  now, isn't it, May?"

"You should know. But don't let my husband hear you. He likes some of the
  credit for these little jobs."

As Mrs. Davis giggled and blushed, the lawyer reflected acidly that Evans
  knew the brand of humour which appealed to the lady. His bow was frigid when
  she walked on again.

"That sort of thing rather jars," he remarked. "I was just recalling the
  girl who used to stand at that window. You don't see beauty like that
  nowadays. I suppose she's dead."

The doctor's smile was bitter as he shook his head.

"No, she's alive and back in the town. A tragic survival. She looks older
  than her actual age."

"Dear me. Pity. Hope I shan't meet her. It would be painful when I
  remember—What's brought her back after all these years?"

"I can guess. A woman naturally returns to the scene of her romance.
  Probably she wants to be here when No. 11 is reopened."

The lawyer tried to make another joke.

"My operation, this time, Evans. In less than a fortnight, I shall explore
  an interior... I suppose no recent news of the General, or his wife, has
  leaked through to you?"

"No," replied the doctor, shaking his head, "I only saw them once after
  they left. I went to San Remo to break the news of their daughter's death
  personally. The General blamed me, although I advised them not to go abroad
  while Madeline's condition was critical. At first my mother-in-law sent me an
  occasional post-card, but I've heard nothing from them for years. I think
  they must both be dead."
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Not long afterwards, as he drove to the hospital, Evan
  Evans's thoughts returned to the night before No. 11 was shut up. It was not
  good preparation for dealing with a mastoid, but he knew that his
  professional zeal would return directly he entered the operating-theatre.

He remembered the funereal house, which was furnished in what he
  considered criminal taste. Again he sat in the library with its dead smell
  and its books which were never read. Confronting him—as judge and
  jury—sat the General and his wife.

The General's face was grim and snarling as a tiger's mask which looked
  over his shoulder, from the wall. His eyes were pitted to relentless points
  of light. His wife—with her dyed hair showing white at the
  roots—was like a feather whirling between opposing gales. Sometimes she
  defended her son-in-law, but more often she supported her husband in his
  monstrous charge.

The doctor defended himself, but in the end had been defeated by
  shock-tactics. They forced him to sign a paper. He warned them that it was
  blackmail, while he determined to get it back and destroy it... And
  then—as he told the lawyer—the telephone-bell rang in the
  hall.

Before he left his house—when he expected his visit to the General
  to be one merely of farewell—he told his secretary to ring him in case
  of emergency. He expected a rush-operation, for he had been called in, as a
  second opinion, to diagnose May Evans's pain, when it was dangerously
  late.

Even in his peril, he could not remain deaf to the call upon his service.
  Resolving to return when it was safe, he slipped down to the area and
  unlocked the back-door in readiness for a return visit to the house.

On his way to the hospital and throughout the operation, the paper he had
  signed remained at the back of his mind. It was dangerous as dynamite with
  its threat of professional exposure and ruin. He was in a fever of impatience
  to handle it—to shred it and see it blaze into ash.

Presumably his sub-conscious urgency communicated itself to his fingers,
  for he performed a brilliant feat of surgery. Actually his audacious speed
  saved the patient's life as her appendix was rotten.

When all was over, he broke away from congratulations in order to return
  to No. 11. He was driving at his usual furious speed when he overshot the red
  lamps which warned motorists of road excavation.

Several days later he recovered consciousness in hospital, only to hear
  bitter news. His wife—who was ill with gastric ulceration—was
  dead and buried. She had died from heart-failure, presumably caused by the
  shock of his accident. And No. 11 was permanently locked up.

He inherited his wife's money, bequeathed to her by her godmother, and he
  moved ino No 2 India Crescent; but throughout the years of growing prosperity
  there remained the torturing knowledge of the sealed house—and what it
  contained. His appeal to the lawyer to enter met with flat refusal. Mr. Spree
  would not violate his client's instructions.

As time passed, his sense of danger remained. He was haunted by a
  recurring dream of finding a secret entrance into No. 11. Recently, as though
  a rattlesnake had been sleeping upon a pile of dried leaves, he heard the
  rustle of his rising dread.

Whenever he looked at the house, he cursed its solidity and prayed for a
  fire or a stick of dynamite to blast it into rubble... Could he have waited
  another two years, his desire would have been gratified—when two clean
  gaps in the curve of the Crescent made it resemble a jaw with missing
  teeth.

But the War was still a future event and he was beaten by the time
  element.
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During the afternoon, the scene was visited by another
  person who was present at the "Last House" of the drama of No. 11. A woman
  turned into the Crescent and stood in the road, in order to look up at the
  boarded windows. She was middle-aged, spare and shrivelled. Her faded
  dark-blue eyes were the only remainder of the beauty of Marion Brown.

She was twenty-eight when she came to live at India Crescent but she
  looked a girl in her teens. This was partly due to the fact that—owing
  to its weight—she always wore her hair loose when she was indoors.
  There was a further factor of arrested development, although her
  inarticulation was probably the salvation of romance.

After Clement Tygarth's death, Nature adjusted the time-lag cruelly by
  parching her dew of youth prematurely. The change was unnoticed by Marion,
  since she was free from vanity. She had given her love with all the force of
  a simple and ardent nature to the General's son. In her eyes, he was
  passionate as Byron—beautiful as Shelley—and she cherished her
  beauty only for his sake.

Otherwise it had proved a complication and a curse, attracting a wave of
  passion before which she bent like a reed, so that it could not scorch her.
  Now—when she was left to stand in buses—it was strange to
  remember that men had actually cried, in the hunger of their unsatisfied
  longing...

She looked up at No. 10—whose bare windows suggested cleaning to
  her—and thought of the hours she had paced its rooms as a prisoner. She
  knew every creaking board, every worn patch on the carpets, every detail in
  the pictures which covered the staircase wall... It seemed to her that No. 10
  must be haunted by an unhappy golden-haired girl in a white wrapper—the
  ghost of her dead youth.

While she was recalling the dark and muffled house, its door was suddenly
  flung open. To her surprise, the heavy curtains—which formerly shut off
  the lobby from the hall—had been removed and the light streamed through
  the large window at the back, revealing a bright and shining interior.

A very young girl—a silver-blonde—ran down the steps. She wore
  a suit of black knitwear, relieved by white gloves, scarf and cap. With her
  were two children—a girl with fat golden curls, in a white fur
  coat—and a skinny boy in cornflower-blue jodhpurs.

She looked at him with a faint pang, for his white peaked face and large
  mournful eyes reminded her of Clement... The next second, both children broke
  loose from the girl.

"Barnaby. Philippa," she called.

She had no control over them and was forced to chase them the length of
  the Crescent. Marion Brown watched them disappear round the corner. When they
  had gone, the relief of the interlude was merged in tragic memories.

She had been drawn back to this house by an instinct stronger than her
  resistance. There was a whisper which warned her that it was not safe to
  stay. She knew too much of what had happened inside No. 11 just before its
  long darkness.

While Clement lived, she had not been allowed to cross its threshold, as
  though it were a sacred spot and she—a defiling cur; but on the last
  night, the servants had been sent away, so that she was able to slip inside,
  unseen. While she was hiding, she had been a witness of two fateful
  interviews.

The General was like an ancient tiger with a broken fang, goaded by the
  pain to sadistic
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