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    At the threshold of a lonely house where the known world frays, a solitary narrator confronts the vertigo of vastness, the menace of the unseen, and the possibility that reality itself is only a narrow ledge between abysses, a precarious dwelling pressed on one side by earthly desolation and on the other by immensities that dwarf human meaning, as time, place, and perception buckle into a borderland no creed, instrument, or memory can fully chart, leaving human reason to flicker like a lamp in winds that seem to blow from outside the map of the familiar.

William Hope Hodgson’s The House on the Borderland, first published in 1908, stands as a landmark of early twentieth-century weird fiction. Structured as a found-manuscript discovered by two travelers in the ruins of a remote dwelling in rural Ireland, it blends Gothic isolation with a dawning sense of cosmic scale. The setting is spare yet evocative: a decaying house amid desolate country, far from neighbors and ordinary aid. Within that confined space, Hodgson stages an encounter between human consciousness and phenomena that defy explanation, placing the narrative at a hinge between late-Victorian romance and a modern, more speculative horror.

The manuscript presents the first-person chronicle of a reclusive occupant who records disturbances around the house and within himself: strange sounds, inexplicable lights, subtle dislocations, and episodes that strain the boundaries of waking perception. Hodgson’s voice is measured and observant, often dwelling on small details before veering into moments of abrupt, unnerving intensity. The mood oscillates between watchful stillness and overwhelming awe. Readers encounter a hybrid of diary and visionary report, where the house becomes both fortress and lens, concentrating pressures from the landscape and from the mind, and offering an experience that is immersive, disquieting, and deliberately unresolved.

At its core, the book is preoccupied with thresholds—between sanity and delirium, night and day, matter and spirit. Isolation is not merely a circumstance but a pressure that reshapes perception, asking how the mind copes when ordinary social and scientific assurances fall away. The house itself doubles as a metaphor for human consciousness: protective, fragile, and exposed to immensities it cannot domesticate. Hodgson explores the pull of the unknown without offering easy revelations, invoking deep time and entropy as counterweights to human intention. The result is an inquiry into insignificance and resilience, and into what remains when explanation recedes.

Hodgson intensifies these concerns through form. The found-document frame emphasizes mediation and uncertainty: we read a copy of a manuscript filtered through discoverers whose own identities recede, underscoring the fragility of testimony. Within the journal, the prose blends precise description with impressionistic drift, as if registering phenomena at the limits of sense. Architecture and landscape are rendered with tactile care—stairs, corridors, and the encircling grounds—so that geography feels like psychology writ large. Sound, light, and color serve as instruments of tension. Repetition and incremental variation build dread while preserving ambiguity, allowing readers to inhabit doubt rather than resolve it.

Appearing at the start of the Edwardian era, the novel arrives amid expanding scientific horizons in astronomy and geology that recalibrated human scales of time and space. It channels the Gothic’s fascination with haunted sites into a broader confrontation with the unknown, tempering inherited terrors with vistas that seem indifferent to humanity. In doing so, it helps chart the transition from nineteenth-century romance toward a modern weird mode concerned with cosmic perspective, epistemic doubt, and metaphysical risk. Its economy of characters, limited setting, and audacious scope yield a compact experiment whose concerns resonate across later speculative and horror traditions.

For contemporary readers, The House on the Borderland offers an experience at once intimate and immense: the close company of a single voice set against immensities that will not resolve into answers. Its questions—what can be trusted, how to endure uncertainty, where meaning resides when familiar frameworks fail—remain urgent. The novel rewards slow attention to texture and atmosphere, inviting readers to supply connections the text withholds. It is less a puzzle to be solved than a stark encounter with limits: of language, of perception, and of shelter, a reminder that the borderlands we most fear may lie within as much as without.
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    Two travelers on a fishing trip in remote western Ireland stumble upon an overgrown hollow encircled by ancient embankments. Nearby lie the shattered foundations of a house. Among the debris they discover a water-stained manuscript, intact enough to read. They make camp and copy the document, which presents itself as the journal of the house's former owner. The opening entries describe a secluded estate overshadowed by a vast, circular pit. Noting the narrator's cool, factual tone and the unusual setting, the travelers decide to follow the account through, reserving judgment about its extraordinary claims and the ruin that surrounds them.

According to the manuscript, the author had retired from society to live quietly with his sister and a large, loyal dog. The house, solid and old-fashioned, stood a short walk from the brink of the abyss. Early entries dwell on routine, the dog's patrols, and the peculiar hush of the place. Soon, however, the narrator remarks unexplained lights, odd acoustics near the pit, and a sense that the grounds occupy a boundary between ordinary country and something deeper. He writes as a logkeeper rather than a mystic, inviting the reader to weigh observation over rumor and mood.

Strange impressions accumulate. At twilight he sees vistas that do not align with the known landscape, as if distances fold and unfamiliar architectures briefly reveal themselves. In sleep and half-trance he drifts to a luminous expanse he calls the Sea of Sleep, where calm waters meet a far horizon and a watchful presence. He glimpses a vast arena in profound quiet and hints of colossal watchers beyond human scale. These experiences suggest the house stands on a threshold, granting momentary access to regions that are neither simply dream nor ordinary waking perception.

Physical dangers soon match the visionary ones. The narrator observes swine-faced shapes at the property's edge, furtive and organized. Their tracks cluster near the pit and form paths toward the cellar. He bars windows, shores up doors, and prepares firearms, while the dog keeps vigilant guard. Night watches, heavy thuds, and skittering shadows turn the house into a small fortress. The journal details the layout of rooms, the points of entry, and the methods used to hold off encroachment. Tension builds toward an assault whose nature he cannot fully define but which he resolves, calmly, to resist.

Between alarms, he explores the grounds and the pit's rim, noting masonry beneath the soil and stones carved with weathered patterns. A stair-like declivity suggests communication with subterranean spaces, older than the house and perhaps older than local memory. He descends cautiously and finds passages hinting at a ruinous temple or vault, whose plan only partially survives. Though he avoids speculation, the discoveries imply layered beliefs and a history in which the present dwelling is the newest crust. These clues connect the visible attacks with a deeper provenance that exceeds anything preserved by rumor or parish record.

After a climactic bout of strain, his perceptions widen. Time accelerates and the narrator observes the landscape slipping through immense epochs. He notes skies altering color, constellations rearranging, and the sun's aspect changing as ages roll forward beyond human scale. The house seems to persist as a vantage even while the ground transforms. He presents the experience without embellishment, as observational notes that chart eons in compressed vision. The effect is to place both house and narrator on a border not only between places but between eras, where human measures falter and cosmic processes continue indifferent.

Amid these immensities, the Sea of Sleep recurs, offering calm and the presence of a figure of deep personal significance across the gulf. These interludes counterpoint the siege and cosmic vistas, suggesting the borderland opens inward as well as outward. The narrator writes with controlled emotion, avoiding metaphysical argument and focusing on what he perceives: the still water, the nearness, the possibility of reunion. He treats the visions as data, keeping disciplined records even as solitude and fatigue intensify, and steadily measuring human attachment against the scale of the unknown that surrounds the house and its pit.

As the journal nears its end, physical and mental wear show. The house bears scars, the grounds feel tainted by repeated incursions, and the narrator's health falters. Entries shorten, sketching a final sequence of disturbances, a narrowing of options, and an ambiguous course of action he undertakes without detailing every step. He maintains his methodical tone but leaves gaps where strain or necessity interrupts. The last pages imply a conclusion to both siege and visions while withholding definitive explanation. The document ends with date and signature, returning the reader abruptly to ordinary time and the weathered paper.

Back at their campsite, the two travelers compare the manuscript with what they can see: ruined walls, the odd earthwork ring, and the deep pit. Nights near the site bring minor disturbances neither can fully account for, and local talk adds little beyond cautious warnings. They depart without certainty, carrying their transcript as the sole record. The overall impression is of a house situated at an actual and figurative border, where ordinary life touches ancient depths and vast processes. The narrative closes on unresolved possibility rather than proof, preserving mystery while conveying the scale against which human life unfolds.
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    The narrative is anchored in the far west of Ireland, a sparsely populated region reshaped by nineteenth-century upheavals. The framing device dates the discovery of the manuscript to 1877, when two English anglers, traveling near the fictional village of Kraighten, find a ruined house. The implied locale evokes County Galway or County Clare, with bogland, limestone karst, and sinkholes suggestive of the Burren’s geology. The house itself resembles an isolated Anglo-Irish manor, a relic of landlordism edging a deep ravine or collapsed doline (“the Pit”). Though the manuscript recounts visions beyond time and space, its observational vantage remains the late Victorian Irish countryside, where abandonment, ruin, and social isolation formed a palpable, material landscape.

The Great Famine (1845–1852) and its aftermath decisively shaped the west of Ireland. Potato blight, food export under coercive structures, and inadequate relief precipitated roughly one million deaths and mass emigration. Ireland’s population fell from about 8.2 million (1841 census) to 4.4 million by 1911, with Connacht and Munster suffering steep declines. Ruined cottages, “famine roads,” and deserted townlands dotted counties like Mayo, Galway, and Clare for decades afterward. The Congested Districts Board (established 1891) sought to relieve poverty, buy out estates, and rationalize smallholdings in the west. The novel’s ruin, enveloped by desolation and silence, mirrors these famine-scarred geographies, projecting historical abandonment into the story’s ominous solitude.

Agrarian agitation reached a peak in the Land War (1879–1882), led by Michael Davitt and Charles Stewart Parnell through the Irish National Land League. Tactics included mass meetings, rent strikes, and “boycotting,” named after Captain Charles Boycott in County Mayo (1880). Legislative responses—the Land Law (Ireland) Act 1881 and later the Wyndham Land Purchase Act 1903—accelerated tenant purchase of estates and undercut the power of absentee landlords. Parallel Home Rule crises (bills of 1886 and 1893) kept political tensions acute. The novel’s fortified, threatened house reads against this background: an Anglo-Irish redoubt in a countryside of grievance and transition, where siege imagery resonates with the anxieties of a retreating landlord class.

Victorian and Edwardian spiritualism flourished from the Fox sisters’ séances (1848) through the Society for Psychical Research (founded London, 1882 by Henry Sidgwick, Frederic Myers, and Edmund Gurney). Concurrently, occult organizations—the Theosophical Society (1875, H. P. Blavatsky) and the Hermetic Order of the Golden Dawn (1888)—codified ideas of astral planes and esoteric “investigation.” Public debates over mediumship, apparitions, and survival after death ran alongside early scientific scrutiny. Hodgson himself engaged critically with claims of the paranormal. The House on the Borderland channels this milieu: a found manuscript, otherworldly visitations, and visionary excursions align with contemporaneous attempts to map unseen realities, while the narrator’s wary, quasi-empirical tone reflects an age oscillating between credulity and skepticism.

Late nineteenth-century science recast humanity’s place in time and space. Lord Kelvin’s 1852 paper on the dissipation of energy popularized the “heat death” of the universe; Ludwig Boltzmann’s statistical mechanics (1870s–1890s) supplied a probabilistic account of entropy. Spectroscopy (Kirchhoff and Bunsen, 1859–1860) and stellar classification (Angelo Secchi’s work in the 1860s, followed by Harvard’s refinements in the 1890s) expanded cosmic understanding, while Charles Lyell’s geology and Darwin’s 1859 evolution posited vast, non-biblical timescales. Radioactivity (discovered by Henri Becquerel, 1896; Curie research thereafter) enabled new age estimates; Ernest Rutherford’s 1904 work tied internal heat and radioactive decay to planetary longevity. Astronomical popularizations by Camille Flammarion in the 1870s–1890s, including discussions of cosmic catastrophe and the sun’s eventual demise, brought eschatology into parlors. Percival Lowell’s Mars observations (1894 onward) provoked debates over planetary senescence. The 1883 Krakatoa eruption, recorded by the Royal Society (1888), produced extraordinary global sunsets, dramatizing how remote phenomena can tint earthly skies. These developments saturated public discourse with images of a dying sun, frozen worlds, and eons beyond human measure. The House on the Borderland’s central vision—a plunge through deep time to a lightless, exhausted cosmos—tracks precisely with these scientific currents. Its collapsing stars, glacial darkness, and cosmic solitude transpose Kelvinian entropy and late-Victorian astrophysics into narrative form, turning scientific eschatology into experiential dread and making the Irish house a vantage point for contemplating universal extinction.

Fin-de-siècle anxieties about degeneration framed social debates. Cesare Lombroso’s Criminal Man (1876) proposed atavistic traits; Max Nordau’s Degeneration (1892–1893) warned of societal decay amid urbanization, alcoholism, and perceived moral enfeeblement. Francis Galton coined “eugenics” in 1883, and British policy discussion increasingly pathologized poverty and disability, culminating later in the Mental Deficiency Act (1913). Popularized fears of the “beast within,” racialized othering, and biological decline permeated press and parlor. The novel’s “swine-things,” besieging the house from caves and pits, echo this discourse: polymorphous, subhuman threats that externalize anxieties of atavism, contagion, and the collapse of civilized boundaries under evolutionary and social pressure.

Imperial strain at the turn of the century sharpened siege imaginaries. The Second Boer War (1899–1902) in South Africa featured protracted blockades—Ladysmith, Kimberley, Mafeking—and brutal guerrilla phases. British military deaths exceeded 22,000; civilian mortality in concentration camps was catastrophic (about 26,000 Boer and tens of thousands of Black Africans). The conflict provoked scrutiny of British fitness and imperial methods; in Ireland, widespread Boer sympathy sharpened anti-imperial sentiment. The House on the Borderland’s defensive architecture and relentless assaults reproduce a siege logic familiar from imperial news reports: a fortified outpost, anxious watchers, and encircling hostility, projecting geopolitical foreboding onto a solitary Irish threshold between order and encroaching chaos.

As social and political critique, the book undermines human centrality and, by extension, imperial and class certitudes. The isolated manor—dilapidated, embattled, perched over a geological void—figures the fragility of Anglo-Irish landlordism in a countryside marked by famine scars and agrarian revolt. Its sieges and barricades evoke a besieged elite amid economic and national realignments. The protagonist’s astral vistas, culminating in entropic darkness, deflate fin-de-siècle triumphalism, suggesting that empire, science, and wealth cannot master cosmic or social time. By staging degeneration anxieties and occult credulity against a sober, annihilating universe, the novel exposes the era’s injustices and hierarchies as temporary constructions vulnerable to history and entropy alike.
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“Open the door,

      And listen!

      Only the wind’s muffled roar,

      And the glisten

      Of tears round the moon.

      And, in fancy, the tread

      Of vanishing shoon—

      Out in the night with the Dead.




“Hush! and hark

      To the sorrowful cry

      Of the wind in the dark.

      Hush and hark, without murmur or sigh,

      To shoon that tread the lost aeons:

      To the sound that bids you to die.

      Hush and hark! Hush and Hark!”
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Many are the hours in which I have pondered upon the story that is set forth in the following pages. I trust that my instincts are not awry when they prompt me to leave the account, in simplicity, as it was handed to me.

And the MS. itself — You must picture me, when first it was given into my care, turning it over, curiously, and making a swift, jerky examination. A small book it is; but thick, and all, save the last few pages, filled with a quaint but legible hand-writing, and writ very close. I have the queer, faint, pit-water smell of it in my nostrils now as I write, and my fingers have subconscious memories of the soft, “cloggy” feel of the long-damp pages.

I read, and, in reading, lifted the Curtains of the Impossible, that blind the mind, and looked out into the unknown. Amid stiff, abrupt sentences I wandered; and, presently, I had no fault to charge against their abrupt tellings; for, better far than my own ambitious phrasing, is this mutilated story capable of bringing home all that the old Recluse, of the vanished house, had striven to tell.

Of the simple, stiffly given account of weird and extraordinary matters, I will say little. It lies before you. The inner story must be uncovered, personally, by each reader, according to ability and desire. And even should any fail to see, as now I see, the shadowed picture and conception of that, to which one may well give the accepted titles of Heaven and Hell; yet can I promise certain thrills, merely taking the story as a story.

William Hope Hodgson.

    December 17, 1907
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Right away in the west of Ireland lies a tiny hamlet called Kraighten. It is situated, alone, at the base of a low hill. Far around there spreads a waste of bleak and totally inhospitable country; where, here and there at great intervals, one may come upon the ruins of some long desolate cottage — unthatched and stark. The whole land is bare and unpeopled, the very earth scarcely covering the rock that lies beneath it, and with which the country abounds, in places rising out of the soil in wave-shaped ridges.

Yet, in spite of its desolation, my friend Tonnison and I had elected to spend our vacation there. He had stumbled on the place, by mere chance, the year previously, during the course of a long walking tour, and discovered the possibilities for the angler, in a small and unnamed river that runs past the outskirts of the little village.

I have said that the river is without name; I may add that no map that I have hitherto consulted has shown either village or stream. They seem to have entirely escaped observation: indeed, they might never exist for all that the average guide tells one. Possibly, this can be partly accounted for by the fact that the nearest railway-station (Ardrahan) is some forty miles distant.

It was early one warm evening when my friend and I arrived in Kraighten. We had reached Ardrahan the previous night, sleeping there in rooms hired at the village post-office, and leaving in good time on the following morning, clinging insecurely to one of the typical jaunting car[1]s.

It had taken us all day to accomplish our journey over some of the roughest tracks imaginable, with the result that we were thoroughly tired and somewhat bad tempered. However, the tent had to be erected, and our goods stowed away, before we could think of food or rest. And so we set to work, with the aid of our driver, and soon had the tent up, upon a small patch of ground just outside the little village, and quite near to the river.

Then, having stored all our belongings, we dismissed the driver, as he had to make his way back as speedily as possible, and told him to come across to us at the end of a fortnight. We had brought sufficient provisions to last us for that space of time, and water we could get from the stream. Fuel we did not need, as we had included a small oil-stove among our outfit, and the weather was fine and warm.

It was Tonnison’s idea to camp out instead of getting lodgings in one of the cottages. As he put it, there was no joke in sleeping in a room with a numerous family of healthy Irish in one corner, and the pig-sty in the other, while over-head a ragged colony of roosting fowls distributed their blessings impartially, and the whole place so full of peat smoke that it made a fellow sneeze his head off just to put it inside the doorway.

Tonnison had got the stove lit now, and was busy cutting slices of bacon into the frying-pan; so I took the kettle and walked down to the river for water. On the way, I had to pass close to a little group of the village people, who eyed me curiously, but not in any unfriendly manner, though none of them ventured a word.

As I returned with my kettle filled, I went up to them and, after a friendly nod, to which they replied in like manner, I asked them casually about the fishing; but, instead of answering, they just shook their heads silently, and stared at me. I repeated the question, addressing more particularly a great, gaunt fellow at my elbow; yet again I received no answer. Then the man turned to a comrade and said something rapidly in a language that I did not understand; and, at once, the whole crowd of them fell to jabbering in what, after a few moments, I guessed to be pure Irish. At the same time they cast many glances in my direction. For a minute, perhaps, they spoke among themselves thus; then the man I had addressed, faced round at me, and said something. By the expression of his face I guessed that he, in turn, was questioning me; but now I had to shake my head, and indicate that I did not comprehend what it was they wanted to know; and so we stood looking at one another, until I heard Tonnison calling to me to hurry up with the kettle. Then, with a smile and a nod, I left them, and all in the little crowd smiled and nodded in return, though their faces still betrayed their puzzlement.

It was evident, I reflected as I went towards the tent, that the inhabitants of these few huts in the wilderness did not know a word of English; and when I told Tonnison, he remarked that he was aware of the fact, and, more, that it was not at all uncommon in that part of the country, where the people often lived and died in their isolated hamlets without ever coming in contact with the outside world.

“I wish we had got the driver to interpret for us before he left,” I remarked, as we sat down to our meal. “It seems so strange for the people of this place not even to know what we’ve come for.”

Tonnison grunted an assent, and thereafter was silent for awhile.

Later, having satisfied our appetites somewhat, we began to talk, laying our plans for the morrow; then, after a smoke, we closed the flap of the tent, and prepared to turn in.

“I suppose there’s no chance of those fellows outside taking anything?” I asked, as we rolled ourselves in our blankets.

Tonnison said that he did not think so, at least while we were about; and, as he went on to explain, we could lock up everything, except the tent, in the big chest that we had brought to hold our provisions. I agreed to this, and soon we were both asleep.

Next morning, early, we rose and went for a swim in the river; after which we dressed, and had breakfast. Then we roused out our fishing tackle, and overhauled it, by which time, our breakfasts having settled somewhat, we made all secure within the tent, and strode off in the direction my friend had explored on his previous visit.

During the day we fished happily, working steadily up-stream, and by evening we had one of the prettiest creels of fish that I had seen for a long while. Returning to the village, we made a good feed off our day’s spoil, after which, having selected a few of the finer fish for our breakfast, we presented the remainder to the group of villagers who had assembled at a respectful distance to watch our doings. They seemed wonderfully grateful, and heaped mountains of, what I presumed to be, Irish blessings[2] upon our heads.

Thus we spent several days, having splendid sport, and first-rate appetites to do justice upon our prey. We were pleased to find how friendly the villagers were inclined to be, and that there was no evidence of their having ventured to meddle with our belongings during our absences.

It was on a Tuesday that we arrived in Kraighten, and it would be on the Sunday following that we made a great discovery. Hitherto we had always gone up-stream; on that day, however, we laid aside our rods, and, taking some provisions, set off for a long ramble in the opposite direction. The day was warm, and we trudged along leisurely enough, stopping about midday to eat our lunch upon a great flat rock near the river bank. Afterwards, we sat and smoked awhile, resuming our walk only when we were tired of inaction.

For, perhaps, another hour we wandered onwards, chatting quietly and comfortably on this and that matter, and on several occasions stopping while my companion — who is something of an artist — made rough sketches of striking bits of the wild scenery.

And then, without any warning whatsoever, the river we had followed so confidently, came to an abrupt end — vanishing into the earth.

“Good Lord!” I said, “who ever would have thought of this?”

And I stared in amazement; then I turned to Tonnison. He was looking, with a blank expression upon his face, at the place where the river disappeared.

In a moment he spoke.

“Let us go on a bit; it may reappear again — anyhow, it is worth investigating.”

I agreed, and we went forward once more, though rather aimlessly; for we were not at all certain in which direction to prosecute our search. For perhaps a mile we moved onwards; then Tonnison, who had been gazing about curiously, stopped and shaded his eyes.

“See!” he said, after a moment, “isn’t that mist or something, over there to the right — away in a line with that great piece of rock?” And he indicated with his hand.

I stared, and, after a minute, seemed to see something, but could not be certain, and said so.

“Anyway,” my friend replied, “we’ll just go across and have a glance.” And he started off in the direction he had suggested, I following. Presently, we came among bushes, and, after a time, out upon the top of a high, boulder-strewn bank, from which we looked down into a wilderness of bushes and trees.

“Seems as though we had come upon an oasis in this desert of stone[1q],” muttered Tonnison, as he gazed interestedly. Then he was silent, his eyes fixed; and I looked also; for up from somewhere about the centre of the wooded lowland there rose high into the quiet air a great column of haze-like spray, upon which the sun shone, causing innumerable rainbows.

“How beautiful!” I exclaimed.

“Yes,” answered Tonnison, thoughtfully. “There must be a waterfall, or something, over there. Perhaps it’s our river come to light again. Let’s go and see.”

Down the sloping bank we made our way, and entered among the trees and shrubberies. The bushes were matted, and the trees overhung us, so that the place was disagreeably gloomy; though not dark enough to hide from me the fact that many of the trees were fruit-trees, and that, here and there, one could trace indistinctly, signs of a long departed cultivation. Thus it came to me, that we were making our way through the riot of a great and ancient garden. I said as much to Tonnison, and he agreed that there certainly seemed reasonable grounds for my belief.

What a wild place it was, so dismal and sombre! Somehow, as we went forward, a sense of the silent loneliness and desertion of the old garden grew upon me, and I felt shivery. One could imagine things lurking among the tangled bushes; while, in the very air of the place, there seemed something uncanny. I think Tonnison was conscious of this also, though he said nothing.

Suddenly, we came to a halt. Through the trees there had grown upon our ears a distant sound. Tonnison bent forward, listening. I could hear it more plainly now; it was continuous and harsh — a sort of droning roar, seeming to come from far away. I experienced a queer, indescribable, little feeling of nervousness. What sort of place was it into which we had got? I looked at my companion, to see what he thought of the matter; and noted that there was only puzzlement in his face; and then, as I watched his features, an expression of comprehension crept over them, and he nodded his head.

“‘That’s a waterfall,” he exclaimed, with conviction. “I know the sound now.” And he began to push vigorously through the bushes, in the direction of the noise.

As we went forward, the sound became plainer continually, showing that we were heading straight towards it. Steadily, the roaring grew louder and nearer, until it appeared, as I remarked to Tonnison, almost to come from under our feet — and still we were surrounded by the trees and shrubs.

“Take care!” Tonnison called to me. “Look where you’re going.” And then, suddenly, we came out from among the trees, on to a great open space, where, not six paces in front of us, yawned the mouth of a tremendous chasm, from the depths of which, the noise appeared to rise, along with the continuous, mist-like spray that we had witnessed from the top of the distant bank.

For quite a minute we stood in silence, staring in bewilderment at the sight; then my friend went forward cautiously to the edge of the abyss. I followed, and, together, we looked down through a boil of spray at a monster cataract of frothing water that burst, spouting, from the side of the chasm, nearly a hundred feet below.

“Good Lord!” said Tonnison.

I was silent, and rather awed. The sight was so unexpectedly grand and eerie; though this latter quality came more upon me later.

Presently, I looked up and across to the further side of the chasm. There, I saw something towering up among the spray: it looked like a fragment of a great ruin, and I touched Tonnison on the shoulder. He glanced round, with a start, and I pointed towards the thing. His gaze followed my finger, and his eyes lighted up with a sudden flash of excitement, as the object came within his field of view.

“Come along,” he shouted above the uproar. “We’ll have a look at it. There’s something queer about this place; I feel it in my bones.” And he started off, round the edge of the crater-like abyss. As we neared this new thing, I saw that I had not been mistaken in my first impression. It was undoubtedly a portion of some ruined building; yet now I made out that it was not built upon the edge of the chasm itself, as I had at first supposed; but perched almost at the extreme end of a huge spur of rock that jutted out some fifty or sixty feet over the abyss. In fact, the jagged mass of ruin was literally suspended in mid-air.

Arriving opposite it, we walked out on to the projecting arm of rock, and I must confess to having felt an intolerable sense of terror, as I looked down from that dizzy perch into the unknown depths below us — into the deeps from which there rose ever the thunder of the falling water, and the shroud of rising spray.

Reaching the ruin, we clambered round it cautiously, and, on the further side, came upon a mass of fallen stones and rubble. The ruin itself seemed to me, as I proceeded now to examine it minutely, to be a portion of the outer wall of some prodigious structure, it was so thick and substantially built; yet what it was doing in such a position, I could by no means conjecture. Where was the rest of the house, or castle, or whatever there had been?

I went back to the outer side of the wall, and thence to the edge of the chasm, leaving Tonnison rooting systematically among the heap of stones and rubbish on the outer side. Then I commenced to examine the surface of the ground, near the edge of the abyss, to see whether there were not left other remnants of the building to which the fragment of ruin evidently belonged. But, though I scrutinised the earth with the greatest care, I could see no signs of anything to show that there had ever been a building erected on the spot, and I grew more puzzled than ever.

Then, I heard a cry from Tonnison; he was shouting my name, excitedly, and, without delay, I hurried along the rocky promontory to the ruin. I wondered whether he had hurt himself, and then the thought came, that perhaps he had found something.

I reached the crumbled wall, and climbed round. There, I found Tonnison standing within a small excavation that he had made among the débris: he was brushing the dirt from something that looked like a book, much crumpled and dilapidated; and opening his mouth, every second or two, to bellow my name. As soon as
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