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Halloween at Hannigan’s
By David Longhorn

	 

	I twisted around in my seat to look outside. In the few seconds I gazed out of the window, I saw two vampires, Frankenstein, and Darth Vader. All were considerably smaller than Hollywood would have us believe. And all were chaperoned by parents or older siblings.

	I don’t like Halloween. But I get why it’s fun for the young and adults alike. It’s just not for me.

	I wondered idly where those kids were going. Parties, maybe. With no children myself, I was out of the loop. Perhaps there was some big event downtown where every little monster was welcome. Then I remembered that we were near the docks, and they’d been gentrified. A lot of old warehouses were plush apartments now.

	“Kids,” I said, turning back to my half-finished beer.

	“Yeah,” Harry replied.

	We’d reached the stage where one word could say a lot. A regular customer and a barman sometimes ended up like an old married couple. Hannigan’s was my watering hole of choice for several reasons, and one of them was not having to be sociable if I didn’t feel like it. The other reasons were that it was seldom noisy on weeknights and had a special ambiance like no other pub in the city. That last point was especially important to me when the last night of October rolled around.

	“It was a lot simpler when I was a kid,” I remarked, staring down into my glass. “Pumpkin carving was a big thing. Do they still do that?”

	“Guess so,” Harry said.

	“Of course, they do!” chimed in Melody, the new barmaid. “I carved one myself this morning and put it on my windowsill.”

	“Of course, you did,” I smiled.

	Melody was a student who worked the bar a few nights a week. She was one of those people who was often described as perky, bubbly, or irrepressible. Or deeply irritating, depending on your disposition. She was dressed for the occasion, complete with Goth-style makeup, a black bat necklace, and a small witch’s hat.

	I looked up at the fake spiderwebs and Day-Glo plastic skeletons dangling above the bar. “I guess you did the decorating here too?”

	“Sure!” she said. “Got to get into the spirit of things!”

	I resisted the temptation to roll my eyes.

	“We used to tell ghost stories,” said Harry. “Me and my pals.”

	There was a moment’s silence as Melody, me, and a couple of other patrons pondered this remark. It was the first time I could recall Harry volunteering anything about his childhood. It wasn’t much, but for him, it was a revelation.

	“Oh, that’s so sweet!” Melody’s eyes lit up. “Was it around a campfire while you toasted marshmallows? We did that at summer camp. It was super fun!”

	She paused, and I swear I could see an idea forming behind those bright blue eyes.

	“Oh, oh, I know!” she said, clapping her hands and bouncing up and down a little, “Why don’t we all tell ghost stories now? We could have a competition—the best story could get a prize!”

	I expected Harry to nix the idea immediately. But to my surprise, he shrugged in a noncommittal way.

	“So long as it doesn’t get in the way of serving customers—and the only prize I can offer is one free beer and a bag of Doritos.”

	“Oh, that’s great!” Melody enthused. “I get to go first. But we need to dim the lights a little.”

	My heart sank as she scampered off on her quest to make the bar look gloomier. I had come here to avoid all the spooky nonsense of Halloween: the tedious local news items, the hackneyed old monster movies, the trick-or-treaters. I didn’t like any of it at all. I contemplated finishing up and leaving. But, I reasoned, listening to some harmless ghost stories was really a small price to pay for avoiding what was outside. It was the lesser evil.

	Melody tinkered with the lights to the point where I thought Harry would object. Surely, there was some city code or state regulation about the level of illumination? But if there were such a rule, Harry seemed indifferent to it tonight. As a result, we all looked distinctly ethereal in the faint glow from a row of fairy lights above the bar. The only other illumination was from the streetlights and the pub’s old jukebox.

	“Okay, my ghost story!” Melody said, taking up a position just a few feet away from me. “Well, I guess this might sound kind of dumb, but it really happened to someone I went to school with.”

	And with that not-very-convincing introduction, she launched into what I was already thinking of as “The Barmaid’s Tale.”

	 

	***

	 

	“It’s a stupid idea,” said Tim, kicking at the dirt road.

	A small pebble bounced away into the scrubby grass, leaving a few puffs of dust as it bounced.

	“I think it’s cool,” said Shari.

	“So that’s two to one. You lose, Timbo,” jeered Rich, Shari’s older brother.

	Rich was twelve, tall for his age, and confident. Tim was a year younger, liked Shari a lot, and put up with Rich for that reason. Today, in the middle of summer vacation, Rich’s need to be in charge was annoying Tim more than usual.

	“We could go to the quarry and swim,” Tim pointed out.

	“Nah, boring,” Rich said.

	“You could always go to the library,” said Shari quietly.

	Tim was the only one who liked reading. He could spend all afternoon among the long, cool shelves, searching out wonders. He could read Ray Bradbury or Jules Verne, explore the huge atlases with their fascinating maps, or plumb the depths of space and time in the science section.

	But Shari would not be there.

	“We voted two to one, so we go,” Rich insisted. “Unless you’re a massive pussy, Tim?”

	The bigger boy set off, his sister tagging along. Tim took up the rear, still knowing it was a stupid idea. The quarry was a legit swimming place now, complete with lifeguards. Their destination was the opposite.

	The old railroad station was run-down, fenced off, and forbidden. Of course, that made it more interesting to Rich. Tim had sometimes wondered what lay inside those derelict buildings. But he had enough sense to know that the station probably contained nothing more exciting than old garbage and broken glass.

	They walked for ten minutes, then left the dirt road and crossed a field of grass almost as tall as Tim. This brought them to the rusty fence around the station. As Shari and Rich spread out to find a gap, Tim looked at their destination. The building was squat and ugly, its broken windows resembling blind eyes.

	“Found it!” called Shari.

	She had cleared away a heap of weeds and other detritus to reveal a hole big enough to squeeze through. Tim sighed, feeling his heart begin to race. He hated breaking the rules. And part of him hated the way he was always tagging along after Shari, like a sad-eyed little puppy dog.

	“Okay,” Shari said and knelt down, preparing to wriggle through the gap.

	“Down,” hissed Rich suddenly, crouching down and pulling at Tim’s waistband.

	Tim almost fell.

	“Old Man Kramer,” Rich explained.

	Kramer was the crazy old farmer who allegedly owned the field by the station. He did nothing with it other than patrol the margins occasionally with a shotgun. The gun was supposedly only loaded with salt, but Tim did not want to test that notion.

	“Hey,” shouted the farmer. “You little buggers, I see ya!”

	“He can’t see us,” Rich whispered. “Let’s just wait for him to go.”

	They squatted in the grass, and Tim wondered how long they would wait. Then he heard a sound. It was a swishing in the grass that got louder by every movement.

	“I’ll getcher! I know you’re in there, you young idiots! You made a trail a blind man could foller! You’ll be sorry if you don’t get away from there! You’ll regret it, mark my words!”

	The old man’s voice was getting awfully close. There was a brief pause, and then Rich shouted: “Run!”

	The three hurtled pell-mell through the grass, Tim falling behind again. He heard Kramer shouting, then the boom of a gun. He felt a stinging sensation on the back of his neck, then wondered if it might just be his imagination.

	“You better run!”

	This time Kramer’s voice was not so loud. Perhaps he hadn’t seen their faces and so couldn’t report Tim to his parents? Tim reached the dirt road and pounded along it, glancing back to see the tiny figure of the farmer—a blob of red and white, presumably his shirt and hat—standing by the station fence.

	Shari and Rich giggled at Tim’s disheveled appearance. Somehow his headlong flight through the grass had left him looking much worse than them. But despite that, he was pleased. He’d dodged going into the old station.

	Or so he thought. Because as they walked back into town, Rich had an idea. A nice, simple one.

	“No,” Tim said repeatedly.

	But mockery from Rich and cajolery from Shari wore him down. Rich, he might have resisted, but Shari knew how to push his buttons. So they agreed on a story, and Tim spent the rest of the day trying to act perfectly normal in front of his folks. His mother asked him if he felt okay, and Tim’s father told her to leave the boy alone.

	Tim lay in bed until just before midnight when the first pebble struck his window. He felt an impulse to just lie there and ignore it, hoping they would go away. But of course, they wouldn’t. He got up, dressed, and went to the window. Rich and Shari were crouched in the shadows, waiting. He opened the window and climbed out.

	Half an hour later, they were at the fence again. Rich had a flashlight but kept it switched off most of the time to avoid alerting crazy, old Kramer. They wormed their way through the gap and headed to the old station building. As they got closer, the moon emerged from the clouds, and Tim could just make out the faded signs reading TICKETS and WAITING ROOM. They headed for the latter, picking their way over the gravel where the railroad tracks had been.

	“Okay,” said Rich, “the challenge is to spend an hour inside.”

	“And see if the ghosts appear!” added Shari.

	Tim’s heart was pounding so loudly that he felt sure the others must hear it. But they virtually ignored him as they approached the waiting room. The door that looked secure from a distance opened easily when Rich wrenched the handle and threw his weight against it.

	And then they were inside.

	Tim stared fearfully into the corners of the empty room as the flashlight swept around then flicked off again. There was nobody here, of course. Nobody you could see. But Tim knew the stories. The station had been built on the site of the town’s first crude, wooden courtroom. In those violent times, a cruel judge had strung up pretty much anyone he pleased, regardless of genuine guilt. The victims, as well as the judge himself, were said to haunt the waiting room. And anyone who spent the night there was said to risk a supernatural lynching.

	Tim’s father had scoffed at such tales. He pointed out that the waiting room had been closed at night simply because no trains ran at night, and it wasn’t a hotel or a boarding house. Tim had found this argument believable by daylight, with his parents at home. At this moment, it seemed less convincing.

	“Scared?” Shari asked, her lips close to his ear.

	“No,” Tim insisted, wishing his voice wasn’t so squeaky.

	“Pussy,” jeered Rich. “I bet you wouldn’t dare spend ten seconds in here alone before you started crying like a little bitty baby.”

	“I would, too, you big jerk!” Tim shot back, anger overcoming his nervousness.

	“Okay.” Rich smirked.

	The flashlight came on again, dazzling Tim, making him fling up a hand to block the glare. When the light died, he saw nothing but dancing orange and green motes. He heard the door slam, leaving him in near-total darkness. The boarded-up windows admitted a few glimmers of moonlight. He groped toward the window and then felt his way along the wall to the door.

	“Hey,” he called. “Not funny, guys!”

	There was giggling from outside, and Tim’s heart sank when he realized Shari and Rich had planned this together. Planned to terrify and humiliate him, so they could tell the story and mock him at school for a week or two. He pulled at the handle, but it wouldn’t budge. It felt like Rich was holding the door shut.

	“They’re gonna get you, Timmy,” Rich taunted. “Woooh! The ghosts are coming!”

	“You jerk!” Tim shouted, trying to hold down his fear.

	Behind him, something stirred. It sounded like paper or leaves rustling over dusty floorboards, but there was no hint of a draft that might move such debris. Icy fingers ran up Tim’s spine as he started to pound on the door. He heard another sound, not so quiet this time. It might have been a stifled cough. Then came another. And suddenly, Tim realized that he could see his fists beating at the door panels, puffs of dust rising as his blows struck the peeling paintwork.

	He froze.

	The light was weak, tinged with yellow, and flickering like firelight. Tim turned his head slowly and saw that the waiting room was now furnished and full of people. They sat on benches along the walls, unmoving, looking at him with what seemed like curiosity. They were dressed in old-time clothes: a dozen men in hats and dark coats and three women in ankle-length dresses and bonnets. The light came from a couple of oil lamps hanging from the ceiling.

	Tim’s mouth was open, but he couldn’t scream in panic. The old-time people were smiling at him, quite kindly, it seemed.

	The nearest man, who had little gold spectacles and big white side whiskers, nodded politely in greeting.

	“A young stranger,” he said, his voice holding no hint of menace. “Nice to see a new face.”

	“A fine young gentleman, I see,” said one of the women, who was pretty with dark eyes and a dimpled chin. “But this is no place for a child now, is it, Mister Abernathy?”

	“No, indeed,” said the man with the spectacles. “No, as much as we appreciate the visit, young man, I must recommend that you leave at once.”

	There was a chorus of agreement. Now Tim was less frightened. He saw that the onlookers had something else in common besides their Victorian clothes. They all held their heads slightly, and oddly, tilted just a little to the left or right as if listening to something. He realized this just as a gangly young man in a white hat spoke for the first time.

	“He’s coming!”

	Abernathy looked alarmed and made a kind of shooing gesture at Tim.

	“You better get you gone while the going’s good, young feller!” he hissed, his voice lower than before, as if afraid of being overheard.

	Tim began pounding on the door again and pleading with Shari to help. The light in the room was fading along with the voices of the kindly folk, all urging him to flee. Then Tim heard a door creak open behind him, followed by heavy footfalls on bare boards. Three loud raps, wood on wood, echoed around the waiting room. A voice boomed out so loud it seemed to fill the whole universe, the words echoing in Tim’s brain as he slumped to the floor, hands clasped over his ears, weeping in terror.

	“This court is now in session!”

	Blackness rose up and took him into its clutches. The next thing he knew, the flashlight was dazzling him again. He was lying on the dusty floor of the waiting room while Shari looked down at him anxiously.

	“Should we call an ambulance?” she asked.

	“Nah, he just fainted,” came Rich’s voice. “What a pussy.”

	But the bigger boy sounded uncertain, and Tim felt a tiny hint of triumph. Shari did care for him, just a little, and Rich wouldn’t dare spread the word about this because he’d gone too far and been a dick.

	Tim sat up, looked around, and saw no trace of the amiable ghosts. He wondered if it had all been a hallucination brought on by panic.

	“What happened?” Shari asked, again leaning close so he could smell perfume and soap.

	“I… I guess I just fainted, is all,” Tim said.

	Rich emitted a contemptuous snort that earned a warning look from his sister. They helped Tim up and, without conferring, set off back toward the hole in the fence. Tim’s eyes adjusted to the faint moonlight, and he made out Shari looking at him, perhaps even staring. He raised a hand to his face, thinking he’d gotten some dirt on him, then realized there was no way she could see a mark, even if there was one.

	“Tim,” she asked, and her voice sounded strange, “why d’you keep doing that?”

	“What?” he asked.

	“Jerking your neck around, like, twitching,” she said quietly.

	“I’m not!” protested Tim.

	Rich had stopped a few paces ahead of them.

	“He’s faking.”

	The flashlight beam stabbed out again, and Shari inhaled sharply. Her brother cursed, sounding really scared now. For a few seconds, there was confusion, accusation, and denial. Then Shari took out her phone, snapped a picture, and showed it to Tim.

	He stared, not wanting to believe it. He put a hand to his throat, felt the indentation in the flesh, and traced it from the windpipe to the nape. And then he felt his head give a slight, spasmodic jerk to one side.

	 

	***

	 

	“Is that it?” asked Harry. “Have to say, I’m skeptical.”

	“It’s true!” Melody protested. “He came back from summer vacation with this neck brace and all kinds of medication, and he wouldn’t talk about it, and we were all told not to bother him. But I knew Shari, and she said that’s what happened. And the doctors couldn’t do anything for him, and last time I heard, he was still like that.”

	There was a pause. I didn’t want to believe it.

	“So, you got your friend’s version of the boy’s version of events,” I said carefully. “Maybe he did have some kind of fit from sheer panic? That would account for the involuntary spasms. And the scar could’ve been psychosomatic, like when very religious people got stigmata.”

	Harry nodded thoughtfully at that, but Melody was having none of it.

	“Why are old men always so skeptical about the supernatural?” she demanded. “There are so many cases, so much evidence! I’ll bet this pub has a resident ghost, and if I held a séance or something…”

	Harry cut her off there, as I knew he would.

	“No ghosts at Hannigan’s,” he said firmly. “It’s in the lease.”

	Melody looked at him uncertainly, then shrugged.

	“Whatever, the point is that lots of people have strange experiences. It’s just that most of them never say, so those who do get called crackpots or attention seekers.”

	Another drinker spoke up now. I knew his name was Cal, but that was about all. He was an old guy, on the stout side, maybe around sixty but with one of those faces that made it hard to tell. He was in three or four evenings a week, and we’d exchange pleasantries about the weather and our lousy NFL team—nothing major. He drank lite beer and kept to himself. He had the look of a teacher or maybe a librarian—half-moon spectacles, and he often brought a book to read.

	“Have you seen a ghost, Melody?” Cal asked.

	She looked slightly embarrassed and then laughed.

	“Well, no, not seen as such… but I’ve felt a presence, this weird sense that I’m not alone in my room. I’m sure my apartment building is haunted! Ghosts are everywhere,” she ended firmly.

	I stared down into my beer again.

	Cal kept things going.

	“I guess,” he said, “I agree with you about that. At least, I’ve had a few strange experiences in my time, and you could call them ghost stories.”

	He took off his glasses and set them neatly on top of a closed paperback on the bar. Then he seemed to look off into the shadows near the old jukebox, which stood glowing benevolently against the far wall.

	“Tell us one!” shrilled Melody. “Don’t just dangle the bait.”

	Cal looked at her closely, and I saw that his blue eyes were sharp, piercing. Then he smiled pleasantly and leaned back a little, folding his hands in front of him.

	“Bait,” he said. “That’s interesting. Given what happened. You see, in a way, bait was dangled and taken. I should explain,” he went on, glancing around at the rest of his small audience, “that I’m in the antique business…”

	So much for my judgment, I thought.

	Cal spent a few moments describing his career, which seemed to involve traveling widely to hunt down special items for wealthy and—he hinted—not always the smartest or most reasonable clients. Then he got onto the meat of his story. And a very strange story it turned out to be, “The Antique Dealer’s Tale.”

	 

	***

	 

	When I started in this business, I spent most of my time on the East Coast. New England, maybe making the odd foray into the Midwest or down as far as Georgia. I started out dealing in coins—a childhood hobby I managed to make into an actual paying job. Then I branched out into stamps and somehow slid sideways into furniture, porcelain, and the odd painting. I got myself a nice little store and found that word gets around if you deal fairly and squarely with people. I built a network of contacts—other dealers, some academic experts, appraisers, and clients.

	One of my best clients in those early years—the late eighties, that is—was a man called… well, let’s call him Renfield. That’s a good name for him. He was old-money rich, kind of spoiled, and a few years older than me, but less mature because he’d never really had to grow up like a regular person. The truly privileged tend not to. He owned two Jaguars because one was always conked out for some reason or another. More money than sense, you might say. Certainly, that’s how it looked to me, as I was struggling with my cash flow, taxes, and whatnot.

	Renfield wasn’t a bad guy. He never tried to haggle me down much, and he had an eye for truly fine pieces. French items, mostly. He collected French paintings and owned a couple of Corot landscapes, which were truly lovely. And he was crazy about furniture, especially nineteenth-century pieces. He showed me around his place once—a big house about fifty miles upstate. It was done out like a chateau with not a single item more recent than 1914.

	His study was full of these beautiful art nouveau pieces. I won’t bore you with details, though I can say there are decent museums with less good stuff than he had in that one room. But the one item that didn’t quite fit was the escritoire. A writing desk, in plain English. I could see at once that it was old, but that was about it, maybe about 1890, a copy of the Second Empire style. A good copy but not great—and it had been drastically repaired many times. One of those pieces that look okay from a distance. Like certain people, you know?

	Renfield saw me looking at it and read my mind.

	“Yes, Calvin,” he said, “it’s letting the side down a little, isn’t it? I’d be very grateful if you could find me something along the same lines but just…”

	He made this delicate little gesture with his chubby hands.

	“Just better… more authentic. Truly beautiful.”

	I hemmed and hawed, giving it the old, “I’ll see what I can do.” Because I couldn’t promise anything. I’d not seen anything like a good quality French writing desk from the era like he wanted for a long time. They are as rare as hen’s teeth.

	Which made what happened next seem like an amazing stroke of luck. And I suppose it was. For me, at least.

	One of the things we dealers do, as I guess you know, is attend those house clearance sales. They are usually quite boring and net you little or nothing, even. But you still go for fear of missing out, and sometimes you hit the jackpot. Well, in this particular case, the sale was on the East Side in a street that had seen better days. An old lady who lived alone in a big townhouse had passed on, and her family just wanted to sell the place asap.

	Turned out there was nothing special on offer except for—you guessed it—an old writing desk. Now, it was shoved into a corner, covered in junk because the old lady was a hoarder. That escritoire looked like nothing special because some vandal had painted the damn thing a hideous shade of green—kind of institutional green, the sort of color you might see in older hospitals. And the paint was faded and flaking. But I recognized it for what it was without making it obvious that I was interested.

	I won’t bore you with how I avoided tipping my hand. I got it for a reasonable price because the only other savvy dealer there had overlooked it. Another stroke of luck. Then I got the thing back to the shop, and in the back room, I set about restoring it. I didn’t want to tell Renfield I had it in case it turned out I’d bought a dud.

	Stripping away that vile paint was easy enough. When that was done, I looked for signs of restoration. Everything seemed to be original—no hint of a leg even being replaced. The cherrywood surface was unmarked, albeit in need of polishing. Some of the brass fittings were loose, but that was easily remedied. I checked the desk drawers, all six of them. All seemed to be original. I was over the moon.

	There was only one flaw, and it was trivial. One of the drawers—the bottom right—was stuck. At first, I thought it might be locked, but then I saw it gave just a half-inch or so, then jammed. I didn’t want to try forcing it. I’d leave it to my client to decide if he wanted to risk damaging it.

	Anyway, I spent the better part of a month working nights after closing the shop to restore that desk. I couldn’t afford to employ anyone else, so I did it all myself, which took longer as I was nervous as hell. Screwing up could mean losing a small fortune.

	It was during this time that the first weird thing happened.

	I’d dozed off in an old armchair, then woke suddenly. I was sure I wasn’t alone in that cramped back room, even though there was no way anybody could hide in there. Yet I felt a presence, just like Melody described. And what’s more, I detected a whiff of floral scent. Jasmine, I thought.

	Of course, as soon as I was fully awake, I dismissed it as a dream. I felt that it was odd for an illusion to manifest itself as an odor, but not impossible.

	Eventually, I got the job done and called my very rich client. Renfield was delighted, much to my relief. He raced over to see the desk the moment I called him. Right there in the shop, he wrote me a check for the biggest sum I’d ever gotten for a single item. I was over the moon, of course. Then the second odd thing happened, though I didn’t think much of it then.

	I mentioned the stuck drawer in passing. Renfield tried it, and it slid open like it was on oiled runners. He smiled at me, pleased at his little triumph, but I was gazing down into the drawer. For a second, I thought it was filled with copper wires or netting of some kind, and then I realized what it really was.

	Hair. The drawer was packed with a great mass of thick, reddish gold hair.

	Renfield followed my gaze and saw it, too, and plunged his hands into the drawer, then lifted the hair out.

	“My God,” he said, and his voice had a kind of reverence, “this is so beautiful.”

	I wasn’t so sure.

	There was something about the hair, the sheer volume of it, that put me off. And as I looked on at the way he caressed it, cooing over it like a mother over a baby almost, I smelled that scent again. Jasmine. Perfume emanating from the hair that had been trapped in that drawer for decades, perhaps a hundred years or more.

	But you know what they say—the customer is always right. I left Renfield contemplating his prize, sitting at his new escritoire, that great mass of red-gold hair piled in front of him.

	Selling that desk gave my business a tremendous boost. I was riding high for a month or so. But then I noticed that I’d seen nothing of Renfield. He usually dropped by every few days to see if I had anything that would pique his interest. Of course, he had now finished furnishing his study, so perhaps he was just having a good time gloating. But then another dealer mentioned he’d not seen the guy either. I put out feelers, and a couple of others said the same thing. And I started to wonder.

	Renfield lived alone. He had cleaners and gardeners, but nobody shared his fine house. Casual girlfriends had never interrupted his collecting for more than a week or two. I confess I was worried—more for my finances than anything else. So I invented a pretext to call him. I had a little painting that I said could be the work of a pre-Impressionist called Monticelli. It was a white lie, as I was sure it was from the “school of Monticelli” at best.

	I was relieved when Renfield answered after about a dozen rings—this was a long time ago, remember, the pre-cellular phone era.

	“What is it?” he asked.

	He sounded tired. It was mid-morning, and I guessed he’d been partying the night before. I told him about the painting. Again, he asked me a few questions about it, sounding kind of muddled, as if he couldn’t focus on the conversation.

	All the while we were talking, I could hear waltz being played on the piano in the background. I think it was a piece by Chopin, though it was hard to tell over the phone. Renfield owned a piano, a magnificent concert grand, but to him, it was just furniture. He’d told me he couldn’t play. But now, it seemed, he had a visitor who could.

	So, I thought logically, it was a woman. Posh girls tend to take music lessons. I chattered about my supposed find for a few more minutes, and Renfield, still sounding absentminded, said that I could bring it over for sure. Apparently, he couldn’t come and see me because he was feeling a little sick. I asked him if it was anything serious, and he said no, just felt a little under the weather.

	I told him to get well soon and hung up. There was nothing obviously strange about the call, but it still bugged me. I kept turning it over in my mind. I realized I had to satisfy my curiosity, so I drove my French painting and my little white lie out to his place that very afternoon.

	I half-expected some willowy upper-class beauty to answer the door. But after I’d leaned on the doorbell for about three minutes, it was Renfield himself who appeared
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