Obsession, Possession
Clocks, Chests and Mummies
By Elliott O’ Donndll

As | have dready remarked, spirit or unknown brains are frequently present at births. The brains
of infants are very susceptible to impressons and, in them, the thought-germs of the occult
brains find snug hbillets. As time goes on, these germs develop and become generaly known as
“tastes,” “cranks,” and “mamas.”

It is an error to think that men of genius are epecidly prone to mamas. On the contrary, the
occult brains have the grestest difficulty in sdecting thought-germs sufficiently subtle to lodge in
the bran-cdls of a child of genius Practicdly, any germ of cand thought will be sure of
reception in the protoplasmic brain-cells of a child, who is destined to become a doctor, solicitor,
soldier, shopkeeper, labourer, or worker in any ordinary occupation; but the thought-germ that
will find entrance to the brain-cdls of a future painter, writer, actor, or musician, must represent
some propendgty of amore or less extraordinary nature.

We dl harbour these occult missiles, we are dl to a certain extent mad: the proud mamma who
puts her only son into the Church or makes a lawyer of him, and placidly watches him develop a
scarlet face, double chin, and prodigious paunch, would flounce out a hundred and one indignant
denids if anyone suggested he had a mania, but it would be true; gluttony would be his mania,
and one every whit as prohibitive to his chances of resching the spiritud plane, as drink, or
sexuad passon. Love of edting is, indeed, quite the commonest form of obsesson, and one that
develops soonest. Nine out of ten children—particularly present-day children, whose doting
parents encourage ther every desre—are fonder of cramming ther bdlies than of playing
cricket or skipping; games soon weary them, but buns and chocolates never. The truth is, buns
and chocolate have obsessed them. They think of them dl day, and dream of them dl night. It is
buns and chocolates wherever and whenever they turn or look—buns and chocolatest This
greed soon develops, as the occult brain intended it should; enforced physica labour, or athletics,
or even sedentary work may dwarf its growth for a time, but at middle and old age it comes on
again, and the buns and chocolates are become so many coursed luncheons and dinners. Their
world is one of menus, nothing but menus, their only menta exertion the sudy of menus, and |
have no doubt that “tuck” shops and restaurants are besieged by the ever-hungry spirit of the
earth-bound glutton. Though the drink-germ is usudly developed later (and its later growth is
invariably accderated with seas of dcohadl), it not infrequently feeds its initid growth with
copious streams of ginger beer and lemon kali.

Manua labourers—i.e. nawies, coa-heavers, miners, etc—are naturdly more or less brutd.
Thar bran-cdls a birth offered s0 little ressance to the evil occult influences that they
received, in full, dl the lower germs of thought inoculated by the occult brains. Drink, gluttony,
crudty, dl came to ther infant cerébrums cotemporaneoudy. The crudty germ develops firg,
and cats, dogs, donkeys, smaler brothers, and even babies are made to fed the superior physica
grength of the early wearer of hobnails. He is obsessed with a mania for hurting something, and
with his grongly innae indinct of sdf-preservation, invariably chooses something that cannot
harm him. Daly he looks around for fresh victims, and findly decides that the weedy offspring
of the hated superior classes are the essest prey. in company with others of his species, he
annihilates the boy in Etons on his way to and from school, and the after recollections of the



weakling's bloody nose and teardrops are as nectar to him. The cruelty germ develops apace.
The bloody noses of the well-dressed classes are his mania now. He sees them at every turn and
even dreams of them. He grows to manhood, and ether digs in the road or plies the pick and
shovel underground. The mechanica, monotonous exercise and the sordidness of his home
surroundings foster the germ, and his leilsure moments are occupied with the memory of those
glorious times when he was hitting out & someone, and he feds he would give anything just to
have one more- blow. Curse the police! If it were not for them he could indulge his hobby to the
utmogt. But the stdwart, officious man in blue is ever on the scene, and the thrashing of a puny
cleric or sawbones is scarcely compensation for a month's hard labour. Yet his mania must be
satisfied somehow—it worries him to pieces. He must either smash someone's nose or go mad;
there is no dternaive, and he chooses the former. The Society for the Prevention of Crudty to
Animds prevents him skinning a cat; the Nationd Society for the Prevention of Crudty to
Children will be down on him a once if he drikes a child, and so he has no other resource eft
but his wife—he can knock out dl her teeth, bash in her ribs, and jump on her head to his heart’'s
content. She will never dare prosecute him, and, if she does, some Humanitarian Society will be
sure to see that he is not legdly punished. He thus finds safe scope for the indulgence of his
crank, and when there is nothing left of his own wife, he turns his unattractive and pusilanimous
attentions to someone else's.

But occult thought-germs of this dementary type only thrive where the infant's spiritud or
unknown brain is wholly undeveloped. Where the spiritua or unknown brain of an infant is
partidly developed, the germrthought to be lodged in it (especidly if it be a germ+thought of
cruelty) must be of amore subtle and refined nature.

| have traced the growth of crudty obsession in children one would not suspect of any great
tendency to animdism. A refined love of meking others suffer has led them to vent
inquigtionary tortures on insects, and the mania for pulling off the legs of flies and roasting
beetles under spy-glasses has been gradudly extended to drowning mice in cages and seeing pigs
killed. Time develops the germ; the crud boy becomes the cdlous doctor or “sharp-practisng”
atorney, and the crud girl becomes the crud mother and often the fral divorcée. Drink and
cards are an obsesson with some; crudty is just as much a matter of obsesson with others. But
the ingenuity of the occult brain rises to higher things, it rises to the subtlest form of invention
when deding with the atigic and literary temperament. | have been intimately acquainted with
authors—wael-known in the popular sense of the word—who have been obsessed in the oddest
and often mogt painful ways

The congant going back to turn door-handles, the dtting in grotesque and untoward positions,
the fondness for fingering any smooth and shiny objects, such as mother-of- pearl, develop into
manias for change—change of scenery, of occupation, of affections, of people—change that
inevitably  necesstates misery; for bresking—bresking promises, contrects, family ties
furniture—but bresking, dways bresking, for sensudity—sensudty sometimes venid, but often
of the most gross and unpardonable nature.

| knew a muscian who was obsessed in a peculialy loathsome manner. Few knew of his
misfortune, and none aominated it more than himsdf. He sang divindy, had the most charming
personality, was dl that could be desred as a hushand and father, and yet was, in secret, a
monomaniac of the most degrading and unusud order. in the daytime, when dl was bright and
chearful, his mania was forgotten; but the moment twilight came, and he saw the shadows of
night geding dedthily towards him, his craze returned, and, if done, he would ded
surreptitioudy out of the house and, with the utmost perseverance, seek an opportunity of



carying into effect his bediad practices. | have known him tie himsdf to the table, surround
himsdf with Bibles and resort to every imaginable device to divert his mind from his passon,
but dl to no purpose; the knowledge that outsde al was darkness and shadows proved
irresgible. With a beating heart he put on his coat and hat, and, furtively opening the door, dunk
out to gratify his hateful lust. Heaven knowd he went through hell.

| once watched a woman obsessed with an unnaturd and wholly monsirous mania for her dog.
She took it with her wherever she went, to the theetre, the shops, church, in railway carriages, on
board ship. She dressed it in the richest slks and furs, decorated it with bangles, presented it with
a watch, hugged, kissed, and fondled it, took it to bed with her, dreamed of it. When it died, she
went into heavy mourning for it, and in an incredibly short space of time pined avay. | saw her a
few days before her death, and | was shocked; her gestures, mannerisms, and expresson had
become absolutdy caning and when she amiled—amiled in a forced and unnaturd manner—I
could have sworn | saw Launcelot, her pet!

There was aso a man, a brilliant writer, who from a boy had been obsessed with a craze for dl
sorts of glossy things, more especidly buttons. The mania grew; he spent dl his time running
after girls who were manicured, or who wore shining buttons, and, when he married, he besought
his wife to sew buttons on every article of her gppard. In the end, he is sad to have swalowed a
button, merdly to enjoy the sensation of its smooth surface on the coats of his ssomach.

This somewhat exaggerated ingtance of obsesson saves to show that, no matter how
extraordinary the thought germ, it may enter one’'s mind and finally become a passion.

That the mgority of people are obsessed, though in a varying degree, is a generdly accepted
fact; but that furniture can be possessed by occult brains, though not a generdly accepted fact, is,
| believe, equdly true.

In a former work, entitted Some Haunted Houses of England and Wales, published by Mr
Eveleigh Nash, | described how a bog-oak grandfather’s clock was possessed by a peculiar type
of dementa, which | subsequently classfied as a vagrarian, or kind of grotesque spirit tha
inhabits wild and londly places, and, not infrequently, spots where there are the remans of
prehigoric (and even later-day) man and beest. In another volume cdled The Haunted Houses of
London, | narrated the haunting of a house in Portman Square by a grandfather’s clock, the spirit
in possesson causng it to foretell desth by driking certain times, and | have since heard of
hauntings by phenomena of amore or less Smilar nature.

The following is an example A vey dear friend of mine was taken ill shortly before
Chrigmas. No one at the time suspected there was anything serious the matter with her, adthough
her hedth of late had been far from good. | happened to be staying in the house just then, and
found, that for some reason or other, | could not deep. | do not often suffer from insomnia, so
that the occurrence struck me as somewhat extraordinary. My bedroom opened on to a large,
dark landing. In one corner of it sood a very old grandfather’s clock, the ticking of which | could
diginctly hear when the house was quiet. For the firs two or three nights of my vist the clock
was as usud, but, the night before my friend was taken ill, its ticking became srangdly irregular.
At one moment it sounded faint, a the next moment, the reverse; now it was dow, now quick;
until a length, in a paroxyam of curiosty and fear, | cautioudy opened my door and peeped out.
It was a light night, and the glass face of the clock flashed back the moonbeams with gartling
brilliancy. A grim and subdued hush hung over the dtaircases and landings. The ticking was now
low; but as | ligened intently, it gradudly grew louder and louder, until, to my horror, the
colossal frame swayed violently backwards and forwards. Unable to stand the sight of it any
longer, and fearful of what | might see next, | retrested into my room, and, carefully locking the



door, lit the gas, and got into bed. At three o'clock the ticking once again became norma. The
following night the same thing occurred, and | discovered that certain other members of the
household had aso heard it. My friend rapidly grew worse, and the irregularities of the clock
became more and more pronounced, more and more disturbing. Then there came a morning,
when, between two and three o'clock, unable to lie in bed and lisgten to the ticking any longer, |
got up. An irresdtible attraction dragged me to the door. | peeped out, and there, with the
moonlight concentrated on its face as before, swayed the clock, backwards and forwards,
backwards and forwards, dowly and solemnly; and with each movement there issued from
within it a hollow, agonised voice, the counterpart of that of my dck friend, excaming, “Oh
dear! Oh dear! It iscoming! It iscoming!”

| was o fascinated, so frightened, that | could not remove my gaze, but was congrained to
dand Hill and dare a it; and Al the while there was a dull, mechanicad repetition of the words:
“Oh dear! Oh dear! It is coming, it is coming!” Haf an hour passed in this manner, and the hands
indicated five minutes to three, when a creak on the dtaircase made me look round. My heart
turned to ice—there, hdf-way down the dtairs, was a tdl, black figure, its polished ebony skin
shining in the moonbeams. | saw only its body at firs, for | was far too surprised even to glance
a its face. As it glided noisdesdy towards me, however, obeying an uncontrollable impulse, |
looked. There was no face a dl, only two eyes—two long, oblique, hdf-open eyes—grey and
gniger, inexpressbly, helishly snige—and, as they met my gaze, they smiled glesfully. They
passed on, the door of the clock swung open, and the figure stepped insde and vanished! | was
now able to move, and re-entering my room, | locked mysdf in, turned on the gas, and buried
myself under the bedcdlothes.

| left the house next day, and shortly afterwards received the melancholy tidings of the death of
my dear friend. For the time being, a leadt, the clock had been possessed by an dementa Spirit
of death.

| know an instance, too, in which a long, protracted whine, like the whine of a dog, proceeded
from a grandfather's clock, prior to any catastrophe in a certtan family; another ingtance, in
which loud thumps were heard in a grandfather’s clock before a death; and Hill another instance
in which a hooded face used occasondly to be seeniin lieu of the clock’ s face.

In al these cases, the clocks were undoubtedly temporarily possessed by the same type of
soirit—the type | have classfied “Clanogrian” or Family Ghog—occult phenomena that, having
atached themsdves in bygone ages to certan families, sometimes cling to furniture (often not
inappropristely to clocks) that beonged to those families and, gill dinging, in its various
removas, to the piece they have “possessed,” continue to perform ther origind grizzly function
of foretdlling desth.

Of course, these charne prophets are not the only phantasms that “possess’ furniture. For
example, | once heard of a case of “possesson” by a non-prophetic phantasm in connection with
a chest—an antique oak chest which, | believe, clamed to be a native of Limerick. After
experiencing many vidsstudes in its career, the chest fel into the hands of a Mrs MacNeill, who
bought it at a rather exorbitant price from a second-hand deder in Cork.

The chedt, placed in the dining-room of its new home, was the recipient of much premature
adulation. The awakening came one afternoon soon after its ariva, when Mrs MacNell was
done in the dining-room a twilight. She had spent a very tiring morning shopping in Traee, her
nearest market-town, and consequently fell adeep in an arm-char in front of the fire, directly
after luncheon. She awoke with a sensation of extreme chilliness, and thinking the window could
not have been shut properly, she got up to close it, when her attention was attracted by something



white protruding from under the lid of the chest. She went up to ingpect it, but she recoiled in
horror. It was a long finger, with a very protuberant knuckle-bone, but no sign of a nail. She was
s0 shocked that for some seconds she could only stand staring at it, mute and helpless; but the
sound of approaching carriage-wheds breaking the spell, she rushed to the fireplace and pulled
the bdl vigoroudy. As she did s0, there came a loud chuckle from the chest, and al the wals of
the room seemed to shake with laughter.

Of course everyone laughed when Mrs MacNeill related what had happened. The chest was
minutely examined, and as it was found to contain nothing but some mats that had been stored
away in it the previous day, the finger was forthwith declared to have been an opticd illuson,
and Mrs MacNelll was, for the time being, ridiculed into believing it was so hersdf. For the next
two or three days nothing occurred; nothing, in fact, until one night when Mrs MacNelll and her
daughters heard the queerest of noises downdairs, proceeding apparently from the dining-
room—heavy, flopping footsteps, bumps as if a body was being dragged backwards and
forwards across the floor, crashes as if al the crockery in the house had been piled in a mass on
the floor, loud peds of maevolent laughter, and then—slence.

The following night, the disturbances being repested, Mrs MacNell summoned up courage to
go downdairs and peep into the room. The noises were ill going on when she arived a the
door, but, the moment she opened it, they ceased and there was nothing to ke seen. A day or two
afteewards, when she was again done in the dining-room and the evening shadows were
beginning to make their appearance, she glanced anxioudy a the chedt, and—there was the
finger. Losng her sdf-possesson at once, and yielding to a paroxysm of the wildest, the most
ungovernable terror, she opened her mouth to shriek. Not a sound came; the cry that had been
generated in her lungs died away ere it reached her larynx, and she relgpsed into a kind of
cadeptic condition, in which dl her faculties were acutely dert but her limbs and organs of
Speech palsied.

She expected every indant that the chest-lid would fly open and that the baeful thing lurking
within would spring upon her. The torture she suffered from such anticipations was little short of
hel, and was rendered dl the more maddening by occasond quiverings of the lid, which
brought al her expectations to a climax. Now, now a any rae, she assured hersdf, the moment
had come when the acme of horrordom would be bounced yon her and she would either die or
go mad. But no; her agonies were agan and again borne anew, and her prognogtications
unfulfilled. At last the creskings abruptly ceased—nothing was to be heard save the shaking of
the trees, the digant yelping of a dog, and the far-away footfdl of one of the servants. Having
somewhat recovered from the shock, Mrs MacNeill was busy speculating as to the appearance of
the hidden horror, when she heard a breathing, the subtle, stedthy breathing of the secreted
pouncer. Again she was spdlbound. The evening advanced, and from every nook and cranny of
the room, from behind chairs, sofa, Sdeboard, and table, from window-sll and curtains, sole the
shadows, dl sorts of curious shadows, that brought with them an atmosphere of the barren, wind-
swept cliffs and dark, deserted mountains, an amosphere that added fresh terrors to Mrs
MacNeill’ s dready more than distraught mind.

The room was now full of occult posshilities, drawvn from dl quarters, and doubtless attracted
thither by the chest, which acted as a physca magnet. It grew late; ill no one came to her
rescue; and Hill more shadows, and more, and more, and more, until the room was full of them.
She actudly saw them gliding towards the house, in shods, across the moon-kissed lawn and
cariage-drive. Shadows of dl sorts—some, unmistakable phantasms of the dead, with skinless
faces and glassy eyes, their bodies ether wrapped in shrouds covered with the black dime of



bogs or dripping with water; some, whole and bnk and bony; some with an am or leg missng;
some with no limbs or body, only heads—shrunken, bloodless heads with wide-open, staring
eyes—ydlow, ichorous eyes—gleaming, devilish eyes Elementds of dl sorts—some, tal and
thin, with rotund heads and meaningless features, some, with rectangular, fleshy heads, some,
with anima heads. On they came in countless legions, on, on, and on, one after another, each
vying with the other in ghestly horridness.

The series of terrific shocks Mrs MacNeill experienced during the advance of this long and
seemingly interminable processon of every concelvable ghoulish abortion, a length wore her
out. The pulsations of her naturdly strong heart temporarily faled, and, as her pent-up fedings
found vent in one gasping scream for help, she fell insensible to the ground.

That very night the chest was ruthlesdy cremated, and Mrs MacNeill’s dining-room ceased to
be a meeting-place for spooks.

Whenever | see an old chest now, | dways view it with suspicion—especidly if it should
happen to be a bog-oak chest. The fact is, the latter is more likely than not to be “possessed” by
edementds, which need scarcdly be a matter of surprise when one remembers that bogs—
paticularly Irish bogs—have been haunted, from time immemorid, by the most uncouth and
fantagtic type of spirits.

But mummies, mummies even more often than clocks and chedts, are “possessed” by denizens
of the occult world. Of course, everyone has heard of the “unlucky” mummy, the painted case of
which, only, is in the Orienta department of the British Museum, and the story connected with it
is so wdl known that it would be superfluous to expeatiate on it here. | will therefore pass on to
instances of other mummies * possessed” inamore or less Smilar manner.

During one of my sojourns in Paris, | met a Frenchman who, he informed me, had just returned
from the Eadt. | asked him if he had brought back any curios, such as vases, funerd urns,
wegpons, or amulets. “Yes, lots” he replied, “two cases full. But no mummiest Mon Dieu! No
mummies You ask me why? Ahl Therein hangs a tde. If you will have patience, | will tdl it
you.”

Thefollowing isthe gig of his narraive—

“Some seasons ago | travelled up the Nile as far as Assut, and when there, managed to pay a
brief vigt to the grand ruins of Thebes. Among the various treasures | brought away with me, of
no grea achaologicd vaue, was a mummy. | found it lying in an enormous lidess
sarcophagus, close to a mutilated statue of Anubis. On my return to Assut, | had the mummy
placed in my tent, and thought no more of it till something avoke me with a gartling suddenness
in the night. Then, obeying a peculiar impulse, | turned over on my sde and looked in the
direction of my treasure.

“The nights in the Soudan at this time of year are brilliant; one can even see to read, and every
object in the desart is dmost as clearly visble as by day. But | was quite dartled by the
whiteness of the glow that resed on the mummy, the face of which was immediady opposite
mine. The remans—those of Met-Om-Karema, lady of the College of the god Amenra—were
swathed in bandages, some of which had worn away in parts or become loose; and the figure,
planly discernible, was that of a shapey woman with degant bust, well-formed limbs, rounded
ams and smdl hands. The thumbs were dender, and the fingers, each of which were separately
bandaged, long and tapering. The neck was full, the cranium rather long, the nose aquiline, the
chin firm. Imitation eyes, brows, and lips were painted on the wrappings, and the effect thus
produced, and in the phosphorescent glare of the moonbeams, was very weird. | was quite aone
in the tent, the only other European, who had accompanied me to Assiut, having stayed in the



town by preference, and my servants being encamped a some hundred or so yards from me on
the ground.

“Sound travels far in the desert, but the slence now was absolute, and dthough | listened
atentively, | could not detect the dightest noiss—man, beast, and insect were abnormdly ill.
There was something in the air, too, that struck me as unusud; an odd, clammy coldness that
reminded me a once of the catacombs in Paris | had hardly, however, conceived the
resemblance, when a sob—Ilow, gentle, but very disinct—sent a thrill of terror through me. It
was ridiculous, absurd! It could not be, and | fought againgt the idea as to whence the sound had
proceeded, as something too utterly fantagtic, too utterly impossble! | tried to occupy my mind
with other thoughts—the fivolities of Cairo, the casnos of Nice, but dl to no purpose; and soon
on my eager, throbbing ear there again fel that sound, that low and gentle sob. My hair stood on
end; this time there was no doubt, no possible manner of doubt—the mummy lived! | looked at it
aghedt. | drained my vision to detect any movement in its limbs, but none was perceptible. Yet
the noise had come from it, it had bresthed—breathed—and even as | hissed the word
unconscioudy through my clenched lips, the bosom of the mummy rose and fell.

“A frightful terror seized me. | tried to shriek to my servants, | could not gaculate a syllable. |
tried to close my eydids, but they were held open as in a vice. Again there came a sob that was
immediately succeeded by a sgh; and a tremor ran through the figure from head to foot. One of
its hands then began to move, the fingers clutched the ar convulsvely, then grew rigid, then
culed dowly into the pams, then suddenly draightened. The bandages conceding them from
view then fdl off, and to my agonised sight were disclosed objects that struck me as strangdy
familiar. There is something about fingers, a marked individudity, | never forget. No two
persons hands are dike. And in these fingers, in their excessive whiteness, round knuckles, and
blue veins, in ther tapering formation and perfect filbert nals, | read a likeness whose prototype,
struggle how | would, | could not recdl. Gradualy the hand moved upwards, and, reaching the
throat, the fingers set to work, at once, to remove the wrappings. My terror was now sublime! |
dare not imagine, | dare not for one ingant think, what | should see! And there was no getting
away from it; | could not gir an inch, not the fraction of an inch, and the ghastly revedion
would take place within ayard of my face.

“One by one the bandages came off. A glimmer of skin, pdlid as marble; the beginning of the
nose, the whole nose; the upper lip, exquisitdy, ddicady cut; the teeth, white and even on the
whole, but here and there a shining gold filling; the undelip, soft and gentle; a mouth | knew,
but—God!—where? In my dreams, in the wild fantases that had oft-times visted my pillow a
night—in delirium, in redity, where? Mon Dieu! WHERE?

“The uncasng continued. The chin came next, a chin tha was purdy feminine purdy
classicd; then the upper part of the head—the har long, black, luxuriant—the forehead low and
white—the brows black, findy pencilled; and, last of dl, the eyed—and as they met my frenzied
gaze and amiled, amiled right down into the depths of my livid soul, | recognised them—they
were the eyes of my mother, my mother who had died in my boyhood! Seized with a madness
that knew no bounds, | sprang to my feet. The figure rose and confronted me. | flung open my
arms to embrace her, the woman of dl women in the world | loved best, the only woman | had
loved. Shrinking from my touch, she cowered againg the sde of the tent. | fel on my knees
before her and kissed—what? Not the feet of my mother, but that of the long unburied dead. Sick
with repulsion and fear | looked up, and there, bending over and peering into my eyes was the
face, the fleshless, mouldering face of a foul and barely recognisable corpse! With a shriek of
horror | rolled backwards, and, springing to my £et, prepared to fly. | glanced a the mummy. it



was lying on the ground, giff and gill, every bandage in its place; whilst sanding over it, a look
of fiendish gleein itslight, doglike eyes, was the figure of Anubis, lurid and menacing.

“The voices d my servants, assuring me they were coming, broke the slence, and in an instant
the gpparition vanished.

“I had had enough of the tent, however, a least for that night, and, seeking refuge in the town,
| whiled away the hours till morning with a fragrant cigar and nove. Directly | had breskfasted, |
took the mummy back to Thebes and I€ft it there. No, thank you, Mr O’'Donnell, | collect many
kinds of curios, but—no more mummied”



