The Tall Woman

By Pedro Antonio De Alarcdn

“How little we redly know, my friends; how little we realy know.”

The spesker was Gabrid, a distinguished civil engineer of the mountain corps. He was seated
under a pine-tree, near a spring, on the crest of the Guadarrama. It was only about a league and a
haf disant from the padace of the Escurid, on the boundary line of the provinces of Madrid and
Segovia. | know the place, spring, pine-tree and dl, but | have forgotten its name.

“Let us gt down,” went on Gabrid, “as that is the correct thing to do, and as our programme
cdls for a rest here—here in this pleasant and classic spot, famous for the digestive properties of
that spring, and for the many lambs here devoured by our noted teachers, Don Migud Bosch,
Don Maimo Laguna, Don Augustiin Pascud, and other illudtrious naturdists. Sit down, and |
will tel you a drange and wonderful story in proof of my thess, which is, though you cdl me an
obscurantist for it, that supernaturd events Hill occur on this terragueous globe. | mean events
which you cannot get into terms of reason, or science, or philosophy—as those ‘words, words,
words,” in Hamlet's phrase, are understood (or are not understood) to-day.”

Gabrid was addressing his animated remarks to five persons of different ages. None of them
was young, though only one was wdl dong in years. Three of them were like Gabrid,
engineers, the fourth was a painter, and the fifth was a littérateur in a smal way. In company
with the spesker, who was the youngest, we had dl ridden up on hired mules from the Red Sitio
de San Lorenzo to spend the day botanizing among the beautiful pine groves of Pequercnos,
chasng butterflies with gauze nets, catching rare beetles under the bark of the decayed pines, and
egting a cold lunch out of a hamper which we had paid for on shares.

This took place in 1875. It was the height of the summer. | do not remember whether it was
Sant Jamess day or Sant Louiss, | am inclined to think it was Saint Louis's. Whichever it was,
we enjoyed a ddicious coolness at that height, and the heart and brain, as well as the stomach,
were there in much better working order than usud.

When the six friends were seeted, Gabrid continued as follows:

“I do not think you will accuse me of being a visonary. Luckily or unluckily, 1 am, if you will
dlow me to say 0, a man of the modern world. |1 have no superdtition about me, and am as much
of a Pogtivig as the best of them, dthough | include among the podtive data of naure dl the
mydserious faculties and fedings of the soul. Wdll, then, apropos of supernaturd, or extra-
natural, phenomena, listen to what | have seen and heard, athough | was not the red hero of the
very srange story | am going to relate, and then tell me what explanaion of an earthly, physicd,
or natura sort, however you may name it, can be given of so wonderful an occurrence,

“The case was as follows. But wait! Pour me out a drop, for the skin-bottle must have got
cooled off by this time in tha bubbling, crysdline sporing, located by Providence on this piny
crest for the express purpose of cooling a botanist’ swine.”



“Wadl, gentlemen, | do not know whether you ever heard of an engineer of the roads corps
named Telesforo X—; he died in 1860.”

“No; | haven't.”

“But | have.”

“So have |. He was a young fdlow from Anddusia, with a black mustache; he was to have
married the Marquis of Moredd s daughter, but he died of jaundice.”

“The very one” sad Gabrid. “Well, then, my friend Telesforo, sx months before his desth,
was dill a most promisng young man, as they say nowadays. He was good-looking, wel built,
energetic, and had the glory of being the first one in his dass to be promoted. He had aready
ganed didinction in the practice of his professon through some fine pieces of work. Severd
different companies were competing for his sarvices, and many marriagesble women were aso
competing for him. But Teesforo, as you said, was faithful to poor Joaguina Moreda.

“As you know, t turned out that she died suddenly at the baths of Santa Agueda, at the end of
the summer of 1859. | was in Pau when | recelved the sad news of her desth, which affected me
very much on account of my close friendship with Telesforo. With her | had spoken only once,
in the house of her aunt, the wife of Generd Lopez, and | certainly thought her bluish pdlor a
symptom of bad hedth. But, however that may be, she had a distinguished mamer and a grest
dead of grace, and was, besdes, the only daughter of a title, and a title that carried some
comfortable thousands with it; so | felt sure my good mathematician would be inconsolable.
Consequently, as soon as | was back in Madrid, fifteen or twenty days after his loss, | went to see
him very ealy one morning. He lived in degant bachelor quarters in Lobo Street—I do not
remember the number, but it was near the Carrera de San Jeronimo.

“The young engineer was very meancholy, dthough cam and goparently mester of his grief.
He was already a work, even a that hour, laboring with his assgtants over some railroad plans
or other. He was dressed in degp mourning.

“He greeted me with a long and close embrace, without so much as dghing. Then he gave
some directions to his assgtants about the work in hand, and afterwards led me to his private
office at the farther end of the house. As we were on our way there he sad, in a sorrowful tone
and without glancing & me:

| am very glad you have come. Severd times | have found mysdf wishing you were here. A
very drange thing has happened to me. Only a friend such as you are can hear of it without
thinking me either a fool or crazy. | want to get an opinion about it as cam and cool as science
itsdf.

“ *St down,” he went on when we had reached his office, ‘and do not imagine that | am going
to afflict you with a description of the sorrow | am suffering—a sorrow which will lagt as long as
| live. Why should 1? You can easly picture it to yoursdf, little as you know of trouble. And as
for being comforted, |1 do not wish to be, either now, or later, or ever! What | am going to speak
to you about, with the requisite deliberation, going back to the very beginning of the thing, is a
horrible and mysterious occurrence, which was an infernd omen of my cdamity, and which has
digressed mein afrightful manner.

“ 'Go on, | replied, gtting down. The fact was, | dmost repented having entered the house, as
| saw the expression of abject fear on my friend' s face.

“ *Ligten, then,” said he, wiping the perspiration from his forehead.”



“ | do not know whether it is due to some inborn fatdity of imagination, or to having heard
some dory or other of the kind with which children are so rashly dlowed to be frightened, but
the fact is that snce my earlies years, nothing has caused me so much horror and darm as a
woman done, in the dreet, a a laie hour of the night. The effect is the same whether | actudly
encounter her, or smply have an image of her in my mind.

“ “You can tedtify that | was never a coward. | fought a duel once, when | had to, like any other
man. Jugt dter | had left the School of Engineers, my workmen in Despefigperros revolted, and |
fought them with gick and pigol until | made them submit. All my life long, in Jeen, in Madrid,
and dsawhere, | have waked the greets at al hours, aone and unarmed, and if | have chanced to
run upon suspicious-looking persons, thieves, or mere snesking beggars, they have had to get out
of my way or take to their heds But if the person turned out to be a solitary woman, standing
dill or waking, and | was dso done, with no one in dght in any direction—then (laugh if you
want to, but believe me) | would be al covered over with goose-flesh; vague fears would assall
me; | would think about beings of the other world, about imaginary existences, and about dl the
superdtitious stories which would make me laugh under other circumstances. | would quicken my
pace, or ese turn back, and would not get over my fright in the least until safein my own house.

“ *Once there | would fdal a-laughing, and would be ashamed of my crazy fears. The only
comfort | had was that nobody knew anything about it. Then | would dispassioretey remind
mysdf that | did not beieve in goblins, witches, or ghogts, and that | had no reason whatever to
be afrad of that wretched woman driven from her home at such an hour by poverty, or some
crime, or accident, to whom | might better have offered hep, if she needed it, or given dms.
Nevertheless, the pitiable scene woud be gone over again as often as a Smilar thing occurred—
and remember that | was twenty-four years old, that | had experienced a great many adventures
by night, and yet tha | had never had the dightest difficulty of any sort with such solitary
women in the dreets after midnight! But nothing of what | lave so far told you ever came to have
any importance, since that irrational fear dways left me as soon as | reached home, or saw any
one ese in the dreet, and | would scarcely recdl it a few minutes afterwards, any more than one
would recal astupid mistake which had no result of any consequence.

“ ‘Things were going on S0, when, nearly three years ago (unhappily, | have good reason for
knowing the date, it was the night of November 15-16, 1857), | was coming home a three in the
morning. As you remember, | was living then in that little house in Jardines Street, near Montera
Stret. | had just come, a that late hour, a bitter, cold wind blowing &t the time, out of a sort of a
gambling-house—I tell you this, dthough | know it will surprise you. You know that | am not a
gambler. | went into the place, deceived by an aleged friend. But the fact was, that as people
began to drop in about midnight, coming from receptions or the theetre, the play began to be
very heavy, and one saw the gleam of gold in plenty. Then came bank-bills, and notes of hand.
Little by little I was carried away by the feverish and seductive passon, and logt dl the money |
had. 1 even went away owing a round sum, for which | fad left my note behind me. In short, |
ruined mysdf conpletely; and but for the legacy that came to me afterwards, together with the
good jobs | have had, my Stuation would have been extremely criticd and painful.

“ ‘So | was going home, | say, a s0 lae an hour that night, numb with the cold, hungry,
ashamed, and disgusted as you can imagine, thinking about my sick old father more than about
mysdf. | should have to write to him for money, and this would astonish as much as it would
grieve him, snce he thought me in very easy circumstances. Just before resching my sred,



where it crosses Pdigros Street, as | was waking in front of a newly built house, | perceved
something in its door-way. It was a tdl, large woman, standing siff and motionless, as if made
of wood. She seemed to be about sixty years old. Her bold and maignant eyes, unshaded by eye-
lashes, were fixed on mine like two daggers. Her toothless mouth made a horrible grimace a me,
meant to be asmile,

“ ‘The very terror or ddirium of fear which ingantly overcame me gave me somehow a most
acute perception, so0 that | could distinguish a a glance, in the two seconds it took me to pass by
that repugnant vison, the dightest detalls of her face and dress. Let me see if | can put together
my impressons in the way and form in which | recaved them, as they were engraved inef-
facegbly on my bran in the light of the Street-lamp which shone Iuridly over that ghastly scene.
But | am exciting mysdf too much, though there is reason enough for it, as you will see further
on. Don't be concerned, however, for the sate of my mind. | am not yet crazy!

“ “The firg thing which sruck me in that woman, as | will cal her, was her extreme height and
the breadth of her bony shoulders. Then, the roundness and fixity of her dry, owl-eyes, the
enormous Sze of her protruding nose, and the great dark cavern of her mouth. Findly, her dress,
like that of a young woman of Avapiés—the new little cotton handkerchief which she wore on
her head, tied under her chin, and a diminutive fan which she carried opened in her hand, and
with which, in affected modesty, she was covering the middle of her was.

“ *Nothing could be a the same time more ridiculous and more awful, more laughable and
more taunting, than that little fan in those huge hands. It seemed like a make-believe sceptre in
the hands of such an old, hideous, and bony giantessl A like effect was produced by the showy
percale handkerchief adorning her face by the Sde of that cut-water nose, hooked and masculing;
for amoment | was led to believe (or | was very glad to) that it was aman in disguise.

“ ‘But her cynica glance and harsh amile were those of a hag, of a witch, an enchantress, a
Fate, a—I know not what! There was something about her to judify fully the averson and fright
which | had been caused dl my life long by women waking aone in the dreats a night. One
would have sad that | had had a presentiment of that encounter from my cradle. One would have
sad that | was frightened by it inginctively, as every living beng fears and divines, and scents
and recognizes, its naturd enemy before ever being injured by it, before ever having seen it, and
soldly on hearing its treed.

“ | did not dash away in a run when | saw my life's sphinx. | restrained my impulse to do so,
less out of shame and manly pride than out of fear lest my very fright should reved to her who |
was, or should give her wings to follow me, to overtake me—I do not know what. Panic like that
dreams of dangers which have nether form nor name.

“ *My house was a the opposte end of the long and narrow dreet, in which | was aone,
entirdly done with tha myderious phantom whom | thought able to annihilate me with a word.
How should | ever get home? Oh, how anxioudy | looked towards that dis. tant Montera Street,
broad and well lighted, where there are policemen to be found a dl hourd | decided, findly, to
get the better of my weakness,; to dissemble and hide that wretched fear; not to hasten my pace,
but to keep on advancing dowly, even a the cost of years of hedth or life, and in this way, little
by little, to go on getting nearer to my house, exerting mysdf to the utmost not to fdl fainting on
the ground before | reached it.

“ ‘1 was waking dong in this way—I must have taken about twenty steps after leaving behind
me the door-way where the woman with the fan was hidden, when suddenly a horrible idea came
to me—horrible, yet very naurd neverthdess—the idea that | would look back to see if my
enemy was following me. One thing or the other | thought, with the rapidity of a flash of



lightning: either my darm has some foundation or it is madness if it has any foundetion, this
woman will have darted after me, will be overtaking me, and there is o hope for me on earth.
But if it is madness, a mere suppostion, a panic fright like any other, | will convince mysdf of it
in the present instance, and for every case that may occur heresfter, by seeing that that poor old
woman has stayed in that door-way to protect hersdf from the cold, or to wait till the door is
opened; and thereupon | can go on to my house in perfect tranquillity, and | shdl have cured my-
sdf of afancy that causes me great mortification.

“ ‘This reasoning gone through with, | made an extraordinary effort and turned my head. Ab,
Gabrid!—Gabrid! how fearful it wad The tal woman had followed me with slent tread, was
right over me, dmaost touching me with her fan, admost leaning her head on my shoulder.

“ ‘Why was she doing it2—why, my Gabrid? Was she a thief? Was she redly a man in
disguise? Was she some mdicious old hag who had seen that | was afraid of her? Was she a
gpectre conjured up by my very cowardice? Was she a mocking phantasm of human sdf-
deception?

‘| could never tel you dl | thought in a sngle moment. If the truth must be told, | gave a
scream and flew away like a child of four years who thinks he sees the Black Man. | did not stop
running until 1 got out into Montera Street. Once there, my fear left me like magic. This in spite
of the fact that that Street adso was deserted. Then | turned my head to look back to Jardines
Street. | could see down its whole length. It was lighted well enough for me to see the tdl
woman, if she had drawn back in any direction, and, by Heaven! | could not see her, standing
gill, waking, or in any way! However, | was very careful not to go back into that dreet again.
The wretch, | sad to mysdf, has dunk into some other door-way. But she can't move without
my seeing her.

“ ‘Jugt then | saw a policeman coming up Cabdlero de Gracia Street, and | shouted to him
without gtirring from my place. | told him that there was a man dressed as a woman in Jardines
Street. | directed him to go round by the way of Pdigros and Aduana dreets, while | would
remain where | was, and in that way the fellow, who was probably a thief or murderer, could not
escape us. The policeman did as | sad. He went through Aduana Street, and as soon as | saw his
lantern coming along Jardines Street | dso went up it resolutely.

“ ‘We soon met a about the middle of the block, without ether of us having encountered a
soul, athough we had examined door after door.

“* *He has got into some house,” said the policeman.

“ *That must be so, | replied, opening my door with the fixed purpose of moving to some other
Street the next day.

“ *A few moments later | was in my room; | dways carried my laich-key, so as not to have to
disurb my good Jost. Nevertheless, he was waiting for me that night. My misfortunes of the
15th and 16th of November were not yet ended.

“ “What has happened? | asked him, in surprise.

“ * “Mgor Facon was here” he replied, with evident agitation, “waiting for you from eeven
till hdf-past two, and he told me that, if you came home to deep, you had better not undress, as
he would be back at daybreak.”

“ *Those words left me trembling with grief and darm, as if they had predicted my own desth
to me | knew tha my beloved father, a his home in Jeen, had been suffering frequent and
dangerous attacks of his chronic disease. | had written to my brothers that, if there should be a
sudden and fata termination of the sckness, they were to teegraph Mgor Facon, who would
inform me in some suitable way. | had not the dightest doubt, therefore, that my father had died.



| sat down in an arm-chair to wait for the morning and my friend, and, with them, the news of
my great mifortune. God only knows what | suffered in those two cruel hours of waiting. All the
while, three distinct ideas were inseparably joined in my mind; though they seemed unlike, they
took pans, as it were, to keep in a dreadful group. They were my losses a play, my meeting
with the tal woman, and the degth of my revered father.

“ ‘Precisdly a dx Mgor Facon came into my room, and looked a me in dlence. | threw
mysdf into his arms, weeping bitterly, and he exclaimed, caressng me:

“*“Yes, my dear fellow, weep, weep.”

V.

“My friend Teesforo,” Gabrid went on, after having drained another glass of wine, “adso rested
amoment when he reached this point, and then he proceeded as follows:

“ ‘If my story ended here, perhaps you would not find anything extraordinary or supernaturd
in it. You would say to me the same thing that men of good judgment said to me a that time: that
every one who has a lively imagindion is subject to some impulse of fear or other; that mine
came from beated, solitary women, and that the old creature of Jardines Street was only some
homedesswalf who was going to beg of me when | screamed and ran.

“ ‘For my part, | tried to believe that it was s0. | even came to bdieve it a the end of severd
months. Still, 1 would have given years of my life to be sure that | was not again to encounter the
tal woman. But, to-day, | would give every drop of my blood to be able to meet her again.’

“What for?

“*Tokill her on the spot.”

“I do not understand you.

“ “You will understand me when | tdl you that | did meet her again, three weeks ago, a few
hours before | had the fatal news of my poor Joaquina' s death.”

“Tdl me about it, tell me about it!

“ ‘There is little more to tdl. It was five o'clock in the morning. It was not yet fully light,
though the dawn was vishble from the Sreets looking towards the east. The dreet-lamps had just
been put out, and the policemen had withdrawn. As | was going through Prado Street, s0 as to
Oet to the other end of Lobo Street, the dreadful woman crossed in front of me. She did not look
a me, and | thought she had not seen me.

“ *She wore the same dress and carried the same fan as three years before. My trepidation and
adarm were greater than ever. | ran rapidly across Prado Street as soon as she had passed,
athough | did not take my eyes off her, so as to make sure that she did rot look back, and, when
| had reached the other end of Lobo Street, | panted as if | had just swum an impetuous stream.
Then | pressed on with fresh speed towards home, filled now with gladness rather than fear, for |
thought that the hateful witch had been conquered and shorn of her power, from the very fact that
| had been so near her and yet that she had not seen me.

“ ‘But soon, and when | had dmost reached this house, a rush of fear swept over me, in the
thought that the crafty old hag had seen and recognized me, that she had made a pretence of not
knowing me s0 as to let me get into Lobo Street, where it was Hill rather dark, and where she
might set upon me in safety, that she would follow me, that she was dready over me.

“ “Upon this, | looked around—and there she wasl There a my shoulder, dmost touching me
with her clothes, gazing a me with her horrible little eyes, disdlaying the gloomy cavern of her
mouth, fanning hersdf in amocking manner, asif to make fun of my childish darm.



| passed from dread to the most furious anger, to savage and desperate rage. | dashed at the
heavy old creature. | flung her againg the wal. | put my hand to her throat. | felt of her face, her
breedt, the draggling locks of her gray har, until 1 was thoroughly convinced that she was a
human being—a woman.

“ ‘Meanwhile she had uttered a howl which was hoarse and piercing a the same time. It
seemed fadse and feigned to me, like the hypocriticd expresson of a fear which she did not
redly fed. Immediatdy afterwards she exclamed, making beieve cry, though she was not
crying, but looking & me with her hyena eyes.

“* “Why have you picked aquarrd with me?’

“ *This remark increased my fright and weakened my wrath.

“ *Then you remember, | cried, that you have seen me somewhere dse.

‘¥l should say s0, my dear,” she replied, mockingly. “Saint Eugen€'s night, in Jardines
Street, three years ago.”

“ *My very marrow was chilled.

“ ‘But who are you? | asked, without letting go of her. Why do you follow me? What business
have you with me?

“* “l am a poor weak woman,” she answered, with a devilish leer. “You hate me, and you are
afrad of me without any reason. If not, tdl me, good dr, why you were so frightened the first
time you saw me.”

“ *‘Because | have loathed you ever snce | was born. Because you are the evil spirit of my life.

It seems, then, that you have known me for a long time. Well, look, my son, so have | known
you.”

“ Y ou have known me? How long?

“ ' “Since before you were bornl And when | saw you pass by me, three years ago, | said to
mysdf, that’ s the one.”

“ *But what am | to you? What are you to me?

* “The devil!” replied the hag, spitting full in my face, freeng hersdf from my grasp, and
running avay with amazing swiftness. She held her skirts higher than her knees, and her feet did
not make the dightest noise as they touched the ground.

“ It was madness to try to catch her. Besides, people were aready passing through the Carrera
de San Jeronimo, and in Prado Street, too. It was broad daylight. The tal woman kept on
running, or flying, as far as Huertas Street, which was now lighted up by the sun. There she
stopped to look back a me. She waved her closed fan a me once or twice, threateningly, and
then disappeared around a corner.

“ *Wait a little longer, Gabrid. Do not yet pronounce judgment in this case, where my life and
soul are concerned. Listen to me two minutes longer.

“ ‘When | entered my house | met Colond Facon, who had just come to tdl me tha my
Joaquina, my betrothed, al my hope and happiness and joy on earth, had died the day before in
Santa Agueda. The unfortunate father had telegraphed Faloon to tell me—me, who should have
divined it an hour before, when | met the evil spirit of my lifed Don't you understand, now, that |
mugt kill that born enemy of my happiness, that vile old hag, who is the living mockery of my
degtiny?

“ ‘But why do | say kill? Is she a woman? Is she a human being? Why have | had a
presentiment of her ever since | was born? Why did she recognize me when she firsd saw me?
Why do | never see her except when some great cdamity has befdlen me? Is she Satan? Is she
Degth? Is she Life? Is she Antichrist? Who is she? What is she?”



V.

“I will spare you, my dear friends,” continued Gabrid, “the arguments and remarks which | used
to see if | could not cdm Telesforo, for they are the same, precisdy the same, which you are
preparing now to advance to prove that there is nothing supernaturd or superhuman in my gory.
You will even go further; you will say that my friend was hdf crazy; that he dways was s0; thd,
a leadt, he suffered from that mora disease which some call ‘panic terror, and others ‘emotiona
insanity;” thet, even granting the truth of what | have related about the tal woman, it must dl be
referred to chance coincidences of dates and events;, and, findly, that the poor old creature could
aso have been crazy, or a thief, or a beggar, or a procuress—as the hero of my sory sad to
himsdf inaludd interva.”

“A very proper suppostion!” exclamed Gabrid’s comrades, “tha is just what we were going
to say.”

“Wadl, ligen a few minutes longer, and you will see that | was migteken at the time, as you are
mistaken now. The one who unfortunately made no mistake was Tdesforo. It is much easer to
gpesk the word insanity than to find an explanation for some things that happen on the earth.”

“Speak, speak!”

“I am going to; and this time, as it is the lagt, | will pick up the thread of my story without first
drinking a glass of wine.”

VI.

“A few days dfter that conversation with Telesforo | was sent to the province of Albacete in my
capacity as engineer of the mountain corps. Not many weeks had passed before | learned, from a
contractor for public works, that my unhappy friend had been attacked by a dreadful form of
jaundice; it had turned him entirdy green, and he reclined in an arm-chair without working or
wishing to see anybody, weeping night and day in the mos inconsolable and bitter grief. The
doctors had given up hope of his getting well.

“This made me undersand why he had not answered my letters. | had to resort to Colond
Fdoon as a source of news of him and dl the while the reports kept getting more unfavorable
and gloomy.

“After an absence of five months | returned to Madrid the same day that the telegraph brought
the news of the battle of Tetuan. | remember it as if it were yesterday. That night | bought the
indispensable Correspondencia de Espaiia, and the first thing | read in it was the notice of
Telesforo’'s death. His friends were invited to the funerd the following morning.

“You will be sure that | was present. As we arived a the San Luis cemetery, whither | rode in
one of the carriages nearest the hearse, my attention was cdled to a peasant woman. She was old
and very tal. She was laughing sacrilegioudy as she saw them taking out the coffin. Then she
placed hersdf in front of the pdl-bearers in a triumphant attitude and pointed out to them with a
very smdl fan the passage-way they were to take to reach the open and waiting grave.

“At the firg glance | perceived, with amazement and dam, tha she was Tdesforo's
implacable enemy. She was just as he had described her to me—with her enormous nose, her
devilish eyes, her awful mouth, her percde handkerchief, and that diminutive fan which seemed
in her hands the sceptre of indecency and mockery.



“She immediately observed that | was looking a her, and fixed her gaze upon me in a peculiar
manner, as if recognizing me, as if letting me know that she recognized me, as if acquainted with
the fact that the dead man had told me about the scenes in Jardines Street and Lobo Street, as if
defying me, as if declaing me the inheritor of the hae which she had cherished for my
unfortunate friend.

“I confess that at the time my fright was greater than my wonder at those new coincidences and
accidents. It seemed evident to me that some supernaturd relation, antecedent to earthly life, had
exised between the myserious old woman and Telesforo. But for the time beng my sole
concern was about my own life, my own soul, my own hgppiness—dl of which would be
exposed to the greatest peril if | should really inherit such acurse.

“The tal woman began to laugh. She pointed a me contemptuoudy with the fan, as if she had
read my thoughts and were publicly exposng my cowardice. | had to lean on a friend's am to
keep mysdf from faling. Then she made a pitying or disdainful gesture, turned on her heds, and
went into the cemetery. Hr head was turned towards me. She fanned hersef and nodded to me
a the same time. She ddled dong among the graves with an indescribable, infernd coquetry
until at last she disappeared forever in that labyrinth of tombs.

“| say forever, since fifteen years have passed and | have never seen her again. If she was a
human being she must have died before this, if she was not, | rest in the conviction tha she
despised me too much to meddle with me.

“Now, then, bring on your theoriest Give me your opinion about these strange events. Do you
dill regard them as entirely natural ?’



