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Jhe C/@ hantom Werewolf

ONTAGUE SUMMERS, in
M his excellent monograph, The

Werewolf, tells the following
incident which was related to him as an
actual happening that took place in the
late 1880’s. Despite its brevity, it is a
perfect weird tale; so we reprint it here-
with:—

¢ A N Oxford professor, being an ardent

fisherman, had taken a small cot-
tage for the summer on the shores of one
of the remoter lakes in Merionethshire,
among the hills, and here he and his wife
were entertaining a guest. Whilst wading
one day a few yards into the lake he stum-
bled over an object which seemed upon
examination to be the skull of a dog be-
longing to an uncommonly large breed.
Desirous of investigating further he car-
ried it back to the house, where it was tem-
porarily placed on a kitchen shelf.

“That evening his wife had been left
alone awhile, and to her surprise not un-
mixed with fear she heard a snuffling and
scratching at the kitchen door which led
into the yard. Hesitant lest she should be
confronted with a fierce dog, she went into
the room to make sure the door was barred.
As she moved, something drew her atten-
tion to the window, and there she saw
glaring at her through the diamond panes
the head of a huge creature, half animal,
half human. The cruel panting jaws were
gaping wide and showed keen white teeth;
the great furry paws clasped the sill like
hands; the red eyes gleamed hideously; it
was the gaze of a man, horribly intensive,
horribly intelligent. Half fainting with
fear she ran through to the front door and
shot the bolt.

“A moment after she heard heavy

86

breathing outside and the latch rattled
menacingly. The minutes that followed
were full of acutest suspense, and now and
again a low snarl would be heard at the
door or window, and a sound as though
the creature were endeavoring to force its
entrance. At last the voices of her husband
and his friend, come back from their ram-
ble, sounded in the little garden; and as
they .knocked, finding the door fast, she
was but able to open ere she fell in a swoon
at their feet.

“When her senses returned, to find her-
self laid on the sofa and her husband
anxiously bending over her, she told in
halting accents what had happened.

“That night, having made all secure and
extinguished the lamps, the two men sat
up quietly, armed with stout sticks and a

“The hours passed slowly, until when
all was darkest and most lonely the soft
thud of cushioned paws was heard on the
gravel outside, and nails scratched at the
kitchen window. To their hortor, in a stale
phosphorescent light they saw the hideous
mask of a wolf with the eyes of a man glar-
ing through the glass, eyes that were red
with hellish rage. Snatching the gun they
rushed to the door, but it had seen their
movement and was away in a moment. As
they issued from the house a shadowy unde-
fined shape slipped through the open gate,
and in the stars they could just see a huge
animal making toward the lake, into which
it disappeared silently, nor did a ruffle cross
the surface of the water.

“Early the next morning the professor
took the skull, and rowing a little way out
from the shore flung it as far as possible
into the deeper part of the tarn. The
werewolf was never seen again.”



