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Dracula by Bram Stoker

Castle Dracula Extract 1: Chapter 1

By-and-by, however, as | was curious to know how time was passing, | struck a match,
and by its flame looked at my watch. It was within a few minutes of midnight. This gave
me a sort of shock, for | suppose the general superstition about midnight was increased
by my recent experiences. | waited with a sick feeling of suspense.

Then a dog began to howl somewhere in a farmhouse far down the road, a long, ago-
nized wailing, as if from fear. The sound was taken up by another dog, and then another
and another, till, borne on the wind which now sighed softly through the Pass, a wild
howling began, which seemed to come from all over the country, as far as the imagina-
tion could grasp it through the gloom of the night.

At the first howl the horses began to strain and rear, but the driver spoke to them sooth-
ingly, and they quieted down, but shivered and sweated as though after a runaway from
sudden fright. Then, far off in the distance, from the mountains on each side of us be-
gan a louder and a sharper howling, that of wolves, which affected both the horses and
myself in the same way. For | was minded to jump from the caleche and run, whilst they
reared again and plunged madly, so that the driver had to use all his great strength to
keep them from bolting. In a few minutes, however, my own ears got accustomed to the
sound, and the horses so far became quiet that the driver was able to descend and to
stand before them.

He petted and soothed them, and whispered something in their ears, as | have heard of
horse-tamers doing, and with extraordinary effect, for under his caresses they became
quite manageable again, though they still trembled. The driver again took his seat, and
shaking his reins, started off at a great pace. This time, after going to the far side or the
Pass, he suddenly turned down a narrow roadway which ran sharply to the right.

Soon we were hemmed in with trees, which in places arched right over the roadway till
we passed as through a tunnel. And again great frowning rocks guarded us boldly on ei-
ther side. Though we were in shelter, we could hear the rising wind, for it moaned and
whistled through the rocks, and the branches of the trees crashed together as we swept
along. It grew colder and colder still, and fine, powdery snow began to fall, so that soon
we and all around us were covered with a white blanket. The keen wind still carried the
howling of the dogs, though this grew fainter as we went on our way. The baying of the
wolves sounded nearer and nearer, as though they were closing round on us from every
side. | grew dreadfully afraid, and the horses shared my fear. The driver, however, was
not in the least disturbed. He kept turning his head to left and right, but | could not see
anything through the darkness.

Suddenly, away on our left | saw a fain flickering blue flame. The driver saw it at the
same moment. He at once checked the horses, and, jumping to the ground, disappeared
into the darkness. | did not know what to do, the less as the howling of the wolves grew
closer. But while | wondered, the driver suddenly appeared again, and without a word
took his seat, and we resumed our journey. | think | must have fallen asleep and kept
dreaming of the incident, for it seemed to be repeated endlessly, and now looking back,



it is like a sort of awful nightmare. Once the flame appeared so near the road, that even
in the darkness around us | could watch the driver's motions. He went rapidly to where
the blue flame arose, it must have been very faint, for it did not seem to illumine the
place around it at all, and gathering a few stones, formed them into some device.

Once there appeared a strange optical effect. When he stood between me and the flame
he did not obstruct it, for | could see its ghostly flicker all the same. This startled me,
but as the effect was only momentary, | took it that my eyes deceived me straining
through the darkness. Then for a time there were no blue flames, and we sped onwards
through the gloom, with the howling of the wolves around us, as though they were fol-
lowing in a moving circle.

At last there came a time when the driver went further afield than he had yet gone, and
during his absence, the horses began to tremble worse than ever and to snort and
scream with fright. | could not see any cause for it, for the howling of the wolves had
ceased altogether. But just then the moon, sailing through the black clouds, appeared
behind the jagged crest of a beetling, pine-clad rock, and by its light | saw around us a
ring of wolves, with white teeth and lolling red tongues, with long, sinewy limbs and
shaggy hair. They were a hundred times more terrible in the grim silence which held
them than even when they howled. For myself, | felt a sort of paralysis of fear. It is only
when a man feels himself face to face with such horrors that he can understand their
true import.

All at once the wolves began to howl as though the moonlight had had some peculiar ef-
fect on them. The horses jumped about and reared, and looked helplessly round with
eyes that rolled in a way painful to see. But the living ring of terror encompassed them
on every side, and they had perforce to remain within it. | called to the coachman to
come, for it seemed to me that our only chance was to try to break out through the ring
and to aid his approach, | shouted and beat the side of the caleche, hoping by the noise
to scare the wolves from the side, so as to give him a chance of reaching the trap. How
he came there, | know not, but | heard his voice raised in a tone of imperious command,
and looking towards the sound, saw him stand in the roadway. As he swept his long arms,
as though brushing aside some impalpable obstacle, the wolves fell back and back fur-
ther still. Just then a heavy cloud passed across the face of the moon, so that we were
again in darkness.

When | could see again the driver was climbing into the caleche, and the wolves disap-
peared. This was all so strange and uncanny that a dreadful fear came upon me, and |
was afraid to speak or move. The time seemed interminable as we swept on our way,
now in almost complete darkness, for the rolling clouds obscured the moon.

We kept on ascending, with occasional periods of quick descent, but in the main always
ascending. Suddenly, | became conscious of the fact that the driver was in the act of
pulling up the horses in the courtyard of a vast ruined castle, from whose tall black win-
dows came no ray of light, and whose broken battlements showed a jagged line against
the sky.

Castle Dracula Extract 2: Chapter 2

5 May.--1 must have been asleep, for certainly if | had been fully awake | must have no-
ticed the approach of such a remarkable place. In the gloom the courtyard looked of



considerable size, and as several dark ways led from it under great round arches, it per-
haps seemed bigger than it really is. | have not yet been able to see it by daylight.

When the caleche stopped, the driver jumped down and held out his hand to assist me
to alight. Again | could not but notice his prodigious strength. His hand actually seemed
like a steel vice that could have crushed mine if he had chosen. Then he took my traps,
and placed them on the ground beside me as | stood close to a great door, old and stud-
ded with large iron nails, and set in a projecting doorway of massive stone. | could see
even in the dim light that the stone was massively carved, but that the carving had been
much worn by time and weather. As | stood, the driver jumped again into his seat and
shook the reins. The horses started forward, and trap and all disappeared down one of
the dark openings.

| stood in silence where | was, for | did not know what to do. Of bell or knocker there
was no sign. Through these frowning walls and dark window openings it was not likely
that my voice could penetrate. The time | waited seemed endless, and | felt doubts and
fears crowding upon me. What sort of place had | come to, and among what kind of peo-
ple? What sort of grim adventure was it on which | had embarked? Was this a customary
incident in the life of a solicitor's clerk sent out to explain the purchase of a London es-
tate to a foreigner? Solicitor's clerk! Mina would not like that. Solicitor, for just before
leaving London | got word that my examination was successful, and | am now a full-
blown solicitor! | began to rub my eyes and pinch myself to see if | were awake. It all
seemed like a horrible nightmare to me, and | expected that | should suddenly awake,
and find myself at home, with the dawn struggling in through the windows, as | had now
and again felt in the morning after a day of overwork. But my flesh answered the pinch-
ing test, and my eyes were not to be deceived. | was indeed awake and among the
Carpathians. All | could do now was to be patient, and to wait the coming of morning.

Just as | had come to this conclusion | heard a heavy step approaching behind the great
door, and saw through the chinks the gleam of a coming light. Then there was the sound
of rattling chains and the clanking of massive bolts drawn back. A key was turned with
the loud grating noise of long disuse, and the great door swung back.

Within, stood a tall old man, clean shaven save for a long white moustache, and clad in
black from head to foot, without a single speck of colour about him anywhere. He held
in his hand an antique silver lamp, in which the flame burned without a chimney or
globe of any kind, throwing long quivering shadows as it flickered in the draught of the
open door. The old man motioned me in with his right hand with a courtly gesture, say-
ing in excellent English, but with a strange intonation.

"Welcome to my house! Enter freely and of your own free will!" He made no motion of
stepping to meet me, but stood like a statue, as though his gesture of welcome had
fixed him into stone. The instant, however, that | had stepped over the threshold, he
moved impulsively forward, and holding out his hand grasped mine with a strength which
made me wince, an effect which was not lessened by the fact that it seemed cold as
ice, more like the hand of a dead than a living man. Again he said.

"Welcome to my house! Enter freely. Go safely, and leave something of the happiness
you bring!” The strength of the handshake was so much akin to that which | had noticed
in the driver, whose face | had not seen, that for a moment | doubted if it were not the
same person to whom | was speaking. So to make sure, | said interrogatively, "Count
Dracula?”



He bowed in a courtly was as he replied, "I am Dracula, and | bid you welcome, Mr.
Harker, to my house. Come in, the night air is chill, and you must need to eat and
rest."As he was speaking, he put the lamp on a bracket on the wall, and stepping out,
took my luggage. He had carried it in before | could forestall him. | protested, but he
insisted.

"Nay, sir, you are my guest. It is late, and my people are not available. Let me see to
your comfort myself."He insisted on carrying my traps along the passage, and then up a
great winding stair, and along another great passage, on whose stone floor our steps
rang heavily. At the end of this he threw open a heavy door, and | rejoiced to see within
a well-lit room in which a table was spread for supper, and on whose mighty hearth a
great fire of logs, freshly replenished, flamed and flared.

Castle Dracula Extract 3: Chapter 2

After breakfast | did a little exploring in the castle. | went out on the stairs, and found
a room looking towards the South.

The view was magnificent, and from where | stood there was every opportunity of seeing
it. The castle is on the very edge of a terrific precipice. A stone falling from the win-
dow would fall as thousand feet without touching anything! As far as the eye can reach
is a sea of green tree tops, with occasionally a deep rift where there is a chasm. Here
and there are silver threads where the rivers wind in deep gorges through the forests.

But | am not in heart to describe beauty, for when | had seen the view | explored further.
Doors, doors, doors everywhere, and all locked and bolted. In no place save from the
windows in the castle walls is here an available exit. The castle is a veritable prison,
and | am a prisoner!

Castle Dracula Extract 4: Chapter 4

Then there came the sound of many feet tramping and dying away in some passage
which sent up a clanging echo. | turned to run down again towards the vault, where |
might find the new entrance, but at the moment there seemed to come a violent puff of
wind, and the door to the winding stair blew to with a shock that set the dust from the
lintels flying. When | ran to push it open, | found that it was hopelessly fast. | was
again a prisoner, and the net of doom was closing round me more closely.

The door is shut, the chains rattle. There is a grinding of the key in the lock. | can hear
the key withdrawn, then another door opens and shuts. | hear the creaking of lock and
bolt.

Hark! In the courtyard and down the rocky way the roll of heavy wheels, the crack of
whips, and the chorus of the Szgany as they pass into the distance.

| am alone in the castle with those horrible women. Faugh! Mina is a woman, and there
is nought in common. They are devils of the Pit!



| shall not remain alone with them. 1 shall try to scale the castle wall farther than |
have yet attempted. | shall take some of the gold with me, lest | want it later. | may
find a way from this dreadful place.

And then away for home! Away to the quickest and nearest train! Away from the cursed
spot, from this cursed land, where the devil and his children still walk with earthly feet!

Castle Dracula Extract 5: Chapter 27
MINA HARKER'S JOURNAL

6 November.--It was late in the afternoon when the Professor and | took our way towards
the east whence | knew Jonathan was coming. We did not go fast, though the way was
steeply downhill, for w e had to take heavy rugs and wraps with us. We dared not face
the possibility of being left without warmth in the cold and the snow. We had to take
some of our provisions too, for we were in a perfect desolation, and so far as we could
see through the snowfall, there was not even the sign of habitation. When we had gone
about a mile, | was tired with the heavy walking and sat down to rest. Then we looked
back and saw where the clear line of Dracula’s castle cut the sky. For we were so deep
under the hill whereon it was set that the angle of perspective of the Carpathian moun-
tains was far below it. We saw it in all its grandeur, perched a thousand feet on the
summit of a sheer precipice, and with seemingly a great gap between it and the steep of
the adjacent mountain on any side. There was something wild and uncanny about the
place. We could hear the distant howling of wolves. They were far off, but the sound,
even though coming muffled through the deadening snowfall, was full of terror. | knew
from the way Dr. Van Helsing was searching about that he was trying to seek some
strategic point, where we would be less exposed in case of attack. The rough roadway
still led downwards. We could trace it through the drifted snow.

Castle Dracula Extract 6: Chapter 27

But, on the instant, came the sweep and flash of Jonathan's great knife. | shrieked as |
saw it shear through the throat. Whilst at the same moment Mr. Morris's bowie knife
plunged into the heart.

It was like a miracle, but before our very eyes, and almost in the drawing of a breath,
the whole body crumbled into dust and passed from our sight.

| shall be glad as long as | live that even in that moment of final dissolution, there was in
the face a look of peace, such as | never could have imagined might have rested there.

The Castle of Dracula now stood out against the red sky, and every stone of its broken
battlements was articulated against the light of the setting sun.



Carfax Estate Extract 1: Chapter 2

"The estate is called Carfax, no doubt a corruption of the old Quatre Face, as the house
is four sided, agreeing with the cardinal points of the compass. It contains in all some
twenty acres, quite surrounded by the solid stone wall above mentioned. There are
many trees on it, which make it in places gloomy, and there is a deep, dark-looking pond
or small lake, evidently fed by some springs, as the water is clear and flows away in a
fair-sized stream. The house is very large and of all periods back, | should say, to medi-
aeval times, for one part is of stone immensely thick, with only a few windows high up
and heavily barred with iron. It looks like part of a keep, and is close to an old chapel or
church. | could not enter it, as | had not the key of the door leading to it from the
house, but | have taken with my Kodak views of it from various points. The house had
been added to, but in a very straggling way, and | can only guess at the amount of
ground it covers, which must be very great. There are but few houses close at hand, one
being a very large house only recently added to and formed into a private lunatic asy-
lum. It is not, however, visible from the grounds.”

When | had finished, he said, "I am glad that it is old and big. | myself am of an old fami-
ly, and to live in a new house would kill me. A house cannot be made habitable in a day,
and after all, how few days go to make up a century. | rejoice also that there is a chapel
of old times. We Transylvanian nobles love not to think that our bones may lie amongst
the common dead. | seek not gaiety nor mirth, not the bright voluptuousness of much
sunshine and sparkling waters which please the young and gay. | am no longer young,
and my heart, through weary years of mourning over the dead, is attuned to mirth.
Moreover, the walls of my castle are broken. The shadows are many, and the wind
breathes cold through the broken battlements and casements. | love the shade and the
shadow, and would be alone with my thoughts when | may.” Somehow his words and his
look did not seem to accord, or else it was that his cast of face made his smile look ma-
lignant and saturnine.



Woman in Black by Susan Hill
Eel Marsh House Extract 1: ‘Across the Causeway’

The only sounds I could hear above the trotting of the pony’s hooves, the rumble of the wheels and
the creak of the cart, were sudden, harsh, weird cries from birds near and far. We had travelled perhaps
three miles, and passed no farm or cottage, no kind of dwelling house at all, all was emptiness. Then,
the hedgerows petered out, and we seemed to be driving towards the very edge of the world. Ahead, the
water gleamed like metal and 1 began to make out a track, rather like the line left by the wake of a boat,
that ran across it. As we drew nearer, I saw that the water was lving only shallowly over the rippling
sand on either side of us, and that the line was in fact a narrow track leading directly ahead, as if into
the estuary itself. As we slipped onto it, I realized that this must be the Nine Lives Causeway - this and
nothing more - and saw how, when the tide came in, it would quickly be quite submerged and
untraceable.

At first the pony and then the trap met the sandy path, the smart noise we had been making ceased,
and we went on almost in silence save for a hissing, silky sort of sound. Here and there were clumps of
reeds, bleached bone-pale, and now and again the faintest of winds caused them to rattle dryly. The
sun at our backs reflected in the water all around so that everything shone and glistened like the surface
of a mirror, and the sky had taken on a faint pinkish tinge at the edges, and this in tum became
reflected in the marsh and the water, Then, as it was so bright that it hurt my eves to go on staring at it,
I looked up ahead and saw, as if rising out of the water itself, a tall, gaunt house of grey stone with a
slate roof, that now gleamed steelily in the light. It stood like some lighthouse or beacon or martello
tower, facing the whole, wide expanse of marsh and estuary, the most astonishingly situated house 1
had ever seen or could ever conceivably have imagined, isolated, uncompromising but also, I thought,
handsome. As we neared it, 1 saw the land on which it stood was raised up a little, surrounding it on
every side for perhaps three or four hundred vards, of plain, salt-bleached grass, and then gravel. This
little island extended in a southerly direction across an area of scrub and field towards what looked like
the fragmentary ruins of some old church or chapel.

There was a rough scraping, as the cart came onto the stones, and then pulled up. We had arrived at
Eel Marsh House.

Eel Marsh House Extract 2: ‘Across the Causeway’

Then, thinking thus fancifully, | walked away from the house in the direction of the field,
and across it, towards the ruin. Away to the west, on my right hand, the sun was already
beginning to slip down in a great, wintry, golden-red ball which shot arrows of fore and
blood-red streaks across the water. To the east, sea and sky had darkened slightly to a
uniform, leaden grey. The wind that came suddenly snaking off the estuary was cold.

As | neared the ruins, | could see clearly that they were indeed of some ancient chapel,
perhaps monastic in origin, and all broken-down and crumbling, with some of the stones
and rubble fallen, probably in recent gales, and lying about in the grass. The ground
sloped a little down to the estuary shore and, as | passed under one of the old arches, |
startled a bird, which rose up and away over my head with loudly beating wings and a
harsh croaking cry that echoed all around the old walls and was taken up by another,



some distance away. It was an ugly, satanic-looking thing, like some species of sea-vul-
ture - if such a thing existed - and | could not suppress a shudder as its shadow passed
over me, and | watched its ungainly flight away towards the sea with relief. Then | saw
that the ground at my feet and the fallen stones between were a foul mess of droppings,
and guessed that these birds must nest and roost in the walls above.

Otherwise, | rather liked this lonely spot, and thought how it would be on a warm evening
at midsummer, when the breezes blew balmily from off the sea, across the tall grasses,
and wild flowers of white and yellow and pink climbed and bloomed among the broken
stones, the shadows lengthened gently, and June birds poured poured out their finest
songs, with the faint lap and wash of water in the distance.

So musing, | emerged into a small burial ground. It was enclosed by the remains of a wall,
and | stopped in astonishment at the sight. There were perhaps fifty old gravestones,
most of them leaning over or completely fallen, covered in patches of greenish-yellow
lichen and moss, scoured pale by the salt wind, and stained by years of driven rain. The
mounds were grassy, and weed-covered, or else they had disappeared altogether, sunken
and slipped down. No names or dates were now decipherable, and the whole place had a
decayed and abandoned air.

Ahead, where the walls ended in a heap of dust and rubble, lay the grey water of the estu-
ary. As | stood, wondering, the last light went from the sun, and the wind rose in a gust,
and rustled through the grass. Above my head, that unpleasant, snake-necked bird came
gliding back towards the ruins, and | saw that it's beak was hooked around a fish that
writhed and struggled helplessly. | watched the creature alight and, as | did so, it disturbed
some of the stones which toppled and fell out of sight somewhere.



Eel Marsh House Extract 3: “Trap’

Some minutes later, I could not tell how many, I came
out of my reverie, to realize that I could no longer see very
far in front of me and when I turned around I was
startled to find that Eel Marsh House, too, was invisible,
not because the darkness of evening had fallen, but
because of a thick, damp sea-mist that had come rolling
over the marshes and enveloped everything, myself, the
house behind me, the end of the causeway path and the
countryside ahead. It was a mist like a damp, clinging
cobwebby thing, fine and yet impenetrable. It smelled and
tasted quite different from the yellow filthy fog of London;
that was choking and thick and still, this was salty, light
and pale and moving in front of my eyes all the time. I felt
confused, teased by it, as though it were made up of
millions of live fingers that crept over me, hung on me
and then shifted away again. My hair and face and the
sleeves of my coat were already damp with a veil of
moisture. Above all, it was the suddenness of it that had
so unnerved and disorientated me.



Eel Marsh House Extract 4: ‘A Packet of Letters’

But, as we reached the lanes and left the marsh and
the estuary behind, I did glance back once over my
shoulder. Eel Marsh House stood iron-grey and grim,
looming up like a crag, its windows blank and shuttered.
There was no sign of any shape or shadow, no living or
dead soul. I thought that no one watched us go. Then, the
pony’s hooves began to clip-clop briskly on the tarmac of
the narrow lane between the ditches and straggling
blackthorn hedges. I turned my eyes away from that
dreadful place for what I fervently prayed was the last
time.



Other Examples of Gothic Settings:

Castle Udolpho in The Mysteries of Udolpho, Ann Radcliffe
(1794)

... though it was now lighted up by the setting sun, the gothic greatness of its features,
and its mouldering walls of dark grey stone, rendered it a gloomy and sublime object ...
the light died away on its walls, leaving a melancholy purple tint, which spread deeper
and deeper, as the thin vapour crept up the mountain, while the battlements above were
still tipped with splendour. From those too, the rays soon faded, and the whole edifice
was invested with the solemn duskiness of evening. Silent, lonely and sublime, it seemed
to stand the sovereign of the scene, and to frown defiance on all, who dared to invade its
solitary reign. As the twilight deepened, its features became more awful in obscurity ...
The gateway ... leading into the courts was of gigantic size, and was defended by two
round towers, crowned by over-hanging turrets, embattled, where, instead of banners,
now waved long grass and wild plants ... The towers were united by a curtain, pierced
and embattled also, below which appeared the pointed arch of an huge portcullis, sur-
mounting the gates: from these, the walls of the ramparts extended to other towers, over-
looking the precipice, whose shattered outline ... told of the ravages of war.

The Fall of the House of Usher - Edgar Allen Poe

During the whole of a dull, dark, and soundless day in the autumn of the year, when the
clouds hung oppressively low in the heavens, I had been passing alone, on horseback,
through a singularly dreary tract of country, and at length found myself, as the shades of
the evening drew on, within view of the melancholy House of Usher. I know not how it was
—but, with the first glimpse of the building, a sense of insufferable gloom pervaded my
spirit. I say insufferable; for the feeling was unrelieved by any of that half-pleasurable,
because poetic, sentiment with which the mind usually receives even the sternest natural
images of the desolate or terrible. I looked upon the scene before me—upon the mere
house, and the simple landscape features of the domain— upon the bleak walls

—upon the vacant eye-like windows— upon a few rank sedges—and upon a few white
trunks of decayed trees—with an utter depression of soul which I can compare to no
earthly sensation more properly than to the after-dream of the reveller upon opium—the
bitter lapse into every-day life—the hideous dropping off of the veil. There was an iciness, a
sinking, a sickening of the heart—an unredeemed dreariness of thought which no goading
of the imagination could torture into aught of the sublime. What was it—I paused to think
—what was it that so unnerved me in the contemplation of the House of Usher? It was a
mystery all insoluble; nor could I grapple with the shadowy fancies that crowded upon me
as I pondered. I was forced to fall back upon the unsatisfactory conclusion, that while,
beyond doubt, there are combinations of very simple natural objects which have the
power of thus affecting us, still the analysis of this power lies among considerations beyond
our depth. It was possible, I reflected, that a mere different arrangement of the particulars
of the scene, of the details of the picture, would be sufficient to modify, or perhaps to



annihilate its capacity for sorrowful impression; and, acting upon this idea, I reined my
horse to the precipitous brink of a black and lurid tarn that lay in unruffled lustre by the
dwelling, and gazed down—but with a shudder even more thrilling than before—upon the
remodelled and inverted images of the gray sedge, and the ghastly tree-stems, and the
vacant and eye-like windows.

Gormenghast - Mervin Peak

GORMENGHAST, that is, the main massing of the original stone, taken by itself would have dis-
played a certain ponderous architectural quality were it possible to have ignored the circumfusion
of those mean dwellings that swarmed like an epidemic around its outer walls. They sprawled over
the sloping earth, each one half way over its neighbour until, held back by the castle ramparts, the
innermost of these hovels laid hold on the great walls, clamping themselves thereto like limpets to
a rock. These dwellings, by ancient law, were granted this chill intimacy with the stronghold that
loomed above them. Over their irregular roofs would fall throughout the seasons, the shadows of
time-eaten buttresses, of broken and lofty turrets, and, most enormous of all, the shadow of the
Tower of Flints. This tower, patched unevenly with black ivy, arose like a mutilated finger from
among the fists of knuckled masonry and pointed blasphemously at heaven. At night the owls
made of it an echoing throat; by day it stood voiceless and cast its long shadow,

Very little communication passed between the denizens of these outer quarters and those who
lived within the walls, save when, on the first June morning of each year, the entire population of
the clay dwellings had sanction to enter the Grounds in order to display the wooden carvings on
which they had been working during the year. These carvings, blazoned in strange colour, were
generally of animals or figures and were treated in a highly stylized manner peculiar to themselves.
The competition among them to display the finest object of the year was bitter and rabid. Their sole
passion was directed, once their days of love had guttered, on the production of this wooden sculp-
ture, and among the muddle of huts at the foot of the outer wall, existed a score of creative crafts-
men whose position as leading carvers gave them pride of place among the shadows.

At one point within the outer wall, a few feet from the earth, the great stones of which the wall itself
was constructed, jutted forward in the form of a massive shelf stretching from east to west for
about two hundred to three hundred feet. These protruding stones were painted white, and it was
upon this shelf that on the first morning of June the carvings were ranged every year for judgement
by the Earl of Groan. Those works judged to be the most consummate, and there were never more
than three chosen, were subsequently relegated to the Hall of the Bright Carvings.

Standing immobile throughout the day, these vivid objects, with their fantastic shadows on the wall
behind them shifting and elongating hour by hour with the sun’s rotation, exuded a kind of dark-
ness for all their colour. The air between them was turgid with contempt and jealousy. The crafts-
men stood about like beggars, their families clustered in silent groups. They were uncouth and
prematurely aged, all radiance gone.



