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Chapter 1: Meeting the Andersons 

 

Carl sat patiently in the parlor of the Anderson house.  His back was straight, his 

hands, palm down upon his thighs.  It was always a comfort to slip into the habits the 

military had cultivated within him. 

A coal fire burned in a brazier set within the confines of the large hearth.  Beautiful 

club chairs of dark brown tooled leather were artfully arranged in the room.  Each chair 

had its own table and tall floor lamps with sepia glass shades that stood as silent sentries 

behind each seat. 

The large, dark wood door of the parlor opened with the faintest of whispers and the 

aged, respectful butler who had ushered him into the home stepped in. 

“Herr Hesselschwerdt,” the butler said, pronouncing Carl’s surname effortlessly, 

“Mr. and Mrs. Anderson.” 

Carl stood up quickly and held himself rigid as the powerful couple entered the 

room. 

They were in their late forties and impeccably dressed.  Mr. Anderson could only be 

described as dashing, and his wife was stunning. 

Mrs. Anderson’s dark brown hair, streaked with single strands of silver, was piled 

elegantly on top of her head.  Silver earrings graced her ears, and she was possibly the 

most beautiful woman Carl had ever had the pleasure of seeing in person.  His breath 

caught in his throat, his heart hiccupped, and Carl forced himself to stay focused. 

“Mr. Hesselschwerdt,” Mr. Anderson said, offering his hand.   

Carl stepped forward and shook it firmly.  “Please, sir, call me Carl.” 



“A pleasure, Carl,” Mr. Anderson said, releasing his hand.  He turned partially and 

said, “This is my wife.” 

Carl gently accepted Mrs. Anderson’s offered hand, bowed slightly over and let go.  

“A pleasure, madam.” 

Mrs. Anderson nodded her head, and Carl stepped back.  Once the couple sat down, 

he returned to his own seat. 

“Now, Carl,” Mr. Anderson said, “could you please refresh my memory as to what 

your qualifications are for the job at hand?” 

“Certainly, sir,” Carl said.  He focused his attention on Mr. Anderson rather than the 

beauty of Mrs. Anderson’s hazel eyes.  “You are seeking someone capable of interacting 

with the dead.  I have the ability to do so.  I can hear them, I can speak with them.  I 

have worked for the Hancocks in Boston, the Rockefellers in New York, and the Kenyons 

in Providence.  I have successfully communicated with the dead in their homes and 

succeeded in negotiating peace between the two sides.” 

“Peace?” Mrs. Anderson asked.  The sound of her voice, delicate and musical, 

wrapped around him sensually. 

“Yes madam,” Carl said, hiding his reaction to her.   

“You can’t get rid of them?” Mr. Anderson asked with a frown. 

“No sir,” Carl said, shaking his head.  “Most of them can be talked into leaving, but 

there are always some who will never quit a place.  It is why I refuse to say I can free a 

home of the dead.  Whether they stay or go, it is upon them.  Some can be forced, but 

they can usually make their way back.  And if that happens, it is never pleasant.” 

Mr. Anderson frowned.  “This is not exactly what I wished to hear, Carl.” 

“I am sorry, sir,” Carl said, his hopes crashing.  “I will not lie, though.” 



Mr. Anderson’s frown slowly changed into a smile, and he nodded.  “I would rather it 

be so.  You think you can, what is it, negotiate a treaty of some sort with them?” 

“I can only do my best, sir,” Carl said.  “And I do not accept payment until a job is 

complete.” 

“I can respect such a policy,” Mr. Anderson said, “but it is unnecessary for us.  We 

are comfortable, in regards to personal funds, so I will pay you up front.  You need to 

live, sir.  When can you start?” 

“Tomorrow morning,” Carl said, barely able to contain his excitement.  “Tomorrow 

morning I will begin if the time is good for you.” 

“It is,” Mr. Anderson said.  “Just be prepared, Carl.  Be prepared.” 

  



Chapter 2: In the Kitchen 

 

Carl sat at the servant’s table at the back of the large kitchen.  A steaming cup of 

strong black coffee sat in front of him as did his notebook and pencil. 

The giant grandfather clock in the center hallway struck the hour. 

Six AM, Carl thought.  Sunlight filtered in through the windows over the sink and 

highlighted the metalwork on the large stove which occupied a great portion of the left 

wall.  The housekeeper stood across the table from him, a tall, beautiful woman in her 

early fifties.   

Elizabeth, Carl reminded himself.  Elizabeth Grady. 

She looked as though she brokered no-nonsense amongst the staff, and she 

reminded him of some of the sergeants he had served under.  She was, Carl felt certain, 

extremely competent and respected. 

“Mrs. Grady,” Carl said, smiling.  “Would you do me the honor of sitting down?” 

A flicker of a smile passed her lips, and she nodded her head slightly. 

Carl stood up, waited for her to sit, and then he resumed his seat. 

“May I ask how long you have been employed by the Andersons?” Carl asked. 

“Yes, of course,” she said, her voice carrying only the slightest hint of an Irish accent.  

“I have been a member of the Anderson staff since Mrs. Anderson married Mr. 

Anderson twenty-two years ago.  Before that, I was Mrs. Anderson’s maid.” 

“When did the Anderson’s move into the house?” Carl asked. 

“Nineteen thirty-two,” she replied. 

Carl glanced around.  “Do you know how old the house is?”  



She shook her head.  “No, but her bones are old.  Long before the war of the 

rebellion, though not as old as the revolution.” 

Carl jotted the information down, looked up at her and said, “Mrs. Grady, you do not 

strike me as a woman given to flights of fancy.” 

“Indeed, I am not, sir,” she said proudly. 

“I will believe you, regardless of how bizarre or queer the story might sound to you in 

your retelling,” Carl said gently.  “So please, do not hesitate to tell me everything.” 

“Well, sir,” she said, her face tight, “I must say what I have experienced is disturbing.  

I’ve children of my own, and I know the sounds they make.  Do you understand?” 

Carl nodded. 

“Good.”  She leaned forward and whispered, “There are dead children here, sir.  Two 

at least, perhaps more.” 

“Do you know their names?” he asked. 

“Yes,” she said, fidgeting nervously for the first time.  “A little girl, named Eloise.  A 

little boy named Thaddeus.  They are not wicked, sir, and I would not see you drive them 

out.” 

“It is not my intention to drive them out of the house,” Carl said reassuringly.  “I seek 

only to establish peace between the living and the dead.” 

“Well then,” Mrs. Grady said, “it is not the children to whom you should speak.” 

“Who then?” 

“Whatever lurks within the root cellar,” Mrs. Grady said, casting a fearful glance at 

the pantry door.  “I don’t let my girls go down into the cellar unless they’re in pairs, and 

unless a third is at the ladder with a lantern.” 

The fear emanating from the woman was palpable. 



“Have you gone in the root cellar?” Carl asked. 

“Yes,” she whispered.  “I try to go myself, if something is needed, and I bring Mary 

with me.  She’s the strongest.  Occasionally though I am busy, and one of the others 

accompanies her.  But not the cooks.” 

“No?” Carl said. 

Mrs. Grady shook her head in disgust.  “They’re afraid, the cowardly things.  Too 

afraid.  Especially after what happened to Emily.” 

“What happened to Emily?” Carl asked. 

“The things in the root cellar did,” Mrs. Grady said, leaning back in her chair.  “You 

see, Emily would stand in the pantry and mock the girls for their fear.  She would mock 

the things in the root cellar, saying they’ve no power in the light of Christ.  I told her, as 

good a Catholic as I try to be, even I know there are things which the Good Lord does 

not rein in.  And some of those things are in the root cellar.” 

“Did she continue to mock them?” Carl said. 

Mrs. Grady nodded. 

“What happened?”  

“They took her sight,” Mrs. Grady said, glancing once more at the closed pantry door.  

“They pulled her down the ladder when she went into the pantry for beans.  Dragged her 

down screaming.  When we pulled her up, her eyes were milky white, and she couldn’t 

see a thing.” 

Carl wrote the information down.  When he finished, he said, “Mrs. Grady, have any 

others been harmed by the things in the root cellar?” 

“No,” she said, shaking her head.  “But we lost a gardener, and I think he went down 

there.” 



“Why would the gardener go into the root cellar?” Carl said, confused. 

“On a dare,” Mrs. Grady said sadly.  “Before she went blind, Emily dared him to go 

down.  As he did, though, she was called out to the back for a delivery from the grocer.  

When she came back, the gardener was gone.  None saw him again, although Emily said 

the door to it had been open when she came back in with the goods.  Since he didn’t 

answer when she called out, she closed it tight.” 

Carl added the story to his notes.  After a moment, he looked at Mrs. Grady and 

asked, “Mrs. Grady, has anyone else had any experiences in the root cellar, other than 

Emily?” 

“Yes,” she said.  “Mary, the girl who helps me the most.  She’s been down more times 

than me, and her hair has gone white because of it.” 

“Do you think you might send her in next?” Carl asked. 

“Of course, sir,” she answered. 

“Thank you,” Carl said, “you have been extremely helpful, Mrs. Grady.” 

She rose up and nodded.  She paused and then she asked hurriedly, “And you won’t 

chase the children out?” 

“No,” Carl said seriously.  “It would not cross my mind to do so.” 

“Very good, sir,” she said, relieved.  “I will send Mary in to you.” 

“Thank you,” Carl said.  He sat back down, looked over the notes quickly, and then 

wrote the name ‘Mary’ on a fresh page. 

A few minutes passed, and Mary came in.  Her pale face was flushed as though she 

had hurried to him.  Her hair, from what he could see beneath her hat, was bright white.  

Her eyes were brown, and her face was spotted with freckles.  She was shorter and 

stouter than Mrs. Grady, but she was a pretty young woman with a look of intelligence. 



Carl stood up and smiled warmly.  “Please, Mary, sit down.” 

Mary did so and smiled nervously.  “Are you German, sir?” 

“I am,” Carl said cautiously, sitting down.  “Does it bother you?” 

“No,” she said.  “It’s just my brother always referred to Germans as beasts and, well.” 

“You thought perhaps I might be hairy with great big teeth?” he asked, smiling. 

She blushed as she nodded. 

“It is alright,” Carl said.  “I was told the Irish couldn’t function without whiskey.  

Each government likes to speak ill of others.  Especially during war.” 

“Yes sir,” Mary said. 

“I am not offended, though,” Carl added quickly.  “I am not offended at all.” 

“Thank you, sir,” she said, relieved. 

“Now,” he said, taking up his pencil, “what can you tell me about the root cellar?” 

  



Chapter 3: In the Butler’s Pantry 

 

Carl stood in the butler’s pantry and looked down at the closed wooden trapdoor set 

in the center of the floor.  A small brass ring, neatly set within a matching groove, 

offered the only way to open it. 

Something scratched behind the pantry’s shelves. 

“Hello,” Carl said. 

No one answered. 

Carl turned around, nodded to Mrs. Grady, who stood by the stove with the chef 

Joan, and closed the door.  A single electric bulb lit the space. 

“Hello,” he said again, in a lower voice. 

“Hello,” a young girl finally said from the darkness of a far corner. 

“Are you Eloise?” Carl asked. 

“I am,” she said.  “Why are you here?” 

“To talk with you, and with Thaddeus,” Carl said honestly.  “And, to speak with those 

in the root cellar.” 

Eloise was silent. 

He waited several minutes before he called out her name again. 

“Yes,” she answered. 

“Who is in the root cellar?” 

“The dark ones,” she whispered.  “Her’s.  You don’t want to go in there.  Stay up here 

and talk with me.  Talk with Thaddeus.  Talk with all of us.” 

“There are more of you?” he asked. 



“Of course,” she said with a giggle.  The giggle faded, and she said, “But don’t go into 

the root cellar.  They won’t like you.  She won’t like it.” 

“Who is she?” he said. 

“No,” Eloise said petulantly.  “I don’t want to talk about her.  She doesn’t like it.” 

“Well,” Carl said, “does she live in the house, too?” 

“No.  But she decides what happens.” 

“Ah,” Carl said.  “I do need to go down and to speak with them, though.” 

“They may kill you,” Eloise said.  “They don’t like people.  They don’t like anyone.” 

“Do you know who they are?” Carl asked. 

“No,” she whispered.  “But I know when they came.” 

“When?” Carl asked softly.  “When did they come here, Eloise?” 

“When the Andersons came,” she said, her voice barely audible.  “When the 

Andersons came, and Mr. Anderson put the books into the library.  They came then, and 

they will not leave.  The old man hates them.  Thaddeus and I are… we’re afraid of them.  

And she, she loves them.” 

“Thank you, Eloise,” Carl said.  He looked at the trapdoor.  He took off his jacket, 

folded it neatly and put it beside a basket of apples on a middle shelf.  He carefully 

removed his cufflinks, placed them on top of the jacket, and then rolled his sleeves.  His 

scars, a physical reminder of his wartime injuries, seemed to dance across his flesh. 

He smiled at them, grabbed hold of the brass ring, and pulled the trapdoor open. 

Carl took a deep breath to calm himself, and then descended the ladder into pure 

darkness. 

  



Chapter 4: A Conversation 

 

The air was cold and stank of death, a smell Carl remembered vividly from the woods 

of France. 

He closed the door to the root cellar behind him.  He climbed down the rest of the 

way, found the dirt floor with his feet, and stood alone in the darkness. 

Things moved around him. 

Small things. 

“Are you here?” Carl asked in a low voice. 

The things stopped. 

“Will you speak with me?” 

Something scrambled up his leg, pierced his flesh with a sharp, cold sensation and 

then slipped away. 

Carl bit back a scream. 

An icy tongue dragged across his cheek, teeth nipped at his ears, and a hand wrapped 

itself in his hair. 

Carl let his head be pulled back, his throat exposed. 

Fingernails dragged across it and paused to grip his larynx tightly before letting go. 

Suddenly, the teeth vanished from his ears and the hand slipped out of his hair. 

“What do you want?” a deep and powerful male voice asked. 

 “I seek a truce,” Carl said. 

“A truce?” a second voice asked. 

“We have no quarrel with you,” the first voice said.  “You bared your neck.” 

“Accepted your fate,” said a third voice. 



“You have faced death,” the second voice finished. 

“Many times,” Carl agreed.  “I am not here for myself, however.  I come on behalf of 

the people who live in the house.” 

“Who?” the first voice demanded.  “For whom do you speak?” 

“For all,” Carl answered. 

“Who called upon you for this task?” the second asked, snarling. 

“Mr. Anderson,” Carl said, and the voices howled.  The earth shuddered beneath his 

feet and jars rattled on the shelves.  Someone cried out nervously above him. 

“Did he?” the third voice asked, hissing.  “Did he now?” 

“We are here because of him,” the second voice snapped. 

“He bound us and brought us,” the first said angrily.  “Brought us here, sought to 

keep us, but he did not know about her.  No, not at all.” 

“She freed us,” the second said. 

“She gave us this place,” the third finished.  “Gave it to us.  The root cellar is ours, to 

do with as we please.” 

“Some nights,” the second said, the voice suddenly soft and close to Carl.  “Yes, some 

nights and some days even, stranger, we are allowed out.  We slip through the walls of 

the house, and we torment him.” 

“Remind him,” the first said with a sigh.  “We remind him of what he’s done.” 

“We shall make no truce.  None yet,” the third said.  “Not until we have had our way 

with Anderson and have helped to reap what he has sown.” 

“What has he sown?” Carl asked.  “What has he done?” 

“Ask him,” the first voice said, laughing bitterly.  “Ask him.  Beware, though, there 

are far worse things than us in this house.  And not all of them dead, either.” 



The trapdoor flew open, and the bright light of the butler’s pantry flooded the root 

cellar and momentarily blinded him. 

Carl grimaced, closed his eyes tightly against the light and waited a moment for his 

vision to adjust. 

When he opened his eyes again, he looked around. 

While the root cellar still stank of death, Carl knew he was alone with the food. 

The dark ones had slipped away. 

They had told him, however, what he needed in order to prepare a truce. 

Carl turned and climbed the ladder. 

  



Chapter 5: Once More in the Parlor 

 

Carl got to his feet as Mrs. Anderson walked into the room. 

He gave a polite bow and waited for her to sit.  As he sat down, he said politely, 

“Madam, I am sorry.  I had thought they had informed Mr. Anderson of the request.” 

“My husband is away on business in Boston, I am afraid,” she said, smiling at him.  “I 

hope I may be of some service to you.” 

“Perhaps you will be,” Carl said, excited at being in her presence.  She smelled of 

lilacs, and the scent teased his nose. 

“Before we begin,” she said, placing her hands on her lap, “I must ask, have you had 

any luck?  I know you have questioned my domestics thoroughly.” 

“I have had a bit of luck,” Carl answered.  “Mrs. Grady and Mary were quite helpful.” 

“Mrs. Grady is my rock,” Mrs. Anderson said, smiling.  “She has been since I was a 

girl.  Tell me, though, what have you accomplished?” 

“I have spoken with some of the dead,” Carl said, and Mrs. Anderson’s eyes widened. 

“Truthfully?” she asked. 

He nodded. 

“What did they say?”  

“Well, two of them told me it was not they who were the ones causing the trouble at 

night.  It was a group of others.  Some who have sheltered in the root cellar.” 

Mrs. Anderson stiffened slightly.  “The root cellar.” 

“Yes,” Carl said.  “Have you heard of troubles there?” 

“Whispers,” she said softly.  “From a dead girl who creeps into my rooms at night.” 



Carl frowned and got to his feet.  He paced back and forth for a moment, turned and 

looked at Mrs. Anderson as he asked, “Madam, was this Eloise?” 

Mrs. Anderson’s eyes widened, and she nodded. 

“Well, she has told you the truth,” Carl said.  He went to return to his seat, and he 

paused.  For the first time, he noticed a tall cabinet, filled with scores of photographs;  

postcards of soldiers from the Great War.  Americans, British, French, and even 

Germans. 

He turned and looked at her.  “Mrs. Anderson, where did you get these 

photographs?” 

She looked at the cabinet and smiled sadly.  “I buy them when I find them.” 

She stood up and with immeasurable grace came to stand beside him.  Carl felt 

drunk by her presence. 

“Shortly after the end of the war, I found the picture on the bottom left there,” she 

said, pointing at a stained and tattered photograph.  “It was in the street.  No name upon 

it.  The photographer had died and his studio was closed.  I tried to see if anyone knew 

the soldier by having an advertisement run in the paper, but no one responded.  I could 

not bear the thought of him not being remembered.  Shortly after, I found the one of the 

young man in the German uniform.  And so it continued.” 

Carl looked at the photographs and wondered if he had killed any of them.  The 

chance was slim, of course, but there was always the chance. 

Always. 

“Yes,” he said softly after a minute.  “There were many who were forgotten.” 

“Did you fight?” Mrs. Anderson asked looking at him. 



“I did,” Carl said, turning away from the pictures.  “In fact, I have a photograph of 

myself.  I carry it with me.” 

Mrs. Anderson raised an eyebrow at the statement and Carl chuckled. 

“It is not conceit, Mrs. Anderson, nor narcissism.”  Carl reached into his coat and 

removed his billfold.  He opened the old, soft leather case and took out the trimmed 

photographic postcard of himself.  He handed it to Mrs. Anderson. 

She accepted it gracefully and smiled at the photo as she looked at it.  “You look 

barely old enough to shave here, Carl.” 

Carl smiled and nodded.  “Yes.  I look exceptionally young in uniform.  Many times I 

was forced to provide proof of my age.  Well, at the beginning of the war at least.” 

She turned the card over and frowned as she tried to make sense of the Gothic 

German script on the back. 

“What does it say?” she asked after a moment, looking up at Carl. 

Carl closed his eyes and recited the words from memory.  “My dearest little boy, here 

is the photograph which you had taken for me.  I had the photographer produce several 

since I know Ada would want one as well.  Write to me soon, my little boy, and let your 

worrying mother know you are well.  Love always, your mother.” 

Carl opened his eyes and smiled at Mrs. Anderson.  “My mother died in a fire when I 

was a prisoner of the Americans at the end of the war.  The photograph is the only 

physical item I have of both my mother and my home.” 

“I’m sorry to hear of your mother’s death,” Mrs. Anderson said softly, a sad smile on 

her face.  She started to say something more, but a scream ripped through the air. 

Carl stuffed his billfold back into his coat as he ran for the door. 

The butler nearly struck him as he opened it, the man’s face white with terror. 



“Herr Hesselschwerdt,” the butler said.  “Upstairs!” 

Carl nodded and raced past the man to the long stairs.  He raced up and found a 

maid on the floor.  She was flanked on either side by other domestics and Mrs. Grady 

stood pale faced above them. 

“Mrs. Grady,” Carl said, panting as he came to a stop.  “What happened?” 

“The passage,” the woman said grimly.  She pointed to a bedroom. 

Carl quickly went into the room and saw an open door, a slim secretive passage 

through which the servants came and went.   

Carl stepped in and felt the cold air.  He watched as the lights flickered. 

He was not alone in the passage. 

Something small and dark raced by. 

The dark ones. 

More dashed along the edges as the lights went out. 

Carl beat back his fear and asked in a calm voice, “Why are you out of the cellar?” 

The first voice he had heard below the butler’s pantry spoke. 

“She let us out,” the voice answered.  “She has let us run free today.  Anderson is 

busy in his library.  And no truce, none while he still lives.” 

“Anderson is in Boston,” Carl said, yet even as he spoke he wondered if it were true.   

“Really?” the voice sneered.  “Knock on the door and see if the man is there.  No 

peace for him.  No peace.” 

“And the maid?  Why attack her?” Carl asked, anger now threatening to spill into his 

words. 



“We blessed her.  We saved her.  And though struck and unconscious, she is alive,” 

the voice chuckled.  “Although barren.  We’ve robbed her of it.  She’ll thank us, should 

she survive Anderson’s attentions.” 

The lights burst back into life and warmth flooded the passage. 

I must speak with Anderson, Carl thought angrily.  I must know what is going on. 

  



Chapter 6: In the Library 

 

Mrs. Grady looked up at Carl as he stepped into the hall. 

“Mrs. Grady,” Carl said as calmly as he could.  “Which room is the library?” 

“There, sir,” she said, turning slightly to point at a closed door.  “Why?” 

“I must speak with Mr. Anderson,” Carl answered, starting towards the room.  The 

butler hurried to intercept him. 

“Mr. Anderson is away on business in Boston today, sir,” the man said. 

“Then he will not mind me going into the library,” Carl said determinedly.  “I do 

believe I am granted free rein to investigate the house in order to purge it of the dead.” 

The butler straightened up.  “The library, sir, is off limits.” 

Carl stopped and looked at the man.  After a moment, he said, “Do you see the girl on 

the floor behind me?” 

The butler kept his eyes on Carl and nodded. 

“And I do believe there was a cook robbed of her sight?” 

While the man’s face remained impassive his Adam’s apple bobbed once with a 

nervous swallow.  “There was.” 

“Death awaits in the root cellar,” Carl continued.  “The girl behind me, they said what 

they did to her was a kindness.  Will you throw away all of your lives?  I must enter the 

library.” 

“Thomas,” Mrs. Grady said softly, “I do believe someone is at the main door.” 

The butler’s eyes met Mrs. Grady’s and a moment later he nodded.  Without a word, 

he stepped out of Carl’s way and descended the stairs. 



Carl walked to the library door, opened it,  quickly stepped inside and closed it 

behind him. 

The room was dim. The single green-shaded light on the desk was weak and barely 

illuminated Mr. Anderson, who sat in a tall chair and looked at Carl in surprise. 

On the desk, a large swath of purple velvet covered the blotter.  Upon the cloth lay a 

dozen sets of teeth.  Teeth still bound in their human jaws.  A bottle of bourbon stood 

just to the left of the cloth, and a half empty glass of the same was beside it. 

Mr. Anderson leaned back, and a curious smile crossed his face. 

“Carl,” the man said.  “To what do I owe this surprise?” 

“I’ve come to speak with you about the dead,” Carl said. 

“Really?” Mr. Anderson asked, chuckling.  He pushed himself away from the desk 

and stood up.  “You’ve negotiated a truce already with them, have you?” 

“Of course not,” Carl snapped, keeping his eyes on Mr. Anderson as the man walked 

to a bookshelf and fidgeted with a book. 

“Then why bother me?” Mr. Anderson asked, turning his back to Carl. 

“I need to know what it is you have done to the dead in the root cellar,” Carl said, 

glancing at the sets of teeth on the desk.  “Why do they hate you?” 

  He turned and faced Carl, a large revolver in his hand. “For the same reason you’re 

going to hate me,” Mr. Anderson said. 

Carl looked at the weapon and smiled.  “Mr. Anderson, I am not afraid of death.  I’m 

sure you know this.” 

“Oh, I do,” Mr. Anderson said, laughing.  “I do.  I’m not going to kill you.  At least not 

immediately.  But I’ll hurt you, enough so you won’t be able to interrupt me.  A stomach 

wound perhaps.  Then, I’ll hurt my dear wife in front of you.” 



Carl’s breath caught in his throat. 

Mr. Anderson grinned.  “Yes.  My wife.  I’ve noticed she’s taken quite a liking to you.  

Quite a liking indeed.  Were we not married and you and I were chasing her hand, well, I 

do believe you might come out on top.  However, such a thing is neither here nor there, 

now is it?” 

Carl shook his head. 

“Now, I won’t be taking your teeth, or doing anything else I did with the others,” Mr. 

Anderson said, the playful tone in his voice vanishing.  “No.  I won’t do any of those 

things.  I don’t particularly want you hanging around in the root cellar.   

“Those gentlemen,” Mr. Anderson said, gesturing towards the teeth with his free 

hand, “I like having them where they are.  Trapped.  True, they make life a little 

bothersome at times, but they’re a pleasant reminder of the men I’ve beaten in business.  

I’ve been collecting their teeth since I was thirteen, Carl.  Thirteen.  I’ve been killing 

longer than you’ve been born.” 

“You enjoy it,” Carl said, warily watching the man. 

“Yes,” Mr. Anderson said sincerely.  “I enjoy it tremendously.  You see, to be quite 

honest with you, Herr Hesselschwerdt, I believed you to be a complete and utter 

charlatan.   

“I only brought you in,” he continued, “in an effort to get the help to stop their 

complaining, you see.  You were to be my snake oil, a little bit of eyewash to make 

everything look alright.  A bit of that proverbial ‘balm of Gilead,’ if you will.  I simply 

wanted them all to stop their ceaseless prattling.” 

Mr. Anderson sighed and shook his head.  “Your real abilities have been more of a 

hindrance than of a help.  As I’m sure you can imagine.” 



“Well,” Carl said, “what will you do with me?” 

“I will forget you,” Mr. Anderson said, his voice suddenly hard and brutal.  He kept 

the barrel of the pistol leveled on Carl as he stepped to a bookcase, reached in with his 

free hand and pressed a small latch. 

A large click sounded, and Mr. Anderson sidestepped to the right.  He pulled the 

bookcase out and revealed a door behind it.  Without even looking, he grasped the 

door’s handle and pushed it to the left.  The thing slid on silent tracks and revealed a 

smooth wall of either stone or concrete. 

“Come here,” Mr. Anderson said, stepping away.   

Carl hesitated.   

“Stand in front of the doorway and then turn around and face me.” 

Carl’s mind raced as he did so.  He could think of nothing, though, for every thought 

returned to images of Mrs. Anderson being tortured at the hands of her husband.  Of 

being forced to watch her physical destruction. 

He knew the man could do it.  He had no doubt. 

Carl stepped towards him and reached the doorway.  He saw a hole in the floor in 

front of him and then he turned around to face Anderson. 

As he did so, the man lunged forward, caught Carl off balance and knocked him 

backward. 

Carl stumbled, tripped and suddenly felt nothing beneath his feet. 

He fell, for long, terrible moment, and when he struck the bottom of the hole, his legs 

broke.  Carl screamed in agony as the pain instantly flooded him.  His head pounded as 

he twisted to look up.  Far above him, he could see a pale, round light which marked the 

entrance to the hole he was in. 



Mr. Anderson leaned over, reached for a light switch and turned it on. 

Carl winced and closed his eyes as the bright light poured out of bulbs set in the 

walls. 

“Ah,” Mr. Anderson said cheerfully, “you survived the fall.  I’m quite glad.  Quite 

glad.  You’ll provide me with a bit of entertainment, and, I must confess, I don’t get 

nearly enough of it.” 

Once more, the joyful tone vanished, and Mr. Anderson continued to speak.  

“Eventually, though, Carl, I will forget about you.  The world will forget about you.  This 

is my oubliette.  My little place of forgetting.  I shall forget you.” 

Mr. Anderson reached in, turned off the light, and disappeared. 

Carl heard the door start to close, and he was plunged into darkness. 

He lay on the hard stone floor, and a chill stole over him.  The pain was terrible, fear 

started to eat at him, and suddenly he laughed. 

She has my photograph, he thought, resting his head on the stone.  She has my 

photograph.  She will remember. 

She won’t forget me. 

Carl’s laughter broke into sobs, as he wept upon the cold stone floor. 

*  *  * 
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