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Montague Rhodes James (1862-1936) is regarded by many as
England’s finest writer of ghost stories of all time. In this, the first
of his stories to be included in our present series, his narrator recalls

a bizarre sequence of incidents from his days at a boys’ school.
As the British might say, it’s a “ripping good” example of a compelling

tale that leaves essential questions forever unanswered. What was
the past of the likeable schoolmaster, Sampson? What was the intrinsic
significance of the yew thicket? And, of course, who was the night-time

visitor from the realm of doom?

Written in 1894, “A School Story” was part of the compilation
More Ghost Stories of an Antiquary, published in 1911.

—DEH

All short stories in the “Vintage Short Mystery Classics” series are
period works now in the public domain. These e-book presentations
are published by:

Hornpipe Vintage Publications
P.O. Box 18428

Spartanburg, SC 29318
www.hornpipe.com/mysclas.htm

“Vintage Short Mystery Classics” have been selected by Daniel Elton
Harmon, author of “The Harper Chronicles,” with the intent of in-
troducing new readers to notable works of short historical fiction in
the mystery/gothic/crime vein. For more information, please visit the
author’s Web site at www.danieleltonharmon.com.



A School Story

T wo men in a smoking-room were talking of their
private-school days. “At our school,” said A., “we
had a ghost’s footmark on the staircase. What was

it like? Oh, very unconvincing. Just the shape of a shoe,
with a square toe, if I remember right. The staircase was a
stone one. I never heard any story about the thing. That
seems odd, when you come to think of it. Why didn’t
somebody invent one, I wonder?”

“You never can tell with little boys. They have a
mythology of their own. There’s a subject for you, by the
way—‘The Folklore of Private Schools.’”

“Yes; the crop is rather scanty, though. I imagine, if
you were to investigate the cycle of ghost stories, for in-
stance, which the boys at private schools tell each other,
they would all turn out to be highly compressed versions
of stories out of books.”

“Nowadays the Strand and Pearson’s and so on, would
be extensively drawn upon.”

“No doubt: they weren’t born or thought of in my
time. Let’s see. I wonder if I can remember the staple ones
that I was told. First, there was the house with a room in
which a series of people insisted on passing a night; and
each of them in the morning was found kneeling in a
corner, and had just time to say, ‘I’ve seen it,’ and died.”

“Wasn’t that the house in Berkeley Square?”
“I dare say it was. Then there was the man who heard

a noise in the passage at night, opened his door, and saw
someone crawling towards him on all fours with his eye



hanging out on his cheek. There was besides, let me
think—Yes! the room where a man was found dead in bed
with a horseshoe mark on his forehead, and the floor un-
der the bed was covered with marks of horseshoes also; I
don’t know why. Also there was the lady who, on locking
her bedroom door in a strange house, heard a thin voice
among the bed-curtains say, ‘Now we’re shut in for the
night.’ None of those had any explanation or sequel. I
wonder if they go on still, those stories.”

“Oh, likely enough—with additions from the magazines,
as I said. You never heard, did you, of a real ghost at a private
school? I thought not; nobody has that ever I came across.”

“From the way in which you said that, I gather that
you have.”

“I really don’t know; but this is what was in my mind.
It happened at my private school thirty odd years ago,
and I haven’t any explanation of it.

“The school I mean was near London. It was estab-
lished in a large and fairly old house—a great white build-
ing with very fine grounds about it; there were large ce-
dars in the garden, as there are in so many of the older
gardens in the Thames valley, and ancient elms in the
three or four fields which we used for our games. I think
probably it was quite an attractive place, but boys seldom
allow that their schools possess any tolerable features.

“I came to the school in a September, soon after the
year 1870; and among the boys who arrived on the same
day was one whom I took to: a Highland boy, whom I
will call McLeod. I needn’t spend time in describing him:
the main thing is that I got to know him very well. He
was not an exceptional boy in any way—not particularly
good at books or games—but he suited me.
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“The school was a large one: there must have been
from 120 to 130 boys there as a rule, and so a consider-
able staff of masters was required, and there were rather
frequent changes among them.

“One term—perhaps it was my third or fourth—a
new master made his appearance. His name was Sampson.
He was a tallish, stoutish, pale, black-bearded man. I think
we liked him: he had travelled a good deal, and had sto-
ries which amused us on our school walks, so that there
was some competition among us to get within earshot of
him. I remember too—dear me, I have hardly thought of
it since then!—that he had a charm on his watch-chain
that attracted my attention one day, and he let me exam-
ine it. It was, I now suppose, a gold Byzantine coin; there
was an effigy of some absurd emperor on one side; the
other side had been worn practically smooth, and he had
had cut on it—rather barbarously—his own initials,
G.W.S., and a date, 24 July, 1865. Yes, I can see it now:
he told me he had picked it up in Constantinople: it was
about the size of a florin, perhaps rather smaller.

“Well, the first odd thing that happened was this.
Sampson was doing Latin grammar with us. One of his
favourite methods—perhaps it is rather a good one—was
to make us construct sentences out of our own heads to
illustrate the rules he was trying to make us learn. Of course
that is a thing which gives a silly boy a chance of being
impertinent: there are lots of school stories in which that
happens—or anyhow there might be. But Sampson was
too good a disciplinarian for us to think of trying that on
with him. Now, on this occasion he was telling us how to
express remembering in Latin: and he ordered us each to
make a sentence bringing in the verb memini, ‘I remem-
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ber.’ Well, most of us made up some ordinary sentence
such as ‘I remember my father,’ or ‘He remembers his book,’
or something equally uninteresting: and I dare say a good
many put down memino librum meum, and so forth: but
the boy I mentioned—McLeod—was evidently thinking
of something more elaborate than that. The rest of us
wanted to have our sentences passed, and get on to some-
thing else, so some kicked him under the desk, and I, who
was next to him, poked him and whispered to him to look
sharp. But he didn’t seem to attend. I looked at his paper
and saw he had put down nothing at all. So I jogged him
again harder than before and upbraided him sharply for
keeping us all waiting. That did have some effect. He started
and seemed to wake up, and then very quickly he scribbled
about a couple of lines on his paper, and showed it up with
the rest. As it was the last, or nearly the last, to come in,
and as Sampson had a good deal to say to the boys who had
written meminiscimus patri meo and the rest of it, it turned
out that the clock struck twelve before he had got to McLeod,
and McLeod had to wait afterwards to have his sentence
corrected. There was nothing much going on outside when
I got out, so I waited for him to come. He came very slowly
when he did arrive, and I guessed there had been some sort
of trouble. ‘Well,’ I said, ‘what did you get?’ ‘Oh, I don’t
know,’ said McLeod, ‘nothing much: but I think Sampson’s
rather sick with me.’ ‘Why, did you show him up some
rot?’ ‘No fear,’ he said. ‘It was all right as far as I could see:
it was like this: Memento—that’s right enough for “remem-
ber,” and it takes a genitive,—memento putei inter quatuor
taxos.’ ‘What silly rot!’ I said. ‘What made you shove that
down? What does it mean?’ ‘That’s the funny part,’ said
McLeod. ‘I’m not quite sure what it does mean. All I know



is, it just came into my head and I corked it down. I know
what I think it means, because just before I wrote it down I
had a sort of picture of it in my head: I believe it means
“remember the well* among the four”—what are those dark
sort of trees that have red berries on them?’ ‘Mountain ashes,
I s’pose you mean.’ ‘I never heard of them,’ said McLeod;
‘no, I’ll tell you—yews.’ ‘Well, and what did Sampson say?’
‘Why, he was jolly odd about it. When he read it he got up
and went to the mantel-piece and stopped quite a long
time without saying anything, with his back to me. And
then he said, without turning round, and rather quiet,
‘What do you suppose that means?’ I told him what I
thought, only I couldn’t remember the name of the silly
tree: and then he wanted to know why I put it down, and
I had to say something or other. And after that he left off
talking about it, and asked me how long I’d been here, and
where my people lived, and things like that: and then I
came away: but he wasn’t looking a bit well.’

“I don’t remember any more that was said by either
of us about this. Next day McLeod took to his bed with a
chill or something of the kind, and it was a week or more
before he was in school again. And as much as a month
went by without anything happening that was notice-
able. Whether or not Mr. Sampson was really startled, as
McLeod had thought, he didn’t show it. I am pretty sure,
of course, now, that there was something very curious in
his past history, but I’m not going to pretend that we
boys were sharp enough to guess any such thing.

“There was one other incident of the same kind as
the last which I told you. Several times since that day we
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* Editor: The word “well” is used as a noun—e.g., a well of water.



had had to make up examples in school to illustrate dif-
ferent rules, but there had never been any row except when
we did them wrong. At last there came a day when we
were going through those dismal things which people call
Conditional Sentences, and we were told to make a con-
ditional sentence, expressing a future consequence. We
did it, right or wrong, and showed up our bits of paper,
and Sampson began looking through them. All at once he
got up, made some sort of noise in his throat, and rushed
out by a door that was just by his desk. We sat there for a
minute or two, and then—I suppose it was incorrect—
but we went up, I and one or two others, to look at the
papers on his desk. Of course I thought someone must
have put down some nonsense or other, and Sampson had
gone off to report him. All the same, I noticed that he
hadn’t taken any of the papers with him when he ran out.
Well, the top paper on the desk was written in red ink—
which no one used—and it wasn’t in anyone’s hand who
was in the class. They all looked at it—McLeod and all—
and took their dying oaths that it wasn’t theirs. Then I
thought of counting the bits of paper. And of this I made
quite certain: that there were seventeen bits of paper on
the desk, and sixteen boys in the form. Well, I begged the
extra paper, and kept it, and I believe I have it now. And
now you will want to know what was written on it. It was
simple enough, and harmless enough, I should have said.

“‘Si tu non veneris ad me, ego veniam ad te,’ which means,
I suppose, ‘If you don’t come to me, I’ll come to you.’”

“Could you show me the paper?” interrupted the
listener.

“Yes, I could: but there’s another odd thing about it.
That same afternoon I took it out of my locker—I know
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for certain it was the same bit, for I made a finger-mark on
it—and no single trace of writing of any kind was there
on it. I kept it, as I said, and since that time I have tried
various experiments to see whether sympathetic ink had
been used, but absolutely without result.

“So much for that. After about half an hour Sampson
looked in again: said he had felt very unwell, and told us we
might go. He came rather gingerly to his desk, and gave just
one look at the uppermost paper: and I suppose he thought he
must have been dreaming: anyhow, he asked no questions.

“That day was a half-holiday, and next day Sampson
was in school again, much as usual. That night the third
and last incident in my story happened.

“We—McLeod and I—slept in a dormitory at right
angles to the main building. Sampson slept in the main
building on the first floor. There was a very bright full
moon. At an hour which I can’t tell exactly, but some
time between one and two, I was woken up by somebody
shaking me. It was McLeod; and a nice state of mind he
seemed to be in. ‘Come,’ he said,—‘come! there’s a bur-
glar getting in through Sampson’s window.’ As soon as I
could speak, I said, ‘Well, why not call out and wake ev-
erybody up?’ ‘No, no,’ he said, ‘I’m not sure who it is:
don’t make a row: come and look.’ Naturally I came and
looked, and naturally there was no one there. I was cross
enough, and should have called McLeod plenty of names:
only—I couldn’t tell why—it seemed to me that there
was something wrong—something that made me very glad
I wasn’t alone to face it. We were still at the window look-
ing out, and as soon as I could, I asked him what he had
heard or seen. ‘I didn’t hear anything at all,’ he said, ‘but
about five minutes before I woke you, I found myself look-
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ing out of this window here, and there was a man sitting
or kneeling on Sampson’s window-sill, and looking in,
and I thought he was beckoning.’ ‘What sort of man?’
McLeod wriggled. ‘I don’t know,’ he said, ‘but I can tell
you one thing—he was beastly thin: and he looked as if
he was wet all over: and,’ he said, looking round and whis-
pering as if he hardly liked to hear himself, ‘I’m not at all
sure that he was alive.’

“We went on talking in whispers some time longer,
and eventually crept back to bed. No one else in the room
woke or stirred the whole time. I believe we did sleep a bit
afterwards, but we were very cheap next day.

“And next day Mr. Sampson was gone: not to be
found: and I believe no trace of him has ever come to light
since. In thinking it over, one of the oddest things about
it all has seemed to me to be the fact that neither McLeod
nor I ever mentioned what we had seen to any third per-
son whatever. Of course no questions were asked on the
subject, and if they had been, I am inclined to believe
that we could not have made any answer: we seemed un-
able to speak about it.

“That is my story,” said the narrator. “The only ap-
proach to a ghost story connected with a school that I
know, but still, I think, an approach to such a thing.”

THE SEQUEL TO THIS may perhaps be reckoned highly con-
ventional; but a sequel there is, and so it must be pro-
duced. There had been more than one listener to the story,
and, in the latter part of that same year, or of the next, one
such listener was staying at a country house in Ireland.

One evening his host was turning over a drawer full
of odds and ends in the smoking-room. Suddenly he put
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his hand upon a little box. “Now,” he said, “you know
about old things; tell me what that is.” My friend opened
the little box, and found in it a thin gold chain with an
object attached to it. He glanced at the object and then
took off his spectacles to examine it more narrowly. “What’s
the history of this?” he asked. “Odd enough,” was the
answer. “You know the yew thicket in the shrubbery: well,
a year or two back we were cleaning out the old well that
used to be in the clearing here, and what do you suppose
we found?”

“Is it possible that you found a body?” said the visi-
tor, with an odd feeling of nervousness.

“We did that: but what’s more, in every sense of the
word, we found two.”

“Good Heavens! Two? Was there anything to show
how they got there? Was this thing found with them?”

“It was. Amongst the rags of the clothes that were on
one of the bodies. A bad business, whatever the story of it
may have been. One body had the arms tight round the
other. They must have been there thirty years or more—
long enough before we came to this place. You may judge
we filled the well up fast enough. Do you make anything
of what’s cut on that gold coin you have there?”

“I think I can,” said my friend, holding it to the
light (but he read it without much difficulty); “it seems
to be G.W.S., 24 July, 1865.”

—M.R. JAMES
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Quick Reads From
“The Harper Chronicles”

Enjoy Daniel Elton Harmon’s “Harper”
Short Stories in E-Book Format!

#1 Convicts of the Congaree

#2 The Marion Graves

#3 The Tavern Horror

#4 The Chalk Town Train

#5 The Kornegaut Letter

#6 The Derelict Seamen
The Swindlers Circle

The Bartender’s Keepsake
(three short-shorts in one e-book!)

For details, visit the Web site at www.danieleltonharmon.com
or e-mail the author at d@danieleltonharmon.com.

Each e-book costs $2.99 via e-mail delivery;
$4.75 each on disk, including material/shipping costs.

SPECIAL: Any two books for $5 ($6.75 on mailed CD),
all six for $12 (13.75 on mailed CD)!

Mail check or money order payable to author Dan Harmon at:
P.O. Box 18428

Spartanburg, SC 29318

Orders are payable in advance. NOTE: We cannot
conscientiously support credit card companies and thus

we do not accept credit card orders. Thank you for reading!

For details about additional “Vintage Short Mystery Classics,”
free e-book short stories by time-honored literary masters,

please visit www.hornpipe.com/mysclas.htm.



Dabbling in Mystery. . . .
Have a hankering to explain the hitherto unex-
plained? Curious about the lives of noted mys-
tery authors? Intrigued by their fabricated puzzles
—and by real-life enigmas?

Join author Daniel Elton Harmon on the Internet
in wide-ranging discourses on historical riddles,
unique crimes, the supernatural and the starkly
odd. “Mysterious Expeditions” presents notes and
commentaries on true mysteries as well as vintage
mystery authors and their works. AND . . . you’re
encouraged to contribute your own findings! Pay
a call to this exciting new historical mystery blog:
http://mysteriousexpeditions.blogspot.com.

South Carolina author and editor Daniel Elton Harmon has written
more than fifty books. Recently published by Chelsea House are his six
volumes in the “Exploration of Africa: The Emerging Nations” series;
The Titanic, part of the “Great Disasters: Reforms and Ramifications”
series; his history of the Hudson River for the “Rivers in American Life
and Times” series; and juvenile biographies in the “Explorers of New
Worlds” series. Other of his books are published by Wright/McGraw-
Hill, Mason Crest and Barbour Publishing. His freelance articles have
appeared in such periodicals as Nautilus, Music Journal and The New York
Times. Harmon is the associate editor of Sandlapper: The Magazine of
South Carolina and editor of The Lawyer’s PC, a technology newsletter.

The Chalk Town Train & Other Tales: “The Harper Chronicles,” Volume
One is his first book of fiction and the first of his series of short story
collections that follow the career of Harper the crime reporter.



Six unmarked graves hold the secret
to an older generation’s hideous or-
deal. . . .

Escaped convicts invade a riverside
campsite. . . .

A ring of prestigious businessmen
carry out a massive estate swindle in
the state capital. . . .

Shipwreck survivors sheltered at a
Low Country fishing village have
much, much to hide. . . .

And the president of the United States turns to a small-city
jour nalist to intercept a potentially disastrous item of diplo-
matic correspondence. . . .

Harper, nonconformist crime reporter for the fledgling Chal-
lenge, finds himself in the thick of these and other dramas in the
post-Reconstruction South. Through intuition, deduction, focused
research and on-the-scene investigation, Harper probes to the
heart of each affair. In the process, he often uncovers facts and
circumstances he can never publish—and enters the hazy bor-
derland between observer and participant.

The Chalk Town Train & Other Tales, Daniel Elton Harmon’s first
volume of “Harper” short stories, has received rave reviews in
history/mystery circles and is available in print. Visit
www.danieleltonharmon.com to learn more about this exciting
new series and read what the critics are saying!

An author-signed copy of The Chalk Town Train & Other Tales
(softbound, 157 pages) costs $15 postpaid. Please make check or
money order payable to “Dan Harmon” and mail to the author at
P.O. Box 18428, Spartanburg, SC 29318.

(Note: We cannot conscientiously support credit card companies and
thus do not accept credit card orders.)

Harper is at the scene. . . .


