Michael Pryor’s Story Starter

After dinner we retired to the drawing room, adjusted the gaslights and sat in front of the fire. It had been a splendid meal. Major Clennet was in fine form with his stories of India, while Professor Maxwell shared hilarious tales of university life. Lady Stimson entertained us with her African exploits and showed us one of the tribal idols she'd been given – the rest having been presented to our good Queen Victoria. Then, as was customary, we moved to the telling of ghost stories. In turn we told stories that chilled the blood – until one guest was left.

'Jamieson,' I said, 'what about you?' Rupert Jamieson was a young friend of Professor Maxwell's. I didn't know him well, but the professor had vouched for him, saying that his radical theories on high-energy wireless electrical power were dangerous but first-class. The professor confided that Jamieson hadn't wanted to come to dinner – he'd virtually dragged the lad from the laboratory where he'd been working so feverishly since the death of his fiancée. Jamieson stood and it was then that I noticed he was trembling.


'I appreciate the invitation, but I really must get back to my work.'
Naturally, this prompted a chorus of good-natured disapproval. A round of ghost stories simply can't be left incomplete. Jamieson subsided into the armchair. He glanced at his pocket watch and then the window. 'It's probably too late, anyway,' he muttered - and he laughed unpleasantly. 'Alright, then. How would you like to hear something really frightening?'
