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The ironic thing is that Stephen King must have passed by  

Allendale1 a hundred times in the late 70s. It’s a well-known, but little-re-

peated bit of gossip around Gallatin, Tennessee, that, in those days, he was 

rich enough to afford to have his own strain of marijuana grown in his 

precisely preferred soil and light conditions2. Like later connoisseurs of high-

end coffee, artisanal chocolates, or hand-crafted beers, King had definite 

and persnickety ideas about what circumstances occasioned the best weed.

1  Back in 1999, my Uncle George killed his—and my dad’s—Uncle Elias, murdered 
him at the old family homestead. It was, apparently, very gruesome, though we chil-
dren didn’t hear much about it. I didn’t even realize George was not in prison, but 
in a “secure psychiatric facility” until this year. We, as a family, don’t talk much about 
it. Uncle Elias “died.” Uncle George “went away.” End of story.

Or it would have been, had it not been so easy to get my hands on Uncle 
George’s court documents.

Times were different at the turn of the millennium. The end of the world was 
upon us. Men who wanted barrels of acid were not seen as potential terrorists, nor 
even potential uncle-murderers, but practical. Though what the practical uses for 
acid in an end-time scenario might be, I have no idea. People have their excuses, 
though, their reasons for not seeing what was right in front of them.

This story—“Allendale”—was among the documents, apparently written by 
George before his trial as an explanation for what happened there in the house. I 
believe, when he asked for pen and paper, the police officers assumed they were 
getting a confession. They got this instead. It is odd for two related reasons—1. It is a 
very close retelling of H.P. Lovecraft’s “The Shunned House.” 2. Except for the super-
natural elements and the lack of confession to a murder Uncle George obviously 
committed, it’s an accurate history of our family. I am assured by the Sumner County 
Jail that there is no way George could have gotten his hands on “The Shunned 
House” while awaiting trial. It’s not in their meager library and prisoners have no 
access to computers. This was, apparently, just a story that resonated so deeply with 
Uncle George that he came to know it by heart and then forget it wasn’t his.

This story figured heavily in him being found not guilty by reason of insanity. He 
couldn’t aid in his own defense, because he seems to have honestly believed that 
a ghostly werewolf was responsible and he refused to even entertain the idea that 
he was on trial. One of my older cousins, who remembers hearing stories while the 
trial was going on says that some of my family was convinced that George believed 
he was still in the basement, the werewolf working its magic on him, trying to tor-
ture him with an illusion of himself on trial for the murder of his beloved uncle. If he 
refused to cooperate, refused to believe in the reality of what was before him, the 
werewolf would not “win.”

2  I asked my mother if it was true that Stephen King had his pot custom-grown 
here. She said, “Of course not. Don’t be ridiculous,” which, for some reason, made 
me think the story might be plausible.
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It turned out the best pot, in King’s opinion, grew on a hill overlooking 

a particular bend in the Cumberland River, back behind a rotting shed on a 

farm closer to the old lock than you’d think a man trying to avoid the atten-

tion of authorities would be comfortable with. Perhaps there were enough 

stills in operation out there that there was some kind of mutually-assured-de-

struction agreement in place. If no on narced on the moonshine, no one was 

going to narc on the creepy Yankee and his wacky tobaccy3.

I won’t mention the name of the farmer who supplied King, but that 

small plot, just ten plants, and King’s willingness to pay to have his needs 

met, put that farmer’s three children through college—the two of whom ev-

eryone thought would amount to something went to Vanderbilt and the 

one without a lick of sense went to UT4. Perhaps the UT graduate had been 

underestimated, since he’s now a wealthy auto executive, but when the other 

two siblings are doctors, how can that not be slightly disappointing? It’s like 

the Frists, having to accept that Bill would go into politics.

Back then, there were only a few houses along Peach Valley Road and so 

King would often park his rental car right at the bottom of the rise Allen-

dale—my ancestral home—sits at the top of and walk into the farmland of his 

“friend.” Whether he looked up into the unkempt yard or even noticed the 

slightly dilapidated old farmhouse with the stone chimneys at either end? 

He seems to have never written or spoken of it, and yet, for the three of us 

who know its true nature, Allendale equals or outranks in horror the wildest 

fantasy of the genius who so often passed it unknowingly.

The house was—and for that matter still is5—noticeably different than its 

neighbors. Older by almost sixty years than what we think of as the grand, 

old antebellum mansions, Allendale was, in its day, a fitting home for a man 

who has succeeded in taming the frontier. It started out, as so many houses 

back then did, as a one room cabin built by men for men to stay in. Once the 

women and children were sent for, a cellar was dug, a second room was add-

ed across an open breezeway, and the home took a familiar dog-trot shape. 

Later, though no later than 1815, a second story and a grand staircase were 

3  This seems to me evidence of George’s complete lack of familiarity with drug 
culture, in spite of the implications in the media during his trial.

4  I went to UT and I turned out just fine.
5  And still is.
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added and the whole thing was enclosed in white siding. The logs of the origi-

nal cabin were, it’s said, left in place under the lathing and the plaster, so that 

travelling through the house is a bit like travelling back through time—one can 

travel from 1815 to 1790 just by going downstairs and entering the front room 

on the right, though it should be noted that the slight difference in sizes of the 

two front rooms6, which otherwise appear to be mirror images of each other, 

might account for some of the sense of unease the house causes. Your mind is 

aware that something is wrong with the proportions, if not what.

An addition was put on in the 1960s, which juts out from the back of the 

house like the back of an uppercase L. This was when they dug the walk-out 

basement, from which you can see views of the river only slightly less spectac-

ular than those viewed from the front of the house. This was supposed to up-

date the house and make it more fitting for the modern families who might 

want to rent it, though no family lived in it again after the people for whom 

the addition was put on broke their lease. The new addition sits against the 

older part of the house like two drunks on a park bench, though perhaps 

the fact that the house is not square was only noticeable from the driveway.

The yard had a peculiar quality in that all the rocky surfaces seemed al-

ways to have some condensation on them. In the middle of a hot August 

afternoon, when the grass was brown and crisp, the stone steps that stretch 

down almost Peach Valley Road were slick, as if it has just rained, the moss 

that grew on them deep and lush. Even the stone chimneys sparkled most of 

the day, as if you have just missed a passing thunderstorm.

Peach Valley Road used to curve closer to the bottom of those slick stone 

steps and a small pioneer cemetery sat on the other side of the road7. When 

6 I measured each room with a tape measure. Yes, I’ve been in the house.  
Frequently. The two rooms do not look any different in size, though you have to 
leave one, cross the hall, and them stand in the other to compare them, but the 
older room is, indeed, substantially smaller. The newer room is roughly 12x12 and 
the older room is just 10x10.

7  You want to hear something creepy? One of the stones that made up the steps 
up the hill came loose once and my mom and I decided to take them all up and 
reset them, make sure they were snug and safe for walking. Some of the flat stones 
are the old headstones from the cemetery. I guess it makes sense—when folks were 
moved into the Gallatin City Cemetery, they probably all got new headstones. But it 
freaked both of us out a little. And yet, other than being a little loose from years of 
erosion, they fit perfectly there. So, we reset them. But neither of us uses the steps 
now. We just walk up the driveway.
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the county decided to widen the country lane and take out the sharp curve, 

the old families were moved to the Gallatin city cemetery.

What I heard about the house when I was a young man was merely that 

people died there8. A lot of people. That was, I was told, why our family 

didn’t live there still. It was plainly unhealthy, though whether this was from 

tainted well-water, the dampness in the cellar, the strange molds that grew 

up the walls, the general unpleasant smell that permeated the house even 

when the windows were open, or the draft that seemed to follow visitors 

throughout the house, or something else who can say? These were each bad 

enough, and among my family, people had different pet theories for the 

house’s “true” problems, all of which were quite ordinary.

The files of my antiquarian uncle9, Dr. Elias Allen, were the only source 

for the darker, vaguer rumors which spread among the old-time servants 

and country folks; stories which never travelled far, and which were largely 

forgotten by the time Gallatin grew out to the river. If our family knew of 

them, they never spoke of it10.

The truth is that the house was never regarded as haunted by my family or 

by the good people of Gallatin11. There were no widespread tales of rattling 

chains, extinguished lights, or faces at the window. Some might have been 

willing to concede that the house used to be unlucky. But what, really, had 

happened? The people who died weren’t struck down by some common 

cause. They seemed to die sooner from whatever they had already been sick 

with than they would otherwise. Among those who did not die, they did 

seem somewhat weak and confused, which seemed to indicate a mold prob-

lem. Even that’s not so unusual in this climate.

That is as much as I knew before I finally compelled my uncle to show me 

his notes on the place.

  8  That reputation hasn’t changed. For obvious reasons.
    9   I haven’t been able to locate these files.
10   Apparently this is a family trait that transcends generations.
11  George ruined that. “The Murder House” as it is now known has become the 

house kids dare each other to pass by. Only the bravest of them ring the doorbell 
and run away. They all seem to believe either that Elias haunts the place or that 
George lives there, undetected by anyone but the neighborhood kids. I admit the 
idea of an escaped lunatic murderer hiding in an old spooky house is a scary one. I 
probably would have been afraid of the house myself, if it weren’t my family’s.
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When I was a child, the house was vacant, accompanied only by one 

gnarled old enormous catalpa tree which stood about halfway down the 

hill, though its roots crept along the ground almost to the foundation. The 

daffodils which grew near the house were scraggly and their blooms sparse 

and pale, and though my mother said, repeatedly, that she intended to go 

dig up some of the bulbs and plant them at our house to see if they would 

do better in better soil, she never could bring herself to go up close enough 

to the house to actually complete this gardening quest. We boys felt some 

proprietary terror when we thought of the house and so, even though we 

didn’t want to go to the house, we felt as if it were our obligation as Allens 

to explore it12. 

I can still remember the long, slow walks to the front door, which we 

often entered on some quest fated to end in shudders. The door was never 

locked. We had often talked locking the front door and exiting out of the 

house through the walk-out basement, but we couldn’t bear the what we felt 

was the certainty of coming back days later to discover that the house was 

open again13.

It seems obvious to me now that, considering the times and the relatively 

remote location—it took us almost forty-five minutes to get out to the house 

on our bikes—that we should have seen evidence of others in the house. 

But there were no beer bottles , no graffiti, no empty Dairy Queen bags, no 

cigarette butts. No evidence that anyone was using the house for parties, let 

alone squatting there14.

The small-paned windows were largely broken, so clearly people were get-

ting close enough to the house to do some vandalizing, but now that I think 

back on it, they were not coming into the house. Only we boys dared do that.

12 The strangest part about this, for me, is reading the words of a man I mostly 
think I could never be like. I can’t imagine killing someone in cold blood. But my 
cousins and I felt this same duty. We often snooped around the house, before Elias’s 
murder and after. And we did feel it was our obligation as Allens.

13  Of course this was a certainty. The spare key has always been under the mat 
and there are still more Allens in this county than you can shake a stick at. When 
Elias wasn’t at the house, you must presume any number of other cousins, in various 
constellations, were also exploring the house, and reopening it. I find it perplexing 
that this never seems to have occurred to him.

14   That is still true, but, like I said, some family member is almost always around.
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An air of desolation hanged over the place. The wainscoting was only pre-

cariously held to the walls, the wallpaper was peeling off and an aura of plas-

ter dust seemed to hover over everything. The staircase, though it held our 

weight, creaked and moaned under our feet. Cobwebs draped most surfaces.

Only the bravest among us—almost never me—would voluntarily ascend 

the ladder to the attic, a vast dark hollow filled with a wreckage of chests, 

chairs and spinning-wheels15 which, in the shaky light from our flashlights, 

appeared in monstrous and hellish clumps emerging from the dark in quick 

flashes.

But the attic was not the worst part of the house. More than that, we hat-

ed the dank, humid basement16, even though it was wholly above-ground fac-

ing the river, with patio doors and a line of windows separating it from the 

lane that ran down to the waterfront. We argued constantly about whether 

we were obliged to go into the basement in order to fulfill our unspoken 

familial duty to patrol our ancestral home or whether we owed it to our 

parents and our sanity to stay out of it.

For one thing, the bad odor of the house was strongest there. For anoth-

er, the basement wasn’t finished. The newest part had concrete walls and 

a concrete floor, but then, the middle part had an uneven brick floor with 

brick walls. The oldest part, which you were obliged to walk through as that’s 

where the basement stairs led you, had rock walls filled with rickety shelves 

of ancient pickles and preserves no one dared eat, and a bare, dirt floor. 

Here is where, in the spring and late fall, strange white fungi sprang up from 

the earthen floor and sprouted from the walls17. They rotted quickly, though 

not so quickly that we failed to notice that they became slightly phosphores-

cent. Hunters and fisherman who passed the house in the early morning 

dark sometimes claimed they saw witch-fires glowing in the house18.

We never—not even in our wildest Halloween moods—visited the base-

15   My mom sold this spinning wheel to the state museum for fifteen thousand 
dollars. And the appraisal she got on it said it was worth at least twice that.

16  The basement has been remodeled but it is is still creepy as hell.
17  This has undergone a complete renovation. The fireplace is probably the only 

thing George would recognize. Everything else is clean and new and freshly paint-
ed. Still doesn’t keep the basement from seeming unsettlingly dark, no matter how 
well-lit. It feels like a cave, a den, frankly. Always has, probably always will.

18  I think it’s more likely that this was some Allen kid with a flashlight.



7

ment at night. But sometimes, during the day, we were brave enough. And 

during those times, we sometimes thought we saw a cloudy white pattern 

on the dirt floor, a vague, shifting deposit of mold spreading like ringworm 

across the ground near the huge brick fireplace that had been added in the 

1815 renovation19. Once in a while we thought that the patch resembled a 

doubled-up human figure, like a grown person curled in the fetal position. 

Generally it looked nothing like that and often there was no whitish deposit 

at all. I do remember once, though, on a rainy afternoon when this illusion 

seemed exceptionally strong, I thought I saw a kind of thing, yellowish, shim-

meringness in air, rising from the moldy area, perhaps either making its way 

or being pulled by air currents toward the fireplace.

I told my uncle Elias about it and he smiled, not as if my childish imagi-

nation had gotten away from me, but as if he were remembering something 

himself. Later, I learned that a similar notion was shared by the hunters and 

fishermen who were the only regular passersby of the house. They swore 

they sometimes saw smoke coming from the chimney in the oldest part of 

the house and that this smoke often took on a strange, almost wolfish shape 

as it slowly rose in the air. The great tree at the front of the house, too, they 

disliked, saying that the roots were shaped to suggest bad omens.

I was far into adulthood when my uncle set before me the notes and data 

which he had collected concerning the shunned house. Dr. Elias Allen was 

a folklorist by profession, having settled in at Austin Peay University after 

a short stint in California. He was a bachelor. White-haired, clean-shaven, 

often described by my mother as “delightfully fussy20,” he was so much older 

than my father and his two other brothers that Uncle Elias was the closest I 

had to a grandfather.

He lived in a large Victorian house in Clarksville and, even as a child, I 

19 I know this is terrible, but it strikes me as so funny that they encountered a mas-
sive amount of mold in the basement and didn’t think “Oh, I wonder if we should be 
breathing this?” but instead “It might be evil!”

20  My dad, who is George’s older brother, says Elias was gay and had a long-time 
partner who was a professor at UT-Martin. This was never discussed, of course, be-
cause one or both of them would lose their jobs and because there’s an ugly strain 
in my family who believe all gay men are child-molesters. George, as far as I know, 
isn’t gay. He’s just too creepy for a lot of women to want to date. Though I bet he 
gets some of those murder groupies writing him letters.
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loved to visit him and listen as he delighted in sharing with me which spoon 

in what drawer was used by Governor Houston21 when he visited our family 

and which flask was known to be a favorite of President Jackson when he ac-

companied our ancient kin on hunting trips. Once he even gave me a minie 

ball which he claimed had come out of the leg of one of our relatives after a 

gruesome Civil War field surgery. I have that in my pocket still.

The notes on Allendale were mostly genealogical in nature and hard for 

me to follow, seeing as how the Allens had a tendency to reuse the same 

names, generation after generation, repeating them in each branch of the 

family tree. An anecdote about a George Allen with no clues as to the year 

of birth of that George was almost meaningless, applying as it might to ten 

or fifteen different men, myself included, over the two-hundred years we’ve 

lived in Tennessee22.

But even as particular details were often impossible to attribute to the 

correct people, slowly a continuous thread of trouble woven through our 

branch of the family began to emerge. And that thread tied directly to Al-

lendale23.

I began to exhaustively research the home and the families who had been 

tied to it and what I learned would eventually send me and my dear uncle 

on our disastrous quest. And my poor uncle, who had not been in the house 

since he, himself, was a young man would enter it one night and not come 

away with me from it in the morning. I erected a monument to his memory 

in the Gallatin city cemetery, near to our more famous relatives and I visit 

it often.

I am lonely without him24.

21  This is a sore point in our family. As you might imagine. If you want to have a 
good laugh, just get a few beers into my dad and ask him about that “disgraceful 
scoundrel.” You’d think Houston married my dad’s sister, not some two-hundred-
year-old aunt, but we’re not a people known for letting the past be.

22   By my count, fourteen men and me, Georgia Elizabeth Allen. You can bet my 
mom regrets naming me after this particular uncle.

23  Now we’re getting to the part I have a hard time reconciling. My dad says that 
every family as old as ours is going to have a sordid history. But it’s not every family. 
It’s not even our whole family. The branches that never lived at Allendale have their 
sorrows and their tragedies and even their measure of scandal. But in our family, it’s 
every generation.

24  Even knowing Uncle George killed him, this breaks my heart.
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The history of the house Elias collected was extensive and was, as well, a 

history of our branch of the family. George Allen, who was the first Allen 

in Middle Tennessee arrived with his oldest sons—Elias (b. 1772) James (b.  

1774), and John (b. 1776)—and two trusted slaves before 1790 in the area 

that was to become Gallatin. The cabin they erected was the very one later 

incorporated into the first floor of Allendale. When George’s wife and the 

rest of the children were finally sent for, the house was transformed into a 

dog-trot25, but for some reason the men seem to have quickly abandoned 

this home to the two slaves and set about to building Allenwood, just up 

the bend. I found correspondence from late 1791 in which George asks his 

lawyer to sell Dan down in Nashville as soon as possible and to expect to 

see him, George, before the turn of the year to replace the two slaves. Why 

George would sell an able-bodied man without having someone to replace 

him is not clear from the letter. What happened to the other slave remains 

unspoken26.

But that is as much of a hint of a beginning as we get to the house’s im-

pending long, sad history. By the time the rest of the family installs itself at 

Allenwood, Elias is living at Allendale.

Much like the daffodils that grew and yet never seemed to thrive at Allen-

dale, Elias never saw the same success or prominence as his brothers. While 

Allenwood—by the time John Allen was hosting grand engagement parties 

for his daughter and Sam Houston—was a lavish house on 800 acres with 

ninety slaves to work it all and Elias’s other brothers had moved out to Smith 

County and set themselves up in similar situations just outside of Carthage, 

Allendale sat on just 200 acres and was tended by twenty slaves.

Elias married a local girl, Rebecca Lewis, when he was twenty and they 

25   This is a style of house common in the south. It’s basically two one-room cab-
ins connected by a covered walkway, the place where the dogs trotted, I suppose. It 
was common to eventually enclose the walkway which then became a hallway and 
front entrance, so you can still see a lot of old houses that went through a period as 
a dog-trot.

26  Mom’s always saying “Times were different back them,” but this still makes 
me queasy. Some people, when they talk about their families owning slaves, will say 
“But we treated them well.” Not us. Something went wrong early on and we didn’t 
notice because it went wrong for our slaves.
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had three children—George, Lewis, and Eliza. Neither Rebecca nor their 

fourth child, a girl, survived childbirth and they were buried in the cemetery 

across the lane. Eliza appears to be the last child born in that house to sur-

vive, even up until modern times. 

Which is not to say that there weren’t more Allen children.  Even among 

my father’s generation, when you’d leave a door open on your tear through 

the house to tattle on a brother and someone would ask if you were born 

in a barn, all the Allens would laugh and say, “Yes,” so well-known was the 

long-standing tradition of moving the Allen wives to the an outbuilding 

when the time came27.

Elias remarried after a short time and his second wife, Amy, also gave 

him three children—John, James, and Robert. In 1838, she died of what 

the farm ledger records as “wasting.” Letters sent to family in Smith County 

seem to suggest that she was suffering from what we might be tempted to 

call post-partum depression, describing her as listless and tired, unable to 

be made to care even about the well-being of her small children. Except that 

soon James and Robert also became listless and sleepy and, before long, they, 

too, were in the cemetery across the lane28. Infants and toddlers don’t, by 

definition, suffer from post-partum depression.

The remaining children were sent to Allenwood to live with their uncle 

John. Elias did not remarry. Still, trouble plagued the farm. In 1843, he 

wrote to his brother, William, that he could not keep a dog or cat on the 

property and that the slave women begged him not to use the children for 

minor household tasks, like firetending, which meant he had to devote an 

adult to it, a waste, he thought, of labor better used for more difficult tasks.

“They have superstitions about the place,” he wrote, “that no amount of 

reason or whippings can take out of them.”29

There seems to have been no surprise when Elias was found dead, 

slumped over by the fireplace in the oldest part of the house. 

27  I’m sad this isn’t something the family still teases each other about.
28  It’s hard to imagine what it must have been like to live with this magnitude of 

death. All these dead children. It’s so terrible.
29  See? How can you chalk that up to “times were different?” This isn’t different. 

It’s evil.
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Elias’s oldest son George inherited the place and once he married, he 

moved his bride into the family home. Their first three children were still-

born and then there was the War30. George went off to fight and his letters, 

in retrospect, have a sad humor. He writes to his wife about how good it feels 

to be out and moving around, how the longer he walks, the better he feels. 

While everyone else was suffering and getting sick, shot, or dead, George 

seems to have come into his own.

“I have been captured by the detestable Yankees,” he writes at one point, 

“And am being sent to Ohio. Join me there, my beloved Abigail.  I hear it 

is lovely this time of year.”31 The letter was written in January. And yet, he 

seems not to have been delusional. When he wrote his brother later that 

year, he said that Abigail was able to visit him regularly and that they were 

both finding the change of scenery delightful.  Abigail was pregnant again 

and due in the spring.

Reading the letters the first time, I had to fight the urge to pick up my pen 

and write to this distant ancestor and beg him to not come back from Ohio. 

But the past is settled and return to Allendale they did. By 1867, George 

was dead of an infection that settled in after he broke his foot and George’s 

sister, Liza, who had never married, moved into the house to help care for 

the children.

Liza came down to breakfast one day to find Abigail and the children 

slumped over the kitchen table, all dead. The strain was too great for the 

poor woman and she went mad from grief.

There was some talk of trying one of the servants for poisoning the fami-

ly, but she, too, died before she could be arrested32. This resolved the matter 

for people at the time, but, though I am certain the deaths were unnatural, 

I am more certain that the servant girl was not to blame.

And what to make of the stories they tell about Eliza, who at the height of 

her fits would, they say, shout out in French? On the one hand, a schooled 

woman would have learned some rudimentary French as a part of her edu-

30  Isn’t George precious? “The War.”
31  This makes me laugh every time I read it. The man is a prisoner of war and he 

just invites his wife to come visit him and it’s fine. No big deal. She goes. They have a 
baby. They like Ohio. You don’t hear a lot of war stories that go like that.

32  Can you even imagine?
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cation. On the other hand, I found no evidence that Eliza had such an edu-

cation. I mention it only because it is odd, though I must admit there could 

be a rational explanation. I have no rational explanation for her complaints 

of a staring thing that bit and chewed her.

By 1880, the house had fallen into the possession of my direct ances-

tor, Lewis’s son, also named George. From him comes my great grandfather 

John, my grandfather, George, my father, Lewis, and me, also George after 

my grandfather. The house did not come down to me, obviously, but lies 

now in the hands of the Fitzgeralds, a lovely couple also descended from my 

great grandfather John33.

They, like the Allens have since 1880, either rent or attempt to rent the 

place. For as fine a house as it was, it has never attracted upscale tenants. 

And the ones it did attract all have either died in the place or left it quickly.  

And the poor Fitzgeralds have, for as long as I’ve been alive, been unsuc-

cessful at getting anyone in there even to look at it. At least until they heard 

my story. They have now decided to let it stand, refurbish it, and rent it. At 

least three families from Nashville, looking for better schools, have inquired 

about it. The horror is gone34.

You can imagine how it affected me to read these stories about the suf-

ferings of my own family. But in this continuous record there seemed to me 

to be a persistent evil and, considering the fortunes of the family when away 

from Allendale, the evil seemed clearly to me to be connected with the house 

and not the family. This was confirmed by the other set of records my uncle 

kept—a miscellaneous array of legends passed down by slaves, newspaper cut-

tings, death certificates, and quips from histories of the area.

I won’t relate all of these in this space, but I will share with you some of 

the more interesting items. First, though, let me instead share with you a 

33  After they died, the house came to belong to my dad and his siblings, I guess 
including George. 

34  They never did rent the house after the murder. But my older sister and her 
family just moved in there last month and they seem to really like it. They’ve never 
had any problems. So, you know, on the one hand, I think old George is bug-fucking 
nuts. On the other hand, maybe he did something to appease the house after all. Or 
maybe it just needs longer than a month to work. Ha ha ha. Just kidding. There’s no 
such thing as ghostly werewolves who destroy whole families for fun.
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most perplexing problem I had getting information on the house other than 

what Uncle Elias had collected. Having spent so much of my childhood with 

my uncle, I felt at home in museums and archives. I didn’t hesitate to make 

my way to the Sumner County Archives to see what they had on Allendale.

They had nothing.

When I relayed the history of the house, from one-room cabin to stately, 

though ramshackle, ruin on the bluff three miles south of town, one of the 

women, who I knew as the mother of a girl I’d gone to school with, became 

agitated.

“Well, that’s just not right, George,” she said, shaking her head at me. 

“You couldn’t live in a cabin here back then. The Indians would have scalped 

you alive. Your family must either have been in one of the stations around 

here or come later than you think35.”

“I know when my family came,” I said. “The Allens built the cabin and 

Elias Allen was the first to live in it.”

“Now see here,” she said, shoving a thick, musty reference book across the 

table to me, “There is no Elias Allen who’s a son of George Allen.”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” I said. But I looked down at the list of Allens in the 

genealogy book she’d shoved at me and, no, there was no Elias Allen listed36.

“But Mrs. Anderson,” I said, “You’ve known me since I was a boy. You 

know my uncles and my cousins. You know we exist.”

“I think you just have the wrong ancestor,” she said. “That’s all.”

“Well, surely we can settle this by looking on a map,” I said. “You must 

have a map that shows the location of the old families.”

I waited for her to bring out another large book filled with sections of a 

map from 1840. When she turned to the section containing our bend in the 

river I quickly found Allenwood and then I moved my finger west and the 

35  She’s not wrong about this. It is weird. 
36 Here’s where things start to get a little personally hinky for me. I have been, 

just to feed my own curiosity, going around, following George’s footsteps. So, I went 
to the archives. I went through every genealogy book they had and he’s not wrong. 
We’re not in them. But my Uncle John has Uncle Elias’s collection and there’s one 
book, Great Families of Sumner County, that’s both in the archives and in Elias’s 
collection. They look exactly the same, appear to be the same edition, even. And 
neither appears to have been altered. But we are not in the Great Families of Sumner 
County that Sumner County owns and we are in our copy.
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most peculiar thing happened. I hit the river37.

“Well, this is not right,” I said. “The river doesn’t run here.”

“Maybe it did back then,” Mrs. Anderson said, with what I now felt was 

too much enthusiasm.

“Ma’am,” I was exasperated. “The house is on a high bluff. Unless the 

river defied gravity, it did not run two hundred yards up hill. The river is in 

the wrong spot.”

“Well, I don’t know much about maps,” she said, as if her knowledge of 

maps might somehow affect what was shown in them. “Let me go find Tan-

ya. She’ll know.” While Mrs. Anderson was gone, I examined the map more 

closely. Just south of Allenwood, I found a home labeled “The Anderson 

Place.” I tried to find Mrs. Anderson again, but was thwarted by the arrival 

of young Tanya, barely bearing up under the weight of the books she was 

carrying.

“Mr. Allen?” She asked. I agreed that I was Mr. Allen. “I’m Tanya White. 

Well, I’m not white, obviously, but that’s my name. That’s a joke, sir.” She 

paused. I didn’t laugh. “Okay, well, the maps. It’s strange. But I think I’ve 

figured it out. All the maps drawn by locals appear to have the same error. 

But if you look at these maps, made by national interests, there’s the bluff 

and there’s the river, right where they should be.”

“Why would that be done?” I asked. But I was already shuddering under 

a creeping sense of dread. Maybe most in Gallatin did not now think the 

house was haunted, but perhaps they had feared it once.

“You know, when I was in grad school, we’d sometimes do stuff like this 

to hide the locations of significant archaeological sites,” she smiled at me. 

“Maybe you’ve got an Indian site up there?”

“The house might be built on an Indian burial ground?” I asked.

“Oh, no, really, I doubt it,” she said, “They’ve all been pretty well-docu-

mented. But you’ve got something out there folks wanted to keep hidden. 

Gold, maybe?” I could see that she was teasing me, but I couldn’t match her 

light-hearted mood.

37  I have looked at this same map and can attest that what George says is true. 
Not only is Allendale missing, the river is in the wrong spot.
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“My ancestor, Elias Allen?” I asked, somewhat morosely. I pointed to the 

genealogy book on the table. “He also appears to have been erased from 

history.”

“Oh, my god,” she smiled again, “We used to have the creepiest little 

jump-rope rhyme we’d sing. Uncle Elias, comment allez-vous? Uncle Elias is 

coming for you. Jump down, turn around. He’s gonna get you. How soon 

will he steal your breath? Run away or it’ll be your death38. Then you’d have 

to see how many jumps you could do in a row and that was how long you 

had to live, I guess. It’s kind of stupid, but wow, I hadn’t thought about that 

in a long time.”

I was, I’m sure, as white as a sheet. “You sang that as a child, here?” She 

took my arm and guided me into a hard wooden chair.

“Are you all right?” She asked.

“Here?” I asked again.

“Yeah, all the kids in my neighborhood knew it. My mom said they used 

to sing just the first part when she was a kid,” Tanya said. “She lived out… 

oh… down Odom’s Bend road.”

“Of course she did,” I sank as best I could into the uncomfortable chair. 

Here was my forgotten ancestor, the bogey-man in a children’s nursery 

rhyme. And here was another mention of French. And was it too much to 

draw a connection between the stealing of one’s breath and the wasting men-

tioned in my family records? It seemed to fit. I wondered if the unburdened 

Allens had been the ones to compose the ditty39.

My uncle’s collected scraps, hints of outside knowledge of our family’s 

plight, were, for the most part, much like the song Tanya knew—specific 

enough to be tantalizing, too vague to be useful. There was little in the way 

of direct lore from the people enslaved on the land. One woman, identified 

only as S.A. by the W.P.A. worker who took her testimony, told him that 

there was something bad in the cellar, a demon recognizable by its smell and 

by the shape it made on the floor. This was interesting, matching as it did 

38  This is fucking creepy. I’m glad I’ve never heard it.
39  I’m not psychiatrist, but this, to me, reads like the first hint that George might 

have had some unresolved feelings of resentment toward different parts of the fam-
ily. Not that I can blame him. Like I said, we have an ugly streak, some of us.
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what I had seen as a boy in the cellar myself.

 But the other mention was by a man who claimed that George Allen 

had brought with him the Wampus Cat40 when he crossed the Appalachians 

to settle in the area and then buried it in the basement. Later servants and 

tenants claimed that the Bell Witch41 haunted the place and the additions 

of bits of borrowed local legends obscured what, if anything, might be useful 

in these accounts.

The most useful bit of story came from the account of Ann White, a maid 

in the house who was married to one of the Allens’ post-War sharecroppers. 

Whether this Ann White has any familial ties to Dr. White at the archives, I 

must admit, I have never asked. Mrs. White, with her inherent superstitions, 

told the wildest and at the same time most consistent tale about the house. 

She alleged that there must be something buried beneath the house, perhaps 

one of those things who retain their bodily form and live on the blood and 

breath of the living. She called it an Old Hag, but in reading her description, 

I immediately thought of a vampire. And it’s apparent that the two legends 

are linked for one destroys an Old Hag much like one destroys a vampire. 

You must dig it up and drive a stake through its heart, at the least. Preferably, 

you would drag the thing out into the sunlight and burn it. Mrs. White’s 

dogged insistence on digging in the cellar for such a creature had featured 

prominently in her dismissal.

Her tales, however, spread through the black community, and were all the 

more readily accepted because the house stood so near an ancient cemetery 

the hallowing of which no one could attest to. I was certain that they’d al-

ready heard other rumors. Mrs. Smith, who had preceded Mrs. White, com-

plained that something “sucked her breath” when she slept in the house. 

And I’m sure the slaves had more tales that have been lost to us. I’m also sure 

that it quickly passed around town that, when Eliza died after her bout of 

madness, the physician who tended to her claimed that she was unaccount-

40  The Wampus Cat is a legendary animal—a mountain lion that walks on two legs 
and screams like a woman.

41  Over in Robertson County, the Bells were supposedly haunted by a ghost 
that identified herself as a witch. She sometimes took the form of a black dog with 
a rabbit’s head.
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ably lacking in blood.

I am not a superstitious man but these matters shook me, and my unset-

tled feeling was intensified by a pair of widely separated newspaper cutting 

relating to deaths in Allendale—one from the Gallatin News dated April 12, 

1915 and the other from The Nashville Banner dated October 27, 1945—

each of which detailed an appallingly grisly circumstance whose duplication 

was remarkable. It seems that in both instances the dying person, in 1915 a 

gentle old lady named Stafford and in 1945 a school-teacher of middle age 

named Eleanor Murfree, became transformed in a terrible manner; glaring 

glassily and attempting to bite the throats of the attending physicians. Even 

more puzzling though was the final case that put an end to the renting of the 

house—an anemic teenager who succumbed to some kind of madness that 

caused him to attempt to slit the throats, necks, and wrists of his sleeping 

family members.

This was in the 60s, when my uncle had just graduated from college and 

not yet left for Vietnam. He said that the teenager was the talk of the town 

with people blaming his behavior on that rock and roll music. But the really 

inexplicable thing was the way in which all the victims—somewhat desperate 

people whose lives had already been difficult, for the ill-smelling and widely 

shunned house could be rented to no others—would babble maledictions in 

French, a language they could not possibly have studied to any extent. Again 

I was reminded of Eliza and the children’s song. And, in fact, it was the com-

mon fact of French being spoken that so moved my uncle to begin collecting 

all of the data I was now sorting through.

I could see that my uncle had fretted over the troubles with the house and 

that he was relieved to have someone to share his interest. Finally he could 

discuss the matter with someone who would not laugh or shy away from the 

subject. He had not begun to imagine the possibilities of vampires or other 

outside curses, but he felt that the place was rare and strange and, perhaps, 

if he could come to understand what made it so, he could understand why 

such stories emerged about it42.

42 I’m with Elias, here. Vampires? Please. But clearly, there’s something weird 
about the house, or at least, there was.
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As for me, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this was more than a long 

string of bad luck—that something was causing the evil in the house. I began 

at one not only to review the evidence, but to do my best to collect more. I 

travelled immediately to the Tennessee State Library and Archives, hoping 

to discover a history of the land further back than the history of the county 

reached. Perhaps there were local Cherokee or Creek legends.

But the history seemed much as I already knew. The land was ours since it 

was deeded to my namesake as part of a Revolutionary War grant. I studied 

maps showing known Native American archaeological sites, but there was 

nothing to indicate that we had made a mistake worthy of a family in a Ste-

phen King novel by building our home on an old Indian mound.

But it was while digging through the Native American history of the area 

that I came upon something that struck my curiosity—a letter from Timothy 

Demonbreun, a French fur trader who lived in the area before Nashville was 

settled. Demonbreun had addressed the letter to the French authorities at 

Fort de Chartres, but it had obviously never reached its destination. Instead 

it wound its way through history only to have been tossed into a box of thing 

marked “Sumner County Lore” though there was nothing in the letter to 

immediately suggest that it belonged among those items.

I was intrigued by the coincidence of a French letter among Sumner 

County items. And I grew more excited as I read the letter and realized it 

relayed a story similar in fact to those I had become so familiar with.

Jean Deraque et la plupart de son groupe de chasseurs (deux fils, ainsi que 

quatre Indiens) sont morts de la maladie familiale des Deraque. Seul le ben-

jamin, Joseph Deraque, vit toujours, mais il est très affaibli et languissant. 

Je l’ai ramené en ville pour voir s’il peut être sauvé. Nous avons enterré les 

corps sur une falaise inhabitée un peu en amont, et les Indiens comprennent 

bien l’importance primordiale de ne pas perturber le site.

My French was perfunctory at best but an online translation rendered the 

following: “Jean Deraque and most of his hunting party (two son, and four 

Indians) died of the disease of family Deraque. Only the youngest, Joseph 

Deraque, still lives, but it is very weak and languid. I brought him into town 

to see if he can be saved. We buried the bodies on a deserted cliff a short 

distance upstream, and the Indians understand the importance of not dis-
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turbing the site.”

That was all the letter said on the matter. But that phrase—“de la maladie fa-

miliale des Deraque”—remained with me. Demonbreun wrote of it so casually, 

as if the authorities would have no question of what the malady of the Deraque 

family was43. And was I reading too much into things to see an implication that 

the authorities would be familiar with the necessary burial customs one must 

take when dealing with someone who suffered from this malady?

I found many people in Nashville who could tell me at least some tales 

of Joseph Deraque, sometimes called DuRat, but the name “Jean Deraque” 

opened no doors in Tennessee. His life in our fine state escaped the notice 

of local historians. The only tantalizing clue the State Library and Archives 

could give me was a crudely drawn map, attributed by some historians to 

Joseph Deraque and by others to Timothy Demonbreun purporting to show 

the approximate locations of French hunting camps in Middle Tennessee. 

There certainly was one marked Deraque located near the water on our side 

of the river up by the present location of Gallatin, but whether it was where 

Allendale stood or whether I could even trust the map, I cannot say.

In the end, I had to travel to Fort de Chartres to find some record of the 

Deraque malady, and what I learned there sent me home to immediately 

examine the basement of Allenwood with a new and excited minuteness.

“Have you ever heard of the rock garou?” the young woman at Fort de 

Chartres asked me. Her enthusiasm for the matter startled me and set me 

on edge44.

“The rock what?” I asked.

“Garou. Like loup garou. It’s French for werewolf,” she smiled at me, her 

high ponytail swinging wildly on the back of her head as she led me to a table 

where I could study the scrapbooks in her hands. “The rock garou is a local 

43  When I visited George in the hospital, I brought with me Uncle Elias’s copy of 
Great Families of Sumner County. I opened it to the page with the entry on that first 
Elias Allen and slid the book to him. 

“Elias Allen. What do you know about his wife?” I asked.
“Why?”
“Look at the name of their eldest son,” I folded my arms and waited. 
“George Derek Allen. So?” He spoke slowly.
“Do we really think that’s ‘Derek’?” I asked. He became agitated and called for a 

nurse. My visit ended abruptly with the question unanswered.
44  Women, in general, seem to startle George and set him on edge.
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legend—an almost invincible creature, part man, part wolf, who’s supposedly 

been in these parts for years. There are all kinds of stories.”

I was trying to be polite, but I failed to see what the connection between 

my problems and her flight of fancy was.

“We finally had a folklorist from the University of Chicago come down 

and study it. I mean, it was that famous—the rock garou,” she set the books 

down and stood their pertly. “But he said it wasn’t ‘the rock garou’ at all. 

He gave us this book.” She pushed it across the table to me. “It’s full of his 

research on it. I thought you’d want to see it.”

“No,” I said. “I don’t think I have any interest in your werewolf at all.”

She raised one eyebrow at me, almost mocking. “Oh,” she said, “But I 

think you do. Because it wasn’t originally ‘the rock garou.’ Even back up in 

Canada, the creature was Deraque garou.”45

I must admit, my stomach flipped when I heard the name. I opened the 

books before me. One was a collection of newspaper articles and personal ac-

counts of encounters with the Deraque garou under its Anglicized name, dating 

back almost 200 years. This was of less interest to me than the professor’s book.

It started out with an explanation of the garou. In some ways, it seemed 

indeed to function like classic werewolfism. A person might be bitten by this 

garou and find that he now was such a creature and had an insatiable, uncon-

trollable hunger for human blood. The curious thing was that, since the hunger 

was uncontrollable, the poor cursed soul would almost inevitably kill his vic-

tims. However, if he managed to bite someone and ingest their blood without 

killing them, his curse would pass along to them and he would be free of it.46

In this way, the garou did not seem so terrible. There could be only one 

person so accursed at a time and, if that person were killed and their body 

45  Well, I got shivers.
46   Is this where I say it? It seems like you should build up to these things, but this 

is real life and there’s no such thing as werewolves. George bit me. The last time I 
went to see him. I had asked him about a family matter, about some rumors of more 
ordinary ways things can go wrong between beloved uncles and young boys, which 
might explain why a man does what George did to Elias.

He became enraged and leaped from his chair. He grabbed me and, before the 
orderlies could pull him off me, he bit me.

I have to tell you, everyone in my family adores Elias. So, you’ll understand that 
a part of me was devastated not to turn into a werewolf at the next full moon, even 
though, of course, there is no such thing.
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disposed of in the proper manner—burned to ashes—the curse was broken. 

It was, then, incredibly unlikely that anyone would admit to being a garou, 

since the only cure was infecting someone else, which the community would 

not stand for, or death and proper disposal.

But the professor explained that the curse had a more insidious aspect—if 

the body of the garou was not properly burned to ashes, if it was, say, just 

buried or left on a hillside, the garou retained some limited powers to infect 

the living. Pass too near its grave and you might find yourself listless, tired, 

anemic as the garou feeds on you. To die from the attack of a dead garou was 

bad enough, but there seemed to be at least anecdotal evidence that some be-

lieved that a dead garou, if powerful enough, could create more garous from 

his living victims. In this way, it was very difficult for a community that didn’t 

know to burn the body away to nothing to ever escape the curse of the garou.

How far back the curse of the garou chased the Deraques is hard to say. 

The records are sketchy at best. But there had been problems in Montreal 

after the Lachine massacre in 1689. An early Deraque, Michel, had survived 

the Iroquois attack but had been badly bitten. After he recovered, he went 

on to marry and have children but it was rumored that his wife locked him 

in a casket at night. It’s not clear if he was infected then or if, by happen-

stance, someone had managed to bite a creature so famous for its biting.

Michel’s daughter, Élodie, was rumored to spend her afternoons reading 

odd books and drawing strange diagrams. She appears to have been a con-

stant source of community gossip and though the French in the Americas 

did not share the same witchcraft panics of their Puritan neighbors, it was 

freely intimated by old wives that her prayers were neither uttered at the 

proper time nor directed toward the proper object.  Her saints were, they 

said, unfamiliar to good Catholics47.

I wondered how many of those who had known these legends realized 

that additional link with the terrible which my wide reading had given me, 

that ominous item in the annals of morbid horror which tells of the creature 

Jacques Deraque, who in 1743 was condemned to death as a demoniac but 

afterwards saved from the stake by local authorities who locked him in the 

47 I kind of hope we are related to the Deraques, because Élodie sounds like a 
riot.
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city jail as a madman48. He had been found covered with blood and shreds 

of flesh out in the woods, shortly after the killing and rending of a local boy 

by a pair of wolves. One wolf, specifically, was said to have an almost human 

manner. Surely a worthy campfire legend, with special significance as to the 

name, but I knew that it was unlikely that the people of Illinois, let alone 

Gallatin, Tennessee, had ever heard of it. Still the incident was enough to 

drive all the Deraques from Montreal and they made their way south, even 

as far as New Orleans and the swamps of Louisiana. The professor specu-

lated that, when the local Cajuns warn you of the roux garoux that this is 

not some complete mangling of “loup garou” but instead a sensible caution 

against the Deraque garou who may still be in the area.

I now visited that accursed place with increased frequency, studying the 

unwholesome vegetation in the flowerbeds, examining all the walls of the 

house, and poring over every inch of the basement floor. Finally, with the 

Fitzgeralds’ permission49, I made myself a copy of the key to the disused door 

opening from the cellar out onto the country lane that circled around the 

back of the house and ran down to the Cumberland River, preferring to have 

more immediate access to the outside world than the darks stairs, ground 

floor hall, and front door could give. There, where morbidity lurked most 

thickly, I search and poked during long afternoons when the sunlight filtered 

in through the cobwebbed windows, and a sense of security glowed from 

the unlocked door which placed me only a few feet from the outside. Noth-

ing new rewarded my efforts—only the same depressing mustiness and faint 

suggestions of noxious odors and nitrous outlines on the floor—and I fancy 

I must have been quite a sight to any hunters or fisherman that passed by.

After a while, upon the suggestion of my uncle, I decided to try the spot at 

night, and one stormy midnight ran the beam of a flashlight over the moldy 

floor with its uncanny shapes and distorted, half-phosphorescent fungi50. 

The place had affected me curiously that evening and I was almost prepared 

when I saw—or thought I saw—amidst the whitish deposits and particularly 

48  Funny how closely this mirrors George’s predicament.
49  Can you imagine how terrible they must have felt, giving this murderer access 

to the very spot where he was plotting to kill his uncle? I’m sure they thought they 
were just humoring a kid who’d never quite found his place in the world.
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sharp definition of the “huddled form” I had suspected from boyhood. Its 

clearness was astonishing and unprecedented—and as I watched I seemed to 

see again the thin, yellowish, shimmering exhalation which had startled me 

on that rainy afternoon so many years before.

Above the anthropomorphic patch of mold by the fireplace it rose: a sub-

tle, sickish, almost luminous vapor which as it hung trembled in the damp-

ness seemed to develop vague and shocking suggestions of form, gradually 

trailing off into nebulous decay and passing up into the blackness of the great 

chimney. It was truly horrible, and the more so to me because of what I knew 

of the spot. Refusing to flee, I watched it fade—and as I watched I felt that 

it was in turn watching me greedily with eyes more imaginable than visible. 

When I told my uncle about it he was very upset; and after a tense hour of 

reflection, arrived at a definite and drastic decision. Weighing in his mind the 

importance of the matter, and the significance of our relation to it, he insisted 

that we both hunt down—and if possible destroy—the horror of the house.

After we told the Fitzgeralds that we had devised a plan to rid Allendale 

of its problems—we were vague about what we believed those problems to 

be—my uncle and I took two folding canvas chairs, a canvas cot, and some 

scientific equipment into the house. We placed these things in the basement 

during the day and planned to return in the evening for our first vigil. We 

had locked the door from the cellar to the ground floor; and having a key to 

the outside cellar door, we were prepared to leave our expensive and delicate 

equipment—which we had obtained secretly and at great cost—as many days 

as we might need to keep vigil. It was our plan to sit up together until very 

late and then watch alone until dawn in two-hour stretches, myself first and 

then my uncle, the inactive member resting on the cot.

The natural leadership with which my uncle procured the instruments 

from the laboratories at Austin Peay University and from locked rooms at 

50  Okay, this is a part I don’t get, a part I feel like, even in George’s delusion, should 
have tipped him off to the fact that he was making up the whole thing. If Elias loved 
him and never harmed him nor wished him harm—which George insists is the truth—
and if this werewolf thing can infect a person while in its ghostly form, why would Elias 
send George to spend the night in the basement? Isn’t he basically guaranteeing that 
George is going to be possessed by a thing that might kill him or someone else? Never 
mind how much time those kids spent in the basement growing up. If proximity to the 
thing could cause infection, how did George know he wasn’t infected?
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Fort Campbell, and how he instinctively assumed direction of our venture, 

was a marvelous commentary on the vitality and resilience of a man of eighty-

one51. Elias Allen had kept himself in extraordinary health and if not for what 

happened later would be here in full vigor today. Only three people know 

what did happen—the Fitzgeralds and myself. I had to tell them because they 

owned the house and deserved to know what had gone out of it.  And I felt 

that, after my uncle’s death, they would understand and assist me if some 

public explanation became necessary. They turned very pale but agreed52.

I can’t say that my uncle and I weren’t nervous on that rainy night of 

watching. That would be ridiculous. We were not, as I’ve said, in any sense 

childishly superstitious, but this house had taught us that that there were 

mysteries in the world. In this case an overwhelming preponderance of evi-

dence from numerous authentic sources pointed to the tenacious existence 

of certain forces of great power and, so far as the human point of view is 

concerned, exceptional evil. To say that we actually believed in vampires or 

werewolves would be a carelessly inclusive statement. Rather we were good 

Methodists, and, as such believed that the Devil could work with circum-

stances to make it seem so. We were also, though, educated men and be-

lieved, no matter what we found, there would be a rational explanation53, 

even if the Supremely Irrational Player was behind it.

In short, it seemed to my uncle and me that an incontrovertible array of 

facts pointed to some lingering influence in Allendale, traceable to one or 

another of the ill-favored French settlers of two centuries before, and still op-

erative through some malignant will54. Perhaps the trauma of the massacre 

at Lachine set moving certain kinetic patterns in the morbid brain of one or 

more of them—notably the sinister coffin-sleeping Michel Deraque—which 

somehow survived their bodies and continued to function in some way, per-

haps some kind of contagious, inheritable post-traumatic stress disorder?

Such a thing was surely not a physical or biochemical impossibility in 

51 The ATF wanted to prosecute George for these thefts, but after the debacle of the 
murder trial, it never happened. I imagine, if he ever regains his sanity, he’ll be serving 
a long time in a federal prison. No one believes Elias could have done that alone.

52  They testified against him
53  It’s funny, isn’t it, how he slips in these little assurances—he’s rational. And if he 

has irrational beliefs, they’re only the same ones everyone else has.
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light of recent scientific discoveries—photons which appear to be two places 

at once or active human stem cells found in 17-day-old corpses. One might 

easily imagine certain genetic mutations or even foreign bodies kept alive by 

imperceptible or almost immaterial subtractions from the bodily tissues and 

fluids of other and more palpably living things into which it penetrates and 

with whose genetic fabric it sometimes completely merges itself. It might be 

actively hostile, or it might be dictated merely by blind motives of self-preser-

vation. In any case such a monster must be by definition an anomaly and an 

intruder, which must be eradicated for humanity’s own safety55.

What troubled us was that we had almost no idea what we were looking 

for. No sane person had ever seen it, and few had ever felt it definitely. It 

might be pure energy, or perhaps purely a soul—a form ethereal and outside 

the realm of substance—or it might be partly material, some unknown and 

equivocal mass capable of changing at will into any form it desired—solid, 

liquid, gas, or some tenuously in-between state. The anthropomorphic patch 

of mold on the floor argued at least a remote and reminiscent connection 

with the human shape, but how representative or permanent that similarity 

might be, we couldn’t say with any kind of certainty.

We had procured two weapons to fight it, a large and still-classified elec-

tromagnetic energy weapon operated by powerful storage batteries that we 

hypothesized would disrupt the energy necessary for anything—living, dead, 

or undead to function, and a pair of military flame-throwers56 in case it 

proved partly material and susceptible to mechanical destruction—for like 

those more superstitious, we were prepared to burn the thing to a crisp if 

there was anything that could be burnt. All this aggressive weaponry we set 

in the cellar in positions carefully arranged with reference to the cot and 

chairs, and to the spot before the fireplace where the mold had taken strange 

shapes. That suggestive patch, by the way, was only faintly visible when we 

54  This my uncle has in common with Lovecraft. We’re fine. And if we aren’t, it’s 
only because somebody has come along and ruined it for us. George would have 
you think that the Allens aren’t to blame for any of these centuries of suffering, but 
that the fault lies with the corrupting influence of the French.

55  See what I mean? “An anomaly and an intruder.” Something has always al-
ready gotten in and threatens to ruin us. George, my God, just fucking stop it. It’s us. 
It’s not a werewolf. It’s not slaves looking to poison us. It’s us—one generation after 
another. It’s the easiest explanation, the only explanation.
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placed our furniture and instruments, and when we returned that evening 

for the actual vigil. For a moment I half-doubted that I had ever seen it in the 

more definitely limned form—but then I thought of the legends.

Our vigil began at 10 p.m. and for a long time, it seemed nothing would 

happen. We had, along with our weaponry, all the accoutrements fitting of 

a modern ghost hunter—EMF readers, voice recorders, video cameras, and 

motion detectors. They made no unusual noises, recorded no anomalies of 

any sort until they ceased to function. A weak light filtered in from the rain-

ing night, the red and green glows from our equipment, and a feeble phos-

phorescence from the detestable fungi within showed the dripping stone of 

the walls from which all traces of whitewash had vanished, the dank, foetid, 

and mildew-tainted hard earth floor with its obscene fungus, the damp and 

broken, uneven brick area, and even the someone new concrete had a sad, 

tired appearance. The heavy planks and massive beams of the ground floor 

overhead, the rickety staircase with the ruined wooden hand-rail, and the 

crude and cavernous fireplace of blackened brick—these thing and our aus-

tere cot and camping chairs and the heavy and intricate destructive machin-

ery we had brought all seemed to emerge from the darkness according to the 

vagaries of the passing lightning.

We had, as I had done so many times before, left the basement door to 

the outside unlocked so that we had a direct and practical path of escape, 

should we be dealing with forces too great for us. It was our idea that staying 

overnight, continually, if necessary, would lure out whatever malign entity 

lurked there. And that, since we were so well-prepared, that we could dispose 

of the thing as soon as we had recognized it and observed it sufficiently. How 

long that might take, we had no idea. It occurred to us, too, that we had no 

idea how safe this whole adventure was, because we had no idea how strong 

the thing might be, in whatever form it might take. But we thought it was 

worth the hazard, even as we were conscious that, if we had to call for help, 

we would be a laughingstock and, perhaps, then, unable to secure the house 

from evil. The only hint we had that we were not alone in thinking that there 

might be some unexplainable element to Allendale was that the Fitzgeralds 

56  Yes, flame-throwers. These two fools stole flame-throwers. We’re lucky they 
didn’t burn the house down around them. 
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had given us a small statue of St. Hubert, the patron saint of hunters and the 

saint to whom one appeals in case of bite57. I placed it near my Bible, which 

was tucked under the pillow on the cot. My uncle was tickled at the notion 

of a saint who might protect one from the bite of a supernatural being. And 

though we laughed at this, both of us took some comfort as well. Such was 

our frame of mind as we talked—far into the night, until my uncle’s growing 

drowsiness made me remind him to lie down for his two-hour nap.

57  This was George’s excuse when I went to see him the other day.
“Why was I not infected by the wolf when you bit me?” I asked. “If you are under 

the wolf’s control, shouldn’t you be able to pass the curse along? You bit me and 
you lived. Those are the conditions for getting rid of it.”

“Perhaps St. Hubert protected you,” he said.
“Oh, come on.” I was trying not to raise my voice at him, but his commitment to 

his delusion was frustrating.
“Or, perhaps, the simpler answer is the truth—you are not real. I am in the base-

ment at Allendale, 
probably dying, while my niece, who is a little girl, not a grown woman, sleeps 

soundly in her own bed in her parents’ home. And you, the woman who visits, are 
just a fantasy, a hope I have for how she turns out.”

“Or maybe you’re not infected,” I said. “Because there’s no such thing.”
“If there’s no such thing,” he asked, “then why do you keep coming here?”
This is the crux of the matter, isn’t it? Why would I spend all this time following 

in the footsteps of a madman? It’s not like his actions are inexplicable. If you accept 
his premise, even if it is insane, his actions make a kind of sense. There’s nothing, 
then, to figure out. 

But it just doesn’t sit right with me. Sure, he was strange. I remember that about 
him growing up. A little shy, a little awkward. But he wasn’t a loner. He had friends 
and hung out with his cousins and was a regular fixture at our dinner table. I don’t 
remember him being deluded. My dad, on the rare occasions when he does talk 
about his brother, seems shocked and confused that this could happen. My dad 
simply had no clue that it was possible.

I get frustrated that outsiders couldn’t see it coming—what did they think he 
wanted the acid for? Why didn’t they call the police when they saw the strange 
lights in the house?—but I can’t fault my family for missing something. There was, 
quite honestly, nothing, when you were that close to him, that seemed out of place.

“I want to know the real terrible thing,” I said, finally. “Not the bullshit metaphor, 
the fake way we have for talking about it, not some supernatural curse. I want to 
know the real terrible thing that caused all this. If Elias didn’t rape you, then what? If 
nothing bad happened in that house, then why try to destroy it? If there’s some kind 
of fucked-up dysfunction, some way we hurt each other over and over again, down 
through the generations that just leads to all this suffering and death, please, Uncle 
George, just tell me what it is. Tell me so that I can avoid it.”

“If this is the real world,” he said, “there’s nothing left to avoid. Elias and I have 
destroyed it.”

“Bullshit!” I stood up and got right in his face. “That’s bullshit and you know it. 
Tell me the true thing.”

But by then, the orderly had called for the guards and I was unceremoniously 
escorted from the visitors’ room.
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Something like fear chilled me as I said there in the small hours alone—I 

say alone, for one who sits by a sleeper is indeed alone; perhaps more alone 

than he can realize. My uncle breathed heavily, his deep snores accompanied 

by the soft thunder outside, and punctuated by the sound of dripping water 

somewhere in the house—the house was repulsively damp even in dry weath-

er and, in this storm, it seemed positively swamp-like.

I studied the loose, antique masonry of the walls by fungus-light, and 

once, when I felt that the thick, still, putrid air would choke me, opened the 

door and looked around the yard and down toward the river, feasting my 

eyes on the ordinary landscape of a dark hill in the night rain and my nos-

trils on the wholesome air. Nothing occurred to reward my watching and I 

yawned repeatedly, growing more tired and less fearful as the night wore on.

Then the stirrings of my uncle attracted my notice. He had tossed and 

turned restlessly on the cot during the first hour of his nap, but now he was 

breathing somewhat irregularly and occasionally he would sigh and moan, 

almost as if he were choking. I turned my flashlight on to see if he seemed to 

be in any pain, but he was turned away from me. I then walked to the other 

side of the couch and what I saw unnerved me, as small as it seemed. It was 

just that he didn’t look like himself. My uncle had always been so kind, so 

calm, so dignified, most of all, so pleasantly happy. But now, a variety of 

emotions crossed his face, all of which seemed so out of character for him. I 

think it was the variety of those emotions that disturbed me most. My uncle, 

as he gasped and tossed in increasing agitation, with unseeing eyes open 

even though he slept, seemed not one but many man.

All at once he began to mutter, and I did not like the look of his mouth 

or his teeth as he spoke. The words were at first indistinguishable and then—

with a jolt—I recognized that old Elias Allen was muttering in French.

Suddenly, his face was drenched in sweat and he leaped up abruptly, still 

half asleep. The jumble of French changed to a cry in English and he shout-

ed in a hoarse voice I barely recognized as his “My breath, my breath!” Then 

he was completely awake and the expression on his face changed back into 

one I found familiar. He grabbed my hand on one of his and with the other 

reached under the pillow for the Bible.

“I dreamed,” he said. “I dreamed I was here, in this house, which was also 
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not this house. It was a shelter of the most basic simplicity—some sticks and 

leaves leaned against a hollowed out tree in which I sought shelter from the 

storm. And also a small one-room cabin, which seemed also to be this house, 

but not quite. Imagine them all, superimposed on each other, as if you are see-

ing the past haunting through the present, like the underlying grain of wood 

through an old coat of paint. The scene kept changing, but still seemed the 

same. Once I was in a hastily dug open pit, with a crowd of angry faces around 

me. Another time, I felt myself confined to a coffin, able to see the mixed grief 

and relief on the faces of the mourners who gathered round me.  And then 

again, I was confined to a bed, tended to by a constant vigilant crowd.

“So many of them looked like us, bore the unmistakable features of the 

Allen family58. And all the while, I felt like I was choking, as if some pres-

58  The other day, I went to Allendale to talk to my sister, Becky, about Uncle 
George, even though it meant admitting that I had been to see him which meant 
that I knew he wasn’t in prison. The uncovering of a family lie is always distress-
ing. The people lied to feel betrayed. The people who were lying feel exposed and 
judged. But I needed a second opinion, someone to talk to.

“Aren’t you afraid to bring your children up here?” I asked, not quite meaning the 
house, but this place, this family.

“No, I like the idea of Uncle Elias watching over us,” she said. “I haven’t felt the 
house was haunted, but it seems like the kind of place that should be.”

“And this werewolf stuff?” I asked. 
She laughed and then she set her coffee mug down on the table. “A ghostly 

werewolf. I have to tell you, 
Georgie, sitting here right now, with you? The idea is hilarious. But when I’m wan-

dering around the house at one in the morning, getting a glass of water for a kid or 
trying to figure out where the cat is throwing up, because I can hear him retching? 
When I see how dark it is out there, right now, in this era of ubiquitous streetlights, 
I can’t imagine how terrifying it must have been here back then. Every noise in the 
woods, every strange shadow in the moonlight. I’m sure having an explanation for 
it, no matter how horrible, must have been preferable to the terrible not-knowing.”

“True,” I said, slowly.
“Anyway, it doesn’t matter,” she said, grabbing my face and making me look at 

her. “Listen. That thing—that werewolf thing—if it’s real, it sucks. And I am truly sorry 
for all the people in our family who might have felt they were the victims of it. But 
at any point along the way, we could have told each other what was going on. We 
could have listened to our slaves and not— I mean, my god, Georgie, we beat wom-
en for not wanting their children exposed to that. Punished mothers for wanting to 
protect their children. It’s disgusting.”

“You’ve read ‘Allendale’,” I said, realizing that this was the only way she could 
know that detail. She continued as if I hadn’t even said anything.

“We should have prepared each other for what was going on, told our children what 
to watch out for, respected the insight of people who had perspective we didn’t have. 
We should have tried to deal with it, openly and honestly, at least with each other. But, we 
never did. Generation after generation. If there’s a curse here, Georgie, it’s not the wolf.”
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ence, something I could not see but only feel, had spread throughout my 

body and was attempting to take over.”

I shuddered at the thought of that—my uncle in his ancient body struggling 

against forces that have had the better of much younger, more able-bodied men. 

But then, I thought, a dream is only a dream, and this one might well be the re-

sult of a man trying to process all of the information we had so lately learned.59

As we talked, I found that I felt less ill-at-ease and soon I was yielding to 

yawns and so took my turn on the cot. My uncle seemed very much awake 

59  “It’s not that I think the werewolf is real,” I said to Becky on another morning. 
“That’s not my question. My question is what kind of crazy George is. And I can’t 
really tell from studying ‘Allendale’ or from talking to him which is the right way to 
think about him.” She waited patiently for me to explain myself. “What I wonder is 
whether the clues are real—like, say, for instance, that people did really sing rhymes 
about the original Uncle Elias or whether people in the house sometimes inexplica-
bly spoke French—and he just gave them the wrong meaning or is the whole thing a 
delusion he just cribbed from H.P. Lovecraft?”

“Well, you did find the river on those maps and the absence of us from that 
book,” she pointed out.

“Yeah,” I said. “But...”
“You know, we could open up the basement floor. Just take a look at whatever 

George and Elias were looking at,” she said.
“He dumped six containers of sulfuric acid into a hole. There’s nothing left.”
“Technically, he dumped six containers of battery acid into a hole. And lived. And 

didn’t get burned himself, somehow, even though the only protective gear he had 
was a gas mask and the potential for splash-back pretty high. And he left identifiable 
remains of Uncle Elias,” she said, giving me that same old look as if she was waiting 
for me to catch up with her.

“Your point?” I said, trying to be as condescending to her in return.
She laughed and rolled her eyes, “I’m just saying, it wasn’t like it was pure sulfuric 

acid. We could open up the floor and see what else is in there.”
“Oh, sure,” I said. “Maybe Dad will help us jackhammer up the new concrete.”
“Oh, right,” she sighed. But then I realize something—there had to be an inven-

tory of the things found in the pit. If enough of Elias was left to make a positive 
identification, somewhere, in all these court records, must be a list of all the things 
they found, in order to say which things were Elias’s remains and which were not. 

I rushed to my bag and pulled out the file folder full of stuff I’d copied at the 
courthouse. I rummaged through it and found the list of evidence taken from the 
house, with corresponding bad photocopies of crime scene photos. Becky helped 
me spread everything on the table.

“The remains of at least five human specimens, it says,” I read to her, “But only 
one from the contemporary era. That’d be Elias. Some buttons, a gun barrel, three 
knife blades. Assorted animal bones, mostly canid.” But I said it ‘can-eyed,’ which I’m 
sure, had he been there, Uncle George would have found a hilarious byproduct of 
my inferior UT education.

“What kind of bones?” Becky asked.
“Oh, canid,” I said, now recognizing the word. “Oh. OH!” I said. “Canid. Like a dog.”
“Or a wolf,” she said.
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and he said he welcomed the chance to take his turn, even though the night-

mare had awoken him far ahead of his allotted time.

I fell asleep quickly and my dreams were as nightmarish as my uncles. I 

dreamed I was confined and alone, bound and gagged. I felt trapped, as if I 

had been buried far beneath the earth and forgotten60. I tried to scream, but, 

in the suffocating dark, it was useless. It was not a pleasant sleep and, for a 

second, I was not sorry for the echoing shriek which had flung me to a sharp 

and startled wakefulness.

I had been lying with my face to the outside door and so, when I started 

from my sleep, the first thing I saw was the door frame and then the flanking 

window frames. The windows themselves were black and yielded nothing of 

60  “I wondered if you’d forgotten me,” George said, the next time I sat across 
from him in the visiting room. He looked worse than I’d ever seen him, tired and 
drawn. His skin seemed to hang loose on him, like he’d recently lost a tremendous 
amount of weight, though he had always been fit.

“There was a wolf in the basement,” I said. “They found the bones.”
“I know,” he smiled weakly.
“Are you all right?” I asked.
“No,” he said. “I’ve been dreaming of Allendale, dreaming that Uncle Elias is still 

alive, that he and I are walking down by the river right at twilight, and we’re reminisc-
ing. And sometimes, there’s a woman who is standing at the back door of the house 
and she calls out to us, ‘Boys, now, take your shoes off before the moon rises.’ I can’t 
say for certain who it is, but in my dreams, it seems she is Abigail Allen, who died at 
the breakfast table with her children.”

“It must be hard to dream of being free,” I said.
“No, no,” he said. “That is not the hard part. The hard part is feeling so known and 

accepted and loved and knowing there’s nothing like that in the waking world for me.” 
We sat together silently for a few minutes, just being in each other’s company. “No, 
that’s not completely true,” he said, quietly. “The hardest part is knowing that we failed.”

“Failed?”
“I’ve realized that it doesn’t matter if this is real or an illusion. If it is an illusion, it’s 

because I have failed to destroy the werewolf and it is, as we speak, killing me. This,” 
he waved his hand, “is just to keep me calm as I die, having failed to end generations 
of unspeakable misery. You, my dear, are most definitely not safe and I have no way 
of warning you. Or you are real and this is real and I am actually being punished for 
a murder I would have never committed, not if lives depended on it. Which means, 
in this world, the werewolf has its revenge on me. 

When it springs forth again—”
“How could it?” I interrupted. “You burned it. You did what you were supposed 

to do. It can’t come back.”
“Do you think that I am smarter than Timothy Demonbreun?”
“What? I have no idea,” I said.
“Did not Demonbreun think that he had taken the necessary precautions? And 

yet he was wrong. It wasn’t enough. Why would we be any more successful than a 
man who lived in a world that acknowledged the existence of these creatures? A 



32

man who is fighting a real thing is always more successful than a man who is fighting 
a myth. Maybe we wounded it. And maybe it will stay away for a while. That would be 
the most we can hope for.”

“But it’s not real,” I insisted. “You can’t lose to something that isn’t real.”
He ignored me and finished his thought, “When it springs forth again, the family 

will be helpless before it. 
No one who fought it will be around to face it again.”
“Well, why can’t we just be vigilant?” I asked, trying to pull myself together. “Why 

can’t we just teach each other to watch out for it?”
“You don’t believe me and I am an eye-witness,” he said, sadly. “Why would your 

children, when you have them, believe you?”
We sat silently for a while. “It’d be nice if there were something verifiable,” I said, 

finally. “Like I could say to them, ‘I know I’m asking you to be open to the reality of 
this impossible thing, that seems hard to believe, but look at this other impossible 
thing, and we all know that’s real.’ Something to give credence to impossible things.”

Uncle George just nodded sadly.
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the outside, because the basement was lit. It was not a strong light, certainly 

not strong enough to read by, but it kept off the outside and cast a shadow of 

myself and the cot on the floor. It had an unhealthy yellowish glow, almost 

the color of an infection. This was what sprung to my mind, perhaps because 

the smell of the place, the stench, was so strong now, and my ears still rang 

from the horrific scream which had awoken me61.

I leaped over to the equipment we had left trained on the moldy spot in 

front of the fireplace. As I turned, I dreaded what I was about to see, for I 

knew that scream had been in my uncle’s voice but I didn’t know what men-

ace I would have to defend him and myself against.

It was worse than I could have ever dreamed. Out of the fungus-ridden 

earth steamed up a vaporous corpse-light, yellow and diseased, which bub-

bled and lapped almost to the ceiling in vague outlines half-human and 

61  A few weeks later, I was over at my sister’s for dinner. We were all sitting around 
the table—Becky, me, her three kids, and her husband—when the front door opened 
and we heard footsteps in the hall.

“Dad?” Becky called, because that was the logical first guess. “You want some 
dinner? I can make you up a plate.”

“No,” said a voice similar to our father’s, but different enough that I shot up from 
my chair. “I just need to check the basement.” The color drained out of Becky’s face. 
I was frozen in fear. 

“George?” I finally managed to call out.
“It’s fine,” he called back from the basement. “Everything is fine.”
“I’m calling the cops,” Becky’s husband said, wrestling with his phone. I made my 

way cautiously to the basement steps. I didn’t believe we had anything to fear from 
him, but I didn’t want to risk my niece and nephews on that belief. Down the steps I 
went, past the new couch and the new TV, crossing in front of the old fireplace and 
back by the new bathroom. I opened the laundry room door and then checked the 
storage space under the new stairs. The basement was empty.

“He must have gone out the back,” I called up. No one answered me. I opened 
one of the glass doors and stepped out onto the back walk. I stopped for a sec-
ond, to see if I could hear someone running down the lane or through the woods. 
The only noise was the evening crickets. I went clear to the end of the driveway 
and looked out over the bluff. No one had gone down to the river. For a man who 
hadn’t been outside in fifteen years, George apparently could still move quickly. 
There seemed to be nothing to do but to go back inside and wait for the police to 
come search for him.

I came back upstairs to find my sister sitting with her head in her hands, her hus-
band crouching next to her, patting her arm. “What?”

“I called Dad,” Becky said, “to tell him that Uncle George had escaped, that he was 
here. But while I was on the phone with him, he got another call, from the hospital.”

She didn’t even have to tell me. I knew from the look on her face. George was dead. 
He’d hanged himself with a bedsheet about the time we heard him in Allendale.
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half-monstrous, through which I could see the chimney and the fireplace 

beyond. Its wolfish and mocking eyes were the only distinctive feature I 

could make out. And yes, I say that I saw the damned thing, but it’s only 

as I write this that I can really begin to remember its outlines. At the time 

it seemed to me only a seething, dimly phosphorescent cloud of fungal 

loathsomeness, enveloping and dissolving the one thing I was focused on—

my poor uncle, Elias Allen—whose blackening and decaying features leered 

and gibbered at me, who reached out dripping claws to rend me in the fury 

which this horror had brought. 

Jesus Christ. Jesus Christ. Jesus Christ. Blind training is all that saved 

me. Jesus Christ. I had drilled for this moment, imagined it before I went 

to sleep, played out on my drives to the store and to work—Jesus Christ—

what I would do in circumstances that seemed beyond plausibility. Jesus 

Christ. I recognized immediately that the bubbling evil was of no substance 

reachable by ordinary measure—Jesus Christ—and so I ignored the flame 

throwers which loomed to my left.  I pulled the EMP weapon from its place 

and took a deep breath. Jesus Christ. I pulled the trigger and there was a 

noise, almost like the thud you feel in your chest at a stop light when the 

neighboring car has its infernal music turned up too loud. Jesus Christ. I 

realized it was me saying that, praying for help without realizing it.

No help came.

In the midst of this demonic spectacle, I saw a fresh horror which sent 

me fumbling and staggering toward that unlocked door and out into the 

rain-damp yard, completely careless about what abnormal terrors I might 

be freeing into the world. In that dim light, the form of my uncle had be-

gun to liquefy and, as it had done so, I saw play across his face such changes 

of identity as one can scarcely conceive. He seemed at once to be a devil 

and a multitude. Lit by the strange light in the basement, that gelatinous 

face assumed a dozen—a score—a hundred—aspects, grinning, as it sank to 

the ground on a body that melted like tallow, in the caricatured likeness of 

legions strange and yet not strange.

I saw the features of the Allen line, masculine and feminine, adult and 

infantile, and other features old and young, course and refined, familiar 

and unfamiliar. It was frightful beyond conception, toward the last, when 



35

a curious blend of servant, slave, and baby faces flickered close to the 

fungous floor where a pool of greenish grease was spreading, it seemed as 

though the shifting features fought against themselves and strove to form 

into my uncle’s kindly face. I like to think that he existed at that moment, 

and that he tried to say good-bye to me. It seemed to me that I hiccupped 

a sobbing farewell to him as I lurched out into the yard; a thin stream of 

grease following me through the door.

The rest is so terrible. There was no one on that soaked hill and no 

one I dared tell. I walked aimlessly down toward the river and then back 

up to Peach Valley Road and out to Route 109, just to see the passing 

cars and have the reassurance of the continued existence of the rest of 

the world. Then the gray dawn unfolded wetly from the east, silhouetting 

the archaic hill and the old house, and beckoning to the place where my 

terrible work was still unfinished. And in the end I went, wet, hatless, and 

dazed in the morning light, and entered that awful door to the basement 

of Allendale, which I had left open, and which still swung cryptically in 

the morning light.

The grease was gone and in front of the fireplace was no remaining 

hint of the giant doubled-up form. I looked at the cot, the chairs, the ne-

glected equipment, and the yellow straw hat of my uncle. I was so dazed 

I could scarcely recall what was dream and what was reality. But then, it 

all came back to me. Sitting down, I tried to remember it all, in as minute 

a detail as possible, in order to gather some clue as to how I might, once 

and for all, end the horror. It didn’t seem to be real, not solid in form, 

but instead some kind of emanation, some vampirish vapor, a cemetery 

mist. Oh, this I felt was a clue, and again I looked at the floor in front of 

the fireplace, this time not for the oddly shaped mold, but for how the 

bricks had been arranged. In ten minutes, my mind was made up, and 

taking only my uncle’s hat, set now squarely on my head, I set out back to 

town, back home, where I bathed, ate, and gave an order by phone to the 

military surplus store for a pickaxe, a spade, a gas-mask, and six containers 

of sulfuric acid, all to be delivered the next morning at the basement door 

of Allendale. After that, I tried to sleep, and failing that I passed the hours 

reading and in the composition of inane verse to counteract my mood.
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At 11 a.m. the next day, I began to dig. The weather was sunny and I was 

glad for it. I was still alone, because, as much as I feared the unknown horror, 

I feared telling anyone—feared they’d think I was mad, feared they’d think I 

killed my dear uncle62. Later, I told the Fitzgeralds out of necessity, and be-

cause they were already somewhat aware of the circumstances of the house. 

As I turned up the stinking black earth in front of the fireplace, my spade 

causing a viscous yellow ichor to ooze from the white fungi which it severed, 

I trembled at the thought of what I might uncover. Some secrets are better 

left undiscovered and I worried this might be one of them.

My hand shook perceptibly, but still I dug. After a while I was standing in 

a large hole I had made. With the deepening of the hole, which was about 

six feet square, the evil smell increased, and I lost all doubt of my imminent 

contact with the hellish thing whose emanations had cursed the house for two 

centuries. I wondered what it would look like—what form it might take, and 

how big it might have grown, through the long ages of preying on my family. 

After a while I climbed out of the hole and arranged the containers of 

acid around two sides, so that I could empty them into the hole quickly. 

After that, I dumped earth only on the other two sides and I worked more 

slowly. I donned my gas mask as the smell grew. 

Suddenly my spade struck something softer than earth, the gentle give 

of rotting wood. I shuddered and turned to climb out of the hole, which 

was now as deep as my neck. Then courage returned. I thought back to 

Demonbreun’s letter— Jean Deraque, “deux fils, ainsi que quatre Indiens.” 

I couldn’t know which crude coffin contained the garou, but I knew I had 

to uncover all seven bodies. Slowly, so slowly, the layer of dead men revealed 

itself, some covered still with planks not yet rotted completely away, some so 

bare all that was left of them were bones and bits of metal—buttons, buckles, 

coins, and the like. One of the partial skeletons—one of the Deraques, I 

presume—was larger than the rest and its skull was obviously lupine, even in 

the dimly lit hole. Though the rest of the bones were gray and crumbling, 

the teeth of this one were still sharp and white. Whether it was a trick of 

light, I cannot say, but I swear I saw the jaw open slightly and then seem to 

snap shut, as if whatever vital animating force compelled the beast was not 

62  Sorry, Uncle George.
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thwarted by barely having a body to animate.

The blinding maelstrom of greenish-yellow vapor which surged tempes-

tuously up from that hole as the floods of acid descended will never leave 

my memory. All along Peach Valley Drive and up toward town, people still 

talk about the yellow day, when a barge filled with god-knows-what leaked 

into the Cumberland River, but I know how mistaken they are to the source. 

They tell, too, of the hideous roar which came at the same time, possibly the 

hull of the barge tearing open on some long-forgotten building drown by the 

TVA—but again I could correct them if I dared. 

I don’t see how I lived through it. Certainly none of the sensitive equip-

ment we had carried into the basement with us did. All was ruined and 

the information on it unsalvageable. I passed out after emptying the fourth 

container, which I had to handle after the fumes had begun to penetrate my 

mask. But when I recovered, I saw that the bodies were all gone and the hole 

was emitting no fresh vapors.

The two remaining containers I emptied down without particular result, 

and after a time, I felt it safe to shovel the earth back into the pit. It was twi-

light before I was done, but the fear had gone out of the place. The dampness 

was less noticeable and all the strange fungi had withered to a grayish powder 

which blew ash-like all along the floor. Hell had received at last the demon 

soul of an unhallowed thing. As I patted down the last spadeful of dirt, I 

shed the first of many tears with which I have paid tribute to my beloved 

uncle.

The next spring, the daffodils bloomed at Allendale and shortly afterward 

the Fitzgeralds rented the place. The barren old catalpa tree in the yard was 

white with flowers, and last year the birds nested in its gnarled boughs63.

I still have wolfish-dreams, dreams that I am being pursued by a thing, 

something like a cross between a bear and a wild hog and a wolf and a moun-

63  We have, from time to time, heard George around the house. Most common-
ly, he is in the basement, where he sometimes sings, and sometimes laughs, and 
sometimes says, “Everything’s fine.”

In the spirit of being more open about our troubles, I have put a copy of “Al-
lendale” and George’s trial records along with my own notes on the matter, in the 
Sumner County Archives. If our troubles return, that generation won’t be starting 
from scratch in dealing with it.

I hope that brings George some peace.
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tain lion. But my father assures me that this is another family matter, a sep-

arate problem unique to the Allens, long left in the past, nothing to worry 

about64. And, as long as I don’t dream in French or wake to small scratches 

or bite marks, I shall continue to believe him65.

64 Thought I never had the chance to ask George about this, I believe this is a ref-
erence to a distant cousin of ours—Ben Allen—who was a famous Nashville occultist 
and who had what we might call interesting friends.

65 Many people in my family believe George killed himself out of guilt. That has 
become the accepted version of why he died—he finally felt remorse for killing Un-
cle Elias. Becky feels confident that he sacrificed himself so that he could guard 
Allendale from the wolf, should it ever return.

I like to believe that version. And mostly I do. Yet sometimes I wonder if he was 
right and he was just a man trapped in a dream while a monster killed him. That 
can’t be. I mean, I’m still here and someone’s dream doesn’t just continue on after 
he’s dead. 

But sometimes, when it’s dark and I’m standing in the back yard at Allendale, 
looking out at the river shining in the moonlight. I feel like there is some other world, 
more real than this one, that I can’t quite perceive. 

It’s hidden in the woods or tucked in between the logs that make up the old 
cabin Allendale built itself around or buried in the basement. I lack the courage to 
go look for it. I’m afraid I’ll find it.
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