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CHAPTER 13
ZOMBIES

hat is the whole truth and nothing else but the truth

about Zombies? I do not know, but I know that I

saw the broken remnant, relic, or refuse of Felicia
Felix-Mentor in a hospital yard.

Here in the shadow of the Empire State Building, death and
the graveyard are final. It is such a positive end that we use
it as a measure of nothingness and eternity. We have the quick
and the dead. But in Haiti there is the quick, the dead, and
then there are Zombies.

This is the way Zombies are spoken of: They are the bodies
without souls. The living dead. Once they were dead, and
after that they were called back to life again.

No one can stay in Haiti long without hearing Zombies
mentioned in one way or another, and the fear of this thing
and all that it means seeps over the country like a ground
current of cold air. This fear is real and deep. It is more like
a group of fears. For there is the outspoken fear among the
peasants of the work of Zombies. Sit in the market place and
pass a day with the market woman and notice how often some
vendeuse cries out that a Zombie with its invisible hand has
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Felicia Felix-Mentar, the Zombie

filched her money, or her goods. Or the accusation is made
that a Zombie has been set upon her or some one of her family
to work a piece of evil. Big Zombies who come in the night
to do malice are talked about. Also the little girl Zombies who
are sent out by their owners in the dark dawn to sell little
packets of roasted coffee. Before sun up their cries of ““Cafe
grille”” can be heard from dark places in the streets and one
can only see them if one calls out for the seller to come with
her goods. Then the little dead one makes herself visible and
mounts the steps.

The upper class Haitians fear too, but they do not talk about
it so openly as do the poor. But to them also it is a horrible
possibility. Think of the fiendishness of the thing. It is not
good for a person who has lived all his life surrounded by a
degree of fastidious culture, loved to his last breath by family
and friends, to contemplate the probability of his resurrected
body being dragged from the vault—rthe best that love and
means could provide, and set to toiling ceaselessly in the ba-
nana fields, working like a beast, unclothed like a beast, and
like a brute crouching in some foul den in the few hours
allowed for rest and food. From an educated, intelligent being
to an unthinking, unknowing beast. Then there is the helpless-
ness of the situation. Family and friends cannot rescue the
victim because they do not know. They think the loved one
is sleeping peacefully in his grave. They may motor past the
plantation where the Zombie who was once dear to them is
held captive often and again and its soulless eyes may have
fallen upon them without thought or recognition. It is not to
be wondered at that now and then when the rumor spreads
that a Zombie has been found and recognized, that angry
crowds gather and threaten violence to the persons alleged to
be responsible for the crime.

Yet in spite of this obvious fear and the preparations that I
found being made to safeguard the bodies of the dead against
this possibility, I was told by numerous upper class Haitians
that the whole thing was a myth. They pointed out that the
common people were superstitious, and that the talk of Zom-
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bies had no more basis in fact than the European belief in the
Werewolf.

But I had the good fortune to learn of several celebrated
cases in the past and then in addition, I had the rare opportu-
nity to see and touch an authentic case. I listened to the broken
noises in its throat, and then, I did what no one else had ever
done, I photographed it. If I had not experienced all of this
in the strong sunlight of a hospital yard, I might have come
away from Haiti interested but doubtful. But I saw this case
of Felicia Felix-Mentor, which was vouched for by the highest
authority. So I know that there are Zombies in Haiti. People
have been called back from the dead.

Now, why have these dead folk not been allowed to remain
in their graves? There are several answers to this question,
according to the case.

A was awakened because somebody required his body as a
beast of burden. In his natural state he could never have been
hired to work with his hands, so he was made into a Zombie
because they wanted his services as a laborer. B was sum-
moned to labor also but he is reduced to the level of a beast
as an act of revenge. C was the culmination of ““ba’ Moun”
ceremony and pledge. That is, he was given as a sacrifice to
pay off a debt to a spirit for benefits received.

I asked how the victims were chosen and many told me that
any corpse not too old to work would do. The Bocor watched
the cemetery and went back and took suitable bodies. Others
said no, that the Bocor and his associates knew exactly who
was going to be resurrected even before they died. They knew
this because they themselves brought about the ““death.”

Maybe a plantation owner has come to the Bocor to “‘buy”
some laborers, or perhaps an enemy wants the utmost in re-
venge. He makes an agreement with the Bocor to do the
work. After the proper ceremony, the Bocor in his most pow-
erful and dreaded aspect mounts a horse with his face toward
the horse’s tail and rides after dark to the house of the victim.
There he places his lips to the crack of the door and sucks out
the soul of the victim and rides off in all speed. Soon the victim
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falls ill, usually beginning with a headache, and in a few hours
is dead. The Bocor, not being a member of the family, is
naturally not invited to the funeral. But he is there in the
cemetery. He has spied on everything from a distance. He is
in the cemetery but does not approach the party. He never
even faces it directly, but takes in everything out of the corner
of his eye. At midnight he will return for his victim.

Everybody agrees that the Bocor is there at the tomb at
midnight with the soul of the dead one. But some contend that
he has it in a bottle all labelled. Others say no, that he has it
in his bare hand. That is the only disagreement. The tomb is
opened by the associates and the Bocor enters the tomb, calls
the name of the victim. He must answer because the Bocor has
the soul there in his hand. The dead man answers by lifting
his head and the moment he does this, the Bocor passes the
soul under his nose for a brief second and chains his wrists.
Then he bears the victim on the head to awaken him further.
Then he leads him forth and the tomb is closed again as if it
never had been disturbed.

The victim is surrounded by the associates and the march to
the hounfort (Voodoo temple and its surroundings) begins.
He is hustled along in the middle of the crowd. Thus he is
screened from prying eyes to a great degree and also in his
half-waking state he is unable to orientate himself. But the
victim is not carried directly to the hounfort. First he is carried
past the house where he lived. Thir is always done. Must be.
If the victim were not taken past his former house, later on he
would recognize it and return. But once he is taken past, it is
gone from his consciousness forever. It is as if it never existed
for him. He is then taken to the hounfort and given a drop of
a liquid, the formula for which is most secret. After that the
victim is a Zombie. He will work ferociously and tirelessly
without consciousness of his surroundings and conditions and
without memory of his former state. He can never speak
again, unless he is given salt. ““We have examples of a man
who gave salt to a demon by mistake and he come man again
and can write the name of the man who gave him to the loa,”
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Altar to Baron Cimeterre

“What loa you want me to call for you?”

The man makes his choice. Then the houngan begins in
earnest to summon the loa wanted. No one knows what he
says because he is talking “‘langage’’ that is, language, a way
of denoting the African patter used by all houngans for special
occasions. The syllables are his very own, that is, something
that cannot be taught. It must come to the priest from the loa.
He calls many gods. Then the big jars under the table that
contain spirits of houngans long dead begin to groan. These
spirits in jars have been at the bottom of the water for a long
time. The loa was not taken from their heads at death and so
they did not go away from the earth but went to the bottom
of the water to stay until they got tired and demanded to be
taken out. All houngans have one more of these spirit jars in
the hounfort. Some have many. The groaning of the jars gets
louder as the houngan keeps calling. Finally one jar speaks
distinctly, “'Pourquoi ou derange’ moi?”” (Why do you disturb
me?) The houngan signals the man to answer the loa. So he
states his case.

“Papa, loa, ou mem, qui connais toute baggage ou mem qui
chef te de I'eau, moi duange’ on pour mande’ ou servir moi.”
(Papa, loa, yourself, who knows all things, you yourself who
is master of waters, I disturb you to ask you to serve me.)

The Voice: Ma connasis ca on besoin. Mais, on dispose pour
servir moi aussi? (I know what you want, but are you disposed
to serve me also?)

The Man: Yes, command me what you want.

Voice: I am going to give you all that you want, but you
must make all things that I want. Write your name in your own
blood and put the paper in the jar.

The houngan, stll chanting, pricks the man’s finger so
sharply that he cries out. The blood flows and the supplicant
dips a pen in it and writes his name and puts the paper in the
jar. The houngan opens a bottle of rum and pours some in the
jar. There is the gurgling sound of drinking.

The Voice: And now I am good (I do good) for you. Now
I tell you what you must do. You must give me someone that
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you love. Today you are going into your house and stay ur!til
tomorrow. On the eighth day you are returning here with
something of the man that you are going to give me. Come
also with some money in gold. The voice ceases. The houngan
finishes presently, after repeating everything that the Voice
from the jar has said, and dismisses the man. He goes away and
returns on the day appointed and the houngan calls up the loa

again.
The Voice: Are you prepared for me?
The Man: Yes.

The Voice: Have you done all that I told you?

The Man: Yes. .

The Voice (to houngan): Go out. (to man) Give me the
gold money.

(The man gives it.) .

The Voice: Now, you belong to me and I can do with you
as I wish. If I want you in the cemetery I can put you there.

The Man: Yes, I know you have all power with me. [ put

" myself in your care because I want prosperity.

The Voice: That I will give you. Look under the table. You
will find a little box. In this box there are little beasts. Take
this little box and put it in your pocket. Every eighth day you
must put in it five hosts (Communion wafers). Ne.i*,’erﬁ:;rrget 10
give the hosts. Now, go to your house and put the little box in
a big box. Treat it as if it were your son. It is now your son.
Every midnight open the box and let the beasts out. .At four
o’'clock he will return and cry to come in and you w11.l open
for him and close the box again. And every time you give lfhe
beasts the communion, immediately after, you w_ill receive
large sums of money. Each year on this date you will come to
me with another man that you wish to give me. Also you must
bring the box with rthe beasts. If you do not come, the third
night after the date, the beasts in the box will become great
huge animals and execute my will upon you for your failure
to keep your vow. If you are very sick on that day that Fhe
offering falls due say to your best friend that he must bring
the offering box for you. Also you must send the name of the
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person you intend to give me as pay for working for you and
he must sign a new contract with me for you.

All is finished between the Voice and the man. The houn-
gan re-enters and sends the man away with assurance that he
will commence the work at once. Alone he makes ceremony
to call the soul of the person who is to be sacrificed. No one
would be permitted to see that. When the work in the houn-
fort is finished, then speeds the rider on the horse. The rider
who faces backwards on the horse, who will soon place his lips
to the crack of the victim’s door and draw his soul away. Then
will follow the funeral and after that the midnight awakening.
And the march to the hounfort for the drop of liquid that will
make him a Zombie, one of the living dead.

Some maintain that a real and true priest of Voodoo, the
houngan, has nothing to do with such practices. That it is the
bocor and priests of the devil—worshipping cults—who do
these things. But it is not always easy to tell just who is a
houngan and who is a bocor. Often the two offices occupy the
same man at different times. There is no doubt that some
houngans hold secret ceremonies which their usual following
know nothing of. It would be necessary to investigate every
houngan and bocor in Haiti rigidly over a period of years to
determine who was purely houngan and who was purely
bocor. There is certainly some overlapping in certain cases. A
well known houngan of Leogane, who has become a very
wealthy man by his profession is spoken of as a bocor more
often than as a houngan. There are others in the same category
that I could name. Soon after I arrived in Haiti a young
woman who was on friendly terms with me said, ““You know,
you should not go around alone picking acquaintances with
these houngans. You are liable to get involved in something
that is not good. You must have someone to guide you.” |
laughed it off at the time, but months later I began to see what
she was hinting at.

What is involved in the ““give man” and making of Zombies
is a question that cannot be answered anywhere with legal
proof. Many names are called. Most frequently mentioned in

189



this respect is the Man of Trou Forban. That legendary charac-
ter who lives in the hole in the mountain near St. Marc. He
who has enchanted caves full of coffee and sugar plantations.
The entrance to this cave or this series of caves is said to be
closed by a huge rock that is lifted by a glance from the master.
The Marines are said to have blown up this great rock with
dynamite at one time, but the next morning it was there whole
and in place again. When the master of Trou Forban walks,
the whole earth trembles. There are tales of the master and his
wife, who is reputed to be a greater bocor than he. She does
not live with him at Trou Forban. She is said to have a great
hounfort of her own on the mountain called Tapion near Petit
Gouave. She is such a great houngan that she is honored by
Agoue’ te Royo, Maitre I'eau, and walks the waters with the
same ease that others walk the earth. But she rides in boats
whenever it suits her fancy. One time she took a sailboat to
go up the coast near St. Marc to visit her husband, Vixama.
She appeared to be an ordinary peasant woman and the cap-
tain paid her no especial attention until they arrived on the
coast below Trou Forban. Then she revealed herself and ex-
pressed her great satisfaction with the voyage. She felt that the
captain had been extremely kind and courteous, so she went
to call her husband to come down to the sea to meet him.
Realizing now who she was, the captain was afraid and made
ready to sail away before she could return from the long trip
up the mountain. But she had mounted to the trou very
quickly and returned with Vixama to find the captain and his
crew poling the boat away from the shore in the wildest terror.
The wind was against them and they could not sail away. Mme.
Vixama smiled at their fright and hurled two grains of corn
which she held in her hand on to the deck of the boat and they
immediately turned into golden coin. The captain was more
afraid and hastily brushed them into the sea. They sailed south
all during the night, much relieved that they had broken all
connections with Vixama and his wife. But at first light the
next morning he found four gold coins of the same denomina-
tion as the two that he had refused the day before. Then he
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knew that the woman of Vixama had passed the night on
board and had given them a good voyage as well—the four
gold coins were worth twenty dollars each.

There are endless tales of the fears of the occupant of this

hole high up on this inaccessible mountain. But in fact it has
yet o be proved that anyone has ever laid eyes on him. He
is like Fhe goddess in the volcano of Hawaii, and Vulcan in. M.
Vesuvius. It is true that men, taking advantage of the legend
fmd the credulous nature of the people, have set up business
in the mountain to their profit. The name of this Man of Trou
Eorban is known by few and rarely spoken by those who know
it. This whispered name is Vixama, which in itself means
invisible spirit. He who sits with a hive of honey-bees in his
long flowing beard. It is he who is reputed to be the greatest
buyer of souls. His contact man is reputed to be Mardi
Progres. But we hear too much about the practice around
Archahaie and other places to credit Trou Forban as the head-
quarters. Some much more accessible places than the moun-
tain top is the answer. And some much more substantial being
than the invisible Vixama.
. If embalming were customary, it would remove the possibil-
ity of Zombies from the minds of the people. But since it is
not done, many families rake precautions against the body
being disturbed.

Some set up a watch in the cemetery for thirty-six hours
afteF the burial. There could be no revival after that. Some
families have the bodies cut open, insuring real death. Many
peasants put a knife in the right hand of the corpse and flex
the arm in such a way that it will deal a blow with the knife
to whoever disturbs it for the first day or so. But the most
popular defense is to poison the body. Many of the doctors
have fespecially long hypodermic needles for injecting a dose

of poison into the heart, and sometimes into other parts of the
body as well.

.A case reported from Port du Paix proves the necessity of
this. In Haiti if a person dies whose parents are still alive, the
mother does not follow the body to the grave unless it i,s an
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only child. Neither does she wear mourning in the regular
sense. She wears that coarse material known as *'gris-blanc.”
The next day after the burial, however, she goes to the grave
to say her private farewell.

In the following case everything had seemed irregular. The
girl’s sudden illness and quick death. Then, too, her body
stayed warm. So the family was persuaded that her death was
unnatural and that some further use was to be made of her
body after burial. They were urged to have it secretly poi-
soned before it was interred. This was done and the funeral
went off in routine manner.

The next day, like Mary going to the tomb of Jesus, the
mother made her way to the cemetery to breathe those last
syllables that mothers do over their dead, and like Mary she
found the stones rolled away. The tomb was open and the
body lifted out of the coffin. It had not been moved because
it was so obviously poisoned. But the ghouls had not troubled
themselves to rearrange things as they were.

Testimony regarding Zombies with names and dates come
from all parts of Haiti. I shall cite a few without using actual
names to avoid embarrassing the families of the victims.

In the year 1898 at Cap Haitian a woman had one son who
was well educated but rather petted and spoiled. There was
some trouble about a girl. He refused to accept responsibility
and when his mother was approached by a member of the
girl’s family she refused to give any sort of satisfaction. Two
weeks later the boy died rather suddenly and was buried.
Several Sundays later the mother went to church and after she
went wandering around the town—just walking aimlessly in
her grief, she found herself walking along Bord Mer. She saw
some laborers loading ox carts with bags of coffee and was
astonished to see her son among these silent workers who
were being driven to work with ever increasing speed by the
foreman. She saw her son see her without any sign of recogni-
tion. She rushed up to him screaming out his name. He re-
garded her without recognition and without sound. By this
time the foreman tore her loose from the boy and drove her
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away. She went to get help, but it was a long time and when
she returned she could not find him. The foreman denied that
there had ever been anyone of that description around. She
never saw him again, though she haunted the water front and
coffee warehouses until she died.

A white Protestant missionary minister told me that he had
a young man convert to his flock who was a highly intelligent
fellow and a clever musician. He went to a dance and fell dead
on the floor. The missionary conducted the funeral and saw
the young man placed in the tomb and the tomb closed. A few
weeks later another white minister of another Protestant de-
nomination came to him and said, “'I had occasion to visit the
jail and who do you suppose I saw there? It was C. R.”

“Bur it is not possible. C. R. is dead. I saw him buried with
my own eyes."’

“Well, you just go down to the prison and see for yourself.
He is there, for nobody knows I saw him. After I had talked
with a prisoner I went there to see, I passed along the line of
cells and saw him crouching like some wild beast in one of the
cells. T hurried here to tell you about it.”

The former pastor of C. R. hurried to the prison and made
some excuse to visit in the cell block. And there was his late
convert, just as he had been told. This happened in Port-au-
Prince.

Then there was the case of P., also a young man. He died
and was buried. The day of the funeral passed and the mother
being so stricken some friends remained overnight in the
house with her and her daughter. It seems that the sister of
the dead boy was more wakeful than the rest. Late in the night
she heard subdued chanting, the sound of blows in the street
approaching the house and looked out of the window. At the
moment she did so, she heard the voice of her brother crying
out: ““Mama! Mama! Sauvez moi!”" (Save me!) She screamed
and aroused the house and others of the inside looked out and
saw the procession and heard the cry. But such is the terror
inspired by these ghouls, that no one, not even the mother or
sister, dared go out to attempt a rescue. The procession moved
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on out of sight. And in the morning the young girl was found
to be insane.

But the most famous Zombie case of all Haiti is the case of
Marie M. It was back in October 1909 that this beautiful
young daughter of a prominent family died and was buried.
Everything appeared normal and people generally forgot
about the beautiful girl who had died in the very bloom of her
youth. Five years passed.

Then one day a group of girls from the same school which
Marie had attended went for a walk with one of the Sisters
who conducted the school. As they passed a house one of the
girls screamed and said that she had seen Marie M. The Sister
tried to convince her she was mistaken. But others had seen
her too. The news swept over Port-au-Prince like wild fire.
The house was surrounded, but the owner refused to let any-
one enter without the proper legal steps. The father of the
supposedly dead girl was urged to take out a warrant and have
the house searched. This he refused to do at once. Finally he
was forced to do so by the pressure of public opinion. By that
time the owner had left secretly. There was no one nor noth-
ing in the house. The sullen action of the father caused many
to accuse him of complicity in the case. Some accused her
uncle and others her god father. And some accused all three.
The public clamored for her grave to be opened for inspec-
tion. Finally this was done. A skeleton was in the coffin but it
was too long for the box. Also the clothes that the girl had
been buried in were not upon the corpse. They were neatly
folded beside the skeleton that had strangely outgrown its
coffin.

It is said that the reason she was in the house where she was
seen was that the houngan who had held her had died. His
wife wanted to be rid of the Zombies that he had collected.
She went to a priest about it and he told her these people must
be liberated. Restitution must be made as far as possible. So
the widow of the houngan had turned over Marie M. among
others to this officer of the church and it was while they were
wondering what steps to take in the matter that she was seen
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by her school mates. Later dressed in the habit of a nun she
was smuggled off to France where she was seen later in a
convent by her brother. It was the most notorious case in all
Haiti and people still talk about it whenever Zombies are
mentioned.

In the course of a conversation on November 8, 1936, Dr.
Rulx Léon, Director-General of the Service d’” Hygiene, told
me that a Zombie had been found on the road and was now
at the hospital at Gonaives. I had his permission to make an
investigation of the matter. He gave me letters to the officers
of the hospital. On the following Sunday I went up to Go-
naives and spent the day. The chief of staff of the hospital was
very kind and helped me in every way that he could. We
found the Zombie in the hospital yard. They had just set her
dinner before her but she was not eating. She hovered against
the fence in a sort of defensive position. The moment that she
sensed our approach, she broke off a limb of a shrub and began
to use it to dust and clean the ground and the fence and the
table which bore her food. She huddled the cloth about her
head more closely and showed every sign of fear and expecta-
tion of abuse and violence. The two doctors with me made
kindly noises and tried to reassure her. She seemed to hear
nothing. Just kept on trying to hide herself. The doctor uncov-
ered her head for a moment but she promptly clapped her
arms and hands over it to shut out the things she dreaded.

I said to the doctor that I had permission of Dr. Léon to take
some pictures and he helped me to go about it. I took her first
in the position that she assumed herself whenever left alone.
That is, cringing against the wall with the cloth hiding her face
and head. Then in other positions. Finally the doctor forcibly
uncovered her and held her so that I could take her face. And
the sight was dreadful. That blank face with the dead eyes. The
eyelids were white all around the eyes as if they had been
burned with acid. It was pronounced enough to come out in
the picture. There was nothing that you could say to her or get
from her except by looking at her, and the sight of this wreck-
age was too much to endure for long. We went to a more
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cheerful part of the hospital and sat down to talk. We discussed
at great length the theories of how Zombies come to be. It was
concluded thart it is not a case of awakening the dead, but a
matter of the semblance of death induced by some drug
known to a few. Some secret probably brought from Africa
and handed down from generation to generation. These men
know the effect of the drug and the antidote. It is evident that
it destroys that part of the brain which governs speech and will
power. The victims can move and act but cannot formulate
thought. The two doctors expressed their desire to gain this
secret, but they realize the impossibility of doing so. These
secret societies are secret. They will die before they will tell.
They cited instances. I said I was willing to try. Dr. Legros said
that perhaps I would find myself involved in something so
terrible, something from which I could not extricate myself
alive, and that I would curse the day that I had entered upon
my search. Then we came back to the case in hand, and Dr.
Legros and Dr. Belfong told me her story.

Her name is Felicia Felix-Mentor. She was a native of En-
nery and she and her husband kept a little grocery. She had
one child, a boy. In 1907 she took suddenly ill and died and
was buried. There were the records to show. The years passed.
The husband married again and advanced himself in life. The
little boy became a man. People had forgotten all about the
wife and mother who had died so long ago.

Then one day in October 1936 someone saw a naked
woman on the road and reported it to the Garde d’Haiti. Then
this same woman turned up on a farm and said, “This is the
farm of my father. I used to live here.”” The tenants tried to
drive her away. Finally the boss was sent for and he came and
recognized her as his sister who had died and been buried
twenty-nine years before. She was in such wretched condition
that the authorities were called in and she was sent to the
hospital. Her husband was sent for to confirm the identifica-
tion, but he refused. He was embarrassed by the matter as he
was now a minor official and wanted nothing to do with the
affair at all. But President Vincent and Dr. Léon were in the
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neighborhood at the time and he was forced to come. He did
so and reluctantly made the identification of this woman as his
former wife.

How did this woman, supposedly dead for twenty-nine
years, come to be wandering naked on a road? Nobody will
tell who knows. The secret is with some bocor dead or alive.
Sometimes a missionary converts one of these bocors and he
gives up all his paraphernalia to the church and frees his
captives if he has any. They are not freed publicly, you under-
stand, as that would bring down the vengeance of the commu-
nity upon his head. These creatures, unable to tell anything
—for almost always they have lost the power of speech for-
ever—are found wandering about. Sometimes the bocor dies
and his widow refuses their responsibility for various reasons.
Then again they are set free. Neither of these happenings is
common.

But Zombies are wanted for more uses besides field work.
They are reputedly used as sneak thieves. The market women
cry out continually that little Zombies are stealing their
change and goods. Their invisible hands are believed to pro-
vide well for their owners. But I have heard of still another
service performed by Zombies. It is in the story that follows:

A certain matron of Port-au-Prince had five daughters and
her niece also living with her. Suddenly she began to marry
them off one after the other in rapid succession. They were
attractive girls but there were numerous girls who were more
attractive whose parents could not find desirable husbands for.
People began to marvel at the miracle. When madame was
asked directly how she did it, she always answered by saying,
“Filles ce'marchandies peressables’” (Girls are perishable
goods, it is necessary to get them off hand quickly). Thar told
nobody anything, but they kept on wondering just the same.

Then one morning a woman well acquainted with the
madame of the marrying daughters got up to go to the lazy
people’s mass. This is celebrated at 4:00 A.M. and is called the
lazy people’s mass because it is not necessary to dress properly
to attend it. It is held mostly for the servants anyway. So
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people who want to go to mass and want no bother, get up and
go and come back home and go to sleep again.

This woman's clock had stopped so she guessed at the hour
and got up at 2:00 A.M. instead of 3:00 A.M. and hurried to
St. Anne’s to the mass. She hurried up the high steps expecting
to find the service about to begin. Instead she found an empty
church except for the vestibule. In the vestibule she found two
little girls dressed for first communion and with lighted can-
dles in their hands kneeling on the floor. The whole thing was
too out of place and distorted and for a while the woman just
stared. Then she found her tongue and asked, ‘“What are you
two little girls doing here at such an hour and why are you
dressed for first communion?”

She got no answer as she asked again, “Who are you any-
way? You must go home. You cannot remain here like this.”

Then one of the little figures in white turned its dead eyes
on her and said, “We are here at the orders of Madame
M. P., and we shall not be able to depart until all of her
daughters are married.”

At this the woman screamed and fled.

It is told that before the year was out all of the girls in the
family had married. But already four of them had been di-
vorced. For it is said that nothing gotten through ““give man”
i1s permanent.

Ah Bo Bo!
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