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‘Traditional ghost stories of  wonderful elegance … 
Hill builds an atmosphere of  creepiness in very few 
words; the pictures she creates in these stories are 
unforgettable ’ Kate Saunders, The Times

‘Hill knows how to chill you to the bone in the 
most disarming way … This collection digs deep 
into the human psyche, exploring its hinterland 
for paranormal disturbance … With consummate 
artistry, Hill creates stories that prowl around your 
mind, coming at you from unexpected angles, 
invading your senses. Perhaps read them out loud 
to a friend? advantage: there ’s safety in numbers.’ 
imogen lycett Green, Daily Mail

‘Susan Hill proves yet again that she really is the 
master of  the supernatural.’ Fanny Blake, Woman 
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‘authentically unnerving’ Tim Martin, Daily 
Telegraph

‘Master of  horrors … absurdly terrifying … Hill 
evokes the sense with all her customary unnerving 
economy – but it’s the cruelties of  human 
interaction that give these stories, set in clubs and 
colleges, offices, boarding schools and suburban 
homes, their bite.’ imogen Russell Williams, Metro

‘a ghoulish little volume … These expertly spun 
tales haunt and chill’ Country Life

‘Spine-tingling … chilling … a skilfully crafted 
collection to delight fans of  the supernatural … 
Read it at home alone at your peril.’ Daily Express
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ParT one

‘Tell me, what would you say has been your most – 
shall we say “intriguing” case, Gilbert?’

Tom Williams and i were sitting over an after-
dinner brandy in the small library of  our club. it was 
a dreary london evening, but in here, the fire glowed 
and the lamps cast circles of  tawny light. one or two 
other members had come and gone but it was the 
upper Drawing Room which would be crowded 
– that and the card rooms. The Great library was 
closed while the beautiful old plasterwork, which 
had been damaged by a leaking roof, was restored.

Tom Williams was a retired bishop, but you 
would never have known it, for he was without a 
vestige of  the usual smoothness or pomposity too 
often acquired by his kind and preferred the modest 
but comfortable surroundings of  this club, whose 
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name was not well known, to the grander premises 
of  smart ones. The Tabor was tucked away down a 
side street of  St James’s, unimposing, perhaps even a 
little shabby. But it was efficiently run and had better 
food than most clubs – a well-kept secret. Some of  
its members had names to conjure with but those 
were accompanied by retiring personalities. There 
were statesmen, members of  the judiciary and high-
ranking military men, and they all mingled easily 
with artists, writers and gentlemen of  the turf, and 
even with someone of  my profession, if  such it can 
be called.

i am a psychic private investigator. i studied 
mathematics and philosophy at Cambridge and fol-
lowed with a second degree in the natural sciences. 
But from very early on, my deepest and most com-
pelling interests were the investigation of  crime, 
including the psychology of  the criminal, together 
with the extra-sensory powers of  the mind. i am 
not a spiritualist, nor do i dabble in any form of  the 
occult. i do not tout for clients. i have more work 
than i can comfortably handle and turn down at least 
half  the requests i receive for my services. People 
know of  me, though i have never advertised. 

So it was that, over dinner with Tom Williams, 
i had been answering some of  his questions about 
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both aspects of  my work, although he was more 
intrigued about the investigative side, which was 
understandable, given his Christian profession. in 
my view, however, the psychic is only an example 
of  the variety of  untapped human potential and has 
nothing to do with any form of  religion. on those 
matters i stand neutral, a respectful sceptic.

‘Every case has its fascinating aspect,’ i said now, 
lifting my brandy glass towards the glow of  the fire 
and watching its contents seem to blaze. ‘i would 
not take one on which did not. They have much 
in common too, yet each is unique in one way or 
another and it is that which provides the excitement 
and the challenge.’ 

‘Pluck one out.’

it came to me at once, as these things do. a picture 
formed in my mind of  a downtrodden-looking man 
and then, superimposed upon it, one of  a woman, 
wearing a violet-coloured coat with a fur collar, 
and a small hat. Her expression was one of  plead-
ing and anxiety but there was also a determination 
in her face and a singleness of  purpose. She had 
appeared in my consulting rooms without appoint-
ment, at the end of  a bitter January day and, after i 
had invited her to sit down, she had leaned forwards 
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in the chair opposite to mine. She held, close to her, 
an old -fashioned travelling bag of  brown, cracked 
and faded leather.

‘i see by the glint in your eye that you have hit 
upon a case,’ Tom said, smiling.

‘yes. Perhaps because it is linked closely to this 
club. one or two things happened within these 
walls.’

‘Then i will order us another brandy and you will 
tell me the tale.’

i shook my head. ‘no. There is rather too much 
for the end of  a long, convivial evening and i must 
be up early tomorrow. Besides, i would like to glance 
again at my case notes first. let us meet here in a 
week’s time.’

Tom agreed, albeit reluctantly, for i had whetted 
his appetite, he said, and he was impatient to hear 
the story. We set up our appointment for the follow-
ing Wednesday, which is generally a quiet evening in 
the Tabor – possibly because it is the only evening, 
other than a Sunday, when the roast meat trolley is 
not wheeled out. 

We parted and as soon as i got home, i dimmed 
the lamps in my quiet sitting room and sat recalling 
the story clearly, without any need to consult my 
old case notes. once i have begun to focus, a single 
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image is usually enough to lead me to the rest, and i 
had already recalled one that evening.

i would tell my tale as if  i were reading aloud from 
a book. Tom was the best sort of  listener, eager, but 
quiet and attentive and i knew he would not inter-
rupt me until the story was done.

i happened to have some free evenings – a visit to 
the opera and two dinners had been cancelled. it was 
the season of  infectious coughs and colds in the city 
and people were inclined to stop at home. i was able 
to prepare myself  well. 

This was my story.
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one

When Walter Craig was in his first year as a student 
of  medical science, it was already clear that he had 
a fine mind, a dedication and an application to his 
work which would see him go far. But even more im-
portant, he had a flair, a spark of  inventiveness that 
gave him the ability to make intuitive connections 
which others did not see. although these had then 
to be put to the test, step by careful step, they were 
almost always proved to be correct and he obtained 
a first-class degree with the highest possible marks. 
He went on to begin ground-breaking research 
into the workings of  the central nervous system, 
which promised to have important application to 
the treatment of  some devastating diseases. Those 
who began to make practical use of  his theoretical 
work were awestruck that so young a man should 
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be making such discoveries. a brilliant future surely 
lay ahead of  him, together with all the honours and 
prizes he would naturally attract.

But he was a shy, modest and even rather nervous 
man who preferred to spend his time in the labora-
tory, or at his desk, rather than socialising and other-
wise putting himself  about. it was left to others, 
then, to promote his discoveries.

He worked hard – too hard. after six years of  
intensive study he took a bad cold one winter, and 
the cold developed into pleurisy and then pneumo-
nia. He was desperate to get back to his work but 
lacked all energy – both physical and mental – to do 
so, and sank into a lethargy accompanied by a deep 
depression which lasted many weeks. Before his 
illness he had been working on a new theory about 
the make-up of  the spinal cord, in terms of  electri-
cal impulses travelling between there and the brain. 
He had some proof  of  his theories but needed to do 
many more painstaking experiments and the fact that 
he was unable to continue was the greatest frustra-
tion he could suffer. There seemed to be nothing else 
of  interest in his life, though he enjoyed listening to 
choral music and went regularly to hear the college 
choir, in spite of  being no sort of  religious believer. 
yet there was something spiritual about his response 
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to choral singing and indeed, in one sense, to the dis-
coveries he was making in his work.

in so far as people knew Walter Craig at all, they 
liked him – for what was there to dislike? Certainly 
his prolonged absence was noticed – no one else 
burned the lights so late. But it would be too much 
to say that he was greatly missed.

When he was ready to come back, his doctor 
recommended that he obtain some help with the 
routine parts of  his research and, after initial reluc-
tance, he agreed. He realised that, as well as receiv-
ing assist ance, he would be giving someone else 
valuable experience. He had never been a teacher, 
and, until he found exactly the right pupil, he said 
that he did not know whether he would make a good 
one. He interviewed five potential assistants and 
rejected all of  them. He gave no reasons, beyond 
saying either that they were ‘not up to it’ or that 
he would be unable to work with them. and then, 
the sixth applicant appeared. Silas Webb was just 
the sort of  young man that anyone who knew Craig 
assumed would be rejected out of  hand. He was 
very handsome, had an almost boyish enthusiasm 
for medical science, and his knowledge of  the area 
Craig worked in was already good. Webb’s open 
and engaging manner concealed a certain slyness 
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and he was not universally trusted, though no one 
ever put a finger upon why.

after a couple of  months, one of  the professors 
asked how Webb was getting on. Craig was thought-
ful for a moment – he never made quick replies to 
questions, let alone passed quick judgement. 

‘He is sound,’ he said. ‘He is able and willing. i 
think i can teach him a good deal, if  only he will 
listen and be patient. He has clever ideas of  his own 
but he does not always follow them through and 
he lacks that painstaking attention to detail which 
is vital. But he has taken a lot of  the routine work 
off  my shoulders, so that i can devote my energies 
to new ideas. He still needs supervision – i dare not 
leave him entirely to his own devices. But without 
him i should be much further behind, thanks to this 
wretched illness.’

He was still easily exhausted, no longer had the 
stamina to work late into the night and occasionally 
had to take a full day off  to rest. He had aged. He had 
a general greyness about him. But he had recovered 
all his passion for his work and for making discover-
ies and he was as excited as ever when some experi-
ment ‘came out’ or calculations proved correct.

Several months later, when it seemed that his 
work was reaching a critical point, he was taken ill 

Travelling Bag.indd   11 24/07/2017   13:32



12

THE TRaVEllinG BaG anD oTHER GHoSTly SToRiES

again, with a recurrence of  the old pattern of  fever, 
deep depression and complete exhaustion, and this 
time his doctor was cautious in his prognosis. Craig 
would recover but it would take longer and perhaps 
the after-effects would be lasting. He might return to 
his work but it seemed likely that he would be prey 
to these debilitating attacks for the rest of  his life. 

For two weeks, Silas Webb carried on working 
alone, arriving early and leaving late. He used the 
extra time, he said, to pursue some research of  his 
own.

and then he disappeared. He did not come into 
the laboratories, the science library or the college 
office. He left no message and replied to none. after 
a few days, someone went round to his lodgings. 
The landlady said that he had gone, although his bill 
was paid up to the end of  the term. His rooms were 
empty of  every trace of  him.

Walter Craig was told but he was sunk into a 
deep lethargy and appeared not to be interested, or 
to care. He would find another assistant when he 
returned and he said again that, although he had 
liked Silas well enough, he did not have the finest 
of  minds, the ultimate spark of  genius to reach the 
heights of  scientific discovery. ‘Though with appli-
cation he might, perhaps, climb half-way.’
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