
The Woman in Black – Susan Hill 

Arthur Kipps is working alone in an old house when he hears a 

strange sound coming from a locked room. 

 

I stood paralysed; I was frozen in fear. From somewhere in the 

depths of the house – but somewhere not very far from the 

room in which I was – I heard a noise. It was a faint noise and I could not make out exactly what it 

was. It was a sound like a regular, yet intermittent bump or rumble. 

Then there was nothing.  

There were no footsteps, no creaking floorboards; the air was absolutely silent. This was a different 

kind of silence: ominous and dreadful. After a while I heard the odd sound again. It seemed to be 

coming from the room at the end of the corridor. The locked room. I arrived at the top of the long 

corridor. The passage led only to three other bedrooms on either side and, one by one, regaining my 

nerve as I went, I opened them and looked inside each one. Nothing, only heavy old furniture and 

empty unmade beds and, in the rooms at the back of the house, moonlight.  

I reached the door at the very end of the passage. This was the door without a keyhole; the door I 

had been unable to open on my first visit. I had no idea what was beyond it. Except the sound. It was 

coming from within that room. It was a sound of something bumping gently on the floor, in a 

rhythmic sort of way, a familiar sort of sound and yet one I still could not exactly place. I steadied my 

now racing and reached for the door handle I knew to be locked. 

Then from somewhere, out of that howling darkness, a cry came to my ears, catapulting me back 

into the present and banishing all the courage I had summoned to reach for the locked door. 

I listened hard. Nothing. The tumult of the wind, like a banshee, and the banging and rattling of the 

window in its old, ill-fitting frame. Then yes, again, a cry, that familiar cry of desperation and 

anguish, a cry for help from a child somewhere out on the marsh. 

There was no child. I knew that. How could there be? Yet how could I stand here and ignore even the 

crying of some long-dead ghost? 

“Rest in peace,” I thought, but this poor one did not, could not. 

After a few moments I turned. I knew what I had to do. I would fetch the axe from downstairs and 

discover, once and for all, what was hiding in this locked room.  

As I ventured down the landing towards the stairs, Spider the dog following me at once, two things 

happened together. I had the impression of someone who had just that very second before gone 

past me on their way from the top of the stairs to one of the other rooms, and, as a tremendous 

blast of wind hit the house so that it all but seemed to rock at the impact, the lights went out. I had 

not bothered to pick up my torch and now I stood in the pitch blackness, unsure for a moment of my 

bearings. 

 


