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This is the story just as I heard it the other evening—a ghost story told me as true. It  
seems that one chilly October night in the first decade of the present century, two sisters 
were motoring along a Cape Cod road, when their car broke down just before midnight 
and would go no further. This was in an era when such mishaps were both commoner 
and more hopeless than they are today. For these two, there was no chance of help until 
another car might chance to come by in the morning and give them a tow. Of a lodging 
for the night there was no hope, except a gaunt, unlighted, frame house which, with a 
clump of pine trees beside it, stood black in the moonlight, across a neglected stretch of 
frost-hardened lawn.
They yanked at its ancient bell-pull, but only a faint tinkle within made answer. They 
banged despairingly on the door panel, only to awaken what at first they thought was an 
echo, and then identified as a shutter responding antiphonally with the help of a nipping 
wind. This shutter was around the corner, and the ground-floor window behind it was 
broken and unfastened. There was enough moonlight to show that the room within was a 
deserted  library,  with  a  few books  left  on  the  sagging shelves  and a  few pieces  of 
dilapidated furniture  still  standing where  some departing family  had left  them,  long 
before. At least the sweep of the electric flash which one of the women had brought with 
her showed them that on the uncarpeted floor the dust lay thick and trackless, as if no 
one had trod there in many a day.
They decided to bring their blankets in from the car and stretch out there on the floor 
until daylight, none too comfortable, perhaps, but at least sheltered from that salt and 
cutting wind. It was while they were lying there, trying to get to sleep, while, indeed, 
they had drifted halfway across  the borderland,  that  they saw—each confirming the 
other's fear by a convulsive grip of the hand—saw standing at the empty fireplace, as if 
trying to dry himself by a fire that was not there, the wraithlike figure of a sailor, come 
dripping from the sea.
After  an endless moment,  in which neither  woman breathed,  one of  them somehow 
found the strength to call out, "Who's there?" The challenge shattered the intolerable 
silence, and at the sound, muttering a little—they said afterwards that it was something 
between a groan and a whimper—the misty figure seemed to dissolve. They strained 
their eyes, but could see nothing between themselves and the battered mantelpiece.
Then,  telling  themselves  (and,  as  one  does,  half  believing  it)  that  they  had  been 
dreaming, they tried again to sleep, and, indeed, did sleep until  a patch of shuttered 
sunlight striped the morning floor. As they sat up and blinked at the gritty realism of the 
forsaken room, they would, I think, have laughed at their shared illusion of the night 
before, had it not been for something at which one of the sisters pointed with a kind of 
gasp. There, in the still undisturbed dust, on the spot in front of the fireplace where the 
apparition had seemed to stand, was a patch of water, a little, circular pool that had 



issued from no crack in the floor nor, as far as they could see, fallen from any point in  
the innocent ceiling. Near it in the surrounding dust was no footprint—their own or any 
other's—and in it was a piece of green that looked like seaweed. One of the women bent 
down and put her finger to the water, then lifted it to her tongue. The water was salty.
After that the sisters scuttled out and sat in their car, until a passerby gave them a tow to 
the nearest village. In its tavern at breakfast they gossiped with the proprietress about the 
empty house among the pine trees down the road. Oh, yes, it had been just that way for a 
score of years or more. Folks did say the place was spooky, haunted by a son of the 
family who, driven out by his father, had shipped before the mast and been drowned at 
sea. Some said the family had moved away because they could not stand the things they 
heard and saw at night.
A year later, one of the sisters told the story at a dinner party in New York. In the pause 
that followed a man across the table leaned forward.
"My dear lady," he said, with a smile, "I happen to be the curator of a museum where 
they are doing a good deal of work on submarine vegetation. In your place, I never 
would have left that house without taking the bit of seaweed with me."
"Of course you wouldn't," she answered tartly, "and neither did I."
It seems she had lifted it out of the water and dried it a little by pressing it against a 
window pane. Then she had carried it off in her pocketbook, as a souvenir. As far as she 
knew, it was still in an envelope in a little drawer of her desk at home. If she could find 
it, would he like to see it? He would. Next morning she sent it around by messenger, and 
a few days later it came back with a note.
"You were right," the note said, "this is seaweed. Furthermore, it may interest you to 
learn that it is of a rare variety which, as far as we know, grows only on dead bodies."
And that, my dears, is the story as I heard it the other evening, heard it from Alice Duer 
Miller who, in turn, had heard it five-and-twenty years before from Mrs. George Haven 
Putnam, sometime dean of Barnard College and author of that  admirable work, The 
Lady. To her I must go if—as I certainly did—I wanted more precise details. So to Mrs. 
Putnam I went, hat in hand and, as an inveterate reporter, showered her with questions. I 
wanted the names of the seaweed, of the curator, of the museum, of the two sisters, of 
the dead sailor, and of the nearby village on Cape Cod. I wanted a roadmap marked with 
a cross to show the house in the grove of pines. I wanted—but the examination came to 
a  dead  stop  at  the  sight  of  her  obvious  embarrassment.  She  was  most  graciously 
apologetic, but, really, what with this and what with that, she had forgotten the whole 
story. She could not even remember—and thus it is ever with my life in science—who it 
was that had told it to her.
Footnote: More recently, the Curator of the Botanical Museum in St. Louis has assured 
me that this tale, whispered from neighbor to neighbor across the country, has become 
distorted in a manner offensive to students of submarine vegetation. According to him, 
the visitor from the sea was seen in a house in Woods Hole, Mass. He was a son of the 
house who had been drowned during his honeymoon off the coast  of Australia.  The 
seaweed picked up off the dusty floor of that New England mansion was of a variety 



which grows only off  the Australian coast.  The Curator even presented me with the 
actual seaweed. I regard it with mingled affection and skepticism, and keep it pressed 
between the pages of Bulfinch's Mythology.

"Full Fathom Five" is a minor gem of the American familiar essay tradition—a genre Woollcott  
practiced with considerable polish throughout his career.  The piece operates as a kind of 
literary matryoshka doll:  a ghost story nested inside a provenance inquiry nested inside a 
rueful joke about the impossibility of verification. The framing is everything. Woollcott never 
claims the story is true; he claims only that he heard it, and then traces its transmission with 
mock-journalistic  rigour—from Alice  Duer  Miller,  to  Mrs.  Putnam,  and then frustratingly  no 
further—until the chain of custody collapses in genteel embarrassment. The punch of the final 
interview scene derives from that collapse: the very source who lent the tale its air of social 
credibility turns out to remember nothing at all.
The  ghost-story  proper  at  the  centre  is  economically  managed.  The  atmosphere  of  the 
deserted Cape Cod house is rendered with a handful of well-chosen details—frost-hardened 
lawn, thick and trackless dust, the shutter answering "antiphonally"—and the apparition itself is 
satisfyingly restrained: a dripping sailor who dissolves at a spoken word, leaving only a salt  
pool and a scrap of seaweed as evidence. The story earns its chill.  The footnote, with its 
competing and even more baroque version of events, is the piece's masterstroke: rather than 
debunking,  it  compounds  the  mystery  while  gently  satirising  the  scholarly  impulse  to 
systematise folklore. The seaweed pressed between the pages of Bulfinch's Mythology is the 
perfect final image—evidence simultaneously preserved and shelved among myths where it 
arguably belongs.


