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PREFACE
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OF
THE FRENCH TRANSLATOR.

It is generally believed that at this time of day no one puts
any faith in ghosts and apparitions. Yet, on reflection, this
opinion does not appear to me quite correct: for, without
alluding to workmen in mines, and the inhabitants of
mountainous countries,—the former of whom believe in
spectres and hobgoblins presiding over concealed treasures,
and the latter in apparitions and phantoms announcing
either agreeable or unfortunate tidings,—may we not ask
why amongst ourselves there are certain individuals who
have a dread of passing through a church-yard after night-
fall? Why others experience an involuntary shuddering at
entering a church, or any other large uninhabited edifice, in
the dark? And, in fine, why persons who are deservedly
considered as possessing courage and good sense, dare not
visit at night even places where they are certain of meeting
with nothing they need dread from living beings? They are
ever repeating, that the living are only to be dreaded; and
yet fear night, because they believe, by tradition, that it is
the time which phantoms choose for appearing to the
inhabitants of the earth.

Admitting, therefore, as an undoubted fact, that, with few
exceptions, ghosts are no longer believed in, and that the
species of fear we have just mentioned arises from a natural
horror of darkness incident to man,—a horror which he
cannot account for rationally,—yet it is well known that he
listens with much pleasure to stories of ghosts, spectres,
and phantoms. The wonderful ever excites a degree of
interest, and gains an attentive ear; consequently, all



recitals relative to supernatural appearances please us. It
was probably from this cause that the study of the sciences
which was in former times intermixed with the marvellous,
is now reduced to the simple observation of facts. This wise
revolution will undoubtedly assist the progress of truth; but
it has displeased many men of genius, who maintain that by
so doing, the sciences are robbed of their greatest
attractions, and that the new mode will tend to weary the
mind and disenchant study; and they neglect no means in
their power to give back to the supernatural, that empire of
which it has been recently deprived: They loudly applaud
their efforts, though they cannot pride themselves on their
success: for in physic and natural history prodigies are
entirely exploded.

But if in these classes of writing, the marvellous and
supernatural would be improper, at least they cannot be
considered as misplaced in the work we are now about to
publish: and they cannot have any dangerous tendency on
the mind; for the title-page announces extraordinary
relations, to which more or less faith may be attached,
according to the credulity of the person who reads them.
Besides which, it is proper that some repertory should exist,
in which we may discover the traces of those superstitions
to which mankind have so long been subject. We now laugh
at, and turn them into ridicule: and yet it is not clear to me,
that recitals respecting phantoms have ceased to amuse; or
that, so long as human nature exists, there will be wanting
those who will attach faith to histories of ghosts and
spectres.

I might in this preface have entered into a learned and
methodical disquisition respecting apparitions; but should
only have repeated what Dom Calmet1 and the Abbé
Lenglet-Dufresnoy2 have already said on the subject, and
which they have so thoroughly exhausted, that it would be
almost impossible to advance any thing new. Persons



curious to learn every thing relative to apparitions, will be
amply recompensed by consulting the two writers above
mentioned. They give to the full as strange recitals as any
which are to be found in this work. Although the Abbé
Lenglet-Dufresnoy says there really are apparitions; yet he
does not appear to believe in them himself: but Dom Calmet
finishes (as Voltaire observes) as if he believed what he
wrote, and especially with respect to the extraordinary
histories of Vampires. And we may add, for the benefit of
those anxious to make deeper search into the subject in
question, that the Abbé Lenglet-Dufresnoy has given a list of
the principal authors who have written on spirits, demons,
apparitions, dreams, magic, and spectres.

Since this laborious writer has published this list,
Swedenborg and St. Martin have rendered themselves
notorious by their Works; and there have also appeared in
Germany treatises on this question of the appearance of
spirits. The two authors who have the most largely entered
into the detail are Wagener and Jung. The first, whose book
is entitled The Spectres3, endeavours to explain apparitions
by attributing them to natural causes. But the second, on
the contrary, firmly believes in spirits; and his Theory on
Phantasmatology4 furnishes us with an undoubted proof of
this assertion. This work, the fruit of an ardent and exalted
imagination, is in some degree a manual to the doctrines of
the modern Seers, known in Germany under the
denomination of Stillingianer. They take their name from
Stilling, under which head Jung has written memoirs of his
life, which forms a series of different works. This sect, which
is actually in existence, is grafted on the Swedenborgians
and Martinisme, and has a great number of adherents,
especially in Switzerland. We also see in the number of the
(English) Monthly Review for December 1811, that Mrs.
Grant has given a pretty circumstantial detail of the



apparitions and spirits to which the Scottish mountaineers
attach implicit faith.

In making choice of the stories for my translations from
the German, which I now offer to the public, I have
neglected nothing to merit the approbation of those who
take pleasure in this species of reading: and if this selection
has the good fortune to meet with any success, it shall be
followed by another; in which I shall equally endeavour to
excite the curiosity of the lovers of romance; while to those
who are difficult to please, and to whom it seems strange
that any one should attach the slightest degree of faith to
such relations, I merely say,—Remember the words of
Voltaire at the beginning of the article he wrote on
"Apparition," in his Philosophical Dictionary: "It is no
uncommon thing for a person of lively feelings to fancy he
sees what never really existed."

1. Dissertation sur les Apparitions; par Dom Augustin Calmet: 3me édition. Paris,
1751, 2 tom. 12mo.

2. Traité Historique et Dogmatique sur les Apparitions, les Visions, et les
Révélations particuliers; avec des Remarques sur la Dissertation du R. P. Dom
Calmet: par l'Abbé Lenglet-Dufresnoy. Avignon ou Paris, 1751. 2 tom. 12mo.
Recueil de Dissertations, Anciennes et Nouvelles, sur les Apparitions, les
Visions, et les Songes; avec une Preface historique: par l'Abbé L. Dufresnoy.
Avignon ou Paris, 1751. 4 tom. 12mo.

3. Die Gespenster Kurze Erzæhlungen aus dem Reiche der Wahrheit. Berlin,
1797, et suiv. in 8vo.

4. Theorie der Geister-Kunde. Nuremberg, 1808, in 8vo.—This work has been
censured by several Protestant consistories.
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"No longer shall you gaze on't; lest your fancy
May think anon, it moves.————
The fixure of her eye has motion in't."
Winter's Tale.

Night had insensibly superseded day, when Ferdinand's
carriage continued its slow course through the forest; the
postilion uttering a thousand complaints on the badness of
the roads, and Ferdinand employing the leisure which the
tedious progress of his carriage allowed, with reflections to
which the purpose of his journey gave rise.

As was usual with young men of rank, he had visited
several universities; and after having travelled over the
principal parts of Europe, he was now returning to his native
country to take possession of the property of his father, who
had died in his absence.

Ferdinand was an only son, and the last branch of the
ancient family of Meltheim: it was on this account that his
mother was the more anxious that he should form a brilliant
alliance, to which both his birth and fortune entitled him;
she frequently repeated that Clotilde of Hainthal was of all
others the person she should be most rejoiced to have as a
daughter-in-law, and who should give to the world an heir to
the name and estates of Meltheim. In the first instance, she
merely named her amongst other distinguished females
whom she recommended to her son's attention: but after a
short period she spoke of none but her: and at length
declared, rather positively, that all her happiness depended
on the completion of this alliance, and hoped her son would
approve her choice.



Ferdinand, however, never thought of this union but with
regret; and the urgent remonstrances which his mother
ceased not to make on the subject, only contributed to
render Clotilde, who was an entire stranger to him, less
amiable in his eyes: he determined at last to take a journey
to the capital, whither Mr. Hainthal and his daughter were
attracted by the carnival. He wished at least to know the
lady, ere he consented to listen to his mother's entreaties;
and secretly flattered himself that he should find some more
cogent reasons for opposing this union than mere caprice,
which was the appellation the old lady gave to his
repugnance.

Whilst travelling alone in his carriage, as night
approached, the solitary forest, his imagination drew a
picture of his early life, which happy recollections rendered
still happier. It seemed, that the future presented no charms
for him to equal the past; and the greater pleasure he took
in retracing what no longer existed, the less wish he felt to
bestow a thought on that futurity to which, contrary to his
inclinations, he seemed destined. Thus, notwithstanding the
slowness with which his carriage proceeded over the rugged
ground, he found that he was too rapidly approaching the
termination of his journey.

The postilion at length began to console himself; for one
half of the journey was accomplished, and the remainder
presented only good roads: Ferdinand, however, gave orders
to his groom to stop at the approaching village, determining
to pass the night there.

The road through the village which led to the inn was
bordered by gardens, and the sound of different musical
instruments led Ferdinand to suppose that the villagers
were celebrating some rural fête. He already anticipated the
pleasure of joining them, and hoped that this recreation
would dissipate his melancholy thoughts. But on listening
more attentively, he remarked that the music did not
resemble that usually heard at inns; and the great light he



perceived at the window of a pretty house from whence
came the sounds that had arrested his attention, did not
permit him to doubt that a more select party than are
accustomed to reside in the country at that unfavourable
season, were amusing themselves in performing a concert.

The carriage now stopped at the door of a small inn of
mean appearance. Ferdinand, who counted on much
inconvenience and few comforts, asked who was the lord of
the village. They informed him that he occupied a château
situated in an adjoining hamlet. Our traveller said no more,
but was obliged to content himself with the best apartment
the landlord could give him. To divert his thoughts, he
determined to walk in the village, and directed his steps
towards the spot where he had heard the music; to this the
harmonious sounds readily guided him: he approached
softly, and found himself close to the house where the
concert was performing. A young girl, sitting at the door,
was playing with a little dog, who began to bark. Ferdinand,
drawn from his reverie by this singular accompaniment,
begged the little girl to inform him who lived in that house.
"It is my father," she replied, smiling; "come in, sir." And
saying this, she slowly went up the steps.

Ferdinand hesitated for an instant whether to accept this
unceremonious invitation. But the master of the house came
down, saying to him in a friendly tone: "Our music, sir, has
probably been the only attraction to this spot; no matter, it
is the pastor's abode, and to it you are heartily welcome. My
neighbours and I," continued he, whilst leading Ferdinand in,
"meet alternately at each other's houses once a week, to
form a little concert; and to-day it is my turn. Will you take a
part in the performance, or only listen to it? Sit down in this
apartment. Are you accustomed to hear better music than
that performed simply by amateurs? or do you prefer an
assemblage where they pass their time in conversation? If
you like the latter, go into the adjoining room, where you
will find my wife surrounded by a young circle: here is our



musical party, there is their conversazióni." Saying this, he
opened the door, made a gentle inclination of the head to
Ferdinand, and seated himself before his desk. Our traveller
would fain have made apologies; but the performers in an
instant resumed the piece he had interrupted. At the same
time the pastor's wife, a young and pretty woman,
entreated Ferdinand, in the most gracious manner possible,
entirely to follow his own inclinations, whether they led him
to remain with the musicians, or to join the circle assembled
in the other apartment. Ferdinand, after uttering some
common-place terms of politeness, followed her into the
adjoining room.

The chairs formed a semicircle round the sofa, and were
occupied by several women and by some men. They all rose
on Ferdinand's entering, and appeared a little disconcerted
at the interruption. In the middle of the circle was a low
chair, on which sat, with her back to the door, a young and
sprightly female, who, seeing every one rise, changed her
position, and at sight of a stranger blushed and appeared
embarrassed. Ferdinand entreated the company not to
interrupt the conversation. They accordingly reseated
themselves, and the mistress of the house invited the new
guest to take a seat on the sofa by two elderly ladies, and
drew her chair near him. "The music," she said to him,
"drew you amongst us, and yet in this apartment we have
none; I hear it nevertheless with pleasure myself: but I
cannot participate in my husband's enthusiasm for simple
quartets and symphonies; several of my friends are of the
same way of thinking with me, which is the reason that,
while our husbands are occupied with their favourite
science, we here enjoy social converse, which sometimes,
however, becomes too loud for our virtuoso neighbours. To-
day, I give a long-promised tea-drinking. Every one is to
relate a story of ghosts, or something of a similar nature.
You see that my auditors are more numerous than the band
of musicians."



"Permit me, madam," replied Ferdinand, "to add to the
number of your auditors; although I have not much talent in
explaining the marvellous."

"That will not be any hinderance to you here," answered
a very pretty brunette; "for it is agreed amongst us that no
one shall search for any explanation, even though it bears
the stamp of truth, as explanations would take away all
pleasure from ghost stories."

"I shall benefit by your instructions," answered
Ferdinand: "but without doubt I interrupt a very interesting
recital;—dare I entreat—?"

The young lady with flaxen hair, who rose from the little
seat, blushed anew; but the mistress of the house drew her
by the arm, and laughing, conducted her to the middle of
the circle. "Come, child," said she, "don't make any grimace;
reseat yourself, and relate your story. This gentleman will
also give us his."

"Do you promise to give us one, sir?" said the young lady
to Ferdinand. He replied by a low bow. She then reseated
herself in the place destined for the narrator, and thus
began:

"One of my youthful friends, named Juliana, passed every
summer with her family at her father's estate. The château
was situated in a romantic country; high mountains formed
a circle in the distance; forests of oaks and fine groves
surrounded it. It was an ancient edifice, and had descended
through a long line of ancestry to Juliana's father; for which
reason, instead of making any alterations, he was only
anxious to preserve it in the same state they had left it to
him.

"Among the number of antiquities most prized by him
was the family picture gallery; a vaulted room, dark, high,
and of gothic architecture, where hung the portraits of his
forefathers, as large as the natural size, covering the walls,
which were blackened by age. Conformable to an
immemorial custom, they ate in this room: and Juliana has



often told me, that she could not overcome, especially at
supper-time, a degree of fear and repugnance; and that she
had frequently feigned indisposition, to avoid entering this
formidable apartment. Among the portraits there was one of
a female, who, it would seem, did not belong to the family;
for Juliana's father could neither tell whom it represented,
nor how it had become ranged amongst his ancestry: but as
to all appearance it had retained its station for ages, my
friend's father was unwilling to remove it.

"Juliana never looked at this portrait without an
involuntary shuddering: and she has told me, that from her
earliest infancy she has felt this secret terror, without being
able to define the cause. Her father treated this sentiment
as puerile, and compelled her sometimes to remain alone in
that room. But as Juliana grew up, the terror this singular
portrait occasioned, increased; and she frequently
supplicated her father, with tears in her eyes, not to leave
her alone in that apartment—'That portrait,' she would say,
'regards me not gloomily or terribly, but with looks full of a
mild melancholy. It appears anxious to draw me to it, and as
if the lips were about to open and speak to me.—That
picture will certainly cause my death.'

"Juliana's father at length relinquished all hope of
conquering his daughter's fears. One night at supper, the
terror she felt had thrown her into convulsions, for she
fancied she saw the picture move its lips; and the physician
enjoined her father in future to remove from her view all
similar causes of fear. In consequence, the terrifying portrait
was removed from the gallery, and it was placed over the
door of an uninhabited room in the attic story.

"Juliana, after this removal, passed two years without
experiencing any alarms. Her complexion resumed its
brilliancy, which surprised every one; for her continual fears
had rendered her pale and wan: but the portrait and the
fears it produced had alike disappeared, and Juliana—"



"Well," cried the mistress of the house, smiling, when she
perceived that the narrator appeared to hesitate, "confess
it, my dear child; Juliana found an admirer of her beauty;—
was it not so?"

"'Tis even so," resumed the young lady, blushing deeply;
"she was affianced: and her intended husband coming to
see her the day previous to that fixed on for her marriage,
she conducted him over the château, and from the attic
rooms was shewing him the beautiful prospect which
extended to the distant mountains. On a sudden she found
herself, without being aware of it, in the room where the
unfortunate portrait was placed. And it was natural that a
stranger, surprised at seeing it there alone, should ask who
it represented. To look at it, recognise it, utter a piercing
shriek, and run towards the door, were but the work of an
instant with poor Juliana. But whether in effect owing to the
violence with which she opened the door the picture was
shaken, or whether the moment was arrived in which its
baneful influence was to be exercised over Juliana, I know
not; but at the moment this unfortunate girl was striving to
get out of the room and avoid her destiny, the portrait fell;
and Juliana, thrown down by her fears, and overpowered by
the heavy weight of the picture, never rose more."——

A long silence followed this recital, which was only
interrupted by the exclamations of surprise and interest
excited for the unfortunate Juliana. Ferdinand alone
appeared untouched by the general emotions. At length,
one of the ladies sitting near him broke the silence by
saying, "This story is literally true; I knew the family where
the fatal portrait caused the death of a charming young girl:
I have also seen the picture; it has, as the young lady truly
observed, an indescribable air of goodness which penetrates
the heart, so that I could not bear to look on it long; and yet,
as you say, its look is so full of tender melancholy, and has
such infinite attractions, that it appears that the eyes move
and have life."



"In general," resumed the mistress of the house, at the
same time shuddering, "I don't like portraits, and I would not
have any in the rooms I occupy. They say that they become
pale when the original expires; and the more faithful the
likeness, the more they remind me of those waxen figures I
cannot look at without aversion."

"That is the reason," replied the young person who had
related the history, "that I prefer those portraits where the
individual is represented occupied in some employment, as
then the figure is entirely independent of those who look at
it; whereas in a simple portrait the eyes are inanimately
fixed on every thing that passes. Such portraits appear to
me as contrary to the laws of illusion as painted statues."

"I participate in your opinion," replied Ferdinand; "for the
remembrance of a terrible impression produced on my mind
when young, by a portrait of that sort, will never be
effaced."

"O! pray relate it to us," said the young lady with flaxen
hair, who had not as yet quitted the low chair; "you are
obliged according to promise to take my place." She
instantly arose, and jokingly forced Ferdinand to change
seats with her.

"This history," said he, "will resemble a little too much
the one you have just related; permit me therefore ——"

"That does not signify," resumed the mistress of the
house, "one is never weary with recitals of this kind; and the
greater repugnance I feel in looking at these horrible
portraits, the greater is the pleasure I take in listening to
histories of their eyes or feet being seen to move."

"But seriously," replied Ferdinand, who would fain have
retracted his promise, "my history is too horrible for so fine
an evening. I confess to you that I cannot think of it without
shuddering, although several years have elapsed since it
happened."

"So much the better, so much the better!" cried nearly all
present; "how you excite our curiosity! and its having



happened to yourself will afford double pleasure, as we
cannot entertain any doubt of the fact."

"It did not happen personally to me," answered
Ferdinand, who reflected that he had gone too far, "but to
one of my friends, on whose word I have as firm a reliance
as if I had been myself a witness to it."

They reiterated their entreaties; and Ferdinand began in
these words:—"One day, when I was arguing with the friend
of whom I am about to make mention, on apparitions and
omens, he told me the following story:—

"I had been invited,' said he, 'by one of my college
companions, to pass my vacations with him at an estate of
his father's. The spring was that year unusually late, owing
to a long and severe winter, and appeared in consequence
more gay and agreeable, which gave additional charms to
our projected pleasures. We arrived at his father's in the
pleasant month of April, animated by all the gaiety the
season inspired.

"As my companion and I were accustomed to live
together at the university, he had recommended to his
family, in his letters, so to arrange matters that we might
live together at his father's also: we in consequence
occupied two adjoining rooms, from whence we enjoyed a
view of the garden and a fine country, bounded in the
distance by forests and vineyards. In a few days I found
myself so completely at home in the house, and so
familiarised with its inhabitants, that nobody, whether of the
family or among the domesticks, made any difference
between my friend and myself. His younger brothers, who
were absent from me in the day, often passed the night in
my room, or in that of their elder brother. Their sister, a
charming girl about twelve years of age, lovely and
blooming as a newly blown rose, gave me the appellation of
brother, and fancied that under this title she was privileged
to shew me all her favourite haunts in the garden, to gratify
my wishes at table, and to furnish my apartment with all



that was requisite. Her cares and attention will never be
effaced from my recollection; they will long outlive the
scenes of horror that château never ceases to recall to my
recollection. From the first of my arrival, I had remarked a
huge portrait affixed to the wall of an antechamber through
which I was obliged to pass to go to my room; but, too much
occupied by the new objects which on all sides attracted my
attention, I had not particularly examined it. Meanwhile I
could not avoid observing that, though the two younger
brothers of my friend were so much attached to me, that
they would never permit me to go at night into my room
without them, yet they always evinced an unaccountable
dread in crossing the hall where this picture hung. They
clung to me, and embraced me that I might take them in my
arms; and whichever I was compelled to take by the hand,
invariably covered his face, in order that he might not see
the least trace of the portrait.

"Being aware that the generality of children are afraid of
colossal figures, or even of those of a natural height, I
endeavoured to give my two young friends courage.
However, on more attentively considering the portrait which
caused them so much dread, I could not avoid feeling a
degree of fear myself. The picture represented a knight in
the costume of a very remote period; a full grey mantle
descended from his shoulders to his knees; one of his feet
placed in the foreground, appeared as if it was starting from
the canvass; his countenance had an expression which
petrified me with fear. I had never before seen any thing at
all like it in nature. It was a frightful mixture of the stillness
of death, with the remains of a violent and baneful passion,
which not even death itself was able to overcome. One
would have thought the artist had copied the terrible
features of one risen from the grave, in order to paint this
terrific portrait. I was seized with a terror little less than the
children, whenever I wished to contemplate this picture. Its
aspect was disagreeable to my friend, but did not cause him



any terror: his sister was the only one who could look at this
hideous figure with a smiling countenance; and said to me
with a compassionate air, when I discovered my aversion to
it, 'That man is not wicked, but he is certainly very unhappy.'
My friend told me that the picture represented the founder
of his race, and that his father attached uncommon value to
it; it had, in all probability, hung there from time
immemorial, and it would not be possible to remove it from
this chamber without destroying the regularity of its
appearance.

"Meanwhile, the term of our vacation was speedily
drawing to its close, and time insensibly wore away in the
pleasures of the country. The old count, who remarked our
reluctance to quit him, his amiable family, his château, and
the fine country that surrounded it, applied himself with kind
and unremitting care, to make the day preceding our
departure a continual succession of rustic diversions: each
succeeded the other without the slightest appearance of art;
they seemed of necessity to follow each other. The delight
that illumined the eyes of my friend's sister when she
perceived her father's satisfaction; the joy that was painted
in Emily's countenance (which was the name of this
charming girl) when she surprised even her father by her
arrangements, which outstripped his projects, led me to
discover the entire confidence that existed between the
father and daughter, and the active part Emily had taken in
directing the order which reigned in that day's festivities.

"Night arrived; the company in the gardens dispersed;
but my amiable companions never quitted my side. The two
young boys skipped gaily before us, chasing the may-bug,
and shaking the shrubs to make them come out. The dew
arose, and aided by the light of the moon formed silver
spangles on the flowers and grass. Emily hung on my arm;
and an affectionate sister conducted me, as if to take leave,
to all the groves and places I had been accustomed to visit
with her, or with the family. On arriving at the door of the



château, I was obliged to repeat the promise I had made to
her father, of passing some weeks in the autumn with him.
'That season,' said she, 'is equally beautiful with the spring!'
With what pleasure did I promise to decline all other
engagements for this. Emily retired to her apartment, and,
according to custom, I went up to mine, accompanied by my
two little boys: they ran gaily up the stairs; and in crossing
the range of apartments but faintly lighted, to my no small
surprise their boisterous mirth was not interrupted by the
terrible portrait.

"For my own part, my head and heart were full of the
intended journey, and of the agreeable manner in which my
time had passed at the count's château. The images of
those happy days crowded on my recollection; my
imagination, at that time possessing all the vivacity of
youth, was so much agitated, that I could not enjoy the
sleep which already overpowered my friend. Emily's image,
so interesting by her sprightly grace, by her pure affection
for me, was present to my mind like an amiable phantom
shining in beauty. I placed myself at the window, to take
another look at the country I had so frequently ranged with
her, and traced our steps again probably for the last time. I
remembered each spot illumined by the pale light the moon
afforded. The nightingale was singing in the groves where
we had delighted to repose; the little river on which while
gaily singing we often sailed, rolled murmuringly her silver
waves.

"Absorbed in a profound reverie, I mentally exclaimed:
With the flowers of spring, this soft pure peaceful affection
will probably fade; and as frequently the after seasons blight
the blossoms and destroy the promised fruit, so possibly
may the approaching autumn envelop in cold reserve that
heart which, at the present moment, appears only to
expand with mine!

"Saddened by these reflections, I withdrew from the
window, and overcome by a painful agitation I traversed the



adjoining rooms; and on a sudden found myself before the
portrait of my friend's ancestor. The moon's beams darted
on it in the most singular manner possible, insomuch as to
give the appearance of a horrible moving spectre; and the
reflexion of the light gave to it the appearance of a real
substance about to quit the darkness by which it was
surrounded. The inanimation of its features appeared to give
place to the most profound melancholy; the sad and glazed
look of the eyes appeared the only hinderance to its uttering
its grief.

"My knees tremblingly knocked against each other, and
with an unsteady step I regained my chamber: the window
still remained open; I reseated myself at it, in order that the
freshness of the night air, and the aspect of the beautiful
surrounding country, might dissipate the terror I had
experienced. My wandering eyes fixed on a long vista of
ancient linden trees, which extended from my window to the
ruins of an old tower, which had often been the scene of our
pleasures and rural fêtes. The remembrance of the hideous
portrait had vanished; when on a sudden there appeared to
me a thick fog issuing from the ruined tower, which
advancing through the vista of lindens came towards me.

"I regarded this cloud with an anxious curiosity: it
approached; but again it was concealed by the thickly-
spreading branches of the trees.

"On a sudden I perceived, in a spot of the avenue less
dark than the rest, the same figure represented in the
formidable picture, enveloped in the grey mantle I so well
knew. It advanced towards the château, as if hesitating: no
noise was heard of its footsteps on the pavement; it passed
before my window without looking up, and gained a back
door which led to the apartments in the colonnade of the
château.

"Seized with trembling apprehension, I darted towards
my bed, and saw with pleasure that the two children were
fast asleep on either side. The noise I made awoke them;


