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leaf that lay withered on the floor, and that it was its
rolling along the flags. I felt them the force of Shelley's
beautiful expression, which I always thought strange
before ; it is when he says that the passing of the spirits
to and fro was like the light footfalls of the driven
leaves. 1 quote from memory, and most probably  in-
accurately—but no matter—I felt it then, L forgot, it 1s
true, that at the time there was not a breath of  wind
to stir the Jeaves, Again the same sofi sound eame close
to me. It scemed as if a soft tread passed the eptrance
to the chancel, at the same moment the light of & lamp
learned on the wall opposite me. I could not move, I
ocked fearfully through a broken crevice i the  wall,
and there T saw passing slowly outside a figure wrapped
in a cloak, with a lamp and a large key i ils hawd ;
its head was bowed down, so that I could not cateh the
features, but the general outlihe bore an indistinet like-
ness of the present owner of the demesne, but the figure
was larger, and I ithoupght that of an older man. 1 re-
membered to have heard that he was very like his  de-
ceased reiative.

% could hear the throbbing of my heart distinctly
against the cold stone on which T leaned—I1 almwost fan-
cled that ite pulsations could be heard by the mysterious
being upon which 1 gazed. The figure reached the low
and narrow door that led into the chancel in which I
stood. It paused and seemed about to enter. The hight
of the lamp fell upon the features, but my cyes were
getting dim, and a vapor floated along before them—
I could distinguish nothing but that the features were
ghastly pale. I knew no more until I saw that the
figure had turned from the chancel and was moving down
tha roofless eorridor that led to the vault. I wmas  ree
lieved. The light of the lamp guided 1wy eie in watch-
ing s movements, It unlocked the large iron door of
the vault—the bholt shot with a heavy and a dismal
sound—the echo rang strangely through the silence—-the
figure disappeared into the vault, and all agein was still,

I now breathed freer. I could mot he sure that it
was not all an illusion, I looked round fearfully
through the chancel—all was just as before, and the
stone bars of the great window were still intercepting
the flood of silver light that poured in throngh everv
interstice. I moved, I put my hand upon evervthine nenr
me to be sure that all was not a dream. 1 awoke as it
were to the consciousness of material things. 1 laughed
at my folly. I felt convinced that it was ail a speetre
of my own mind, I remembered that the phantom had
not relocked the door of the vault, and I deternmned to
1fest its reality by an examination whether the sfate of
the door would correspond with this. I left my mnook
and walked slowly and stealthily along. )

My beart misgave me as I entered the corridor Tn
vain T summoned my scepticism to mv aid—m vam 1
argued to my fears that, even if it were o spirit,

“Soul and body on the whole
Waore odds against a discmbodied soul ’

There iz in the human mind a natural and rostinetive
dread of mecting with a departed spirtt, and wheie we
are to act from the impulse of the moment, the conclu-
sions of the intellect avail but hitle agomst the un-
reasoning instincts of the heart.

1 approuached the iron door—it was more ihan  hali
open. I put my hand forward to tonch it—it cane  n
contact with « large key wwhich the masteritouy visitant
had left in the lock. 1 do mot know how it was, hut
the touch unguestionably tended to dizsipate myv feais
I felt, certainly, that 1t was not an 1llusion of mmy own
fancy that had conjured up the spectre, but strange fo
say there was even 1n that feeling a rolief . and whether
it was that the necessity which the apparition eviadently
found for openimg the door suggested sowme doubis as to
its immatenality, or that the passion for eaplonmy the
mysterious became too strong to pormit anv other feel-
ing to act, T know not ; hut certain I am that tear was
atlmost, 1f not altogether, lost 1n curiosity as 1 gently
pushed wider open the iron door, s0 as to adnut  me
inszide. . )

1t opened on a dark pgloommess, in which  looking
before me I could see nothing but blacknes——irom ihe
right, however, there st;'t-amod a faint and andistinet
light. I recollected the light which was carried by the
apparition, and felt satisfied that it had gone m the
direction from which the light came. 1 soon fould that
the door opened not on ihe vault Jt,selfr,_ but a species of
anti-chamber like a reception room. The darhness pre-
vented me ascertaining either 1ts nature or its dimen-
sions—a narrow passage led from this to the right—
gurded hy the ghmmering I had seen, 1 made mv wav
cauliously along this dark passage—a few <teps hought
me to another aperture throuph which | had o view  of
the interior of the vault itelf 1 sav a view, for as mv
readers have no doubt anticipated. hoth‘ 1he chost and
its Tmmp were there 1 looked some minutes before 1
couwld be satisfied that all was !"Q.l‘l hefore T conld divest
my mind of the real (fiect of the first general ympression
to examine the strange minittiaec 1 detail It w u.s' o
long, low, and narrow apavtment, arched at ,l”p k\\l{]]
stone, Town the centre was placed o stope table which
ran the entire length of the apariment—and across  Lhis
were placed the eoflins quite close to  cach other—the
centre ialle was intl—and a1t seemed as 1f a =de tnbl_o
had been spread for the repast of death—nt the far o=
tremity of the chamber, & Smnll(_‘:' table h.\d_ heen set,
and on this lay one salitary coflin—bhesdr this, on the
table, sat the being whose steps I had followed—t ho.lnmrr\
ws f)lacc-d a0 as 1o ihrow its full light on the vr_a{‘fm
was startled bv ihe appearance of another standmp:vgm-
right against ihe wall close behind ; hlft. on lﬂf)l\f}}lf—‘:
again, I perceived the il was removed from the (lo md.
beside which the apparition sat, and had bhoeen place

against the wall—the being thus strangely occupied was
zezing earnestly upon the uncovered remains which it
contained,

I felt the blood run cold to my heart—I had read of
ghouls and vampires that come to iced upon the dead,
L aimost felt myself in the presence of ono of these ter—
vible creatures, and 1 trembled as I thought myself the
only human beng that bad ever swrprised them in their
fearful feast. The delusion, however, was but momen-
tary. 1 soon recogrised, in the being that thus alarmed
me, the owner of the place—the last descendant of the
rughly dead who slept in that chamber. I thought of
e Lales thal 1 had heard of his grief for his hetrothed
bride.  Was it possible {hat he hud thus followed her
almost like Orphcus to the realms of death ®  Could the
jover thus bear to gaze upon the mouldering remnants
of the features that once had charmed himn.

1 soon found 1t was all possille—it was the only con-
structieon I could place upon his appearance there at that
hour. A projecting piece of masoncy screencd mo from
the light of the lamp, and in the shadow I could watch
him without heing observed myself. The lamp but ill
it the gioomy chamber, and the coflins lay there halt
shrouded in ferrible obscurity-—half revealed by a faint
hight mere ghastly than darkness. A damp chill per-
vaded the heavy and oppressive air—and [ could just see
round the toved roe!f, and down the sides of ihe cham-
ber, the dews of the charnel-house gathering here and
there in humid concretions upon the walls. Some ugly
msect things were moving lazily along the wall, and
seemed vexed that any living thing but themselves and
itheir loathsome kindred should intrude upon their dreary
abode.  And yvet now and then a deep and heavy buzz
went along the zir from seme winged thing. 1 fancied
that T felt the hidecus inmates crawling slowly along noy
shin.  But there sat the bereaved lover, apparently wun-
conscious of the loathsome horrorg that surrounded him.
He gazed into the hdless coflin as 3f within it was all
that he cared for on eaith. My soul sichened when I
thought of what met his eye—but he gazed with all the
devotion of the lover. It was termble to see the adora-
tion of that lover—its scene the dismal charnel-house—
its object the mouldering corpse, I thought it was the
love of insanity.

I was soon satisfied that it was. A loud laugh rang
terribly along the disinal vault—one would have thought;
it might have startled the silent dead from their Tepose
—it was the fearful laugh of the maniac. I now remem-
bered the wild expression of ithe eve that, amid all hig
varety and intelligence, had so olten startled me—the
vacant apd yel impatient stare with which he scemed
often to look for the coming of semething that no one
81w hut himself. Tle was mad, and his madness still
saw an the cofiin ali that once had heen his idol,

And yet how many who are accounted wise in  their
generation are reallv devoting themselves fo a worship
as jinsane ! How muany an mnmortal soul, engaged in
the pursuit of all that worldiings prive, is flinging from
totg high destimy—and bowling down amid ihe cortup-
tions of a moral charnel-house, befere 1dols which its
distempered tmugination has congured up of ohjects  as
loathsome and as perishable as the corpse !

As I gured upeon that maniac, T scarcely knew whe-
ther 1 should ity or envv han, There 15 alwavs a mel-
ancholy m contemplating under any circumstances the
aberration of human intelleet [t 15 o melancholy that
eomes home fo our hearl's core—it thrills ys with the
fearful thonght how poor the reason on which we pride
oursches—how soon 1t mav be shattered, and all of hich
magimatron or of deep thougrht. that now we mrize, be
iumbled up into the grotesque fancies inlo which its
broken fragments may be shaped ! There is nothing so
fparful to human sensihilitv—nothing so humihating to
human pride as the ravings of a madman,

I felt all this as T looked upon the maniac in that
vaull But  wet there was something touching in the
con-tancv, the love, that was his madness. The waorld
had forgotten her with whom he sat—the place that had
known her Lknew her no more—but he sUill  remembered
her ; it seemed scarcelv an act of memory—she was still
present with him, He could not hear that the form
which Le had loved so tenderly should now be left all
alone Lo the mase—and he had followed her with the
love that passeth death 1o hear her company even ihere.
He tathed to her——he called upon her name with a start-
Img loudness—nothung answered but the shrill echoes of
the vauli—he then stooved down into the coflin, and he
whispered tenderly her name—he put his ear in the atti-
tude of lisleming for her replv—and it seemed as if he
heard one—then he would talk wildlv, and he ashed of
the dead why she had left him and had chosen to dwell
there 2 And his vorwce assumed the tone of entreaty as ho
hesought of her to come back—and then suddenlvy  he
sereamed and pasped for hreath. T ihought returning
consciousness was revealing the realitvy—hut no—he look=
ed earnestly in the coflin, and he told ler not to gave
s0 wildlyv—then he shrank back with horror and told her
she was mad-—and 1t was madness that had mode her
Ioavve her comfortable homwe and fix her abode in that
chamber—and then he scemed to reason with her upon
the folly of a vow which he had imagined she had taken
—of cternal celihary and cornfinement to that place—and
when ho found her ipexorable in her deiermipation—hae
groaned, and he lav down upon ihe cold, damp floor—
and still Tie addreeassed her in the tope of supplication.
Tt T could hear no more. I rushed from mv hiding-
place as unobserved as T had come. I felt it a desecras~
tion to intrude upon the solemn privacy of that inter.
view with the dead.  When I once more reached the
open air T felt the halm of the night breeze o relief after
the atmosphere I had left. The moon Was sinking fast
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