
leaf that lay withered on the floor, and that it was itsrolling along the flags. Ifelt then the force of Shelley'sbeautiful expression, which Ialways thought strangebefore ;it is when he says that the passing of thespiritsto and fro was like tho light footfalls of the drivenleaves. 1 quote from memory, and most probably in-accurately—but no matter— lfelt it then. 1 forgot, it istrue, that at the time there was not a breath of windto stir the leaves. Again the same soft sound came closeto me. It seemed as if a soft tread passed the entranceto the chancel, at tho same moment the light of a lampgleamed on the wall opposite me. Icould not move. Ilooked fearfully through a broken crevice m thu wall,
and there Isaw passing slowly outside a figure wrapped
in a cloak, with a lamp and a large key m Us hai.d;
its head was bowed down, so that 1could not catch thefeatures, but the general outline bore an indistinct like-ness of the present owner of the demesne, but tho figure
was larger, and Ithought that of an older man. 1 re-
membered to have heard that he was very like his de-ceased relative.

tl could hear the throbbing of my heart distinctly
against the cold stone on which Ileaned—Ialmost fan-
cied that its pulsations could be heard by the mysterious
being upon which Igazed. The figure reached the low
and narrow door that led into the chancel in which I
stood. Itpaused and seemed about to enter. The light
of the lamp fell upon the features, but my eyes were
getting dim, and a vapor floated along before them—
Icould distinguish nothing but that the features were
ghastly pale. Iknew no more until Isaw that the
figure had turned from the chancel and was moving down
the roofless corridor that led to the vault. 1 was re-
lieved. The light of the lamp guided my eve in watch-
ing its movements. It unlocked the large iron door of
the vault— the bolt shot with a heavy and a dismal
sound— tho echo rang strangely through 'the silence— the
figure disappeared into the vault, and all again was still.
Inow breathed freer. Icould not be 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 through every
interstice. Imoved, Iput my hand upon everything near
me to be sure that all was not a dream. Iawoke as itwere to the consciousness of material things. 1 laughed
at my folly. Ifelt convinced that it was all a spectre
of my own mind. Iremembered that the phantom had
not relocked the door of the vault, and Idetermined to
test its reality by an examination whether the state of
the door would correspond with this. Ileft my nook
and walked slowly and stealthily along.

My heart misgave me as Ientered the corridor Tn
vain Isummoned my scepticism to mv aid—

in vain I
argued to my fears that, even if it were a spirit,'

Soul and body on the whole
Wore odds against a disembodied soul

'

There is in the human mind a natural and instinctive
dread of meeting with a departed spirit, and whine we
are to act from the impulse of the moment, the conclu-
sions of tho intellect avail but little against the un-
reasoning instincts of the heart.
Iapproached the iron door— it was more than halt

open. Iput my hand forward to touch it— it came in
contact with a' large key which the mysterious visitant
had left in the lock. I"do not know how it was, but
the touch unquestionably tended to dissipate mv feais
Ifelt, certainly, that it was not an illusion of my own
fancy that had conjured up the spectre, but strange to
say there was even in that feeling a relief , and whether
it was that the necessity which the apparition evidently
found for opening the door suggested some doubts as to
its immateriality, or that the passion for exploimg the
mysterious became too strong to permit any other fed-
ing to act,Iknow not ;but ceitain Iam that tear was
almost, if not altogether, lost m curiosity as 1 gi-ntlv
pushed wider open the iron door, so as to admit me
inside.

It opened on a dark gloominess, in which looking
before me Icould see nothing but blackness— from the
right, however, there streamed a faint and indistinct
light. Irecollected the light which was cmned by the
apparition, and felt satisfied that it had gone in the
direction from which the light came. Isoon found that
the door opened not on the vault itself, but a species of
anti-chamber like a reception room. The daikness pre-
vented me ascertaining either its nature- or its dimen-
sions— a narrow passage led from this to the right—
guided by the glimmering Ihad seen, ] made mv wav
cautiously along this dark passage— a few steps Inought
me to another 'apertuie through which 1 had a view of
the interior of the vault itself 1 say a v icvv, for as mv
readers have no doubt anticipated, both the ghost and
its lamp were there 1 looked some minutes before I
could be satisfied that all was real befoie 1 could divest
my mind of the real cfie<t of the first general unpiession
to examine the strange minutiae in detail It was a
long, low, and narrow apartment, arched at top with
stone. Down the centre was placed a sfone table which
ran the entire length of the apartment— and across this
were placed the coll'ii^ quite close to each olher— the
centre table was full— and it seemed as if a side table
had been spread for Ihe repast of death— at the far ex-
tremity of the chamber, a smaller table had been set,

and on this lay one solitary coffin— beside this, on the
table sat the being whose steps T had followed— the lamp
was placed so as to thiow its full light on the coffin I
was startled by the appearance of another standing up-
right against the wall close behind; but, on looking
again Iperceived the lid was removed from the coffin,

beside which the apparition sat, and had been placed
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against the wall— the being thus strangely occupied wasgazing earnestly upon the uncovered remains which itcontained.
Ifelt the blood run cold to my heart— lhad read ofghouls and vampires that come to feed upon the dead.Ialmost felt myself in the presence of one of these ter-rible creatures, and 1 trembled as Ithought myself theonly human being that had ever surprised them in theirfearful feast. Ihe delusion, however, was but momen-tary. Isoon recognised, in the being that thus alarmedme, the owner of the place— the last descendant of themighty dead who slept in that chamber. Ithought ofthe U.les that Ihad heard of his grief for his betrothedbride. Was it possible that he had thus followed heralmost like Orpheus to the realms of death "> Could thelover thus bear to g-azo upon the mouldering remnantsot the features that once had charmed him.1 soon found it was all possible— it was the only con-struction Icould place upon his appearance there at that

i
Our,'- i_

A Pr°Jecting piece of masonry screened me fromthe light of the lamp, and in the shadow Icould watchhim without being observed myself. The lamp but illlit the gloomy chamber, and the coffins lay there halfshrouded in terrible obscurity— half revealed by a faintlight more ghastly than darkness. A damp chill per-
vaded the heavy and oppressive air— and Icould just seeround the coved roof, and down the sides of the cham-ber, the dews of the charnel-house gathering here andthere in humid concretions upon the walls. Some uglyinsect things were moving lazily along the wall, andseemed vexed that any living thing but themselves andtheir loathsome kindred should intrude upon their dreary
abode. And yet now and then a deep and heavy buzzvvent along the air from some winged thing. IfanciedthatIfelt the hideous inmates crawling slowly along my
skin. But there sat the bereaved lover, apparently 'un-conscious of the loathsome horrors that surrounded himlie gazed into the lidless coflin as if within it was alithat he cared for on eaith. My soul sickened when Ithought of what met his eye

—
but he gazed with all thedevotion of the lover. It was terrible to see the adora-tion of that lover— its scene the dismal charnel-house—its object the mouldering corpse. Ithought it was thelo\e of insanity.

Iwas soon satisfied that it was. A loud laugh rangterribly along the dismal vault— one would have thought
it might have startled the silent dead from their repose—
it was the fearful laugh of the maniac. Inow remem-bered the wild expression of the eye that, amid all hispaiety and intelligence, had so olten startled me— thevacant and yet impatient staio with which he seemedoften to look for the coming of something that no onesaw but himself. ITe was mad, and his madness stillsaw m tho coflin all that once had been his idol.And vet how many who are accounted wise in theirgeneration are really devoting themselves to a worshipas insane ' ITow many an immortal soul, engaged inthe pursuit of all that worldlings prize, is flinging from

it its high destiny — and bowling down axnid the corrup-
tions of a moral charnel-house, before idols which itsdistempered imagination has conjured up of objects as
loathsome and as perishable as the corpse

'
As Iga'/ed upon that maniac, Iscarcely knew whe-ther 1 should pity or enw him. There is always a mel-ancholy m contemplating under any circumstances theaberration of human intellect It is a melancholy thatcomes home to our heart's core— it thrills us with thefearful thought how poor the reason on which wo pride

ourselves— how soon it may Ixj shattered, and all of hich'jiiagmatron or of deep thought, th.it now we prize, beiumbled up into the grotesque fancies into which itsbroken fragments may be shaped ' There is nothing sofearful to human sensibility— nothing so humiliating tohuman pride as the ra\mgs of a madman.
Ifelt all this as Ilooked upon the maniac in thatvault But yet there was something- touching1 in thoconstancy, the love, that was his madness. Tho world

had forgotten her with whom he sat— the place that hadknown her l>now her no moie
— but he still rememberedher ;it seemed scarcely an act of memory— she was still

present with him. ITe could not bear that the formwhich he had loved so tenderly should now be left allalone to the g?a\p— and he had followed her with thelove that pnsseth death to bear her company even there.H>e talked to her— he called upon her name with a start-ling loudness— nothing answeiod but the shrill echoes ofthe vault— he then stooped down into the coffin, and howhispered tenderly her name— -he put his ear in the atti/-
tude of listening for her reply— and it seemed as if ho
heard one— then he would talk wildly, and he asked ofthe dead why she had left him and had chosen to dwellthere? And his -voice assumed the tone of entreaty as ho
besought of her to come back— and then suddenly ho
screamed and gasped for breath. T thought returning
consciousness wns revealing the rcalitv— but no— he look-ed earnestly in tho coflin, and he told her not to gaze
so wildlv— then he shrank back with horror and told her
she was mad

—
and it was madness that had made her

lca\e her comfortable home and fix her abode in that
chamber— and then he seemed to reason wilh her upon
th'c folly of a vow which hr> had imagined she had taken— of eternal celibacy and confinement to that place— and
when ho found her inexorable in her determination— ho
groaned, and he lav down upon the cold, damp floor—
and still he addressed her in the tone, of supplication.
But T could bear no more. Irushed from my hiding-place as unobserved as T had come. Ifelt it a desecra-
tion to intriide upon the solemn privacy of that inter^
view with tho dead. When I once more readied theopen air T felt the balm of the night breeze a relief aftertho atmosphereIhad left. The moon w>as sinking fast
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