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T The Sleeping (hfld.

At evening Vhe Wood-bird broods overits nestlin,

% And d=w-fallen flowsrs up-closs on the lss—

/| Tihe'sonth wind st twilight forgetsitsown rustling,
And gently the stars sink to restin the seu!

“Beft falls the snow-flake on Wing of the raven,
“Calmly the Critson cloud sails in the west—

Light flonta the pend lily-ever at heaven,
Anchored; ike Hope, on the lake’s glassy breast.

* Yot, Joved one, there's naughtin all nature roposcs
On the bosom of rest so divinely as thou—
Sweet angels haye made thee s pillow of roses,
"Aud the smile of their whisper is left on thy brow!

‘A NIGHT.IN AN OLD CASTLE.

"1t was one of the most awful nights I
_ever remember having scen.  We had set
out from: St. Goar in a carriage which we
‘had hired'at Cologne, drawn by two black
‘horses, which proved as stubborn and
strange a pair of brutes as man could un-
dertake to.drive. Not that T undertookit,
for I wanted to see the Rhine from the
Jand route, and not weary my arms and oc-
cupy my attention with an unprofitable pair
of dirty reins; but my friend, Mr. Law-
rence, was rather fond of pulling at horses’
mouths; and he preferred driving himself,
and mo too, to being troubled—bored he
called’ it—with coachman.  The: landlord
of the “Adler” knew me well, and had no
fear. of trusting his horses with me, though,
to'say sooth, I'had some fear of trusting
myself with them.

They were assurcdly a strange, unac-
countable pair of brutes, and when the lit-
tle baggage we took with us had been put
in, and'T went down to the carriage, I did
not like the appearance of them atiall. At
first sight they looked merely like a heavy
pair of funcral horses, accustomed' to nod
their headsunder heavy black plumes, and
walk along at solemn pace with a mute be-
fore them ; but wlien I came to cxamine
their eyes, there was a sort of dull, un-
pleasant fire in them, and the one nearest
turncd round his head and stared at me
out of the corner of his eye with a sort of
supercilious, impertinent fun that T shall
not easily forget. It seemed as if he were
saying, “I'll give you a dance before T've
donc !¢ Then suddenly he stamped his
foot upon the pavement of the inn yard, as
if losing paticnce at my delay, and opening
his fiery nostrils gave a great snort.

I got in, however, heside iny friend, and
away we went. As far as Bonn all was
well enough; but there the horses insisted
upon stopping to eat. TLawrence tried to
.persuade them it would Le better to go on;
but it was of no usc; they had been ac-
customed! to stop at the Star, and stop they
would. We made the best of it, fed the
horscs, and got some dinner ourselves, and
then we set out again.

The landlord of the Star saw us politely
to the carringe, and, addressing my friend
as he took the reins in hand, observed, in
0. very consolatory tone, «You had better
‘take care of that horse, sir; he is the devil
himself:?? and so, on my word, I believe
he was. Where he took us for the first
five minutes I really do not know.; but I
have a remembrance of careering hither
and thither-about the great square, and
having a_running view of the University
and the Palace of Popplesdorff. ITe would
go any way on carth bhut up the Rhine—
But Lawrence, who was really a very good
whip, brought him to his senses at length,
and that before he had knocked the little
crazy carringe all to pieces.  Thus we were
at length going along the high and proper
road, at a specd dangerous to market men
and women, and to our own nccks; but
even that at length was quieted down, and
our further journey only suffered inturrup-
tion from an occasional dart which both the
horses would make at any diverging road
that led away from the river, asif they had
a presentiment that their course up the
stream would lead to something strange
and horrible. The instinct of brutes is a
very curious subject of study. How far it
is inferior, how far superior, to human rea-
son—how much beyond man’s keenest per-
ception it goes—how near it approaches to

the supernatural, are questions over which
I have often pondered for hours.

We set out from St. Goar, then, with
that same pair of horses, and the little
rickety open carriage, on the 9th of Octo-
ber—a day ever-memorable to me. We
were somewhat late, for we had beenidling
away our time in speculations vain enough;
but it was & beautiful day. The Rhine was
burry with the vintage; all hearts seemed
open as the wine gushed from the glorious
clusters, and one could hardly help think-
ing leniently and: sympathetically even of
Noah and' his  first intemperance.  Songs
were breaking out from the hill-sides; the
sun shone upon gay dresses and pleasant
faces, and the merry laugh was often in the
air. .‘Oh! the Rhine land is a bright and
pleasant land, especially in the gay scason
of the grape.

" The horses that day seemed to have lost
all their fire. It secemed as if it was their
fate to go on whatever lay before them;
and forward they dragged us at a slow,
‘heavy trot, with drooping heads and heay-
ing sides.. Even the one whom the land-
lord of the Star had ' called s deyil wes as
‘tame a8 his companion, and minded the
‘whip 1o more ‘than if he had been tickled
.with.a straw. ;

i Abous -three o'clock we saw a large
‘heavy cloud begin fo riso before us, over-

topping the mountains, overshadowing the
Rhine. It was only in hue that it bore
the look of a thundercloud. It had no
Xnobs, or pillars, or writhing twists about
it; but it was inky black, and kept advanc-
ing like a wall of marble, dark as night at
the lower part, and' leaden-gray at the su-
perior edge. The wind had lulled away to
a perfect calm, but still that clond kept
marching on over the sky, absorbing into
itself some light vapors that had been float-
ing above over the blue, and gradually hid-
ing the more distant hills, where we had
caught a sight of them, in its own dim
vail.
A light wind at length fluttered in our
faces, hot and unrefreshing, like the breath
of fever.
«Put up the hood!” said Lawrence, “we
are going to have it!” .
Hardly had he spoken when a bright
flash burst from the cloud, and I could see
a serpent-like line of fire dart across the
Rhine. It nearly blinded one, but it had
no cffect upon the horses; they did not
cven start. Then came a clap of thunder
which T thought would bring the rocks and
mountains on our heads. There were two
or three more such flashes, and two or three
other roars, and then the giant began to
weep. Down came the rain like fury: it
scemed as if we had got into the middle of
a water-spout; and the sky, too, grew so
dark that an unnatural shadow filled the
whole valley of the Rhine, late 50 bright
and smiling. I thought that we were go-
ing to haye two of: the plagues of Egypt at
once—darkness that could be felt, and fire
mingled with hail. Tndeed they did come
upon us at last. But no one can describe
how that storm worked itself up. It was
like one of those concerted picces of music,
beginning with a few instruments, and
bringingin more and more, and louder and
louder, till all scems onc universal crash.
Nor can one ecasily picture to imagination
the change which came over the scene
while all this went on. The rocks, the
mountains, the castles, the towers—except:
those that were close by—were either shut
out from sight completely, or appeared like
dim spectres through the descending rain.
The vineyards, with' their gay population
seattered, looked dank and dismal; the
hills, in a thousand directions, were chan-
neled by red turbid cascades; and the
black rocks seemed slimy and foul, with
the oozing waters that trickled over their
dark faces amidst the lichens and the
weeds.
We were wet to the skin in five minutes;
but as the thunder and lightning diminish-
cd—which they did toward sunset—the
wind rose and blew with terrific violence,
threatening to overset the carriage. The
horses would hardly drag it on; and I am
sure we did' not go more than three miles
an hour, whilc the rain, which continued
harder than ever, was dashed furiously in
our faces, nearly. blinding both man and
beast. At length, to complete our discom-
forts, night fell; and one' so black and
murky I have never scen. It was in vain
whipping; neither. horse would go the
least out of his determined pace; and, be-
sides, the whip had become so soaked and
limp that it was of little seryice, moving as
unwillingly as the brutes themsclves, and
curling itsclf up into a thousand knots.
I got as far back in the carriage as I
could, and said nothing. As for my com-
panion he scemed at his wits’ end, and I
could hear muttered curses which might
have well been spared, but which I was in
no mood to reprove.

At length he said, “This will never do!
I can not see a step before me. We shall
meet with some accident. Let us get into
the first place of shelter we can find. Any
cottage, any roadside public-house or beer-
house, is better than this.”
T do not think you will find any thing
of the kind,”? I answered gloomily; “if you
do, I can be contented with any place to
get out of this pelting—a cave in the rock
if nothing better.”
He drove on nearly at a walk for about
two miles further, and then suddenly pull-
ed up. I could hardly see any thing buta
great black point of rock sticking out, as it
secmed to me, right across the road. But
Lawrence declared that he perceived a
shed under the rock, and a building on the
top of it, and asked me to get out and re-
connoitre. I was as glad to catch at straws
as he could be, and I alighted as well as I
could, stumbling upon a large stone over
which he had nearly driven us, and sink-
ing deep in mud and mire. T now found
that the rock which had seemed to block
the way was only one of those many. little
points round which the river turcs in its
course through the mountains, and on ap-
proaching near it T discovered the shed he
had seen. It wasan old dilapidated tim-
ber-built hut, which might have belonged
at some former period to a boatman, or
perhaps a vine-dresser; but it was open at
two sides, and we might as well have been
in the carriage as there. By the side,
however, I found a path with a stepor two
cut in the rock, and' I judged' rightly that
it must lead to the building Lawrence had
seen above. On retarning to. the side of
the carriage, I clearly perceived the build-
ing t0o, and ' made it out to be  one .of the
old castles of which such multitndes stud
the banks of the frontier river. Some of

these, as we all know, are in a very ruin-
ous, some in a more perfect state; and I
proposed to my companion to draw the
horses and carriage under the shed, climb
the path, and take our chance of what we
should ‘find above. Phaethon himself
could not have been more sick of chariot-
eering than Lawrence was: he jumped at
the proposal. We secured our vehicle and
its brutes as well as we could, and I began
to climb. Lawrence staid a minute behind
to get the portmanteau out from under the
seat where we had stowed it to keep it dry;
and then came hallooing after me with it
upon his shoulder. -

“Do you think there is a chance of find-
ing any one up there?’ he asked, as he
overtook me.

“A chance, certainly; but a poor one,”
I answered. “Marxburg and one or two
other old castles are inhabited; but not
many. However, we shall soon know; for
this one is low down, thank Heaven! and
here we are at some gate or barbican.”

I can not say that it was very promising
to the feel—for sight aided'us but little——
and the multitude of stones we tumbled
over gave no idea of the castle itself being
in a high state of repair. Lawrence thought
fit to give a loud halloo; but the whistling
wind drowned it—and would have drown-
ed it; if he had shouted like Achilles from
the trenches.

We next had to pick our way across
what had probably been a court of the
castle; that was an easy matter, for the
stones in the open space were few, and the
inequalities not many. The moon, I sup-
pose, had risen by this time, for there
seemed more light, though the rain ceased
not; but we could now perceive several
towers and walls quite plainly; and at
length T found myself under a decp arch-

luge did not reach me. Lawrence was by

my side in a minute, and, thanks to what

he was accustomed to jeer me for, as one

of my old-bachelor habits, I was soon en-

abled to afford both him and myself some

light. There are three things I always

carry with me in traveling: a box of wax-

wick matches—these are in my pocket well

wrapped up in oil silk; a ball of string, and

a couple of wax candles: the wax candles,

I belicve, once saved my life.

As soon as I got under shelter, T ex-

tracted my large box of matches and light-

cd onc easily cnough. It burned while

onc might count twenty, but that sufficed

to show us that we were under a great gate-

way between two high towers. A second

which I lighted Lawrence carried out into

an inner court, but it was extinguished in a

moment. I had perceived, however, a

doorway on either side of this arch, and

the spikes of a portcullis protruding

through the arch above, which showed'that

the castle had some woodwork left about it;

and as soon as' he came back we lighted

another match, and set out to explore what

was behind the two doorways, which we

managed easily by getting a new light as

soon as the old one was burned out. On

the right there was nothing but one small

room, with no exit but the entrance, and

with a roof broken in and rank weeds ris-

ing from the encumbered floor. On the

left was a room of the samc size, cqually

dilapidated, but with a sctond door and

two steps leading to a larger room or hall,

the roof of which was perfect except at one

end. There were two old lozenge-shaped
windows likewise, minus a few panes; but
the sills were raised nearly a man’s height
from the floor, and thus, when one was
seated on the ground, one’s head was out
of the draught. Comparison is*a wonder-
ful thing, and the place looked quite com-
fortable. Lawrence threw down the port-
manteau, and while he held a lighted
match, I undid it and got out a wax can-
dle. We had now the means of light till
morning, and it remained to get some dry
clothing, if it could' be found. We had
each a dress-suit and a couple of shirts in
the portmanteau; and though the rain in
one spot had contrived to penetrate the sol-
id leather and wet the shoulder of my coat
and the knee of his pantaloons, it was cer-
tainly better to have but one damp place of
a few inches about one than to be wet all
over. We therefore dressed ourselyes in
what the apprentice boys would call our
best clothes, and a little brandy from the
flask made us feel still more comfortable.
The taste for luxuries inczeases with mar-
velous rapidity under indulgence. An
hour before, we should have thought a dry
coat and a place of shelter formed the
height of human felicity, but now we began
to long for a fire on the broad stone hearth
at the end of the room. Lawrence was fer-
tile in resources and keen-sighted enough.
He had remarked a quantity of fallen raft-
ers in the first liftle room we had entered,
and he now made sundry pilgrimages
thither in the dark—for we dared not take
out the candle—till he had accumulated
enough wood to keep us dry all night—
Some of it was wet and would not burn,
tbut other pieces were quite dry, and we
soon had a roaring fire, by which we sat
down on the ground, hoping to make our-
selves comfortable.

Oh the vanity of human expectations'—
As long as we had been busy in repairing
our previous disasters we had been well
enough; but as soon a5 we were still—no,

way, on one side of which the drifting de- |

not quite o =oom as that, but by the time
we had stared into the fire for ten minutes,
and made out half a dozen pictures on.the
firebrands, miseries began to press upon
us.

«J wish to heaven I had' something to
sit upon!”’ said Lawrence, «4f it were but
a three-legged stool. My knees get quite
cramped.”’

“How the wind howls and mourns,” said
T, listening. <It would not surprise me:if
one half of this old crazy place were to
come down upon our heads.”

«The rain is pouring on as heavily as
ever,”” said Lawrence. “I should not
wonder if that puddle at the other end
were to swell into a lake and wash us out
at the door.”

«Those poor brutes of horses,” said I,
«must have a bad time of'it, and the chaise
will be like a full sponge.”

«Come, come!’ said Lawrence, “this
will never do. We shall croak ourselves
into a fit of the horrors. Let us forget the
storm, and the horses, and the-old tumble-
down place, and fancy ourselves in a mid-
dling sort of inn, with a good fire, but little
to cat. Itis the best policy to laugh at
petty evils. Come, can not you tell us a
story beginning ‘Once upon a time?**

I was in no fit mood for story-telling, but
therc was some philosophy in his plan, and
T accordingly agreed, upon the condition
that when I had concluded my narrative he
would tell another story.

«Qnee upon a time,” I said, “when the
late Duke of Hamilton was a young man,
and traveling in Ttaly—making the grand
tour, as it was called in thosc days—he
came one night to a solitary inn in the
mountains, where he was' forced to take
refuge from a storm something like that
which we have met with to-day—"

«QOh, I know that story,” cried Law-
rence, inturrupting me; I have hLeard it
a hundred times; and besides, you do not
tell it right—My God, what is that 2’

As he spoke, he sprang up on his feet
with a look of consternation and a face
turning suddenly pale.

«What? what?” I cried, “I heard noth-
ing.””

«Tisten !’ he said, “it was certainly a
shrick.”

We were silent as death for the next
minute, and then again, rising above the
moaning wind and pattering rain, camc one
of the most piercing, agonjzing shricks T
ever heard. It seemed quite close to
where we sat—driven in, as it were,
through the broken panes of the casement.
«There must have been some accident,’
I said, anxiously. “Let us go down and
see.”

We had contrived' to fix our candle be-
tween two: pieces of firewood, and, leaving
it burning, we hurried out through the lit-
tle antc-room to the old dark archway.—
The night scemed blacker than ever, and
the storm no less severe.

listen. We hear nothing to direct us
where to search.”

I stopped, and we bent our cars in vain
for another sound. We heard the wind
sigh, and the rustling patter of the rain,
and the roaring of the mighty river as,
swollen tremendously, it went roaringalong
through its rocky channel, but nothing like
a human voice made itself heard. At
length, without giving me any warning, and
making me start like a guilty spirit at the
crow of cock, Lawrence shouted with the
full force of his powerful lungs, inquiring
if there was any one there and in distress.
No answer was returned, and again and
again he called without obtaining a reply.
Tt was cvident that the lips which had ut-
tered those sounds of pain or terror were
either far away orstill in death; and hay-
ing nothing to guide us further, we re-
turned to our place of shelter. It was
long, however, ere we could shake off the
impression those two shrieks had made.—
We had neither of us beceme hardened,
like Macbeth, to sounds of woe, and for
some time we went on speculating on the
occurrence, and supposing many things,
with very little to guide us to a right judg-
ment. There was the rushing Rhine and
the slippery road, on which many an acci-
dent might happen, and there were almost
as many perils imminent as those which
St. Paul recapitulates as having overtaken
himself. But there was nothing certain.—
After we had tired ourselves with such
fancies Lawrence proposed a little more
brandy. I did not object; and then we
told tales of' screams and shrieks which
had been heard at different times and
places by various credible witnesses—our-
selves among the rest—for which no natur-
al cause had ever been assigned.

At length, quite tired out, T proposed
that we should try to sleep. Lawrence en-
sconced himself behind the door; I took
up a position in the other corner, sittingon
the floor with my back supported by the
two walls, and at a sufficient distance from
the window: I should have said we had
piled more wood on the fire, in such a way
as we hoped would keep it in at least till
we woke; and it flickered and flared and
cast strange lights upon the walls and old
windows, and upon a door at the other end
of the room which we had never particular-
ly examined, on account of the wet and'de-
cayed state of the floor in that part. It

“Stay, stay!” said Lawrence; “let us|

was a very common door— great mass of
planks placed perpendicularly and bound
together by two great horizontal bars—but
as the fire-light played uponit, there was
something unpleasant to ge in its aspect.
I kept my eyes fixed upon it, and wonder-
ed what was beyond; and, in the sort of
unpleasant fancifulness which besets one
sometimes when dreary, I began to imag-
ine all sorts of things. It seemed to me to
move as if about to be opened; but it was
only the shaking of the wind. Tt looked
like a prison door, I thought—the entrance
to some unhappy wretch’s cell; and when
I was half asleep, I asked myself if there
could’ be any one there still—could' the
shrieks we' heard issue thence—or could
the spirit of the tortured captive still come
back to mourn over the sorrows endured
in life? I shut my eyes to get rid of the
sight of it; but when I opened them again,
there it was staring me full'in the fice.—
Sometimes when the flame subsided' in-
deed, I lost sight of it; but that was as
bad or worse than the full view, for then I
could not tell whether it was open or shut.
But at length, calling myself a fool, I turn-
ed away from it, and soon after dozed off
to slecp.

I could not have been really in slumber
more than an hour, and was dreaming that
T had been carried off a road into a river,
and just heard all the roaring and rushing
of a torrent in my ears, when Lawrence
woke me by shaking me violently by the
shoulder, and exclaiming: “Listen, listen!
What in the fiend’s name can all that be?”
I started up bewildered; but in a mo-
ment I heard sounds such as I never heard
before in my life; frantic yells and ecries,
and groans even—all very different from
the shricks we had heard before. Then,
suddenly, there was a wild' peal of laugh-
ter ringing all through the room, more ter-
rible than the rest.

T can not bear to be woke suddenly out
of my sleep; but to be woke by such
sounds as that quite overcame me, and T
shook like a leaf. Still, my eyes turncd
toward the door at the other end of the
room. The firc had sunk low;; the rays of
our solitary candle did not reach it, but
there was now another light upon it, fitful
as the flickering of the flame, but paler and
colder. It scemed blue almost to me.—
But as soon as I could recall my scnses I
perccived that the moon was breaking the
clouds, and from time to time shining
through the casement as the scattered va-
pors were hurried over her by the wind.
«¥What in Heaven’s name can it be?” T
exclaimed, quite aghast.

«T don’t know, but we must see,’”’ an-
swered my companion, whohad been awake
longer and recovered his presence of mind.
“Light the other candle, and bring the one
that is alight. We must find out what this
is. Some poor creature may be wanting
help.”

«The sound comes from beyond that
door,” I said: “let us sec whatis bchind

it.”’

making the proposal, but my peeuliar tem-
perament urged me forward in spite of my-

Lawrence had hesitated to go I would have

giving me this impulse toward sights pain-
ful to other men and to myself also, had

this time of life T had learned tolook upon
it as a part of my destiny tofind somewhere
or other in my path at almost every step
some of those events which make the heart
sicken and the blood freeze.
Taking the candle in my hand, then, I
advanced at once toward the door. TLaw-
rence stopped a moment to examine by the
light I had left behind a pair of pistols
which he had brought in his pockets, and
to put on fresh caps, although I believe
they had escaped the rain. Thus I had
reached the door before he came up, and
had opened it, for all the iron-work but a
latch had been carricd off. The moment
it was thrown back, the cries and groans
were heard more distinctly than before;
but I could see nothing before me but dark-
ness, and it required a moment or two for
the light to penetrate the darkness beyond.
T had not taken two steps beyond the thres-
hold ere Lawrence was by my side, and we
found ourselves in a stone passage without
windows, appearing to lead round the buil-
ding. Ten paces on, however, we came to
the top of aflight of steps, broken and
mouldy, with grass and weeds growing up
between the crevices. Part of the wall
had fallen there, but it wason the side
away from the wind; and although the flut-
tering air, diverted by some obstacles from
its course, causcd the flame of the candle
to waver, I carried it still lizhted past the
aperture. It was a work of some danger
to descend those steps, for they rocked and
thttered under the foot, and they scemed
interminable; but after the first twenty had
been passed we had no more to fear from
wind. The masonry ceased; the walls be-
came the solid rock, rudely hewn out for a
passage for the stairs; and the steps them-
selves were of the native stone; squared
and flattened at one time probably, but
worn by many feet, and in shme places bro-
ken, by what influences I do not know.
When we were about half way down, the

gounds, which had been growing louder and
louder, suddenly ceased, and a deathlike
stillness succeeded.

“Stay a bit,”” said my companion: “let us
reconnoitre. We may as well look before
we leap. Hold up the light.”

I did as he asked, but the faint rays of
the candle showed us nothing but the black
irregular faces of the rock on either side, @
small rill of water percolating through a
crevice, and flowing over, down upon the
steps, along which it poured in miniature
cascades, and beyond, a black chasm where
we could see nothing:

«@ome on,”’ said Lawrence, advancing;
‘we must see the end of it.”!

Forward we went—down, down, some
two-and-thirty steps more, without hearing
another sound; ‘but just as we reached the
bottom step something gave a wild sort of
yell, and I could hear a scrambling and
tumbling at a good distance in adyance.

My heart beat terribly, and Lawrence
stopped short. I was far mere agitated
than he was, but he showed what he felt
more, and any one who had seen us would
have said that he was frightened, I per-
fectly cool. He had passed me on the
stairs; I now passed him, and holding the
light high up gazed around.

It was very difficult to scc anything dis-
tinetly, but here and there the beams caught
upon rough points of rock, and low arches
rudely hewn in the dark stone, and I made
out that we were in a series of vaults ex-
cavated below the castle, with massive par-
titions between them, and here and' there
a doorway or passage from one to the oth-
cr. It scemed a perfect labyrinth at first
sight, and now. that all was silent again, we
had nothing to guide us. I listened, but
all was still as death; and I wasadvancing
again, when my companion asked me to
stop, and proposcd that we should examine
the ground on cach side as we went on,
marking the spot from which we started.—
It seemed a good plan, and I was stooping
down to pile up some of the loose stones
with which the ground or floor was plenti-
fully encumbared, whena large black snake
glided'away, and at the same moment a bat
or a small owl flitted by, and extinguished
the light with its wings.

< Good Heaven, how unlucky!” cricd
Lawrence; “have you got the match-box?”
«No,” I answered; “I left it on the floor
near where I was sleeping.  Feel your way
up the steps, my gaod friend, and bring it
and the other candle. I will remain here
till you come. Be quick!”

“Fou go; let me stay,” said Tiawrence.
But I was ashamed to accept his offer; and
there was a something, I knew not what,
that urged me to remain. “No, no,” I said,
“g0 quickly; but give me one of your pis-
tols,”” and I repeated the last words in Ger-
man, lest any one who understood that lan-
gaage should be within car-shot.

We were 50 cear the foot of the steps
that Lawrence could make no mistake, and
T soon heard his feet ascending at a rapid
rate, tripping and stumbling; it is truc, but

heard a light sound also from the other
side, but I concluded that it was but the

ing. I could hear myheart beat, and the

__throb, throb, throbbing.
After a moment or two I heard Law-

of haying some other being near me, made
me resolve to cock the pistol. T tried to
do it with my thumb as T held it in my
right hand, but the lock went hard, and I
found it would be nccessary to lay down
the candle to effect it. Justas I was stoop-
ing to do so, I became suddenly conscious
of having some living creature close by me;
and the next instant I felt cold fingers at
my throat, and an arm thrown round me.
Not a word was spoken, but the grasp be-
came tight upon my neck, and I struggled
violently for breath and life. But the
strength of the being that grasped me
secemed gigantic, and his hand felt like a
hand of irom.

Oh what a moment was that! Never,
except in a terrible dream, haye I felt any
thing like it. I tried toecry, toshout, but
T could not, his hold of my throat was so
tight; power of muscle secmed to fail me;
my head turned giddy; my heart felt as if
stopping; flashes of light shone from my
eyes.

My right hand, however, was free, and
by a violent effort I forced'back the cock
of the pistol, nearly to the click; but then
I lost all power. The hammer fell; the
weapon went off with a loud echoing report,
and for an instant, by the flash, I saw a hid-
eous face with a gruy beard close gazing
into mine.

The sound of Lawrence's footsteps run-
ning rapidly overhead were the most joy-
ful T had ever heard; but the next instant
I felt myself cast violently backward, and I
I fell half stunned and bewildered to the
ground.

Before I could rise the light of the can-
dle began to appear, as Lawrence came
down the stairs, first faint, and then bright-
er; and I heard his voice exclaiming, “What
has happened? what has happened?”

«Take care?’ I cried faintly; “there is
some man or some devil here, and ha has
half killed me!”

Looking carefully around, Lawrence help-
ed me to rise, and then we picked up the
candle T had let fall and lighted it again,
he gazing in my face from time to time;
but seeming hardly to like to take his cyes
off the vaults, ot to enter into any conver-
sation, for fear of some sudden attack.—
Nothing was to be seen, however; my say-
age assailant was gone, leaving fio frace be-
hind him but a cut upon the back of my
head, received as he cast me backward.

«What has happened?” said Lawrence
at length, in a very low voice. “Why,
your face looks quite blue, and you are

bleeding!

been half strangled, and have nearly had
my brains dashed out. Have you got pow-
der and ball?  If so, load the pistol;” and
giving it to him, I sat down on the last step
of the stairs to recover myself a little, keep-
ing a wary eye upon the gloom beyond him
while he re-charged the weapon.

From time to time he asked a question,
and T answered, till he had heard all that
had happened, and then, aftera minute’s
thought, he said, “Do you know, I think we
had better give this up; and barricade our-
selves into the room up stairs.  There may
be more of these ruffiang than one.**

«No, fio,”” T answered; “T'am resolved to
sec the end of it. There is only ono, de-
pend upon it, or' I should have had' both
upon me. We are two, and can deal with
him at all events. I have a great notion
that some crime has been committed hero
this night, and we ought to ascertain the
facts. Those first shricks were from a wo-
man’s voice.”

«Well, well,’’ answered my companion,
«J am with you, if you are ready. Here,
take one light and one pistol, and you ex-
amine the right-hand vaults while I take
the left. We are now on our guard, and
can help cach other.”

We walked on accordingly, very slowly
and carcfully, taking care to look around
us at every step, for the vaults were very
rugged and irregular, and there was many
a point and angle which might haye con-
coaled an assailant, but we met with no
living creature. At length I thought I
perceived a glimmer of light before me,
but a Little to the left, and calling up Law-
rence, who was at some yards’ distance, I
pointed it out to him.

«To be sure I see it,”” he answered; “it
is the moon shining. e must be near the
entranea of the vanlta  But whatiis that?
There seems to be some onc lying down
there.”

He laid his hand upon my arm as he
spoke, and we both stood still and' gazed
forward. The object toward whichhis eyes
were %irccted certainly looked like a hu-
man figure, but it moved not in- the least,
and I slowly advanced toward it. Gradu-
ally T discerned what it was. There was
the dress of a woman, gay,colorcd andicon-
siderably ornamented, and ancat little foot
and shoe, with a small buckle in it, resting
on a picce of fallen rock. The head was

T acknowledge T'had some trepidation in | still going on. As I'listencd, I thought T|; cay from us, and she lay perfectly still.

My spirit felt chilled; but I went om,
quickening my pace, and Lawrence and I

colf toward scenes which I could not doubt fccho of his steps through the hollow passa-|5oon stood beside her, holding the lights
were fearful; and I can boldly say that if: ges, and I stood quite still, hardly breath-| <o por.

She was a young girl of nineteen or twen-

gone alone. Tt would scem as if Fate, in|arteries of the throat were very unpleasant ty, dressed in gala costume, o

touch of the city garb, some of the peasant

attire, Her bair, which was all loose, wet,

arranged the combinations which con- 'S S 1 ) st i - ! 2
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ry pretty in the sweet happy coloring of
health and life. Now it was deathly pale,
and the windows of the soul were closed.
Tt was a sad, sad sight to sece! Her gar-
ments were all wet, and there was some
froth about the mouth, but the fingers of
he hands .were limp and natural, as if
there had been no struggle, and the fea-
tures of the face were not distorted. Thero
was, however, a wound upon her temple,
from which some blood had flowed, and

the small fair cars.

She looked very sweet as she lay there,
and Lawrence and I stood and gazed at her
long. Her dress was somewhat discompos-
ed, and I straightened it over her ankles,
though the sense of modesty and maiden
shame had gone out with all the other gen-
tle harmonies in that young heart.

How came she by her death?  How came
she there? Was she slain by accident, or
had she met with violence? were questions
that pressed upon our thoughts. But we
said little then, and after a time left her
where we found her. It mattcred not to
her that the bed was hard or the air cold.
We searched every corner of the vaults,
however, for him I could not help believing
her murderer, but without success; and on
going to the mouth ofithe vault, where there
had once been a door, long gone to warm
some peasant's winter hearth, we found
that it led out upon the road close by the
side of the Rhine, and hardly a dozen pa-
ces from the river.

It was clear how he had escaped; and we
sadly took our way back to the chamber
above, where we passed the rest of the night
in melancholy talk over the sad events that
must have happened.

We slept no more, nor tried to sleep;
but as soon as the east was gray went down
to the shed where we had left the horses,
and resumed our journey. to give informa-

“No wonder,”” I answered; “for T have

some scratches upon her cheek, and upon
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