THE WAVE.

1

A STARTLING VISITOR.

Last autumn, having caughta severe cold in the
cricket-field, I was ordered to spend the winter in the
South of France. I wassoon able to breathe freely
once more, but should have found the life very dull had
it not been for th i of a young
named de Lussan, whom I met during one of wy
excursions in the Cevennes mountains. We visited

ther_many lovely spots, and when the wintry
weather put an end to these trips, I agreed to pass
Christmas-tide with him in his home. He had told
me that he and his sister were orphaus, lraving been
left possessors of a rambling old chiteau, some
hectares of land, aud very little else. I was, there-
fore, pre| to find a modest establishment, to
which the addition of oue extra mouth would have

young lady in question was sitting at the other end
of the room, aud if she had not been chatlering to
Madame Drouet, might have heard the uncourteous
remark. It was the first evening they had spent out
of the school-room since my arrival,

1 am sorry that my sister should be so shut out
from the gay world,” he continued, *You are the

irst visitor we have had for months; and we can uever
persuade our servauts to remain.”

““Why uot?” 1 asked.

‘“Because they hear the old family history from
the peasauts, and they believe the place to be
hauuted.”

** May I ask you to tell me the story?”” I said.

‘* Coustance will relate it to you with pleasure, 1
am sure,” heanswerd. Then going to his cousiu he
said, ** Bertha, it is Christmas Eve, aud your cousin
is goin.g to tell this gentleman the legend of our

been a burden, if [ had not contributed to the house- | house.

hold by sending from Nismes an occasional box of|
luxuries, such as my hosts would never have thought

of ordering for themselves. Emile and Constance de
Lussan led a healthy, country life: res awgusta dorni
was not

a&epuent: for the farmer paid them a small
rent for grass land; and was there not cousin
Bertha’s contribution to the common fund? Bertha
was an heiress in a small way; a tall, pale, thin girl,
of whom we did not see much, as she was not yet
fifteen, and consequently was nearly always with her
governess,

After the weary round of London gaiety and the
hum of such a hive as Harrow, how I did enjoy the
quiet country life, the pure air, and the sensible con-
versation of two such well-read people as my friend
and his sister! Certainly the chiteau was too big to
be comfortable, and when the mistral came howling
down from the mountains, it was impossible to keep
warm. Perhaps the room assigned to me was the
snuggest one in the whole building, it being partly
carpeted and eutirely hung with tapestry, besides

ing an enormous fireplace, capable of holding
half a treeat a time; furthermore, it looked out on
the garden and faced the risiug sun. Cheerful
enough b, d:ly, it was nota room to sleep well in.
‘The wein‘{ old furniture, the uunecessarily large bed,
with its thick cdredon covering, madeame restless and
prone to be troubled by dreams. Sowe nights passed
without refreshing sleep had begun to tell upon my
a] nce, and my host had asked his usual question
« ﬁw did you sleep? ”* with unwonted anxiety, when
events took place which I will attempt to describe.

One night I dreamt that some evil thing was ap-
proaching my bedside, and that I could not ward it
off. With a futile effort to cry out, I awoke with a
start. Yes, in a moment I was broad awake; and
there, within a few feet of me, stood a shadowy figure,
beckoning with a. wan, right hand. The fire had
by this time buirned out, yet there was a faint light
from the moon recently set, sufficient for me to see
distinctly a tall female figure, apparently dressed in
adark robe of ancient fashion; the face was like
death, except that the eyes were wide open, and
staring at me with a fixed gaze. The figure had
something in its left hand to which it pointed; then
it began to retreat slowly to a distant of the
chamber, where it became indistinct, and then dis-
appeared.  Astonishment and—must I own it?—
fright, had hitherto kept me motionless; now I
summoned courage to jump up aund strike a light.
The room was untenanted seve by myselfl Could
this have been a trick of my host? No, Emile was
not the style of man to glay practical jokes; besides,
the window was fastene
as I hadleft it the previous evening. Had I dreamt,
or imagined the occurrence? Again, no; the :pgari-
tion had been real and distinct, whatever had been
the cause of its i lumb: Like

and the door’ locked_inside | ¥

**I do not care to hear it again,” was the reply.
““1f you would play some lively gawe, or even tric-
trac, I should like to join you; but to listen lo that
story I have heard hundreds of times!—

““Then I think you had better retire,” said Emile.

“So I will, if Madame does noc think it too early,”
was the girl’s answer.

“ Mademoiselle requires plenty of rest, she grows
so fast; and it is past ten o’clock,’’ was that lady's
remark; so the two quitted the room witha brief éon
soir, and we drew round the fire.

Mademoiselle de Lussan then commenced as fol-
lows: ‘‘ You have probably heard of our ancestor, the
Baron d'Aigaliers. He came forward towards the
close of the struggle in the Cevennes nearly two
hundred years ago, and was mainly instrumental in
making peace between the Camisards and the Govern-
ment; -for which service he was rewarded by being
banished, He had to leave this chiteau at a few
hours’ notice, on horseback, taking with him his
only remainingservant.” The young lady then went
on to narrate the subsequent adventures of that

the privations und; y
his family in Switzerlaud; his return to France;
capture and imprisonment in a Government castle,
whence he succeeded in escaping, but was shot dead
by a sentry from the walls. *His object in returning
to this country,” she concluded, ‘‘is said to have
been torecover the valuables that he had secreted
before his flight, the place of concealment having
been kuown to him alone. The poor Baroness came
back some years later to inhabit the home to which
she had been brought as a bride before the rebellion;
but her mind was quite shattered, aud she d
her time in wandering about, lamenting their lost
fortune. Sbe had to be watched night and day. At
last she died, as we all must; but there is a_tradition
in our family that she still_haunts the chiteau, and
that her perturbed spirit will not rest until her de-
scendants become possessed of the lost treasure. Of
course we do not believe, yet it is annoying to have
such a story afloat. Only last week our servant left
us on thisaccount. She had been sent to the village
at night, and declared that on her return she had
wet a tall lady, dressed in an ancient robe with a
hood over her head, and holding a letter in her hand.
“The figure app d to be rching for hi
under the trees, but when the girl spoke, it vanished.
Of course, it was all imagination.”

““Ma foi non,” 1 interrupted. I had begun to know
enough French to swear politely in that language.
“Yonr ancestress was good enough to visit me last
night;” and I told them what the reader already

.DOWS.

“That is indeed strange!” remarked Ewile. ‘It
is the Baron’s room which has been allotted to you,
but his wife is said to have never occupied it after his
death. However, you shall have another chamber

my
Clarence, “I a miserable night, and in the
morning curtly refused to answer any questions as to
my low spirits.”
owever, youth and exercise are a capital cure for
depression of mind. We had a rare scamper on pony-
back to Anduze that day, returning by another road
to the chiteau, and an uncommonly good dinner.
Some wine of superior vintage was rrodnced, and we
became very jolly. In the evening I could not refrain
from remarking to ny fair hostess that I was sur-
prised at their keep|n§ Christmas Eve. ‘‘You are
right,” she replied. ~ *“In this country it is the custom
now to ignore Christmas, and to celebrate the New-
VYear as the ‘Heathen Chinee’ does; but with our
forefathers it was not so. Two hundred years a;
the season of Christmas was venerat by the
Protestants of France. There is also a special reason
why we should keep this Christmas; Emile is going
to America next year. You kuow that the phylloxera
has killed all our poor vines,” she added, *'so my
brothef is going to the new world in hopes of regain-
ing the fortune we have lost in the old one.”
“And you go with him, of course?” I asked.
“‘No, indeed,” said Emil 'she has to keep a
‘home here for that tiresome child. _If it were not for
, she might shut up the chiteau and accom-
was said in a Jow voice, for the

; there are plenty of empty ones,”

‘We sat up late that night, and turned the conversa-
tion to other subjects: nevertheless, when I got to
my room I felt excited and sleepless, so I made a
bright fire, and threw myself into an easy chair oppo-
site it, with a volume of George Sand as a companion,

All at once there .was a shadow on the mirror above
the fire. Looking up Isaw the same figure which
had visited me the previous night. i

I sta up and_faced it. This time it was no
dream ; the light from the candle between us was
fairly good, and I could see the gaunt figure, and the
faded, old-fashioned hood shrouding that white face
and those glaring eyes—clearly a mad woman’s eyes,
T thought—but I had never been l.mon;i‘ the insane.
In one hand was a scroll resembling parchment.

1made a step forward; the figure retreated and
disappeared behind the tapestry. I distinctly heard
the word Viens (come) pronoun in a low voice.
There was no sound of a footstep, but the next mo-
ment I was alone and in comparative darkuess, fora
sudden gust of air had blown out my one candle. ‘A
voice from the dead calls upon me to unravel some
mystery,” I thought ; *I must fulfill my destiny.”

Relighting the candle, I lifted a corner of the
tapestry, and found that a concealed door in the

in

ded

thick wall. of the cold, I d and
found myself on the ground-floor, and in a roomn de-
voted to the preservation from frost of a number of
orange-trees and oleanders growing in large tubs.
The outer door was not fastened, so I stepped into
the open ai;

It was bright moonlight, and the lawn before me
was deserte&; but under the magnificent trees be-
youd I thought I saw something moving in the deep
shadow. Hurrying across the grass 1 came upon the
same mysterious figure that had startled me in-my

room ; it was
one finger was movin,
person reading raises
eyes stared at the grass.

““What do you want with me?” I said. The ques-
tion was unheeded ; the index finger continued to
move along the characters which appeared to bLe
written on vellum.

‘* Give nie that paper,” Isaid. Still no answer. I
then mustered up all my courage, and touched the
hand. Icy cold it was, but substantial, no phantom.
“The next moment she—for I was convinced it was a
woman—gave a shriek and fled like lightningtoa
neighboring shrubbery, where she was lost to view.
I stood for a moment hesitating, when I saw the
same figure mounted on the lofty garden wall ; then
it passed along the frout of the ‘wing of the chiteau
opposite to the one I had left. It was apparently
walking ou nothing, and rising all the time; pres-
eutly it entered an open window, which was imme-
diately shut.

Five minutes afterwards Emile and hissister, whom
I had found still up and poring over household ac-
counts, had joined me on the lawn. I told them how
I had followed the form of their supposed ancestress
from my chamber to that spot. ** lieve it to be a
real person in masquerade attire, trying to frighten

u for some pu of her own,” Isaid. ‘‘How-
ever, the offender is now in the chateau, so you can
detect and punish her.”

““Where did the thing go? " asked Coustance.

‘I have brought you here to show you,” I replied.
‘“She mounted the wall sloping up to the wing oppo-
site, and entered thet middle window on the &t

“Impossible!” exclaimed both my friends to-
gether.

““You must have been subj
sion,” added Mademoiselle.
I tell him all, Emi

* Yes, certainly,’ id he.

‘‘Well, then, the window you indicate is the only
one in Bertha's room, and no one could possibly have
entered there, as it is securely barred and never
opened. She had a tendency to walk in her sleep
when quite a little child, so we ‘pnt ber in the Bar-
oness’ chamber, as it is called, for safey. What you
saw must have been the spirit of our ancestress.”

“‘No spirit,” I cried, ‘“but flesh and blood. Go,
and find out who is there.” She went, and we ac-
companied her to the door. She found Madame
Drouet asleep, with hier bed, as usual, drawn across
her pupil’s door. The old lady, after some Lesitation,
arrayed bherself in a nondescript blue garment, but-
toned from the throat to the feet, and finally admitted
us to a peep at the inner apartment. The casement
was heavily barred, and the regular breathing of the
occupant of the chamber showed that she was buried
in the profound slumber of youth aud innocence.

‘We crept quietly out with many apologies to
Madame fgr the untimely intrusion. Y 2polog

“Now, will you believe that you have been sub-
jected to some delusion ? " asked Emile.

“I believe nothing until I have had an oppor-
tun|i'lydol’ examining that window by daylight,” I
replied.

?"l‘here is no objection to your doing so,’’ said Con-
stance, * provided that our cousin does not know
but it has been fastened for ages.” Aud so we once
more parted for the night.

Next day there were Christmas presents; among
others a bélutiful set of Les Graces for Bertha, We
all went to the neighboring temple in the morning.
Here I should explain, for the benefit of my English
readers that Protestant places of worship are still
called “temples” in France. In the aflernoon
Madame Drouet and Constance accompanied me to
the hamber, while Emile d k to
keep his gousin occupied for an hour at least with
her new game.

A careful examination of the side panels of the
lady’s room showed that a portion of the woodwork
was removable, and in a cavity behind it we found a
screw-driver, quite a modern affair. Then we tried
the screws of the window-frame in which were the
bars ; one or two, fixed in metal, were easily with-
drawn ; the rest were useless, the wood in which
they were embedded being decayed. The framework
was then lifted aside, and the window—a French one
—opened, inwards, noiselessly an.d with ease. Unde
o';eside a board wasremovable, and in the opening

us

y g for H
aloug the paper like a blind
characters; the unwinking

?‘t to some optical illu-

That room is—shall

panels was open to a

d were found some articles of feminine
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apparel, almost falling to pieces from age, and also a
scroll of parchment.

1t was evidentthat Bertha, with the acute senses of|
a somnambulist, had discovered means to escape
from her prison. There was a narrow gatter below
her window which only a Blondm, or a sleep-walker,

could have used as a means of exit.
And here story would have stopped, had it not
been for the writing on the iment, over which

the girl had been exercising unconscious brains
dnrmi'le:p The directions were brief and plain
eno ““Dig half-way between the Pierre Asgu and
the fifth oak one m« down.” The Pierre
ancient boulder near the chiteau, and a fine row of

oaks was quite near We measured and dug like
uavvies that afternoon, Emile and I, and we found—
nothing.

** There is some mistake,” said my friend at last.
“The trees are growing at regular distances with one
exception, where the dﬁhnce is double. Some storm
has removed one of them.

“You are nght." I snd “the fifth oak of the paper
is now the fourth.”

We tried again and disinterred a small box contain-
ing a few Louis d’or and a quantity of jewels of great
value.

L )
Blmle did notgo to America; and now another
Christmes is at hand, and I have promised to spend it
at the chiteau. When' the new year comes—but
that is another, tale which only concerns Constance
and myself; it would not interest the reader a bit.
—_——




