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	Princess Catherine Radziwill

	 

	 

	
INTRODUCTION

	 

	 

	Catherine Radziwill lived a full and rather strange life. She was an author and journalist, stalker, conwoman and inmate sent to prison for forgery, shunned by her family, but somehow managed to find the time to write historical non-fiction, biographies and this little book of stories which has never been reprinted since its first appearance in 1916.

	Born Countess Ekaterina Adamovda Rzewuska in 1858, she belonged to an old lineage of Polish nobility. Her mother was Countess Rzewuski, a descendant of the Princess Yekaterina Romanovna Dashkova, known today as the woman who helped Catherine the Great to the throne of Russia, overthrowing Peter III Fyodorovich. She spent her formative years living with an aunt who was the wife of Honoré de Balzac, the famous French short story writer. Radziwill’s early life was one of supreme luxury and at fifteen she was married to Prince William Radziwill, a member of a distinguished Prussian family.

	When she was twenty, she separated from William, not long after the birth of their third child. She then became romantically entangled with General ‘Bloody Eyes’ Skobelev, whose heroism during the Russo-Turkish War of 1877–1878 made his name. After his death (rumoured to have been at an orgy and after his request to have been chloroformed by an eager-to-please female) she travelled throughout Europe and was accepted by London’s high society. British newspapers reported that she was ‘on very friendly terms with many statesmen’, alluding to the fact that her attention to richer men was, perhaps, less than discreet.

	It was during this time that a French magazine started to publish letters written by Count Paul Vasili, supposedly a diplomat at the court of Wilhelm I. The letters were indiscreet, bursting the bubble of the newly formed Royal Court, spilling forth the sexual secrets and gossip. They were of course all written by Radziwill who had her ear close to the ground and would later be published in a book called Berlin Society.

	The mining magnate Cecil Rhodes came into her life when he was in his twilight years. They met in London at a dinner given in her honour and while she thought it was love, he was not of the same opinion. According to one of Rhodes’ secretaries, Philip Jourdan, Rhodes would try to book passage to Africa but would have to cancel when he found out that Radziwill had found out when he would be sailing and booked to travel with him. It became a game of cat and mouse, with the Princess finally triumphant. On the boat she lied to Rhodes and said that her husband was a brute. She might have even fainted in Rhodes’ arms. Whatever the case may be, when she reached Africa, she became an immediate sensation, but Rhode’s aides called her ‘Princess Razzledazzle’. During her stay, the princess falsely claimed that they were engaged; in fact Rhodes had turned down her proposal of marriage. Many historians have since said that Rhodes was gay and in love with his private secretary, Neville Pickering. She didn’t take to his dismissal of her kindly and she might not have had as much money as she had been making out.

	In June 1900, while in London and staying at a hotel in the West End, she made a sensation by declaring that her jewels to the value of £40,000 had been stolen. Scotland Yard was put to the task of recovering the jewels. They were found in a pawnshop and discovered to be paste. She had pawned them.

	She then falsely accused Rhodes of loan fraud. He had to go to trial and testify against her accusation. She was arrested and sentenced to two years’ imprisonment at the Cape for forging Cecil Rhodes’s name on a promissory note. After Rhode’s death in 1902, speeded along by the stress of the trial, her family, disgusted by her actions, turned their back on her. On her release from prison she then tried to sue Rhodes’ Estate for over £1,400,000 (£210,000,000 in today’s money). She was not successful and her divorce from William was finalised in 1906, leaving her with very little.

	Moving back to St Petersburg, her nom de plume, Count Paul Vasili, was unmasked when she wrote a book called Behind the Veil of the Russian Court, unveiling a secret that the Russian courts had tried their hardest to keep. She was deported.

	She soon found herself back on her feet and married Karl Emile Kolb-Danvin, a Swedish businessman and engineer. It was during this relatively stable time that The Black Dwarf of Vienna and Other Weird Stories was written. However, it all came crashing to a halt when, in 1917, while they were in the United States, Karl died suddenly, leaving Catherine almost destitute. Living hand to mouth didn’t stop her. She still had her name and it continued to open doors, so she wrote for newspapers (articles on how the Kaiser was insane), magazines, and wrote a biography about Cecil Rhodes—making money out of his name from beyond the grave. She toured Canada, giving talks on the Imperial Court of Berlin and would hustle as much as she could. At sixty-one she was sent to jail in 1921 for failure to pay her hotel bill at the Hotel Shelburne on Coney Island. She wrote a second volume of autobiography called It Really Happened, where she says she lived in New York slums and befriended prostitutes, but most of it has been declared as fiction. But whatever stories she told, at the end she said that she was ‘glad she was an American’—finding a ‘kind and charitable’ country that was less hard on her than the unforgiving Russia and those of Africa and Western Europe who saw through her lies. She finally found a place where she could use her name to more effect and helped her find the lifestyle she was accustomed to living.

	Old age caught up with her and she fell, breaking her hip. Whilst recovering, she died of a heart attack at the age of 83, on 12 May, 1941.

	 

	Published in the latter half of 1916, The Black Dwarf contains sixteen strange stories that are connected with the Polish, Hungarian and Russian nobility of long ago. Catherine makes no explanation for the supernatural yarns happening—they are reported as fact, but there is no investigation into most of the happenings.

	Black Dwarf is ‘a strange emissary from the Unseen World’, who is supposed to appear in Hofburg (the centre of Vienna) before any disaster which occurs to the Hapsburg dynasty in particular and Austria in general. Nobody knows the origin of the Black Dwarf, but it was said that he was an Emperor’s jester, and put to death before his first appearance in 1683 and before the first siege of Vienna by the Turkish. He then re-appeared to the Empress Elisabeth of Austria, telling her about her upcoming murder in Geneva. The popular ‘Sisi’ was stabbed to death by an Italian anarchist in 1898. The Black Dwarf also told her about her son’s (Rudolph, Crown Prince of Russia) imminent death, dying in a suicide pact with his mistress May Vestra. He vanished back into the unseen world, and returned to the halls of Hofburg, warning of the upcoming war in 1914. This, the Black Dwarf seemingly told Radziwill in person. But we must be rest assured that Catherine has ‘authenticated’ them all—either by visiting the haunted place in question or being a part of the story itself, witnessing first-hand the weirdness that she writes about. Her pieces on White Lady who, it is claimed, shows herself in Berlin when a Hohenzollern (former royalty and, from 1871 to 1918, imperial) is about to die, or the Headless Knight of Willigrad aren’t very convincing—but are all good fun.

	As far as the book goes, it’s the naughty child of Elliot O’Donnell’s class, not written as well as it could be, but the tales are told competently enough—it’s another genre volume rescued from that unseen world of book oblivion and gives the early war years, 1916 in particular, a small body of supernatural work, with Katharine Cox’s Haunted Royalties and Psychical and Super-Normal Phenomena bringing up the rear (all published by William Rider & Son, Limited).

	For those wanting to find everything Radziwill wrote, here are all of the names she was published under: Catherine Kolb-Danvin, Catherine Kolb, Catherine Danvin, Mme. Charles Danvin, Count Paul Vasili and Hildegarde Ebenthal.

	 

	Johnny Mains

	January 2024
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THE BLACK DWARF OF VIENNA

	 

	 

	There are ever so many legends connected with the House of Hapsburg, and this ill-fated race has always been forewarned in some way or other of its impending misfortunes. Without speaking of the crows supposed to crowd around the members of that family about to die, and which were noticed hovering about the unfortunate Empress Elizabeth, all through that last fatal journey which she made in Switzerland, from whence she was never to return, there are in the many castles belonging to the Austrian Crown apparitions which come at regular intervals to bid those who see them prepare for some misfortune or other. For instance, at Laxenburg, a grey lady is seen passing through the State Apartments, and stopping before the door of the particular person whom the hand of fate is about to strike. She was observed just before the suicide of the Crown Prince Rudolph, who liked this castle, and used to spend a considerable time there every summer. And upon this occasion several people saw her quite distinctly cross a corridor which led to the apartments occupied by the Archduke, and stop there for some moments. A lady-in-waiting on the Archduchess Stephanie was among them.

	But the one apparition whose advent is particularly dreaded by all the members of the Austrian Imperial Family is that of the little Black Dwarf who is sometimes seen in the Vienna Hofburg, because his presence invariably bodes evil not only to the Hapsburgs, but to the whole of Austria, before every disaster to which country he invariably appears. From whence he comes, and what was his origin, no one knows, though there is a tradition that in remote ages he was the fool of an Austrian Emperor, and was put to death by the latter’s orders for having disobeyed some commands that had been given to him. But even this is not certain, and the story of this singular being is wrapped in mystery. All that is positively known about him, is that just before the siege of Vienna by the Turks in 1683, he was noticed for the first time by some attendants on the Emperor Leopold, walking to and fro in the immense halls of the Hofburg, and laughing sardonically as he was proceeding on his way. When Vienna was relieved, thanks to the intervention of the Poles with King John Sobieski at their head, the Dwarf disappeared, and was seen no more, until the Emperor Charles VI. lay on his death-bed, when he began again to haunt the Hofburg, from which he would not be driven away, until the death of the great Maria Theresa. During all the years that she occupied the throne, the Black Dwarf made it his business to appear at all hours of the day and night, scaring by his presence the Court as well as the different members of the Imperial Family to whom he showed himself. At last people got more or less used to him, and he came to be considered as a regular inhabitant of the Palace. But all the time that he walked about, one misfortune after another befell the Hapsburgs, and the great Empress hardly knew a quiet moment during the long years that she occupied her throne.

	Just before Maria Theresa expired, the Dwarf showed himself in her bedroom, walking up to her couch and bending over it, this time with a sorrowful expression in his distorted features. The Sovereign, about to enter eternity, opened her eyes, and in her turn looked at the strange messenger, who, as she understood but too well, had come to tell her that the hour of death was drawing near. The Dwarf did not speak, and she dared not question him, but pointed him out to her attendants with a significant gesture, then fell back upon her pillows. The little figure of the spirit, who had seemed to have come to bid her good-bye, then slowly faded, and at last vanished, this time for many years.

	He was seen again on the eve of the day when Queen Marie Antoinette laid her head upon the scaffold, but then he looked immeasurably sad. And he reappeared once more, when the Archduchess Marie Louisa left the Hofburg for the distant Tuileries, which she was to enter as an Empress. And at last he was seen on that eventful December day when the present Emperor Francis Joseph accepted from the hands of his uncle Ferdinand that Imperial Crown which to him was destined to prove so fatal.

	This time he was met by the Archduchess Sophy, the new Sovereign’s mother, who nearly fainted from fright when she encountered him. The Black Dwarf was smiling and looked supremely happy, as if he expected many good things from the years about to come, but the terrified Princess would nevertheless have preferred by far to have been spared this encounter, which already was considered to be so ominous for the House of Hapsburg, as well as for the Austrian realm.

	Very few people have had sufficient courage to stop the Black Dwarf, or to speak with him. Among them the Empress Elizabeth was an exception, because the first time that she came face to face with this ghostly visitor, she actually asked him what it was that he wanted, and why he persisted in showing himself at the Hofburg. It seems that she received a reply to her questions, but refused to communicate its purport to anyone. But she declared that, thanks to him, she knew beforehand every time a new misfortune was to befall her or her nearest and dearest, and that it was due to this knowledge that a catastrophe was about to occur, that she could brace herself to meet it with resignation. Her supposed stoicism was, as she declared, due to nothing else but the opportunity she had had, thanks to the Dwarf, of nerving herself for the evil which might otherwise have overpowered her.

	The beautiful Empress was the only person to whom the Dwarf showed himself outside of Vienna and of the Hofburg. She saw him in the corridors of the Hotel Beaurivage at Geneva, coming to meet her, as she was about to retire to her room, and he appeared both to her and to the lady who was attending her, so distinctly, that there could be no mistake as to his identity. He flitted before Elizabeth as she proceeded along the passage, but as she was about to enter her apartments he vanished, but not without having made her a sign of farewell, which was but too well understood a few hours later, when the dagger of Luchenni sent the Empress into eternity.

	Some of the people who had the mournful mission of accompanying to Vienna the remains of the murdered consort of Francis Joseph, declared that all through the journey they saw at intervals the Dwarf kneeling beside her coffin. He hovered around it during the funeral service in the Capuchin church, but after it had been deposited in the vault, the Dwarf disappeared with it too, and the Hofburg was rid of him for a good many years.

	During the spring of 1914, however, it began to be rumoured in the Austrian capital that the Dwarf had once more appeared in the halls of the Imperial Residence, looking this time angry and threatening. He walked about everywhere, without stopping at any particular place, except before the doors of the apartments occupied during their lifetime by the Empress Elizabeth and by her son the Crown Prince Rudolph. Many people saw him, and wondered what it could be that had brought him back again, But though many members of the Imperial Family and numerous Court officials met him, no one had the courage to mention his name to the old Monarch, whom everyone believed he had come to call away.

	Since the war broke out, the Dwarf has become once more a daily visitor at the Hofburg. He seems to have aged, because his countenance is bent, and he walks about as if carrying a burden too heavy for his shoulders to bear. No one molests him, but everyone tries to avoid him, because it is known that his presence means death and sorrow, and of this more than enough has already been seen in Austria, as well as in the rest of the world, since that fateful summer day which witnessed for the second time, in less than thirty years, the unnatural end of an heir to the Monarchy of the Hapsburgs.

	 

	 

	
ITALY’S ROYAL MASCOT: THE GREEN PAGE OF THE ROYAL CASTLE OF TURIN

	 

	 

	This is a particular ghost, quite different from those with which we are most of us familiar, inasmuch as its appearance, far from boding misfortune to those to whom it shows itself, comes on the contrary to intimate to them that something unusually happy or fortunate is about to happen. The apparition is that of a small, very small page, dressed in the quaint costume of the fourteenth century, of an entirely green colour, who walks about playing a lute in the old Castle of Turin, and who is supposed to be the good genius of the House of Savoy.

	The story is a singular one. In 1363, Amédée VI., Count of Savoy, was giving a tournament at Chambéry, where he appeared together with his suite as a knight dressed in green armour. As he was proceeding to it, he met a little boy sitting disconsolately on the road, who was weeping bitterly. The Count stopped and asked him what was the matter, upon which the child related that his father and mother had been driven out of their small cottage, which had been burned down by the mercenary troops fighting under his banner, who had carried them away as prisoners, and that he had been left all alone, and did not know what was to become of him, or what had happened to his parents. The Count prided himself on keeping his soldiers in order, and on never allowing any acts of injustice and oppression to be committed by them. He instantly turned back, sending word that he could not on that day attend the tournament, and started to conduct personally an inquiry as to the truth of the tale which the boy had related to him. His attendants, however, observed to him that it would be better to put off the inquiry, as his absence from the festivity which he had himself arranged would surely be interpreted as a sign of fear on his part to meet his cousin James of Savoy, Prince of Piedmont, who had announced his intention of entering the lists against him, and who enjoyed the reputation of being one of the most valiant knights and most able swordsmen of his time. But the Count would not listen to this advice, declaring that the good of his subjects was far more important to him than his own reputation, and he proceeded to seek the detachment of troops who had ill-treated the poor people whose child had claimed his protection.

	He very soon discovered that the tale which he had heard was but too true, upon which he severely punished the authors of the act of oppression which had been brought to his notice, and took the little boy whom he had found in such distress as a page, and attached him to his person. The tournament was fought the next day, and the Count came out of it victoriously, though it had actually been reported that he had been afraid of facing his cousin, and that for this reason he had pleaded an excuse on the first day of the festivities The Prince of Piedmont himself had helped to spread this rumour, so that it was a great surprise for him when Amédée offered to meet him on the morrow, and defeated him signally. The story which spread all over the country won many adherents to the Count of Savoy, and helped to make him popular, but the officers whom he had chastised got to hate the page who had disclosed their crime to their Sovereign, and one day when they happened to meet the child in the garden which surrounded the Palace of Turin, they threw themselves upon him, and slew him, cutting his throat with their swords.

	Amédée was quite inconsolable. He had attached himself sincerely to the small boy, and had got to love him as if he had been one of his own sons. His grief was the more poignant because the murderers of his page were never discovered, and consequently the crime had to go unavenged. This troubled the Count so much that he could not get any rest either by day or by night, and at last became quite ill with worry and anxiety. One evening he was resting in his bedroom, feeling most unhappy, and wondering whether he would ever find out who had been the men who had so shamelessly put to death a mere infant. All at once the door of his apartment was opened, and his page stood before him, dressed in his green livery. Amédée was so scared and so delighted at the same time, that he was about to rush and take the boy in his arms, to convince himself whether he was not the victim of some hallucination or other, when he saw him wave him back with his hand.

	“Don’t touch me,” said the child; “this is not allowed to you, but I have been permitted to come to you, and to reassure you as to my fate. I am far happier now than I have ever been before, even with you, who were always so kind to me. I wish you not to worry about me, and to tell you that the good you have done to me is put to your account in the great book where all our crimes and good deeds are recorded, and that when your last day shall come, you too will find happiness and peace in the Heaven where I am already; and that the memory of the justice which you have done to me and to mine may never be lost, I shall show myself to you and to your descendants whenever anything great and glorious is about to befall you and your race.”

	He bent down and kissed the Count’s hand, and then disappeared.

	Amédée related the story to his consort and to his father confessor on the next day, and masses without number were said in the chapel of the Palace for the little boy, who had been allowed by God to come back and to bring peace to the troubled mind of his benefactor in life.

	The reign of the Count of Savoy was a great and glorious one, and he is known to history by the appellation of the Green Count, in memory of the celebrated tournament in which the page whose story I have related first became associated with him. He reunited to his dominions several rich counties and provinces, and left behind him the reputation of being a wise administrator and a valiant prince. It was noticed that whenever anything happy or lucky was about to occur to him the “Green Page,” as he got to be called, was seen by some person or other in the Royal Castle of Turin, and very soon the Count took to evoking him, and begging him to appear, whenever he had any important expedition in view. And when at last Amédée lay himself on his death-bed, he told his son to pay great attention to any appearance of the “Green Page,” and never to start on any dangerous enterprise if he had not seen him first.

	Amédée VII., the Red Count as he was called, was destined to reunite to the County of Savoy the principality of Piedmont, which had been separated from it for more than one hundred years. Before this happened, the “Green Page” had been seen by all the inhabitants of the Palace walking about, playing his lute, and looking supremely happy. And after this, whenever anything fortunate was about to happen to the House of Savoy, he came to notify them of it, and to encourage them in all their enterprises.

	During the latter half of last century the legend of the “Green Page” became once more the general subject of conversation, not only among the dwellers in the Royal Residence but also among the population of Turin, It was said that he walked about every night, and often during the daytime, and that one could meet him standing beside the door leading to the private apartments of the King of Sardinia. Victor Emmanuel II saw him just before the bloody battle of Novara, this time not in the Palace, but in the tent under which he was resting, previous to the deadly encounter which resulted in the defeat of the Italian troops by the Austrians, and it is related that his sight cheered the Crown Prince—as he was still at that time—to such an extent, that it induced him to utter the famous exclamation “Italia sara!” at a moment when the ambitions of the House of Savoy appeared to be shattered for ever.

	One of the persons to whom the “Green Page” showed himself was the famous Count Cavour, who encountered him as he was going down the staircase of the Castle at Turin, after an audience of the King. The wise statesman, who in spite of his reputed cynicism was, like most Italians, superstitious at heart, is reported to have tried to stop the boy, and to have addressed him, and asked him for encouragement and advice, but the apparition merely pointed towards the rooms occupied by Victor Emmanuel, and uttered the one word, “Continue.”

	Before the capital was removed to Florence, the boy was seen again. This time he seemed rather sorry for himself, and did not play upon his lute, as he generally used to do. The pious Princess Clotilde of Savoy met him one evening, whilst on a visit to her old home, and he spoke to her; but what was the import of his words she related to no one. Until her death, however, she remained convinced that she had conversed with the familiar phantom whose advent was always a sign of prosperity for the House to which she belonged.

	Her father, Victor Emmanuel, believed firmly in the “Green Page.” Before he determined to enter the walls of Rome he is reported to have spent days wandering in the vast rooms of his Turin Palace in the hope and expectation of coming across the good genius of his race, and it was only after having seen him pass in the distance, that he gave at last the order to occupy the Eternal City, and thus to achieve that Italian unity for which the House of Savoy had worked so long.

	At the present time the Royal Castle of Turin is nearly abandoned, the Dowager Duchess of Aosta being almost the only member of the Italian Royal Family who regularly resides within its walls. But the numerous servants in the place relate that since war was declared against Austria, the “Green Page” has been met again, playing on his lute, and showing signs of great satisfaction.

	 

	 

	
COUNTESS GERTRUDE OF ORLAMUNDE

	 

	 

	Much has been said and written concerning the White Lady, whose spectre is supposed to haunt the old Castle of Berlin, and to appear whenever a member of the House of Hohenzollern is about to die. Innumerable stories have been related concerning her and her apparitions. Most of them, however, repose partly on hearsay, and partly on the imaginations of those who having seen sometimes a chamber-maid in a white dress pass through the corridors of the Royal Residence, have taken her for the White Lady so dreaded by the German Imperial Family. One or two stories, however, which I have heard, seem to me to be genuine enough to deserve being repeated, as they proceed from people whose veracity is above suspicion.

	But, first of all, who was the White Lady? Some people say that she was the Countess of Liechtenstein, others a Princess of Brandenburg, and the familiar tradition at the Court of Berlin declares her to have been the Countess Gertrude of Orlamunde, who lived in the fifteenth century, and whose portraits can be seen to this day in the old castle, which she is supposed to haunt. Because, and here comes the difference between her ghost and other White Ladies whose spirits are declared to wander in other royal residences in Germany, the Countess of Orlamunde is never seen anywhere else but in Berlin, and only shows herself when a Hohenzollern is about to die, not when any misfortune is threatening that family. Her story is a sad one, and this is how it is related.

	The Countess Gertrude of Orlamunde was the widow of Count Rudolph of Orlamunde, who had been one of the vassals of Frederic VI. of Hohenzollern, the same prince who in the year 1415 bought the Marquisate of Brandenburg, and became the first Elector of that name. Frederic was a harsh and cruel man, and, moreover, one with strong passions. He fell violently in love with Gertrude, who on her side reciprocated his passion, and soon a guilty intrigue began between them, which was discovered by the outraged husband, who provoked Frederic to a duel. On the day before it was to take place, however, the Count of Orlamunde was found dead in his bed, and rumour had it that he had been strangled in his sleep, by order of his rival. Gertrude, who was at that time about thirty years old, and surpassingly beautiful, had been appointed by a will which her husband had made before he had discovered her infidelity, sole guardian of her two infant sons, and heiress to their great wealth, should they happen to die without leaving a posterity. She believed that Frederic would marry her after her mourning was over, and he told her he would do so, inviting her in the meanwhile to come to his court, whither she repaired, living with him as his wife, quite openly, to the great scandal of everybody. But Frederic was by nature a fickle man, and he very soon wearied of the Countess, whose claims upon him he refused to acknowledge, and he showed her that this was the case. The unfortunate woman would not at first believe this could be so, but at last as months went by, and the Elector made no sign that he was ready to fulfil the many promises which he had made to her, to take her as his wife, she at last questioned him on the subject, receiving the reply that he could not marry a widow with children, the care of whom he would not undertake. Gertrude’s was a passionate nature; she loved Frederic to distraction, and believing that the life of her two sons was the only obstacle between her and her lover, she murdered them with her own hands one night, strangling them as their father had been strangled. She then went to seek the Elector, and told him what she had done. But he thrust her from him in horror and disgust, telling her that he would never have anything to do with a murderess. The unfortunate woman then cursed him, and all his race, declaring that she would return and haunt them before they died, giving them the warning which, thanks to her guilty passion, had been refused to others. She then threw herself from the window of the Castle whither Frederic had taken her. Her body was picked up by servants, but was not awarded Christian burial, and it is related that her bones were secretly interred in a courtyard overlooking the Spree.

	Very soon after the terrible end of the Countess of Orlamunde, her lover was crossing that same courtyard when he saw distinctly a white form walk before him towards the apartments which he occupied. Arrived at the threshold of his bedroom it suddenly disappeared, but not before he had had time to recognise the features of his former mistress. Two days later one of Frederic’s sisters died after an illness of a few hours.

	This is the first apparition of the White Lady of which the chronicles of the Hohenzollerns have kept a record, and since that time, when a death is about to occur in the family, some person or other sees the White Lady wander in some room or corridor of the Royal Residence at Berlin. She is supposed to show herself in preference in the oldest part of it: small and dark rooms that are never opened or shown to the public, except when very big balls or entertainments take place. Her portrait hangs in one of them, where she is represented as a woman of about twenty with a white veil, and the saddest eyes I have ever seen in a picture. A curious thing is that whenever anyone attempts to remove it to another apartment, this portrait will never hang on the wall where it is fastened, but will always fall down until brought back to its original quarters.

	The most remarkable apparition of the White Lady took place before the death of Frederic the Great, when for six months she could be met every night mourning, weeping, and wringing her hands. It is said that at last the King in his retreat of Sans Souci got to hear shout these spectral apparitions, when he merely remarked that he had never thought that a woman would shed tears over him. The old cynic never doubted but that the warning was intended for himself.

	After this a long time went by without anything being heard concerning the White Lady, but when Frederic William ll. was dying, she showed herself again; and when the widow of Frederic the Great, Queen Elizabeth Christine, was about to expire, in that same old Castle, the ghost was seen to open the door of her bedroom and to advance towards the couch where the old lady was breathing her last, kneeling down beside it, in an attitude of prayer, much to the distress and fear of the assistants.

	The next time we hear anything about Gertrude of Orlamunde was when Queen Louise of Prussia was about to depart this life. She died in Mecklenburg, where she had gone on a visit to her relations, and on the night before she left Berlin for that last journey, a sentinel on duty in the Castle distinctly saw the White Lady go through the White Hall of the Palace, and stop in the middle of it with a sorrowful countenance, pointing as she did so to the floor. He related the story the next morning to his comrades, but no importance was attached to it, until the news arrived that the Queen was dying, and then that she was dead. Her body was brought back to Berlin, and lay in state for two days in that very same White Hall, where the sentinel had seen the White Lady, and her coffin was put precisely in the place where the ghost had stopped. This story is, I believe, absolutely authentic.

	Whilst I was living in Berlin the apparitions of the White Lady were not frequent, but when Princess Charles of Prussia, the sister-in-law of the old Emperor William, died, she was supposed to have appeared in the apartments occupied by her son-in-law, Prince Frederic Charles, the father of the present Duchess of Connaught. But during the time I am writing about, one curious incident occurred which I must relate. It was in February or March 1879. I was at a party given by a certain Countess D——, who was one of the smartest women in society. An old Count K——, who was known for his gossiping propensities, approached me, and communicated to me under the seal of absolute secrecy that the White Lady had been seen again at the Castle. One did not care to talk about her just then, because the Emperor had not been quite well, and his great age made everybody anxious about him, so that no one liked to mention the ghost supposed to herald the death of a member of the Hohenzollern Family, and of course I did not repeat the story, to which I must own I did not attach any great importance. But three or four days later, the third son of the Crown Prince and Princess of Germany, Prince Waldemar, died suddenly after a few hours’ illness. This is the only time I have personally heard of any apparition of the White Lady before a death in the Royal Family of Prussia, and when the person who eventually succumbed was in perfect health.

	 

	By a strange freak of destiny, the Hohenzollern ghost did not show itself before the demise of either the old Emperor William, or of his son, the ever-lamented Emperor Frederic; or if it did, I, at least, never heard anything about it. But for a week or so before the Empress Augusta passed away, the White Lady was observed crossing the interior courtyard of the Castle, and making her way to the State Apartments, where she eventually disappeared. It seems that several officers on duty saw her walking about, and for some time the sentinels, when put on guard in the interior corridors of the Royal Residence, showed great apprehension at being left alone there, more than one declaring that they had noticed Gertrude of Orlamunde gliding softly through the halls and different rooms, in her flowing white garments, and with a thick veil covering her features. But after the aged Empress had been laid to her rest, one did not hear anything more about the White Lady, and when the Empress Frederic passed away, she did not show herself to anyone, at least not that I have heard. To say that Gertrude of Orlamunde appears whenever a misfortune is about to overtake the dynasty is not exact; at least not in her case, though there may be, for aught I know, other White Ladies who take this care upon themselves, but the real and authentic one seems to have for only function, to warn the Hohenzollerns whenever one of them is about to depart from this world that his or her last hour is at hand; and she does not even take this trouble for everyone of them, but selects those whom she deems worthy of that honour. She is altogether an erratic ghost, and quite harmless otherwise. The most curious thing about her, however, is that though she comes to warn the Hohenzollerns of their impending doom, not one member of that family has ever seen her himself, with the exception of the Elector Frederic, as she always manifests herself to utter strangers, and frequently to people who have never heard anything about her before. Her apparition is not at all an unpleasant one, and at is only after it has disappeared that those to whom she has shown herself realise that what they have seen was an inhabitant of another world than ours.

	 

	 

	
THE HEADLESS KNIGHT OF WILLIGRAD

	 

	 

	Willigrad is an ancient castle in the Grand Duchy of Mecklenburg-Schwerin, which belongs at present to a younger member of that illustrious House, Duke John Albert. It had been formerly a stronghold, which during the Thirty Years’ War had stood more than one siege. Lately, however, after a great fire which destroyed a large part of it, it was rebuilt and modernised, so that at present it is a comfortable and splendid residence. It has, however, the reputation of being haunted by the spirit of a Knight who was once murdered within its walls, and who returns and shows himself to the scared inhabitants of the place whenever a calamity of some kind threatens either the Family of Mecklenburg or their State. The story of this Knight is as follows:—

	In the year 1592 the Ducal House of Mecklenburg was represented by two brothers, Duke John Albert and Duke Adolphus Frederic. They were both of them valiant knights, who fought bravely in the Thirty Years’ War. The former, who was to die at a relatively early age, fortified Willigrad even more than it had been before him, and used to like staying in the Castle better than anywhere else. The Duke, though married, had got for mistress a lady of unusual accomplishments, called the Baroness Thérèse of Triefenstein, whom he had carried away from her parents’ house and brought to Willigrad. She was very lovely, and bore him two children. For a long time her relations kept looking for her all over Germany, never suspecting where her lover had concealed her. But at last a maid-servant betrayed her place of residence, and the young Baron Mark of Triefenstein, her brother, set out with a numerous escort for Mecklenburg, with the intention of bringing his sister back to her own home. At first he was denied an entrance into the Castle, but upon his insisting, and threatening to appeal to the authority of the Emperor, the gates of Willigrad were opened to him, and the Duke received him, but absolutely denied having any knowledge of the doings of the Baroness Thérèse, who he swore had never been living with him. Tradition says that when he made that false oath a sudden storm broke out and lightning struck the roof of the old residence and partially destroyed it. Upon this, Baron von Triefenstein and his followers cried out that God Himself bore witness to the lies uttered by the Duke. The latter, infuriated at these words, struck Mark, and a fight ensued in which the Baron’s people were defeated, and himself seized and bound with ropes, then thrown into one of the dungeons of the Castle. The Duke then had him tried for assault against a royal personage, and he was sentenced to be beheaded. Thérèse threw herself at her lover’s feet to implore mercy for her brother, but she was rudely thrust aside, and the young man was executed in his prison. As he was being dragged to the block, he cursed the whole House of Mecklenburg, and swore that whenever any calamity should occur to them he would appear and repeat this curse.

	The Duke did not care to face a disclosure of his crime, and consequently he gave out that Baron von Triefenstein had left Willigrad with his followers, and that he did not know what had happened to him. The body was walled up in one of the rooms of the fortress, and the people who had done the work were in their turn put to death, so that the secret might remain buried with them. As for Thérèse, she was compelled to enter at nunnery, and it seems that she was in her turn murdered by a party of lansquenets belonging to the army of Wallenstein, who invaded the cloister in which she had sought a refuge.

	Time went on, and for many years all seemed to go well with Duke John Albert of Mecklenburg. He proved an excellent sovereign, and carefully watched the inheritance of one of his nephews, of whom he had been appointed guardian. But there were days when he used to shut himself up in one of the apartments of his Castle, where he remained alone without allowing anyone to approach him, buried in his own thoughts. It was rumoured that screams used to be heard from time to time issuing from a certain tower, near the prison where the unfortunate Baron von Triefenstein had been confined, and whenever this happened the Duke used to fly, as if struck with terror, out of the Castle. He was suffering from terrible remorse, but, though some people who had got to suspect the mystery that troubled him advised him to remove the bones of his victim from the place where they reposed and to bury them in sacred ground, he would never consent to do so, as this would have meant owning to the crime which he had committed.

	He had married a lady of noble birth, by whom he had one son, who later on succeeded him in his vast domains, and whom he confided to the care of his brother Adolphus Frederic. He had gone over to the Protestant faith, and warmly supported Gustavus Adolphus against Wallenstein. In spite of the dark cloud which hung over him, he had made for himself the reputation of being a wise prince and an able ruler. But he was hardly ever seen to smile, and it was noticed that, though he never liked to go away from Willigrad, yet he seemed to hate the place, and never appeared free from terror whenever he passed certain rooms and apartments in that Castle.

	One night, however, a large party had assembled within the walls of the old stronghold. It was the birthday of his wife, and in honour of the occasion John Albert was giving a large banquet. The meal had already been going on for some time, when the Count of Mecklenburg, a relative of the Duchess, rose up and proposed her health to the assistants. He had not finished his speech when a sudden clap of thunder shook the Castle and a blue flame filled the whole room. And to the terror of everybody, the wall of the big hall where the banquet was held opened itself, giving passage to the figure of a Knight in full armour, holding in his hands his own head. The terrible figure advanced towards the chairs of state upon which sat the Duke and his consort, and laid the head on the table before them. Then another peal of thunder resounded, and the whole apparition vanished as swiftly as it had come.

	The Duchess fainted, and it was a long time before the guests at this festival which had ended in such a terrible manner could come back to their scattered senses. But John Albert instantly called for a lawyer, and made a will in which he appointed his brother custodian of his only child, adding that he felt convinced that neither he nor his wife would survive long enough to sec their son grow up to manhood. He was not mistaken, as in the course of a few months the Duchess expired, and he followed her himself to the grave a short time afterwards. It seems that when he lay upon his deathbed the Headless Knight who had interrupted by his untoward appearance the banquet which we have described showed himself once more at Willigrad, and this time crossed the courtyard on his way to the private chapel, always dressed in his armour and always carrying his head in both his iron-gloved hands.

	Such is the legend of the first appearance of the ghost, which is now known in the annals of the House of Mecklenburg by the name of the Headless Knight of Willigrad. After that day he has been seen whenever a death or a calamity of some kind threatened the Ducal Family or the existence of Germany. Before the ill-fated battle of Lena, which affected so deeply the existence of a Mecklenburg Princess, the fair Louise, who hurl married King Frederic William III. of Prussia, the Knight walked about, not only the rooms, but also the park of Willigrad, which by that time had been entirely rebuilt and transformed from a stronghold into a shooting-box of the Dukes of Mecklenburg. And when the Queen returned to her native country for the last time, to die there almost suddenly, the terrible image of Duke John Albert’s victim showed itself every day as the clock struck midnight, and would not be driven away. Several persons saw it, and one of them actually had the courage to address it, asking it in God’s name what it wanted, and why it came to trouble people who had done it no harm. To which the ghost replied simply by pointing with its finger towards that same tower where, tradition would have it, it had been done to death, and which had remained standing though most of the old building had been pulled down.

	But one of the most remarkable apparitions of the Knight occurred something like thirty-five years ago, when at shooting party invited by one of the relatives of the then reigning Grand Duke of Mecklenburg-Schwerin, the grandfather of the present head of that house, had assembled at Willigrad. They had enjoyed excellent sport, and were gaily dining together in the great hall of the Castle, when suddenly, to their dismay and terror, the Knight appeared amidst them, emerging once more out of the wall and slowly crossing the room until he faded away and disappeared behind the heavy curtains which fell from the windows. He carried his head in both his hands, and the eyes, which remained the whole time riveted on the people in the room, bore a most menacing expression. Three weeks later the Grand Duke Frederic Francis died suddenly. This tale was related to me by a member of that Grand Ducal Family who had been himself present on the occasion, and who declared to me that he fully believed the vision which he and his companions had seen on that awful night had been the spirit of his ancestor’s victim.

	After this last apparition of the dreaded ghost, Willigrad was pulled down, and in the place of the old shooting-box a new and elegant building was erected. The domain passed to Duke John Albert of Mecklenburg, who was for some years the Regent of the Duchy of Brunswick, previous to the Son of the Duke of Cumberland assuming its government. For some time all went well, and people began to hope that with the destruction of the scene of his former apparitions the Knight had also disappeared, the more so that several deaths had taken place in the family without anything having been heard of him. But one April night in the year 1897 an attendant, who was cleaning the rooms in the absence of the owners, suddenly saw him crossing the courtyard and ascending the principal staircase, where he disappeared from sight. The scared official hastened to acquaint his colleagues with his adventure, and a watch was set, with the result that the ghost was again seen a few days later, and on the 10th of April of that same year the reigning Grand Duke of Mecklenburg died under most mysterious circumstances, having been found lifeless under the wall of the villa which he occupied at Cannes, where he was in the habit of wintering on account of his health.

	In the course of the summer of the year 1908 the Knight began again to wander all over the gardens and the state-rooms of the Castle of Willigrad. This time he appeared to be in great trouble, to judge by the sad expression of the eyes in the head which he showed to all those who happened to encounter him. His appearance proved again to be the herald of misfortune, as in July of that year the consort of the owner of the Castle, the gentle and kind Duchess Elizabeth, departed from a world of which she had been a bright ornament, much to the sorrow of her husband and family.

	And now, if all that I hear is true, it seems that the Knight shows himself again, and that he has done so ever since that month of July when the greatest war the world has ever seen was declared. This time he looks angry and menacing, and paces with impatient steps the halls where no one makes him welcome. And with the inhabitants of Willigrad, according to the words of the ballad,

	 

	  “Whether for good or whether for ill, he abideth night and day.”

	 

	 

	
THE DRUMMER BOY OF REISEN

	 

	 

	This is a ghost story which I believe is very little known outside Poland, and even there few people have heard of it. And yet it is a curious one, which certainly deserves to be recorded, the more so as it is not likely that the Drummer Boy of Reisen will be heard again, since now the property has passed into the possession of the German Crown.

	Reisen is a beautiful old castle, situated in the province of Posen, not far from the small town of Lissa. It belonged to the Princes Sulkowski, a family illustrious in the annals of their country, who, up to recent times, had been rich and powerful, and a branch of which is settled in Austria and is still in possession of enormous wealth. The head of the House, however, has for the last three hundred years been Lord of Reisen, which also was an estate of considerable importance, but during the last forty years or so one misfortune after another has fallen upon the family, which has gradually lost its importance, as a result of heavy financial losses, caused by the innumerable debts of its different members. Reisen was so heavily encumbered at last, that the Austrian line of the Sulkowskis lost all their interest in it, and did not in time put in an eventual claim to it, which according to the entail they ought to have done every ten years, The consequence of this oversight on their part was that on the death of the last Prince Sulkowski of Reisen Castle without issue in 1909, the whole of his estates lapsed to the Prussian Crown, which has since paid the debts that lay upon it, and transformed the old residence of its former lords into an agricultural school.

	I have often been at Reisen. It is an immense old building, square and wide, with a courtyard in the middle, and two towers. It was said that there were four hundred rooms in it, but the greater number of these were closed and unfurnished, and even the inhabited part of the Castle was considerably dilapidated, whilst the pictures and works of art which had formerly embellished it had been little by little sold in London or Paris. The family, which at the time I am talking about consisted of the old Prince and his two sons, both of whom were widowers, lived in the left wing, and the two large drawing-rooms, together with an immense hall that served as a dining-room, were only opened when there were visitors. These were generally given rooms under those occupied by the owners of the place, which were neither too richly furnished nor too comfortable. A large gallery on which all the apartments opened went round the whole of the building, and was the only means of communication at the disposal of its inhabitants.

	It was in this gallery that the celebrated Drummer Boy who haunted Reisen since immemorial times was supposed to walk, night after night, condemned, according to tradition, to wander until Doomsday, or until the Sulkowski family was extinct.

	The story of this Drummer Boy is as follows. In remote ages, a Princess Sulkowski fell in love with one of her cousins. She had been married when a mere child to the Prince, who was forty years older than herself, and who ill-treated her terribly, notwithstanding the fact that she had given him the son for whom he had craved all his life, and through two childless marriages which he had contracted formerly, before he had met and fallen in love with the lovely girl whom he had made at last his wife, against her wishes, and only thanks to the pressure that had been exercised upon her by her parents. Christina, such was the young girl’s name, had been at first miserably unhappy, until her cousin Stanislas, who had been travelling abroad when she had been compelled to unite herself to Prince Sulkowski, returned at last to Poland. The young people had known each other since their childhood, and had loved one another ever since they had played together on the lawns and in the gardens of the country house where Christina had been reared. When they met once more, their affection revived, and very soon they followed the example of Paolo and Francesca of Rimini, about which Dante has written such fine verses, and ceased reading out of the book which they had begun to peruse together.

	For some time all went well, until one day when a young page attached to the service of Prince Sulkowski discovered the Princess’s guilty secret. He was himself tenderly attached to Christina, and all his jealous feelings were roused when he found that her affections belonged to someone else. He forthwith went to acquaint his master with the latter’s dishonour. Sulkowski was a passionate and violent man, capable of every crime when once his evil instincts were roused. He ordered his page to say nothing, but to watch and to see when the Princess and her lover would be together, and then to call him by beating on his drum, which would be the signal for him to come and surprise the guilty pair.

	The page obeyed him, and the very next night, when Christina and Stanislas in each other’s arms were trying to forget everything outside of their mutual love, the sound of a drum mused them from their dream. And at few moments later, the door of the Princess’s room was burst open, and her infuriated spouse rushed into it, sword in hand, and killed her, together with her cousin.

	When he saw Christina fall, the page, who had never thought that his treachery could bring about such a catastrophe, rushed to her rescue. The dying woman, seeing him, raised herself up from the floor upon which she lay, and cursed him with her last breath, whilst Stanislas found sufficient strength to plunge his own dagger into the traitor’s breast.

	Prince Sulkowski was avenged. His cruelty did not bring him any luck, because he never had one moment’s peace after his crime, but dragged out a weary existence, shunned by all his former friends and neighbours, and branded as a murderer by the whole country. He shut himself up at Reisen, refusing even to see his son, who was brought up by distant relatives of his mother, far from the Prince, who could not bear his presence near him, and who was haunted by the continual sound of the drum of the page who had been his accomplice in the dark deed that had sent three human lives to their cruel doom. Every night, as the clock struck twelve, the sound of that fatal drum was heard, making the long gallery echo with its lugubrious noise, and reminding the inhabitants of Reisen that at that hour the mistress of this royal place had been treacherously slain by her own husband.

	After the Prince’s death the Drummer Boy did not cease his wanderings, though he was not heard of so often as had been the case before; but his presence continued to trouble the repose of the descendants of the murdered woman from time to time, and it was always supposed to be the herald of evil tidings or of heavy misfortune about to befall them. Time went on, and generation followed upon generation, but the glories of the Sulkowskis were at an end after that terrible night which had dyed with blood the floor of the state bedchamber of the Lady of the Manor. Soon part of the lands had to be disentailed, and passed into the hands of the Jews who held the heavy mortgages that encumbered the estates. The last Prince whom I knew could hardly keep up the expenses of the establishment, and never succeeded in marrying the heiress he kept looking for, all through his life, but took for his wife a girl with no dower except her pretty face, who died after two years’ marriage, leaving two sons, now also dead. He remained a widower until his death, which occurred when he was still a comparatively young man. After that Reisen passed, as I have already related, into the possession of the Prussian State.

	The first time I visited this historic place, I was naturally curious to learn all that there was known concerning the Drummer Boy whose ghost was said to haunt the Castle. I was then told that before every death in the Sulkowski family, or whenever any of the periodical financial catastrophes which were ordinary events with them was about to occur, one could hear the sound of that fatal drum resounding in the gallery, and that no one had ever been able to account for it, otherwise than by attributing it to supernatural agency.

	I heard it myself one night, after we had all retired to our respective apartments. It was not very loud, and, to tell the truth, it wanted a good deal of imagination to attribute the uncanny noise to the beating of a drum. But a noise I undoubtedly heard, which was neither music nor singing, nor any sound capable of being considered as a natural one. It reminded one or the military funeral march one hears when a soldier is carried to his grave, and it had most certainly something unutterably gloomy about it. I listened to it in silence, together with the other guests staying at the Castle, who, along with myself, had rushed into the gallery upon first hearing it, and tried to account for it in a natural manner, and to attribute it to an echo of some kind connected with the strange architecture of the old building, but we could not succeed in doing so to our satisfaction. The sound continued for about twenty minutes, then ceased just as suddenly as it had begun, leaving us to our conjectures. We heard it again on the next day, until at last all our nerves were unhinged and we were very glad when the time came for us to bid goodbye to our host, and to leave Reisen to its fate, together with its Drummer Boy, whom we never saw, but who nevertheless contrived to make our stay in the old Castle uncomfortable enough for us to wish never to return to it again.

	 

	 

	
THE LEGEND OF THE NUN OF QUEDLINBURG

	 

	 

	The little German town of Quedlinburg, in the province of the Harz, was once the seat of a mighty Abbey, the importance of which did not disappear with the Reformation, because, being in the gift of the powerful family of Stolberg, who were Sovereign Princes over the whole Harz, it became a seat for ladies of noble birth, who, bereft of means, had to be provided for by their relatives in some way or other. The secular Chapter, for so it was called, of Quedlinburg continued to have Abbesses, who, however, lived in the world, and it became merely an order, the recipients of which were in enjoyment of a considerable revenue, and could live the life which they liked, provided they spent three months of each year at Quedlinburg, where sumptuous apartments were allotted to them, at what had been formerly the convent. The Superior or Abbess, for so she continued to be called, was generally chosen among Princesses belonging to a Protestant dynasty, and I understand that the last one was the sister of the King Gustavus Ill. of Sweden, the Princess Sophy Albertine. It was only quite lately that the privileges of Quedlinburg ceased to exist, and now the remnants of the former grandeur of the place only remains in so far as the Abbey is shown to visitors as a curious relic of the past, together with the church depending upon it.

	But in the sixteenth century Quedlinburg was an important town in Germany. The Abbess had a voice in the election of the Emperor, and was treated as an equal with all the German Princes. She was usually chosen among the daughters of the powerful family of the Counts Stolberg, and it was one of them, the Countess Juliano, who, by going over to the cause of the Reformation, and embracing the new faith, caused the secularisation of the rich lands belonging to the Abbey. She was a remarkable woman this Countess Juliana, but harsh, cruel, and dissolute in many ways. It is related that she treated her nuns very badly, and did not hesitate to punish them by means of blows, whenever she was displeased with them for one reason or the other. There was one among them, called Sister Bridget, whom she particularly disliked, perhaps because she was the only one who by reason of her high birth (she was a countess of Erbach), stood her ground against her and refused to allow herself to be bullied like her companions. Many a time would the Abbess have liked to get rid of her troublesome charge, but the Erbachs were powerful people, whom it would not have done to cross or to insult, and it was rumoured that they would have liked to see their kinswoman elected one day Abbess in her turn, and that they were plotting for the removal of Juliana to another convent. The latter, however, was supported in her position by the Stolbergs, who considered it a privilege of their house to keep in its control the riches of Quedlinburg, together with its vast lands. This made them shut their eyes to the vagaries of Juliana, who had more than once forgotten the vows which she had taken when entering religious life, and whose existence at Quedlinburg was more that of a very gay woman of the world than like the one generally associated with the inhabitant of a nunnery.

	One day a terrible scandal shook the whole province of the Harz. A labourer digging in the gardens of the Abbey came upon the skeleton of a new-born child. Immediately this discovery was associated with the convent, and dark rumours began to be spread concerning it. It was said that the Abbess had given birth to this babe, and caused it to be murdered, while other people pretended that she had merely screened the guilt of one of her nuns. At all events the incident was so much commented upon, that at last the Bishop of the diocese thought it his duty to call on the Mother Abbess, and to demand an explanation from her on the subject.

	Then came for Juliana the opportunity for which she had been waiting for such a long time. She did not hesitate one moment before the atrocity of the deed which she was about to commit, and she told the Bishop that when the news of the gruesome discovery made in the grounds of the Abbey had reached her, she had thought it her duty to proceed to a secret inquest, with the result that she had come to the conclusion that the guilty person had been Sister Bridget, but that she had not said anything about it, out of charity for the misguided girl.

	In those days the fall of a nun was viewed as the most terrible crime which could be committed. The Bishop had Sister Bridget called before him, and though she strenuously denied the accusation launched against her, he deferred her to the tribunal of the Inquisition, who, principally on the testimony of the Abbess, who swore that she had seen a man emerge out of her cell, condemned the miserable girl to be walled up in a small dungeon in the convent for the rest of her life, with only bread and water for her food, which was to be handed over to her through an aperture in the wall of her prison.

	For many years she languished there, until at last her family heard of the terrible fate which had overtaken her. The Erbachs were strong and vindictive people, and they demanded imperiously that their kinswoman should be delivered to them living or dead. The Abbess took them at their word, and Bridget was strangled in her prison by her orders, after which her body was given over to those who had claimed it.

	Very soon after these events the Abbess Juliana threw in her lot with the adherents of the Reformation, and Quedlinburg ceased to be a Catholic convent. But the shadow of the murdered Bridget has always returned to the scene of her misfortunes, and to this day the keepers of the Abbey say that one can meet it, especially on moonlight nights, wandering about in the halls and rooms, wringing its hands, and moaning bitterly, and tradition avers it will do so, so long as a Stolberg remains in the land of the living. The ghost seems to be quite inoffensive, and merely wanders about, apparently without aim, but whenever a Stolberg happens to encounter it, this means death for him. The last case occurred in 1896, when the father of the present Prince at Stolberg Wernigerode, happening to pass through Quedlinburg, wanted to see the rooms of the old Abbey, now transformed into a Royal Residence, so as to judge of some restorations which had been carried out. As he was crossing an ante-chamber leading to what were formerly the apartments of the Abbess, both he and the keeper who was accompanying him saw distinctly a nun, clothed in white garments, open the door, and pass them, weeping bitterly as she did so. The Prince was very much troubled, though assured by his companion that he had merely fancied the thing, the latter not caring to say that he had also seen the apparition. And a few days later the head of the House of Stolberg died almost suddenly at his Castle of Wernigerode, whither he had repaired from Quedlinburg, more worried by what had occurred to him there than he had cared to own. The story says that when his body was carried to the family grave, at the same hour wild cries were heard all over the Abbey of Quedlinburg, and that several people distinctly saw the White Nun, as she is called, wring her hands and weep. And thus, it is averred, she will continue to do, so long as there shall be a Stolberg in the world.

	 

	 

	
THE RIDERLESS HORSE OF THE STEPPES

	 

	 

	Amid the steppes of Little Russia lie hidden many small villages, the inhabitants of which have got but few occasions to meet with the outer world. They remain most of the time confined within the limits of their fields, with the immensity of the steppes before them, which divides them from the nearest large town or railway station. They are mostly superstitious people, who on the dark winter evenings gather around their fires, and try to while away the time by relating old tales concerning the past wars which, in the long-forgotten days of the Polish Republic, have been waged on these plains, when the Turk, the Tartar, and the Cossack in turn rushed about carrying with them death, and fire, and destruction everywhere. My father, who spoke Little Russian very well, had gathered together a certain number of these weird legends, which he had written down, as he thought that they might one day prove interesting to the student of the customs and habits of that Russian province which goes by the name of Ukraine, and which the present war has brought again into prominence before the world, and roused from the state of quietude into which it had fallen for three centuries. Among them there is one which merits more credence than the others, because there exist some people who pretend that they have really seen the ghost about which it speaks, though I must confess that personally I have not met with them, so that I will relate the story only under reserve, and without taking any responsibility for its accuracy.

	In 1649 the war between the Polish Republic and the rebellious Zaporogue Cossacks was being waged with unusual energy. The latter were led by the terrible Bogdan Chmielnicki, a savage chief, who nearly wrecked the power of the Polish nobles, against whom he nursed an undying hatred, owing to the fact that he had been cruelly ill-treated by one of them. The former were commanded by Prince Jeremiah Wiszniowiecki, whose son was to be elected King of Poland, and whose reputation for valour, and alas! also for ruthlessness, had won for him the surname of “Bloody Prince.” Wiszniowiecki was a remarkable man, and one of the most powerful of his time. He was moreover beloved by his troops, and enjoyed an authority in the whole country which was far greater than that of the King himself. Finally it was he who broke the power of Chmielnicki, and who obliged the Cossacks to conclude peace with the Republic, which they had very nearly destroyed. His name has become a legendary one all over Ukraine, where to this day the children and maidens sing ballads in which he is the principal hero. At the time the events I am about to relate took place, he was the one man of prominence, not only in Ukraine, but also in Poland, and in the Crimea, where the Khan treated with him, and wrote to him as to an equal, Wiszniowiecki calling himself in the letters which he addressed to him by the titles of Prince and Lord. When the rebellion broke out, Jeremiah started to assemble troops, and then retired towards the Galician frontier, from whence he thought that he could strike a deadlier blow at his enemies, in which indeed he proved to be justified. But before doing so, he occupied himself with putting his family in a place of safety. He had a niece called Hedwig, who was living with an old nurse in a small castle not far from Lubniow, the seat of the Prince. Being unable to go and fetch her himself, he sent one of his officers, to whom the young lady was engaged to be married, to do so, giving him orders to escort her to Warsaw, whither the Princess Wiszniowiecki had repaired, together with her children.

	The young man accomplished his mission, and, attended by a small body of soldiers, he started, together with his betrothed, on a journey which he knew but too well might be attended with considerable danger. They had to cross the steppes, then known by the name of the Wild Fields, and travelled as quickly as they could, only resting when it was absolutely necessary for them to do so, in order not to overtire their horses. On the fifth day of their journey, they stopped for a few hours near a place called Biéla, where they proposed remaining until the next morning, after which they intended to push onward towards Proskourow, where the Polish troops were stationed, and where they would be in comparative safety.

	Whilst the soldiers who escorted them were busy preparing the evening meal, Hedwig walked about seeking flowers in the steppe. Suddenly she saw standing before her an old, very old woman, with disordered locks, and so bent down that one could hardly see her face.

	“Let me tell you your fortune, my pretty maid,” she said, when she perceived the surprise of the young girl. “If you put a piece of gold upon my hand, you shall learn what the future has in store for you.”

	Hedwig, too astonished for words, was about to comply almost mechanically with this request, when one of the soldiers ran up to her, and with an expression of intense alarm, exclaimed:

	“Do not speak to this woman, gracious lady; she is the Witch of Biéla.”

	The girl drew back terrified, because even in the remote little place where she had been living the renown of this name had reached her. The Witch of Biéla was supposed to be one of the most wicked ones in the whole country where her sisters abounded, and where witches and wizards were to be met at every step. She was credited with being in direct league with the Evil One, and with wielding supernatural powers, which she invariably used for the destruction of mankind. Hedwig, on hearing the soldier’s words, crossed herself several times, and would have run away, had not the old woman seized her by the arm, and compelled her to remain still.

	“Do not listen to him,” she cried. “I do not mean to do you any harm. Only give the gold I ask you, or else it will go badly with you.”

	What would have happened is difficult to imagine, if Hedwig’s fiancé had not appeared on the scene, called there by the soldier who had run to fetch him, feeling persuaded that his young mistress was in peril.

	“Hedwig,” he cried, “come instantly to me; don’t stay there.”

	The girl would fain have complied with his injunction, but the witch put herself between her and the officer.

	“She shall not go until she has given me what I ask her,” she cried.

	“Oh! do give it to her.” cried Hedwig; “give her all that she wants, only let us go away.”

	“Hedwig,” replied her lover earnestly, “don’t you know that it is a mortal sin to give anything, or to touch anything, that belongs to those unfortunate beings who are in communion with the enemy of mankind? You must not endanger your hopes of salvation by having anything to do with this woman.”

	The witch heard him, and, raising herself to her full height, and facing him, she exclaimed:

	“Misguided youth, I would fain have saved thee from the dangers which surround thee, together with her whom thou lovest. But if thou dost not want to hear the truth, then take the consequences. All that I can promise to thee now, is that thy horse will escape the fate which awaits thee, and will come back to her whom thou hast prevented from listening to me.”

	She laughed a loud discordant laugh, and then vanished from their sight.

	That same night the Cossacks attacked the little party, which managed, however, to escape into one of the subterranean caves which abounded in that part of the country, many of which still exist at the present day. They remained there for some time, until at last their assailants grew weary of looking for them, and took their departure. But neither Hedwig’s lover nor the sergeant who, after him, was in command of the detachment would hear of the girl venturing once more on her journey with the feeble troop they disposed of, and it was decided that her fiancé should go and fetch help from Proskourow, which was about one day’s journey from the place where they had taken refuge. At first the girl protested, but she was at last obliged to comply, and the young man started on his perilous mission. For about a week his betrothed waited for his return, until one evening she was roused out of her melancholy and anxiety by the sound of a horse’s hoofs on the dry ground above her head. Full of joy at the thought that it was her lover who was returning to her, she rushed out of the cave where she had remained confined since his departure, only to see standing before the aperture which led to it a black horse, who was scratching the earth with his foot.

	Hedwig gave one loud cry and fell insensible in the arms of the sergeant who had followed her.

	Her lover had been killed on his way to Proskourow, but the girl herself was rescued by a party of Polish soldiers, whom chance brought into that corner of the steppe. She never recovered her reason after that dreadful day. When peace was signed, she returned to the little house where she had lived before the catastrophe that had broken her heart and ruined her life, and together with an old nurse remained there, in that Ukrainian home she had loved so dearly, until death released her from her aimless existence. Hers was a quiet kind of madness, more a melancholy than anything else. But it is related that every night a riderless horse used to appear under her window, scratch the ground with his hoof, and then vanish into space.

	And to this day it seems that such an animal is to be met occasionally on the steppe, and its appearance always means evil to the belated traveller to whom it appears, because it carries with it the curse of the Witch of Biéla.

	 

	 

	
THE HOLY WELL OF EISENSTADT

	 

	 

	Eisenstadt is a small town in Hungary, which derives its name from the magnificent castle of the Princes Esterhazy that dominates it, and which is considered one of the wonders of the country. Close to it, and indeed in the very grounds, stands the parish church, and beside it a well, which goes by the name of the Holy Well, and with which is connected a legend that I am about to relate.

	In olden times, when King Mathias Corvin was ruling in Hungary, Eisenstadt was a monastery of Cistercian monks. But during the wars which desolated that part of the country, the Abbot of the time, instead of fulfilling his functions and going on distributing in charities the vast revenues of the Abbey, as his predecessors had done before him, engaged in political intrigues, and, believing himself aggrieved by certain edicts promulgated by the King, which restrained the feudal rights of the great landowners, and which, as he thought, were aimed at him, and at his influence in the country, put himself at the head of a conspiracy against the Monarch. The latter wanted at first to spare him, because it was not considered safe at that time to enter into conflict with Holy Church, whose excommunication was feared more than anything else in the world; but at last, seeing that all the numerous offers of reconciliation which he had made, or caused to be made, in his name to Abbot John had been rejected by him, he made up his mind not to allow him to defy his authority any longer, and sent to him one of his courtiers, Bela Esterhazy, with a message in which he asked him once for all whether he was ready to submit himself to him, and to cease giving a refuge within the walls of Eisenstadt to all his Sovereign’s enemies, as he was in the habit of doing.

	The Abbot received Esterhazy in the vast hall which was used as a refectory by the monks, seated in his big chair of state, with the staff of his office in his hand. Corvin’s messenger, after having saluted the priest, proceeded to deliver the letter with which he had been entrusted, which the Abbot caused one of the brethren to read to him aloud.

	It was a very curt epistle, to the effect that the King was becoming weary of always finding the Abbot of Eisenstadt ready to further the cause of the foes of his dynasty, and that unless the latter changed his conduct, he, the Monarch, would find himself compelled to proceed against him, and to address himself to the Pope, with the request that he would have another Abbot appointed in the place of John.

	The latter’s face did not change on hearing these ominous words, but he slowly turned towards Esterhazy, and, tearing up the King’s letter into a thousand small pieces, “You may tell your master,” he said, “I no more care for his threats than for these scraps of paper. An Abbot of Eisenstadt is independent even of the Holy See, and just as much Sovereign Master of his Abbey, as the King in his Palace. I have not taken any share in all the conspiracies which have succeeded themselves one on the top of the other against the life of Mathias Corvin, but I will not give up to him those whom he suspects, for the most part unjustly, of having been privy to them. The right of shelter has ever been the privilege which the monks of Eisenstadt have valued the most, among all those that have been conferred upon them by the Holy See, and I, their Abbot, am bound by duty to uphold it against everyone, even against the King’s Majesty, and I mean to do my duty.”

	“You refuse, then, to deliver to our gracious Sovereign the people he claims?”

	“I refuse to abdicate any of the rights of this Abbey,” replied John, “and that is my filial reply.”

	“We shall see then what we can do to oblige you to conform yourself to the King’s orders, Reverend Father Abbot,” exclaimed Esterhazy.

	“Do what you like,” replied the monk, “but I tell you that until the waters of this well which you see from these windows dry up, you shall not succeed.”

	Corvin’s messenger did not insist, and withdrew. But on his return to Buda, he told his master that in his opinion an expedition ought to be sent against the Abbey of Eisenstadt, so as to compel its owners to recognise at last the Royal authority. Now Esterhazy was a greedy, covetous man, who merely saw in this enterprise the possibility of enriching himself at the expense of the Church, and of acquiring the lands of the rich monastery as his own. The King trusted him and believed in him, and, allowing himself to become influenced by his words, permitted him to start on the expedition of which he had craved him to be allowed to take the lead. Esterhazy did not lose any time about it, and a few days later he presented himself once more at the gates of the Abbey, demanding admittance to it in the King’s name. But the monks had been warned, and had entrenched themselves behind their walls, so that a regular siege had to be begun. It had lasted already more than three months, and still the Abbot gave no sign or yielding. Esterhazy’s soldiers, who had been promised the riches which the monastery contained as loot, began to get impatient, and to talk of returning to their homes. But their leader would not allow himself to be discouraged. Remembering the words of Abbot John concerning the waters in the well of the Abbey, he bethought himself that if he could by a stratagem of some kind dry them up, this would strike terror into the hearts of the monks, and induce them to capitulate. Accordingly he had a canal dug under the ground, in the hope that the waters might in that way escape, and the well itself dry up.

	His previsions turned out to be true, because this is what really happened, and three days afterwards, the Royal troops stormed the monastery, and after a sharp but short struggle burst within its walls.

	The Abbot had remained at his post beside the well. Esterhazy found him there standing in his robes of state, with his staff in his hand, and his mitre on his head, impassive and haughty amidst the slaughter and the carnage that was surrounding him. His attitude was such a threatening one that the knight stopped before him, not knowing what he ought to do or say. The monk raised his eyes towards him, and then lifted his staff, and pointed to the gates through which the assailing troops had emerged into the inner courtyard.

	“This is your work,” he said.

	“It is yours, Father Abbot,” replied Esterhazy, “because you might have avoided all this, if you had only complied with the wishes of your legitimate sovereign. But you would not listen to his warning, and now you see the result of your obstinacy. The well which you declared to be inexhaustible has been dried up, and, together with its waters, your own power has disappeared.”

	And he plunged his sword into the Abbot’s breast, three times in succession.

	Father John fell to the ground, catching the grass in his death agony. Esterhazy wiped his weapon with one of the folds of the dying man’s robe.

	But then the Abbot slowly raised himself up on one of his elbows: “Murderer,” he exclaimed, “who thinks that he can interfere with the decrees of Providence. No, the waters of this well are not dried up, but woe be to you or to anyone belonging to your race who dares to drink of them.”

	He fell back and expired, and at the same time the water arose and bubbled out of the mouth of the well, until it had washed away the blood with which the earth was soaked, the blood of Father John, the last Abbot of Eisenstadt.

	Esterhazy’s secret wishes were accomplished, because Mathias Corvin conferred upon him the rich lands and domains composing the largest part of the Abbey’s property. They passed afterwards to his descendants, who own them to this day, and a splendid castle stands on the spot where once rose the monastery. As for the well, it has become a place of pilgrimage famous all over Hungary, and is known by the name of the Holy Well. It is supposed to cure all kinds of diseases and sicknesses, and also to be haunted by the ghost of Father John, who on moonlight nights is to be seen sitting beside it, or walking around it, and blessing the fair lands from whence he was driven away. But whenever an Esterhazy attempts to drink of those waters, he dies within a few hours, as the curse uttered by the man whom their ancestor had slain still clings to them. The last example of it was the late Prince of that name, the father of the present holder of the title, who, coming back from a long ride, and feeling thirsty, forgot the old tradition which says that the waters of the Holy Well are fatal to a member of his house, and drank out of the cup which is always standing beside it. Three days later he was lying in his coffin inside the church, thus showing that the vengeance of Abbot John was still pursuing his family and his race.

	 

	 

	
THE BLACK MONK OF THE CASTELLS

	 

	 

	The House of Castell Rudenhausen, and Castell Castell, is one of the oldest in Germany; it can trace its foundation to the year 800 after Christ. In the thirteenth century it was still called Castello, and the abbreviated name of Castell was only adopted much later. In the year 1205 the head of the family was one Count Rubertus Castello, who was a great warrior, and whose renown had spread far beyond the frontiers of Franconia and Suabia, He was a ruthless man, one who never hesitated before a deed of violence, when, by committing it, he could gratify one of his wishes or passions. He was the terror of the whole country, and his feudal Castle of Castell became the scene of the wildest revelries. He was rich and powerful, and he had a considerable army of followers and dependants, with the help of whom he robbed and plundered the residences of the other nobles in the country. Cloisters too, which at that time always harboured great riches, were more than once burnt down by him, and their contents carried away. The Emperor himself did not dare to defy him, and he was allowed to go on unchecked in his career of crime without one single voice daring to rise and denounce him to his peers, the other vassals of the empire. He had married one of his cousins, a gentle and lovely lady, whom he made most miserable, and who had to submit to all his caprices without murmuring. For a long time, however, their marriage remained a childless one, and proud Rubertus began to fear that his race would die out with him. He had got no near relatives, and the thought that his wealth might go to strangers after his death began to worry him, until at last he bethought himself as to the means through which he could obtain a divorce from his wife. This, however, was not easy, because the Countess had always been a blameless woman, and he knew that all his vassals would rise up in horror and indignation if he attempted to harm her in any way, because she had inspired great affection in all her people, and public rumour said that she was a saint, whose whole existence was spent in doing good deeds.

	Rubertus, however, was not a man to stop before such considerations, yet it is to be doubted whether he would ever have had the courage to attempt anything against his consort, if one evening, as he was returning alone to his Castle after a hard day’s hunting, he had not seen a girl of surpassing beauty sitting under a tree in the forest, and making wreaths out of wild-flowers which she had been gathering. Her loveliness struck him deeply, and he stopped his horse, and asked her who she was, and how it came that he had never met her before. She replied that she was called Matilda von Egerstein, and that she had only recently arrived in the neighbourhood, that she lived with her father in a small cottage not far from the Abbey of Breitenburg, which was one of the largest and wealthiest of Franconia, that they were very poor, and lived out of what they both earned, she by making laces and fine linen for the use of the Abbey, and her father by any small service which he could render to the monks.

	“How is it that you are so poor?” asked the Count “The Egersteins were once a wealthy race.”

	“Yes,” replied the girl, “but my father says that we were despoiled of our castle and possessions by one of his enemies, and so now we are obliged to earn our existence in the best way we can.”

	“But why did you not apply to me?” asked the Count. “I would have done all that I could to help the Lord of Egerstein.”

	“My father does not require any help,” answered Matilda; “he says that we have got all that we want.”

	“And you, do you take the same view?” inquired Rubertus.

	The girl hung her head, and before she had time to reply, a rough-looking man came out of the bushes and approached them.

	“Here is father,” said Matilda.

	The Count introduced himself, and began questioning Egerstein, but the latter did not seem to take kindly to the offers of service which he made to him, and, expressing himself as perfectly satisfied with his lot in life, refused to avail himself of the unexpected help which was proffered to him. He had been rich once, he said; his castle had been burnt down in one of those civil wars which at the time were daily events in Germany, and now he had reconciled himself to his lot, and did not require anything more. Castello could not induce him to reconsider his decision, nor to accept the offers of hospitality with which he loaded him. So he was obliged at last to depart, but not without having exchanged with Matilda a look which plainly told to the latter that he had been struck with her beauty and grace.

	For some days Rubertus returned to the place where he had met the former Lord of Egerstein, but he never saw him or his daughter again. All the inquiries he caused to be made concerning the father and daughter elicited but little beyond what he knew already. They had arrived in the neighbourhood one day, no one knew from whence, and bought the small cottage where they lived with but one servant, an old woman whom they had brought with them. They frequented no one, and did not mix themselves with their neighbours, and with the exception of the Abbot of the Monastery of Breitenburg, no one had ever spoken with them.

	The Count’s curiosity was excited, and one afternoon he repaired himself to Breitenburg, and asked the Abbot to receive him.

	The request was immediately granted, not without fear, however. Count Castello was never a welcome visitor at Breitenburg, or anywhere else, for the matter of that, because one never knew what might lurk beneath any desire of his to be introduced into another person’s house. But to deny him an entrance might be even worse, and so the Abbot ordered the big gates of the monastery to be thrown open, stipulating, however, that the Count should enter alone and unattended, the rules of the community forbidding anyone who was not of gentle birth to be admitted within the enclosure of the convent. Castello, however, was in a good temper, and made no objection, and his first words, when introduced into the Abbot’s chambers, was to tell him that, in accordance with the wishes of the Countess, he had come to tell him that henceforward a larger sum than the one which was generally given to the Abbey to be distributed in charities would be put at his disposal.

	“The poor will be deeply grateful to you, my Lord Count,” replied the Abbot; “but will you not honour me by partaking of some refreshments?”

	“By and by, Father,” said Castello, “a cup of your good wine will not be amiss, but as we are speaking about poor and charity, can you tell me what you know about a certain Lord of Egerstein, who, it seems, is reduced to absolute penury, and who lives in this neighbourhood, sustained only by what you give to him?”

	To the Count’s surprise, the Abbot, upon hearing the name of Egerstein, crossed himself with an expression of fear, such as could not fail to strike his visitor; then, after some hesitation, he slowly replied:

	“I can tell you very little about the person you are asking me about, my Lord, but if you value your existence you will have nothing to do with him, lest evil should befall you and yours.”

	“What do you mean?” asked Castello. “What can the man do to me, and how is it that you befriend him if you believe him capable of dangerous designs?”

	“I have no reason for my warning, beyond an instinct which tells me that this man will bring evil to all those who approach him,” answered the Abbot sadly; “but something warns me that the presence of Egerstein here means misfortune to us all. Have you forgotten the old legend connected with this Abbey?”

	“I have never heard anything about it,” said the Count. “Will you relate it to me, Father?”

	“Very well,” replied the monk. “Know then that when this Abbey was built, it had at its head a certain Lord of Egerstein, who, however, proved untrue to his vows, and under the disguise of the sacred habit which he wore performed all kind of infamies. He was in league with the Evil One, so it was said at least, and witches and wizards used to hold their revels within these sacred walls. At last the news of the terrible doings which were taking place at Breitenburg reached the ears of the Pope, and he ordered an investigation of the matter, and sent two bishops with instructions to unravel the mystery. They arrived one night here, and begged for admittance, which was immediately accorded to them. But the same night, before even they could attempt to explain to the Abbot the object of their mission, they were seized by an unknown force, and carried into the church, where they found Abbot Egerstein surrounded by his monks, who, when they saw the bishops, removed their cowls from their faces, disclosing features which could only have belonged to demons. A cross was brought and the bishops enjoined to spit upon it, and the Devil himself appeared, all the assistants prostrating themselves before him. The bishops, refusing to comply with the request that was made to them to imitate them, were murdered with revolting details. But as they were thrown on the ground, the oldest among them called upon Heaven to avenge them, and to destroy the Evil Power which was in possession of the Abbey; and as if in reply to his words, an armed force invaded the church at the same moment, and the wicked monks were slain by the troops of one of your ancestors, also a Count Castello, who, having heard a great noise as he was passing along, and cries of distress proceeding from the victims about to be murdered, rushed to their rescue. Evidently the power of Satan proved too weak to save his followers, because the witches and wizards who had assembled in the Abbey were all of them put to death. The Abbot Egerstein, however, remained alive, and no one seemed to be able to approach him, until at last a young soldier, seizing a cross, bethought himself of tying it to his sword, with which he attacked him. Egerstein uttered a terrible curse, and with the prediction that the day would come when he would return to Breitenburg and revenge himself on those who had driven him away from it, he threw himself against the weapon that was presented at his throat, and fell down dead upon the ground.

	“Count Castello had the Abbey pulled down, and another one built up on its ruins. The dead bodies of the former monks were also consigned to the flames, with the exception of that of the Abbot, which could never be found. And ever since that time, all those who have lived in this monastery have been dreading the day when the wizard who had hidden himself under a religious habit would come back to work more evil in the place from whence he had been driven away. When the man about whom you have inquired arrived here, I could not but remember the old legend, and I have been fearing, I do not know what myself. My Lord Count, don’t trifle with Satan and his power; have nothing to do with that man, for fear evil should befall you and yours.”

	Hard and cruel as was Castello, he could not help being painfully affected by the solemn warning uttered by the Abbot, and superstitious as everybody was at the time, he decided to have nothing more to do with the stranger who had thus arrived in their midst so suddenly and so unexpectedly. But, as he was riding back to his Castle he found himself, to his great surprise, once more in the presence of Matilda, who this time was sitting almost at the gate of his stronghold, and who greeted him with a certain eagerness which rather surprised him. She told him that she had come to the Castle to ask of the Countess to buy some of the laces which she had made, and begged him so hard to allow her to do so, that Castello did not very well see his way to refuse her request. He brought her into the house, but though his consort bought some of the goods offered to her, he could see that she was disagreeably impressed, and afterwards she implored him not to allow the girl to come back, as she had produced a most unpleasant impression upon her.

	Castello, however, seemed to have forgotten the warning of the Abbot, and did not pay any attention to the Countess’s request. Matilda returned more than once, and in time the Count, completely fascinated by her, forgot all his past apprehensions, and fell so much in love with her, that he determined to make her his mistress, no matter at what cost. Matilda, however, did not yield to his entreaties, and, on the contrary, told him that she would acquaint her father with his designs against her. And the very next day Egerstein himself appeared at the Castle, and asked to see the Count. The latter was at first much embarrassed, the more so that the man reproached him bitterly for having wanted to dishonour a girl who was, so to speak, under his protection.

	“She is of noble birth, my Lord,” he said, “and might be your wife without disgracing you.”

	“Would to God I could make her my wife,” exclaimed the Count, “but you know very well that this is impossible.”

	“Would you care for it to become possible?” asked Egerstein.

	“I would give my soul for it,” was the passionate reply.

	“I accept the offer,” said the man solemnly. “Meet me to-night at the gates of the Abbey, and I may tell you many things you do not suspect at present.”

	That day was the eve of St. John, who was the patron saint of Breitenburg. A solemn service was to be celebrated in the evening, to which repaired the Countess Castello. After it was over, she remained in the church praying before the shrine of the saint, and asking him to grant her the request she was always making to him, that of becoming at last a mother. Suddenly she was startled to see her husband standing before her, with a glass in one hand full of some red liquid, and a dagger in the other.

	The frightened woman got up from her knees, and in a trembling voice asked the Count what he wanted.

	“Drink this,” he said, and handed her the cup. 

	“What is it?” she inquired.

	“You need not know. Be sure at least that you will not suffer. If you like, you can say another prayer before you drink.”

	“Do you want to kill me?” she cried. “What have I done?”

	“Yes, I want to kill you. I must have a son, and you cannot give me one; you had better die.”

	“How do you know I cannot give you a child?” asked the Countess, with a wonderful dignity. “I was about to tell you that I am going at last to become a mother.”

	Castello started, and his hand that held the poisoned glass nearly dropped it on the ground, but suddenly his arm was touched by a soft grasp, and the figure of Matilda appeared before him, together with that of her father.

	“Don’t hesitate,” whispered the latter. “She is fooling you; make her drink; the poison is swift and leaves no trace; people will think that she has died of a broken heart whilst saying her prayers, only hurry, or someone may come.”

	But Castello was still motionless. His wife stood before him, with dishevelled hair, and an agonised look in her beautiful eyes. Perhaps he might have let her go, but then Egerstein again approached him.

	“Remember you have sworn,” he said, “and you have given me your soul in exchange for that woman’s life.”

	The words infuriated the Count. He seized his unfortunate consort by the throat, and was about to pour down the liquid into her throat, when suddenly a door opened behind the shrine, and the Abbot himself stood before the knight.

	“In the name of the God whom we adore,” he cried, “leave that woman alone, or I shall call on Heaven to kill you in her stead.”

	A horrible scream burst out in reply to his words, and Egerstein, coming forward, plunged a dagger into the breast of Castello, who fell helpless at his feet; then, uttering fearful curses, he disappeared in a cloud of smoke and fire.

	 

	* * * * *

	 

	The body of the Count, horribly scarred and singed, was buried outside the Abbey. No trace could be found of Egerstein or of his daughter, who also vanished mysteriously. Popular tradition declared that he had gone back to hell, after having worked his vengeance on the Castello family. The Countess survived, and gave birth to a son, from whom are descended the present Princes of Castell Rudenhausen. The Castle has been several times burnt down, and always built up again, but the Abbey was entirely destroyed during the Thirty Years’ War. And the shadow of a Black Monk has, ever since that day when a Castello tried to murder his wife at the instigation of the Evil One, haunted the Castle, and has generally appeared before any important event was about to occur in the family. Sometimes it assumes a threatening shape, and sometimes it seems quite joyful, but whenever a smile is seen to flit on its evil features, then this means that a misfortune of an unusual magnitude is about to fall on the House of Castell.

	One of the most remarkable cases of the Black Monk’s visitation happened something like forty years ago. The daughter of the then head of the House of Castell was about to be married. The numerous guests invited to the wedding had already arrived at the Castle, and a ball was going on in the State Apartments. The mother of the bridegroom, however, feeling tired, wished to retire before the others. Not caring to attract attention, she thought it better to go through a corridor which was not generally used, to reach her apartments. To her intense surprise, she suddenly saw a dark shape standing before her. At first she believed it was a servant, then noticed that the figure wore a strange kind of dress resembling the cassock of a Catholic priest. It was so still, that the lady began to feel alarmed, but nevertheless approached it with the intention of asking it what it wanted. To her astonishment, she saw the shadow, for it looked more like one than anything else, set itself in motion, and glide softly towards the entrance hall. Fascinated by its peculiar movements, the lady followed it, when suddenly it turned round, and, pushing back a hood which had covered its head, it disclosed a dead skull, with flaming eyes, and a horrible grin on its mouth, that resolved itself into a devilish laugh, the echo of which rang through the whole corridor.

	The lady had never before heard anything about the ghost, but she felt convinced, as soon as she had recovered her scared senses, that she had seen the Evil One, and, sending for her son, she implored him to break off his marriage, saying that she felt convinced that a curse of some kind lay on the House of Castell, and that the apparition had wished to warn her against an alliance with people haunted by such a dreadful ghost. There was, however, no need for him to do this, because on the very next day, the bride that was to be, crossing that same corridor where her future mother-in-law had encountered the Monk, slipped and broke her spine, and died a few hours later in terrible agony.

	This, I believe, is a perfectly true story, but apart from this one fact, more than one visitor at the ancient Castle of Castell has declared that he has met the Monk, and whenever this occurred, a tragedy of some kind came to overwhelm the owners of the old stronghold of Count Rubertus Castell. The spirit of the Lord of Egerstein haunts it to this day, and his curse is still working, as if to remind the former’s descendants that their ancestor had once surrendered his soul to the Evil One, in exchange for a woman’s life.

	 

	 

	
THE BLACK LADY OF PODHORCE

	 

	 

	In the Austrian province of Galicia, close to the Russian frontier, and at about three hours’ drive from the town of Brody, recently taken by the Russian troops, there stands an old castle called Podhorce, which is one of the worst haunted places in the whole country. It was formerly a fortress, which bravely held its own against the Turks and the Tartars, and which had owned King John Sobieski of Poland among its masters. After the King’s death it had passed to the family of the Counts Rzewuski, to which I belong, and they restored to it its former magnificence, which had been allowed to fall into decay during the long discussions which preceded the division of the large estate left by the King to his heirs. In a short time Podhorce became a show place known all over Poland, and was filled with one of the most remarkable collections of pictures and art treasures that the Country could boast of. But it became also the scene of one of the most horrible tragedies of which the chronicler of this distant time has kept the memory, a tragedy that unfortunately has left its traces down to the present day.

	It was my great-great-grandfather who had bought the Castle. He rebuilt it, and embellished it for a considerable number of years, and in his will left it for life to his widow, Louise Kunicka. The latter was, if tradition is true, a selfish, avaricious, heartless woman, who cared only for money, and who had never shown any affection for her children. Of these the two eldest were sons, one of whom was to succeed his father in his functions of Chief of the Polish armies, and to play an important historical part in all the intrigues which finally brought about the election of Stanislas Poniatowski to the Polish throne. He was a valiant soldier, and an ardent patriot. When the Turks invaded Ukraine, and invested Kamieniec Podolsk, one of the most important fortresses which defended the entrance into Galicia, young Rzewuski—he was about twenty-five years of age at the time—offered to the Crimean Khan five millions of money out of his own estates to induce him to raise the siege and retire to his own country, together with his hordes.

	The Khan accepted, and there arose then the difficulty how to execute the promises made to him. Rzewuski addressed himself to his mother, but the latter absolutely refused to give up anything out of the immense fortune over which she had control. Sharp quarrels ensued, which ended in a dark crime. The two Rzewuskis got hold of their mother during the night, and carried her into one of the towers of their Castle, where they walled her up alive, in spite of her cries and supplications. Tradition says that when they were about to close her living tomb, the unfortunate woman cursed all her descendants, promising them all a sudden or a violent death, and misfortune and fatality through their lives. The curse has been fulfilled; sorrow has dogged the footsteps of the Rzewuskis ever since that time, and not one male member of that family has died otherwise than violently or suddenly. At present the Castle has passed into other hands, together with the artistic treasures that it contains, or rather contained; because, if what we hear is true, it has been entirely destroyed by the Austrian and Russian shells.

	The last owner of it, before it was sold to Prince Sanguszko, was a very studious, clever, quiet man, a cousin of my father’s, who seemed extremely fond of the old place, as indeed the whole family was, and who contributed considerably to its improvement. He used to spend a considerable part of the year in it, and put in order the extremely curious and large collection of family papers and archives. Though he was a childless man, he used always to speak of the place as likely to remain in the family, and indeed it was my father who was the next heir to it, and who, like the rest of his relatives, nursed a romantic affection for this ancient home of his race. The Castle had really by that time become a magnificent place, but it was also a gloomy one, perhaps on account of the many sad memories connected with it. It had the reputation of being haunted by the ghosts of its former owners, and especially of the unfortunate lady who had found such a horrible death within its walls. The servants used to relate weird tales of phantoms gliding in the halls and corridors, of cries resounding in the silence of the night, and of moans heard in certain rooms, when the clock struck midnight. But not one member of the family had ever seen or noticed anything supernatural in the place, and my uncle Leo especially, to whom I have already referred, used to laugh at those who pretended that the spirit of his murdered grandmother wandered about in those apartments which had known her as their mistress, cursing her descendants as she did so.

	One day he happened to be quite alone at Podhorce, which was a very unusual occurrence, as the place was generally full of visitors, the owner being of a most hospitable disposition, and liking to entertain his friends and relatives. It was in the late autumn, and a rainy night, with the wind whistling and shaking the trees of the park, a cold, furious wind, coming straight from the Carpathian Mountains, in view of which the Castle stood. My uncle went to the library, with the intention of spending a quiet evening there amidst his beloved books and documents. It was a large apartment, which opened upon a whole succession of vast halls filled with priceless furniture, and which had got but one door. My uncle dismissed his valet, and told him he could go to bed, as he meant himself to work for some considerable time, and did not wish to be disturbed. He had some wine and biscuits brought to him, and then settled to the task of looking over some old letters, which he meant to sort and put in order.

	He had worked for something like an hour or so, when suddenly he heard very distinctly footsteps in the room next to the one he was sitting in: footsteps light and cautious, coming from the direction of the private chapel of the Castle. My uncle, rather surprised, got up and opened the door to see who it could be that troubled his solitude. But he saw no one, and so, thinking he had been mistaken, he resumed his place and opened once more the books he had been busy in examining. In five minutes or so he heard the steps again. This time they sounded nearer and more distinct, and the low murmur of a woman’s voice also reached his ear. Feeling this time quite alarmed, he took up a revolver which was lying on the table, and a lamp in his other hand, and went to explore the room whence these singular noises proceeded.

	When he entered it, he was surprised to find that the lamps and candles in the chandeliers, which were hanging from the ceiling, were all of them lit, and burning brightly. And in the middle of the room was standing a woman dressed in black, with a crape veil hanging from the back of her head, and a devilish expression of rage on what otherwise would have been beautiful features. The whole aspect of this woman was so formidable, that my uncle was from the first moment convinced that she was not a human being, but an inhabitant of the other world, come to him, he could not guess why or wherefore.

	The woman beckoned to him without saying one word, and then walked towards the chapel from whence her steps had seemed to emerge, My uncle followed her mechanically, not, however, without noticing that all the lights in the Castle were ablaze. Arrived at the door of the chapel, the woman paused, and pointed to a place in the wall, next to it, then said slowly:

	“It is here that you must look, and take me out of the place where I have been put. And woe be to you if you forget it. And remember that so long as you are master here, I shall not have any rest, and you will not have any children.”

	She laughed loudly, and then disappeared, whilst the lights, which had been burning brightly, were extinguished all at once.

	My uncle could hardly regain his apartments, so terribly scared had he been. He spent a horrible night, and the very next day started to make a search in the spot pointed out to him by the phantom, when, to the surprise of everybody, the skeleton of a woman was found standing in the wall, erect and stiff. My uncle had the bones buried in the church yard immediately, and caused masses to be said in the chapel for the soul of his terrible ancestress, because he had no doubt that it was she who had thus appeared to him, in order to claim burial in consecrated ground. But he took a violent dislike to the Castle after this event, and though he would never consent to sell it to my father, who hated the idea of its passing into a stranger’s hands, yet he disposed of it to Prince Sanguszko, very soon after the vision which had scared him so terribly, and it is the latter’s grandson who owns it today. But in spite of the ghost’s promises, the marriage of my uncle remained a childless one, even after he had disposed of the old home of his race, whilst the restless spirit of the Kunicka is to this day seen wandering in its rooms. At least so it was said, before the war. What happens now it is difficult to guess, the more so that, as I have related, it seems that the ancient home of my family is nothing but a heap of ashes at the present day. The curse of the murdered woman has weighed heavily on the Castle as well as on its masters.

	 

	 

	
THE WHITE LADY OF ROBECK

	 

	 

	Robeck is an old castle in Sweden, in the province of Westergotland, which belongs to the family of the Barons Klingsborg, one of the most illustrious in the country. It is an ancient place, full of historic memories, and it has a ghost, the origin or which is the subject of the story I am about to relate.

	Two hundred years ago, Robeck did not yet belong to its present owners. It was the property of an old man, supposed to be very rich, and whose wealth was said to be of suspicions origin, inasmuch as no one knew how he had made it, or in what way he had come by it. He had one daughter, who lived with him, and whom he would never allow to mix herself up with other people, or to leave the house and grounds where he kept her confined, as if she had been a prisoner. Gertrude, such was her name, was exceedingly lovely, and had been very well educated in Germany, where her father had sent her after her mother’s death. She would have liked far better to be left there, with the friends whom she had made, rather than to be brought back to the gloomy Swedish castle, where she saw no one, and felt so lonely. Her father was a stern and morose man, whom she only saw at meals, and who hardly ever spoke to her. He allowed her to roam in the park and in the house as much as she liked, and he gave her perfect liberty to read whatever she wished out of the numerous books composing the library of Robeck, but when she had asked him to let her go to church on Sundays, he fell into such a terrible rage, that she never dared repeat the request.

	Several months had gone by, and Gertrude was wondering by what means she could escape from this wearisome existence, when one day her father sent for her to his study, and told her she had better put on her handsomest dress the next evening, as he was expecting a visitor. He also took out of a cupboard some magnificent jewels, which he recommended her to wear, and then dismissed her.

	The girl spent the next hours in a state of wild excitement. She would have liked to know who was this unexpected guest in whose honour such preparations were made, but the old servant Martha, who, together with a girl who did not sleep at the Castle, and only came in the morning to help in the household, composed the whole of their establishment, refused to enlighten her on that point, though she commenced preparations for a most elaborate meal. She was a strange woman this Martha, a silent creature, gruff and sullen, who treated her master’s daughter with an indifference verging upon contempt, and who never would condescend to speak with her, but kept watching her with an attention that always impressed Gertrude most unpleasantly. There was therefore nothing left for the girl to do, except to wait in patience for what the morrow was going to bring to her in the way of surprise. At breakfast she tried to ask her father who it was who was coming to intrude upon their solitude, but the only reply that she received was “that it was an old friend of his, and that for the rest she would see for herself.”

	The words “old friend” had made Gertrude imagine that she was about to meet a man long past middle age. What was her astonishment, therefore, to find herself, when she went down into the dining-room, in the presence of a most handsome fellow of about thirty years or so, tall and muscular, with a black moustache and regular features. His eyes, however, though large and beautiful, had a sinister expression, and produced on her a most unpleasant impression. During the meal she said but very little, but could not help noticing that the stranger scanned her with attention the whole time, though he hardly ever addressed a word to her, keeping talking with her father about things and people she had never heard anything about. But when dinner was over, he asked her whether she would not go out with him into the garden, and whilst she was hesitating as to what she ought to do, her father pushed her almost roughly by the shoulders, and told her she had better go and entertain their guest.

	The latter, whose name she had discovered to be Gunnar, offered her his hand to lead her into the park, and when they found themselves alone there, began talking to her with much animation, and asked her all kind of questions as to her life at Robeck, and whether she did not find the solitude of the place most irksome. When Gertrude said that she really felt most lonely with no one with whom she could exchange her thoughts, he bluntly asked her whether she would feel grateful to him if he prevailed upon her father to allow her to see something of the world. The girl was so surprised that she could not find any words to reply to the suggestion, merely saying that she did not think her father would like anyone to come between her and him. To which answer the stranger merely smiled, and without any further words led her back to the Castle, where she made him a curtsey, and then immediately retired to her own room.

	She went to bed, but not to sleep. There was something oppressive in the air, and somehow she felt that the place was not the same as usual. Once or twice she fancied that she heard strange noises, and her father’s voice raised in anxious pleading, whilst their guest’s rose up loud and sharp. Then gradually she dropped off to sleep, and finally sank into an oblivion from which she was roused by the entrance of old Martha into her room the next morning, with the news that it was already eleven o’clock, and that her father had asked for her several times.

	Gertrude dressed in a hurry, and made her way downstairs with the intention of excusing herself for her lateness, but very much afraid of the anger of her parent, who never could brook unpunctuality. The old man, however, greeted her only with kindly words, and after having seen her eat her breakfast, he asked her to follow him to his study, where he told her that their guest of the night before had asked for her in marriage, and that he had granted his consent, so that she need only prepare herself for the ceremony, which would take place in a few days.

	“But, father,” exclaimed the girl, “I scarcely know this man to whom you want to give me, and I do not care for him at all. Indeed, I cannot marry him.”

	“You must do so,” replied the old man. “I have promised you would do so, and I mean you to obey me.”

	“But I will not,” replied his daughter, for once roused out of her habits of absolute submission.

	“It is not a question of what you will, or will not,” he said coldly. “We need not discuss this point any further. On Wednesday next Gunnar will be back here, and on that same evening you will be married to him. Now go, I do not want to hear anything further on the subject.”

	Gertrude returned to her own room, sick at heart, and more unhappy than she had ever been in her life before. How she regretted having ever allowed this stranger to guess that she was not feeling satisfied at Robeck! Existence there was dull, but it was far preferable to go on leading it than to be given over to the tender mercies of a man for whom she felt a repugnance, such as she had never experienced towards anyone else in her life before.

	The next three days were spent by her in mental torture. Meanwhile the preparations for her marriage were going on. Unknown people brought her boxes full of the most beautiful clothes and splendid jewels, and a whole army of servants arrived, who began to arrange a table littered with silver and flowers for the wedding banquet. At last on the Tuesday Gunnar himself appeared, attended by three friends, whose countenances were just as sinister-looking as his own. At the sight of them Gertrude’s heart sank within her, but she was of a resolute character, and she determined to speak herself to this man, whom her father wanted her to marry, to tell him that she did not care for him, and to implore him to let her off. But she could not find an opportunity to approach him, until late on the Tuesday evening, when she saw him cross one of the corridors of the Castle. He also saw her, and eagerly came to meet her.

	“I am glad to see you,” he said, with more softness in his tones than she had ever noticed in his voice before. “I wanted so much to speak with you alone.”

	“And I too wished to meet you without anyone hearing our conversation,” replied Gertrude. “I must ask you, beg you, to give up the idea of marrying me. You have only seen me once, and you cannot care for me, and I know very well that I can never love you. Why then insist on making us both unhappy?”

	He looked at her attentively, and as he did so the girl shuddered as if she had seen a fiend. And snatching her hand, which he had taken, from his grasp, she exclaimed: “Do, do let me off!”

	“I shall never do that,” he replied.

	“Then I shall call on God Himself to deliver me from evil and from you,” cried Gertrude.

	She had hardly spoken the words, when a crash of thunder shook the whole house, flames shot from every side, and the Castle collapsed, burying the stranger and herself under its ruins.

	Gunnar had had the reputation of being a wizard, so at least it was discovered later on, when his body had been recovered, together with those of his victims, from under the stones which had crushed them. Gertrude’s father had also belonged to the dreaded community, which at that time was a very powerful one in Sweden, and in all the Scandinavian countries. He had wanted to sacrifice his daughter to the Evil One, to whom he had given himself and his soul, and it was only her desperate appeal to the Almighty that had saved her from this horrible fate.

	But ever since that day, Robeck has been haunted by the ghost of the murdered girl. She is seen on moonlight nights, dressed all in white, coming out of a small house in the park which is used as a storing place for gardener’s tools, entering the Castle, walking up its wide stairs, and going to a wing where the guests’ rooms are situated, and where she disappears. Though the place has been rebuilt several times since the tragedy, the spirit of Gertrude continues to trouble it, and nothing will ever drive it away. Many people have met this phantom, and stared at it in wonderment, among others the former housekeeper of the present Baron Klingsborg, who herself related to me her experience. She had been arranging different things in the guests’ wing of the mansion, and was going down to her own room, when she found herself face to face with a woman, very tall and thin, dressed like a bride who came up the stairs, and brushed past her without seeming to notice her presence, opening the door which led to one room and disappearing in it, much to the woman’s surprise. It was only after she had followed the stranger, whom she had taken for a newly arrived visitor, wondering at the strangeness of her attire, and found the apartment which she had entered quite empty, that the housekeeper realised that what she had seen had not been a living creature, but the White Lady of Robeck.

	 

	 

	
THE GHOST OF ROUGINE

	 

	 

	The South of Russia, especially the country which formerly belonged to the Zaporogues Cossacks, is full of ghost stories and legends, amidst which it is most difficult to discriminate between the truth and the popular belief in things that have not been positively ascertained. One or two stories, however, bear the stamp of reality, or at least have reached my knowledge through sources which could not be impugned. Such, for instance, is the one concerning the famous ghost of Rougine, which seems quite well authenticated. I have heard this story many times, as the place is close to the old Castle where my father lived, and where I spent my whole childhood and youth.

	The story of this ghost is as follows. During the Cossack wars, which were waged for something like fifty years, and during which the Polish Republic nearly perished under the attacks of the wild Zaporogues, Rougine was a fortified place held by a Polish nobleman called Wodian, who had made himself an object of special execration to the Cossacks, whom he pursued most relentlessly, and caused to be hung and impaled whenever any of them fell into his hands. He had one daughter, who was considered to be the loveliest girl in the whole country, and whose knowledge and learning were stated to equal that of an old Benedictine monk. She was of a very religious disposition, and had more than once implored her father to give her permission to enter a convent; but Wodian was an ambitious man, and he wished his daughter to make a brilliant marriage that should bring him material advantages, as well as political support. He was rich, but he had nevertheless not been able to obtain any important post in the Republic, and was generally disliked by reason of his overbearing disposition and temper. Basia, his daughter, feared him more than she loved him, but he did not treat her badly, and, on the contrary, showed her more affection than he had ever felt for anyone else. But he would not hear of her entering the religious life, and, though she protested that she did not care for any other, he absolutely refused to listen to her, and had already promised her hand to a member of the powerful family of the Princes Lubomirski.

	Basia, who loathed this man, consulted her father confessor as to what she was to do, in order to escape from a fate which she considered to be worse than death.

	The good monk told her that she had better make vows of chastity, which he received from her, and then advised her to acquaint her father with the fact, thinking that, mighty though Wodian might be, he yet would hesitate before entering into conflict with Mother Church. But for once he was mistaken, for, when the girl told her parent what she had done, he, in a furious rage, declared that he would apply to the Pope to relieve her from her vows, and that, rather than abandon the marriage he had set his heart upon, he would kill his daughter with his own hands.

	Months passed away, and at last one day Wodian called the trembling Basia into his presence, and acquainted her with the fact that he had received from Rome the dispensation for which he had asked, and that on the morrow she was to be wedded to Prince Lubomirski. He then led her back to her rooms, where he locked her up for the night, and bade her women prepare her for the ceremony of the next day. The poor girl cried and sobbed, but her stern parent would not listen to her, and left her with strict injunctions to be ready in the morning, adding that he would come and fetch her at eleven o’clock to go to the private chapel of the Castle, where the marriage was to be solemnised.

	Basia, when she was alone, fell on her knees before the crucifix and implored the Holy Virgin to come to her help. One of her maids had been left with her, and the two girls prayed together during the whole of the night. Towards six o’clock in the morning, worn out, they both fell asleep, but were wakened by a soft music, and they then saw a white figure appear in the room, and approach them.

	“Have no fear,” said the vision. “Your prayers have been heard, and to-day you shall be with me in Paradise.”

	The figure touched Basia on the shoulder and vanished, but a few minutes afterwards loud cries were heard, and shots were fired. The Cossacks, who had become aware that preparations were going on at the Castle for the festivities of the morrow, had calculated that, in anticipation of them, the vigilance of the garrison would be relaxed, and had stormed the fortress.

	For some time all was confusion, and at last the doors of the apartment where Basia was confined were burst open, and wild Cossacks rushed in. But Wodian himself had also hastened to the rescue of his daughter through a secret door which led into her chambers, and, together with a few trusty servants, he tried to wrest her out of the hands of her assailants. In the fray which followed, the girl was stabbed to death, by whom, it was never known, because her father, who might have cleared the mystery, was also slain.

	Rougine was destroyed, and for long years only the walls of the old stronghold remained standing, charred and burnt. The property was seized by the Cossacks, but they never dared to rebuild the fortress, which they carefully eschewed at night, owing to the weird tales which were circulated in the neighbourhood. It was related that one could meet dark shades hovering about in the ruins, and that frequently the figure of a girl, dressed in bridal garments, was to be seen wandering in what had formerly been a park of surpassing beauty, and going around the old halls that had witnessed in the past the glories of the Wodians. Her father had been the last of his name and race, and no one troubled about him or about his daughter any longer. Fifty years later a Polish lord bought the property and applied himself to restoring the Castle. But he failed in the attempt, as no workman would touch the ruins, which were supposed to be haunted by their former owners.

	In the year 1850 or thereabouts, a more enterprising man having become by marriage owner of Rougine, started to rebuild in earnest the ancient residence. For some time all went well, and the new house became a most beautiful one. The supposed ghosts did not appear to trouble it any more, and a considerable time passed without anything having been heard about them. One evening, however, the lady of the Manor, on going to bed, saw the door or her bedroom open, and a white figure enter it, and approach the crucifix which was hanging on a wall, before which it knelt in an attitude of extreme devotion. The apparition seemed so real that at first the lady imagined that one of her guests had mistaken the chamber for her own. Not wishing to disturb her in her devotions, she waited until she had finished, when, to her intense stupefaction, she saw the figure get up, and walk to the window, where it disappeared. The lady, much alarmed, caused investigations to be made but no one had seen anything of the mysterious visitor who had thus troubled her, and at last she was persuaded that she had been the victim of an hallucination; but a few days later, one of her children came running to her, and told her he had met a lady dressed like a bride, but “so funnily,” and had seen her cross the courtyard and vanish amidst the trees or the park.

	Since these two occurrences, the spectre of the murdered Basia has been seen walking about the scene of its former existence at different times. The owners of the Castle caused it to be exorcised by a whole assemblage of priests, but this proved of no avail, for the very same night on which the ceremony took place, the spirit of the girl was seen again. This time she carried a large crucifix in her hands, and walked with it towards a certain spot in the flower garden, where she vanished. Search was then made in that place, and, strange to say, the identical crucifix which she had been seen carrying was discovered buried under a tree. It was reverently taken out and transferred to the church; but this did not lay the ghost, to use the vulgar expression, and the only result was that it also showed itself on moonlight nights wandering around the shrine. By now, almost every inhabitant of Rougine, which is a large village, has seen it at some time or other, and it is considered in the light of an old friend by the simple population. Children know it well, and often come home with wonderful tales of how they met it; and for the dwellers of the Castle, it forms part of their existence, inasmuch as it is apt to appear when least expected, and may be found by the deathbeds of the owners of the place, or at their marriage feasts. To this day no one knows or can guess why it is that it appears with such regularity to trouble the slumbers and scare the wits of believers or unbelievers in the supernatural, and why the spirit of Basia, the daughter of Wodian, has never been laid to rest since the day when it was called upon to be with the Blessed Virgin in Paradise.

	 

	 

	
THE LEGEND OF BERESTETCHKO

	 

	 

	Berestetchko is a spot which is celebrated all over the South of Russia as well as in Poland. It is situated in the province of Ukraine, and has lately been the scene of some of the most bloody battles of the present war. Its vast plain, where stood until quite recently a small village, has acquired its celebrity thanks to a most bloody fight which took place there between the armies of the Polish Republic and the rebellious Cossacks led by Bogdan Chmielnicki in the middle of the seventeenth century. Tradition says that so many people perished on this occasion, that for weeks afterwards the adjoining rivers ran red with the blood which was spilt. To this day it happens, or rather it happened, that when labouring in the fields, one came across old weapons and skeletons of human beings and horses, and various other animals, that had been buried there after the terrible struggle witnessed on these plains.

	Legends without number which pass from mouth to mouth among the local population recall that time of terror. Tradition has it that the spot is accursed, and must remain so until the day when another bloody battle will take place in it, after which old Poland is to be restored to its former grandeur. The curious thing is that this legend was firmly believed in until the present day, and the peasants, when questioned about Berestetchko, always replied that the place was given up to the Devil, through whose agency the Poles had beaten the Cossacks, but that the time would arrive when the spirits of Heaven would once more be triumphant, and the day of the punishment of the evil ones would dawn.

	The ground around that ill-famed spot is very hilly, notwithstanding that it is situated in the midst of the southern steppes, and it is said that during moonlight nights, especially at midsummer, one can see shadows in great numbers gliding softly amidst these little hills, and hear noises of a big battle, men’s shouts, and horses neighing, and cries or people in distress, together with the roll of the thunder, and imprecations coming no one knows from whence. Travellers going from one village to another always avoid crossing the plain of Berestetchko at night, and prefer going a long way round rather than risk the danger of finding themselves there after sunset.

	The wandering bards, of whom there still existed a good many before the present war broke out, had among their old songs many concerning this famous place, where apparitions were supposed to wander and to scare the belated traveller daring enough to approach it at night. The Evil One himself was said to show himself in all his horrible pomp, waiting for the opportunity to capture a human soul at Berestetchko, and no sum of money, not even a very large one, would have tempted a Ukrainian peasant to go near a certain ruined cairn which stood in the middle of the vast field, and which was supposed to cover the bones of the Polish soldiers slaughtered during the famous battle.

	It is about this cairn that I have heard at story, which, considering all that has occurred since, is well worth repeating, because it bears in a certain sense on the events of to-day. At all events, it constitutes a curious coincidence, of which I will not attempt to give any explanation, being of the opinion that, as regards supernatural things, one had better abide by Shakespeare’s opinion, that “there are more things in heaven and earth than are dreamed of in our philosophy.”

	One day, about thirty-five years ago, a man who was certainly not superstitious, but, on the contrary, most prosaically minded from every point of view, a banker by profession, and a great friend of my late father’s, happened to be travelling in that part of the country where Berestetchko is situated. At that time, railways were still scarce in this part of Southern Russia, and it was sometimes quicker to travel with post-horses from one place to another than to wait for trains, which were few and far between. The man I am referring to certainly never attached any importance to ghost stories, and therefore paid no heed to the protestations of the post-master, who advised him to wait until morning, and not to cross the plain of Berestetchko in the dark. As he paid extremely well for his horses, he found at last a Jewish postillion who consented to drive him, and started at about eleven o’clock for his destination, which he hoped to reach before the small hours of the morning. It was a drive of some two hours from the village where he found himself. The season was the middle of summer, the night was lovely, and the moon so bright that one could have fancied it was midday. For some miles all went well; the horses trotted along briskly, and our traveller enjoyed his drive in the cool air, which refreshed him after an unusually hot afternoon. Suddenly a sound arose, which was so strange, that the horses stopped, and then the terrified driver turned towards his passenger, and in a trembling voice asked him whether he too had heard it. The latter, strong man though he was, could not for the life of him help the queer feeling which overcame him. This sound was so utterly different from anything that he had ever heard before, that it shook him more than he would have cared to own; but what was his surprise when the coachman seized him by the arm, and, pointing to the plain in front of them, signalled him in a whisper to look. Our friend followed the direction of his finger, and this is what he saw.

	In front of him was rising the cairn or tumulus of Berestetchko, that had stood there ever since the time of the famous battle. All around it a crowd was gathered composed of grey figures that seemed to bow before a kind of giant who sat on the top of the monument, and appeared occupied in tracing with an immense finger an inscription on the stone. For about five minutes the vision remained clear and distinct, and then slowly faded away and disappeared, The traveller was not a nervous man by nature, and after a few moments of stupefaction he shook off the unpleasant sensation he had experienced, and persuaded himself that what he had seen had been a mirage, such as often occurs on those sandy plains. It is true that this generally manifests itself only during the daytime, but the moon was so bright that it might explain the phenomenon, and he tried to impress his conviction on his driver that this was the cause of the vision. But the man, who had all along manifested an abject fear, refused to be convinced and kept repeating that what they had witnessed had been a manifestation of the evil powers, and that they had better drive away as quickly as possible from such an accursed place. The practical mind of the banker refused, however, to allow itself to be influenced by such superstitious talk, and he decided at least to go and examine the cairn at whose feet such a strange scene had taken place. So he got out of his carriage, and proceeded alone towards it. What was his surprise to find the ground trampled upon, as if a large agglomeration of people had recently trodden it. Of these, however, nothing could be seen, though the traces of footsteps were very visible. On the cairn itself, but singularly enough at its base, and not on the top, where had sat the strange figure whose movements he had watched, he found an inscription in Little Russian, which he carefully copied, and which seemed to have been made quite recently. When translated, its purport was as follows:—

	“Sixty and sixty, when sixty will come once more, then men will kill themselves in this place again.

	“Sixty and sixty, when sixty will draw near for the new conqueror, then Poland shall rise again.

	“Sixty and sixty, when that will occur again, then this monument shall be no more.”

	No one could make out what the words meant, though I remember my father looking out all the old books he could lay his hands upon, of which he had a good many in his library, to find an explanation of these enigmatic sentences. The curious part of the whole story was that this inscription had never figured on the cairn before, but that after this night it was found upon it, and remained for something like three months visible to all those who cared to go and look at it; and crowds did so. At the end of that time it vanished just as suddenly, and in just the same inexplicable manner in which it had appeared.

	The story was kept as a good joke against my father’s friend, whose practical mind refused to admit that he had seen on apparition. At the time no one thought about the possibility of a war ever troubling that part of the world where was situated the plain of Berestetchko, and gradually the whole story was forgotten. Curiously enough, however, the German troops occupied the place last summer, and fortified themselves in it, and if we are to believe what we hear, the old cairn is at present destroyed, whilst some of the most furious struggles in the whole campaign have been fought on the very spot where the long-forgotten battle had taken place in the seventeenth century between the Polish troops and the rebellious Cossacks.

	The Sovereign under whose banner the invader is fighting is close upon sixty, so that the prediction is fulfilled at least on these two points. But to what the repetition of that number alluded it is of course impossible to tell. I have related the story as I heard it more than once from the lips of its hero, but I shall not attempt to draw any conclusions from it, and prefer to leave the reader to do so, uninfluenced by anything that I might say. Considering the prosaic nature of the man to whom this remarkable adventure occurred, the only comment which it is possible to make upon it is the one contained in the sentence I have already quoted, that “there are more things in heaven and earth than are dreamed of in our philosophy.”

	 

	 

	
THE FATAL BELL

	 

	 

	There is a bell in Poland whose story is connected with that of one of the most illustrious houses in that country, that of the Princes Oginsky. The Oginsky were once a mighty race, which had occupied in Lithuania a position that was well-nigh a kingly one. Their castle was a magnificent residence, and their fame had spread far beyond the limits of their province. But they did not bear a good name as regarded charity and kindness, and it was well known that they never would extend a helping hand to anyone, not even to a member of their own family, and this notwithstanding they were in possession of an immense fortune. On their property, and close to their castle, stood a big church which contained a sacred image of the Virgin, credited with being miraculous, and which was a place of pilgrimage for the whole of Poland, let alone Lithuania. But though they were virtually the patrons of this place of worship, no Oginsky had ever been known to spend money on it, or even to make the necessary repairs which from time to time became indispensable to keep up the church. One day, however, the belfry with its bells became shaky, and the parish priest, not having at his disposal a sufficient sum to enable him to proceed with the work of restoration, which was declared to be indispensable, decided, after much hesitation, to apply to the Prince, and to ask him to contribute to the work. He was very badly received, and the only reply which he got was that it must be due to bad administration of the funds belonging to the church that they were so scarce. The priest replied that at the annual pilgrimages which took place, the expenses connected with the feeding of the quantity of poor people who flocked to pray at the shrine of the Virgin exceeded by far the offerings of the few rich persons who came.

	“What necessity is there for you to feed them?” angrily exclaimed the Prince. “Lazy, good-for-nothing people, who would do far better to work in the fields than to attend church services. No, I shall certainly give you nothing. The church is rich; you had better use its own money for the purpose of keeping it up.”

	The poor curate went away very crestfallen. He did not know what he was to do; the belfry had to be repaired, or it might fall down at any moment and endanger the life of anyone happening to be in its vicinity. And then, if it should collapse, the church would be deprived of one of its greatest ornaments, apart from the fact that the bells which had for long centuries called the population to prayer would be condemned to silence, and their voice heard no more.

	This was a dreadful thought for the humble parish priest. In his agony he entered the church, and, kneeling down before the miraculous image, he implored the Mother of God to perform a miracle in his favour, and to touch the heart of some charitable person, and inspire him with the thought of coming to the help of her shrine He remained for long hours prostrated before the altar, pouring out the agony of his soul before One who, he knew well, was powerful enough to come to his help. Suddenly a great light illuminated the dark building, and he saw before him, standing erect and with a look of infinite pity and compassion in her eyes, the figure of a woman dressed in white, with some roses in her hands.

	“Do not be afraid,” she said; “I have not come to do you any harm. Your prayers have been heard, and the Angel Sandalphon has carried them up to the Almighty’s throne. You need not fear; this belfry, the destruction of which would be such a misfortune for you, shall be repaired in spite of the ill-will of men. But the one who refused to give a small part of his ill-gotten wealth in honour of the Mother of God shall be punished for his impiety, together with the whole of his race, and those bells he did not care about will ring for ever at his death and at the deaths of his descendants, until his race shall become extinguished, when they shall disappear together with it.”

	She handed the priest the roses which she held in her hands, and then vanished.

	The curate, half scared, made his way out of the church, holding still the flowers which the apparition had given to him. But for their presence he would have believed that the whole thing was a dream. What was his surprise, however, to find that a whole army of small grey men was busy working at the belfry. They were carrying stones and mortar, and piling them up, and doing as much work in ten minutes as real workmen would have done in three weeks. The priest wanted to speak to them, to ask them who had sent them, but an invisible force kept his lips closed, and so he waited and waited, until at last, overcome by his feelings, and by a sentiment of awe such as he had never known before, he fainted away.

	The morning dawn found him lying on the wet ground. What was his surprise, when he had recovered his senses, to find that the belfry had been thoroughly repaired and put in order during that eventful night, whilst the roses which the lady had given to him had taken root in the ground, and had been transformed into a large bush covered with the loveliest blooms.

	The priest thought he must have gone mad, but when others declared to him that he was not the victim of an hallucination, all that he could do was to fall again on his knees before the image of that Virgin to whose intercession he attributed the miracle that had occurred, and then to call upon his parishioners to join with him in a solemn service of thanksgiving for the mercy which had been vouchsafed to their shrine, as well as to themselves.

	Years went on, and as the news of the miracle spread, pilgrims from all parts of Poland flocked to the church, which in a short time became one of the richest in Lithuania. But by a kind of wonder the belfry, which in one single night had been repaired by such supernatural means, never again in the course of time showed any signs of deterioration. The work of the Virgin remained intact in the centuries which followed.

	The old Prince Oginsky who had so brutally refused to come to the help of his people lived to the advanced age of eighty or eighty-five years. He had always been in enjoyment of the most perfect health, and had never even suffered from the small ailments common to mankind. One morning he had just left his room, when he heard the bell of the parish church begin to toll most solemnly, as it did for burials. He sent to inquire who it was that had died, but to his surprise was told that no one had done so, and that the bell was tolling of its own accord, without any one setting it in motion. At first he would not believe it, but had to admit the force of evidence at last, and for three days and nights this awful bell tolled at regular intervals without anyone knowing why or for whom, as the old priest had carefully refrained from mentioning the vision he had seen, and, aged as he had become, he had kept the terrible secret locked up in his own breast without imparting it to anyone.

	After three days Prince Oginsky died quite suddenly in his chair, without having been ill for a single hour. From that moment, whenever one of his descendants was about to depart this life, the bell of the church was heard tolling for him before his death. And so it went on for years and for centuries.

	The family of the Princes Oginsky was extinguished in 1908, when the last bearer of that illustrious name died without issue, and on the day that he expired, the old belfry, which had stood uninjured through all the time that had elapsed since its mysterious restoration, collapsed, with a suddenness like to that which attended the destruction of the famous Campanile at Venice. Simultaneously with the demise of the last descendant of that Prince who had refused to restore it, it crumbled to pieces, and disappeared from the surface of the earth. The prediction, which the old priest had at last written down, and carefully placed with his parish books, had been fulfilled. The Oginsky were no more, and the bell which had warned them of their approaching dissolution was also shattered and destroyed.

	 

	 

	
THE GHOST OF THE CASTLE OF ZINNEBERG

	 

	 

	In the heart of the Bavarian Alps there stands the Castle of the Counts of Arco Zinneberg, which at one time was one of the most important strongholds of the Tyrol. The Arcos themselves were great nobles, whose origin could be traced to fabulous times, and who intermarried with royalty, and with the noblest houses in Europe. The family is still existent, and the wife of the last German Ambassador at the Court of St. James, Prince Lichnowsky, is a Countess Arco.

	The Castle of Zinneberg has been in the possession of the family since the twelfth century; it is a wonderful place, full of rare and precious furniture, with towers and dungeons that remind one of the Middle Ages. It has, of course, a family ghost, which, however, does not seem to be connected with the fate of the family, and which keeps to one particular wing of the vast residence, where it appears at regular intervals, especially to any chance visitor who may happen to sleep in one of the apartments where it likes to wander.

	The story says that it is the spirit of a former Count Arco, who, on his return to his native country from the Crusade, was killed on the road. He was about to be married, and his future bride was staying at the Castle, and it is related that whenever a new arrival sleeps in the rooms which were to be allotted to the bride-to-be, the ghost of her dead lover comes to see whether it is not she who has returned again to the spot where they were to have lived together. The curious thing about this particular apparition is, that though one sees its body quite distinctly, yet its features are always hidden under a long grey veil. It comes into the room, bends down upon the bed, and stares into the face of its occupant, if there is one, then withdraws as quietly as it has come, not, however, without having scared the unfortunate person whom it has honoured with its attention. Even lately several people have seen it, and though prayers without number have been said for the soul of this restless ghost, it still wanders about, apparently seeking for someone whom it has not yet found. The Arco family do not care to speak about it, but everyone in Bavaria knows of the existence of this phantom, and whenever a visitor comes to Zinneberg, he always inquires anxiously about it, and hopes in his heart that he is not going to be allotted the apartment which the unwelcome spirit is wont to haunt.

	Among the many stories concerning this singular inhabitant of another world, there is one which I am going to relate, because it has reference to a person who certainly would never have in-vented it, and who was far too serious and too conscientious a man to relate what he was not absolutely sure of. My father-in-law was a personal friend of the late Count of Arco Zinneberg, and used often to go and see him at his family castle. One day he arrived there unexpectedly, and found the place full of visitors and guests. The room which he generally occupied had been given to someone else, and he was taken to a nice apartment in a wing of the house where he had never stayed before, a large room, hung with old Flemish tapestry, with a huge four-poster bed standing in the middle of it. It was autumn already, and the nights were cold in the mountains, so that my father-in-law asked for a fire to be lit in the evening. It was still burning when he retired, and he lay down at once after having put out his lamp, and remained watching from his bed the flames playing on the hearth. He had had a fatiguing day and felt drowsy, and whilst thinking about what there was before him to do on the morrow, he allowed his eyelids to droop and close. Suddenly a noise for which he could not account made him open them in a hurry, as he became conscious that he was no longer alone in the room, and that someone had entered it. He saw distinctly the figure of a man draped in a long grey cloak, with a kind of cowl over his face, approach the couch on which he was resting. My father-in-law was not a nervous character, but an essentially pious and devout man. He was at once conscious that the figure which he saw before him belonged to another world, so he crossed himself reverently, and then asked it what it wanted, adjuring it to reply in God’s name, The phantom, instead of replying, approached quite near to him, and bent over the bed on which he was lying, curiously examining his face as it did so, and my father-in-law declared afterwards that he distinctly felt the weight of its body as it leant over his chest, but he could not make out its face or its features, nor could he call out for help, much though he wanted to do so.

	For a space of time which seemed an eternity, this awful apparition remained there, without moving, and at last my father-in-law thought he was going to be suffocated by the heavy pressure which it kept applying to his breast. He would have liked to scream aloud, and to push away from him this terrible shadow, but he could not move, and he had perforce to remain staring at it for a space of time which seemed to him to be an eternity. Then the hand which had been weighing him down was withdrawn, and the figure slowly moved away, disappearing at last behind the heavy silk curtains which fell from the windows.

	My father-in-law never knew what occurred afterwards, nor how he spent the rest of the night. The next morning, when he appeared at breakfast, he looked so ill that everybody asked him what was the matter with him, but he did not care to own to the fright which he had experienced, until at last the Countess Arco, as if struck with a sudden thought, asked him in what room the housekeeper had put him to sleep. When she heard which one it was, she instantly guessed what had happened, and after many excuses had his things removed to another apartment, much to his relief, because, as he said afterwards, he would never have found sufficient courage to spend another night in company with the terrible visitor who had nearly strangled him during the preceding one.

	This story, which is absolutely true down to the smallest detail, has been related by me, because it is one of the few perfectly authenticated ones which I have come across, and because I knew personally the individual to whom it occurred. My father-in-law was not at all superstitious, but the incident had affected him profoundly, the more so that he was a sincerely convinced Roman Catholic, and believed in the “resurrection of the flesh.” All the rest of his life he remained persuaded that he had seen an inhabitant of another world, though why the ghost of a Count Arco should have chosen him to appear to remains an inexplicable mystery to this day.

	After this gruesome experience, the room known as the haunted chamber in the old home of the Arcos was locked up, and no one ever allowed to sleep in it again. But this precaution does not prevent the Castle of Zinneberg from being the scene of many extraordinary incidents, such, for instance, as the unearthly music which is heard there upon certain nights in the year, a music which, though quite loud, proceeds from invisible musicians, and can never be located. There are also occasionally to be seen in the park the shadows of a hunt, with dogs flitting silently among the trees, and gaily clad huntsmen, whose whips do not crack, riding on fantastic horses, whose hoofs make no noise. No one so far has been able to find out what these phantoms want, nor why they have chosen to appear at Zinneberg in preference to other places. The family record of the Arcos is a singularly clean one, at least there are no skeletons locked up in the cupboards of the annals of their race, yet the Castle is haunted by strange, nocturnal visitors, whom it has been found impossible to drive away, and who often have made the existence of its inhabitants a burden. Harmless though it is reputed to be, the ghost of Zinneberg is a most uncomfortable one for those whom it takes it into its head to visit during the night, and to scare with its silence and its closely veiled face.

	 

	 

	
THE HAUNTED PARSONAGE

	 

	 

	In Sweden, where ghost stories are related with particular awe, I have heard one tale the evidence for which seems to be pretty conclusive, inasmuch as the apparition has been seen quite recently by a person I know, whose good faith is quite unimpeachable. This tale runs as follows:—

	Not far from the old city of Upsala there exists a country parsonage, known by the name of Allfta. During the reign of Gustavus Adolphus, it was occupied by a clergyman who had acquired a great reputation for wisdom and learning. He had a daughter whose beauty was almost as celebrated as her father’s science. Unfortunately Ingeborg, such was her name, was as frail as she was lovely, and very soon her name became a byword all over the country, until at last the Archbishop of Upsala thought it his duty to summon her parent before him, and to make representations to him concerning the girl’s levity of conduct. When, however, he interrogated her on the subject, she swore that all that he had been told reposed on calumny of the basest kind, and that there was nothing that could be seriously laid to her charge. The old man, who worshipped this only child of his, readily believed her, and allowed himself to be persuaded that women, jealous of her and of her beauty, had spread these evil reports concerning her fair fame. 

	But these stories were, unfortunately, but too true. Ingeborg not only had misconducted herself, but was about to become a mother. At first she had intended to confide in her father, and to ask him to help her to screen her disgrace from the world, but after her conversation with him, she became afraid to do so, and determined to hide her shame. With the assistance of a waiting woman she was delivered of a child in her own room, and, together with this attendant, she strangled it, and buried the body under the floor of that same chamber.

	For some months all went well, and then there began to be heard strange sounds in the parsonage, a child’s screams and complaints, together with other uncanny noises. At last the attention of the authorities was drawn to the doings which were taking place within the walls of the parsonage. A search was made, and the body of the murdered infant discovered under the floor of Ingeborg’s room.

	The girl was put into prison, and was going to be tried for the murder, when she died suddenly, as some said by her own hand. Her father did not survive her for any length of time, and another clergyman took his place, and settled at Allfta; but the noises which had troubled the tranquillity of the former inhabitants of the parsonage did not cease, and the place, which is still standing to-day, is considered to be haunted by the ghosts of the dead girl and of her murdered infant. It is no longer the residence of the clergyman of the place, but a country house inhabited by a simple squire, who, being of the placid temperament one meets with so frequently in Sweden, does not seem to be troubled by the midnight visitations of Ingeborg’s ghost. The servants also have become used to her, and call her by the familiar name of “Fröken,” and she is spoken of as the “White Fröken.” She does not appear every night, but only at stated intervals, and generally in summer, when the moon is very bright and the nights short and light, and though she scares those who see her, yet she does them no harm, but after having walked about, vanishes as the clock strikes two in the morning.

	The most authentic tale concerning her which I have heard was from a lady who, I gather, was an absolute unbeliever in the supernatural. She knew slightly the owners of Allfta, and on coming to Sweden, whither the war had driven her, she thought she would go and pay them a visit in their country home. She had heard absolutely nothing about the ghost, and no one told her anything about it when she arrived. Feeling very tired after her journey, she retired early, and was no sooner in bed than she fell asleep. Suddenly she was awakened by a most strange and uncanny noise, which seemed to proceed from the room next to the one which she was occupying, a noise in which was mixed the voice of a child crying and the sobs of a woman. Greatly alarmed, she lit her candle, but saw nothing. Nevertheless the noise increased, and appeared to be getting nearer and nearer to her apartment. Thinking that perhaps someone had met with an accident, the lady opened her door after having hastily put on a dressing-gown, and looked out into the long corridor beyond. What was her surprise to see a woman, dressed in white, with her hands bound with iron chains, walking about, and screaming and lamenting with all the appearance of profound despair. The lady was so far from thinking that there was anything uncanny in this woman, that she seriously thought herself in the presence of a lunatic who had escaped, and advanced towards her, with the intention of speaking to her and inducing her to return to her own room. But as she got nearer to the woman, she saw, to her consternation, that the figure, which had seemed to her to be that of a living human creature, was getting fainter and fainter in its outlines, until it vanished entirely, just as she was on the point of seizing it.

	The lady for once was seriously alarmed, and rang her bell for assistance; but when the servants, scared in their turn by her cries, arrived on the scene, and heard what had happened to her, they merely shrugged their shoulders, and told her that she had seen the “White Fröken,” and that she had better return to her bed, because the young lady in question never appeared twice to the same person. This assurance, however, did not bring any comfort to my friend, and she hastened the next day to take her departure from a house where she had experienced such a strange and thrilling adventure.

	Although she still says that she disbelieves in ghosts, she admits nevertheless that there may happen curious things in that line, because what she saw herself was certainly not an hallucination, though she fails to find any reasonable explanation for the curious vision which, in common with other people, she had to admit to having seen at Allfta, during the one night which she spent in that haunted place.
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	The Black Dwarf of Vienna. By Princess Catherine Radziwill. London: William Rider & Son, Ltd. 1916. Price 1s. 

	 

	Here we have a really excellent volume of ghost stories, Russian, Polish, Italian, Swedish and German, possessing the additional merit of authenticity, and vouched for by the authoress, who has either witnessed the apparitions herself or has had tales relating to their appearance told her by members of those royal families in whose castles they appear.

	To us at this time, when Prussian ambitions have turned the world upside down, not the least interesting among these legends is the story of the White Lady of the Hohenzollerns who haunts the Castle of Berlin and appears only when a member of that family is about to die. Now there have been many legends and many white ladies, but the unhappy Countess Gertrude Orlamunde, who murdered her two sons because they proved an obstacle between her and her lover, is the person whose appearance is so much dreaded and disliked by the Prussian royal family.

	It seems that the House of Hapsburg is also blessed or cursed? by an attendant spirit—the Black Dwarf of Vienna—who comes to warn its members when death or disaster will be their fate. It is reported that he has been frequently seen of late, bent and aged, as if carrying a burden too heavy to bear.

	To all lovers of the supernatural this enthralling little volume will make its sure appeal, and as none of us are overburdened with wealth this Christmas, by reason of its cheapness should make a very suitable and acceptable gift.             Virginia Milward.1

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The Tatler, No.811, January 10, 1917, pg.48

	 

	‘With Silent Friends’

	 

	More ’Orrors:

	 

	“The Black Dwarf of Vienna, and other Weird Tales” (Rider), by Princess Catherine Radziwill, is another nice little volume guaranteed to make your flesh creep and your blood run cold and all the rest of the uncomfortable bodily feelings which are the aim, and apparently the only object, of ghost stories all over the world. This little book is a collection of the various famous “hauntings” of Austria and Russia—like the Anne Boleyn ghost of Windsor Castle, the mystery of Glamis Castle, and the haunted house of Berkeley Square. They mostly begin with a murder and end with an innocent person being disturbed in bed. But the story of the Drummer Boy of Reisen, the Riderless Horse of the Steppes, the Black Lady of Podhorce, and the White one of Robeck, are thrilling stories of their class. But it is a pity to bring to these tales—the fault is Mr. O’Donnell’s as well—the easy, casual literary style of an ordinary story. I doubt that a ghost story can really be well written. It must be told, and told well, properly to freeze the blood in one’s veins. The ordinary narrative style robs them of so much of their standing-hair-on-end qualities, while to narrate them as if they were scientific facts makes them somewhat ridiculous. But then, the art of telling a ghost story well is as difficult as the art of telling a good fairy story well. It is not sufficient to state; the statements must have, as it were, a “shiver” in them. The sudden pauses, the whispering, the look of horror which, when the room is lit by nothing except the glow of the fire, make ghost stories really exciting, are not possible in the printed page. So even the best ghost story falls rather flat in print. But then, people don’t read ghost stories to be thrilled, but to learn the story and then repeat it in a thrilling way. For these “The Black Dwarf of Vienna” contains any amount of useful material.

	 

	
Notes

		[←1]
	. The reviewer Virginia Milward had had her own collection, The Door Ajar and Other Stories, published by Rider & Co. in 1912.
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