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THE SPECTRE GIRL.

I should not have dared, twenty years ago, to relate whiat
ioe witnessed in ajourncy fron Paris to Marseilles. At

that period the truth alone was not sufficient in a narrative, there
must also bc probability ; and readers chose for this reason, to
remain. ignorant of a host of circumnstances, wich gives endless
vatiety to human lie, and an cyr-changing aspect to human
naure Wc now perhaps incline to the opposite extreme. A
philosopher.bas truly said " all is possible;" and as I iam a con.

Nit o tho truth of this opinion, I have no hesitatian n relating
I Tolowing anecdote.
n the 21st. of October 1812, I was a passenger in a diIi-

ence which as it slowly ascended the hill of Autun, gave me
-ire to examine a landscape of vineyards just stripped of their

ich fruit-a sad siglit ta one who had ne interest in calculating
value of the produco. My fellow travellers vere vulgar

cple, and to our general misfortune one of them was nursing
a tittle boy, whom I should have considered a fine chil any
here but in i public conveyance carrying nine insides ; ofwhom

]l4%everi there vere yet only seven.

At aShort distance from Autun we pnrceived, on our right a
"hiagnificent country seat, whose principal avenue led t the

z. 58


