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“ Once more there was silence, and then the Spaniard, in a still more solemy
voice asked :

seem
“*You who have thus wished to know the mysteries of the tomb, what do yo him
see?’ in th
* We all listened anxiously for the student’s answer. He spoke very deliber “ |
ately, and it was evident that he was describing what was just taking place, We ¢
phase after phase. the fl
“*“The vapor is rising and getting longer and longer—it has now taken the a ligh
form of a phartom—there is a veil over the phantom’s face - it is standing there “
quite still, just in the place where it rose from the ground.’ 1
“* Are you afraid of it?’ asked the Spaniard, in a sarcastic tone. vowex
“The young man’s voice was quite firm, as he replied, calmly, ‘No, I am not horril
afraid of it.’ told t
“ We scarcely dared move—all of us—and we gazed in breathless amazement “ A
at the Spaniard. He was now waving his hands over his head in the most frantic horro:
manner, and afterward he called some strange, wierd-sounding name three times, mean
and finished by chanting, in a much louder voice than before : that t
*“The phantom said, as he rose from his grave : “wy
* 1 will appear before my friend :
And he will know me, he will know me 3 studer
He will recognize his friend.” the mi
* There was silence again, and the Spaniard asked once more, * What do you
see now ?’ Thi
*“The phantom is moving—coming nearer— he has lifted his veil * ' becau:
Itis Francois Vialat—nearer and nearer he comes—he is at the table—he is S'““l’dh
writing something—he has written his name— Eé;rm»
“*Are you afraid yet?’ asked the Spaniard, and there was an expression of AT
anger in his voice. Another terrible silence, and then the student replied, ina wester,
voice which this time was just as loud but scarcely as firm as before : good
**No, I am not at all afraid.’ ’C‘”‘(:w‘}
“ This time the Spaniard almost yelled as he waved his hands about in the air; :,L]:kr:t‘
and then, suddenly dropping his voice, he chanted very slowly : be don
“‘The phantom said to the young man ; was a g
* Come closer, come closer, my friend, parents
Give me your hand, and put your fingers so warm money
Into my cold clammy ones— Thev s
I want to touch you, my friend, my friend.” C’";‘:":‘l
*““ What do you see now ?’ stormed the Spaniard in a voice of thunder. “Sh,
“*He is coming close....close....ah! he is pursuing me. .. . his arms are “ Jus
stretched out. .. .horror. .. .horror. .. .open the door !’ “Ye
“* Are you afraid ?’ cried the Spaniard with ferocious excitement, holding the 5”‘,‘["}:’ I
e
handle of the door. and the

‘A piercing scream was the only reply, followed by a fearful groan. pure wh




