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rowards her. - We long loolted at "her in-silent a;tomshmenth
f'or we seemcd afiaid of tru:tmv to our senses. Each of s
dmurrhl it was an illusion of the effect of tivilight, - Butthe ki
soon appeared’ above the horizon, and putan end to otir doubits;
Our fellow mwcller struck us with afright. " 'Her skin, of 4
tivid and de'ldly white seemed just [‘nstcned npbn bare boni s -
the orbits of her cyes presented an immense circumfetenco ; her
thin skinny lips ¢ould scarcely cover a perfect set of projocting
teeth ; and the muscles and Bloodevessels of her neck stood vut
in perfectrélief.. Tn a word, her facé was a porfect deatl’s head
with the exception of two small eyes, sparkling lile: live doals;
from the bottom of their immense orbits, and a vivacity of.nio-
tion which made her turn her singular countenance from oig
side to the other with an appearance of insatiable curiosity. Af
ter scanning this stiange figure for-a considerablg tithe, we looks
ed at cach other, in silence as if fear had held our tongues.—
The little black eyes of the object of our surpri¢e; seemed to ii
terrogale us in suéeession, and her large mouth smiled, but with

an ewpression of gaiety so out o’f‘ ch'l'r'zcterwith }ie'r‘ caix'ﬂtenancc,
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ed like death laughing in our fice. Now that we hive read Hid
fantastic tales; such an object might appear simple enough; but;
in 1812, it seemed to us like the wild phantasn of a drean. '
M. Maurice spoke fitst. * But for iny respeet fot the presciit
company; I would say with the conductor,— the dévil fake hér!
Did you ever seé sich & face as hers? I have often lislield
corpses on the field of baitle ; I have ofier seen dissacting-
vooms ; but never did I<—=.Upon my word she makes us all
shudder. Look at the poor little baby ; it is too mich afraid
sven to ¢ry.” Meantime, the poor objéct of these remarks
tooked at us all, and burst into a fit of Jaughter ; ‘but t6 the sight
only, for wo heard no sound.  This silent lauglitet raised in ug
feelings of horrory but not the 1éast sympathy fot hér misfortnneés.
1 know notwhat confessions we should have made (o ech other
concerning owr feelings, had not the axlestree broke. I shall gy




