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Springtime.
Old Winter hath left us; the monarch
thas fled '
Far down the lone valley, the fold of the
past: - "
And now, having shown him that nature
must rule,
Glad Springtime is with us, triumphant
at last.

The sunlight is pleasant, the robins have
come,
And nowall around us how sweetly
~ they sing!
Whilelegrt.h, like & matron, rejoicing and
a
Isgcrowned with bright flowers, the
wreath of the spring.

The welkin above us is fleecy and blue.
Except whena shower comes up from
the west:
The sunsets are golden with marvellous
hue
When slowly Aurora sinks down to his
rest.

The trees are receiving their glory of
green ;
The winds, as they wander, are pleasant
and bland;
While hill-sides and valleys are ready for
seed
Which holds in their jkeeping the life
of the land.

Then welcome, sweet Springtime, a wel-
come to thee,
Whose presence has cheered usso often
before ;
Oh, teach us to harbour deep feelings of
praise,
That God has appointed thy coming
once more.
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- The HamIed House,

, PEAKING of spirit bell-ringings and
rappings, said grandmother, I listened
to something quitte as startling years be-
fore spirits resolved themselves into an
institution, Then every ghost was in-
dependent. Not one of them thought of
coming at set times to read, write or at-
tend lectures ; but whenever one did ap-
pear, at such irregular hours as suited
1ts convenience, it created a sensation.
A spirit of this kind would not ‘ down’
at the bidding of ever so many Mac-
beths.

When I was eighteen, Mr. Marvin,
one of our neighbors, owned a farm in
* Gray Owl Dell,’ a couple of miles from
his homestead. He generally had a ten-
ant upon the place, but in the year to
which I have reference, having found no
one willing to pay so high a rent as he
demanded, he had allowed the house to
remain empty, his boys, his hired man,
or himself going over occasionally to at.
tend to the farm.

It requires no great knowledge of hu-
man nature to assure one that a house
standing remote from all others, in a
loneseme and shadowy dell, could not
long remain untenanted by humanity
without acquiring the reputation of be-
ing haunted. The feline tribe is inti<
mately associated with ideas of the su-
pernatural, and cats, astonishing in size
and number, began to be seen about the
premises at Gray Owl Dell. The birds
of Minerva, too, that perched now and
then on the decaying buildings, were
suspected of wearing their feathers mere-
ly as cloaks of deception, while the witch-
spirit looked mockingly out of their
great, round eyes,

Will Ashly, who had atténded Marga-
ret Rivers from singing-school to her
home on the back road, affirmed that
whilst returning across lots, for a shorter
cut, he had seen an owl as large as Mr.
Murvin’s brindle ox, sitting on the chim-
ney-top, of the old farmhouse. This
bird was no doubt the inearnation of a
witch-spirit; arnd however much Will's
dilated eyes may have magnified its pro-

rtions, it was lucky for poor old Polly

uggles, the scold of the neighborhood,
and an abominable hag altogether, that
Salem fashions had lost their predomin-
ance in New England. The uncomfort-
able dame might out-scold the north
wind, but unlike those of her profession
in earlier days, she stood do chance of
being dragged on a ropes end across a
river, or prersed between two planks till
she should acknowledge her inequity—
after confessing, the pressing to- go on
worse than ever. Sad encouragement to
untruth !

vne way and another the opinion  be-
came prevalent that something evil hov-
ered about the place. Widow Stebbins
who hired the prevelege.of fastening her
cow there, testified that the cream yield-
ed by this domestic animal was upon a
certain oceasion bewitched. The pious
widow churned long in vain. Then she
prayed ; then she churned again. But
the familiar spirit had not: been exorcis-

ed by her devotions—perhaps she had

lacked faith, Finally, .she heated a

hor tilldt glowed  like | the star
mliﬁkall flaming as it was,

d it into fhe cream. Such a his-
1 sgreaming, said ﬁxe-bd’bdfvd@,;
never heard; and the butter
o b some incau-

he his-

sing and screaming directly pointing to
such a conclusion, especially with the
excellent woman, who had never been
in a blacksmith’s shop.

During the summer, however, we
young people were in little dread of the
=uperratural, and as the old place had
tempting raspberries and apples, we of-
ten visited it, yet keptat a good distance
from the house. But when winter had
set in, patting imagination in shadow,
and the days appeared like dim windows
between the long, dark nights, I think
we took plcasure in the full indulgence
of credulity. Who cares for a July
ghost, or looks for a withered witch in a
field of blooming corn ? The Thane of
Glamis met the ¢ weird sisters’ upon a
blasted heath ; and the idea ef evil spirits
is ever associated with desolation and
darkness.

I well recollect the advent, about this
time, of a mysterious animal that our
townspeogle called a tiger cat. We felt
a kind of sacred pleasure in believing it
not wholly of earth ; and, indeed, there
was much in its nightly operations to
warrent such an opinion. It seemed an
enemy of nothing but dogs, and it be-
came a usual occurrence for a farmer on
going out in the morning to find his
dog dead on the doorstep, yet without
any discoverable wound.

My cousins, Thomas and John Con-
way, lived with their father, who wasa
neighbor of ours; and T remember hear-
ing John call to his brother, one bitter
cold morning, saying:

Tom, Tom! the tiger cat has killed
“Cupid I”’ meaning their little dog.

Sometimes on frosty evenings, when
‘the stars shot down wi’ sklentin’ light,’
a belated traveller would be startled by
a momentary glimpse of some undefined
shape that rushed past him like a can-
non ball, and he felt that he had seen
the tiger eat. As one of our neighbors
was returning at a late hour to his home
a weird, strange object shot between his
feet and instantly disappeared. The
frightered man ran with all his might,
and no logic could have eonvinced him
that old Dame Ruggles had not darted
between his boot tops in the shape of a
monstrous cat.

A being half of this world and half
of a world unknmown, always appears
more terrible to us than the wholly super-
natnral, in which is no mingling of earth.
But about this socalled tiger cat, there
was certainly something unaccountable.
That such a being existed I have not the
least doubt; yet why it killed the dogs,
or how it could effect its purpose and
still have no outward sign of injury, I
cannot imagine.

There was, and still is at the entrance
of the seaport village near which we liv«
ed, a stone bridge, upon which it became
usual to find in the morning a number of
dogs, all slain as by pestilence, like the
warriors of Sennacharib. One night, a
Mr. Manchester resolved to watch at
this place. He had taken unusual care
in the preparation of his gun—had
screwed in the lock a nmew flint that
would make the sparks fly in showers.
Moreover, he was a cool, resolute man,
and one whose word was accepted by the
villagers almost as readily as the evidence
of their own senses.

As the clock struck twelve, the tiger
cat appeared, dragging along a smal!
dog. He set his captive on end, gave
it two or three taps of the paw, and the
dog rolled over dead. There had ap-
parently been no attempt at resistance.
Mr. Manchester said that at this mo-~
ment he considered the tiger cat his cer-
tain prize. Bringing up his gun with
the alacrity of an old sportsman as he
was, he snapped it. To his surprise it
missed fire. T'wice more he essayed, yet
not a spark left the flint. He lowered
the weapon with a feeling of dread, ex-
amined the lock tor a moment, and on
looking up, discovered that the creature
had vanished, Raising his piece, he
snapped it once more bat this time from
mere curiosity. The flint threw out a
host of sparks and the gun was discharg-
ed as usual. I doubt not there are many
old people, who, like myself, have heard
Mr. Manchester relate the circumstance.

What bond of sympathy, if any, ex-
isted between Dame Ruggles and the
tiger cat, I cannot say ; but that tke old
woman was really a witch seems very
probable. ‘It was averred that the ren-
dezvous of the weird sisterhood was in
Gray Owl Dell ; and Michael Gerry, Mr.
Marvin’s hired man, (and, by the way,
in that early time the only Irishman in
the town), going one morning to attend
to the sheep at the farm, said that he
heard voices over his head, and distin.
guished among them that of Dame Rug-
gles. Michael who always stood for the
last word with friends and enemies,
shouted out: : s

Come down_here, Mishtress Ruggles,
ye indacent owld scowld, and I'll war-
rum ye wid a taste o’ me pitchforruk ye
hagl :

Whereat there was a lend, jeering
laugh,s¢ near  his head that Michael |
threw his pitchifork swith vengeance, hop- |
ing to hit some of his inwvisable tantali~|
zers ; but he was surprised to. see .the
ithplement sail around in the air as if
some witch had bridled it for a horse.

Yexhaye got me forruk; yer wild)

bastes! cried Mike; but be the houly
St Dennsi, come down here thin ;it's all
I axes of yez, and I'll tan yer owld hides
till yez scrame agin!

At.mention of St. Dennis, the witch
merriment subsided into toltalsilence,and
Michael’s ‘forruk’ lay at his feet as
quietly as if it had been ridden in air
by these ¢ posters of the sea and land.’
Such was Mike’s story, but it had often
been hinted that his love of truth was no
match for his imagination.

It was, however, asserted by one in
whose veracity the whole neighborhood
reposed implicit confidence, that he had
seen the form of Dame Ruggles stretch-
ed at full length across the chimney of
Gray Owl Dell farmhouse, while her
spirit was far away on some iniquitous
mission. This may have been the vepy|
shape which Will Ashley had once mas-
taken for an owl of unearthly aspect ; or,
reversing the case, the owl may in the
last instance have been taken for the
dame—so uncertain are things which we
know nothing about.

But whether witch or not, there was
in the circumstances attending the death
of Dame Ruggles, which oceurred that
winter, something unaccountable. Dur-
ing her brief illness the old woman had
been more querulous than ever, and the
attempt of any kind Samaritan to draw
the least appearance of gratitude from
her jagged mind, was like trying to
‘grab’ a handful of shingle nails out of
a keg.

As her dissolution approached, the
watchers. who had heard that no one can
see a witch die, were alert for the closing
scene. The night was cold, the bed-
clothes were supposed insufficient, the
fire upon the hearth, kindle it as they
would, refused to burn brightly, and
they therefore lighted a furnace of char-
coal in the centre of the room. Did they
a moment relax their vigilance, they
would find their patient stretched upon
her back across this flaming furnace, as
if she loved fire, and felt her present
agony soothed by this foretaste of her
future inheritance. How her clothing
fared remains an open question to this
day,but she herself snapped and crackled
like burning whalebone..

She must go soon, said one of the
watchers, when for the last time the old
woman had been’removed from the furn-
ace to her bed. We shall certainly see
her die.

At this moment a tumult of voices
outside drew the watchers’ attention.
Cats wawled, owls hooted, and there
were strange screams intermingled with
malicious Jaughter—yet no living crea-
ture was visible. They were about
turning to their patient, when, as they
averred, a something, having the ap-
pearance of a red hot ball, shot past them
and out at the window. 1'his window,
though closed, showed no mark of the
singular exit., On reaching the old
dame’s side, they perceived that her
spirit had departed.

Now, continued grandmother, I al-
ways took this story with some allow-
ance; but, that unaccourtakle things
have been done by people called witches,
I have not the least doubt. Iam by no
means sure that Dame Ruggles's fami-
liar spirit did not stir up a great com-
motion in the elements on the night of
her death.

It happened that early in the evening,
a party of us had set out in two double
sleighs for a ten<mile ride, with a view
to a merry collation at a country tavern
—*hotel,” you callit now. Will Ashley
was with us, but blue-eyed Margaret Ri-
vers, whom he had attended home on the
night that he saw the witch owl, was not
of our number. Some trifling misun-
derstanding between the comely farmer
lad and the maiden of his love, had
grown to a downright quarrel. Margar-
et had ‘ wept the weary day,’ not doubt-
ing that this silly quarrel was the one
great calamity of her life, which should
shadow all nights and days to come. The
jingle of our sleigh bells was like the
dirge of all her joys, and she sat down to
find what consolation she could in the
“Children of the Desert.” One must in-
deed be far gone who comes to that !

Will, Ashley, no less miserable, ap-

peared as the escort of Anna Franklin,

between whom and Margaret there ex-
isted a feud. Will had been at some
pains to place himself in a position,
the misery of which can be appreciated
by every spiteful lover, who has not only
flung away his peace but drawn to his
side a perpetual reminder of his folly.

Anna Franklin's ill-eoncealed regard
was like the bitterness of wormwood to
poor Will. He tried to be gay, while
Anna did her best to amuse and fascin-
ate; but not all the attractions of her
wit and beauty

¢ Were worth one pearl-drop, bright and
sheen,

From Margaret’s eyes that fell.”

Before our party broke up, a furious
snow storm set in.. This great storm,on
the night. that Dame Ruggles died, was
long talked of in the neighborhood, As
we proceeded homeward, our way was
often blogked by:drifts that had formed
in the narrow sleigh track since we bad
passed at twilight.. The clouds swept
almost down to earth, and great trees,
that we could hardly see for the driving}

snow, creaked and groaned outright in
the cold, roaring wind. We had to
pass Gray Owl Dell. some of our party
living a mile or two beyond. Just as
we came opposite the witch-haunted
farm~house, Dick Lee, the dare-devil of
our party, who, while the rest of us were
almost chilled to death, had all the way
been singing snatches of frightful old
ballads, pointed out a gigantic poplar,
bare black by the highway, and writhing
in the storm: then he shouted dramati-
cally :

¢ A murderer yonder was hung in chaynes,
The sunne and the winde had shrunke hys

veynes;
1 bit off a sinew; I clipped hys hayre,
I brought offhis ragges that danced in the
ayre.’

As the last word left his lips the tree
came crashing down,completely blocking
our way. It seemed a judgment upon
our party for Dick’s presumption in re-
peating a witch’s song at such an awful
hour.

Further progress with the sleigh was
impossible, neither could we walk to our
homes in such a tempest. Mr. Marvin’s
sons were of our party, and suggested
that we should find shelter in the house.
One of them entered through a back
window, and opened the door to the par-
ty. Abundant fuel was at hand, and
we kindled a fire, while the horses were
led to the stables. Our quarters were
soon comfortable, Dry walout sticks
blazed, crackled, and fell asunder in the
middle, while smoking coals fell out upon
the hearth. But as outward comfort in-
creased, our inner consciousness awoke
to a keener sense of our peculiar situa-
tion. ‘ When the mind’s free, the body’s
delicate’—and ¢ vice versa.’

We discussed the singularity of our
position, most of us with growing uneasi-
ness, while two or three treated the af-
fair humorously. Will Ashley became
abstracted ; gazing now into the fire.and
anon starting and peering into the corn-
ers of the room, or looking at the doors
as if he expected them to open. He was
thinking of Margaret Rivers, and anti-
cipating some ghostly visitation for his
momentary perfidy. The unearthly owl
he had seen on the chimney top of this
same house, while yet the course of love
run smoothly, was a bird of evil omen ;
the falling of the great tree which had
stopped our way, boded sorrow to some
one, and Will doubted not that he him-
self was the Baalim on whose account
some unseen spirit had barred the road.
Suddenly, we all started to our feet.

What was that ? asked Anna Frank-
lin, looking terrified. :

Did you not hear a bell ? said another
It certainly was a bell. Dear me!Iam
frichtened to death !

What is the matter ? eried Dick Lee.
What did you all jump up for? I
thought the old one himself was coming.
Don’t you know any better than to scare
a fellow out of his senses ?

Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, went the bell
again,

Who on earth can be ringing a dinner
bell this time of night ? continued Dick.
Well, I must give in ; the old gentleman
has really come for us; but he wont hart
me ; he and I have had too many good
times together. He will be ealling the
roll soon, so prepare. We must answer
to our names, as [ once heard the Irish
aldermen at a meeting of the board,
when I wasin Corkin a ship: Will Ash-
ley ? Ere, sir! Dick Lee? Ere, yer hon-
or! Aad so he will go through the com-
pany.

O, for heaven's sake, do stop, Dick!
cried Mary Moore. How can you make
light of such things? I am almost dead
with fright!

His rith voice added greatly to the
mournful power of the lines, as to our
consternation he sung that dear old Eng-
lish ballad, which, however beautiful, is
not precisely the thing that one loves to
hear in a haunted house.

¢"Twas at the silent, solemn hour

When night and morning meet,

In glided Margaret’s grimly ghost,

And stood at William's feet.’

Ere the singing ended, the bell-ringing
was again heard, together with other
sounds, apparently approaching the cel-
lar stairs. Dick looked startled, but
resolutely continued his singing—the
rest of us standing in silent terror.

¢Thisis the dark and fearful hour

When injured ghosts complain—’
(Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle—tramp, tramp,
tramp —louder and nearer—but Dick
was stout-hearted, and went on:)
¢ When dreary graves give up their dead,
To haunt the faithless swain.’

But at thi, moment, the celler door
swung wide open. Dick looked over his
shoulder, uttered a yell and rushed head-
long from the room. All'save Will Ash-
ly and myself followed him out iato the
storm, Will, who had been scarcely less
terrified by the ballad than the unac-
countable sounds, imagining that resti-
tution for his faithlessness was now at
hand; and perhaps asking his own heart,
like the Moor, why. should honor. outlive

on the floor, Why I did not fly with the
others, I cannot tell,  Perhaps the rea-
son exists in some law of metaphysics
which I do not understand. My’ eyes

honesty?—let go all, sank powerless up-~|

were fixed in unspeakable amazement|

upon the spectacle that arose before me.
Through the shadowy passage to the
cellar, rose a black, frightful faoe,
crowned with horns that curied all round
his head. Back of this appariti on were
others, all with long, wistful faces, ap-
parently half~human and half<brute,
with eyes like great pieces of brass,
Utter silence prevailed in the room, save
so far as broken by the raging storm
without. There I stood, confronting I
knew not what, and feeling as if in a
trance. Presently Will Axhly spoke.

O, Mr. Devil, said he, I did not mean
it—I did not mean to quarrel with Mag-
gie! Let me off this once, and I will
go right back and tell her how sorry I
am !

Em-ba-ah'l said the spectre. and
came clattering right out on the kitchen
floor, while a bell under his neck tinkled
furiously, The other heads crowded
fast after him, the cloven feet clattering
as they leaped from the upper stair into
the room, 1 looked at Will, and Will
at me. There was a queer expression
upon his face—a shadow of lingering
terror blended with an exceedingly fool
ish look of mortification. Still the
strange visitors increased in number,
stamping and bleating, and apparently
looking for something to eat. Then Wiil
laughed wildly like an insan¢ man, ex-
claiming :

O, the fooi that I have been! 'Tis
Mr. Marvin's flock of sheep! I heard
a day or two ago that they were lost, and
somehow they must have got into the
cellar ! :

I, too, bad heard that three days be-
fore Mr. Marvin had missed his entire
flock. The same day there happened a
fall of snow, so that he could not track
them. Qur terror was now entirely gone,
and Will, rendered by the reaction more
courageous than ever before in his life,
volunteered to go into the cellar and ex-
amine. I was surprised, for he seemed
as bold as a lion ; but this Ifsupposed
was consistent with so inconsistant a
thing as human nature. I.was a farm-
ers daughter and not afraid of sheep, so
he left me with them while he went down
with a blazing brand. At the back of
the house he found that a portion of the
cellar wall had fallen.. Through the
aperture thus opened, the old leader
must somehow have stumbled, followed,
of course, by the whole flock. The open—
ing was soon hidden by the falling snow,
and as no one visited the house, the
sheep had been in danger of starvation.
It was not difficult for them to ascend
the short stairway, above which, as the
upper part of the door was glass, they
had seen our light. A blow from horns
or fect had caused the opening o t e
door,

Our panic-stricken companions had
pursued their flight no further than the
barn, and after a time, discovering that
we were missing, Dick Lee and one or
two others came back in search of us.
When the matter had been explained to
the whole party, the young men brought
armfuls of fodder, and succeeded in ena
ticing the hungry sheep, from the house
to the barn.

Once more we all assembled around
the fire, but my companions had much
to tell of a frightfully great eat that they
could see on a beamin the barn, though
she sat in pitch darkness. Perhaps they
saw her more with the mind’s eye than
the natural organs. Presently another
came and sat down beside her ; then an-
other and another and another and an-
other ; and there they remained in awful
silence, with eyes horribly bright, and
faces expressive of malignity softened by
some great SOTTOwW.

At last, the central cat, the immense
creature at first seen. uttered a ery so
long-drawn and hideously mournful that
no mortal could deseribe it. It was ec-
hoed by all her four companions ; and in
a moment the entire company of unearth-
ly felines vanished in the blackness of
that witch-ridden darkness. This must
have been about the hour that Dame
Ruggles died ; and I have sometimes
wondered if the central animal of tha
group was not the famous tiger cat, and
if so, what relationship she bore to the
witch dame.

I mnst say, thoagh, that Dick Lee
told me next day that the reason the
cats vanished was that he threw a_piece
of board at the biggest one, knocking
her hee]s over hzad, and they went. out
ihrough a hole in the loft—but 1 never
knew whether to believe him ormot. I
have only to add that Will - Ashley and
Margaret Rivers were married in the

spring.
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