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    This collection unites three classic dark romance tales by Sheridan Le Fanu, Grant Allen, and Nathaniel Hawthorne under a single tension: desire that courts danger. In these narratives, attraction is inseparable from risk, and devotion carries the tincture of doom. The kiss becomes emblem of allure, the poison emblem of inward change, whether moral, psychological, or mortal. Carmilla, Wolverden Tower, and Rappaccini’s Daughter each stage an encounter where intimacy unsettles the boundaries of selfhood, safety, and judgment. Gathered together, they form a triptych that examines how love shades into obsession, how fascination negotiates fear, and how tenderness may conceal its own undoing.

Read side by side, the works converse in recurrent images and dilemmas. Le Fanu’s Carmilla broods over secrecy and the magnetic stranger whose presence alters a household’s rhythms. Allen’s Wolverden Tower evokes the spell of a place whose very name suggests elevation, isolation, and watchfulness, a setting fit for vows, echoes, and entrapments. Hawthorne’s Rappaccini’s Daughter considers beauty shadowed by harm and the ethical perplexities that arise when affection meets perilous knowledge. Across their differences, each tale asks what it means to recognize danger without extinguishing wonder, and how love might both redeem and endanger those who surrender to it.

A shared architecture organizes these narratives: thresholds, chambers, and enclosures that intensify feeling while limiting freedom. The tower of Allen’s title supplies a concentrated emblem of surveillance and seclusion, while Le Fanu’s and Hawthorne’s tales dwell within intimate interiors where glances, gestures, and whispers carry decisive weight. Windows and doorways become moral instruments, framing choices and dividing confidences from suspicions. The spaces are not merely backdrops; they shape desire, heightening the sense that a step across a threshold may alter fate. In this way the collection foregrounds how environments choreograph romance, converting ordinary rooms into arenas of temptation and trial.

The central dilemma binding these works is the bargain between vulnerability and agency. Each tale poses the cost of trust: to admit the beloved is to accept a measure of blindness, yet to refuse is to renounce the very promise of romance. Le Fanu explores the riddle of intimacy that is at once consoling and perilous; Allen tests the strength of resolve when faced with storied places and persuasive histories; Hawthorne scrutinizes the responsibility that accompanies knowledge, especially when affection steers inquiry. Together they probe consent, influence, and the fine line between protection and control that haunts any ardent attachment.

Contrasts among the authors deepen the collection’s resonance. Le Fanu cultivates a Gothic softness where tenderness and menace intermingle in lingering atmospheres. Allen favors the crisp intrigue of situation and setting, drawing suspense from a site whose aura shapes behavior. Hawthorne distills the moral drama into lucid, almost allegorical clarity, inviting reflection on purity, culpability, and the ethics of love. These tonal distinctions—brooding, investigative, and philosophical—lend the volume a threefold cadence. By shifting among modes, the collection preserves surprise while reiterating its core preoccupation: how passion, once awakened, tests the limits of conscience, custom, and the body’s fragile assurances.

For contemporary readers, these tales illuminate enduring concerns about charisma, control, and the risks of closeness. The language of poison speaks to unseen influences—ideologies, desires, and obsessions—that permeate relations and alter judgment. The image of a kiss distills the hope for connection that may also transmit harm, physical or spiritual. In a culture attuned to boundary-setting and the complexities of consent, the stories model how seduction can be both mutual and unequal, ecstatic and coercive. They encourage vigilance without cynicism, inviting a mode of attention that respects enchantment while registering the costs of surrender to entrancing power.

Artistically, the collection maps a lineage of dark romance that continues to energize literature and kindred arts, shaping archetypes of the fatal beloved and the haunted refuge. Intellectually, it stages debates about autonomy, responsibility, and the ethics of knowledge under the pressure of feeling. Culturally, it shows why tales of dangerous love endure: they offer forms for contemplating attachment when safety is not guaranteed. Carmilla, Wolverden Tower, and Rappaccini’s Daughter, read together, sharpen the senses and complicate certainties. Their beauties are edged, their promises conditional, their gestures double. In that doubleness lies their power to unsettle, seduce, and endure.
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    Socio-Political Landscape

Carmilla, published in 1872, reflects the late Habsburg borderlands as imagined from a British-Irish vantage, where provincial garrisons, hereditary estates, and clerical-medical authorities share uneasy power. The narrative’s Styrian setting, with its decaying castles and scattered villages, encodes a feudal order lingering beneath modern bureaucratic rule. Patrols, itinerant doctors, and traveling aristocrats embody a tenuous security regime troubled by epidemic fears and folk justice. The household’s patriarchal guardianship over a secluded daughter mirrors conservative anxieties about lineage and alliance. When crisis comes, it is met by ad hoc coalitions of soldiers, nobles, and experts, dramatizing a precarious, overlapping sovereignty.

Rappaccini’s Daughter, appearing in 1844, grows from an American milieu shaped by the Puritan legacy and rising professional elites. Hawthorne situates learning within Italian university precincts, yet the tale refracts New England debates about moral authority, clerical influence, and the legitimacy of experimental science. The garden becomes a controlled polity where paternal power dictates access, knowledge, and intimacy. Emerging conceptions of public health and quarantine echo in the story’s boundaries and protocols. The courting of a sheltered woman intersects with norms of republican virtue and domesticity, suggesting how romantic choice was surveilled by institutions—familial, academic, and religious—competing to regulate conduct.

Grant Allen’s Wolverden Tower inhabits late-Victorian Britain’s mesh of class privilege, imperial mobility, and sensational crime. The title edifice represents hereditary authority besieged by modern pressures: journalism’s glare, urban policing, railway speed, and the porousness of borders. Concerns about heiresses, inheritance, and coerced marriage echo parliamentary debates over women’s property and consent, while xenophobic panics over conspirators and foreigners map onto anxieties about empire and anarchism. Allen, a committed evolutionist and social critic, threads romance through conflicts between genteel respectability and radical change. The resulting atmosphere presents love as a negotiation within surveillance states and market logics increasingly shaping private commitments.

Intellectual & Aesthetic Currents

All three works engage the Gothic’s architectural imagination—ruined keeps, walled gardens, ancestral chambers—to dramatize enclosure and transgression. Le Fanu’s Carmilla adapts the European castle to intimate dread and erotic besiegement, while Hawthorne’s carefully bounded garden relocates the Gothic from fortress to laboratory of conscience. Wolverden Tower blends medievalized space with modern infrastructures, staging collisions between chivalric lineage and mechanized time. The romance mode permits heightened moral patterning, symbols, and ominous coincidence, yet each author tightens psychological focus. Atmosphere, not spectacle, drives fear: secret thresholds, nocturnal visitations, and whispered confidences articulate a poetics of proximity rather than grand cataclysmic ruin.

These tales absorb contemporary debates about knowledge and the body. Evolutionary thought, physiological psychology, and germicidal theories circulate as ambient frameworks challenging older providential certainties. Hawthorne turns scientific inquiry into a moral allegory, weighing the desire to master nature against conscience and affection. Le Fanu threads medical discourse—consultations, case histories, clinical suspicion—through a supernatural canvas, sharpening tensions between rational investigation and inherited dread. Allen, trained in scientific popularization, imports observational habits, forensic detail, and social typology into romance. Across them, eros is treated as experiment and hazard, a force revealing how modern expertise can both shelter and imperil intimate life.

Formally, the pieces demonstrate agile negotiation between older tale traditions and emergent mass-audience techniques. Carmilla adopts memoir, dossier, and anecdote, granting authority to testimony shaded by repression and desire. Rappaccini’s Daughter uses parable-like compression and a lightly ironized narrator to maintain interpretive suspense. Wolverden Tower exploits sensation fiction’s pacing—clues, reversals, coincidence—while preserving the ceremonious cadence of romance. Across them, recurrent motifs of letters, portraits, and guarded chambers underscore the materiality of secrets in an age of expanding print culture. The prose balances clarity with suggestive ambiguity, allowing ethical problems to remain unsettled even as narrative destinies move toward crisis.

Legacy & Reassessment Across Time

Carmilla has become a keystone for discussions of same-sex desire, consent, and intimacy under patriarchal surveillance. Feminist and queer critics reassessed its seemingly predatory motifs as allegories of silenced yearning, coercive guardianship, and the policing of female sociability. The novella’s borderland politics invite readings about empire and ethnography, while its medicalized hunts illuminate the history of pathologizing difference. Numerous theatrical, cinematic, and digital adaptations have reimagined its bond as tragic, emancipatory, or ambivalently tender. Scholarly attention now emphasizes the text’s polyphony—conflicted testimony, competing expertises, and unstable genre signals—rather than a single moral, anchoring its status as a dark romance classic.

Rappaccini’s Daughter endures in classrooms and anthologies as a touchstone for ethics of experimentation, filial authority, and the costs of idealism. Critics have alternately foregrounded its critique of scientific pride, its sympathy for constrained womanhood, or its ambiguity toward purification and contamination; stage and screen treatments vary the balance of culpability. Wolverden Tower, once overshadowed by other sensation romances, has attracted renewed interest for its fusion of social critique with castle Gothic, illuminating debates over inheritance, coercion, and female agency in late-Victorian culture. Together, these afterlives show how dark romance continues to frame desire within evolving arguments about knowledge and power.
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AN EARLY FRIGHT.




IN Styria, we, though by no means magnificent people, inhabit a castle, or schloss. A small income, in that part of the world, goes a great way. Eight or nine hundred a year does wonders. Scantily enough ours would have answered among wealthy people at home. My father is English, and I bear an English name, although I never saw England. But here, in this lonely and primitive place, where everything is so  ​ cheap, I really don't see how ever so much more money would at all materially add to our comforts, or even luxuries.


My father was in the Austrian service, and retired upon a pension and his patrimony, and purchased this feudal residence, and the small estate on which it stands, a bargain.


Nothing can be more picturesque or solitary. It stands on a slight eminence in a forest. The road, very old and narrow, passes in front of its drawbridge, never raised in my time, and its moat, stocked with perch, and sailed over by many swans, and floating on its surface white fleets of water-lilies.


Over all this the schloss shows its many-windowed front; its towers, and its Gothic chapel.


The forest opens in an irregular and very ​picturesque glade before its gate, and at the right a steep Gothic bridge carries the road over a stream that winds in deep shadow through the wood.


I have said that this is a very lonely place. Judge whether I say truth. Looking from the hall door towards the road, the forest in which our castle stands extends fifteen miles to the right, and twelve to the left. The nearest inhabited village is about seven of your English miles to the left. The nearest inhabited schloss of any historic associations, is that of old General Spielsdorf, nearly twenty miles away to the right.


I have said "the nearest inhabited village," because there is, only three miles westward, that is to say in the direction of General Spielsdorf's schloss, a ruined village, with its quaint little church, now roofless, in the aisle of which are the mouldering tombs of the proud family of Karnstein, now extinct, ​who once owned the equally desolate château which, in the thick of the forest, overlooks the silent ruins of the town.


Respecting the cause of the desertion of this striking and melancholy spot, there is a legend which I shall relate to you another time.


I must tell you now, how very small is the party who constitute the inhabitants of our castle. I don't include servants, or those dependents who occupy rooms in the buildings attached to the schloss. Listen, and wonder! My father, who is the kindest man on earth, but growing old; and I, at the date of my story, only nineteen. Eight years have passed since then. I and my father constituted the family at the schloss. My mother, a Styrian lady, died in my infancy, but I had a good-natured governess, who Had been with me from, I might almost say, my infancy. I could not remember the ​time when her fat, benignant face was not a familiar picture in my memory. This was Madame Perrodon, a native of Berne, whose care and good nature in part supplied to me the loss of my mother, whom I do not even remember, so early I lost her. She made a third at our little dinner party. There was a fourth, Mademoiselle De Lafontaine, a lady such as you term, I believe, a "finishing governess." She spoke French and German, Madame Perrodon French and broken English, to which my father and I added English, which, partly to prevent its becoming a lost language among us, and partly from patriotic motives, we spoke every day. The consequence was a Babel, at which strangers used to laugh, and which I shall make no attempt to reproduce in this narrative. And there were two or three young lady friends besides, pretty nearly of my own age, who were occasional visitors, for ​longer or shorter terms; and these visits I sometimes returned.


These were our regular social resources; but of course there were chance visits from "neighbours" of only five or six leagues distance. My life was, notwithstanding, rather a solitary one, I can assure you.


My gouvernantes had just so much control over me as you might conjecture such sage persons would have in the case of a rather spoiled girl, whose only parent allowed her pretty nearly her own way in everything.


The first occurrence in my existence, which produced a terrible impression upon my mind, which, in fact, never has been effaced, was one of the very earliest incidents of my life which I can recollect. Some people will think it so trifling that it should not be recorded here. You will see, however, by-and-bye, why I mention it. The ​nursery, as it was called, though I had it all to myself, was a large room in the upper story of the castle, with a steep oak roof. I can't have been more than six years old, when one night I awoke, and looking round the room from my bed, failed to see the nursery-maid. Neither was my nurse there; and I thought myself alone. I was not frightened, for I was one of those happy children who are studiously kept in ignorance of ghost stories, of fairy tales, and of all such lore as makes us cover up our heads when the door creeks suddenly, or the flicker of an expiring candle makes the shadow of a bed-post dance upon the wall, nearer to our faces. I was vexed and insulted at finding myself, as I conceived, neglected, and I began to whimper, preparatory to a hearty bout of roaring; when to my surprise, I saw a solemn, but very pretty face looking at me from the side of the ​bed. It was that of a young lady who was kneeling, with her hands under the coverlet. I looked at her with a kind of pleased wonder, and ceased whimpering. She caressed me with her hands, and lay down beside me on the bed, and drew me towards her, smiling; I felt immediately delightfully soothed, and fell asleep again. I was wakened by a sensation as if two needles ran into my breast very deep at the same moment, and I cried loudly. The lady started back, with her eyes fixed on me, and then slipped down upon the floor, and, as I thought, hid herself under the bed.


I was now for the first time frightened, and I yelled with all my might and main. Nurse, nursery-maid, housekeeper, all came running in, and hearing my story, they made light of it, soothing me all they could meanwhile. But, child as I was, I could ​perceive that their faces were pale with an unwonted look of anxiety, and I saw them look under the bed, and about the room, and peep under tables and pluck open cupboards; and the housekeeper whispered to the nurse: "Lay your hand along that hollow in the bed; some one did lie there, so sure as you did not; the place is still warm."


I remember the nursery-maid petting me, and all three examining my chest, where I told them I felt the puncture, and pronouncing that there was no sign visible that any such thing had happened to me.


The housekeeper and the two other servants who were in charge of the nursery, remained sitting up all night; and from that time a servant always sat up in the nursery until I was about fourteen.


I was very nervous for a long time after this. A doctor was called in, he was pallid ​and elderly. How well I remember his long saturnine face, slightly pitted with small-pox, and his chesnut wig. For a good while, every second day, he came and gave me medicine, which of course I hated. The morning after I saw this apparition I was in a state of terror, and could not bear to be left alone, daylight though it was, for a moment.


I remember my father coming up and standing at the bedside, and talking cheerfully, and asking the nurse a number of questions, and laughing very heartily at one of the answers; and patting me on the shoulder, and kissing me, and telling me not to be frightened, that it was nothing but a dream and could not hurt me. But I was not comforted, for I knew the visit of the strange woman was not a dream; and I was awfully frightened.


I was a little consoled by the  ​nursery-maid's assuring me that it was she who had come and looked at me, and lain down beside me in the bed, and that I must have been half-dreaming not to have known her face. But this, though supported by the nurse, did not quite satisfy me.


I remember, in the course of that day, a venerable old man, in a black cassock, coming into the room with the nurse and housekeeper, and talking a little to them, and very kindly to me; his face was very sweet and gentle, and he told me they were going to pray, and joined my hands together, and desired me to say, softly, while they were praying, "Lord hear all good prayers for us, for Jesus' sake." I think these were the very words, for I often repeated them to myself, and my nurse used for years to make me say them in my prayers.


I remember so well the thoughtful sweet face of that white-haired old man, in his ​black cossack, as he stood in that rude, lofty, brown room, with the clumsy furniture of a fashion three hundred years old, about him, and the scanty light entering its shadowy atmosphere through the small lattice. He kneeled, and the three women with him, and he prayed aloud with an earnest quavering voice for, what appeared to me, a long time. I forget all my life preceding that event, and for some time after it is all obscure also, but the scenes I have just described stand out vivid as the isolated pictures of the phantasmagoria surrounded by darkness.






​
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A GUEST.




I AM now going to tell you something so strange that it will require all your faith in my veracity to believe my story. It is not only true, nevertheless, but truth of which I have been an eye-witness.


It was a sweet summer evening, and my father asked me, as he sometimes did, to take a little ramble with him along that beautiful forest vista which I have mentioned as lying in front of the schloss.


 ​"General Spielsdorf cannot come to us so soon as I had hoped," said my father, as we pursued our walk.


He was to have paid us a visit of some weeks, and we had expected his arrival next day. He was to have brought with him a young lady, his neice and ward, Mademoiselle Rheinfeldt, whom I had never seen, but whom I had heard described as a very charming girl, and in whose society I had promised myself many happy days. I was more disappointed than a young lady living in a town, or a bustling neighbourhood can possibly imagine. This visit, and the new acquaintance it promised, had furnished my day dream for many weeks.


"And how soon does he come?" I asked.


"Not till autumn. Not for two months, I dare say," he answered. "And I am very ​glad now, dear, that you never knew Mademoiselle Rheinfeldt."


"And why?" I asked, both mortified and curious.


"Because the poor young lady is dead," he replied. "I quite forgot I had not told you, but you were not in the room when I received the General's letter this evening."


I was very much shocked. General Spielsdorf had mentioned in his first letter, six or seven weeks before, that she was not so well as he would wish her, but there was nothing to suggest the remotest suspicion of danger.


"Here is the General's letter," he said, handing it to me. "I am afraid he is in great affliction; the letter appears to me to have been written very nearly in distraction."


We sat down on a rude bench, under a group of magnificent lime-trees. The sun ​was setting with all its melancholy splendour behind the sylvan horizon, and the stream that flows beside our home, and passes under the steep old bridge I have mentioned, wound through many a group of noble trees, almost at our feet, reflecting in its current the fading crimson of the sky. General Spieldorf's letter was so extraordinary, so vehement, and in some places so self-contradictory, that I read it twice over—the second time aloud to my father—and was still unable to account for it, except by supposing that grief had unsettled his mind.


It said "I have lost my darling daughter, for as such I loved her. During the last days of dear Bertha's illness I was not able to write to you. Before then I had no idea of her danger. I have lost her, and now learn all, too late. She died in the peace of innocence, and in the glorious hope of a ​blessed futurity. The fiend who betrayed our infatuated hospitality has done it all. I thought I was receiving into my house innocence, gaiety, a charming companion for my lost Bertha. Heavens! what a fool have I been! I thank God my child died without a suspicion of the cause of her sufferings. She is gone without so much as conjecturing the nature of her illness, and the accursed passion of the agent of all this misery. I devote my remaining days to tracking and extinguishing a monster. I am told I may hope to accomplish my righteous and merciful purpose. At present there is scarcely a gleam of light to guide me. I curse my conceited incredulity, my despicable affectation of superiority, my blindness, my obstinacy—all—too late. I cannot write or talk collectedly now. I am distracted. So soon as I shall have a little recovered, I mean to devote myself for a time to enquiry, ​which may possibly lead me as far as Vienna. Some time in the autumn, two months hence, or earlier if I live, I will see you—that is, if you permit me; I will then tell you all that I scarce dare put upon paper now. Farewell. Pray for me, dear friend."


In these terms ended this strange letter. Though I had never seen Bertha Rheinfeldt my eyes filled with tears at the sudden intelligence; I was startled, as well as profoundly disappointed.


The sun had now set, and it was twilight by the time I had returned the General's letter to my father.


It was a soft clear evening, and we loitered, speculating upon the possible meanings of the violent and incoherent sentences which I had just been reading. We had nearly a mile to walk before reaching the road that passes the schloss in front, and by that time ​the moon was shining brilliantly. At the drawbridge we met Madame Perrodon and Mademoiselle De Lafontaine, who had come out, without their bonnets, to enjoy the exquisite moonlight.


We heard their voices gabbling in animated dialogue as we approached. We joined them at the drawbridge, and turned about to admire with them the beautiful scene.


The glade through which we had just walked lay before us. At our left the narrow road wound away under clumps of lordly trees, and was lost to sight amid the thickening forest. At the right the same road crosses the steep and picturesque bridge, near which stands a ruined tower which once guarded that pass; and beyond the bridge an abrupt eminence rises, covered with trees, and showing in the shadows some grey ivy-clustered rocks.


 ​Over the sward and low grounds a thin film of mist was stealing, like smoke, marking the distances with a transparent veil; and here and there we could see the river faintly flashing in the moonlight.


No softer, sweeter scene could be imagined. The news I had just heard made it melancholy; but nothing could disturb its character of profound serenity, and the enchanted glory and vagueness of the prospect.


My father, who enjoyed the picturesque, and I, stood looking in silence over the expanse beneath us. The two good governesses, standing a little way behind us, discoursed upon the scene, and were eloquent upon the moon.


Madame Perrodon was fat, middle-aged, and romantic, and talked and sighed poetically. Mademoiselle De Lafontaine—in right of her father, who was a German, assumed to ​be psychological, metaphysical, and something of a mystic—now declared that when the moon shone with a light so intense it was well known that it indicated a special spiritual activity. The effect of the full moon in such a state of brilliancy was manifold. It acted on dreams, it acted on lunacy, it acted on nervous people; it had marvellous physical influences connected with life. Mademoiselle related that her cousin, who was mate of a merchant ship, having taken a nap on deck on such a night, lying on his back, with his face full in the light of the moon, had wakened, after a dream of an old woman clawing him by the cheek, with his features horribly drawn to one side; and his countenance had never quite recovered its equilibrium.


"The moon, this night," she said, "is full of odylic and magnetic influence—and see, ​when you look behind you at the front of the schloss, how all its windows flash and twinkle with that silvery splendour, as if unseen hands had lighted up the rooms to receive fairy guests."


There are indolent states of the spirits in which, indisposed to talk ourselves, the talk of others is pleasant to our listless ears; and I gazed on, pleased with the tinkle of the ladies' conversation.


"I have got into one of my moping moods to-night," said my father, after a silence, and quoting Shakespeare, whom, by way of keeping up our English, he used to read aloud, he said:




"'In truth I know not why I am so sad:

It wearies me; you say it wearies you;

But how I got it—came by it.'






"I forget the rest. But I feel as if some ​great misfortune were hanging over us. I suppose the poor General's afflicted letter has had something to do with it."


At this moment the unwonted sound of carriage wheels and many hoofs upon the road, arrested our attention.


They seemed to be approaching from the high ground overlooking the bridge, and very soon the equipage emerged from that point. Two horsemen first crossed the bridge, then came a carriage drawn by four horses, and two men rode behind.


It seemed to be the travelling carriage of a person of rank; and we were all immediately absorbed in watching that very unusual spectacle. It became, in a few moments, greatly more interesting, for just as the carriage had passed the summit of the steep bridge, one of the leaders, taking fright, communicated his panic to the rest, and after a plunge or two, ​the whole team broke into a wild gallop together, and dashing between the horsemen who rode in front, came thundering along the road towards us with the speed of a hurricane.


The excitement of the scene was made more painful by the clear, long-drawn screams of a female voice from the carriage window.


We all advanced in curiosity and horror; my father in silence, the rest with various ejaculations of terror.


Our suspense did not last long. Just before you reach the castle drawbridge, on the route they were coming, there stands by the roadside a magnificent lime-tree, on the other stands an ancient stone cross, at sight of which the horses, now going at a pace that was perfectly frightful, swerved so as to bring the wheel over the projecting roots of the tree.


 ​I knew what was coming. I covered my eyes, unable to see it out, and turned my head away; at the same moment I heard a cry from my lady-friends, who had gone on a little.


Curiosity opened my eyes, and I saw a scene of utter confusion. Two of the horses were on the ground, the carriage lay upon its side with two wheels in the air; the men were busy removing the traces, and a lady, with a commanding air and figure had got out, and stood with clasped hands, raising the handkerchief that was in them every now and then to her eyes. Through the carriage door was now lifted a young lady, who appeared to be lifeless. My dear old father was already beside the elder lady, with his hat in his hand, evidently tendering his aid and the resources of his schloss. The lady did not appear to hear him, or to have eyes ​for anything but the slender girl who was being placed against the slope of the bank.


I approached; the young lady was apparently stunned, but she was certainly not dead. My father, who piqued himself on being something of a physician, had just had his fingers to her wrist and assured the lady, who declared herself her mother, that her pulse, though faint and irregular, was undoubtedly still distinguishable. The lady clasped her hands and looked upward, as if in a momentary transport of gratitude; but immediately she broke out again in that theatrical way which is, I believe, natural to some people.


She was what is called a fine looking woman for her time of life, and must have been handsome; she was tall, but not thin, and dressed in black velvet, and looked rather pale, but with a proud and commanding ​countenance, though now agitated strangely.


"Was ever being so born to calamity?" I heard her say, with clasped hands, as I came up. "Here am I, on a journey of life and death, in prosecuting which to lose an hour is possibly to lose all. My child will not have recovered sufficiently to resume her route for who can say how long. I must leave her; I cannot, dare not, delay. How far on, sir, can you tell, is the nearest village? I must leave her there; and shall not see my darling, or even hear of her till my return, three months hence."


I plucked my father by the coat, and whispered earnestly in his ear: "Oh! papa, pray ask her to let her stay with us—it would be so delightful. Do, pray."


"If Madame will entrust her child to the care of my daughter, and of her good gouvernante, Madame Perrodon, and permit her to remain as our guest, under my charge, ​until her return, it will confer a distinction and an obligation upon us, and we shall treat her with all the care and devotion which so sacred a trust deserves."


"I cannot do that, sir, it would be to task your kindness and chivalry too cruelly," said the lady, distractedly.


"It would, on the contrary, be to confer on us a very great kindness at the moment when we most need it. My daughter has just been disappointed by a cruel misfortune, in a visit from which she had long anticipated a great deal of happiness. If you confide this young lady to our care it will be her best consolation. The nearest village on your route is distant, and affords no such inn as you could think of placing your daughter at; you cannot allow her to continue her journey for any considerable distance without danger. If, as you say, you cannot suspend ​your journey, you must part with her tonight, and nowhere could you do so with more honest assurances of care and tenderness than here."


There was something in this lady's air and appearance so distinguished, and even imposing, and in her manner so engaging, as to impress one, quite apart from the dignity of her equipage, with a conviction that she was a person of consequence.


By this time the carriage was replaced in its upright position, . and the horses, quite tractable, in the traces again.


The lady threw on her daughter a glance which I fancied was not quite so affectionate as one might have anticipated from the beginning of the scene; then she beckoned slightly to my father, and withdrew two or three steps with him out of hearing; and talked to him with a fixed and stern  ​countenance, not at all like that with which she had hitherto spoken.


I was filled with wonder that my father did not seem to perceive the change, and also unspeakably curious to learn what it could be that she was speaking, almost in his ear, with so much earnestness and rapidity.


Two or three minutes at most I think she remained thus employed, then she turned, and a few steps brought her to where her daughter lay, supported by Madame Perrodon. She kneeled beside her for a moment and whispered, as Madame supposed, a little benediction in her ear; then hastily kissing her she stepped into her carriage, the door was closed, the footmen in stately liveries jumped up behind, the outriders spurred on, the postillions cracked their whips, the horses plunged and broke suddenly into a furious canter that threatened soon again to become a ​gallop, and the carriage whirled away, followed at the same rapid pace by the two horsemen in the rear.






​
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WE COMPARE NOTES.




WE followed the cortège with our eyes until it was swiftly lost to sight in the misty wood; and the very sound of the hoofs and the wheels died away in the silent night air.


Nothing remained to assure us that the adventure had not been an illusion of a moment but the young lady, who just at that moment opened her eyes. I could not see, for her face was turned from me, but she raised her ​head, evidently looking about her, and I heard a very sweet voice ask complainingly, "Where is mamma?"


Our good Madame Perrodon answered tenderly, and added some comfortable assurances.


I then heard her ask:


"Where am I? What is this place?" and after that she said, "I don't see the carriage; and Matska, where is she?"


Madame answered all her questions in so far as she understood them; and gradually the young lady remembered how the misadventure came about, and was glad to hear that no one in, or in attendance on, the carriage was hurt; and on learning that her mamma had left her here, till her return in about three months, she wept.


I was going to add my consolations to those of Madame Perrodon when  ​Mademoiselle De Lafontaine placed her hand upon my arm, saying:


"Don't approach, one at a time is as much as she can at present converse with; a very little excitement would possibly overpower her now."


As soon as she is comfortably in bed, I thought, I will run up to her room and see her.


My father in the meantime had sent a servant on horseback for the physician, who lived about two leagues away; and a bedroom was being prepared for the young lady's reception.


The stranger now rose, and leaning on Madame's arm, walked slowly over the drawbridge and into the castle gate.


In the hall, servants waited to receive her, and she was conducted forthwith to her room.


 ​The room we usually sat in as our drawing-room is long, having four windows, that looked over the moat and drawbridge, upon the forest scene I have just described.


It is furnished in old carved oak, with large carved cabinets, and the chairs are cushioned with crimson Utrecht velvet. The walls are covered with tapestry, and surrounded with great gold frames, the figures being as large as life, in ancient and very curious costume, and the subjects represented are hunting, hawking, and generally festive. It is not too stately to be extremely comfortable; and here we had our tea, for with his usual patriotic leanings he insisted that the national beverage should make its appearance regularly with our coffee and chocolate.


We sat here this night, and with candles lighted, were talking over the adventure of the evening.


 ​Madame Perrodon and Mademoiselle De Lafontaine were both of our party. The young stranger had hardly lain down in her bed when she sank into a deep sleep; and those ladies had left her in the care of a servant.


"How do you like our guest?" I asked, as soon as Madame entered. "Tell me all about her?"


"I like her extremely," answered Madame, "she is, I almost think, the prettiest creature I ever saw; about your age, and so gentle and nice."


"She is absolutely beautiful," threw in Mademoiselle, who had peeped for a moment into the stranger's room.


"And such a sweet voice!" added Madame Perrodon.


"Did you remark a woman in the carriage, after it was set up again, who did not get ​out," inquired Mademoiselle, "but only looked from the window?"


"No, we had not seen her."


Then she described a hideous black woman, with a sort of coloured turban on her head, who was gazing all the time from the carriage window, nodding and grinning derisively towards the ladies, with gleaming eyes and large white eye-balls, and her teeth set as if in fury.


"Did you remark what an ill-looking pack of men the servants were?" asked Madame.


"Yes," said my father, who had just come in, "ugly, hang-dog looking fellows, as ever I beheld in my life. I hope they mayn't rob the poor lady in the forest. They are clever rogues, however; they got everything to rights in a minute."


"I dare say they are worn out with too long travelling," said Madame. "Besides ​looking wicked, their faces were so strangely lean, and dark, and sullen. I am very curious, I own; but I dare say the young lady will tell us all about it to-morrow, if she is sufficiently recovered."


"I don't think she will," said my father, with a mysterious smile, and a little nod of his head, as if he knew more about it than he cared to tell us.


This made me all the more inquisitive as to what had passed beeween him and the lady in the black velvet, in the brief but earnest interview that had immediately preceded her departure.


We were scarcely alone, when I entreated him to tell me. He did not need much pressing.


"There is no particular reason why I should not tell you. She expressed a reluctance to trouble us with the care of her ​daughter, saying she was in delicate health? and nervous, but not subject to any kind of seizure—she volunteered that—nor to any illusion; being, in fact, perfectly sane."


"How very odd to say all that!" I interpolated. "It was so unnecessary."


"At all events it was said," he laughed, "and as you wish to know all that passed, which was indeed very little, I tell you. She then said, "I am making a long journey of vital importance—she emphasized the word—rapid and secret; I shall return for my child in three months; in the meantime, she will be silent as to who we are, whence we come, and whither we are travelling." That is all she said. She spoke very pure French. When she said the word "secret," she paused for a few seconds, looking sternly, her eyes fixed on mine. I fancy she makes a great point of that. You saw how quickly she ​was gone. I hope I have not done a very foolish thing, in taking charge of the young lady."


For my part, I was delighted. I was longing to see and talk to her; and only waiting till the doctor should give me leave. You, who live in towns, can have no idea how great an event the introduction of a new friend is, in such a solitude as surrounded us.


The doctor did not arrive till nearly one o'clock; but I could no more have gone to my bed and slept, than I could have overtaken, on foot, the carriage in which the princess in black velvet had driven away. When the physician came down to the drawing-room, it was to report very favourably upon his patient. She was now sitting up, her pulse quite regular, apparently perfectly well. She had sustained no injury, and ​the little shock to her nerves had passed away quite harmlessly. There could be no harm certainly in my seeing her, if we both wished it; and, with this permission, I sent, forthwith, to know whether she would allow me to visit her for a few minutes in her room.


The servant returned immediately to say that she desired nothing more. You may be sure I was not long in availing myself of this permission.


Our visitor lay in one of the handsomest rooms in the schloss. It was, perhaps, a little stately. There was a sombre piece of tapestry opposite the foot of the bed, representing Cleopatra with the asps to her bosom; and other solemn classic scenes were displayed, a little faded, upon the other walls. But there was gold carving, and rich and varied colour enough in the other decorations of the room, ​to more than redeem the gloom of the old tapestry.


There were candles at the bed side. She was sitting up; her slender pretty figure enveloped in the soft silk dressing gown, embroidered with flowers, and lined with thick quilted silk, which her mother had thrown over her feet as she lay upon the ground.


What was it that, as I reached the bed-side and had just begun my little greeting, struck me dumb in a moment, and made me recoil a step or two from before her? I will tell you.


I saw the very face which had visited me in my childhood at night, which remained so fixed in my memory, and on which I had for so many years so often ruminated with horror, when no one suspected of what I was thinking.


 ​It was pretty, even beautiful; and when I first beheld it, wore the same melancholy expression.


But this almost instantly lighted into a strange fixed smile of recognition.


There was a silence of fully a minute, and then at length she spoke; I could not.


"How wonderful!" she exclaimed, "Twelve years ago, I saw your face in a dream, and it has haunted me ever since."


"Wonderful indeed!" I repeated, overcoming with an effort the horror that had for a time suspended my utterances. "Twelve years ago, in vision or reality, I certainly saw you. I could not forget your face. It has remained before my eyes ever since."


Her smile had softened. Whatever I had fancied strange in it, was gone, and it and her dimpling cheeks were now delightfully pretty and intelligent.


 ​I felt reassured, and continued more in the vein which hospitality indicated, to bid her welcome, and to tell her how much pleasure her accidental arrival had given us all, and especially what a happiness it was to me.


I took her hand as I spoke. I was a little shy, as lonely people are, but the situation made me eloquent, and even bold. She pressed my hand, she laid hers upon it, and her eyes glowed, as, looking hastily into mine, she smiled again, and blushed.


She answered my welcome very prettily. I sat down beside her, still wondering; and she said:


"I must tell you my vision about you; it is so very strange that you and I should have had, each of the other so vivid a dream, that each should have seen, I you and you me, looking as we do now, when of course we ​both were mere children. I was a child, about six years old, and I awoke from a confused and troubled dream, and found myself in a room, unlike my nursery, wainscoted clumsily in some dark wood, and with cupboards and bedsteads, and chairs, and benches placed about it. The beds were, I thought, all empty, and the room itself without anyone but myself in it; and I, after looking about me for some time, and admiring especially an iron candlestick, with two branches, which I should certainly know again, crept under one of the beds to reach the window; but as I got from under the bed, I heard some one crying; and looking up, while I was still upon my knees, I saw you—most assuredly you—as I see you now; a beautiful young lady, with golden hair and large blue eyes, and lips—your lips—you, as you are here. Your looks won me; I ​climbed on the bed and put my arms about you, and I think we both fell asleep. I was aroused by a scream; you were sitting up screaming. I was frightened, and slipped down upon the ground, and, it seemed to me, lost consciousness for a moment; and when I came to myself, I was again in my nursery at home. Your face I have never forgotten since. I could not be misled by mere resemblance. You are the lady whom I then saw."


It was now my turn to relate my corresponding vision, which I did, to the undisguised wonder of my new acquaintance.


"I don't know which should be most afraid of the other," she said, again smiling—"If you were less pretty I think I should be very much afraid of you, but being as you are, and you and I both so young, I feel only that I have made your acquaintance twelve ​years ago, and have already a right to your intimacy; at all events it does seem as if we were destined, from our earliest childhood, to be friends. I wonder whether you feel as strangely drawn towards me as I do to you; I have never had a friend—shall I find one now?" She sighed, and her fine dark eyes gazed passionately on me.


Now the truth is, I felt rather unaccountably towards the beautiful stranger. I did feel, as she said, "drawn towards her," but there was also something of repulsion. In this ambiguous feeling, however, the sense of attraction immensely prevailed. She interested and won me; she was so beautiful and so indescribably engaging.


I perceived now something of langour and exhaustion stealing over her, and hastened to bid her good night.


"The doctor thinks," I added, "that you ​ought to have a maid to sit up with you tonight; one of ours is waiting, and you will find her a very useful and quiet creature."


"How kind of you, but I could not sleep, I never could with an attendant in the room. I shan't require any assistance—and, shall I confess my weakness, I am haunted with a terror of robbers. Our house was robbed once, and two servants murdered, so I always lock my door. It has become a habit—and you look so kind I know you will forgive me. I see there is a key in the lock."


She held me close in her pretty arms for a moment and whispered in my ear, "Good night, darling, it is very hard to part with you, but good-night; to-morrow, but not early, I shall see you again."


She sank back on the pillow with a sigh, and her fine eyes followed me with a fond ​and melancholy gaze, and she murmured again "Good night, dear friend."


Young people like, and even love, on impulse. I was flattered by the evident, though as yet undeserved, fondness she showed me. I liked the confidence with which she at once received me. She was determined that we should be very near friends.


Next day came and we met again. I was delighted with my companion; that is to say, in many respects.


Her looks lost nothing in daylight—she was certainly the most beautiful creature I had ever seen, and the unpleasant remembrance of the face presented in my early dream, had lost the effect of the first unexpected recognition.


She confessed that she had experienced a similar shock on seeing me, and precisely the ​same faint antipathy that had mingled with my admiration of her. We now laughed together over our momentary horrors.






​
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HER HABITS—A SAUNTER.




I TOLD you that I was charmed with her in most particulars.


There were some that did not please me so well.


She was above the middle height of women. I shall begin by describing her. She was slender, and wonderfully graceful. Except that her movements were languid — very languid—indeed, there was nothing in her appearance to indicate an invalid. Her ​complexion was rich and brilliant; her features were small and beautifully formed; her eyes large, dark, and lustrous; her hair was quite wonderful, I never saw hair so magnificently thick and long when it was down about her shoulders; I have often placed my hands under it, and laughed with wonder at its weight. It was exquisitely fine and soft, and in colour a rich very dark brown, with something of gold. I loved to let it down, tumbling with its own weight, as, in her room, she lay back in her chair talking, in her sweet low voice, I used to fold and braid it, and spread it out and play with it. Heavens! If I had but known all!


I said there were particulars which did not please me. I have told you that her confidence won me the first night I saw her; but I found that she exercised with respect to herself, her mother, her history, everything ​in fact connected with her life, plans, and people, an ever wakeful reserve. I dare say I was unreasonable, perhaps I was wrong; I dare say I ought to have respected the solemn injunction laid upon my father by the stately lady in black velvet. But curiosity is a restless and unscrupulous passion, and no one girl can endure, with patience, that her's should be baffled by another. What harm could it do anyone to tell me what I so ardently desired to know? Had she no trust in my good sense or honour? Why would she not believe me when I assured her, so solemnly, that I would not divulge one syllable of what she told me to any mortal breathing.
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