Ombra

By Mrs. Richard S. Greenough

The time had come when it behooved me to leave my home. The pleasant days of childhood lay
behind me | must leave the broad lands and dtady castle wherein they had been passed:
henceforth my thought must be how to quit me of my devoir as a knight, to succor the oppressed,
bring comfort to the &fflicted, and to die, if need be, in the giant drife of Right agang Might.
My father gave me, kneding before him, his blessing; and, though his satdly and sdf-contained
demeanor betrayed no emotion, yet | saw his chest heave, and a cloud dim the piercing eyes that
ill looked forth, facon keen, from beneath their heavy white eyebrows. My sep-mother, far
and fawning, Stting beside him, smiled, and bade me make sure | should be remembered in her
daly prayersto the Virgin. And so | Ieft my home.

After leaving the castle, 1 rode on for some days without meeting any thing worthy of note.
The sky was clear, the way was pleasant, and my hopes were high. But, on the seventh afternoon,
the sun, which had risen that morning lowering and angry, hid itsdf behind heavy and ominous
clouds, the wind moaned and sobbed in the distance. | saw the birds precipitately seeking shelter,
some of them flying in drdes high in the ar, as if bewildered, and uttering discordant screams,
while others were darting close to the ground, their disurbed and hurried flight proclaiming ther
fears.

| hooked around for refuge, but found none. Not a castle nor tower was in sight. The wind rose
higher; its wall was changing into a sullen whisper, prophetic of the coming outburst of its wrath.
The clouds had gathered each moment deeper, till now they covered the sky with a uniform sheet
of leaden gray, varied here and there with white and ragged ledges, from within which gleamed
at intervals a phosphorescent light.

| saw a a disance, on a hill-side, what looked like a deserted quarry. Thither | decided to
betake mysdf, in the chearless hope of finding some cranny wherein | might hide me from the
approaching storm. But, ere | had accomplished haf the distance, the tempest burst upon me in
al its fury. The rain descended in torrents, obscuring my sight of al save the objects nearest me;
the lightning glared from every quarter of the heavens & once, and the thunder crashed over my
heed; while the howling and shrieking of the blast completed the horror of the scene.

| battled on againgt the storm for some time as best | could; but, as | approached the quarry, |
became completely bewildered, and was about rdinquishing dl hope of finding protection, when
a sudden flash of lightning reveded a a little disance a ruinous-looking hut, built againg the
deep gde of the hill. | hastened towards it with dl the speed of which my terrified horse was
capable; and, springing to the ground, | knocked loudly a the door, which, as wel as the
window, seemed drongly secured. After a short pause the window-shutter was cautioudy
opened, and an old woman with a most villanous face peered gedthily out & me. She returned
no reply to my urgent request for entrance, but studied my appearance carefully, her eye resting
for an unreasonable length of time, as it seemed to me, on the jeweled fagtening of my plume
At length she retired from the window; | heard voices within; then the door was opened, but not
by her. A girl of about sixteen, of singular beauty, though most sullen expression, appeared on
the threshold, and bade me enter while she provided for my steed. | answered her discourteous
address gently, and expressed the desire to myself see to the accommodation of the horse. She



turned without spesking; and, following her as she led the way around the foot of a projecting
dliff, 1 found mysdf in face of the quarry | had been seeking.

She pointed out to me a narrow crevice, which, entering to a consderable depth, would afford
protection to my horse againg the descending flood. As she stood close to the animd’s head, a
new flash, of such vividness as to dmogt blind me, burst from the sky; and the horse, making an
abrupt movement of affright, struck the sted barb of his frontlet upon her am. As | saw the
blood gart forth, | tore off my dripping scarf and bound it around the injured limb.

The girl sood sullenly mute, not answering a word to my expressons of regret; but, as |
released her arm, she raised her eyes and gave me a sudden look,—a look which | did not then
comprehend, but whose meaning was soon disclosed to me.

She reconducted me to the hut, the old woman carefully rebarring the door behind me. While
the girl employed hersdf in kindling a fire, | looked around me to examine, as wdl as the dim
twilight which made its way through the crevices of the door and window dlowed, what place |
had chanced upon.

It seemed but a common peasant’s hut, the furniture condgting only of a pdlet bed, a large
wooden table, and some stools: a large pile of straw was hegped in one corner. | saw nothing to
disquiet me and yet | found, after the firs feding of rdief a being shdtered from the storm
raging without, a vague sense of insecurity seding over me. | looked at the old woman, who,
segted on a low stool, her hands clasped around her knees, had not ceased to contemplate me
gnce | entered; and from her my eyes turned to the lithe and rounded figure of the girl, and |
gmiled & mysdf for my causdess and irrationa disguietude neverthdess, reason with it as |
would, it incessantly returned upon me, till 1 flushed with anger & my own folly, yet yidded to
the feding so far asto retain my armor entire,

The girl, meantime, had prepared for me a most savory med, such as | had little anticipated
from the appearance of the hut. She warmed some rich broth, which she set before me, and
produced from a covered shef the remans of a venison pasty, ahdf loaf of white bread, and a
flask of wine. Then she stood leaning againg the wall, her head sunk on her breast, her eyebrows
drawn low over her eyes.

| thanked her for her courtesy, and begged of her to seat hersdf and eat with me. With an
abrupt gesture she refused. Nevertheless, she seemed to change her mind; for a few moments
later she gpproached the table as if to dter the dispogtion of the viands before me; and, standing
S0 as to hide what she did from the old woman, she broke a crumb of bread from the morsdl |
was edting, and carried it to her mouth. It seemed to me that in a dream | had seen that same
motion before.

“Has the young lord good wine? the right wine?’ asked the old woman, bending forward and
peering & the flask beside me.

“Not yet,” replied the girl; “I keep that for the last.”

And as she spoke she filled my glass anew with wine; then, producing a second flask, she filled
another glass, while the old woman weatched her covertly.

“This is a better wine” said the girl, addressing me for the first time since | entered; but, as she
spoke, she interposed her figure between the table and the old woman, and adroitly substituted
the first glass for the second, which she bore away and deposited upon the shelf.

“A better wine” repeated the old woman, rubbing her hands together with a low, chuckling
laugh.

| drained the glass, then, lowering my visor, threw mysdf down upon the pdlet bed which the
girl had been shaking up for me.



“Feign deep, whatever happens” she muttered below her breath as she passed near me,
bearing away the fragments left from my supper.

| dosed my eyes and lay in no enviable frame of mind. All the strange and snigter taes that |
had heard in my childhood returned upon my mind, blending with the walling of the wind, and
dow, continuous fdling of the rain without—for, athough the fury of the storm had passed, the
edements had not yet sunk to rest,—and with the light sep of the girl within as she moved
backwards and forwards.

At length | heard the voice of the old woman.

“ Go kindle the fire in yonder,” she said. “It is high time, and now there is no danger. It will be
long ere he wakes again,” and she laughed. “My fingers itch to handle those rubies. What ailed
him to go to deegp in hishedmet?’ she grumbled queruloudy. “But | shall not need to wait long.”

As she ended, | heard a rustling, and, looking from between my lids, | saw the girl remove the
pile of straw which lay in the corner; and behind it | behed a large, low aperture in the wal. She
stooped and disgppeared through it. After a while | saw light shine forth. A long time eapsed;
findly the girl returned. As she regppeared, the old woman addressed her.

“Pepita, | am thirsty. Give me the glass of wine you took from the stranger. It will turn sour if
it remain there open.”

The girl moved dowly and hestaingly towards the covered shelf. She took down the glass, but
sumbled as she carried it towards the old woman, and the wine was spilt upon the ground.

“A thousand curses on you!” exclamed the old witch. “Such good wine! such excdlent wine!
and dl goneto waste.”

And she berated the girl angrily; but the girl made no reply.

Whilg she was 4ill scolding, | heard the agpproaching sound of many feet. The girl rapidly
untwisted the scarf from her am and threw it into a corner; then, again passing near me, she
muttered,—

“Feign deep.”

The door was hadtily opened in reply to three sharp raps;, and, looking as before between my
hdf-closed lids, | saw a band of pilgrims, in brown robes and broad hats with scalop shells,
enter. There were twelve of them: one had the swarthy complexion and lustreless black hair of a
Moor.

The party suddenly hushed their voices as they came in, and one of them whispered,—

“What'sthis, flesh or fowl?’

“Y ou need not whisper,” said the old woman.

“He has had the dirrup cup. He has dated on a long journey. He will meet a numerous
company. Ha, ha!”

“Perhaps, if he hurries)” rgoined one of the pilgrims, “he may caich up with the Cabdlero we
despatched to find his forefathers this afternoon. But stay, he seems a dainty youth, judging from
his aray,—he will scarce relish the travd in company with that vinegar-faced gentlewoman who
gave her last scream at the sametime.”

And the pilgrims laughed in hideous chorus. Then they approached and stood around me as |
lay shrouded in my armor.

“Stay, Bernardino,” said one of the burliest of the band, “that armor will serve your turn well.
Yours is not so wel jointed as it might be. | thought you were done for last week, when that
squire' s blade so nearly pinked you under the corselet.”

“Yes” answered a younger voice, “I shdl fit into it like the meat of an egg into its shell. Let's
have it off now, and throw him down at once.”



At this an dmogt irrepressble impulse rushed over me to soring to my feet and sdl my life as
dearly as possible; but, as he ended, the girl came forward, and lifted her sullen eyesto his.

“I won't have any more thrown down until they don't know what's done with them. | had bad
dreams for a week after the last one. | kept hearing his shriek when he sank under the water.
Wait till after supper: that will be time enough.”

The younger pilgrim seemed inclined to dispute; but the rest interfered, and, saying it was of
no consequence whether it were done an hour sooner or later, demanded clamoroudy their
supper forthwith; and one by one they passed through the gperture, followed by the old woman,
and left me done.

When thus freed from observation, | turned on my Sde, and, gpproaching my eyes to the
loosdly congtructed wall of stone, looked through a crevice that was near me.

| saw a spacious cavern dimly lighted by the blaze of an enormous fire, the smoke of which
rose in circling clouds and hung in a thick mass above. Near the fire was a long oaken table, and
round it sat the pilgrims. They had thrown aside their robes and hats, and | saw that they were dl
cased in ged and armed to the teeth. The table was covered with slver, and to my horror |
recognized the hallowed dishes and chalices wherein the Holy Sacrament is administered to man.

The girl and the old woman repidly set before the band the smoking viands, and served them
with wine; while the robbers jeered and jested a them, and in coarse and bruta wise bade them
hurry.

Then the revel began. Loud and long were their songs, furious was their mirth; too horrible to
remember, the deeds they recounted and gloried in. Occasiondly a quarrd would burst out
between some two or three of them; but to this the others paid no heed, taking it, as it would
seem, as a matter of course. Looking again through the crevice, | saw the girl pour out wine to
the Moor. He caught her by the wrigt.

“Nay, Judas!” shouted the rest of the band, no scruples. Don't bring your old tricks here. Down
with the forbidden drink!”

And with hoots and yédlls they dl rose and precipitated themselves upon the Moor, to force him
to drink the wine.

Profiting by the universd cdamor and confusion, the girl glided rapidly into the outer hut where
| lay. She returned without a word; and | saw, as | peered through the crevice, that she bore back
aflask of wine, which she placed in a corner without any one' s seeming to notice her.

At ladt, their object effected, the tumult was appeased, and the robbers resumed their seats
aound the table. The girl threw on the fire a fresh amful of brushwood, which, ingantly
kindling, flamed upward, sending out a shower of sparks. Its light was reflected by the gleaming
amor and burnished slver, and played on the desperate and savage faces of the company,
distorted by their brawl and reddened by their copious draughts of wine.

“Come, Pepita,” said the oldest of the band, “fill us once more our cups. The master will soon
be here, and we mugt finish betimes.”

At this the girl drew forth the flask from the corner and rapidly filled the chalice besde eech
robber; then, holding high the consecrated vases, they shouted forth a ribald and impious song.
At its close each drained his cup.

But no sooner had they swalowed he wine than they began to mutter incoherently; their heads
fdl from dde to Sde they seemed overwhelmed by sudden stupor. Some of them dipped down
from their seats and lay dong the ground; others sank heavily forward on the dishes that covered
the Bble. The girl sood steedily watching them. | saw by the light of the blaze that her face had
turned quite white.



The old woman meantime had solen into a corner, and was there draining what remained in
the flask. But, as she dill hdd it to her lips, | saw her head fdl, and she sank back.

In the sudden slence which had succeeded to the wild uproar within, | behed the girl bend
forward and raise her hand to her ear as if to catch a distant sound. 1, too, listened, and heard the
faint echo of ahorse' s hoofs. She caught up asmdl lamp. In an ingant she was a my sde.

“Up, up!” shesaid. “Now it al restswith you.”

| started to my feet and grasped my sword. The girl unbarred the door.

The sounds came rapidly nearer. | heard the rattling of armor without; a rider soringing from
his horse; the door was thrown open, and a form of gigantic height entered, clothed in complete
panoply of sted!.

“Hdl-cat!” he shouted, as he crossed the threshold, turning to the girl; and, quick as lightning,
he hurled his dagger at her; then, without a moment’s pause, he rushed upon me.

The fight was an unequa one. Though perhagps his match in ill, his grest height gave him the
Superiority over me. He congtantly overreached my guard; and had not my armor been of proved
Milan ged, his sword would have pierced it more than once. At length, pressng me harder and
harder, he bore me to my knee, and, shortening his sword, was about to deal what would have
been a fad blow, when, glancing upward, | saw a descending gleam of light; and, with a dying
ydl, my enemy fdl, face forward, adagger plunged deep in his neck.

Thegirl sood over him, her hair streaming back, her eyes blazing.

She spurned him with her foot.

“At length, hound!—at length!” she said.

Sheturned to me.

“Hence!”

And she moved towards the door. | followed her, panting, dizzy, mechanicdly muttering
thanks to God.

The storm had ceased, the risng moon lay peacefully over the landscape without. As | stood,
the night wind bore to my ear, faint, yet digtinct, the sound of a distant bell.

“Yes, there” sad the girl. “But wait, old Juanita—she must not stay.”

And she went back into the hut. | accompanied her, as, bearing the little lamp, she passed the
bleeding corpse and returned into the cavern.

The fire had dmost gone out. A few brands yet glowed amid the ashes, fantly reveding dark,
heavy forms stretched motionless around the table.

“Juanital” she cdled, but there was no reply. “The old woman drank aso,” | said, and pointed
to the corner where the prodtrate figure was lying. She stood and gazed upon it.

“She beat me when | was a child,” she said; “but that was long ago.”

Then, addressng me—

“What is done when Christians die?’ she asked.

| told her how their bodies were composed for ther last deep, with closed lids and folded
hands, and burning tapers at their feet: and she knelt beside the old woman and arranged her as |
had said; then, placing the little lamp at her feet, she turned away.

“Yes, there,” she repeated. “How often have | listened to those bellsl”

She took a brand from the fire to give her light, and went to another side of the cave. Presently
she came back, bearing a golden pix.

“ It ismy entrance gift,” she said. “Now hencel”

And we passed out from the cavern withits dead, and forth again into the coal, free air.



Led by her, | proceeded down a rugged way until | arrived at the border of a vast lake. On its
opposite sde rose the towers and spire of a vast convent, reveded by the soft radiance of the
risng moon. We descended to the shore of the lake, and skirted its quiet waters. The girl, bearing
the pix, her head sunk on her breast, walked before, without once spesking or looking round. All
was il save the plashing of the ripples which broke on the shore beside us.

At length we gained the opposite side, and stood before the convent gate. The girl turned, and
raised her eyesto mine.

“Yours is the only voice that has ever spoken to me in kindness, the only hand that has ever
been sretched out to do me a good deed. It is for that that you are dive. Now take this. It is the
only thing | possess” And she detached from her neck a smal, white carndian heart fastened to
a dender thread of gold. “It is a charm againgt the evil eye. He threw it to me one night because
dl the res were quardling for it. With that resting on your heart, you may defy even the eye of
Mazitka himsdf.”

| sarted a the name of that fell astrologer and necromancer, long since hunted by late-roused
justice from the bounds of human habitations. | was about pouring out to the girl my gratitude for
dl tha she had done for me but, turning from me as abruptly as she had addressed me, she
sounded the horn which hung by the gate. Its harsh darm rang far and wide, disurbing the
peaceful echoes amid the surrounding hills.

As the clangor subsided, a voice from the wicket asked our errand. But scarcdy was the
question uttered than it was followed by a scream of astonishment and joy within.

“The pix! the blessed pix! S. Eloi’shaly pix!”

And then the voice vanished. In a few moments the gate was thrown widely open, and on the
threshold appeared the abbess, surrounded by al the nuns, their glad and excited faces crowding
the one on the other under the light of the lamp that svung from the archway, their eyes riveted
upon the figure of the girl as she stood supporting the golden pix.

The abbess extended her hand in benediction over the head of the girl, and then the nuns
advanced and closed around her. They retrested with her in their midst, and | saw her no more.

The abbess remained alone before me.

| told her my title and my dory, and expressed my wish to make a rich endowment to the
convent in the name of the young girl who, with the Virgin's ad, had saved me from the peril of
a dreadful desth. She listened with interest to my tae, and promised that the girl should be gently
tended and carefully nurtured in dl wisdom and piety. Then she ordered the guest’s chamber, in
a smdl building outsde the convent wadls, to be prepared for me and, giving me her blessing,
she withdrew.

The next morning, | was roused by the sweet voices of the nuns, floating from the chapd
windows, as they sang ther main hymn; and my heat was glad within me as | thought of the
homeless one who had found shdter, the lonely one who had found eternd love, and | rose
refreshed, and, mounting my horse, | proceeded cheerfully on my way.

| rested a mid-day beside a little brook that ran sparkling down through a shady ravine. | freed
my horse's head from its heavy frontlet, that it might graze a ease; and, throwing mysdf down
on the fresh green sod, spangled with little golden cups and pink-tipped daises, | gave myself up
to pleasurable rest.

As | lay dreamily watching the greast white clouds piled in ngjestic repose upon the deep blue
of the sky, | heard fant notes of musc seding softly on the ar. |1 roused mysdf and looked
around. Not a human being wasin sight; not atrace of human habitation was visble.



“It is some shepherd's pipe” | said. “He gladdens his solitude with these sweet sounds” And
agan | lay down and ligened. The notes poured low but clear upon the ar. They seemed, as |
hearkened, to take a beseeching tone. | moved restlesdy; my horse stopped grazing, and, his ears
bent forward, stood looking intently towards the quarter whence the sounds proceeded. More and
more urgent grew the inarticulate tones. Haf involuntarily | rose to my feet, and my horse a the
same moment moved gently forward. | hadily adjusted his caparisons, and sprang into the
saddle. As | did so, the sounds grew sweeter. There was a crystdline joy in them, a happy
murmur, as of dnging brooks and cooing birds, yet the tones were not those of brooks or
birds,—they were human. Whence did they come?

| traveled in ther direction dl day, and yet they grew no nearer: a rippling sream of delight
they passed my ear; hour after hour | pressed on, yet seemed no closer to their source.

The sun went down in purple glory over a swdling horizon of digant hill-tops. The evening
dar shone clear where the rosy tints of the sky melted into softest blue; yet Hill the enchanting
murmur of the song caressed my ear, and ill my steed pressed on to meet the gathering shadows
of the coming night. Up the rounded hill-sides, down the grassy valleys, we passed, obedient to
the call. The scenery grew wilder as we advanced; the moon, newly risen, showed us the beds of
mountain torrents and the sides of barren steeps; yet ill we journeyed on. At last, as we passed
out from arugged defile into a plain, the song ceased.

Before me lay the ruins of a city, covering the plain with ther irregular masses and broken
shadows. High in the centre rose a steep rock crowned with a tower, from whose topmost win-
dow streamed a ruddy ray of light.

Much wondering | advanced, threading my way among the ruins, until | reached the foot of the
rock. Here | left my horse—for the path was too precipitous to alow of his ascent,—and began
to climb the broken and uneven steps which led upward to te tower. There was something most
grange and desolate in the scene about me as | stopped from time to time to contemplate it. The
moonlight streamed over the ruined wadls, and drew ther outlines on the grass benegth. Yawning
vaults here and there opened ther pitfals, and broken columns showed where once luxurious
homes had been reared. All around the vdley was a continuous wal of steep hills, the defiles
between them so narrow that one man might guard each againgt an army.

| mavelled as | beheld the desolation that had fdlen upon the city, once so grest and O
powerful, as the extent of its ruins showed; butt a fresher, stronger interest soon chased these
reflections, and again | climbed the precipitous ascent. At length | reached the summit. | found
myself a the foot of a round tower built of hewn stone. The only aperture on the lower story
conssted of a heavy door. At this | knocked. After a long pause | knocked again more loudly. As
| lowered my hand, the door was dowly opened, and | saw before me the stooping figure of a
man, bent, as it seemed, with study ill more than with years. He held the door haf-open, and
stood as if he expected me to speak my errand and then be gone. A secret reluctance withheld me
from mentioning the sounds which | had followed until they had brought me in dght of his
tower; and | merely stated that | was a belated traveller, who requested rest for the night.

The old man shook his head, and without further ceremony was about to close the door upon
me, when a light step sorang down the winding saircase behind him, a girlish face appeared
above his shoulder, and a caressng voice began to whisper earnestly in the ear which he
unwillingly inclined towardsiit. | thought thet | heard again the music by the brook.

At the urgent entreaty, the hard brow of the old man relaxed. He opened wide the heavy door,
and bade me enter. The girl came forward to my sde, and, without spesking, did her smdl hand



into ming, and led me up the dars. So smply and innocently was it done that no tinge of
unmaidenly forwardness seemed mingled with the act.

Issuing from the dark and winding staircase, | found mysdf in a large, circular room. From the
lofty ceilling hung a globe of lignt which showed the discordant and unaccustomed objects
aound. Ancient bookcases filled with volumes, some bound in worn and tattered shagreen,
others enclosed in cases of gold and crystd; stands of narrow shelves, whereon vids of curious
shape and design contained liquids of various tints, some dark and turbid, others in restless
effervescence, and ill others cler and pdlucid—adternated with divans and cushions of rich
brocade. High on the wadls, as if crawling upward from the richness below, were fastened dried
crocodiles and hideous serpents, at intervals. dangled enormous eggs, irregularly marked as if
with written characters ungteadily traced; musica instruments were strewn here and there, and a
cage of brilliant ename contained a white dove with a rosy crest. But, in ghastly contrast to these
indications of girlish occupancy, upon a high pedesta in the centre of the room stood a yellow
skeleton, its eydess glare and fleshless grin mocking as it were the luxury around.

On a table near the window was placed a telescope, and beside it were maps and charts covered
with figuresand Sgns.

All this my eye took in a a glance; then it turned and rested upon the old man and the girl: it
rested, and was riveted.

The old man had returned to the occupation which my summons had gpparently interrupted,
and, seated behind the telescope, was already absorbed in study of the stars. His robe and cap of
black velvet were bordered with purple fur, such as | had never before seen, and his drapery was
held about him by a broad bet of some curious, semi-transparent materid, in texture like very
thin leather.

His profile was turned towards me, and | could study it without danger of the discourtesy of
atracting his attention. His forehead was high and narow, furrowed with lines that ran
transversely towards the centre. His eyes and eyebrows, cat-like, followed the same line, which
gave a look of sngular cunning and perfidy to his face. His nose was long and aguiling; and the
nodrils, though thin, curved widdy outward a the base, as though perpetudly distended by evil
intention. His mouth was smal and meagre, its outlines hard and unyieding. The lips closed but
patidly, showing ra-like teeth within. But something which is quite indescribable was the
expresson which animated those features. A look so diabolica, of such suppressed yet exultant
wickedness, played over them, fusing their lines as with a glow of hel, that | fet my very soul
dhrink aghast from the contemplation; and | haf resolved to leave the tower a once, and trust
mysdf to the hospitdity of the open ar and the crumbling ruins without. But, as | turned my
look upon the maiden, my resolve flickered like the flame of a candle in a sudden breeze, and
died out. | had never seen, even in dreams, any thing so marvelous as her beauty, st off as it
was by her strange and costly dress.

Her features and figure were of exquiste symmetry; her har fdl in golden waves down to her
very feet; her eyes were of deep, transparent blue, soft and pure as a summer lake when not a
cloud dims the sky. She was arayed in some light, fleecy materid, as if froth of the sea had been
woven and bordered with crimson and gold; and her feet were shod with jewdled sandals,
leaving their delicate surfaces bare. Over her whole gppearance rested as it were a mist. | looked
a her haf-blinded, as though | behdd her through the shining spray of a weaterfadl. Her outlines
seemed shifting and ungteady; the only things permanent about her were her deep, soft eyes and
the glory of her hair.



She amiled as | looked upon her, and, drawing me to a seet, she unlaced my helmet and bore it
away. | could no more resst her than | could have ressed a little child. Then, bringing a small
casket, she drew forth some delicious perfume, which she poured upon my hair and my feet. As |
inhded the fragrance, a sense of repose and drength, a quick gayety, ran through me. | felt my
color rise and my eyes sparkle.

“Yes, it is s0,” she sad, nodding gently her head. “Now you are no longer tired, you need
neither food nor rest. Y ou never inhaed that odor before. It pleases you well.”

And, s0 saying, she drew forward a cushion and seated hersdf before me, gazing a me with an
expresson of gentle gladness. She sat some time sSlent, examining my face with a look of
innocent curiosity. At length, “I am glad you have it she sad; and, snking her voice, she
added, “Always keep it, close on your heart.”

| gazed at her in amazed wonder. How did this maiden know what had chanced?

“Surely,” she answered to my thought, “1 know it al.”

“How?’ | ill interndly queried.

Shereplied, “That isvery smple. | seewhen | 1ook; | hear when | listen.”

As | gazed & her lovdy, shifting face, with its gill, sweet eyes, my dtention was drawvn by a
motion in the skeleton behind her. It tuned haf round on its pedestd, raised its bony hand, and
pointed towards a closed window.

“Look there,” | said, my eyes fixed upon the fleshless form.

She did not move her head, but replied, “ Some oneis coming.”

Then, rising, she approached the old man. “My father, the dave warnsyou,” she said.

“Who isit?’ replied the astrologer, without removing his eye from the telescope.

Looking at her, | then saw a singular change take place in her appearance. All the color died
out of her face and figure. She stood thus an ingant; then she raised her lids, and the vapory tints
returned.

“Riseto meet her,” shesaid. “Itisanoble lady from afar.”

Unwillingly the old man quitted his telescope, and drew his robe more closely about him, as he
prepared to descend.

“Stay, Ombra,” he said, turning as he reached the door. “You must not remain here with this
brave gdlant.” And a sneer writhed his wrinkled festures as his eye rested for an ingant upon
me. “When | return, you must be hence.”

As he withdrew, Omnbra dlently unclosed the barred window, through which the skeleton hed
pointed, and signed to me to follow. She led me up a flight of steps cut in the exterior wall, to the
flat roof of the tower. The moonlight fel, ill and mournful, on the ruins, drawing a siver vel of
beauty over their decay. Ombra stood besde me, her crossed hands hanging before her, her
radiant eyes upturned towards the stars. As | gazed upon her wonderful, unred beauty, a thought,
aquestion, arosein my mind. She answered it gently.

“Yes, itwas| that cadled you.”

“Wherefore?’ | asked.

“The stars bade me,” she replied, till gazing at them.

“But the tarsare sllent,” | said.

“Nay, their voicesfill al space. Do you not hear them?’

And she raised her hand in the attitude of one lisening.

“What say they to you, O maiden?’ | said in ahushed tone, for | percelved that she heard them.

“Their song may not be framed into mortd speech,” she replied. “They tdl of the mysteries
that were before the world began, that are, and that ever shdl be. Each in its measure, in its



gppointed place, lifts up its voice and sings of the glory of God, of the marvels of those secret
laws by which Beauty is soread through the breadth of Creation, and by which Love fills the
londliness of Space.”

She ceased and stood as before, her eyes fixed on the depths of the sky. | gazed on her and
wondered.

“Who, what are you, beautiful one?’ | questioned.

“I am Ombra,” she answered.

“Your kindred,—where are they?’

“The douds of the morning, the spray of the waterfall, the dewdrops on the grass, the ripples
that sparkle on the sea—they are my kindred.”

“Wherefore dwell you not with them?’

“Because he loves me.”

“Isthere none ese for him to love?’

“None e se would dare to love him.”

“Wherefore?’

A look of ineffable pity crossed her lovdy, shifting face. She turned towards me and sad,
dowly,—

“It is Mazitka.”

At the echo of the dreaded name of that arch enemy of humankind, a chill of horror invaded
my every sense. | closed my eyes for an indant. | fet the srength forssking my members, as if
the deadly spdl of his eye had been dready cast over me. A movement of indignation mingled
with and chased my terror as | remembered the witching strain by which | had been enticed to
the vidnity of that hoary demon. | turned to my lovely companion with words of reproach upon
my lips, but | saw nothing save a form of mist by my sde. As | watched, the color returned. She
met my indignant look with a gaze of pitying tenderness.

“Listen,” she sid. “Besde Mazitka sts a woman, tal and fair. Her hair is red and waved, her
eyes are black and smdl, her nose is high and arched, her lips are thin and, ruddy. On her right
cheek isacrimson mole. Know ye her?’

| felt my flesh cregp anew. What horrible mystery lay before me?

“It ismy sep-mother,” | said. “Wherefore comes she hither?”’

“It was for thisthe kindly stars called you,” she replied.

And, as she sooke, again her life faded from my dght, and again the migt-like figure stood by
me in the sllence of the moonlight, and the desolation of ruin around.

Tossed and bewildered as was my mind by the unexpected and snister events which had
befdlen me, there was yet one conviction which rose cdear and srong upon me—bdief in
Ombra, in her will and power to protect and save me. But one dearer than mysdf,—had she
power to protect and save him aso, that noble and honored father, too lofty to think suspicion,
too loyd to dream distrust? As | stood, the past rose menacing before my memory. | recdled the
maegtic presence of my father, his londy life as he mourned for the young wife who had died in
bringing me into the world; the hush of the meancholy paace in which my early years had been
gpent, and on which the sun never seemed to shine. Again | saw the figure of my father's ward,
left orphan and pemiless by the deasth of her only parent, accompanied by her duenna, come
gliding by my father's sde up the broad darcase of his paace, the sunbeams that dtole timidly
through the heavy windows reflected from her snowy neck and seeking a prison in the dusky
glow of her curling auburn har. Agan | saw her ca-like tread as she passed through the Stately
rooms, the wily grace with which, as she reached the suite prepared for her, she thanked him for



his hospitdity, and raised his spare, strong hand to her oft, red lips. And | recaled the look of
furious, smothered hate which she cast on me a little later, when she heard me say to my father
that Donna Pasquita was not haf so beautiful as the picture of my mother, hanging in the great
sdoon.

Ombra's voice broke the chain of my troubled memories. Turning her face towards the eedt,
agan she breathed forth the sweet notes with their persuasve, irresstible charm. Soon a low,
rushing sound came from the distance. | saw the trees on the hill-tops which lay to the eastward,
bending and swaying. Then | fdt the sweep of the wind upon me. It circled around the tower;
and it brought to my ear, sharp and distinct, the voices of the speskers within.

“And therefore, fearing this, | would rid mysdf of him,” said my step-mother’ s voice.

“You have reason,” replied Mazitka.

“Butt no common means will serve me; dse | had not travelled so far to seek you,” continued
my gep-mother. “His leech is a crafty and slent man. He doubts me. No drug which may leave
any trace must be employed. It must seem some natural disease.”

“And the more sudden, the better,” rgoined Mazitka.

“The more sudden, the better,” repeated my step-mother. And there was silence.

Although as yet no word had reveded it, | felt assured it was my father’s desth that they were
congpiring. | clutched my dagger, and was about to rush in upon them, when Ombra's hand was
laid upon mine, and she whispered—

“Not so. No earthly weapon can harm Mazitka.”

“But the woman!” | replied.

“Her hour is not yet come,” my companion returned.

Neverthdess, | would have disobeyed her injunction, such was the passon of rage and
indignation that possessed me, and the next moment would have seen my dagger deep in the
breest of my father's wife, had not Ombra lifted her hand. Immediatdy | felt mysdf pinioned by
an invisble force that pressed upon me from every sde. | could move neither hand nor foot.

“Ligen,” she said again.

And again | hearkened to the air-borne words.

“A swift pardydss, benumbing brain and members that shdl leave no time for question or
misgiving, that shdl smite him down even in the mids of his friends and send him in funerd
pomp to join his forefathers.”

“Itisthat, Mazitka: give methat!” she eagerly exclamed.

“Yes, these are precious drops,” he said dowly, after a pause. “Wiser than doctors of law, of
physc, and of divinity, they cure dl ills dike. The needy her forgets his solen birthright; the
fevered soldier pines no longer for the sound of the trumpet and the turmoil of the effray; the
cowering wretch shrinks no more from the black gulf of the heregfter. In this one pelucid drop
thereliesthe curefor al.”

“And it is thid” she sad, in a lower tone. “And there is no antidote to be feared, no remedy
which may cal back life?” she questioned jedloudy.

“Fear not,” he answered. “The drops are digtilled from honey. Speedier, deadlier are they than
the powder of Trophonius, or the cordiad of Liante; nay, sibtler even than the essentia vapor of
Coryatra. For these left traces recognizeble by a practised eye—black spots, or sudden
convulsons, or foaming frenzies But this Slent servant works fathfully and discreetly. No grim
contortion diffens the faling corpse; no discourteous blotches betray the secret of the forced
obstruction of the vitd currents; no tdltae drops moisten the forehead of him who is no longer
needed. They dl die stricken with pardyss—al,—and they are many.”



“And there is no antidote?” she questioned anxioudy again.

“None that can avail.”

“But | must be safe. | will not tempt fate. | will have no resurrection to destroy me.”

“Dread nothing, O courageous lady!” he sneered. “The secret of the antidote is in the keeping
of Mddoul. I know it not mysdf. Fear not that any will go to question her where she dts amid
the dead. Now for my counsd. Give it not in secrecy. Spies may dog you; servants may betray
you; the leech may come upon you when you are leest aware. The only safety is in open hdl,
‘mid feasting and musc and joyful converse. There the light-footed Death can with one finger-
tip summon its partner; and dl shal see him depart of his own free will and pleasure, regardless
of the lamentations of hisinconsolable spouse.” And the air shuddered with his mocking laugh.

“On the eighth day there is a great festival to celebrate the birthday of my son,” she returned.
“Search in the horoscope, Mazitka. Seeif the stars promise favorably for that day.”

For awhile | heard nothing; then the wind brought to me anew the sound of Mazitka s voice.

“The influences are balanced. All depends on your own firm will and steady brow.”

“Then farewdl, O Duke Alonso de Guatamarral” she dowly replied.

It was my father’s name!

| listened in vain for more. No further word came to my straining ear.

Presently | saw a velled figure issue from the shadow of the tower. A man came forth from one
of the ruins holding a mule, upon which the woman mounted; and they disgppeared in one of the
ruined streets which led towards the south.

| looked up to the heavens, haf expecting that some sudden bolt of vengeance would fal upon
this monger in woman's form; but the das gazed dlently down, regigering dl in thar
mysterious archives, but giving no sgn.

“Now depart,” said Ombra, her deep-blue eyes shining upon me from her lovdy, shifting face
“Seek Mddoul. The way lies before you on the west. Pass between the two hills which rise like
a cdeft cone on the left. Beyond them you will see a mountain, its summit covered with snow.
SKirt its base until you come to a diff on whose brink stands a withered pine-tree. Follow the
direction in which it points. You will see a mosque. Enter, and sand in the certre. You will find
Madoul. Say to her, ‘Mazitkais a work.” It will be enough.”

As she p0ke, the adrologer’s voice was heard from within caling upon her. As | caught the
tone, | wondered mentaly why God permitted such an incarndion of fiendish mdignity to
profane the face of hisfar earth.

“Heisnat dl evil,” Ombrawhispered; “he loves me.”

She entered the tower. | followed her. The astrologer smiled as she agpproached and stood
besde him. He cast his am aound her, and drew her nearer. The contact of tha far purity
seemed swest to the mighty wizard.

“My father, the guest must depart,” said Ombra.

“What! are you wearied of him dready?’ queried Mazitka, glancing at me askance.

“He must depart,” repeated Ombra. “He waits to say farewell.”

Mazitka rose, and turned so as to fce me. As his eye fdl upon me, the expresson of his face
abruptly changed. He launched & me a glance which seemed to pierce my very brain; then, with
a sudden movement, he leaned forward and caught up my right hand. As he fastened his eye
upon the lines of the palm, he uttered a low laugh; then, dropping it, he removed the fur cap from
his head, and bowed his tdl figure with a gesture of humility which contrasted strangely with the
sneering glance that accompanied it.



“Had | known, O puissant young brd, whom it was that | had the honor to receive in my poor
dwdling, | should have offered you a different entertainment. But Snce you must needs depart, |
wish you good speed on the long journey that lies before you.”

As | stood, my glance riveted upon him, | saw a singular change take place. His right eye grew
lustrdless and dim; its eydid drooped; while, a the same ingant, the left eye suddenly expanded
and sent forth a blinding bolt. It struck full upon me. My heart seemed to stop. A sensation of
deadly coldness spread through my every vein. | fdt my vitd forces faling. But immediatdy |
percaived a current of warmth proceed from the little carnelian heart that rested upon my breast.
It flowed, cheering and invigorating, throughout my frame, chesng the cold damps that had
begun to settle upon my forehead, and sending ruddy life to every pore. | breasthed again.

Ombra, standing beside the agtrologer, smiled upon me, and with her transparent hand mo-
tioned me farewel. | gazed one ingant upon her sweet face, with its radiant eyes and changeful
outlines framed in the shining gold of her long hair, and then | turned away.

| descended the steep and broken steps, and, mounting my horse, proceeded through the
desolate, grass-grown dreets, with ther long series of ruined colonnades, their sculptured
facades and fdlen gateways, until, leaving the slent city, | passed through the cloven cone of the
wegtern hills.

Beyond, dlittering in the moonlight, rose the solitary, snow-crowned mountain. | gained its
foot, and, skirting its base, | came at length to the broken cliff on whose topmost verge stood the
withered pine-tree. Black and riven it towered doft, and dretched forth a giant arm, pointing
across the desert plain. Turning, | obeyed its mute command.

The sandy waste dretched before me as far as my eye could reach. | dismounted and pro-
ceeded, leading my horse, which sank above the fetlock in the fine, glittering sand at every dep.
For severd hours we thus toiled on with difficulty. Findly | descried a distant dome before me.
With renewed courage | cheered my weary steed, and pressed onward.

As | came nearer, | perceived a Moorish mosgue. At a little distance was a graveyard, the
sculptured  turbans on its tombgtones shining  brightly in the moonlight. Contrary to the usud
Modem custom, there were no solemn cypresses nor fragrant rose-trees around. Neglect had
probably destroyed them long ago.

| ascended the deps, and entered the circular hal within. The delicate arabesques and
mouldings of sculptured stone were fresh as if they had just left the cutter’s chisd; yet dl.
breathed an air of deegp antiquity, of changeless repose. The echo of my own sed-clad footsteps
dartled me as they resounded from the moonlit vault above. They seemed a profandaion of the
weird dumber of Time.

In the centre of the hall lay a large, black marble dab. | advanced and stood upon the stone. It
ingantly began to snk. | grasped my cross-hilted sword tightly upon my breast, and glanced
around. | was dnking into utter darkness. | could see nothing save the fast-receding moonlight
above me.

The stone was a length arrested in its descent. | reached out my hands, and groped in the
surrounding obscurity. A narrow passage was before me. | moved onward until | reached its
extremity. Facing me was what seemed a solid wall of stone. | passed my hand over its surface.
As far as | could judge, it was formed of one enormous block. Exerting dl my drength, | pushed
violently againg its opposing mass It yieded, and, dowly revolving upon some hidden pivat,
reveded the entrance to a chamber within.

The sght before me was not of a reassuring character. |1 found mysdf in a low but spacious
cypt, dimly lighted by a lamp of bronze which hung from the arched caling. In niches around



were placed stone coffins. At the upper end of the vault stood a dark sarcophagus. What looked
like a hesp of loosdy piled drapery lay besde it on the ground. | looked around in vain for the
sorceress. No human being was to be seen. | caled upon her name. There was no answer. Agan
| caled. Nothing but silence replied.

My look unconscioudy rested upon the loosely piled hegp of drapery, as | stood pondering
what was to be my next step. Suddenly | started violently. Two eyes were gazing fixedy a me
from out the shgpeless mass. As | remained garing upon them like one fascinated, a harsh voice
came through the heavy Hillness, saying—

“Wherefore come ye to disturb me, watching beside my dead?’

The words that Ombra had dictated rose responsive to my lips.

“Mazitkaisat work,” | replied.

A long, fierce cry broke from the sorceress's lips, and rang circdling through the crypt. Each
close-seded coffin seemed to find a voice to echo back that wrathful shriek. She sprang to her
feet. Foam flew from her quivering lips her eyes dated forth flashes of vengeful light. She
shook with the passion of her rage, as a pine-tree tremblesin the fury of the sorm.

“Ye do wdl to seek me” she sad, when at last her passon began to cam itsdf. “Now tell me
wherein | may defeat his projects, and bring his hated name to shame and scorn.”

| briefly recounted to her al. When | had finished, she turned toward the sarcophagus.

“Hearest thou, my father? she sad. “Now gshdl the faithless fox, the poisonous adder, who
crept into thy life, be confounded. Again will | foil him. Again shdl thy dead lips smile”

She turned to me.

“Come hither,” she said. “Stand where you can see your image reflected in the polished stone.
Whatever you may behold, move not, speak not, until the charm be completed.”

With that, she placed me so that, reflected on the polished side of the sarcophagus, | saw my
own stegl-clad figure, illumined by the lamp which hung above.

Maaoul raised her hands above her head, and began to spesk rapidly words that | knew not.
As she spoke, | behedd my image gradudly fading from the mirror. It dimmed before my sght
until it hed totaly vanished. Then she ceased the unknown speech, and said to me—

“Look on your left hand, but speak not yet.”

| looked, and saw mysdf. Every line of my features, every contour of my limbs, every dint on
my amor, every dlittering link of mail, dl were there. It was my very sdf. But the eyes were
lustreless, and no bresth heaved the shirt of mail.

“Stretch out your arm,” she said. And, baring my wrid, she punctured a smdl ven. As the
blood sprang forth, she caught it and sprinkled it upon the form.

“Life, give life” she sad. And light came to the visonless eyes, and the Hill lips parted with
the living breeth.

| ood amazed at what this might portend, but found no words for speech.

Madoul approached me, and put alittle crystd box into my hand.

“Hark to my words,” she said. “Journey to the southern border of the plain. This spectre will
accompany you. Follow the little river that you will find there, for two days, southward. On the
second day you will see, stretched dead beside the water’s brink, a monk. Take off his robe, and
clothe yoursdlf in it. Then let the goectre mount your horse and precede you. Follow and watch.”

“But my father?” | questioned.

“Fear not for any whom Maaoul protects” she answered. “This little box contains a vapor.
Let him but inhde it, and the deadly poison wrought from honey shdl prove as harmless as water
from summer brooks. Life shdl return to your father, though he were three times dead; for this



that | give to you is the spirit of that precious fluid for the possesson of which kings have
offered ther diadems, and sages through long centuries have toiled in darkness and illness in
van.”

| would have thanked the sorceress, but she imposed silence upon me with a gesture of her
hand.

“Thus much do I,” she sad; “and now, in my turn, | lay a charge upon you. The days of
Mazitka are shrunken to a span. He is about to sever the golden cord whereon his life has hung.
Long have | waited, dtting besde my dead. Long have | sudied the star-woven web of fate. |
have questioned the serpent of Vishnu, coiled deep in the fiery waters under the middle earth; |
have asked of the tortoise of Odin, in the ice-ribbed caverns beneath the midnight pole; and the
unwearying eephant of Simathin, beneath his everlaging burden, has ligened to my voice, and
gpoken the words of wisdom to my ear. The time draws near. That love which has protected and
saved him hitherto is dying out. Soon he will sand defencdess. The hour of vengeance
gpproaches, and then be ye not far off. | give to you the life ye ask of me, and ye will repay. Of
days a score and one must pass; then, at the ninth hour, stand at the door of the tower. Open; the
charm will no longer close the porta againg an unfriendly hand. Ascend the darcase. The dave
will give no sgn. Wait and watch. See that your sword be sharp, and that your arm be strong.”

And, as she ceased, she again took her place on the ground beside the stone sarcophagus, and
resumed her watch beside the dead.

Side by sde with the spectre | passed out into the subterranean galery, and the heavy door
closed behind me. | walked on in darkness, but | heard the measured breathing of the spectre and
the sound of his mail-clad footsteps ever by my side.

At the extremity of the passage the stone ill lay upon the ground. Looking up, | saw the
daylight shining like a dar far overhead. | took my stand with the spectre upon the dab; and
immediately it rose, bearing us upward. We reached the level of the mosque. The stone became
moationless beneeth our feet, fixed firmly inits place.

As | looked around, my head swam, and my feet refused to support rue. The sunlight which
dreamed through the peforations of the dome seemed blazing into my brain; the many-hued
arabesques danced before my sight in wavering circles. Then for awhile there was blackness.

When | again unclosed my eyes, they rested on the spectre of mysdf, sanding with its face
turned towards the south, steadily gazing forward. Then al that lay before rushed upon me; and |
aose, and, descending the solitary steps, mounted my horse, and took my way towards the
border of the plain. The spectre waked beside me, its eyes ever fixed upon the south.

Strange though it may appear, this unred companionship had nothing horrible in it. It seemed
my settled purpose, clothed with flesh, and become apparent to my sense. It was my will that
walked beside me over the burning sands, its unswerving look upon the distant south.

At nightfdl we reached the border of the plain, and came upon a little, fast-flowing river. Two
days more we proceeded, and at sunset we found the monk lying under athorn-tree close by the
murmuring waters. His hands, ill warm, were folded on his breadt; the bresth had but recently
left hisframe.

| scooped a grave for him beneath the thorn-tree, and buried him there, after | had drawn from
the shoulders which no longer needed its protection the heavy monastic robe.

| clothed mysdlf with it; and, when | had done so, the spectre mounted my horse, and we again
journeyed on, the spectre preceding me some twenty stones cadt, slent and deadfadt, its face
ever turned towards the south.



On the eighth day we entered a degp and gloomy wood, clothing the sde of a mountain. The
road shrank and became narrow and winding. The sunlight broke but a intervas through the
knotted branches above my head; and, as | glanced into the dim recesses on ether hand, my eye
logt itself in the obscure confusion of black and gray trunks.

| saw by the prints of the horse's hoofs that | was following the spectre of mysdlf; but so dark
and so winding was the path that | soon lost sight of both steed and rider.

After some hours of difficult ascent, | suddenly heard a faint cry, as of some animd in distress.
At firgt | pad no heed, but it continued until, moved by compasson, | turned aside to trace it. |
found, a a little distance, snered among the bushes, a milk-white kid. It was not struggling. It did
not seem frightened, but stood looking about it inquiringly with its large, dark eyes and a
intervas uttering its quavering cry.

| loosed the little creature, which immediady bounded away and vanished amid the woven
wilderness of trees. Then | sought to find again the path, but | searched in vain. | wandered till |
was weary. At last | saw a broader light, and, making my way towards it, found that | had
reached the border of the wood. | ood on a mountain top. Far in the distance lay my nétive city,
besde the slver waters from which it takes its name. | looked eagerly around for the spectre.
“Surdly it must long ere this have emerged from the wood,” | thought.

The road lay level and long before me, descending the mountain side; but no horse or rider was
there. As | stood gazing, | saw three armed men of ill-favored aspect issue from the wood, and
hurry towards the city. | quickened my pace, and approached them so nearly that | @uld catch
their words. My presentiments had not deceived me. Mazitka had warned my stepmother. These
were, in truth, the assassns who had been set to watch for me, to shed my blood dmogt in sght
of my father's house. They were exulting over the rich eward that awaited them, now that ther
misson was fulfilled.

A shuddering compassion crept over me, an unreasoning rage. The faithful companion brought
into being, as | now percelved, to receive the death-sroke amed a my own life, lay foully
murdered within the dark recesses of that treacherous wood, while | stood whole and unharmed,
the living tide rushing quick in my vens, the sun shining bright upon me, the sound of the
summer wind in my ears. | fet as one whose twin-brother has been traitorously done to death. |
clutched the sword that hung beneath the folds of my monkish robe, and was about to rush upon
the three murderers before me, when suddenly the ar a@bout me seemed to become vocd,
repesting my step-mother’ swords—

“On the eighth day, at even-tide.”

| dropped my sword. | had a nearer misson than to avenge my own wrongs. | clasped the little
crystd box, and hurried on amain.

The road turned a the foot of the mountain, and led through verdant meadows and fertile
fidds past gamiling gardens and cool, dill groves. The murderers, more lightly armed, had out-
dripped me. | logt trace of them in the windings of the road; but, as | followed on, a tant of
blood left by their footsteps seemed to poison the flower-scented air, and ever before me | saw a
dill, dead face—the face of the spectre, solemn and Seadfast as in its unred life. My head
seemed turning. The words, “On the eighth day, a evenrtide” went ringing in my ears. | prayed
to the Blessad Virgin, | implored the saints, and ill | hurried on amain.

The sun went down behind the soft, green hills, the heavens flamed in purple and gold, then
faded into the dimness of twilight. The lights of the city glimmered before me like a giant
diadem, sparkling on the ground. | fet neither hunger nor thirs nor weariness, but ill pressed
on amain.



| reached the city gates. | redoubled my speed as | threaded the dtreets, swarming with joyous
crowds, dl swaying in one direction. | heard my father’s name on every sde. | caught that he
feasted that day dl the nobles of the city and five hundred poor, in honor of the birthday of his
second son. The Duchess, they said, and they blessed her,—had but the day before returned from
her pilgrimage to pray for the Duke her husband's hedth. And chattering, laughing, and preting,
the joyous crowd pressed on towards the palace where that daughter of Sin and Death sat throned
besde her trugting lord—the lord againg whose sacred life she was at that ingtant, perchance,
raising her accursed hand.

The crowd gave way before me as | strode on. My religious habit imposed respect; none
hindered me, none sought to say me in my impetuous speed. Panting and breathless, | reached
the open square before the paace. It was one blaze of light, one surging sea of human life. |
forced my way through its compact mass, and ascended the broad steps, on ether sde of which
blazed great torches above the heads of the assembled lackeys of the guests within. 1 sood in the
great entrance-hdl. None knew me in my faher's house. Servants were hurrying to and fro,
bearing sSlver and golden platters, the sound of musc and feasting came from the banqueting-
hal within, and through the open doorway | beheld the galant aray of guests sested around my
father’s board, whilst from the court-yard below arose a clamorous din, the mirth and reoicing
of the poor asthey feasted.

| advanced with rapid strides towards the glittering hal. The senescha held out his wand to bar
my passage.

“The Duke,” | said hoarsdly, and sought to put aside the wand.

“To-morrow, good father,—to-morrow,” replied the seneschd, for he knew me not. “Tonight
the Duke and Duchess feast ther friends. The revel is a the highest. Ye can have no entrance
now.”

The words were ill on his lips when, sudden and snigter, a many-voiced cry broke from
within, and through the blazing porta | beheld the revellers sart to their feet in dismay.

| sprang forward. | saw my faher falen back in his chair of dae, his face ghedlly, his eyes
closed. Over him hung my sep-mother. The guests were crowding towards him. Cries of affright
and lamentation resounded through the hdll.

| burst my way through the confused ranks of the revellers, | stood beside my father, and raised
that dear head upon my breast; then, holding the crystd box before his nodtrils, | crushed it in my
hand.

As it shivered in my grasp, a soft, pde flane mounted upward; a fant, ddicious perfume
goread around; and, blessed be Ombra for ever, the life which had forsaken my faher's frame
returned. He dowly opened his eyes, dghing deeply, and gazed as in astonishment at the disorder
around.

As the glad and wondering exclamations of the guests re-echoed on every sde, | raised mysdf
and stood erect besde my father. | turned my face towards my step-mother, and cast from off my
amor the ghrouding monkish robe. Slence fdl upon al aound. Friends and kindred stood
motionless, expectant, scarcely drawing their breath. All felt that some dark tragedy was to be
unravelled then and there.

As she beheld me, the Duchess stretched out her pams as if to repel a sght too dreadful to be
endured. She dhrank back until she reached the wal, and stood there, her eyes, dilated with
horror unspeskable, fixed upon me, her white face and marble lips showing in srange and fearful
contrast with her flashing jewels and gorgeous robes.



| raised my hand and pointed a her. | knew not my own voice, SO hoarse, so deep had it
become.

“Pasquita, Duchess of Guatamarra, thrice-perjured wife, unnatura step-mother, | denounce you
before God and before the world as murderess and accomplice of Mazitkal”

As | ended, she remained a space motionless in the deeathlike slence around; then, dowly
gnking to her knees, she fdl forward upon her face. No one tirred; no one approached her as
she lay, struck down by the revelaion of her mongdrous guilt. At length, my father, who had so
loved her, ordered her women to be summoned. Shuddering, they raised her, and carried her
avay.

At midnight, cowled forms knocked teavily at the outer gate. It opened. They spoke no word,
but slently ascended the broad staircase, and turned towards the Duchess's apartments. When
they descended, they bore with them a woman. Never from tha time was the name of my
father's wife bresthed within the wadls of the pdace never did she emerge from tha midnight
into the light of day.

Sowly, in the shrouded gloom of the paace, rolled on the hours until the gppointed time of
Mddoul's revenge drew near. Then, craving my father’'s permisson, again | took my way
towards the ruined city, the home of the adtrologer, the dweling-place of tha far vison who
cdled hersdf his child. Eight days | travelled on, ever sraning my ear to cach the remembered
music which had ers cdled me thither; but slence lay over the blue heavens and over the soft,
green earth. No winning murmur rippled past my ear. Ombra s voice was mute.

The time was come. On the ninth hour | stood at the foot of the tower. The moon, red and
lowering, hung in the western sky. It cast an angry and foreboding glare upon the dark summit of
the tower. A something fearful was in the air. It seemed to choke me. | looked upward. All was
dark.

Climbing the broken steps, | reached the heavily clasped portd. It yidded to my touch. A
narrow beam shone from a loop-hole, and struck upon the stone wall of the staircase. | stayed not
to question it, but sorang noisdesdy upward to the circular room. | gently unclosed the door.
Within al was changed. Mazitka no longer sat beside the table, sudying the mystic circles of the
dars. Dugst covered the heavy volumes on which | had seen him so intent. The skeleton, with
pendant arms and bowed head, stood motionless upon its pedesta. The globe of light above had
waned; it shed a faint, uncertain twilight around. The cregping mongters which clung to the wals
had roused from ther torpor; ther flattened and venomous heads were moving restlesdy; a pde
light was flickering from their eyes.

Ombra was seated on a cushion beside the wizard's former place. Her golden hair lay sweeping
the ground; her face rested on her cdagped hands. A fainter glow shimmered from the shifting
hues of her raiment; the light of her eyes was veiled as though by tears.

| looked around in vain, seeking Mazitka The room was empty of his hated presence.
Suddenly | recdled the beam of light below. | retraced my seps, and, gazing through the loop-
hole, unseen, behdd him whom | sought. In a narrow cdll, Mazitka stood bending over a roll of
ancient parchment. All around him were things ghastly and forbidden, such as my flesh crept to
look upon. He had rifled the secret places of the earth; he had disturbed the repose of those great
mongters who died before the Flood; he had sought in the caverns of Deeth for the secret of
degthless life, he had ransacked the treasury of prohibited knowledge for that reveation in the
search of which he was cagting aside his only hold upon existence.

He rose from his stooping posture, and, shaking his head impatiently, turned agan to the
ancient manuscript. He sudied it for a time with a perplexed and frowning brow. Then | saw him



caefully examine the margin of the page. As if struck by a sudden thought, he rose hadtily, and,
seeking a smdl vid, poured a few drops upon the vacant space. By the pde light of the lamp
besde him | saw some hitherto invisble characters gradudly detach themsdves from the ydlow
parchment.

As they formed themsdves into words, the necromancer’s face grew livid. His white har
brisled around his forehead. Then “Ombral” broke like a groan from his convulsed, heaving
chest. With an aorupt motion he hurled the roll from him, sank into his chair, and pressed his
clenched hands before his eyes. Presently he removed them, and sat Saring a the empty ar
before him.

“Avaunt, Death!” he hissed, while he trembled in every limb. “My hour is not yet come” He
paused and cowered away, his eyes gill fixed as if upon some bodiless presence. A hoarse,
rattling sound came from his throat. He shrank as it were into himsdf until his head was sunk
deep between his shoulders. His every feature sharpened as if wrung by some internd spasm.
Then, darting to his feet, he cried in a piercing tone that rose into a shriek, “Nor ever shal
come!”

With quivering hand he took from the table an object a sght of which my blood froze with
horror. It was asacrificid knife of stone.

He cast his eyes gedthily around him. He bent his ear as if to caich any wandering sound.
Then, drawing the folds of his robe closdly about him, the monster crept towards a smal door,
which, opening, revedled a narrow staircase leading upward to the room where Ombra sat.

| bounded up the stone stairway | had descended. | stood again at the door of the circular hall.
The dimness of conscious horror brooded within. A pulsdess slence weighed on dl around. The
dying lamp glimmered faintly.

| looked where | had seen Ombra. A fading, migt-like shadow done met my eye. As | gazed
upon it, a little door stole dowly open, and Mazitka crept brth, the fatd knife of stone uplifted in
his hand.

The link was severed. The mystic bond gave way. And as Mazitka s footstep, bound on its fell
intent, crossed the dark threshold, Ombra, that spirit of light and love, faded before his guilty
sght, was resolved into surrounding pace, and left him to his doom.

| sorang upon the wizard. My sword was sharp, my arm was strong. | plunged the good stedl
deep in his accursed heart.

A vydl, horrid and drear, broke upon the air. The dying lamp went out; the bundations of the
tower heaved and shook benesth me; and from the distance breathed along, faint sgh.

| raised me from where | bent in the darkness above the lifeless mass that had been Mazitka

“Ombral” | caled; but no voice replied.

She had vanished utterly and for ever,—vanished to be beheld no more save in the glory of the
aunlight, the shimmer of the fdling rain, the midnight beauty of the dars there shdl | see her
ever, Ombra, fair shadow of a shade.

| quitted the murky blackness of the tower, and remounted my steed. As | left the plain, |
turned and looked back. The moon had sunk below the horizon; the stars shone peacefully down
over the dillness beow; the summer wind rustled softly amid the foliage that clothed the
mountain Sde the tinkling of a little brook rose from besde my horsg's feet. | gazed
increduloudy around. Had that Slent tower ever known an earthly habitant? Had Mazitka been
but a deluson? Was Ombra but a dream? And | who have told these tales—what am | dso, save
a phantom, unredl, fast flegting, vanishing even as | spesk these words?



