
Spukenswald

A tale from the German of Reinhalt von Schwartzschreiber

by L. A. Wilmer

Count Rogueinvalt resided at a large but antiquated castle about two leagues 
from the town of Fulda, in Germany. He was one of those persons who may travel 
by water without the least dread of any disaster from that element; for, in the words 
of Gonzalo, there "was no drowning mark about him." Many noblemen of his time 
were justly celebrated for rascality, but Count Rogueinvalt was a little in advance of 
them all; or, to use the phrase of a respected contemporary, he was "one of the d---
dest." He had passed through a regular apprenticeship to the devil, and had now 
set up business on his own account, having discovered the incapacity of his master 
to give him any further instructions. His soul had a very suitable residence in a 
body shockingly distorted; he was hump-backed, hip-shotten, wry-necked, bandy-
legged, and, in fact, too ugly even for the acceptance of an old maid of forty-six, 
and that is about as extreme a case of deformity as we can conceive. His features 
were much on a par with this figure. From this it will be seen that Count 
Rogueinvalt had the political virtue, consistency, in a very eminent degree; and he 
had as much reason to be proud of his consistency as politicians commonly have to 
be as proud of theirs.

The castle which Count Rogueinvalt inhabited was on the edge of an extensive 
forest, which literally swarmed with robbers, so that few travelers, who had 
anything to lose, took it into their heads to pass that way. The count was on best 
terms imaginable with the free-booters; indeed he was, to all intents and purposes, 
their captain. His hall was approximated to their carousals, and there they divided 
their booty, and planned their future depredations. His cellars were constantly 
stored with the best wines, which his kind coadjutors had extracted from the vaults 
of the neighboring castles. It may be imagined that the lives of these worthies 
passed away very comfortably; if we supposed conscience and the dread of 
punishment to be left out of the question. One great difficulty which robbers 
generally meet with, in their professional operations, is the disposal of their 
prisoners. Killing them is usually regarded as an approved method of getting them 
out of the way; but then the question arises, "What is to be done with the bodies?" 
The maxim that "dead men tell no tales," is not altogether true; for the very bones of 
the dead men, inhumed for twenty years, have been known to rise up in judgment 
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against a murderer, and blood itself is a most eloquent witness. Now the manner in 
which Count Rogueinvalt and his gang disposed of their prisoners is very ingenious, 
and should be recorded for the benefit of other practitioners, who may be placed in 
similar situations. They killed them first, and then eat them. You may stare, but 'tis 
matter of fact. This custom, adopted at first merely for concealment, became at 
length so agreeable by practice, that they preferred human flesh to all other viands. 
When no stranger was to be had, some fat peasant was frequently kidnapped to 
supply the deficiency. Many country people in the neighborhood disappeared in 
the most mysterious manner, and as they were too poor to tempt the cupidity of the 
outlaws, their relatives were entirely unsuspicious of their fate. Alas! They little 
thought that their beloved fathers, brothers, or sons were then seething in the 
cauldrons at Spukenswald Castle, or smoking on the board of their flint-hearted 
landlord! When there was more than enough to supply their own wants, 
Rogueinvalt caused his servants to make up the residue into sausages, which were 
disposed of in the markets of Fulda and Cassell.

The Countess of Rogueinvalt was scarcely behind her husband in the cruelty 
of her heart. She assisted in the slaughter of the prisoners, and sat with the robbers 
at their unnatural banquets. They had three children; the oldest was a daughter 
called Wilhelmine, a very beautiful girl of eighteen, but, as might be expected, 
rather unamiable in her disposition. The other two children were boys, whose 
respective ages were nine and twelve years.

One day as Wilhelmine was walking on the road, at some distance from the 
castle, she discovered a gentleman advancing on horseback, and immediately 
congratulated herself on the prospect of making a captive. When he drew near, she 
perceived, with little emotion, that he was young and very handsome, but what 
chiefly interested her was that he was tolerably fat.

The gentleman seemed struck with her appearance, and (probably for the sake 
of entering into conversation) made some inquiries about the road to Koblenz. 
When she had answered his demands, she courteously invited him to repose 
awhile at Spukenswald Castle, seconding the invitation with a languishing glance, 
which convinced him that he had made an impression on her heart. As he was 
already half in love, he instantly resolved to accompany her, and dismounted from 
his horse, that he might walk by her side and converse more conveniently. The 
apparent modesty and amiability of the designing girl soon completed her 
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conquest, and ere they had reached the castle, he had made her an offer of his 
hand. He informed her that he was the eldest son of Prince Puckenick, going with 
dispatches to the Emperor.

By this time they had entered the castle, and young Puckenick, at a signal 
from Wilhelmine, was seized by four ferocious men, who hurried him to the 
apartment they had fitted up as a slaughterhouse. This was a place underground, 
about fifteen feet square, lighted only by an aperture in the top. The pavement was 
of brick, in the form of an inverted pyramid, intended to carry off the blood through 
a sink in the earth. The unhappy young man could not imagine why he had been 
dragged hither, and begged his treacherous mistress, who had followed them, to 
explain.

"You will know it all soon enough," said one of the ruffians, as he fastened a 
rope around the prince's legs; another of the villains then pulled up the rope, which 
passed through a block near the ceiling, and the ill-fated youth was suspended with 
his head downwards, and his back against the wall. A third ruffian then began to 
sharpen a long butcher's knife on a grindstone, which was turned by the fourth. 
While this was going on, the Prince sorrowfully entreated Wilhelmine, who stood 
observing the process, to tell him why he was treated in this matter. A smile of 
contempt was all the answer she vouchsafed to his queries. At this moment, 
Wilhelmine's two little brothers, Tommy and James, came in to see the fun; for boys 
always like to be where there is any mischief going on. Tommy urged the fellow 
who was grinding the knife to make haste, and Jemmy was so impatient that he 
seized the cleaver, and was about to perform the operation himself, when his sister 
called on him to forbear, lest he should spoil the meat with his clumsy hacking.

At length, the knife being deemed sharp enough, the wretch who held it, 
coolly whistling some horrible Dutch waltz, approached the Prince, and was about 
to draw the edge of the instrument across his throat.

"Hold, one moment!" cried Prince Puckenick, in a tone of the deepest horror. 
"Oh," he piteously exclaimed to Wilhelmine, "will you not save me? – can you see 
me butchered in this most cruel and causeless manner?"

"Why," said Wilhelmine, with a sneering laugh, "I merely wish to eat a piece of 
your heart; and as you just now told me that it was all my own, you surely cannot 
blame me for using it according to my fancy."
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A few faint struggles marked the last moments of the unhappy prince, and in 
less than two hours the robbers were feasting on his remains!

On account of the dangerous condition of the forests through which the young 
prince had designed to pass, he had commenced his journey under the protection 
of a large troop of horse; but, being naturally of an adventurous temper, he had that 
day spurred up his quadruped, and ridden some leagues in advance of his guard. 
The latter, however, had reached the spot where the prince had met with 
Wilhelmine, just about the time when the body of the prince, disjointed and 
reeking from the cauldron, was placed upon the tables in the great hall of the 
castle. Thirty robbers sat down to the repast; many were the songs and the jests 
which resounded through the apartment, as the diabolical company prolonged 
their merriment. The Count, the Countess, and their daughter joined heartily in the 
mirth, which was shortly to meet with a fearful interruption.

The prince's guard soon discovered by the tracks what route their young 
master had taken, and, unsuspicious of any foul play, the whole troop, consisting of 
fifty armed men, arrived at the castle while the outlaws were in the zenith of their 
hilarity. The latter were taken completely by surprise, when the guard entered the 
room, and inquired for Prince Puckenick. They were informed that the Prince had 
proceeded on his journey about half an hour before their arrival.

"We have come in good time," said the captain of the guard, to Count 
Rogueinvalt; "in good time to claim your hospitality; but the number of your guests 
is already so large, that we fear we shall tax your kindness by availing ourselves of 
your entertainment."

So saying, the captain and his troop, without waiting for an invitation, seated 
themselves on the forms or benches which the robbers had just relinquished. The 
Countess affected great affability to her unexpected guests. While the feast was in 
progress, Rogueinvalt ordered in a large demijohn of wine, which was impregnated 
with a deadly poison. This was distributed freely among the soldiers, so that each 
soon drank a sufficient quantity to make his death inevitable.

"This is excellent veal," said the captain of the guard, as he greedily swallowed 
slice after slice of the prince's body.

"No wonder at that," answered Count Rogueinvalt, with a demoniac leer, 
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"doubtless the calf was well pastured."

"Gracious mercy!" exclaimed one of the guard, as he put his fork into the dish 
and drew forth a human hand. At this exclamation, all eyes were turned on the 
person who made it, and the latter held the hand up on his fork, in full view of the 
company.

"What is the meaning of this?" said the captain of the guard, in a faltering 
voice, "have we got among anthropophagi?"  Then, as if stung by a sudden 
suspicion, he turned to the Count, and said severely, "Whose hand is this?"

The Count made no reply. Rising from his seat, the captain ordered the castle 
to be searched. In a short time, the clothes of the murdered prince were found, 
dabbled in blood and stripped of all their valuable ornaments. A servant of the 
Count was seized and ordered to confess all that he knew relative to the murder, 
which was now reasonably suspected. At first the man refused to make any 
acknowledgment, and the captain of the guard ordered him to the courtyard, to be 
put to the rack. When his fingers and toenails had been torn off with pinchers, and 
the soldiers were proceeding to apply thumb-screws, the wretch requested them to 
forbear; and he then made a full confession of his own and his master's guilt.

In the meanwhile, the robbers and the remaining servants had fortified 
themselves in the hall, and it was some hours before the guard could succeed in 
dislodging them. At length however, they were routed, and the whole of them put 
to death. But no sooner was this punishment inflicted than the avengers themselves 
began to feel the effects of the poison they had taken, and the whole troop dropped 
dead almost simultaneously.

The Count, his wife and children, had hid themselves in some back building, 
and so escaped. The nerves of the Countess, however were so much shocked by the 
fright she had received, that she died that night in a fit of hysterics. The two boys 
entered the banquet room the next morning, and stealthily drank some wine which 
have been left, not knowing that it contained poison; so they died also, and now 
the Count and Wilhelmine were all that were left alive in the castle.

Rogueinvalt, in the course of his nefarious practices, had amassed immense 
sums of money, and he now resolved to remove, with his daughter, to a distant part 
of Germany. From this time, the castle of Spukenswald was uninhabitable. Never 
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was any place so terribly haunted before; though all the old-fashioned castles in 
Germany had the name of being haunted, more or less. Here it may be remarked 
that all antiquated things are especially liable to be infested with rats, cockroaches, 
ghosts, and other similar vermin.

Well, we will leave the ghosts, rats, etc., in undisputed possession of this 
castle, and all the appurtenances thereof, for the space of about five years, while 
we conduct the reader to the town of Freyburg, and introduce him to a young 
gentleman of good family, called Herman von Bogel. Christopher von Bogel, the 
father of this young gentleman, was in reduced circumstances at the time of his 
death, as he was a younger son, but his elder brother, Baron Wiggensberg, inherited 
a large fortune; and as he was childless, it was generally thought that Herman 
would be his heir. But the Baron had disappeared in an unaccountable matter, and 
had not been heard of for several years; so that it was unknown whether he was 
living or dead. Herman, whose hope of future subsistence were centred in his 
uncle, had now but a frail dependence, as the Baron had most probably died 
intestate.

Herman had become enamored of a charming young lady, Margaret 
Schemmerhorn, and he had the pleasure to find that his attachment was 
reciprocated. But a short time before their union was to have been consummated, 
Herman's affections were strangely alienated, and fastened on another object. This 
object was on Miss Dorothea Zieglendorffer, the daughter of a very wealthy 
gentleman, who had lately become a resident in that neighborhood. Mr. 
Zieglendorffer lived in the greatest splendor; nothing could exceed the 
magnificence of his entertainments, and an air of unbounded opulence pervaded 
every part of his establishment. His daughter was superlatively handsome, and the 
effect of her charms was heightened by the richness of her dress, for her person was 
literally covered with jewels. Of course, she was very well-qualified to strike the 
imagination of a young man in straitened pecuniary circumstances. But Herman 
was sagacious enough to discover that his own equipments were not so likely to 
strike the imagination of Miss Zieglendorffer. However, there are few young men 
who do not see in themselves something likely to attract the favorable regard of 
young ladies, and indeed we must say, young ladies are seldom very fastidious. So 
Herman indulged many delicious hopes that his person and talents would make 
him acceptable in the eyes of Miss Zieglendorffer.
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He succeeded in becoming acquainted with the lady, for her father kept an 
open house, as he seemed ambitious of making a display of his wealth. Herman 
selected a moment which he deemed most propitious, and made an avowal of his 
passion; but she coolly replied that she "had no intention whatever of getting 
married." It was now the mere cast of a copper with Herman whether he should 
hang himself or persevere in his suit. The latter course seemed to be hopeless, and 
the former offered no very inviting prospect. Thus situated, he thought it advisable 
to counsel an old astrologer who lived in a cave, about two leagues from Freyburg. 
To this course he was chiefly impelled by an admonition formerly given him by his 
father, concerning which more will be said hereafter.

It was late in the evening when Herman arrived at the door of the astrologer's 
cell. This cell had been delved from the rock, as it was said, by demons, 
constrained to play the part of stone-cutters by powerful incantations. These 
supernatural artisans had evidently performed their work in a workman-like 
manner, for the interior of the cave was spacious and commodious. The walls were 
cleverly decorated with architectural ornaments. The astrologer sat on an iron chair: 
before him was a table of the same durable material, covered with parchments, full 
of strange figures and flourishes. He raised his head, as Herman entered, and 
regarded the youth with a stern and inquiring aspect.

"Sir," said Herman Van Bogel to the ancient wizard, "these were the last words 
of my dying father: 'When thou findest thyself, my son, in circumstances of the 
greatest peril and distress, go to the great master of cabalistic art, mine ever dear 
friend Shafner; ask his advice, for he can assist thee when all human aid besides is 
powerless to render thee service. But beware, my son; trouble not the man of art on 
any slight and trivial occasion.'"

"And how dost thou heed thy father's advice?" demanded the wizard, with a 
stern voice and angry countenance. "A childish affair of love brings thee to interrupt 
my studies, and squander that time, every moment of which is more valuable than 
the Emperor's treasury."

"Pardon me," responded the youth; "once in my life had I resolved to require 
thy counsel. Once only shall Herman Van Bogel intrude on thy kindness. The time 
has come. Let me have the benefit of thy instructions now, or tomorrow I will not 
be living to renew the request."
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"Thou hintest at self-destruction," said Shafner. "Thou wouldest have the 
madness, the impiety, the silly temerity, to commit suicide; and yet thou hast not 
the courage to win thy mistress, when nothing but courage is wanted for the 
attainment of that object."

"Reverend sage," returned Herman, his cheek glowing and his eyes flashing 
with indignation, "do thou name any means by which Dorothea Zieglendorffer may 
be won; and though exposed to all the powers of earth and hell, thou shalt see that 
I have courage to engage in the task."

"Listen, then, to this prophecy," said Shafner, taking from a shelf a large 
volume, bound in black leather, which he opened and read as follows:

"Who enters, at midnight, dread Spukenswald's hall,
And the talisman ring away shall bear,

Though the sweetness of love may be chang'd into gall,
Fulfill'd are his wishes, whatever they are."

"About sixty leagues hence, on the road to Fulda, you will find the castle 
spoken of in these verses. Any of the peasants in the vicinity can direct you to the 
spot. Your success depends entirely on your presence of mind and unbending 
courage. The least alarm, or even horror, at aught you behold may not only frustrate 
your wishes, but will place your life in imminent jeopardy. I must tell you no more 
now; if you obtain the ring, bring it to me, and I will give you further instructions. If 
you fail, your immediate destruction is unavoidable." 

Invigorated by hope, and burning with impatience, Herman took leave of the 
astrologer. The next morning, by break of day, he mounted his horse and proceeded 
on the route which Shafner had indicated. On the evening of the fourth day he 
arrived at the neighborhood to which he had been directed. A light gleamed from 
the window of a small hovel. He was exhausted and fatigued, and resolved to 
obtain some refreshment, if possible, before he entered the dirty grounds which 
surrounded the castle of Spukenswald.

He alighted, rapped gently at the door of the wretched dwelling; a voice 
within invited him to enter. On opening the door, he perceived an aged woman 
seated on a shattered chair, and reading by the light of a fir torch, placed in an iron 
candlestick by her side.

"Mother," said Herman, "I am benighted, wearied, bewildered. Can you afford 
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me a morsel of food, permit me to rest myself for an hour, and direct me to the 
castle of Spukenswald?"

The woman closed her book, and fixing her eyes on Herman, with an air of 
astonishment, repeated, "The castle of Spukenswald!"

"Ay, my good mother, that is my destination," answered Herman.

"The castle of Spukenswald lies northward, at the distance of two leagues," 
said the old woman, "and surely, young man, thou art as ignorant of its character as 
of its location; for, to my knowledge, human footsteps have not crossed the 
drawbridge of that castle for the last five years."

"Is it uninhabited, then?" asked Herman.

"Uninhabited! no," replied the old woman; "it is inhabited, but not by beings 
of this earth. But ere I relate the history of Spukenswald, refresh thyself with such 
provision as I can offer thee; and surely after thou hast heard what I have to 
disclose, thou wilt abandon the design of entering or even approaching the castle."

"Whatever may be the consequences," said Herman, "I must go thither 
tonight."

"I cannot think thou wilt be mad enough to do so," said the old woman, as she 
placed some milk and brown bread on the board which served for a table, "or be 
assured," she continued, "thou wilt never return alive to speak of what thou hast 
seen."

"Come, then," said Herman, as he began to partake heartily of the homely fair, 
"come give us the history; and see if thou canst make it sufficiently horrible to deter 
me from my purpose."

In compliance with this request, the old woman resumed her seat, and 
repeated to Herman the substance of what has already been related by us 
concerning Spukenswald Castle. She concluded her narrative with some appalling 
accounts of the present state of the old fabric – having derived her information from 
certain peasants who had ventured near the castle, in pursuit of strayed cattle, or for 
other urgent purposes. Herman laughed heartily at these tales, which he supposed 
to be mere fictions, and having rewarding the old woman liberally for her 
entertainment, he resumed his journey.
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As soon as he struck into the by-road which led to Spukenswald, he was 
impressed with the fact that few travelers had preceded him on that route for some 
years past. The bushes and weeds had grown up luxuriantly in the very center of 
the way, and in fact, it was only by the separation of the trees that the road could be 
distinguished. There was a faint moonlight, which on such an occasion, is scarcely 
to be preferred to total darkness; for, when objects are dimly perceived, imagination 
is apt enough to clothe them with something of the terrific. When Herman had 
approached, as he supposed, within a mile of the castle, he found himself on the 
edge of a piece of water, through which his road evidently passed. The stream was 
but three or four feet in its greatest depth, but there was something in the 
surrounding scenery which was more than gloomy and desolate. The shadows of 
the forest gave to the waters an appearance of Stygian blackness. The opposite bank 
of the rivulet presented no indication of a road, but the branches of the trees seem 
to be thickly interwoven and almost impenetrable. Everything now betokened the 
hideous loneliness of the spot, and Herman felt, with what emotions we cannot say, 
that he was alone in a place where no mortal but himself dared to tread.

When he had crossed the stream, he found it impossible to proceed any 
farther on horseback, and he was under the necessity of fastening his beast in the 
wood, and following the scarcely perceptible path on foot. After toiling for half an 
hour through briars and bushes, he found himself at the drawbridge, and perceived, 
through the gateway, the gloomy and forbidding aspect of the ancient fortress. As 
soon as he entered the courtyard, a number of white objects, scattered over the 
ground, first attracted his attention. On examination, these proved to be human 
skeletons. A slight and momentary shudder was the result of this discovery, but 
Herman, remembering what was at stake, repressed every feeling of dread, and 
walked boldly into the hall, the doors being all open. Seating himself on a broken 
bench, he began to deliberate on the next step which was proper to be taken. The 
moon had, by this time, thrown aside the cloudy veil she had worn in the early part 
of the night, and shone forth with undiminished lustre. As the beams came through 
the large windows of the hall, Herman perceived that the floor was strewn with 
skeletons, in the same manner as the courtyard.

While he was meditating on this strange state of affairs, he was astounded by 
hearing a loud clear voice, which seemed to come from the battlements above, 
utter the words, "Past twelve o'clock, and all's well." At this signal, the whole posse 
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of skeletons suddenly started from their recumbent postures, and began to 
perambulate the hall with as much apparent indifference as visitors promenade at 
the hotel of the fashionable watering-place. Herman sat in a recess of the 
apartment, and seemed to escape the observation of the spectral company. Bows 
and other gestures of salutation were frequently exchanged by the skeletons, as 
they walked through the room, but not a sound was heard, except the rattling of 
their bony feet on the stone pavement. After the lapse of a few minutes, a large 
black box, fixed on truck wheels, moved spontaneously into the hall. Herman was 
puzzled to conceive what might be the use of this locomotive engine; but while he 
gazed intently upon it two skeletons advanced and removed the pall with which it 
was covered. It was full of disjointed bones, skulls, ribs, vertebrae, etc., etc.; the 
very bones doubtless, from which Rogueinvalt and his associates had formerly such 
delicate pickings.

One of the moving anatomies then took a skull from the box and laid it on the 
floor, face upwards. Then he took the spinal and cervical bones, and laid them so 
as to join the skull in a proper position – then came the ribs, the bones of the legs 
and feet, and so on, until the whole frame was completed. As soon as the skeleton 
on the floor became entire, up it jumped, cut a caper, and joined the others who 
were walking the hall. This process was repeated, until the bones of twenty or thirty 
defunct individuals were fitted together as cleverly as an expert cabinet-maker 
could set up a bed-stead.

By the time this business was accomplished, the terrific voice from the 
battlements was again heard – "Past one o'clock, and all's well," it said, though 
Herman began to think otherwise. At the sound, it was exeunt omnes with the 
spectres, who retired in Indian file through a door which opened into another 
chamber of the castle. But it soon became evident that they retired merely to 
reenter in a new dress, for Herman had barely time to rub his eyes before he 
observed a figure advancing with a slow and measured pace. As it drew nearer he 
perceived that it was clothed in the usual costume of that period, but the face was 
deathly pale. It made a half-circuit around the hall, and paused within a yard of the 
bench on which Herman sat; it then turned slowly so as to face the young man, and 
as it threw back its head, the astonished beholder saw that the throat was cut from 
ear to ear. The apparition then continued its walks around the room, and 
disappeared. No sooner had this figure vanished, that another entered, went 
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through the same ceremonies, and disappeared in the same manner. Then came 
another, and another, and yet another; and, in fact, they continued to come, until 
Herman had numbered six corpse-like figures, all with their throats cut in the most 
horrible fashion.

The seventh now made his appearance; as soon as Herman threw his eyes on 
the ghastly countenance, he recognized the features of his uncle, Baron 
Wigginsberg. The phantom came nearer; every feature was distorted, as if by an 
agonizing death; the eyes protruded, the lips were drawn apart, so as to discover 
the long yellow teeth; the hair and beard were seemingly clotted with blood, in 
short, the whole appearance was revolting in the extreme. The spectre had now 
arrived within a few feet of Herman's bench, when the head was thrown backward, 
and the neck appeared to be almost severed. The shriveled skin shrunk from the 
terrible gash, and even by the light of the moon, the separated windpipe was 
discernible. The apparition raised its hand, as if to point at the wound, and Herman 
discovered a glittering ring on the attenuated finger. In the first moments of 
amazement at beholding this monumental similitude of his uncle, Van Bogel's 
powers of reflection were somewhat at fault; but when the figure began to move 
off, the necessity of obtaining the ring he had just beheld, and which he supposed 
to be the talisman, urged him to follow the spectre. When the latter came to the 
opposite side of the hall, it passed through a door, and proceeded along an 
extended passage, Herman still following. At the end of the passage was a large 
window, through which the rays of moonlight entering were now intercepted in 
part by the retreating figure of the apparition, on which Herman kept his eyes 
fastened, until it seemed to sink through the floor. Herman followed hastily, and 
beheld in the pavement a deep chasm resembling a trapdoor. To this chasm he 
could discover no bottom, and no steps to enable him to descend. One moment he 
gave to reflection, and believing the place could not be very deep, he leapt down 
and was precipitated into a miry dungeon, totally dark, and filled with the stench of 
putrid animal matter.

On recovering from the shock of his fall, he endeavored to catch a glimpse of 
the object which had led him to this subterraneous den; but the gloom of Erebus 
surrounded him, and nothing was visible except the darkness. The hissings of 
serpents now assailed his ears, and he began to muse on the probability of being 
obliged to pass the remainder of his short life in these dreary vaults, when he felt 
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something coil itself around his legs. He soon found himself in the grasp of a 
serpent of prodigious size, the compression of whose folds became tighter and 
tighter, until the bones of his legs actually cracked by the severity of the 
constriction. One moment more and he would have been rendered helpless in the 
embrace of his enemy, but Herman, with great presence of mind, drew his knife 
and lacerated the reptile so vigorously that its coils were relaxed, and the youth 
extricated himself without having received any serious injury. He now observed a 
dim phosphorescent light at some distance, and endeavored to walk towards it, but 
at almost every step he felt a reptile writhing beneath. Probably his long heavy 
Dutch boots were all that preserved his life. The pale bluish flickering gleam which 
directed him seemed to evade his pursuit, and he began to be more and more 
surprised at the extent of the dungeon. At length he reached a flight of steps, and 
ascending to the top, he with great difficulty forced up a heavy trapdoor, and 
emerging from the darkness, found himself in a square room, feebly lighted in a 
most extraordinary matter. Balls of sulfurous fire were rolling and crackling over the 
pavements, and he presently ascertained that about half a dozen skeletons were 
amusing themselves with a game of football. Herman crept up softly into the room, 
while the unearthly players kept the fiery balls moving with astonishing velocity. It 
may be believed that Van Bogel's stay in this apartment was very short; he threaded 
his way among the eager sportsmen, (if we may so call them) found the door, took 
French leave, and parted. He was again in the long passage formerly mentioned, 
and from thence he reached the hall with little difficulty.

A skeleton band was again parading the hall of the castle as Herman entered; 
but he had now become pretty well accustomed to these gentry, and was so little 
embarrassed by their presence, that he walked through the various groups to his 
former seat with perfect unconcern. As soon as he was seated, one of the phantoms 
approached, and holding up his hand with a gesture of menace or reproof, Herman 
again beheld the ring which had caused him so much trouble. It seemed that the 
ghost of Baron Wiggensberg had laid aside the dress it had lately worn, and now 
appeared in the naked majesty of bones, for Herman could not doubt that this was 
the skeleton of his uncle.

From that moment Herman's eyes were fastened on the skeleton, until the 
voice of the ghostly sentinel on the battlements announced that it was "past three 
o'clock." At that sound, every spectre glided to the spot it had formerly occupied on 
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the floor of the hall, or in the courtyard, dropped to the earth, and lay as motionless 
as when Herman first beheld them on his entrance. They who had occupied the 
box leapt into it, one by one, and fell disjointed as before. Among the latter Van 
Bogel descried the spectre of the ring, and nerving himself for a desperate purpose, 
he advanced to the box, just as it began to recede. In another instant he had seized 
the moving sepulchre, and was dragged violently for some distance, when, losing 
his presence of mind, he relinquished his grasp and fell senseless on the pavement.

When Herman returned to consciousness, he found himself in a narrow and 
damp apartment, into which a feeble glimmer of moonlight was admitted from the 
top. Having now lost all traces of the ring, he supposed his design to be frustrated, 
and prepared, with a heavy heart, to leave the place. But on examination, he found 
that the iron door through which he had probably entered was closed and fastened, 
and he soon despaired of making egress in that way. While groping about the walls, 
he discovered an archway, four feet and a half high, which mere necessity induced 
him to explore. The bottom of this passage was of soft clay, which made his 
progress very toilsome, and as the place was totally dark, he was obliged to be 
guided by the sense of feeling only. After plotting onwards, as he supposed, for 
about a hundred yards, he reached another apartment, to which no light could find 
entrance, and the confined air or vapor of the dungeon made respiration almost 
impossible.

While he stood in doubt what course to pursue, he felt the fleshless hand of a 
skeleton touch his face. Thinking this might be the hand with the ring, he catched at 
it hastily, but, to his great disappointment, he found it was only the bones of a hand 
and arm, which had, for some purpose or other, been suspended from the ceiling 
by a string. Proceeding a little farther, he stumbled over something which he at first 
took to be a pile of oyster shells, but he soon ascertained that they also were 
human bones. A few steps more brought him within reach of something which he 
rapturously discovered to be the very box which had lately eluded his grasp. 
Greatly encouraged at this, he began to take out the bones, one by one, carefully 
feeling every hand, until he found the one which held the invaluable ring. With 
emotions not to be conceived, he placed this jewel on his finger, and again 
attempted to find a way out from the dungeon. An hour passed away ere he had 
found a low tunnel in one of the walls, through which he could scarcely creep on 
his hands and knees. For fully fifteen minutes he struggled along in this manner, the 
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top of the low passage rubbing the skin from his back at every pace, and soon he 
encountered a stench of the most horrible nature. However, love and hope urged 
him forward, and in a few minutes more, he plunged into a depository of filth, near 
the outer wall of the castle. It was another quarter of an hour before he could 
extricate himself, and recover his breath; and he afterward said that this was the 
most terrible part of the whole adventure. Still he hailed it as an omen of future 
good fortune, and soon scaled the wall with a heart full of joyful anticipations.

Well, the ring was gained, and four days after Herman again stood in the 
presence of the astrologer.

"My son," said Shafner, examining the ring, "thou hast done well; even better, 
perhaps, then thou thinkest. Now then for thy reward. Take this ring, show it to thy 
mistress and her father, and boldly demand her hand in marriage. Both will 
immediately consent; but before the nuptials are consummated, be sure that thou 
returnest to me, and then the meaning of the prophecy shall be fully explained."

In accordance with these directions, Herman flew to the residence of 
Zieglendorffer. He found Dorothea and her father both in the drawing-room.

"I have a remarkable ring here," said Herman, as he displayed it to the view of 
father and daughter. Dorothea turned very pale at the sight, and Mr. Zieglendorffer 
was unaccountably agitated. After some minutes of silence, Herman made known 
his desire to espouse Dorothea.

"First tell me," said Zieglendorffer, in an unsteady voice, "do you know the 
history of this ring?"

"I do," said Herman, "I myself took it from the castle of Spukenswald. But 
enough of that for the present. Do you agree that I shall marry your daughter?"

"I do," said Zieglendorffer.

"And will the lady herself make no objections?" added Herman.

"None," answered Dorothea.

"Then I am blessed beyond the lot of man," cried Herman; "and now tell me, 
when shall the marriage ceremony be performed?"

"When you think proper; today – now, if you please," answered Zieglendorffer.
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"Now let it be," replied Herman; "let the village chaplain be sent for, and the 
indissoluble knot at once be tied."

This request was complied with. Herman and Dorothea were united, and it 
was too late for repentance when Herman remembered his promise to Shafner to 
visit him again before the nuptials were consummated. To his great grief and 
amazement, he observed that the conduct of his bride indicated nothing but 
indifference, contempt, and even aversion, and her father scowled on him with the 
aspect of a demon. Such was his uneasiness of mind, that he resolved to proceed 
immediately to the cave of the astrologer, make a confession of his faults, and beg 
forgiveness. The confession was unnecessary.

"Thoughtless young man," said Shafner as soon as Herman entered the cell, 
"what hast thou done? Think thyself happy if a severe punishment be not the 
consequence of thy rashness. Know now that this ring was the property of thy 
uncle, Baron Wiggensberg, who was murdered and his flesh devoured in the castle 
of Spukenswald. It is thy duty, first of all things, to discover the murderers; and be 
assured, that until that be done, no domestic felicity shalt thou enjoy."

"But how may the murderers be discovered?" said Herman, sadly.

"By means of this ring," answered Shafner; "and know that those murderers 
now reside in Freyburg . Go immediately to the magistrates, and convey to them 
my request that all the inhabitants of the town may be summoned to the great 
council chamber without delay."

Herman obeyed, and such was the astrologer's reputation that the magistrates 
readily complied with his request, however strange it might appear.

The magistrates of the town were seated on an elevated bench, and the people 
were all convened in their presence, when Shafner, the astrologer, entered.

"I have come," said he, "to accuse two persons of murder before this tribunal. 
But first let me relate a tale of horrors which these murderers fondly hoped was 
sealed from all mankind."

The astrologer then recounted the atrocities which had been committed at the 
castle of Spukenswald; and among other things stated that Baron Wiggensberg, 
having had occasion to travel, had called on him, and deposited his will, which he 
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requested might be produced in case of his (the Baron's) death. Sometime after, 
Shafner, by his art, ascertained that the Baron had been murdered. The astrologer 
further said that he was now enabled to produce a talismanic ring, which had been 
the property of Wiggensberg, and which possessed the remarkable faculty of 
making known the persons by whom the Baron had been murdered.

"This," he continued, pointing at the ring on Herman's finger, "this is the 
talisman. When it is touched by the Baron's murderers, the white stone surrounded 
by diamonds will suddenly change to a blood-red color. Let each person present 
now touch the ring and observe the result."

Many were the persons who singly advanced and touched the ring, and no 
change was observed. At length it was announced that all had submitted to the 
singular trial.

"All!" repeated Shafner, "that is by no means the truth. I have not touched it; 
the magistrates have not touched it, nor have Mr. Zieglendorffer and that young 
lady touched it." As Shafner said this, he brought his own finger in contact with the 
ring, and the magistrates followed his example.

"Now," said Herman, with a smile, as he presented the ring to his new father-
in-law, "it is your turn to try this curious experiment."

The moment Zieglendorffer's finger rested on the talisman, an exclamation of 
surprise burst from every beholder; the white stone immediately changed to a deep 
red, and continuing thus for a minute, resumed its former appearance. Then 
Dorothea, by order of the magistrates, touched the ring, and the same results were 
observed.

"For your farther satisfaction," said Shafner to the magistrates, "I can bring the 
most indisputable evidence to prove that these persons are Count Rogueinvalt and 
his daughter, Wilhelmine, who have sojourned among us under the assumed name 
of Zieglendorffer."

Rogueinvalt, alias Zieglendorffer, now began to laugh in a most discordant 
manner.

"You may save yourself the trouble of bringing evidence, Mr. Wizard," said he, 
"for to tell you the truth, I am tired of such a life as I have lately led; without a 
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morsel of man's flesh for five years. I have never enjoyed a meal since I left 
Spukenswald. And let me tell you, good inhabitants of Freyburg, that your fellow 
citizen, Baron Wiggensberg, made some rare messes for me and my jolly 
companions. The steaks were exquisite, the sirloin admirable! I'd be hung 
tomorrow, for the satisfaction of making one or two more such dinners."

"His heart was spongy," said Wilhelmine, "and not so good as that of Prince 
Puckenick."

"Puh! You are a dainty fool," answered her father; "Prince Puckenick was a 
mere kickshaw. But a piece of a good solid old German Baron is the meat for my 
money."

Herman's love for Dorothea or Wilhelmine was now converted into 
detestation, and he saw her and her wicked father led to execution without a sigh 
of regret. A priest attended on the culprits, but they could not be persuaded to 
repent of eating human flesh, for they declared that this was the only real pleasure 
they had ever enjoyed.

"But, though I cannot repent," said Rogueinvalt, "I can make the church a 
present of forty thousand rix–dollars; which, I suppose, will answer the same 
purpose."

The ecclesiastic scarcely knew what answer to make; he could not declare 
repentance to be unnecessary, and he hated to refuse forty thousand rix dollars. So 
he took a middle course, and promised Rogueinvalt that the church's gratitude and 
prayers would certainly be due for such a liberal donation.

The prisoners were brought into the public square, and as their guilt was 
evident, their execution was ordered to be immediate. Ropes were fastened around 
their feet, and they were hung up in the way they had often suspended others; and 
their throats were cut before the whole population, which was highly amused and 
edified by the spectacle.

On inspecting Baron Wigginsberg's will, which had been left with Shafner, 
Herman was found to be the inheritor of both title and estate; and he was likewise 
adjudged to be entitled to all the treasures left by Count Rogueinvalt. Having so 
expeditiously become a widower, he renewed his addresses to Miss Margaret 
Schemmerhorn; she forgave his little freak of inconstancy, and they were married. 
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After which event, we do not find either of them mentioned in any authentic 
history.


