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The SpecTre Bridegroom
(A  T r a v e l l e r ’ s  Ta l e)

By Washington Irving

he that supper for is dight, 
he lyes full cold, i trow, this night! 
Yestreen to chamber i him led, 
This night gray-Steel has made his bed!

Sir Eger, Sir Grahame,  
and Sir Gray-Steel.on the summit of one of the heights of the odenwald, 

a wild and romantic tract of Upper germany that lies not 
far from the confluence of the main and the rhine, there 
stood many, many years since the castle of the Baron Von 
Landshort. it is now quite fallen to decay, and almost buried 
among beech trees and dark firs; above which, however, its 
old watchtower may still be seen struggling, like the former 
possessor i have mentioned, to carry a high head and look 
down upon the neighboring country1.

The baron was a dry branch of the great family of 
Katzenellenbogen2, and inherited the relics of the property 

1 The erudite reader, well versed in good-for-nothing lore, will 
perceive that the above Tale must have been suggested to the old Swiss 
by a little French anecdote, a circumstance said to have taken place in 
paris.

2 Katzenellenbogen i.e., CAT’S ELBOW—the name of a family of 
those parts, and very powerful in former times. The appellation, we are 
told, was given in compliment to a peerless dame of the family, celebrated 
for a fine arm.
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and all the pride, of his ancestors. Though the warlike 
disposition of his predecessors had much impaired the 
family possessions, yet the baron still endeavored to keep 
up some show of former state. The times were peaceable, 
and the german nobles in general had abandoned their 
inconvenient old castles, perched like eagles’ nests among 
the mountains, and had built more convenient residences 
in the valleys; still, the baron remained proudly drawn up 
in his little fortress, cherishing with hereditary inveteracy 
all the old family feuds, so that he was on ill terms with 
some of his nearest neighbors, on account of disputes that 
had happened between their great-great-grandfathers.

The baron had but one child, a daughter, but Nature, 
when she grants but one child, always compensates by 
making it a prodigy; and so it was with the daughter of the 
baron. All the nurses, gossips, and country cousins assured 
her father that she had not her equal for beauty in all 
germany; and who should know better than they? She had, 
moreover, been brought up with great care under the 
superintendence of two maiden aunts, who had spent some 
years of their early life at one of the little german courts, 
and were skilled in all branches of knowledge necessary to 
the education of a fine lady. Under their instructions she 
became a miracle of accomplishments. By the time she was 
eighteen she could embroider to admiration, and had worked 
whole histories of the saints in tapestry with such strength 
of expression in their countenances that they looked like 
so many souls in purgatory. She could read without great 
difficulty, and had spelled her way through several Church 
legends and almost all the chivalric wonders of the heldenbuch. 
She had even made considerable proficiency in writing; 
could sign her own name without missing a letter, and so 
legibly that her aunts could read it without spectacles. She 



5

excelled in making little elegant good-for-nothing, lady-like 
knicknacks of all kinds, was versed in the most abstruse 
dancing of the day, played a number of airs on the harp and 
guitar, and knew all the tender ballads of the minnelieders 
by heart.

Her aunts, too, having been great flirts and coquettes 
in their younger days, were admirably calculated to be 
vigilant guardians and strict censors of the conduct of 
their niece; for there is no duenna so rigidly prudent and 
inexorably decorous as a superannuated coquette. She 
was rarely suffered out of their sight; never went beyond 
the domains of the castle unless well attended, or rather 
well watched; had continual lectures read to her about 
strict decorum and implicit obedience; and, as to the 
men—pah!—she was taught to hold them at such a distance 
and in such absolute distrust that, unless properly authorized, 
she would not have cast a glance upon the handsomest 
cavalier in the world—no, not if he were even dying at 
her feet.

The good effects of this system were wonderfully apparent. 
The young lady was a pattern of docility and correctness. 
While others were wasting their sweetness in the glare of the 
world, and liable to be plucked and thrown aside by every 
hand, she was coyly blooming into fresh and lovely womanhood 
under the protection of those immaculate spinsters, like 
a rosebud blushing forth among guardian thorns. her aunts 
looked upon her with pride and exultation, and vaunted that, 
though all the other young ladies in the world might go astray, 
yet thank heaven, nothing of the kind could happen to the 
heiress of Katzenellenbogen.

But, however scantily the Baron Von Landshort might 
be provided with children, his household was by no means 
a small one; for providence had enriched him with 
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YOUng gOOdmAn BrOWn
By Nathaniel Hawthorne

Young goodman Brown came forth at sunset into the 
street at Salem village; but put his head back, after crossing 
the threshold, to exchange a parting kiss with his young 
wife. And Faith, as the wife was aptly named, thrust her 
own pretty head into the street, letting the wind play with 
the pink ribbons of her cap while she called to goodman 
Brown.

“dearest heart,” whispered she, softly and rather sadly, 
when her lips were close to his ear, “prithee put off your 
journey until sunrise and sleep in your own bed tonight. 
A lone woman is troubled with such dreams and such 
thoughts that she’s afeard of herself sometimes. pray 
tarry with me this night, dear husband, of all nights in 
the year.”

“my love and my Faith,” replied young goodman Brown, 
“of all nights in the year, this one night must i tarry away 
from thee. my journey, as thou callest it, forth and back 
again, must needs be done ‘twixt now and sunrise. What, 
my sweet, pretty wife, dost thou doubt me already, and we 
but three months married?”

“Then god bless you!” said Faith, with the pink ribbons; 
“and may you find all well when you come back.”

“Amen!” cried goodman Brown. “Say thy prayers, dear 
Faith, and go to bed at dusk, and no harm will come to thee.”
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So they parted; and the young man pursued his way 
until, being about to turn the corner by the meeting house, 
he looked back and saw the head of Faith still peeping after 
him with a melancholy air, in spite of her pink ribbons.

“poor little Faith!” thought he, for his heart smote him. 
“What a wretch am I to leave her on such an errand! She 
talks of dreams, too. it seemed to me as she spoke there 
was trouble in her face, as if a dream had warned her what 
work is to be done tonight. But no, no; ‘t would kill her to 
think it. Well, she’s a blessed angel on earth; and after this 
one night i’ll cling to her skirts and follow her to heaven.”

With this excellent resolve for the future, goodman 
Brown felt himself justified in making more haste on his 
present evil purpose. he had taken a dreary road, darkened 
by all the gloomiest trees of the forest, which barely stood 
aside to let the narrow path creep through, and closed 
immediately behind. it was all as lonely as could be; and 
there is this peculiarity in such a solitude, that the traveller 
knows not who may be concealed by the innumerable trunks 
and the thick boughs overhead; so that with lonely footsteps 
he may yet be passing through an unseen multitude.

“There may be a devilish indian behind every tree,” said 
goodman Brown to himself; and he glanced fearfully behind 
him as he added, “What if the devil himself should be at my 
very elbow!”

his head being turned back, he passed a crook of the 
road, and, looking forward again, beheld the figure of a man, 
in grave and decent attire, seated at the foot of an old tree. 
he arose at goodman Brown’s approach and walked onward 
side by side with him.

“You are late, goodman Brown,” said he. “The clock of 
the old South was striking as i came through Boston, and 
that is full fifteen minutes ago.”
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