
THE PHANTOM COACH : a ghost story by Amelia B. Edwards (1864)

Well!  It  was just  twenty years ago,  and within  a day or  two of the end of the grouse

season. I had been out all day with my gun, and had had no sport to speak of. The wind

was due east;  the month, December;  the place, a bleak wide moor in the far north of

England. And I had lost my way. 

Meanwhile, the snow began to come down with ominous steadiness, and the wind fell.

After this, the cold became more intense, and the night came rapidly up. As for me, my

prospects darkened with the darkening sky, and my heart grew heavy as I thought how my

young wife was already watching for me through the window of our little inn parlour, and

thought of all the suffering in store for her throughout this weary night. 

Even now, weary as I was, I felt that with a supper, an hour's rest, and a guide, I might still

get back to her before midnight, if only guide and shelter could be found.

And all this time, the snow fell and the night thickened. I stopped and shouted every now

and then, but my shouts seemed only to make the silence deeper. Then a wavering speck

of light came suddenly out of the dark, shifting, disappearing, growing momentarily nearer

and brighter. Running towards it at full speed, I found myself, to my great joy, face to face

with an old man and a lantern.


