
GHOSTS IN THE LIBRARY

In the silent depths of the night, imagine the library springs to life with the spirits of its former patrons, those
who once claimed the volumes that now rest on our shelves. As the world slumbers, the echoes of the past
converge in the narrow confines of the library halls, a gathering of historical figures, each drawn to the
whispers of their beloved texts.

Napoleon, with a touch, reclaims a controversial pamphlet, a hidden gem of scandal from Frankfort’s
shadows, detailing sordid tales linked to Moliere. Unseen by him, Sir Walter Scott, the storied chronicler of
the Borders, seeks out his works of poetry and lineage, tales that resonate with the vigor of Benvoirlich and
the illustrious Buccleuchs.

The spectral assembly swells as figures of old and newer ghosts alike lay claim to their treasures: a duke in
search of his precious Elzevir, Beckford desiring his sensuous volumes bound in moroccan blue, and the
dignified de Thou, all mingle with the luminaries of letters, philosophy, and state. Gambetta, Schlegel, and
Drummond find their spots in this ethereal congregation, seeking out the volumes that spoke to their souls.

Amidst these titans of history, the forgotten many, the unnamed "Smiths" and "Thompsons," flutter like
insubstantial shadows, leaving behind the faintest of marks on the fly-leaves of time. Their fleeting presence
reminds us of the impermanence of memory, the countless narratives buried in the annals of time.

This spectral rendezvous in the narrow corridors of the library is a testament to the enduring power of the
written word, a bridge between the ethereal and the tangible, connecting the past with the present, forever
enshrining the spirits of bookmen in the hallowed halls of our collections.


