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THE EMPTY HOUSE

CerTAIN houses, like certain perscor, mangge
somehow o proclaim ab once their churacter for
evi., In the cases of the lattir, no particular
feature need betray them; they ray bpast an
onen countenanes and an ingenucus smile; and
yeu & little of their company leaves the usal-erable
convi~tizh that there is something ragically amiss
with their being : that they ave evil. Willy nidy,
they seem to communicate an atmosphere of secret
and wicked thoughts which makes those in,their
immediate neighibourhood shrink from them as
from a thing diseased.

And, perhaps, with. houscz the same principle
i. operative, and it i the aroms of evil deeds
committed under a purticular robf, long after the
actual docrs have passed away, that wankes the
gooseflesh come and the hsir rise. Something of
the or’zinal pagsion of the evil-doer, and of the
horror felt by his victim, enters: the heart of
the innocent watcher, and he becomes suddenly
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conscious of tingling nerves, creeping skin, and a
chilling of the blood. He is ler or-stricken without
apparent cause.

There was manifestly nothing in thke external
appsarance of this paricular housse to Lear out
the tales of the horror that was ssid to reign
within. ft was neither lonely nor unkempt. It
stood, erowded into a corner of the square, and
looked exsetly like the housez on either side of
it. It find tie sam~ number of windows as its
neighbours; the same balcony -overlooking the
gardess;cthe same white steps lesding up to lhe
heavy black front door; aud, in iLa reer -there
wds the same narrow strin of green, with neat
box borders, runniug up to the wall that divided
it from the backs of the adjoining houses,
Apparently, too, the number of .himney pots on
the roof was the same; the breadth and angle of
the eaves; and wvvel the h.ight of the dirty area
railings.

And yet this aouse in th2 uquare, that seemed
precisely wimilar to its fifty ugly neighbours, was
as & .natter of fact entirely different—horribly
different.

‘Wherein lay this marked, invisible difference
is impossible to say. It cannot be ascribed wholly
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to the imagination, because persons who had spent
pome time.in the bouse, knawing nothing of the
facts had declared positively ‘that certain rooms
were s0 disagreeable they would rather die then
enter them again, and that i;]m a.tm-uﬂpharil of
the whole house produced in them symptoms of
& genuine terror; while the series ol innocent
tenants wlo had triedyto live in:it and bgen
forced to decamp st the shortest possible.notice,
was indeed little less thed s scandal in the
town.,

When Shorthouse arrived to pay a * week-end”
visit to his Aunt Jolis in her little houseson
the sea-front at the cther end of the town, he
found her eharged to the brim with mystery and
exciternent. He had only redeived her telegram
that morning, and he had come anticipating bore-
dom; byt the moment he touched her hrnd and
kissed her apple-skin wrinkled cheek, he eaught
the first wave of her electrical condition. The
impression deepenea wher he learned that
there were to be no other visitors, and that he
had been telegraphed for with a very special
objeet.

Something svas in the wind, and the “ something
would doubtless bear fruit; fpr this elderly spinster
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aunk, with a mania for psychical research, had brains
as well as will power, and by heok or by erook
she usually mapagea to acecomplish her ends.  The
wvelation was made soon after tea, when she
sidlpd elose up to him as they paced slowly along
the sea-front in the dusk.

“I've gol the keys,” she announced in a de-
].ighberl. yet half awesowe voice. “Gb them till
Mondsy 1"

“The keys of the bathing-machine, or——1"
Lie avked innocently, looking from the sea to the
town. Nothing brought her so guickly te ihe
poiat as feigning stupidiiy.

“Ncither,” she whispered. “I've got the keys
of the haunted house in the square—and I'm
going there to-niglt”

Shorthoase was conscious or the slightest
possibl tremor down his back. He dropped his
tpasing tone. Something in her voice and mannoer
thrilled him. Sue was in earnest.

“ But you can'v go alone—" he began.

“That's why I wired for you," she said with
decigion,

He turned to look at her. The ugly, lined,
enigmatical face was alive with excitament. There
was the glow of genuine enthusiasm round it
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like a halo. The ayes shone He caught another
wave of her excitement, and » second tremor, more
marked than the first, accompaniedsit.

“Thenks, Aunt Julia,” he said politely , “thanks
awfally.”

“1 should not dare to go quite alone,™she want
Jn, raising her voice; * but with you I should enjoy
it immensely. Youp're afraid of nothing, I knows"

“Thanks so much,” he said &gain. Er—is
anything likely to happen ?

“A great deal fms happened,” she whinpered,
“though it's been most cleverly hushed up, Tloee
tenants have come and gono in the last tew
months, and the house is said to be empty for
good now”

In apite of himself Sherthouse became intereated,
His aunt was so very much in earnest.

*The house is=verv old indeed,” wha went on,
“and the story—an vaopleasant one—dates o loug
way back. It has tod> with a muider committed
uv a jealous stableman who had some affair with
a servant in the house. One night he managed
to sectete himself in the cellar, and when every-
one was asleep, he erept upstairs to the servaats'
quarters, chased the girt down to the next landing,
and before anydne could come to the resec:
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threw her bodily over the hanisters into the
hall below.”

“ And the stebleman

“ Was waght, I believe, and hanged for murder;
but it all happened a century age, and I've not
begn able to get more details of the story.”

Shorthowse now felt his interest thoroughly
arcused; but, though ke was not particularly
nervous, for hitnself, he hesitated a little on his
aunt's account.

“(Ur one condition,” he said at length.

¢ Nothing. will prevent my going" she said
firmly ; “but I ma; ps well hear your condition."

“That you guarantee your power of self-control
if anything really horri'le happens. I mean—
that you are sure you wor't get too frightened.”

“Jim," she said scornfully, * 'm not young, I
know, nor arz my nervas; Fat with you I should
be afraid of nothing in the vrorld I”

This, of eouise. settled it, for Shorthouse hod no
pretensions to being other than a very ordinary

e

young man and am appeal to his vanity was
irresistible. He agreed to go.

Znstinctively, by a sort of sub-conscious pre-
paration, he kept himself and his torces well in
Land the whole eveniug, compeliing an acenmula-
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tive reserve of control by that nameless inward
process of gradually putting «ll the emotions.away
snd turnjng the key upon them —a process
difficult to deseribe, but wonderfullvy e®ective, ua
all men who have lived thyough severe trials of the
inner man well understand. Later, it stood him
'n good stead.

But it was not until }half-past teh, when they
stood in the hall, well in the glare of *riendly
lamps and still surrounded by somforting human
influences, that he had to make the first eall upon
this store of eollected strength. For, once the
woor was closed, and he saw the deserted silent
street stretching away white in the mconlight
before them, it ecamé to him clearly that the real
test that night would bg in déaling with two fears
instead of one. He would have to earry his aunt's
fear as well as hiz own. And, as he glanced dbwn
at her sphinx-like courdenance and realised that it
might assume no pleasant aspect in a rush of real
terror, he felt satisfied with only one thing in the
whole adventure—that he had confidence in his
own will aad power to stand againdt any shock
that might come.

Slowly they walked along the emptystreets of
the town ; & bright autumn moon silvered the roofs,
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casting deep shadors; there was no breath of
wind and the trees un the formal gardens by the
sea-front watched them silently as they passed
along, Tc his aunt’s occasional remarks Shorthouse
made no reply, reslising that she was simply sur-
rounding  herself with mental buffers — saying
ordinary ihings to prevent herseli thinking of
exfra-ordinary things. Few windows showed
lights, ond from scarcely- a single chimney came
smoke or sparks, Sherthouse had already begun
tu nctice everything, even the smallest details,
Prepantly they stopped at the street corner and
looked up at the name on the side of the house
full in the moonl ght, and with one accord, but
without remark, turned into the square and eroased
over to the side of it'that lay in shadow.

“ The number of the house is thivteen,” whispered
n vdice &5 his gide; and neither ¢ them made the
obvious reference, but passed across the broad sheet
of moonlight and began to merch up the pavement
in silence.

It was about balf-way up the square that
Shorthouse fult an arm slipped quietly but signi-
ficantly into his own, and knew then that their
adventure hid begun in eirnest, snd that his
companion was alrealy yieldiny imperceptibly
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lo the influences against them.  She peeded
support,

A few minutes later they stopped, before a tall,
narrow house that rose before them into the night!
ugly in ghape and painted s,dingy.white. Shutter-
less windows, without blinds, stared down upon
them, shining here and there in the niconliglit
There were weather streaxs in the wail and cracks
in.the paint, and the baleany bulged out from the
first floor a little unnatural'y, But, beyond this
generally forlorn appearance of an unoceupied huuse,
there was nothing at first sight to singls out this
pa.ticular mansion for the evil character it had
mosh certainly aequired,

Taking a lock over thefy shoulders to make sure
they had not been followed, they went boldly up
the steps and stoud against the huge tlack doo?
that fronted ther. forbiddingly. Rut tle first
wave of nervousness was now upon them, and
Shorthouse fumbled = long time avith the key
Exfore he could fit it into thé lock at all. For &
moment, if truth were told, they both hoped it
would not open, for they were a prey to various
unpleasant emotions as they stood there on the
threshold of tieir ghostdy adventure, Shorthouse,
shuffling with ths key and hampered by the,
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steady weight or' his arm, certainly felt ths
solernity of the moment. It was as if the whole
world—for all experience seemed at that instant
Loncentrated in his own consciousness — were
listening to the grating noise of that key. A stray
puff of rvind wandering down the empty street
woke & inumentmT rustling in the trees: behird
them, but ‘ctherwise this rattling of the key
was the only sound aundible; and at last it
turned in the lcck and the heavy door swung
opeis and revealed a yawning gulf of darkness
beyond.

With a last glonee at the moonlit square, they
possew quickly i, and the door slammed behind
them with a roar that echoed prodigiously through
empty halls and passages. Buf, instantly, with
the echoed, another sound made iteslf heard, and
Aunt Julia leaned suddenly sc heavily upon him
that he had to take o step backwards to save
himself from falling,

A man had eoughud close beside them—so cloze
that it seemed they must have been actually by
his side in vhe darkness.

With the possibility of practical jokes in his
mind, Shorchouse at once cwung his heavy stick in
the dircction of the sound; bat it met nothing
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fnore solid than air. He hesrd his sunt give a
little gasp beside him.

“There's someone here,” she whispsred ; “ I heard
him."

“Be quict 1" he said sternly. +*It was nothing
but the noise of the front door.”

“Oh! get a light—quick1” she added, as her
nephew, fumbling with & box of matches, opened
it upside down and let them all fall with r rattle
on to the stone floor,

The sound, however, was not repeated ; and there
was no evidenee of retreating footsteps. In another
munute they had a candle burning, using an empty
end of & cigar case as a holder; wnd when thie first
flare had died down he b2ld the impromptu lamp
aloft and surveved the scene. And it was dreary
enough in all conseienes, for there is nothing more
desolate in all the ahodes.of men than aw unfur-
nished house dimly lit, silent, and forsaken, and
yet tenanted by rumcar with the remories of evil
wnd violent historiea

They were standing in a wide hall-way ; on their
left was the open door of a spacious dining#room,
and in front the hall ran, ever narrowing, intg a
long, dark pussage thatled apparently i the top of
the kitchen stairs The bread uncarpeted staircasa
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rose in a eweep bef re them, everywhere draped ia
shacaws, except for a single spot about half-way up
where the moenlight came in through the window
und fell on 8 bright patch on the boards This
shaft of light shed a fairt radiance abova and below
it lendicz to the objects within its reach a misty
outline tnat was infinitely more suggestive ari
rhostly thau complete aarkness. Fiitered moon-
light a’ways seems to paiat faces on the surrounding
gloom, and as Sho: thouse peered up into the well of
darhress and thought of the eountless empty rooms
and passages in the upper part of the old house, he
satight himself longing again for the safety of lue
moonlit square, ¢o the cosy, bright drawing-room
they had left an hour before. Then realising that
these thoughts were dapgerous, he thrust them
away again and summoned ail his energy for
conceni;ation on the present.

“ Aunt Julia,” he said aloud, severely, * we must
now go through the house from top to bottor and
make a thorough search.”

The echoes of his voice died away slowly all
over the building, and in the intense silenee that
followed he turned to look at her. In the candle-
light he saw that her fode was alieady ghastly
rale; but she dropped. his arm for 2 moment and
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said in a whisper, stepping close in front of
him—

“Tagrce. We must be sure there's no one hiding.
That's the first thing.”

She spoke with evident effort, and he looked at
her with admiration.

“You feel quite surc of yourseli? I¥m not too
late—"

“I think so,” she whispered, her eyes shifting
nervously toward the shadows behind.  Quite
suve, only one thing—-"

“ What's that 2 *

“You masy never lea.. me alone for an instant.”

“As long as you uncarstand that any sound-or
appearance must be investigated at once, for to
uesitate means to admit fear. That is fatal”

“ Agreed,” she said, a little shakily, after a
moment's hesitation, “I1l try——"

Arm in arm, Shortuouse ucidiag the dripping
candle and the stick, while his punt carried the
cloak over her shouldirs, figures of utter comedy tn*
ali but themselves, they begaw. o systematic scadeh.

Stealthily, walking on tip-toe and shadiag the
candle lest it ehould betray their presence through
the shutterless windows, they went Srst jntq the big
dining-room. Thore was not a stick of furniture to
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be seen, Bare walls, ugly mantel-pieces and empty
grates stared at them. Everything, they felt,
resented their intrusion, watching them, as it were,
with veiled eyes ; whispers followed them ; shadows
flitted noiseicssly to wight and left; something
seeed ever at their back, watching, waiting an
opportunity to do them injury. There was the
inevituble sense that onerations whith went on
when the room was empty hwd been temporarily
suspend.ud til! they were well out of the way again,
The whole darl: interior of the old building seemed
to become a malignant Presence that rose up,
warning them to desist and ninl uheir own
business ; every moment the strain on the nerves
inereased.

Gat of the gloomy dining-room they passew
through large folding doors into a sort of library or
smoking-room, wrapt equally in silence, darkness,
and dust; and Jrom this wney regained the hall
near the top of the back stairs.

Here a pitch hlack tuunc opened before them
inte the lover region., and—it must be confessed—
they hasitated. DBut nuly for a minvte, With the
worst of the night still to come it was essential to
turn from nothing. Auont Julin stumbled at the
top atep ot the dark descenmt, ill lit by the flickering
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candle, and even Shorthouse felt at least half the
decizion go oub of his legs,

“Come on!" he said peremptorily, and his voice
ran on and lost itself in the dark, empty spaces
below.

“ I'm coming,” she faltered, eatching his arm with
unnecessary violence,

They wer% a little unsteadily down the stone
steps, & cold, damp sir meeting them in the face
elose and mal-odorous. The kitchen, inty which
the stairs led aleng a narrow paseage, was large,
with a lofty ceiling. Several doors opened out of
it—s. me i.tc surboardr ~rith empty jars still stand.
ing on the shelves, and. cthers into horrible little
ghostly back offices, ench colder and dess inviting
than the last. Elack beetles scurried over the floor,
and once, when _hey knocked aguminst a deal table
standing in a corner, something about the size of a
cat jumped down with 4 rush aad fled, scampering
geross the stone floor into the darkness, Ewvery-
where there was a censu of recrnt oecupation, an
imgression of sadness and glocm,

Leaving the main kiteken, they next went
towards the seullery. The door was standing ajar,
and as they pushed it open to its fnll extent Aunt
Julia uttered a piercing scream, which she instantly
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tried to stifle by placing her hand over her mouth,
For a second Shorthouse stood’stock-still, catching
his breath. He felt as if his spine had suddenly
become hollow and someone had filied it with
pacticles of ira,

Facing them, directly in their way between the
uporposts, stood the figure of & woman. She had
dishevelled hair and wildly staring cyes, and her
faco was terrified and wnite ac death.

She etood there motionless for the space of a
single second. Then the candle flickered and she
was pone—gone utterly—ard the door frarmed
novhing but empty darkress,

“Only the beastly jumping candle-light,” he
said quickly, in a voice that sounded like someone
¢lse's and was only half under control. * Come o..,
sunt. There's nothing there.”

He dragged her forward. With a clattering of feet
and a great apperraace bf boidness they went on, but
over his body the skin moved as if erawling anws
covered if, and he Kknew Ly ilie weight on his arm
thet he wes supplyi~g the force of locomotion lor
two. The senllery was cold, bare, and empty; more
like a large prison cell than anything else. They
went round ity tried the door into the yard, and
the windows, but found them all fadtened securely,
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His aunt moved beside him like a person in &
dream. Her eyes wers tfightly shut, and she
seemed merely to follow the pressure of his arm.
Her courage filled him with amazement. At the
same time he noticed that a eertair odd change
had come over her face, a cnange which somehow
evaded his power of analysis.

“There's aothing hers, aunty,” he repeated
alond quickly. *Led's go upstairs and see the rest
of the house. Then welll choose a room o wait
up.in,”

8le followed him vbediently, keeping elose o his
gide, nad they locked the kitchen door behind them.
It was a relief to geb up again, in the hall there was
more light than before, for the ioon had travelled
a little further down the stairs, Cautiously they
began to go up 1ato the dark vault of the upper
house, the boards ereaking under their weight.

On the first floor they fouau ihe large double
drawing-rooms, a search of which revealed nothing,
Here also was no sigu of furniture or recent
ocgapancy; nothing but dus and nuglect wnd
shadows. They opened the big folding doors
between front and back drawing-rooms and then
came out again to the landing and want nn upstairs,

They had not gone up more than a dozen steps
2



18 The Empty House

when they both simultaneously stopped to listen,
looking into each other's eves with & new apprehen-
sion across the flickering candle flame. From the
room they bad left hardly ten seconds before came
the sound of doors quictly closing. It was beyond
all question; they heard the booming noise that
sccompanizs the shutting of heavy doors, followed
by the sh.p eatching of the latch,

“We must go back and wsee,” said Shorthouse
briefly, in & low tone, and turning to go downstairs
again

Somehow she managed to drag after him, her
feet catehing in her dress, her facs livia

When they enteied the front drawing-room it
was plain that the folding doors had been closed—
hal? & minute before. Without hesitation Shoi.-
house opened them. He almosl expected to see
someone facing him in the back room; but only
darkness mnd izoid wir 1aet him. They weént
through both rooms, finding nothing unusual.
They tried in everr way to make the doors close
of themeel~es, but tlere was not wind enough even
to se. thi candle fiame flickering, The doors
would not move without strong preesure.  All was
stient as the grave. Undeniably the rooms were
utterly empty, and the house utterly still.
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“It's beginning,” whispered a voice st his elbow
which he hardly recognised as his aunt's.

He nodded amcquiescence, taking out his watch
to note the time. It waa fifteen minutes before
midnight; he made the entry of exactly what had
oeeurred in his notebook, setting the candle in its
case upon ihe floor in order to do so. It took a
moment or two to balapncn it safely against the
wall.

Aunt Julin always declared tha’ at this moment
she was not actuslly watehing him, but had tumned
her head towards the inner room, whers she fanc.»d
she heard something moving ; but, at any rate, both
positively agreed that there canie a sounu of
rushing feet, heavy and ve-y swift—and the next
instant the candle was out!

But to Shorthousc himself had come more than
this, and he has alway~ thanked his fortunate stars
that it came to him alone and not to his aunt too.
For, as he rose from the stooping positian of balane-
ing the candle, and before it was actually extin-
guished, a face thrust itself forward so close to his
own that he eould plmost have touched it with his
lips. It was a iace working with passion; a man's,
face, dark, with thick features, and angry savage
eyes, It belonged to n common man,and it was evil
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in its ordinary noimal expressjon, no doubt, but as
he saw it, alive with intense, agpressive emotion,
it was a malignant and terrible human counten-
ance.

There was ne movement of the air; nothing but
the sound of rushing feet—stockinged or muffled
feet; the apparition of the face; and the almost
simultaneons extinguisling of the caudle.

In spite of himself Shorthouse uttered a little
ery, nearly losing his balance as his aunt clung to
him with her whole weight iu one moment of real,
uncontrollable tecror. She made mo sound, but
simply seized h'm bodily. Fortunately, hownver,
ghe had seen nolaing, but had only heard the rushing
feet, for her control r-turned almost at onee, and
he was able to disentangle himself and strike a
match.

The shalows ran awav -= all sides before the
glare, and his aunt stooned down and groped for
the cigar e.se with the precious candle, Then
they discovered that the candle had not heen
blovm ovt at all; it Lad been crushed out. The
wick was pressed down int> the wax, which
was flattened as if by some smouch, heavy instru-
ment,

How his companion so quickly overcame her
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tecror, Shorthouse never properly understood;
but his admiration for her self-control increased
tenfold, and: at the same time served to feed his
own dyirg flame—for whizh he was undeniably
grateful. Equally inexpliccble tG him was the
evidence of physical force they had just witnessed:
Ha at onee suppressed the memory of stories he
had heard of “ physicel mediums ” and their danger-
ous phenomena ; for if thess were true, and, either
his aunt or himself was unwittingly a physical
medium, it meant that they were simply aiding
to forus the forres of a haunted house already,
cha:zed to the brim. It was like walking with un-
protected lamps among uncovergd stores of gun-
powder.

So, with as litt's reflecticn as possible, he simply
relit the candle and went up to the next floor.
The arm in his tremulsd, it ie troe, and his own
trrad was often uncertaln, but they went on with
thoroughness, and after a search revesling nothing
they elimbed the last flight of stairs to tha top flopr
of all.

Here they founa a perfect nest of small servants’
rooms, with broken pieces of furniture, dirty cane
bottomed chairs chests of drawers, cracked mirrors,
and decrepit bedsteads, The rooms had low sloping
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eeilings already hung here and there with cobwels,
small windows, and badly plastered walls — a
depressing and dismal region which they were glad
to leave behind.

It was on tle strote of midnight when they
cntered a small room on the third floor, close o the
top of the stairs, and arranged to make themsel ;es
«zomfortable for the rewasinder of their adventure,
It was absolutely bars, and was said to be the
room—then usea as o clothes closet—into which
the infuriated groom had chased his vietim and
finaily ecaught her, Outside, arross the nrrrow
landing, began the stairs leading up to the Joor
pbove, and the servants’ quarters where they had
just searched,

In spite of the chillicess of th~ night there was
something in the airof this room that eried for an
open window. But ther was more than this.
Shorthouse could only describe it by saying that
he felt less master of hims:lf here than in any
other part of the house, There was something
that acted directly or the nerves, tiring the resolu-
tion, enfeebling the will. He was conscious of this
tesult before be had been in the room five minutes,
and it wus in the shoit time they s‘ayed there that
be suffered the wholesale denletion of his vital
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focees, which was, for himself, the chief horror of
the whole experience,

They put the candle on the floor of vhe cupboard,
leaving the door a few inches ajar, so that thepe
was no glare to confuse the.eyes, and no shadow
to shift about on walls and ceiling. Then thev
apraad the cloak on the floor and sat dovn to wait,
with their backs against the wall.

Shorthouse was within two feet of the door on
to the landing; his position commanded a good
view of the main staircase leading down intd the
darkress, and also of the beginnihg of the servants’
stai s going to the floor above ; tha heavy stick lay
beside him within easy reach.

The moon was mnow Ligh above the honse.
Through the open windew they could see the
comforting stars like friendly eyes watching in the
sky. One by one ile clocks of the town struck
midnight, and when the vounds died away the deep
silence .of a windless mght fell agmn over every-
thiag, Only the boom of the sea, far away and
luguhriﬂua, filled the air with hollow mremurs

Inside the house the silence became awful;
awful, he thought, because any minute now It
might be broken by sounds portending terror,
The strain of waiting told mcoe and more severely
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on the merves; tney talked in whispers whon
they talked at all, for their voices aloud sounded
queer and unnatural. A chilliness, nct altogether
dne to the night air, ‘nvaded the room, ~nd made
them cold, Thu inflarneces against them, whatever
these might be, were slowly robbing them of self-
confidence and the power of decisive action; tkair
forces were on the wane, and *he possibility of real
fear tonk on a new and terrible meaning. He
began to tremble for the elderly woman by his side,
whose pluck conld hardly save her beyond a certain
oxtent.

He heard the blood singing in his veins. It
sometimes seemed so loud that he fancied it pre-
vented his hearing properly ecertain other sounds
that were beginning very faintl* to make them-
selves audible in the depths of the house. Every
time ne fastened bis atterwcn on these sounds,
they instantly ceased. They certainly came »o
negrer. Yot ne could not rid himself of the idea
that movement was going on somewhere in .he
lower, reg'sns of the house. The drawing-room
floor, where the doors had been so strangely closed,
s.emed too near ; the sounds were further off than
that. Hoa thought of the great kitchen, with the
seurrying black-beetles, and of the dismal little
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gpullery ; but, somehow or othed, they did not seem
to come from there eithier. Surely they were mot
outside the houss |

Then, suddenly, the truth flashed into his mind,
and for the ppace of a minute h. felt as if his
blood had stopped flowing and turned to ice,

The sounds were not downstairs at all; they
were upstarrs—upstairs, ;omewhers among those
horrid gloomy little servants’ rooms with their bits
of broken furniture, low ceilings, and eramped
windows—upstairs where the victim had first been
disturbed and stalked to her death.

And the moment he discovered] where the sounds,
were, he began to hear them mo2 clearly. It was
the sound of feet, moviag stealthily along the
passage overhead, in and out among the rooms, and
past the furnitur.,

He turned quickly ‘o steal a glance ot the motica-
less fipure seated beside him, to note whether she
had ghared his discovery. The fiint candle-light
coming through the erack iu the cupboard door.
threw her strongly-marked face into vivid relief
against the white of the wail. But il was eome-
thing else that made him catch his breath and
stare agein. An extraordinary gonething had
come into her face and seemed to spread over her



26 The Empty House

features like a malk; it smoothed out the deen
lines and drew the skin everywhere a little tighter
so that the wrinkles disappeared ; it brought into
the face—with the sole exceplion of the old eyes—
an appearance Jf youth and almost of childhood.

He strred in speechless amazement—amazement
that was dangerously near to horror. Ib-swas bis
aunt's face indeed, but.it was her face of forty
years ago, the vacant innocent face of a girl. He
had heard sturies of that strange effect of terror
whizh eould wipe a human countenance clean of
other :motions, obliterating all previous expres-
sicns; but he had never realised that it could he
literally true, or could mean anything so simply
horrible as what he nov- saw. For the dreadful
signature of overmastering fear was written plainly
in that uller vacancy of the giilish face beside
him; ard when, feeling his int-nee gaze, she turned
to look at him, he instin~tively closed his eyes
tightly to shut rut vhe sight.

Yet, when he turned a minute later, his feelings
well in hund, he saw to his intense relief another
expression ; his aunt was smiling, and though the
face was deathly white, the awiul veil had lifted
and thetnor.oal look was returning.

“ Anything wrong 7" was all he could think of
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te say at the moment Ana the answer was
eloquent, coming from such a woman.

“Y feel cold—and a little frightened,” she
whispere-d.

He offered to close the window but she seized
hold of him and begged him not to leave her side
evzn for an instant.

“It's upstairs, I know," she whispered, with an
odd half laugh; “but I ean't possibly go up.”

But Shorthouse thought otaerwise, knowing
that in action lay their best hope of seli-controd

He took the brandy flask and poured out .. glass
of neat spirit, stiffi enough to help anybody over.
snything. She swallowed it wila a little chiver.
His only idea now was {o get out of the house
before her collapse became inevitable; but this
could not safely- be done by turning tail and
running from the en.my. Insdction was no longir
nossible ; every minute he was growing less master
of himself, and desperste, aggressivo measures were
fuaperative without further delay. Moreover, the,
action must be taken fowargs the enemy, not away
from it; the clihax, if necessary and unavoidable,
would have to be faced boldly. He could do it
now ; but in ten minutes he might nef Liave the
foree left to act for himself, much less for both |
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Upstairs, the sodnds were meanwhile becomirg
louler and ecloser, accomponied by occasional
creaking of the boards. Bomeons was moving
stealthily about, strmbling now ard then
awkwardly aguwnst the furniture.

Weiiting a few moments to allow the tremendous
dose of spirits to produce its effect, ard knowirg
this would iast but a sheit time under the cireum-
stances, Shorthouse then quietly got on his feet,
saying in a deterr.ined voice—

“Now, Aunt Julia, we'll go dpstairs and find out
what .. this noise is about. You must come foo.
1t's what we agreel”

He picked up lus stick and went to the cupboard
for the candle.. A limp fo.m rose shakily beside him
breathing hard, and he heard a voiee say very
faintly something aboutbeing “ reandy to come.” The
woman's courkge amazed him ; .. vassomuch greater
than his own; and, as they:advanced, holding aloft
the dripping cavdle, some subtle foree exhaled from
this trembling, white-faced old woman at his sida
that was the true source of hisinspiration. Itheld
sometuing really great that shaméd him and gave
him the support without which he would have
proved iar iess equal to the occasion.

They crossed the derk landing, aveiding with
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their eyes the deep black spacy over the banisters.
Then they began to mount the narrow staireasp to
meet the squnds which, minute by ’minul;n, grew
louder and nearer. About half-way up the stairs
Aunt Julia stombled and Shorthquse turned *to
catch her by the arm, and just at that moment
there came a terrific erash in the servants’ corridor
overhead. it was instantly followed oy & shrill,
agonised seream that was a cry of terror and a ery
for help melted into one,

Before they could move aside, or go down a single
step, someone came rushing along the rassage
overhead, biundering l.crribly, racing madly, at fpil
speed, three steps at a time, down the very stair-
case where they stood. The steps were light and
uncertain; but close behind them sounded* thae
heavier tread of another person, and the staircase
seemed to shake.

Shorthouse and his conipaniow just had time to
flatten themselves rgainst the wall when the
jumble of flying steps was upon them, and two
persons, with the slightest p.asible intet¥al between
them, dashed past at full speed. It was a perfeck
whirlwind of sound breaking in npon the midnight
silence of the empty building.

The two yunners, pursuer and pursued, had
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possed clean throuzh them where they stood, and
already with a thud the brards below had received
first one, then the other. Yet they had seen
absolutely nothing—mnot a hand, or arm, or face, or
even a shred of flying clothing.

There came a second’s pause. Then the first
oue, the lizhter of the two, obviously the pursued
one, ran with uncertain footsteps into the little
room which Shorthounse and his aunt had just
left, The heavier one followed, Thers was a
sound of secuuding, gasping, and smothered
screaming ; and then out on w the landing came
the astep—of a single persow Lreadwng weightily.

A dead silence. foliowed for the space of half a
minute, and then was heard a rushing sound
through the air. It was followed by a dull, crasn-
ing thud in the depths of the house below—on the
stone floor of the hall.

Utter silence 'reigned after. Nothing moved.
The flame of th2 candle was steady. It had been
steady the whole t'me, ~nd the air had been
undisturbed by any mi -ement whatsoever. Palsied
with terror Aunt Julia, without waiting for her
companion, began fumbling her way downstairs;
she was erying gently to herself, and when Short-
house put nis arm round her and half carried her
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he felt that she was trembline like a leaf. He
went into the little room and picked up the claak
from the floor, and, arm in arm, walking very
slowly, without speaking a word or .'lonking onee
behind them, they marched down the three flights
into the hall,

In the hall they saw nothing, but the whole way
down the steurs they were conscious that somecne
followed them; step by step; when they went
faster IT was left behind, ard when they went
more glowly IT eaught them up. But never once
did they look behind to see; and at each tuvning
of the staircase thay lew:red their eyes for fear of
the following horror they might see upon the
stairs above,

"7ith trembling hands Shorthouse opened the
front door, and tuey walked out into the moonlight
and drew a deep breath of the cool night air blowing
in from the sea.




A HAUNTED ISLAND

2nr following events occurred on a small island
of isolate¢ position in a large Canadian lake, to
whose cool waters the inhubitants of Montreal
and Turonte flee for rest and recreation in the
hot months, it is only to De regretted that
events of such peculiar inturest to the geruine
student of the psyehical sksuld' be entirely uncor-
rchorated. Such unfortunately, however, is the
case,

Our own party of nearly twenty had retu..ed
to Montreal that very day, anu I was left in
solitary possession for a week or two longer, in
order to accon.plisa 'some important “reading”
for the law wkick I had fonlishly neglected during
the summer,

It wes late in Sey'ember, and the big trout and
maskinonge were stirring themselves in the depths
of the lake, and beginning slowly to move up to
the snrfare waters as the north winds and early
frosts lowered their bglinparntum Already the
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maples were crimson and gcld, and the wild
laughter of the loons echoed in sheltered bays that
never knew their strange ery in the summer.

With a whole island to oneself, » two-storey
cottage, a eanoe, and only the chiprunks, and the
farmer's weekly visit with eggs and bread to
disturb one, the opportunities for hard reading
might be very great. It all depends!

The rest of the party had gone off with many
warnings to beware of Indiars, and not o stay
late enough to be the vietim of a frost that thin's
nothing of f.rty below zero. After they had vone,
the loneliness of tne si.astion made itself unpleas
antly felt. There were no other islands within
six or seven miles, and thoush the mainland forests
lay a couple of miles behind me, they stretehed
for a very great distance unbroken by any signs
of human hahitation, But, thongh the islapd was
completely deserted and silent, the rocks and trees
that had echoed human-laughter and voices almost
every hour of the day fo1 two-months eould not
fail to retain some memories of it all; ands I wha
not surprised to fancy I heard & shout or a ery as
I passed from rock to rock, and more than once to
imagine that I heard my own name called alcud.

In the cottag: there were six tiny little bed-

3
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rooms divided frc.n one snother by plain unvay-
niched partitions of pire. A wooden bedstead,
& mattress, and a chair, stood in each room, but I
only found two mirrors, and one of these was
broken.

The boards creaked a good deal as I moved
about, and the signs of occupation were so recent
that I cotld hardly believe I was elone. I half
expected to find someone left behind, still trying
to crowd icio & box more than it would held.
The door of one room was still, and refused for
a mement to open, and it required very little
persuasion to imagine sum.one was holding the
hindle on the ‘nside, and that when it opened I
should meet a pair of Fuman eyes.

A thorough search of the floor led me to swiect
as my own sleeping quarters a litile room with a
diminutive balcony over the verandah roof. The
room was very small, but the bed was large, and
had the best raatiress of tham all. It was situated
directly over the s.tting room where I should live
and de my “readin. " and the miniature window
looked out to the flsing sun. With the exeeption
of & narrow path which led from the front door
and verandsh through the trees to the boat-
landing, the island was densely covered with
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maples, hemlocks, and cedara. The trees gathered
in round the cottage 80 closely that the slightest
wind made the branches scrape the.roof and tap
the wooden walls. A few, moments after sunsel
the darkness became impenetrable, and ten yards
beyond the glare of the lamps that shogpe through,
the sitting-room windows—of which there were
four—you could not see air inch before your nose,
nor move & step without running uwp against a
tree.

The rest of that day I spent moving my belong-
ings from my tent to the siliing-room, taking
stock of the contents of the larder, and chopping
enough wood for the stove to lass me for & week.
After that, just before suuset, I went round the
island & eouple of times in my cance for precau-
tion's sake. I hid never dreamed of doing this
before, but when & me7.is alone be does thinjs that
never ocewr to him wkon he is one of a large
party.

How lonely the islana seemed when I landed
again! The sun was down, und twilight is unknown
in these northern regions. The darkness comeb up
at once. The canoe safely pulled up and turnesd
over on her face, I proped my way up the little
narrow pathway to the verandah. The six lamps
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were soon burning merrily in the front room; bub
in the kitchen, where I “ dined,” the shadows were
8o gloomy, acd the lamplight was so dinadequate,
v &t the stars conld be seen peeping through the
cracks between the rafters.

I (urned in early that night. Though it waa
ealm and thers was no wind, the eresking of my
bedstead and the musicci gurgle of the water over
the rocks below were not the only sounds that
reached my cars As I lay awake, the appalling
cmpfiness of the house grew upon me The
corridors and vdcant rooms seemed to echo
innumerable [oolsteps, shufflings, the rustle of
skirts, and a constant undertone of whispering
When sleep at length overtook me, the breathings
and noises, however, passed gently to mingle with
the voices of my dreams,

A week passed by, and th. " reading " progressed
favourably, On the ten'h day of my solitude, a
strange thing happened. I awoke after a good
night's sleep to find wiyself possessed with a
marked renugnancs for my room. The air seemed
to ssifle me. The more I tried to define the cause
f this dislike, the more unreasonable it appeared.
Thera was something about the room that made me
afraid. Absurd as it seems, this feeling clung to
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me obstinately while dressing, and more than once
I caught myself shivering, and conscious of an
inclination to get out of the room as quickly as
possible The more I tricd to laugh it away, the
more teal it became; and when' at last I was
dressed, and went out into the passage,.and down-
stiirs into the kitchen, it was with feelings of
relief, such as I micht imagine would accompany
one’s escape from the presence of a dangerous
contagious disease,

While cooking mv breakfast, I carefully reealled
every night spent in the room, in the hope that I
might in some way connect the dislike I now felt
with some disagreeable incident that had ovenrred
in it. Buot the only thing I could reeall was one
stormy night when I suddenly awoke and heard
the boards creaking so loudly in the corridor that
I wos convinced the.c. were perple in the house.
So certain was I of this, that I bad descended the
stairs, gun in hand only to fini the doors and
w.ndows sceurcly fastened, and the mice and black-
beetles in sole possession of the floor ‘this was
certainly not suficient to account for the stréngth
of my feclings.

The morning hours I spent in steady reading;
and when I broke off in the middle of the day for



38 A Haunted Island

a swim and luncheon, I was very much surprised,
if not a little alarmed, to find that my dislike for
the room had; if anything, prown stronger. Going
vnstairs to get & bool, I experienced the »most
marked aversion to eptering the room and while
within L was conscious all the time of an umn-
comfortable feeling that was half uneosiness and
half apprehension. Ths result of it was that,
instead of reading, I spent the afterncon on the
water paddling m1-2 ‘nishing, and when I got home
about sundown, brought with me half s dozen
delicious black bass for the supper-table and.the
larder.

As leep was an important matter to me ot this
time, I had decided that if my aversion to the room
was 8o strongly marked on my return as it had
been before, I wonld move my bed down into the
sitting-room, and eleep there  This was, I argued, in
no sense a concession to a.. absurd and fanciful fear,
but simply & precantion o ensure a good night's
sleep. A bad night invilved the loss of the n-xt
doy’s reading—a loss I was not prepared to
ineuy,

I accordingly moved my bed downstairs into a
corner of tne sitting-room facing the door, and was
moreover uncommonly glad when the operation
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was completed, and the door of the bedroom closed
finally upon the shadcws, the silence, and vhe
strange fear: that shared the room with them.

The eraaking stroke of the kitchen clock sounded

the hour of eight as I finished vashing up my
few dishes, and closing the kitehen dooribehind
me pnssed into the front room, All the lamps
were lit, ana their reflectors, which I had polished
up during the day, threw a blaze of light into the
TOOT,
Outside the night waa still and warm. Nol a
breath of air was stirring ; the waves weremsilent,
the trees motionless, and heavy:clouds hung like
an oppressive curtain over the heavens., The
darkness seemed to have rolled up with unusual
swiftness, and not the faintest glow of ecolour
remained to shovwe where the sun had set. There
was present in the a*mosphere that omincus anc
overwhelming silence which so otten precedes the
most vielent storms,

T sat down to my bookr with my brain unusually
clear, and in my heart th: pleasant satisfaction of
knowing that five black bash were lying in the
ice-house, and that to-morrow morning the cld
farmer would arrive with fresh bread wnd eggs 1
was soon absorbed in my books.
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As the night wore on the silence deepened.
Even the chipmunks were still ; and the boards of
the floors and walls ceased creaking I read om
steadily till, from th, gloomy shadows of the
kitchen, came the hoarse sound of the clock striking
nine. dow loud the strokes sounded ! They were
like blows of a big hammer. I closed one brok
and opened another, {ecling that 1@ was just
warming up.to my work.

This, however, ".u not last long. I presently
found that I was reading the same paragraphs over
twice, simple parazraphs that did not require such
effort. Then I poticed that my mind began to
wander to other vhings, and the effort to recall my
thoughts became harcer with each digression,
Concentration was growing momentarily more
difficult. Presently I discovered that I had turned
wver two pages instead of onn, and had not noticed
my mistake until I was w-ll down the page. This
was becoming cerivus. What was the disturbing
influence ¥ 1t could not “e physical fatigue. On
the cont.arv, my minu vas unusually alert, and
in & more receptive condition than usual. I made
& new and determined effort to read, snd for a
short tume vueceeded in giving my whole attention
to my subject. But in a very few 1aoments again
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1 found myself leaning back in my chair, staring
vacantly into space.

Something' was evidently at work in my sub-
conseiousness, ‘There wal something I had
neglected to do. Perhaps the kitchen door and
windows were not fastened. I accordingly went
to see, and fonnd that they were! The fre perhaps
needed attention. I yent it to see, and found that
it was all right! I looked at the lamps, went
upstairs into every bedroom in vw.vn, and then went
round the house, and even into the iee-huunse,
Nothing was wrong; everything was in its place.
Yet something was wrong! The convietion grew
stronger and stronger within me.

When I at length settled down to my books
again and tried to read, I became aware, for the
firat time, that tlie room seemed growing cold.
Yet the day had bpen oppressively warni, and
evening had brought no riiief. The six big lamps,
moreover, gave out heat enongh to warm the room
plersantly. But a chillir=ss, that perhaps erept
up from the lake, made itz... felt in the roum, and
caused me to get up to close the glass door opening
on to the verandah.

For a brief moment I stood looking wut at the
shaft of light tht fell from the windows and shone
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some little distance down the pathway, and out for
a few feet into the lake.

AsTlooked, I saw a canoe glide inte the pathway
of light, and immediztely crossing it, pass.out of
sight again irto the darkness. It was perhaps
a hundred feet from the shore, and it moved
swiftly.

1 was surprised thst a canoce should pass the
island at that time of night, for all the summer
visitors from th~ uuner side of the lake had gone
huze weeks before, and the island was a long way
out of any line of water traffic.

My reading from this moment did not make
very good progress, for somehow the picture of
that eanoe, gliding so uwimly and swiftly across the
narrow track of light on the black waters,
gilhouetted itself against the background of my
mind with singular vividress. It kept coming
between my eyes and th= printed page. The more
I thought abcut it the more surprised I became.
It was of larger build +han any I had seen during
the past summer mo. hs, and was more like the
old: Indian war canoes with the high curving bows
and stern and wide beam. The more I tried to
read, the less success attended my efforts; and
finally I closed my books and went out on the
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versndsh to walk up and down & bit, and shake
the chilliness out of my bohes,

The night was perfectly still, and as dark as
imaginable I stumbled dowii the path to the little
landing wharf, where the water mide the very
faintest of gurgling under the timbers. The sonnd
of 8 big tres falling in the mainland forest, far
across the lake, stirred echoelsin the heavy air, like
the first guns of o distant night attack, No other
sound disturbed the stillness thay pigned supreme.

As I stood upon the wharf in the broad splasa
of light that followed me from the sitting-room
windows, I saw another canoe criss the pathway
of unecertain light upon the water, and disappear
at onees into the impenetrable gloom that lay
beyond, This time I saw more distinetly than
before. It was like the former cance, a big birch-
bark, with high-crested bows and stern and broad
beam. It was paddled by two Indians, of whom
the one in the stern—the steerer—appeared to be
a ve~y large man, I could see this very plainly;
and though the second cac.c was much neazer the
island than the first, I judged that they were both
on their way home to the Government Reservation
which was sitnated some fifteen miles away upon
the mainiand.
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I was wondering in my mind what conld possibly
bring any Indians down to this part of the lake at
such an hour of the night, when a chird canoe, of
precisely similar buid, and also cceupied by two
Indians, passid silently round the end of the wharf.
This time the canoe was very much nearer shore,
and it gnddenly flashed into my riind tha* the
three canoes were in Teality one and the same, and
that only one canoe was circling the island !

This was by no means & pleasant reflection,
pecause, if it were the ecorrect solution of the
unusaal appearance of the thres camoes in this
lonely part of the lake at so late an hour, the
purpose of the two men could only reasonably be
considered to be in some way connected with
myeelf. I !had never known of the Indians
attempting any violence upou the settlers who
sharéd the wild, inhospitable country with them;
at the same time, it .8 not beyond the regior of
possibility tosuppose . . . But then I did not care
even to think of such ! ideous possibilities, an’ my
imagination immediate. 7 sought relief in all manner
of other solutions to the problem, which indeed
came readily enough to my mind, but did not
succeed in recommending themselves to my
reason,
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Meanwhile, by a sort of instinet, I stepped
back out of the bright light in which I had
hitherto been.standing, and waited in the deep
shadow,of a rock to see if the camoe would
again make its appearance. Here I could sce,
without being seen, and the precaution seerted a
wise one.

After less than five minutes the canoce,as I had
snticipated, made its fourth appearance. This time
it waa not twenty yards from the wharf, and:I saw
that the Indians meant to land. I recognised the
two men as those who had passed, before, and the
steerer was certainly wn immense, fellow. It was
unquestionably the same canoe. There could be no
longer any doubt that for tome purpose of their
own tne men had been going round and round the
island for some time, waiting for an opporunity to
land, I strained my eyes to follow them in the
darkness, but the night had cowplutely swallowed
them up, and not evem the faww.ct swish of the
paddles reached my ears as the indians plied their
long and powerful strokes. The eanoe would be
round agein in a few moments, and thiy time it
was possible that the men might land. It was
well to be prepared. I knew nothing, of Sheir
intentions, snd *wo to one (when the two are big
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Indians!) late at night on a lonely island was nob
cxactly my idea of plearant intercourse,

In a corner of the sitling-roow, leaning wup
against the back wa'l, stood my Marlin rifle, with
ten cartridges in the magazine and one lying
snugly in the greased breech. There was just
time to get up to the house and take up a position
of defence in that corner. Withou! an instant's
hesitation I ran up to the verandah, ecarefully
picking my way ~mong the trees, so as to avoid
heing seen in the light. Entering the room, I shut
the door leading to the verandah, and as quickly
as possible turped out eve.y one of the six lamps,
To be in & rocm so brilliantly lighted, where my
every movement cou.d be observed from outside,
while I ecould see nothing but impenetrable dark-
ness at every window, was by all laws of warfare
an upneceseary concession fo the enemy. And this
enemy, if enen.y it was to be, was far too wily and
dangercus to't. pranted any such advantages.

I stood in the eurner of the room with my back
against the wall, and my hand on the eold rifle-
barrel. The table, covered with my books, lay
between me and the door, but for the first few
minutes after the lights were out the darkness
was o intense that mothing conld be discerned
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st all. Then, very gradually, the outline of the
room became visible, and the framework of tke
windows began to shape itself dimly before my
eyes.

After a few minutes the deor (its upper half
of glass), and the two windows that looked
out upon the front verandah, became specially
distinet ; anc:I was glad that this was su, because
if the Indians eame up to the house I should be
able to see their approach, an? gathcr something
of their plans. Nor was I mistaken, for there
preseatly came to my ears the peculiar hollow
sound of a cance lundiugy and being carefully
dragged up over the rocks. The, paddles I dis-
tinctly heard being placed undérneath, and the
silenve that ensued thereupon I rightly interpreted
to mean that the Indians were stealthily approach-
ing the house, . . .

While it would be absurd to eliim that I was
not alarmed—even frightened—uu *he gravity of
the situation and its possible ouwecome, I speak the
whowe truth when I say tha I was not overwhelin-
ingly afraid for mweelf. I was conscious chat even
at this stage of the night I was passing into a
psychical condition in which my sensaticns sesmed
no longer normal. Physical fear at no time entered
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into the nature of my feelings; and though I
kept my hand upon my rifle the grester part of
the night, I was all the time consgious that its
assistance eould be of ittle avail against the terrors
that I had to face. More than once I scemed to
feel most euriously that I was in 10 resl sense &
part of the proceedings, nor actually involved in
them, bus that I was playing the psast of a spec-
tator—a spectator, moreover, on a psychic rather
than oa a meterial Dlane, Many of my sensations
that night were too vague for ‘definite deseription
and pnalysis, but the main ieeling that will stay
with me to the end of my days is the awful horror
of it all, and tYhe miserable sensation that if the
strain had lasted a lit.le longer than was actually
the case my mind must inevitably have giveu way.

Meanwhile I stood still in my eorncr, and waited
patiertly fexr what was to come. The house was
as still as the grave, boh the inarticnlate voices of
the night sax;, s my ears, and I seemed to hear
the blood running in my veins and dancing in my
pulses,

If the Indians vame to the back of the houss,
they would find the kitechen door and window
secucely fastened, They could not get in there
without making considerable noise, which I was
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bound to hear. The gnly mode of getting in was
by means of the door that, faced me, and I kept my
eyes glued on that door without takipg them off
for the smallest fraction of £ second.

My sight adapted itself every minute better to
the darkness. I saw the table that nearly® filled
the room, and left only & narrow passare on each
side. I couid also make ovt the straight backs of
the wooden chairs pressed up against it, and could
even distinguish my papers an..irkstund lying on
the white oileloth covering. I thought of the gay
faces that had gathered round that table during
the summer, and I longed for the sunlight as I had
never longed for it before.

Less than three feet to my left the passage-way
led to the kitchen, and the stairs leading to the
bedrooms above eommenced in this passage-way,
but almost in the sitting-room itsell TEtrough
the windows I ecould se~. the dim motionless
outlines of the trees: not a leas “wstirred, not a
branch moved.

A few moments of this wwiul silence, and then
I was aware of 2 soft tread on the boards, of
the verandah, so stealthy that it seemed an im-
pression directly on my brain rather than dpon

the nerves of bearing. Immediately afterwards a
4
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black figure darkened the glass door, and I per-
ecived that a face was pressed against the upper
panes. A shiver ran down my back; and my hair
was conscious of a te.dency to rise and stand at
right angles to my head,

It v.as the figure of an Indian, broad-shouldered
and immense; indeed, the largest figure of & man
I have ever seen outside of a circus hell. By some
power of light that seemed to generate itself in the
brain, 1 saw the str-ng dark face with the aquiline
nyse and high cheek-bones flattened against the
glass. The direetion of the gaze I could not dater-
epine; but faint gleams of light as the big eyes
rolled round and showed their whites, told me
plainly that no cornes of the room escaped their
searching,

For what seemed fully five minutes the dark
figure stood there, with the huge shoulders bent
forward so 8s L0 bring the head down to the level
of the glass; ‘vlue behind him, though not nearly
g0 large, the shacowy form of the other Indian
swayed to and fro like « bent tree. While I waited
in an agony of suspense and egitation for their
next movement little currents of icy sensation ran
up ad dewn my epine and my heart seemed alter-
nately to stop beating and then start off again
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with terrifying rapidity. They must have heard
its thumping and the singing of the blood in my
head! Morecver, I was conscious, as I felt a cold
stream of perspiration frickie down my face, of &
desire to scream, to shout, to bang the walls like &
child, to make a noise, or do anything thgt would
relieve the suspense and bring things to-a speedy
chmax.

It was probably this inclination that led me to
another discovery, for when I brizd {0 bring my
rifle from behind m¥ back to raise it and have i2
pointed at the door ready to fire, I found that
I was powerless to move. The muscles, paralysed
by this strange fear, refused fo vbey the will,
Here indeed was a terrifying complication !

There was & faint sound of rattling at tne brasa
knob, and the door was pushed open u couple of
inchea. A pause of a few seconas, and it was
pushed open still forthkr. Withous a sound of
footsteps that was appreciable to my ears, the two
fignres glided into the room, and the man behind
gently closed the door after him,

They were alone with me between the four
walls, Could they ses me standing therd, so still
and straight in =y corner? Had they, perhaps,
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already seen me? My blood surged and sang like
the roll of drums in aw orchestra; and though I
did my best to suppress my breathiag, it sounded
like the rushing of wind through a pneumatic
tube.

My snspense as to the next move was soon at an
end—only, however, to give place to o new and
keener alarm. The wen had hitherio exchanged
no words and no signs, but thers were general
indications of 2 wovement across the room, and
whichever way they went they would have to puss
rour.? the tabla. If they came my way they
would have to pass within six inches of my person.
While I was considering this very disagreesbls
possibility I perceived that the smaller Indian
(smaller by comparison) suddenly raised mis arm
and pointed to the ceiling. Thr other fellow raised
his Lead and followed %2 direction of his com-
panion’s arm. I bezan to understand at last.
They were gong upstairs. and the room directly
overhead to which they pointed had been until
this night my bedroom It was the room in which
I had experiencea that very morning so strange a
sensation of fear, and but for which I should then
have been lying asleep in the parrow bed against
the window.
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The Indians then began to move silently around
the room ; they were going upstairs, and they weve
coming round my side of the table, So stealthy
were their ;novements that, but for the abnormally
sensitive state of the merves, T shculd never have
heard them. As it was, their cat-like tread was
distizetly audible. Like two monstrous black cats
they came round the tuble toward me, and for the
first time I perceived that the smaller of the two
dragged something along the floor behind him.
As it trailed along ever the floor with a soft,
sweep.ng sound, I somehow got the impression
that it was a large dead thing with outstretched
wings, or a large, spreading cadar branch, ‘What-
ever it was, T was unable to see it even in outline,
and I was too te.rified, even had I possessed the
power over my museles, to move my neck forward
in the effort to determiae its natrre.

Meéarer and mearer they cama, The leader
rested a giant hand upon the teble as he moved.
My lios were glued together, and the air ceemed
to burn in my nostrils. T tried,to close’my eyes,
so that I might not see as they passed me; but
tny eyelids had stiffened, and refused to ohey.
Would they never get by me? Sensation seemed
also to have left my legs, and it was as if I were
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standing on mere supports of wood or stone.
Worse still, I was cons 1ous that I was losing the
power of balance, the power to stand upright, or
even to lean backwards against the wall. Some
foree was draw.og me forward, and a dizzy terror
seized me that I shonld lose my balance, and topple
forward against the Indians just as they wele in
the act of passing me.

Even moments drawn out into hours must eome
to an end some time, and almost before I knew it
the figures had passed me and had their feet upon
the lower step of the sfairs leading to the qapper
bedrooms. There 2ould not have been six inches
between us, and yet I was conscious only of a
current of cold air that followed them. Thay had
not touphed me, and J was convinced that they
had not seen me. Even the trailing thing on the
floor behind them had not touched my feet, as I
had dreaded it wonid, and on such an oceasior as
this I was gratef] even for the smallest mercies.

The absence of the Indians from my immydiste
neighbeachood broaght little sense of relief. I
stood shivering and shuddering in my corner, and,
beyond being able to breathe more freely, I felt no
whit less uncomfortable. Also, I was aware that
a certain light, which, withont apparent sorree or
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rays, had enabled me to follow their every gesture
gnd movement, had gonc out of the room with
their departure. An unnat wral darkness now filled
the room, and pervaded its every corner so that I
could barely make out the positions of the windows
and the glass doors.

An I said hefore, my condition was evidently an
abnormal one. The capacity for feeling surprise
seemed, as in dreams, to be wholly absent. My
senses recorded with unusual accuracy every
amallest oceurrence, but I was able to draw ony
the simplest deductions.

The Indians soon reached the top of the stairs,
and there they halted for & momeént. T had not
the faintest clue as to their next movement. They
appeared to hesitate, They were listening atten-
tively, Then I Leard one of them, who by the
weight of his soft t.cad must have beca the
giant, cross the norrow corridor and enter the
room directly overhesd—my own little bedroom.
But for the insistence of that unaccountable dread
I had experienced there in the morning, I should
at that very moment have been lying in the bed
with the big Indian in the room standing beside
me.

For the spacy of a hundred seconds there was
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silence, such as might have existed before the
birth of sound. It was Jollowed by a long quiver-
ing shriek of terror, w! ich rang out ihito the night,
and ended in a short gulp before it had run its
full course. At the same moment the other Indian
left his place at the head of the stairs, and joined
his eompinion in the bedroom. ¥ heard- the
“thing ™ trailing behind him along the floor. A
thud followed, as of somcthing heavy falling, and
then all became as suill and silent as before.

I was at this point that the atmosphere, sur-
charg:1 all day with the electricity of a fierce
stormn, found relief in a dancing flash of brilliant
lightning simuliancously with a crash of loudest
thunder. For five seconds every article in the
room was visible to me with ama~ing distinctness,
and through the windows I saw the tree trunks
standlag in solqmn rows. he thunder pealed and
echoed across the lale and among the distant
islands, and the flood-gates of heaven then opened
and let out their rain in streaming torrents.

The drona fell with a swift rushing sound upon
the: still waters of the lake, which leaped up to
meet them, and pattered with the rattle of shot
on the leuves of the maples and the roof of the
cottage. A moment later, and anether flash. even
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more brilliant and of longer duration than the first,
lit up the sky from zeniti to horizon, and bathed
the room momentarily in dazzling whiteness, I
could see the rain glistening on the leaves and
branches outsidee. The wind rose suddenly,
and in less than a minute the storm that had
been gathering all day burst forth ‘n its full
fury.

Above all the noisy voices of the elements, the
slightest sounds in the room overueau made them-
selves heard, and in the few seconds of deep silence
that followed the shriek of terrcr and pai~ I was
aware that the movements had commenced again,
The men were leaving the room and approsching
the top of the staira A short pause, and they
began to descemd, Behind them, tumbling from
step to step, I could hear that trailing *thing”
being dragged along. It had become pondeisus !

I awaited their approack with a degree of calm-
ness, almost of apathy, which was only explicable
on the ground that after a eertain point Nature
applies her own anmsthetic, and a merciful condi-
tion of numbness supervenes. On they came, step
by step, nearer and nearer, with the shuffling sound
of the burden behind growing loude: as they
approached.
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They were already half-way down the stairs
when I was galvanised ifresh into a condition of
terror by the considera on of a new and horrible
possibility. It was the reflection that if another
vivid flash of lightning were to come when the
shadowy. procession was in the room, perhaps when
it was actrally passing in front of me.I should see
everything in detail,-sod worse, be seen myself!
I could only hold my breath and wait—wait while
the mnutes leagtnened into hours, and the
procession made its slow progress round the
Toom,

The Indians had reached the foot of the staircase,
The form of the nuge leader loomed in the doorway
of the passage, and the burden with an ominous
thud had dropped from the last s%ep to the floor.
There was s moment’s pause while I saw the
Indisn turn ard stoop to assist his companion.
Then the procession r.oved forward again, entered
the room close on my left, and began to move slowly
round 1y side of the table. The leader was already
beyond me and his companion, dragging on the
floor behind him the burden, whose eonfused out-
line I could dimly make out, was exactly in front
of me, when the cavaleade came to a dead halt.
At the same moment, with the strenge suddenness
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of, thunderstorms, the splash of the rain ceased
altogether, and the win died away into utter
silence,

For' tha space of five seconds my heart seemed
to stop beating, and then the worst came. A
double flash of lightning lit up the room and itd
corsents with mereiless vividness.

The huge Indian leader stood a few feet past
me on my right. One leg was stretched forward
in the act of taking a step. His immense shoulders
were turned toward hie companion, and in all their
magnificent fierceness I saw the outling'of his
features. His gaze was directed upon the burden
his companion was draggine along the flocr; but
his profile, with the big aquiline nose, high cheek-
bone, straight black hair and bold chin, burnt
itself in that brief instant into my brain, never
again to fade,

Dwarfish, compared witu this gigantic figure,
appearcd the propo.tions of the other Indian,
who, within twelve inches of my face, was stooping
over the thing he was dragging in a pogition that
lent, to his person the additional horror of deforinity.
And the burden, lying upon & sweeping cedar
branch which he held and dragged by a long stem,
wase the body uf a white man, The sealp had been
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neatly lifted, and blood lay in & broad smear upon
the cheeks and forehead.

Then, for the first tim Ethat night, the terror that
had paralysed my muscles and my will lifted its
unholy spell from my soul. With # loud ery I
tretchedout my arms to seize the big Indian by
the throat,‘and, grasping only air, tumEled forw ard
unconscious upon the geound.

I had recognised the body, and the face was my
ownl . ..

It was bright daylight when a man's voice
recalled me to consciousness. 1 was lying wlere
I had fallen, and the farmer was standing in the
room v:ith the loaves of bread in his hands. The
horror of the night was still in my heart. and as
the bluff settler helped me to my f.ct and picked
up the rifle which had fallen with me, with many
questious and expressions oi rondolence, I imagine
my brief replies were .either self-explanatory no
even intelligible.

That day, after a thorough and fruitless sea.ch
of the houes, I left the island, and went over to
spenc my last ten days with the farmer; and when
tha time came for me to leave, the necessary read-
ing had been accomplished, and my nerves had
completely recovered their balance.
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On the day of my departure the farmer started
early in his big boat wi*h my belongings to row
to the poinl, twelve mile distant, where a little
steamer ran twice a week for the accommodation
of hunters. Late in the afterncon I went off in
another direction in my cance, wishing tp see the
island once apgain, where I had been ths viedim of
80 strange &n experience.

In due course I arrived there, and made a
tour of the island. I also meode a sesrch of
the little house, sud it was not without a cuvions
sepsation in my heart that I ontered the litile
upstairs bedroom. Thece seemed nothing un
usual.

Just after I re-embarked, L saw a cance gliding
ghead of me around the curve of the island. A
canoce was an unusual sight at this thie of the
year, and this one s.ewed to have sprun; from
nowhere, Altering my covrse a uttle, I wabched
it disappear around the next projecting point of
rock, It had high curving bows, and there were
two Indisns in it. I lingered with some exeite-
ment, to see if it would appear again round the
other side of the island; and in less than five
minutes it came into view. There were less chan
two hundred yards between us, and the Indians,
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gitting on their haunches, were paddling swiftly
in my direction.

I never paddled fast ¢ in my life than I did in
those next few minutes. 'When I turned to look
again, the Indians had altered their course, and
were ggain circling the island.

The sun was sinking behind the forests on the
mainland, and the crimson-coloured elcads of sun-
set were reflected in the waters of the lake, when
I lookedl rourd for tLe last time, and saw the big
berk canoe and its two dusky occupants still going
round the island Then the shadows deepened
rapidly ; the lake grew Llack, and the night wind
blew its first bre:th in my face as I turned a corner,
aud a projecting oluft of rock hid from my view
both island and cance.



A CASE OF EAVESDROPPING

Jiv SvorTEOUSE was the sort of fellow who
always made & mess of thiags. Everything with
which his hands or mind came into contact issued
from such contact in an unqualined snd rremediable
state of mess. His college days were & mess: he
was twice rusticated. His schooldays were a mess :
he went to half a dozen, each passing him on to
the next with s worse character and in a more
developed state of mess. His early boyhood was
the sort of mess that copy-books and dictionaries
spell with a big “ M,” and his babyhood—ugh | was
the embodiment of howling, yowling, screawming
mess.

At the age of forty, however, thers came a
change in his troubled life, when he met a pirl
with half & million in her own right, who ronsented
to marry him, and who very soon succeeded in
reducing his most messy existence into a state of
comparative order and system.

Certain ineidents, im‘pgrtaut and otherwise, of
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Jim's life would never have come to be told here
but for the fact that in getting into his “ messes”
and out of them agai1 he succeedeil in drawing
himself into the atmosphere of peculiar gircum-
stances and strange happenings, He attracted to
his path the curivus adventures of life as unfailingly
as maat ettracts flies, and jam wasps It is to the
meat and jam of his Jife, so to speak, vhat he owes
his experiences; his after-life was all pudding,
whicli attracts rothing but greedy children, With
.ungrriage the interest of his life ceased for all but
one person, and his path became regular as the
sun's instead of erratic s a comet’s.

The first experience in order of time that he
related to me shows that somewhere latent behind
his dissrranged nervous system there lay paychie
perceptivns of an uncommon order., About the
age ~f twentytwo — I think after his second
rustication—his tather's purse and patience had
equally given out, and Jim found himself stranded
high and dry in a large American city. High and
dry! And the only clothes that had no ho.es in
them safely in toe keeping cf his uncle's ward-
robe.

varefr] reflection on a bench in one of the city
parks led him to the comclusion that the only
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thing to do was to persuade the city editor of one
of the daily journals that L» possessed an observant,
mind and & ready pen, and “hat he could “do good
work for your paper, sir, 28 & veporter.” This,
then, he did, standing at & most unnatural angle
between the editor and the window to conceal the
whereabouts of the holea

“Guess wel] have to giva.you a week's trial”
gaid the editor, who, ever on the lookout for good
chanee material, took on shoals of mien in that way
and retained on the average one man per shoal
Anyhow it gave Jim Shorthouse the wherewithal
to sew up the holes and relisve his uncle’'s wardrobe
of its burden,

Then he went to find living quarters; and in
this procceding “is unique characteristics already
referred to — wha® theosophists would call his
Karma—began unmistakebly to assert themse.ves,
for it was in the house he evertually selected that
this sad tale tock place

There are no “diggings” in American ecities.
The aiternatives for small incomes are grir enough
—rooms in & boarding-house where meals aze
served, or in a room-houss where no meals are
served—not cven breakfast. Rich people live in
palaces, of course, but Jim had nothing to do

5
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with “gich-like,” His horizon was bounded by
boarding-houses and ruom-houses; and, nwiuig kg
the necessary irregila<ity of his meals and hours,
he took the latter.

It waaa large, gaunt-looking place in a side street,
with dirty windows and a creaking iron gate, but
the'smon.s were large, and the one ke selected and
paid for in advance waa on the top flodr. The land-
lady looked gaunt and dusty as the house, and guite
as old. Her eyes were green and faded, and her
features large.

“Waal,” she twanged, with her electrifying
Western drawl, # that's the room, if you like it, and
that's the price I said. Now, if you want it, why,
just say so; and if you don't, why, it don't hurt
me any.”

Jim wanted to shake her, but he feared the
clouds of long-aecumulalad dust in her elothes, and
08 the price and #'ze of the room smited him, he
decided to take it

“ Anyone éelse on this floor 7" he asked.

She Iroked at him queerly out of her fadéd eyes
hafore she answered,

“None of my guests ever put such questions to
me befure,” she said; “but I guess you're different.
Why, there’s no one at all but an old gent that's
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stayed here every bit of five years. He's over
thar,” pointing to the end cf the passage,

“Ah! I see” said Shorthouse feebly., “So I'm
alone up here 7"

“ Reckon you are, pretty near,” she twanged out,
ending the conversation abruptly by turning her
back on her mew “guest” and going slewlv 'and
deliberately downstaira.

The newspaper work kept Shorthouse out most
of the night. Three times a week he got home at
1 s.m., snd three tinies at 3 am. The room provea
comfortable enough, and he paid for a second week.
His unusual hours had so fur prevented his meeting
any inmates of the houss, and noi a sound had
been heard from the “old gent"” who shared the
floor witn nim. It seemed a very quiet house,

One night, about the middle of the second week,
he came home tired after o long day’s work, The
lamp thet usually stood all night in the hall had
burned itself out, and he had to stumble upstairs
in the dark. He made considerable noise in doing
g0, but nobody scemed to be disturbed. The wholb
house was utterly guiet, and probably everybogdy
was asleep. There wers no lights under any of the
doors. All was in darkness. It was after two
o'clock.
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After reading some English letters that had
come during the day, and dipping for a few
minutes into a book, he became drowsy and got
ready for bed. Just as he was about to get in
between the sheets, ha stopped for a moment and
listened There rose in the night, as he did so, the
souni of steps somewhere in the house below.
Listening attentively, he heard that-it was some-
body coming upstairs—a heavy tread, and the
owner taking nd puins to step quietly. On it came
ap the stairs, tramp, tramp, tramp—evidently the
tread of a big man, and one in something of a Lurry.

At once thonghts ecanected somehow with fire
and police flashed through Jim's brain, but there
were no sounds of voices with the steps, and he
retlected in the same moment that it conid only be
the old pentleman keeping late hours and tumbling
upst:rs in the darkness He was in the act of
torning out the gas and stepping into bed, when
the house resumed its former stillness by the foob-
steps suddenly coming to a dead stop immediately
ouatside his own room,

With his hand on the gas, Shorthouse paused a
moment before turning it out to see if the steps
would gc on again, when he was startled by a loud
knocking on his door. Instantly, in obedience to a
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curipus and unexplained instinet, he turned out the,
light, leaving himself and the room in total
darkness.

He had searcely taken a step across the room to
open the door, svhen a voice from the other side of
the wall, so close it almost sounded in his ear,
exclai sed in Jerman,  Is that you, father ¢ Come
iﬂ.“

The speaker was & man in the next room, and
the knocking, after all, had not been on his own
door, but on that of the adjoining chamber, which
he hae supposed to be vacant.

Almost before the man in the passage had
time to answer in German, "I wme in at ouce,”
Jim heard someone cross the floor and unlosk
the door. Then .t was slammed to with a bang,
and there was audible the sound of footateps about
the room, and of chairs being drewn up to a table
ant' knocking against furniture on the way. The
men seemed wholly regacdless of cheir neighbour's
comforl, for they made noise enough to waken the
dead.,

“Berves me right for taking a room in such’a
¢heap hole,” reflected Jim in the darkness, “I
wonder whom she's let the room to!”

The t vo rooms, the landlady had told him, were
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originally one. She had put up a thin partition—
just & row of boards—to increase her income, iie
doors were nd;ﬂ.r.:lmt. «nd only separated by the
massive upright beam between them. When one
was-opened or shub the other rattled.

With utter indifference to the comfort of the
other Jeepers in the house, the two Germals had
meanwhile commeneed to talk both at once and at
the top of their voices. They talked emphatically,
even angrily. The words “ Father” and “Otto"
were frecly used. Shorthonse understood German,
but as he stood listening for the first minute or
two, an eavesdropper in spite of himself, it was
difficult to make hoad or tail of the talk, for neither
would give way to the other, and the jumble of
guttural sounds and unfinisheu semtences was
wholly unintelligible. Then, very suddenly, both
voices dropped fogether; and, after a moment's
pause, the decp toues of one of them, who seeed
to be the “futher)” said, with the utmost
distirctness—

“You mean, Otlo, that you refuse to get it 1"

There was a sound of someone shuffling in the
chair before the answer came, “I mean that I don's
know how to getit. It is so much, father. It is
too much, A part of it—"
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“ A part of it!" eried the other, with an angry
cath, “a part of it, whea ruin and disgrace are
already in the house, is worse than useloss. If you
can feb half you can get all, you wretched fool
Half-measures only damn all concerned.”

“You told me last time——" pegan the other
firmlv, but was not allowed to finish. A aueression
of horrible ocaths drowned his sentence, and the
father went on, in a voice vibrating with anger—

“You know she will give you anything. You
have only been married a few months. If you ask
and sive aplausible reason you czn get all we want
and more. You ecan ask 1o temporarily. All will
be paid back. It will re-establish che firm, and she
will never know what was done withit. With that
amount, Otto, you know I can recoup all these
terrible losses, and in less than o year all will be
repaid. But without 1t. . . . You must get -, Otto,
Hear me, you must. Am I to be arrested for the
misuse of trust moneys? Is our honoured name to
be enrsed and spat on?” The old man choked and
stammered in his anger and desperatior

Shorthouse stood shivering in the darkness and
listening inspite of himself. The eonversation had
carried him along with it, and he had becn for some
reason afraid to let his neighbourhood be known.
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But at this point he realised that he had listened
too long and that he mu.t inform the two men that
they could be overheard to every single syllable. So
he coughed loudly, and at the same time, rattled
the handle of his door. It scemed to have no effect,
for the voices continued just as loudly as before,
the som pritesting and the father growing more and
more angry. He covghed sqain persistently, and
also contrived purposely in the darkness to tumble
againsl the partition, feeling the thin boards yield
easily under his weight, and making a considerable
noise in so doing. But the voices went on uncon-
cernedly, and londer fuan ever. Could it be
possible they had not heard ?

By this time Jim was more concerned about his
own eleep then the morality of c—:rhearing the
private seandals of his neighbovrs, and he went
out in’. the passage and kuocked smartly at their
door. Instantly,as if by magic, the sounds censed.
Everything dropped into uttar silence. There was
no light under the deor and not a whisper could
be heard within, He knocked again, but reeeived
L0 BUEWET.

“(entlemen,” he began at length, with his lips
elose to th: keyhole and in German, * please do not
talk so loud. I can overhear all you say in the
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next room. Besides, it is very late, and I wish to
sleep.”

He paunsed and listened, but no answer was
forthconing, He turned the handle and found
the door was locked. Not a sound broke the
stillness of the night except the laint swish of the
wind over the skylight and the ecrealdn~ of a
board here ahd there in the house below. The cold
air of a very early morning crept down the passage,
and made him shiver. The sileuce of the house
began to impress him dissgreeably. He looked
behind him and about him, hoping; and yet fearing,
that something would break the stillness. The
voices still seemed to ring on in his ears; buf that
sudden silenee, when he knocked at the door,
affected him fo~ more unpleasantly than the voices,
and put strenge ‘houghts in his brain—thoughts
he did not like or approva.

Moving stealthily from the Aoor, he peered over
the banisters into the snace below. It was like a
deep vault that might conceal in its shadows
anything that was not good. It was ncé diffieult
to fancy he saw an indistinet moving to-and-fro
below him, Was that a figure sitting on the stairs
peering up obliquely at him cut of hidechs eyes?
Was that a sound of whispering and shuffling
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down there in the dark halls and forsaken
landings? Was it something more than the
inarticulate’murmur of the night ?

The wind made an effort overhead, singing
over the skylight, and the door behind him rattled
and made him start. He turned to go back to his
room, ana the draught closed the deor.slowly in
his face as if there were soreone pressing against
it from the otber side. When he pushed it open
and went in, & hundred shadowy forms seemed to
dart swiftly and silently back to their corners and
hiding-places. But in the adjoining room the
sounds had entively ceased, and Shorthouse soon
crept into bed, and *oft the honse with its inmates,
waking or sleeping, to take care of themselves,
while he entered the region of drec..s and silence.

Next day, strong in the comnion sense that the
sunlifght brings, he determired tolodge a complaint
against the noisy oruupants of the next room and
make the Jandlacy request them to modify their
voices at such Iate hours of the night and morning,
Bat it rothappened that she was not to be seen that
day, and when he returned from the office at mid-
night it was, of course, too late.

Lookinug under the door as he came up to bed he
noticed that there was no light, and concludad that
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the Germans were not in. So much the better
He went to,sleep about one o'clock, fully decided
that if they came uwp leter and wokte him with
their horrible noises he would not rest till he had
roused the lndlady and made her reprove, them
with that suthoritative twang, in whith every
wor” .was Lke the lash of a metallie whap.

However, there proved tu be no need for such
drastic messures, for Shorthouse slumbered peace-
fully all night, and his dreams—chiefly of thu
ficlds of grain and flocks of sheep on the far- awn:.r
farms of his father's estate—were permitted to run
their faneiful eourse unbroken,

Two nights later, however, when he camn home
tired ont, after a difficult day, and wet and blown
about by one of the wickedest storms he had ever
seen, his dreams—always of the fields and sheep—
were not destined to he so undistacbed.

He had already dozed off iz that delicious glow
that follows the remioval of vret clothes and the
immediate snugpling under warm blankets, when
his consciousness, hovering on the borderland
between sleep and waking, was vaguely troubled
by & sound that rose indistinetly from the depths
of the house, and, between the gusta of’ wind and
rain, reached his ears with an accompanying sense
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of uneasiness and discomfort. It rose om the
night air with some pretence of regularity, dying
away apgain in the roar of the wind to reassert
itself distantly in the deep, brief hushess of the
storm.

For a few minutes Jim's dreams were coloured
only—tinged, as it were, by this impreciion of fear
approaching from somewhere insensibly upon him.
His consciousness, at first, refused to be drawn
back from that enchanted region where it had
wandered, and he did not immediately awaken.
But the nature of nis dreams changed unpleasantly.
He saw the sheep suddenly run huddled together,
as thovgh frightened by the neighbourhood of an
enemy, while the fields of waving corn became
agitated as though some monster we.o moving un-
couthly among the crowded stalks; The sky grew
dark, and in his dream an awful sound came some-
where from the cloud=. It was in reality the sound
downstairs growing more dislinct.

Shorthouse shifted uneasily across the bed rvith
something like a groan of distress. The next
minute he awoke, and found himself sitting straight
un in bed—listening. Was it a nightmare? Had
he been dreaming evil dreams, that his flesh
crawled and the hair stirred on his head ?
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The room was dark and silent, but outside t].}a
wind howled dismally sad drove the rain with
repeated assaults against the rattling windows.
How nice it would be—the thought fashed
through his mind—if all winds, like the, west
wind, went down with the sun! They made such
fiendish noises at night, like the erying of angry
voices, In the daytime tiey had such a different
sound. If only——

Hark! It|was no dream atter all, for the sound
was momentarily growing louder, and its cawuse
was coming up the stairs, He found himself
gpeculating feebly what tnis caunse might be, but
the sound was still too indistinet to enable him to
arrive at any definite conclusion,

The voice * & church clock striking two made
itself heard above the wind. It was just about the
hour when the Germsas had comamencea their
verformance three nights before. Shorthouse made
up his mind that if thsy began t again he would
not put up with it for very long. Yet he was
already horribly conscious of the dificnlty he
would have of peiting out of bed. The clothes
were 8o warm and eomforting against his back.
The sound, still steadily eoming nearer, hud by this
time become differentiated from the confused
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elamour of the elements, and had resolved itself
into the footsteps of one r more persons.

#The Germans, hang em !” thought Jim. *“But
what on earth is the matter with me ¥ T never felt
so queer in all my life.”

Heo was trembiing all over, and felt ns cold as
though h. were in & freezing atmosphere. His
nerves were steady erough, sud he felt no diminu-
tion of physical courage, but he was conscious of a
curious sense of maaise and trepidation, such as
even the most vigorous men have been known to
experience when in the first grip of some horrible
and deadly; disease. As the footsteps approached
this feeling of wenkness increased. He felt a
strange lassitude ereeping over him, & sort of
exhaustion, accompanied by a gro™ ug numbness
in the extremities, and a sensation of dreaminess in
the hLead, as (if perhaps tne consciousness wera
leaving its accustomed seat in the brain and
preparing to sct on ancther plane. Yet, strange
to say, as the vitality was slowly withdrawn from
his body, his senses seemed to grow more acute,

Meanwhile the steps were already on the landing
at the top of the stairs, and Shorthouse, still
sitting upright in bed, heard & heavy body brush
past his door and along the wall outside, almost
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immediately afterwards the loud knocking of
someone's knuckles on ti door of the adjoining
pyelelin®

Tnstantly, though so far not & sound had pro-
ceeded froth within, he heard, through the thin
partition, a chair pushed back and a man.quickly
eross the flonr and open the door,

“Ah! it's' you,” he heard, in the son's voice
Had the fellow, then, been sitting silently in there
all this time, waiting for his iather’s arrivai? To
Shorthouse it came not 82 a plensant reflection by
ANY Means.

Thers was no anawer to this dubious greeting,
but the door was closed quickly, and then there
was o sound as if & bag or pareel had been thrown
on & wooaw. table and had slid some distance
across it before stopping.

“ What's that 7" askel the son, with anxiety in
his tone.

* You may know before I go,” veturned the other
oruffly. Indeed his voiee was more than gruff: it
betfayed ill-suppressed passion.

Shorthonse was conscious of a strong desirp to
stop the conversation before it proceeded any
further, but somehow or other his wil' was not
equal to the task, and he could not get out of



80 A Case of Eavesdropping

bed. The conversation went on, every tone and
inflexion distinetly andiie above the noiss of the
storm,.

In a low voice the father continued Jim
missed some of the words at the beginhing of the
sentence. It ended with: “ . . . but now they've
all left, srd I've managed to get up to you. You
know what I've come for." There was distinet
menacs in his tone,

“Yea" reuurned the other; “I have been
waiting."”

“ And the monuy ? " asked the father impatiently.

No answer,

“You've had thrre days to get it in, and I've
contrived to stave off the worst so far—but
to-morrow is the end.”

No answer,

“Speak, Otto! What aave you got for me?
Speek, my son; for Ctod's sake, tell me.”

There was a moment's silence, during which
the old man's vibrating accents seemed to echo
through the rooms. Then came in & low voice the
answer—

“I have nothing."
“ Otto | " eried the other with passion, “ nothing 1"
“T can get nothing," came almost in a whisper.
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“You lie!" eried the other, in a half-stifled
voica. “Iawear you lie. Give me the money.”

A chair was heard sersping along'the floor.
Evidently the men had been sitting over the table,
and one of them had risen. Shorthouse heard the
bag or parcel drawn across the table, and then
a step-na if one of the men was crossing to the
door.

“ Father, what's in that? I must know" said
Otto, with the first signs of determination in his
voice. There must have been an effort on the son's
part to gain possession of the parcel in question,
and on the father's to refain it, for between them
it fell to the groond. A curivns rattle followed
itz contact with the floor. Instantly there were
sounds of a scwdle. The men were struggling for
the posscesion of the box, The clder man with
oaths, and blasphemovs imprecationis, the other
with short gasps that betokeicd the o . ength of
his efforts. It was of short duration, and the
younger man had evidently won, for a mjnute
later was heard his angry exclamation,

“1 knew it. Her jewels! You scoundrel, you
éhall never have them. It is a crime.”

The elder man uttered a short, guttural Jaugh,

which froze Jim's blood and made his skin ereep.
&
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No word was spoken, and for the space of ten
seconds there was a living silence, Then the air
trembled with the sound of a thud, followed
immediately by a grown and the crash of a heavy
body falling over on to the table. A seccond later
there was & lurching from the table on to the
floor and against the partition that ~eparated the
rooms, The bed quivered £a instant at the shoek,
but the unholy spell was lifted from his soul and
Jim Shorthouse sprang out of bed and across the
floor in a single bound. He knew that ghastly
murder had been done—the murder by & tather
of his son.

With shaking fiugers bub a determined heart he
lit the gas, and the first thing in which his eyes
corroborated the evidence of hic ears was the
borrifying detail that the lower portion of the
partition bulged unnaturslly into his own room.
The glari*¢ paper with which it was covered hasd
eracked under tle tensior and the boards beneath
it bent inwards towards him. What hideous load
was b hiad them, he shuddered to think.

All this he saw in less than a second. Since the
final lurch against the wall not a sound had pro-
ceeded 1rom the reom, not even a groan or a foot-
step. All was still but the howl of the wind,
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Shorthouse was in the art of leaving the room
to rouse,the house and send for the police—in fact
his hand was already on the door-knob—rhen
something in the room arrested his attention. Out
of the corne of his eyes he thought he caught
sight of something moving. He was sure of it,
and turning his eyes in the direction, he found
he was not mistaken.

Something was creeping slowly towards him
along the floor. It was something dark and
serpentine in shape;and it came from the place
where the partition bulged. Ee stooped down to
examine it with feelings of intense horror and
repugnance, auu he discovered that it was moving
toward him from the ofher side of the wall. His
eyes were fmscinated, ard for the moment he was
nable to move. Silently, slows;, from 7 Je to side
like a thick worm, it .rawled forward into the
room beneath his frightened eyes, until at length
he eould stand it no longer anc stretched cat his
arm to touch it. But at the instant of contact he
withdrew his hand with a suppressed seream. I*
was sluggish—and it was warm | and he saw that
his fingers were stained with living crimson,
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A second more, and Sherthouse was ont in the
passage with his hand ou the door of the next room.
It was locked. He plonged forward with all his
weight against it, and, she lock giving way, he fell
headiong into a room that was pitch dark and very
cold. In a moment he was on his feeb again and
trying to penetrate the blackness. 2Tot o sound,
not & movement. Not even che sense of a presence.
It was emply, miserably empty |

Across the room he could trace the outline of a
window with rain streaming down the outside, and
the blurred lights of the eity beyond. But the
room was emply, appallingly empty; and so still.
He wtood there. cold as ice, staring, shivering
listening. Suddenly there was a step behind him
and o light flashed into the room, and when he
turned quickly with his arm up as if to ward off &
terrifie blow he found himrelf face to face with the
landlady. Instanliy the reaction began to set in

It was nearly three o'cluck in the morning, and
he was standing there with bare feet and striped
pyjamas in a smail room, which in the merciful
light he perceived to be absolutely empty, carpet-
'ess, and without a stick of furniture, or even e
window-blind. There he stood staring at the dis-
agreeable landlady. And there she st~od too,
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staring and silent, in & black wrapper, her head
almost bald, her face white as chalk, shading a
sputtering candle with one bony hand and peering
over it at him with her bliuking green eyes. She
looked positively hideous.

“ Weal 7" she drawied at length, “I heard yer
right ~nong.: Guess you eouldn't sleep! Or just
prowlin’ round a bit—is that it 7"

The empty room, the absence of all traces of
the recent tragedy, the silence, the hour, his
striped pyjomas and bare feeb—everything to-
gether combined to deprive him momentarily of
speech. He stared at her blankly without & word.

“Waal 7" clanked the awful voice,

“ My dear woman,” he burst out finally, “ there's
been something awful * So far his desperation
took him, but no farther, He positively stuck at
the substantive.

“Oh! there hasn't been notn'n'," she 4id slowly
gtill peering at him. I reckon you've only seen
and kaard what the others did. I never ecan keep
folks on this floor long. Most of 'en. datch on
sooner or later—that is, the ones that's kind of
quick and sensitive. Only you being an English,
man I thought you wouldn't mind. Nofilin' really
happets; it's only thinkin' like,"”
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Shorthouse was beside uimself. He felt ready
to pick her up and drop her over the banisters,
candle and all

“ Look there,” he sail, pointing at he within an
inch of her blinking eyes with the fingers that
had touched the cozing blood; “look there, my
good woman, Is that only thinking

She stared a minute, as if not knowing what
he meant.

“1 guess s0,” she said at length.

He followed her eyes, and to his amazement saw
that his fingers were as white as usual, and quite
free from the awful stain that had been there ten
minutes before, Tlere was no sign of bloed. No
amount of staring could bring it back. Had he
gone oub of his mind? Had his eyes and ears
played such tricks with him? Had his senses
become false and perverted 7 He dashed past the
landlady, L1t into the passage, and gained his own
room in o coupls of strides. Whew! . .. the
partition no longer bulged. The paper wzs not
torn. Th.re was nu creeping, erawling thing on
the faded old carpet.

“It's all over now,” drawled the metallic voice
behind him, *I'm going to bed again.”

He turned snd saw the landlady slowly going
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downstairs again, stlll shading the candle with
her hand and peering up at him from time to time
as she moved. A black, ugly, unwholesome objeet,
he thought, as she disappe‘red into the darkness
below, and'the last flicker of her candle threw a
queer-shaped shadow along the vwall and sver the
ceiling.

Without hesitating a mement, Shorthouse threw
himself into his elothes and went out of the house.
He preferred the storm to the horrers of that top
floor, and he walked the streets till daylight. In
the evening he told the landlady he would leave
next day, in spite of her assurances that nothing
more would happen.

“ It never comes back,” she said—* that is, not
after he's kilad”

Shorthouse gasped.

* You gave me & lot for my money,” he , rowled.

“ Waal, it aren't my show” she drawled. “I'm
no gpirit medium. You take chances. Some'll
sleep right along and never hear nothin". Others,
like yourself, are different and get the wkole
thing."

“Who's the old gentleman ?—does he hear it?"
asked Jim.

“There's no old gentleman at all,” she answered
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coolly. “I just told you .hat to make you feel
éasy like in ease you lid hear anythin' You
were oll alone on the floor.”

“Say now,” she wen on, after n pause in which
Shorthouse could think of nothing to say but un-
publishable things, “say now, do tell, did you
feel sort «f cold when the show was on, sort of
tired and weak, I mean, as if you mignt be going
to die ?”

“How can I say?" he answered savagely;
“wnat I felt God only knows.”

“Wasal, but He won't tell,” she drawled out.
“Only I was wonderin’ how you really did feel,
becanse the mca vhe had that room last was
found one morniny in bed——"

“In bed?"

“He was dend. He was the one before you.
Oh! Y don't need to zev rattled so. You're
all right. And it all really happened, they do
gay. This house used to be a private residence
some twenty-five years ago, and a German family
of the nane of Steinhardt lived here. They lLad
a big business in Wall Street, aad stood 'way up
in thinga."

» Ah!” paid her listener.

“ Oh yes, they did, right at the top, till one fine
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day it all bust and the )ld man ekipped with the,
boodle—"

“Skipped with the boodle 1"

“ That's so,” she said ; * gc} clear away with all
the money, and the son was found dead ir? his
house, committed soocide it was thought. Though
there was peme a3 said he couldn't have stabbed
himself and fallen in {hat position. They said he
was murdered. The father died in prison. They
tried to fasten the murder on him, but there was
no motive, or no evidemes, or no somethin’, I
forget now.”

“Very pretty,” said Shorthouse.

“I'll show wou somethin' mighty queer any-
ways,” she drawled, “if you'll come upstairs a
minute. I've heard the steps and voices lots of
times; they don't pheaze me any, I'd just as lief
hear so many dogs barkin, You'll find the whole
story in the newspapers if ycua look il up—not
what goes on here, but the story of the Germans,
My honse would be ruined if they told all. and
I'd sue for damages,”

They reached the bedroom, and the woman
went in and pulled up the edge of the earpet
where Shorthouse had seen the blood sosking in
the previous night.
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“Look thar, if you fral like it," said the old
hag, Stooping down, Le saw a dark, dull stain in
the boards that eorresponded exaetly to the shape
and position of the bl.od as he had seen it

Taat night he slept in a hotel, and the following
day sought new quarters, In the newspapers on
file in his office after o long scarh he found
twenty years back tne detaiied story, subsiantially
s the woman had said, of Steinhardt & Co's
frilure, the absconding and subsequent arrest of
the senior partner, and the suicide, or murder, of
his son Otto. The landlady’s room-house had
formerly been their private residence.



KEEPING HIS PROMISE

IT was “laveu'o'clock at night, and young Marriott
was locked into his room, eramming as hard as he
could cram. He was a “Fourth Year Man" at
Edinburgh University and he had been plough:d
for this particular examination so often that his
parents had positively declared they could no
longer supply the funds to keep him there.

His rooms were cheap anfl dingv, but it wos the
lecture fees that took the money. So Marrioth
pulled himeelf together at last and definitely made
up his mind that he would pass cr die in the
sttempt, and for some weeks now he had been
reading as hard as mortal man can read. He was
trying to make up for lost time and money in a
way tlat showed conclusively he did mot wnder-
gtand the value of either. For no ordinacy man—
and Marriott was in every gense an ordinary man—
can afford to drive the mind as he had lately been
driving his, without sooner or later paying the

eost.
m
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Among the students “e had few friends or
sequaintances, and these few had promised not to
disturb him st night, knowing he was at last
reading in earnest. Y. was, therefore, with feelings
8 guod deal stronger than mere surprise that he
heard his door-bell ring on this particular night
and realised that he was to have a vlitor Some
men would simply have muffled the bell and gone
on quietly with their work. But Marriott was not
this sort. He was nervous. It would have
bothered and pecked at his mind all night long
not to know who the visitor was and what he
wanted, The only thing to do, therefore, was to
let him in—and out again—as quickly as possible.

The landlady went to bed at ten o'clock punctu-
ally, after which hour nothing would induce her
to pretend she heard the boll, so Marriott jumped
up from his books with an exclamation that
sugured ill for the reception of his caller, and
prepared to let hum in with his own hand.

The streets of Edinburgh town were very still at
this lawe hour—it was late for Edinburgh—and in
tha quiet neighbourhood of F— Street, where
Marriott lived on the third floor, scarcely & sound
broke the silence. As he ecrossed the floor, the
bell rang a second time, with unnecessary camour,
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and he unlocked the door and passed into the little
hallway with, considerabik, wrath and annoyance
in his heart at the insolence of the double
interruption.

“The feiflows &ll know I'm reading for this
exam. Why in the world do they come to bother
me ab such an unearthly hour i

The inhabitants of the butlding, with himself,
were medieal stondents, general students, poor
Writers to the Signet, and some .thers whose
vocations were perhaps not so obvious. The stone
staircase, dimly lighted at cach floor by a gas-jet
that would not turn above a certain height, wound
down to the level of the strect #itl no pretence ab
carpet or railing. At some levels it was cleaner
than at others, It depended on the landlady of the
particular level,

The acoustic properties of a spiral staircade seem
to be peculiar. Marriott, stonuing by the open
door, book in hand, thought every moment the
owner of the footsteps would come into view,
The sound of the boots was o close and so load
that they seemed to travel disproportionately in
advance of their cause. Wondering who it eould
be, he stood ready with ali manner of sharp
greetings for the man who dared thus to disturb
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his work. Buf the man did not appear. The steps
sounded almost under his nose, yet no one was
visible.

A sodden queer sensation of fear passed over
him-—a faintness and & shiver down the back. It
went, bowever, almost as soon as it came, and he
was just Jebating whether he would eall aloud to
his invisible visitor, or slam the door and return
to his books, when the cause of the disturbancs
turned the corner- very slowly and came into
Tiew,

It was a stranger. He saw a youngish man
ghort of figure and ver, broad. His face was the
colour of & piecs of chalk and the eyes, which were
very bright, had heavy lines underneath them.
Though the cheeks and chin were unshaven and
the general appearance unkempt, the man was
evident.y & gentleman, for he was well dressed
and bore himseli with a certain air. But, strangest
of all, he wore no hat, and carried none in his
hand; and although rain had been falling steadily
all toe evening, he appeared to have neicher
overcoat nor umb.ella

A hundred questions sprang up in Marriott's
mind and rushed to his lips, chief among which
was something like “ Who in the world are you 7 ”



Keeping his Promise g3

tand * What in the name of heaven do you come
to me for?” But none of these questions found
time to express themselves in words, for almost at
onece the caller turned his head a little so that the
gas light in the hall fell upon his features from &
new angle. Then in a flash Masriott recognised
him.

“Field! 3Man alive Is it you?” he gasped.

The Fourth Year Man was not lacking in
intuition, and he perceived at unce’that here wos
case for delicate treatment. He divined, withoutl
any sctual proeess of thonght, that, the catastrophe
often predieted had come at last, and that this
man’s father had turned him oui of the house.
They had been at a private school together years
before, and though they had hardly met once since,
the news had not failed to reach him from time to
time with considerable Getail, for the famiiy lived
near his own and between corlain of the sisters
there was grept intimacy. Yourg Field had gone
wild later, he remembered hearing about it all—
drink, a woman, opium, or something of he sovt
—he could not exacily call to mind.

“ Come in,” he said at once, his anger vanish-
ing, *“There's been something wrong, I can see,
Come in, and tell me all about it and perhaps I can
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help——" He hardly knew what to say, and
stammered a lot more besides. The dark eice of
life, and the horror of it, belonged to a world that
lay remote from his own select little atmosphere
of hooks and dreamings. But he had a man's
heart for all that.

He lea the way across the hall, shutfing the
front door carefully Lehind him, and noticed as
he did so that the other, though certainly sober,
was unsteacy on his legs, and evidently much
exhausted, Marriott might not be able to pass his
examinations, bat he at least knew the symptoms
of starvation—acute starvation, unless he was
much mistaken—when they stared him in the
face.

“Come along,” he said cheerfully, and with
genuine sympathy in his vaice. “I'm glad to see
you. I was going to have a bite of something to
eat, and ‘;ou're just in time to join me.”

The other macs no sudihle reply, and shuffled so
feebly with his feet that Marriott took his arm by
way of enpport. He noticed for the first time that
the clothes hung on him with pitiful looseness.
The broad frame was literally hardly more than &
frame. He was as thin as a skeleton. But, as he
touched him, the sensation of faintness and dread
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returned. It only lasted a moment, and then
passed off, and he ascribed it not unnaturally to
the distress and shock of seeing a fortner friend
in such a pitiful plight.

“ Better let me guide you. It's shamefully dark
—this hall. T'm salways compleining,” He said
lightly, recogniging by the weight upon his arm
that the gmdance was sorely ceeded, * but the old
cat never does anything except promise.” He led
him to the sofs, wondering all the tivie where he
had come from ani how he had found out the
addrets, It must be at least seven years since
those days at the private school when they used to
be such close friends.

“Now, if you'll forgive me for & minute,” he
said, “I'll get supper ready—such as it is. And
don't bother to talk!. Just take it easy on the
sofn, I see youre dead tired, Yoo can tell me
about it afterwards, and we'll nake plans”

The other sat down on the edg: of the sofa and
stared in silence, while Marriott got out the brown
loaf, scones, and huge pot of marmalpds thae
Edinburgh students ulways keep in their cupboars.
His eyes shone with s brightness that supgested
drugs, Marriott thought, stealing a glance, at him
from behind the cupboard door. He did not like

7
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yet to take & full square look. The fellow was in
a bad way, and it weuld have bean so like an
examination to stire and wait for explanations,
Besides, he was evidently almoat too exhansted to
sperk. So, for reasons of delicacy—and for another
reason a8 well which he could not exactly formulate
to himself—he let his visitor rest aposrently un-
noticed, while he busicd hiiuself with the supper.
He lit the spirit lamp to make eocoa, and when
the water was boiling he drew up the table
with the good things to the sofa, so that Field
need not have even the trouble of moving fo &
chair.

“ Now, let's tuee in," he said, “and afterwards
we'll have & pipe and a chat. I'm reading for an
exam, you know, and I always have something
about this time. It's jolly tJ have a companion.”

He looked ap and eanght his guest's eyes directed
straight upon his vwn. An involuntary shudder
ran through hi.a from Fead to foot. The face
opposite him was deadly white and wore a dreadful
expresdien of pain and mental suffering.

“By Gad !" he said, jumping up, “I quite forgot.
I've got some whisky somewhera, What an ass T
sm, I Jever touch it myself when I'm working
like this."
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He went to the cupboard and poured out a stifft
glass which the other swallowed at a single gulp
and without any water. Marriott watched him
while he.drank it, and ot the same time noticed
something else as well—Field's coat was all over
dust, and on one shoulder was a bit of cobweb.
It was merfoatly dry; Field arrived on a soaking
wet night without hat, umbrells, or overcoat, and
yet perfeetly dry, even dusty. Therefors he had
been under cover. What did it all mean? Hud
he been hiding in the building . . .7

It was very strange. Yet he volunteered
nothing; and Marriott had protty well made up
his mind by thia time that he would not as: any
questions until he had eaten and slept. Food and
sleep were obviously what the poor devil needed
moat and firstk—he was pleased with Lis powers of
ready disgnosis—and it -vould not be fair to press
him till he had recovered a bit.

They ate their supper together while the host
carried on & running one-sided conversation,
chiefly about himself and his exams and his “old
eat” of a landlady, so that the guest need wuot
tatter a single word unless he really wished to—
which he evidently did not! But, while he toyed
with his food, feeling no desire to eat, the other ate
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voraciously, To see a hungry man devour cold
scones, stale oateake, acd brown bread laden with
marmalade wus a revelation to this inexperienced
student who had never known what it was to be
witnout at least thrie meals a day. He watched
in spite of himself, wondering why the fellow did
not choke in the process,

EBut Field seemed to be as sleepy as he was
hungry. More than once his head dropped and he
oased to masticate the food in his mouth, Marriott
had positively to shake him before he would go on
with his meal. A stronger emotion will overcoms
& weaker, but this struggle between the sting of
real hunger and the magical opiate of overpower-
ing sleep was a curious sight to the student, who
watehed it with mingled astonishment and alarm.
He had heard of the pleasw e it was to feed hungry
men, and watch them eat, but he had never actually
witnessed it, an1 he had no idea it was like
this, Field ate like an wnimal—gobbled, stuffed,
gorged. Marriott forgot his reading, and began
to feel comething very much like a lump mn his
tkroat.

“ Afraid there's been awfully little to offer you,
old man,” he managed to blurt out when at length
the last scone had disappeared, and the rapid,
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one-sided meal was at an end. Field still made no
reply, for he 'was almost asleep in his seat, He
merely looked up wearily and gratefully.

*“ Now o1 must have some sleep, you km:w,;' he
continued, “or wou'll go to ];iieues._ I shall be up
all night reading for this blessed exam, You're
more thon wéleome to my bed. To-morrow we'll
have a'late breakfast and—and see what can be
done —and make plans—I'm swlully good at
making plans, you know,” he added with dn
attempt at lightneas.

Field maintained his “ dead Eileap}r " milence,
but appeared to acquiesce, and the other led the
way into the bedroom, apologising as he did so to
this half-starved son of a baronet—whose own
home was almost & palace—ior the size of the
room. The weary guest, however, made no
pretence of thanks c: politeness, He merely
steadied himself on his friend’s arm as he staggered
across the room, and then, with all his clothes on,
droppel his exhausted body on the bed. In less
than & minute he was to all appearances sound
asleep.

For several minutes Marriott stood in the oper
door and watched him; praying devoutly that he
might wever find himself in & like predicament, and
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‘vhen fell to wondering what he would do with his
unbidden guest on the morrow. But he did not
stop long to think, for the cell of his books was
imperative, and happen what might, Fe must see
to it that he passed that examination.

Having again locked the door into the hall, he
sat down to his books and resumed Lis otes on
maferie medica whera he had left off when the
bell rang. But it was difficult for some time to con-
reutrate his mind on the subject. His thoughts
kept wandering to the picture of that white-faced,
strange-eyed fellow, starved and dirty, lying in his
clothes and boots on the bed. He recalled their
sthooldays together before they had drifted apart,
and how they had wvowed eternal friendship—
and all the reat of it. And r.w! What horrible
straits t~ be in, How could ‘any man let the love
of dissipation take such ho'd upon him?

But one of ther vows together Marriott, it
seemed, had completely forgotten. Just now, at
any rate, it lay too far in the background of his
memory tu be recalled.

Through the half-open door—the bedroom led
nut of the sitting-room and had no other door—
came the sound of deep, long-drawn breathing, the
regular, steady breathing of a tired man, so tired
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that, even to listen to it made Marriott almost
wailt to go te sleep himself.

“He needed it,” reflected the student, “and
perhaps it came only just in time |*

Perhaps #o0; for outside the bitter wind from
across the Forth howled eruelly and drove the rain
in cold sf~eams against the window-panes, and
down the deserted s.reets. Long before Marriott
settled down again properly to his reading, he
heard distantly, as it were, through -the sentenges
of the book, the heavy, deep breathing of the
slegper in the next room,

A coupls of hours later, when h® yawned and
changed his books, he still heard tue breathing, and
went cautiously up to the door to look round.

At first the darkness of the room must have
deceived him, or elt his eyes were confused and
dazzled by the rceent glare of the reading lamp.
For a minute or two he could make out mothing
at all but dark lumps of furLiture, the mass of
the chest of drawers by the wall, and the white
patch where his bath stood in the centre of the
floor.

Then the bed came slowly into view. And on
it he saw the outline of the sleeping body gradually
take shape before his eyes, growing up strangely
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into the darkness, till it stood out in marked
relief—the long black form against the white
counterpane.

He eould hardly help smiling. Field had not
movid an inch. He watched him a moment or
two ano then rcturned to his books. The night
was full of the singing voices of the wird and rain,
There was no sound of teaffie, no hansoms elattered
over the cobbles, and it was still too early for
the milk ca.ls. He worked on steadily and
conseientiously, only stopping now and again to
change & book, or to sip some of the poison-
ous stuff that kept hum awske and made his
brain so active, and on these oceasions Field's
breathing was always distinetly audible in the
room, Outside, the storm continued fo howl, but
inside the housre all was stil ness. The shade of
the reading lump threw all the light upon the
littered tible, leaving the other end of the room
in comparative da.kness, The bedroom door wes
exactly opposite him where he sat. There was
nothing to disturb the worker, nothing but an
occasional rush of wind against the windows, and
& slight pain in his arm.

This pa‘n, however, which he was unable to
account for, grew once or twice very acats It
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bothered him{ and he tried to remember how, and’
when, he could have bruised himself so severely,
but without success.

At length the page before him turned from
yellow to grey, and there were sounds of wheals
in the street below. Tt was fouro'clock. Marriott
leaned b+ch and yawned prodigiously. Then he
drew back the curtaing. The storm had subsided
and the Castle Rock was shronded in mist. With
another yawn he turned away from the dreary
outlook and prepared to sleep the remaining four
hours till breakfast on the sofs. Field waa still
breathing heavily in the next room, and he first
tip-toed across the floor to take anothes look
at him.

Peering eautiously round the half-opened door
his first glance fell upon the bed now plainly
discernible in the grey light of morning. He
stared hard. Then he rubbed his eyes. Then he
rubbed his eyes again aud thrust his head farther
round the edge of the door. With fixed eves he
stared harder still, and harder.

But it made no difference at all. Hewas staring
into an empty room.

The sensation of fear he had felt when Field
first appared upon the scene returned suddenly,
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but with much greater force. He became conscious,
too, that his left arm waa throbbing violently and
cansing him great pain. He stood wondering, and
star'ng, and trying to colleet his thoughts. He
waa trembling from head to foot.

By s great offort of the will he left the support
of the door and walked forward bolllw into the
ToOm.

There, upon the bed, was the impress of a body,
where Field had lain and slept. There was the
mark of the head on the pillow, and the slight
indentation at the foot of the bed where the boots
had rested on the counterpane. And thers, plainer
than sver—for he was closer to it—was the
breathing !

Marriott tried to pull hirself together. With
a great efforl he found his voice and called his
friend aloud by name!

“Field! Isthut you? Where are you?"

There was no reply ; buy the breathing continued
withopt interruption, coming directly from the
bed. H.s voice had such an unfamiliar sound that
Marriott did not eare to repeat his questions, but
hoe went down on his knees and examined the bed
above and below, pulling the mattress off finally,
and taking the coverings away separciely one
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by one. But though the sounds continued there
was no visible sign of Field, nor was there any
space in which a human being, however small,
could have concealed itsell He pulled the bed
out from the wall, but the sound stayed where it
was, It did not move with the bed.

Marri-*4, dinding self-eontrol a little difficult in
his wedry condition, at once set about a thorough
search of the room. He wert through the cup-
board, the chest of drawers, the little alcove where
the clothes hung—everything. But there was no
sign of anyone. The small window near the
ceiling was elosed; and, anykow, was not large
enough to let & cat pass The sitting-roe= door
was locked on the inside; he could not have got
out that way. Curi.nus thoughts began to troubls
Marriott's mind, bringing in their truin ur-velcome
ponsations, He grew mwore and more excited; he
searched the bed again till it resembled the seene
of a pillow fight; he searched both rooms, knowing
all the t'me it was useless,—and then he ssarched
again, A cold perspiration broke out ald over his
body ; and the sound of heavy breathing, all this
time, never ceased to come from the corner where
Field had lain down to sleep.

Then he tried something else. He pushed the
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bed back exactly into its original position—and
himself lay down upon it just where his guest had
lain. But the same instant he sprang up sgain
in & single bound. The breathing was zlose besids
him, almost on his ecaeek, and between him and
the wall! Not even a child could have squedzed
into the space.

He went back into his sitting-room, opened the
windows, welcoming all the light and air possible,
and tried to think the whole matter over quietly
and eclearly. Men who read too hard, and slept
too little, he knew were sometimes troubled with
very vivid halluciuations. Again he calmly re-
viewed every incident of the night; his accurate
sensations ; the vivid details; the emotions stirred
in him; the dreadfu' feast—n . single hdllucination
could er ir combine all these and cover so long a
peried of time But with less satisfaction he
thought of the recurring faintness, and curivus
sense of horror that had once or twice come over
him ard them of the violent pains in Lis arm.
These were quite unaecountable.

Iforeover, now that he began to analyse and
=xamine, there was one other thing that fell upon
him like a sudden revelation: During the whole
time Ficld hed mot actually uttered o single
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word! Yet, as though in mockery upon his
reflections, there came eves from that inner room
the sound of the breathing, long-drawn, deep, and
regular, Thething was ineredible. It was ab:jnrd,

Haunted by visions of brein fever and insanity,
Marriott put on his cap and macintosh and left
the house The morning air on Arthur's Seat
would blow the cobweba from his brain ; the scent
of the heather, and above all, the sight of the sea.
He roamed over the wet slopes above Holyrood for &
couple of hours, and did not return until the exercise
had shaken some of the horror out bf his bones, and
given him & ravening appetite into the bargain.

As he entered he saw that there was another
man in the room, standing against the window
with his back to the light. He recognised his
fellow-student Greene, who was i.ading for the
same examination.

“Read hard all night, Marriott,” he eaid,*and
thought I'd drop in Lere to compare notes and
have some breakfast. You're outearly 7 * he added,
by way of & question. Marciott said he had a
headache and a walk had helped it, and Greene
nodded and said * Ah!” But when the girl had
set the steaming porridge on the table and gone
ount again, he went on with rather a forced tome,
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“Dido't know you had any friends who drank,
Marriott "

This was obviously tentative, and Marriott
rep! ed drily that he did not know it either.

“Sounds just as if iome chap were * gleeping it
off’ in there, doesn't it, though?” persisted the
other, with & nod in the direction of t..~ bedroom,
and looking curiously at his friend. The two
men stared steadilv at each other for several
seconds, and then Marriott said earnestly—

“Then you hear it too, thank God 1"

“Of course I hear it. The door's open. Sorry
if I wasn't meant t0.”

“Ob I don't mean that,” said Marriott, lowering
his wvoice. “But I'm awfully relieved. Let me
explain. Of course. if you lear it too, then it's
all righ*; bul really it frightened me more than
I can tell you. I thougtt 1 was going to have
brain fever, or sozaething, and you know what a
lot depends on this exwm, It always begins
with sounds, or visions, or some sort of beastly
hallucinajon, and 1 2

¥ HRot1” ejaculated the other impatiently. * What
are you talking about §”

“Now, listen to me, Greene,” said Marriott, as
calmly as he could, for the breathing \/as still
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wlainly sudil'e, “and I'll tell you what I mean,
onlyrdon't interrupt.” And thereupon he related
exactly what had happened during the night,
telling everything, even down to the pain in his
arm. Whew: it was over he ot up from the table
and erossed the room.

“You hear. the breathing now plainly, don't
you?” ke said. Greede said he did “ Well, come
with me, and well search the room together”
The other, however, did not move from hk
chair.

“I'Ve been in already,” he eaid'sheepishly; “I
heard the sounds snd thought it was you. The
door was ajar—ao I went in.”

Marriott made no comment, but pushed the
door open as wide rs it would go. As it opened,
the sound of breathing prew m.re and more
distinct,

“ Homeone must be in there, raid (reene under
hia breath.

“Somegne is in  there, but where?” said
Marnott. Again he urged his friend to go in
with him. But Greene refused point-blank;
said he had been in onee and had searched the
room and there was nothing there. Ha would

not go ie again for a good deal
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They shut the door and retired jato the other
room to talk it all over with many pipes. G-eens
questioned his friend very closely, but without
illu pinating result, since questions cannot alter
facts.

“The only tking tuat ought to have a proper,
a logical, explanation is the pain in mv arm,” said
Murriott, rubbing (hat mewber with an attempt
at & smile, “It hurts so infernally and aches all
the way up. I can't remember bruising it, though.”

“ Let me examine it for you,” said Greene. “I'm
awfully good £t bones in spite of the examiners'
opinion to the contracy.” It was a relief to play
the fool a bit, and Marriott took his coat off and
rolled up his sleeve.

“ By George, though,I'm blerding!" he exelaimed.
“Look here! What on earth's this?7"

On the forearm, quite close to the wrist, was a
thin red line. There wasa tiny drop of apparently
fresh blood on 6. Greer? came over and looked
closely at it for some minutes, Then he sat back
in his ebair, looking euriously at his friend's 1ace,

“You've scratched yourself without knowing
it," he said presently.

“The-e's no sign of a bruise. It must be some-
thing else that made the arm ache.”
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Marriott et very still, staring silently at his
arm as though the soluticn of the whole mystery
lay there actually written upon the skin.

“What's the matter? I see nothing +jery
strange about a scratch,” said Greene, in gn un-
convineing sort of voice. “ It was your nuff links
probably. Tast night in your excitement——"

But Marriott, white to the very lips, was trying
to speak. The sweat stood in great beads on his
forehead. Af last he leaned forward close to his
friend’s face,

“Look,” he said, in a low voicd that shook a
little. “Do wou see that red, mark? I mean
underneath what you call the scrateh 7"

Greene admitted he saw something or other,
and Marriott wiped the place clean with his
handkerchief and told him to loox again more
closaly.

“Yea, I sec,” returned the other, lifting his head
after a moment’s careful inspection. “It looks
like an old scar.”

“It is an old sear,” whispered Marriott, his lips
trembling, * Now it all comes back to me.”

“All what 7" Greene fidgeted on his chair. He
tried to laugh, but without success. His friend

seemed berdering on collapse.
8
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“Hush! Be quiet, and—Ill tdl you” he
said. “ Field made tha! scar.”

For a whole minute the two men looked each
othir full in the face without speaking

“Field made that -ear!"” repeated Marriott at
length in s louder voice.

“Field! You mean—last night "

“No, not last night. Years ago—al school,
with his knife, And 1 made a sear in his
arm with mine” Marriott was falking rapidly
now.

“We exchanged drops of blood in each other’s
cuts. He put a Jrop into my arm and I pub
one in*n his—"

“In the name of heaven, what for?”

“It was a boys' compact. We made a sacred
pledge, 2 bargain. I remember it all perfectly
now. We had been realing some dreadful book
and we swore w appear to ome another —I
mean, whoever died first swore to show himself to
the other. And we sealed the compact with each
other's plood. I remember it all so well—the
hit summer afternoon in the playground, seven
years ago—and one of the masters caught us and
confiscated the knives—and I have never thought
of it again to this da "
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“ And you mean——" sfammered Greene.

But Marriott made no answer. He zobt up and
crossed the room and lay down wearily upon the
sofa, hiding his face in his hands,

Greene himself was a bit; non-plussed. He left
his friend alone for a little while, thin'iing it all
over age™ .- ‘Buddenly an ides seemed to strike
him. He went over to where Marriott still lay
motionless on the sofa and roused him. In any
case it was better to face the matter, whether there
‘wag an explanation or not. Giving in was always
the silly exit.

“T say, Marriott,” he began, o8 the other turned
his white face up to him. *There’s no go~? being
so updet about it. I mean—if it’s all an hallucina-
tion we know what to do. A~d if it isnt—well,
we know what to think, don't we ™

“1 guppose so, But 1t frichters me horribly
for some reason,” returned his {riend in & hushed
voice. “And that poor devil—"

“But, after all, if the worst is true and—and
that chap has kept his promise—well, he has, that's
all, isn't it 2"

Marriott nodded.

“There's only one thing that ocecurs to me,”
Greene went on, “and that is, are you quite sure
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that—that he really ate like that—I .nean that he
actually ate anything af all 1" he finished, blurding
out 11 his thought.

Marriott stared at him for 8 momert and then
said he could easily make certain. He spoke
quietly. After the main shock no lesser surprise
could affect him.

“I put the things away myselt,” he said, “after
we had finished. They are on the third shelf in
that cupboard. No one’s touched "em since.”

He pointed without getting up, and Greene took
the hint and went over to look.

“ Exactly,” he sa.d, after a brief examination;
“just a~ I thought. It was partly hallueination,
at any rate. The things haven't been touched.
Come and see for yrurself.”

Toget! r they examined the shelf. There was
the brown loaf the plate of stale scones, the oat-
cake, all untouched. Even the glass of whirky
Marriott had poured out stood there with the
whisky, still in ik,

“You were feeding—mno one,” said Greene.
“ Field ate and drank nothing. He was not there
at all1”

“Bu* the breathing ?" urged the other in a low
voiee, staring with a dazed expression on Lis face.
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Greene did not answer. He walked over to the
bedroom, while Marriott followed hira with his
eyes. He opened the door, and listened. There
was no nexd for words. The sound of deep,
regular breathing came floating through the air.
There was no hallucination about thr-t, at any
rate. M..iriott could hear it where he stood on
the othér side of the room.

Greene closed the door and camn back. “ There's
only one thing to do,” he declared with decisior
“Write hbome and find out about him, and mean-
while ecome and finish your reading in my rooms.
I've got an extra bed.”

“Agreed,” returned the Fourth Year Man “there's
no hallucination about that exam ; I must pass that
whatever happens.”

And this was what they did.

It was about a week l.ter when Marriott got the
antwer from his sister Part of it he read out to
Greene—

“It ir curious,” she wrote, “that in your letter
you should have enquired after Field. It seems
s terrible thing, but you know only a short while
ago Sir John's patience became exhausted, and he
turned him out of the house, they say without a
penny. Well, what do you think? He has killed
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himself, At least, it looks like suicide. Instead

of leaving *he house, hc went down into the cellar
and nimply starved himself to death. . . . They're
trying to suppress if, of course, but I heard it all
from my maid, who got it from their foobman. . . .
They fourd the body on the 14th and the doctor
said he had died about twelve hours-) -~fore. . ..
He was dreadfully thin, . . "

“Then he died on the 18th,” said Greene.

Marriott nodded.

“That's the very night he came to see you.”

Marriott nodded again.
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To slecp in & lonely barn when the best bedrooms
in the house were at our disposal, seemed, to say
the least, unnecessary, and I felt that some ex-
planation was due to our host.

But Shorthouse, I soon discovered, had seen to
all that; our enterprise wonld be tolerated, not
welcomed, for the master kept this sort of thing
down with a firm hand. And then, how little I
could get this ma.a, Shorthouse, to tell me, There
was much I wanted to ask and uear, but he sur-
rounded himself with impossible barriers. It was
lndicrous; he was surely askirg a good deal of me,
and yet he would give so little in return, and his
reason—that it was for my good—may hgve been
perfectly true, but did not bribg me any comfort’in
its train. He gave me sops now and then, how-
ever, to keep up my curiosity, fill I scon was
aware that there were growing up side by side
withi:. me a genuine interest and an equally

19
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genuine fear; and something of both these is
probably necessary to all real excitement.

The barn in question was some distance from
the house, on the side of the stables. and I had
passed it on several of my journeyings to and fro
wondering at its forlo n and untarred appearance
under a régime where everything was sc spick and
span; but it had never once oceurred tc me as
possible that I should come to epend a night
under its roor with a comparative stranger, and
undergo there an experience belonging to an order
of things I had always rather ridiculed and
despised.

At the moment I can only partially recall the
process by which Shorthouse persuaded me to lend
him my company. Like myself, he was a guest in
this autumn house-party, and where there were so
many to chatter and to chaf’ I think his taciturnity
of manner had appealed to me by contrast, ard
that I wished to repay som.thing of what I owed.
There was, no doubt, flattery in it as well. for he
wus more ‘*han twice my age, & man of amazingly
wide experience, an explorer of all the world's
corners where danger lurked, and—most subtle
flattery of all—by far the best shot in the whole
party, our host included.
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At first, however, I held out a bit.

“But sorely this story rou tell,” I raid, “has
the parentage common to all such tales—a super-
stitious heart and an imaginative brain—and has
grown now by frequent repetition into an authentie
ghost story? Besides, this Liad gardener of half
a century p20," I added, seeing that he still went
on cleaniag his gun in silence, “ who was he, and
what positive information have wou about him
beyond the fact that he was found hanging from
the rafters, dead 1"

“ He was no mere bhead gardener, this man who
passed as such,” he replied without looking up,
“but a fellow of splendid education who used this
curious disguise for his own purposes. Part of
this very barn, of which he always kept the key,
was found to have been fitted uwp as a complete
laboratory, with athanor alembie, cucurbite, and
other appliances, some of which the master de-
stroyed at once—perhaps for the best—and which.
I have only been able to guess & *

“Black Arts,” I laughed.

“Who knows " he rejoined guietly. *The msn
undoubtedly possessed knowledge—dark know-
ledge—that was most unusual and dangerous, and
I ¢an discover no means by which he came to
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it—no ordinary means, that is. But I have found
many fsets in the case which point to the
exercise of a most desperate and unserupulous
will; and the strange disappearances in the neigh-
bourhood, as well as the bones found buried in the
kitchen gardeu, tho igh never actually traced to
him, seem to me full of dreadful suggestion.”

I laughed again, a little uncomfortably perhaps,
and said it reminded one of the story of Giles de
Rays, maréchal of France, who was said to have
killed and tortured to death in a few years no less
than one hundred and sixty women and children
for the purposes of neecromancy, and who was
executed for his crimes at Nantes, But Shorthouse
would not “rise,” and only returned to his subject.

“His suicide seems to have been only just in
time to escape arrest,” he said.

“ A magician of no hish order then,” I ohserved
seeptically, “if svicide was his only way of evading
the eountry police.”

“The police of London and St Petersburp
rather,” returned Shorthouse ; “ for the headquarters
of this pretty company was somewhere in Russia,
and his apparatus all bore the marks of the most
gkilful foreign make. A Russian woman then
employed in the housechold—governess, or some-
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thing—vanished, too, about the same time and was
neves eaught. She was no doubt the cleverest of
the lot. And, remember, the object of this appaling
group was not mere vulgar gain, but a kind of
knowledge that ealled for the highest qualities of
courage and intellect in the & ekers.”

I admit I was impressed by the man's eonvietion
of voice and manner, for tuere is something very
compelling in the force of an earnest man's belief,
though I still affected to sneer politely.

“ But, like most Black Magicians, the fellow only
sueceeded in eompassing his own destruction—that
of his tools, rather, and of escaning himself.”

“So that he might better accomplish his objects
elsewhere ond otherwise,” said Shorthouse, giving,
as he spoke, the mnost minute atfention to the
cleaning of the lock.

“ Elsewhere and otherwvise," I gasped.

“Ag if the shell he left hang'ng from the rafter
in the barn in no wa) impeded the man’s spirit
from continuing his dreadful work under new
conditions,” he added quietly, without neticing mj
interruption., *The idea being that he sometipes
revisits the garden and the barn, chiefly the
barn—"

“The barn!" T exclaimed ; * for what purpose?”™
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“ Chiefly the barn,” he finished, as if he hed
not heard me, “that is, when there is anybody
in i‘j.“

I stared at him without speaking, for there was
& wonder in me how he would add to this,

“Wher he wants fresh material, that is—he
comes to steal from the living."

“ Fresh material I I repeated aghast.  To steal
from the living!” Even then, in broad daylight,
I was foolishly conscions of a creeping sensation
at the roots of my hair, as if a cold breeze were
passing over my skull,

“The strong vitclity of the living is what this
sort of creature is supposed to need most,” he went
on imperturbably, “and where he has worked and
thought and struergled before is the easiest place
for him to get it in. The former conditions are
in some way more easily reconstructed——" He
stopped suddenlv, and devoted all his attention
to the gun. *“It's difficulc to explain, you know,
rather,” he added presently, “ and, besides, it's much
better thrt yon should not know till afterwards.”

I made & noise that was the beginning of a seore
of questions and of as many sentences, but it got
no further than a mere noise, and Shorthouse, of
course, stepped in again.
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“Your scepticism,” he added, “iz one of the
qualities that induce me to ask you to gpend the
night there with me.”

“ In those days,” he went on, in response to my
urging for more information, “the family were
much abroad, and often tra:elled for years at a
time. This man was invaluable in their absence.
His wonderful knowledge of horticulture kept
the gardens—French, Italian, English—in perfect
order. He had carte blanche in thy matter of
expense, and of course selected all his own under-
lings. It was the sudden, unexpeeted return of
the master that surprised tue amazing stories of
the countryside before the fellow, with all his
cleverness, had time to prepare or conceal.”

“But is there no evidenee, no more recent
evidence, to show that something is likely to
happen if we sit up there?" I ashed, pressing
him yet further, and I think to his liking, for it
showed at least.that I was interested. * Has any-
thing happened there lately, for instance 7

Bhorthouse glanced up fromi the gun he was
cleaning so assiduously, and the smoke from llua
pipe curled up into an odd twist between me and
the black beard and oriental, sun-tanned fere. The
magneti'-m of his look and expression brought
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more sense of convietion to me than I had felt
hitherto, and I realised that there had bcen a
sudden little chenge in my attitude and that I
was now much more inclined to go in for the
adventure with him. At least, I thought, with
such a man, on: woull be safe in any emergency;
for he is determined, resoureceful, and to be de-
pended upon.

“There's the point,” he answored slowly; “for
vhere has -apparently been a fresh outburst—an
attack almost, it seems,—quite recently. There is
evidence, of course, plenty of it, or I shoud not
feel the interest I do ieel, but——" he hesitated a
moment, as thuugh considering how much he ought
to let me know, “but the fact is that three
men this summer, on separate occasions, who have
gone into that barn after nightfall, have been
gecosted—"

“ Aetosted 7" 1 repeated, betrayed into the inter-
ruption by his choice of so singular.a word.

“And one of the stablemen—a recent arrival
anut quite ignorant of the story—who had w go
in there late one might, saw a dark substance
hanging down from one of the rafters, and when
he climb-d up, shaking all over, to eut it down—
for he said he felt sure it was a eorpse—the knife
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passed through nothing but air, and he heard a
sound up under the eaves as if someone wqre laugh-
ing. Yet, while he slashed away, and afterwerds
too, the thing went on swinging there before his
eyes and turning slowly with its own weight, like
s huge joint on s spit. Tle mau declares, too,
that it had & large bearded face, and that the
mouth wrs open and drawn down like the mouth
of & hanged man."

“Can we question this fellow ?”

“ He's pone—pave notice at once, but not before
I had questioned him myself very closely.”

“Then this was quite recent " I said, for I knew
Shorthouse had not been in the house more than a
week.

“Four days ago,” he replied. “But, more than
that, only three days ago a couple of men were in
there together in full devlight when one of them
suddenly turned deadly faint. He said that he
felt an overmastering inpulse to hang himself;
and he looked about for a rope and was furious
when his companion tried to prevent him——-"

“But he did prevent him?”

“Just in time, but not before he had clambered
on to a beam. He was very violent.”

I had so much to say and ask that I could get
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nothing out in time, and Shorthouse went on
again.

“T've had a sort of watching brief for this case,”
he said with & smile, whose real significance, how-
ever, completely eseaped me at the time, “and one
of the most disagreeable features sbout it is the
deliberate way the servants have invented excuses
to go out to the placs, and always after dark;
some of them who have no right to go there, and
no real occasion at all—have never been there in
their lives before probably—and nmow all of a
sudden have shown the Lkeenest desire and deter-
mination to go out there about dusk, or soon after,
and with the most paltry and foolish excuses in
the world. Of course,” he added, “they have been
prevented, but the desire, sironger than their
superstitious dread, and which they cannot explain,
is very curious.”

“Very," I admitted, feeling that my hair was
beginning to stand up again.

“You see,” he went on presently, “it all points
Lo volition—in fact to deliberate arrangement. It
is no mere family ghost that goes with every ivied
house in England of a certain age; it is something
real, and something very malignant.”

He raised his face from the gun barrel, and for
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the first time his eye caught mine in the full. Yes,
he wes very much in earnest. Also, hd knew &
great deal more than he meant to tell

“It's worth tempting—and fighting, J think,"
he said; “but T want & companion with me, Are
you game?” His enthusinsm undoubtedly canght
me, but I still wanted to hedge a bit.

“I'm ve~y sceptical,” I pleuded.

“ All the better” he said, almost as if to himself,
“You have the pluck; I have the knowledge—"

“The knowledge ! "

He looked round cautiously as if to make sure
that there was no one within earshot.

“I've been in the place myself” he said in a
lowered woice, “quite lately—in fact only three
nights ago—the day the man turned queer.”

1 stared.

“ But—I was obliged to ~ome out——"

Still I stared.

“ Quickly,” he-added significantly.

“You've gone into the thing pretty thoroughly,”
was all I could find to say, for 1 had almest made
up my mind to go with him, and was not sure thet
I wanted to hear too much beforehand.

He nodded. “It's a bore, of course, but ] must
do every.hing thoroughly—or not at all”

9
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“ That's why you clean your own gun, I suppose 1"

“That's why, when there's any danger, I tuke as
fev. chances as possible,” he said, with the same
enigmatical smile I had noticed before; and then he
added: with emphasis, “ And that is also why 1 ask
you to keep me comr any now.”

Of course, the shaft went straight home, and I
gave my promise without further ado,

Our preparationr for the night—a couple of rugs
and & flask of black coffee—were not elaborate,
and we found no difficulty, about ten o'clock, in
absenting ourselves from the billiard-room with-
out attracting curiosity. Shorthouse met me by
arrangement under the cedar on the back lawn, and
I at once realised with vividness what a difference
there is between making plans in the daytime and
carrying them out in the dark. One's common-
sense—at least in mattes of this sort—is reduced
to & minimum, and imagination with all her
attendant sprites usurps the place of judgment.
Two and two no longer make four—they make a
mystery, and the mystery loses no time in growing
irto a menace. In this particular case, however, my
imagination did not find wings very readily, for
I knew that my companion was the most unmovable
of men—an vnemotional, solid block of a .nan who
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would never lose his head, and in any comceivable
state of affairs would alwaye take the right as well
as the strong course. So my faith in the man puve
me a false eourage that was nevertheless very
consoling, and I looked forwgrd to the wight's
adventure with & genuine app’ tite.

Side by side, and in silence, we followed the path
that skirtid the East Woods, as they were called,
and then led across two hay fSelds, and through
another wood, to the barn, which thus lay about
hali a mile from the Lower Farm. To the Lower
Farm, indeed, it properly belonged; and this made
us realise more elearly how very ingenious must
have been the excuses of the Hall seyvants who felt
the desire to visit it.

It had been raining during the late afternoon,
and the trees were still dripping heswvily on all
gides, but the moment we left the serond wood and
cams out into-the open, we saw a clearing with the
stars overhead, against which the barn outlined
itself in & black, lugubrious shadow. Shorthouse
led the way—still without a word—and we srawled
in through a low door and seated ourselves in a soft
heap of hay in the extreme cornsr.

“ Now,” he said, speaking for the first tima, “T'll
show you the inside of the barn, so that you may
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know where you are, and what to do, in case
anything’ happens.”

A match flared in the darkness, and with the
help of two more that followed I saw the interior of
a lofty and somewhat rickety-looking barn, erected
upon & wall of grey-stones that ran all round and
extended to a height of perhaps four feet. Above
this masonry rosu the wooden sides, ranning up
into the usual vaulted roof, and supported by a
double tier of massive oak rafters, which stretched
acroas from wall fo wall and were interseeted by
oceasional uprights. I felt as if we were ingide the
skeleton of some entediluvian monster whose huge
black ribs completely enfolded us. Most of this, of
course, only sketched itself to my eye in the
uncertain light of the flickering matches, and when
1 said I had seen enough, and the matches went out,
we were at once enveliped in an atmosphere as
densely black as anything that I have ever known.
And the silence equalled vhe darkness.

We made ourselves comfortable and talked in low
voices. The rugs, which were very large, covered
onr legs; and our shoulders sank into a really
luxurions bed of softness. Vet neither of us
apparently felt sleepy. I certainly didn't, and
Shorthouse, dropping his customary bresity that
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fell little short of gruffness, plunged into an easy
run of talking that took the form after a time of

personal reminiscences. This rapidly becamu a
vivid parration of adventure and travel in far
countries, and at any other time I should have
allowed myself to become completely absorbed in
what he told But, unfortunately, I was never able
for a singl» instant to forget the-eal purpose of our
enterprise, and consequently I.felt all my senses
more keenly on the alert than wuwsual, snd my
attention accordingly more or less distracted. It
was, indeed, & revelation to hear Shorthouse
unbosom himself in this fashicn, and to & young
man it was of course doubly fascinating; but the
little sounds that always punctuate even the deepest
silence out of doors claimed some portion of my
attention, and as the night grew on I soon became
aware that his tales seeme 3 somewhat disconnected
and abrupt—and that, in faet, I heard really only
part of them.

It was not so much that I actually heard,other
sounds, but that I expecied to hear them ; this was
what stole the other half of my listening. There
was neither wind nor rain to hreak the stillness,
and certainly there were no physical presences in
our neignbourhood, for we were half a mile even
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from thy Lower Farm; and from the Hall and
stables, ai least & mile. Yeb the stillness war being
cot.tinually broken—perhaps disturbed is a better
word—and it was to these very remote and tiny
disturbances that I felt compelled to devote at least
half my listening faculties.

From time to time, however, I made a remark
or asked a question, to show that I wes listening
and interested; but, in a sense, my questions
always seemed to bear in one direction and to
make for one issue, namely, my companion’s previous
experience in the barn when he had been obliged
to come out “ quickly.”

Apparently I could not help myself in the matter,
for this was really the one consuming curiosity I
had; and the fact that it was better for me not to
know it made me the keener to know it all, even
the worst.

Shorthouse re~lised this even better than I did.
I could tell it by the v.ay he dodged, or wholly
ignored, my guestions, and this subtle sympathy
between us showed plainly enough, had I been able
at the time to reflect upon its meaning, that the
nerves of both of us were in a very sensitive anc
highly-strung condition. Probably, the complete
confidence I felt in his ability to face whatever
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might bappen, and the extent to which als) I
relizd upon him for my own ecourage, *irevented
the exercise of my ordinary powers of reflecijon,
while it left my senses iree to s more than usual
degree of activity.

Things must liave gone on in this way for a
good hour or more, when I made the sudden dis-
covery that there was sometling unusual in the
conditions of our environment. This scunds a
roundabout mode of expression, but T really know
pot how else to put it The discovery almost
rushefl upon me. By rights, we were two men
waiting in an alleged haunted barn for something
to happen; and, ss two men who trusted one
another implicitly (though for very different
reasons), there shou'd have been two minds keenly
alert, with the ordinary senses in active co-opera-
tion. Some slight degree of ner\ousness, too,
there might also have been, vus beyord this,
nothing. It was thersfore witn something of
dismay that I made the sudden discovery that
there was something more, and something that I
ought to have noticed very much sooner than I
actually did noties it.

The fact was—Shorthouse's stream of talk wau
wholly unnatural, He was talking with a purpose.
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He did rot wish to be cornered by my questions,
true, but he had another and a deeper purpose ciill,
ang it grew upon me, a8 an unpleasant deduction
from my discovery, that this strong, cynical,
unemotional man by my side was talking—and
had been talking all this time—tu gain a particular
end. And this end, I scon felt clearly, was to
convince himself. But, of what?

For myself, as the hours wore on towards mid-
night, I was not anxious to find the answer; but
in the end it became impossible to avoid it, and I
knew as I listened, that he was pouring forth this
steady stream of vivid reminiscences of travel—
South Seas, biy game, Russian exploration, women,
adventures of all sorts—becawse e wished the past
to reassert itself o the complde exclusion of the
present, He was taking his precautions. He was
afraid.

I feit a hundared things, once this was clear
to me, but none of them wore than the wish to get
up at once and leave the barn. If Shorthouse
wia afisid already, what in the world wus to
happen to me in the long hours that lay ahead?
. . - I only know that, in my fierce efforts to deny
to myself the evidence of his partial collapse, the
strength camme that enabled me to play my part
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properly, and I even found myself helping him by
nszgns of animated remarks upon his stovies, and by
more or less judicious questions. I also helped him
by dismissing from my mind any desire to enquire
into the truth of his former experience) and it
was good I did so, for had he turned it loose on
me, with those great powers of convineing descrip-
tion that he had at his ecmicand, I verily believe
that I should never have crawled from that barn
alive. So, ot least, I felt at the moment. It wes
the instinet of seif-preservation, and it brought
sound judgment.

Here, then, at least, with different motives,
reached, too, by opposite ways, we were both agreed
npon one thing, namely, that temporarily we would
forget. Fools we were, for a dominant emotion is
not so easily banished,and wewere for ever recurring
to it in & hundred ways direct and inairect. A real
fear cannot be so easily trifled with, and while we
toyed on the syurface with thousands and thousands
of words—mere words—our sub-conscious activities
werk steadily gaining foree, and would betore very
long have to be properly scknowiedged. We could
not get away from it. At last, when he had
finished the recital of an adventure whic’s broughu
him near enough to a horrible death, I admitted
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that in mr uneventful life I had never yet been
face to face with a real fear. It slipped cut
inadvertently, and, of course, without intention, but
the tendeney in him at the time was too strong to
be resisted. He saw the loophole, and made for it
full tilt.

“It is the same with all the emotions,” he said.
“The experiences o” others never give a complete
secount. Until # man has deliberately turned and
faced for himself the fiends that chase him down
the years, he has no knowledge of what they really
are, or of what they can do. Imaginative aunihors
may write, moralists may preach, and scholars
may eriticise, but they are dealing all the time in
a coinage of which they know not the actual value.
Their listener gets a sensation—but not the true
one. Urtil you have faced these emotions,” he
went on, with the same race of words that had
eome from him the whole evening, “ and made them
your own, your slaves, you have no idea of the
power that is in them—hunger, that shows lights
beckoning beyond the grave; thirst, that fills #ith
mingled ice and fire; passion, love, loneliness,
revenge, and——" He paused for s minute, and
though I knew we were on the brink I was power-
less to hold him. “. .. and fear,” he weut on—
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“fear . . . I think that death from fear, pr madness
ffown fear, must sum up in & second of timw the
total of all the most awful sensations it is possible
for a man to know.”

“Then you have yourself felt something of this
fear,” I interrupted ;  for you esia just po .

“1 do not mean nhysical fear,” he replied; *for
that is more or less a question of nerves and will,
and it is imagination that mrke:) men cowards. I
mean an absolute fear, a physical fear one might’
call it, that reaches the soul and withers every
power one possesses.”

He said a lot more, for he, teo, was wholly unable
to stem the torrent once it broke loose ; but I have
forgotten it; or, rather, mercifully I did-not hear it,
for I stopped my ears and only heard the oceasional
words when I took my fingers out to find if he had
come to an end. In duc course he did come to an
end, and there we left it, for I t'en knew positively
what he already knew : that somewhere here in
the night, and within the walls of this very barn
whers we were gitting, there was wait'ng Some-
thing of dreadful malignancy and of great power
Something that we might both have to face ere
morning, and Something that he had already tried
to face onee and failed in the aitempt.
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The nigiat wore slowly on; and it graduslly
becaxe more and more clear to me that I could not
dare to rely as at first upon my companion, and that
our positions were undergoing a slow process of
reversal. I thank Heaven this wus not borne in
upon me tro suddenly ; and that I had at least the
time to readjust mysel® somawhat to the new
conditions, Prepar-tion’ was possible, even if it
.vas not much, an 1 I sought by every means in my
power to gather up all the shreds of my conrage,
so that they might together make a decent
rope that would stand the strain when it came.
The strain would coxie, that was certain, and I was
thoroughly well aware—though for my life I cannot
put into words the reasons for my knowledge—
that the massing of the material against us was
proceediny srmewhere in the darkness with deter-
mination and a horrihle shill besides,

Shorthouse mes awhile talked without ceasicg,
The great quantity of hay opposite—or straw, I
believe: it actually was—seemed to deaden the sound
of his veiee, but the silence, too, had become so
oppressive that I weleomed his torrent and even
dreaded the moment when it would stop. I heard,
too, the gentle ticking of my watch. Each second
uttered its voize and dropped awsy into a gulf, as
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if starting on a journey whence there was no return.
Oneo a dog barked somewhere in the disfance,
probably on the Lower Farm; and onece an owl
hooted close outside and I could hear the swishing
of its wings as it passed overhead. Above me, in
the darkness, I could just make out the outline of
the barn, sinister and bloek, the rows of rafters
stretchin across from wall to wall like wicked arms
that pressed upon the hay. Shorthouse, deep iu
some involved yarn of the South Seas that was
meant to be full of cheer and sunshine, and yet
only succeeded in making a ghastly mixture of
unnatural colouring, seemed io ecare little whether
I listened or not. He made no appeal to me, and I
made one or two quite irrelevant remirks which
passed him by and proved that he was merely
uttering sounds. He, too, was areyd of the
silence,

I fell to wondering how long .a man eould talk
without stopping. . . . Then it seemed to me that
these worda of his went falling into the sawe gulf
where the seconds dropped, unlly they weie heavier
and fell faster. I began to chase them. Presently
one of them fell much faster +han the rest, and J
pursued it and found myself almost immediately in
a land of clouds and shadows, They rose up and
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enveloped me, pressing on the eyelids. , . . It must
have|been just here that T actually fell asleep, scme-
where between twelve and one o'elock, because, as I
chased this word at tremendous speed through space,
I knew that I had left the other words far, very far
behind me till, at last, I conld no longer hear them
at all. The voice of the storr -teller was beyond
the reach of hearing; and I was falling ~with ever
unereasing rapidity tLrough an immense void

A pound of whispering roused me. Two persons
were talking under their breath close beside me.
The words in the main escaped me, but I caught
every now and then bitten-off phrases and half
sentences, to which, however, I could attach no
intelligible meaning. The words were quite close
—at my very side in fact—and one of the voices
sounded sc iyvmiliar, that curiosity overcame dread,
and I tarned to look. I -was not mistaken; if was
Sheorthouse whispe ing., Buf the other person, who
must have been just a littie beyond him, was lost
in the darkness and invisible to me. It seemed
then tha’ Shorthouse at once turned up his face
and looked at me and, by some means or other that
caused me no surp=ise at the time, I easily mads
out the features in the darkness. They wore an
expression I had never seen there befure; he
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geemed distressed, exhausted, worn out, bmh as
thiugh he were about to give in after a long m jntal
struggle. He looked at me, almost beseechingly,
and the whirpering of the other person died away.

“They're at me,” he said.

I found it quite impossible to anawer ; the words
stuck in my throat. 1 His voice;was thin, plaintive,
almost lik~ a child's.

“] shall have to go. I'm'not as strong as I
thought. Theyll call it suicide, but, of course, it's
really murder” There was real anguish in his
voice, and it terrified me.

A deep silence followed these extraordinary
words, and I gomehow understood, that the Other
Person waa just poing to earry on the cohversation
—1I even fancied I saw lips shaping themselves just
over my friend's shouller—when I f% a sharp
blow in the ribs and a voice, tlis time a deep voice,
sovaded in my ear. I opened .my eyes, and the
wretched dreamh vanished. Yet it left behind
it an impression of a strong and quite waususl
reality.

* Do try nottn go to sleep again,” he said sternly.
“You seem exhausted. Do you feel so?" There
was o note in his voice I did not welcome—less
than alarm, but certainly more than mere solicitude,
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“] do feel terribly sleepy all of a sudden,” I
admitted, ashamed.

“So you may,” he added very earnestly ; “ but I
rely on you to keep awake, if only to watch. You
have been asleep for half an hour at least—and
you were (0 still—I thought I'd wake you—"

“Why 7" Lasked for-my et riosity.and nervous-
ness were altogether too strong to b~ resisted.
“ Do you think we s.e in danger 7"

“I think they are about here now, I feel my
vitality going rapidly—that's always the first sign,
You'll last longer than I, remember. Watch
carefully.”

The conversation dropped. I was afraid to say all
I wanted iy say. It would have been too unmistak-
ably a confession; and intuitively I realised the
danger c¢f admitting tk2 existence of certain
emotions until nositively forced to. But presently
Shorthouse begar again. His voice sounded cdd,
and as if it had lost power. It was more like a
womai's or & boy's voice than & man's, and recalled
the voics in my dream.

“ T suppose you've got a knife 7" he asked.

“ Yes—a big elasp knife; but why ?" He made
no ansver, “ You don't think & practical joke
likely ? No one suspects we're here,” I went on.
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Nothing was more significant of our real flelngs
this pight than the way we toyed with words, and
never dared more than to skirt the things in our
mind.

“It's just as well to be prepared,” he answered
evasively. ©Better be quite sure, Sge which
pocket it's in—so ar to be resdy.”

I obeyed mechanically, and told him. But even
this serap of talk proved to me thut he was getting
further from me all the ime in his mind. He was
following a line that was strange to me, and, as he
distanced me, I felt that the sympathy between us
grew more and more strained, He knew more; it
was not that I minded so much—but that he was
willing to communicate less. And in “ywoportion
as I lost his support, I dreaded his inereasing
silence. Not of words—¥or he talked m bre'volubly
than ever, and with a fercer purpose—but his
silence in giving no hint of w'at he must have
known to be really going on the whole time,

The night was perfectly still. Shorthouss con-
tinued steadily talking, and I jogged him row and
again with remarks or questions in order to keep
awake. He paid no attention, however, to either.

About two in the morning a short shower fell,
and the Jrops rattled sharply on the roof like shot.
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I vran glad when it stopped, for it completely
drosked all other sounds and made it impos.ible
to hear anything else that might be going on.
Something was going on, too, all the time, though
for the life of me I could not say what, The outer
world had grown quite dim—the house-party, the
shooters, the billiard-room, ard the ordinary daily
incidents of my vimu All my energies were con-
centrated on the prosent, and the constant strain of
watching, waiting, listening, was excessively telling.

Shorthouse still talked of his adventures, in some
Eastern country now, and less connectedly, These
adventures, real or imaginary, had quite a savour
of the Arabian Nights, and did not by any means
make it ¢isier for me to keep my hold on reality.
The lightest weight will affect the balance under
such ciicunstances, and in this case the weight of
his talk was on the.wreng scale. His words were
very rapid, and I found it overwhelmingly diffisult
not to follow them into tLat great.gulf of darkness
where they all rushed and vanished. But that, I
knew, raeant sleep again. Yet, it was strange I
should feel sleepy when at the same time all my
nerves were fairly tingling. Every time I heara
what seemed like a step outside, or & movement in
the hay oppesite, the. blood stood still for £ moment
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in my veins, Doubtless, the unremitting st'ain
told ypon me more than I reslised, and this was
doubly great now that I knew Shorthouse was a
source of weakness instead of strength, as I had
counted. Certainly, a curious semse of languor
grew upon me more and more, and I wasgure that
the man beside me was engsged in the same
struggle. The feverichness of his talk proved this,
if nothing else. It was dreadfully hard to keep
awake,

But this time, instead of dropping into the gulf,
I saw something come up out of it! It reached
our world by a door in the side of the barn furthest
from me, and it came in cautiously and silently and
moved into the mass of hay opposite. Tlere, for a
moment, I lost it, but presently I caughe it again
higher up. It was clinging, like a great.bat, to the
side of the barn. Something trailed behind it, I
could not make out what. . . ; ¥ crawled up the
wooden wall and began (o move out along one of
the rafters. A pumb terror settled down al' over
me as I watched it. The thing trailing behind it
was apparently a rope.

J1he whispering began again iust then, but the
only words I could cateh seemed without wieaning;
it was a'most like another language.» The voices
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were abrve me, under the roof. Suddenly I saw
sigiis|of netive movement going on just beyond the
place where the thing lay upon the rafter. There
was something else up there with it! Then
followed panting, like the quick breathing that
accompanies effort, and the next minute a black
mass dropped through the air and dangled at the
end of the rope.

Instantly, it mll flashed upon me. I sprang to
my feet anu rushed headlong aercss the floor of
the barn. How I moved so quickly in the dark-
ness I do not know ; but, even as I ran, it fashed
into my mind that T should never get at my knife
in time to eut the thing down, or else that I should
find it Fad been taken from me. Somehow or
other — the Goddess of Dreums knows how —1I
climbed u3 by the hay bales and swung out along
the rafter. I was hanging, of course, by my arma,
and the knife -3 already between my teeth,
though I had no recollec.ion of how it got there.
It wra open. The mess, hanging like a side of
bacon, was only a few feet in front ot me, und I
could plainly see the dark line of rope that fastened
it to the beam. I then noticed for the first tuwue
that it .7as swinging and turning in the air, and
that as I approached it seemed to move rlong the
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beam, 8o that the same distance was alwslys Imin-
taigwed between us. The only thing I eould] co—
for there was no time to hesitate—was to jump at
it through the air and slash at the rops as I
dropped.

I seized the knife with my right hard, gave s
great swing of my Lody with by legs and leaped
forward at it through the awr. Horrors! It was
closer to me than I knew, and’I plunged full into
it, and the arm with the knife missed the rope
and cut deeply into some substance that was soft
and yielding. But, as I dropped past it, the thing
had time to turn half its widih so that it swung
round and faced me—and I could have sworn
as I rushed past it through the air, that it had
the features of Shorthouse.

The shock of this broaght the vile nighumare to
an abrupt end, and I woke up a second time on the
soft hay-bed to find that th. grey dawn was
stealing in, and that T was exceedingly cold. After
all I had failed to keep awake, and my sleep) since
it was growing light, must have lasted at least an
hour. A whole ¥ur off my guard !

There was no sound from Sherthouse, to whom,
of course, my first thoughts turned ; probebly his
flow of words had censed long ago, atd he too had
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yielded t> the persuasions of the seductive god.
I tairn »d to wake him and get the comfort of com-
paniorzhip for the horror of my dream, when to
my utser dismay I saw that the place where he
had been was vacant. He was no longer beside
me.

It had been no little shoc’: before to discover
that the ally in whow lay all my faith and depend-
ence was really'frightened, but it is quite impos-
sible to describe the sensations I experienced when
I realised he had gone altogether and that I was
alone in the barn. For a minute or two my head
swam and I felt a prey to a helpless terror. The
dream, too, still seemed half real, so vivid had it
been! I was thoroughly frightened —hot and
cold by tirns—and I clutched the hay at my side
in handfal:, and for some moments had no idea in
the world what I should do.

This time, at 1. ~st, I was unmistakably awecke,
and I wade a great effoic to collect myself and
face the meaning of the disappearance of my eom-
penion. In this I succeeded so far that I decided
upon & thorough search of thc barn, inside and
outside. Tt was s dreadful undertaking, and I dia
not feel ut all sure of being able to bring-it to a
conelusion, but I knew pretty well thel unless
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something was done at omece, I should simply
collepge.

But, when I tried to move, I found that thp eold,
and fear, and I know not what else unholy Nesides,
combined to make it almost impossible. I suddenly
realised that a tour of inspeetion, during the whole
of which my back w-uld be open, to attack, was not
to be thought of. My will was not equal to it.
Anything might spring upon me any moment from
the dark corners, and the growing lLight was just
enough to reveal every movement I made to any
who ‘might be watching. For, even then, and
while I was still half dazed.and stupid; I knew
perfectly well that someone was watching me all
the time with the utmost intentness, T had not
merely awakened ; I had been awakened

I decided to try another plan; I cal ed, to him,
My wvoice had a thin wesk sound, far away and
quite unreal, and there was no *niwer to it. Hark,
though! There was scmething that might have
been & very faint voice near mal

I callea again, this time with greater distinat-
ness, * Shorthouss, where are you? can you hear
we "

There certainly was a sound, . but it ~ras not a
voiee. Something was moving. It,was someone
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shuffling slong, and it seemed to be outside the
barn. I was afraid to ecall again, and the sornd
continied. It wes an ordinary sound enough, no
doubt, 'mt it came to me just then as something
unusual and unpleasant. Ordinary sounds remain
ordinary only so long as one is not listening to
them ; under the influence of irfense listening they
become unusual, porivntous, and therefore extra-
ordinary. So, this rommon sound came to me as
something uncommon, disngreeable. It conveyed,
too, an impression of stealth. And with it there
was another, a slighter sound.

Just at this minuie the wind bore faintly over
the field the sound of the stable clock, a mile away.
It was thiee o'clock; the hour when life’s pulses
beat lowe:%; when poor souls lying between life
and death'find it hardest to resist. Vividly I
remember this thonght crashing through my
brain with & sovn. of thunder, and I realised
that the strain on my 1erves was nearing the
limit, and that something would have to be
doue at onece if I was to reclaim my self-concrol
at all,

When thinking over afterwards tue events w
vhis dreac’ul night, it has slways seemed strange
to me that my second nightmare, so viv'd in ta
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terror and its nearness, should have furnished me
with no inkling of what was really gaing won all
thias while; snd that I should not have bein able
to put two and two together, or have disiovered
sooner than I did what this sound was and where
it come from. I can well believe' that the vile
scheming which lay- behind the whole experience
found it an easy trifle to dir.et my hearing amiss;
though, of course, it may eqrally well have been
due to the confused condition of my mind at the
time and to the general nervous temsion under
which I was undoubtedly suffering,

But, whatever the cause for my stupidity at
first in failing to trace the sound to its proper
source, I can only say here that it wis with a
shock of unexampled horror that my ey} suddenly
glanced upwards and caught sight of the figure
moving in the shadows abave my head among the
rafters. Up to this moment 1 hed thought that it
was somebody .outside the barn, erawling round
the walls till it came to a door; and the rush of
horror that froze my heart when I looked up and
saw that it was Shorthouss creeping stealthily
mwug & bewn, is something altogether beyond
the power of words to describe.

He wis staring intently down upsn me, and I
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knew at once that it was he who had been watch-
ing me,

This point was, I think, for me the climax of
feeling in the whole experience; I was incapable
of any further sensation—that is any further
sensation in the same direction. But here the
abominable character of the iffuir showed itself
most plainly, for it suddenly presented an entirely
new aspect to me. The light fell on the picture
from a new angle, and galvanised me into a fresh
ability to feel when I thought a mereciful numbness
hed supervened. It may not sound & great deal in
the printed letter, but it came to me almost as if
it had been an extension of eonseiousness, for the
Hand thal held the pencil suddenly touched in
with ghasily effect of contrast the element of the
ludierous. Nothing could have been worse just
then. Ehurbfmua:e* th+ rrasterful spirit, so intrepid
in the affairs of - dinary life, whose power in-
creagsed rather than lesseved in the face of danger
—this man, ¢reeping on hands and knees along
a rafter in & barn at three o'elock in the morming,
watching me all the time as a cat watches a mouse !
Yes, it was distinctly ludicrous, and woue
it gave e a measure with which to gauge the
dread emotior that caused his aberration, i stirred
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somewhere deep in my interior the strings of an
emply laughter,

One of those moments then came to me that are
said to come sometimes under the stress of great
emotion, when in an instant the mind grows
dazzlingly clear, An abnormal lucidity took the
place of my confusivn of thought, and I suddenly
understood that the two dreims which I had taken
for nightmares must really "ave been sent me,
and that I had been allowed for one moment to
look over the edpe of what was to come; the Good
was helping, even when the Evil was most
determined to destroy.

I saw it all clearly now. Shorthouse had over-
rated his strength. The terror inspirad by his
first wvisit to the barn (when he had iiled) had
ronsed the man’s whole nature to win, and he had
brought me to divert th- c-adly stream of evil.
Tkat lie had agnin underrate. lne power against
him was apparent as soun a8 he entered the barn,
and his wild talk, and refusal to admit what he
felt, were due to this desire not to acknowleage
the insidious fes~ 'that was growing in his heart.
sut, at length, it had become too strong. He
had left my side in my slesp—had Leen over-
come Limself, perhaps, first in lis sleep, by the
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dreadful impulse. He knew that I should interfere,
and with every movement he made, he watched ae
steadilir, for the mania was upon him and he was
determdned to hang himself. He pretended not to
hear me calling, and I knew that anything coming
between him and his purpose would meet the full
foree of his fury—ihe fory of u maniac, of one, for
the time being, truly possessed.

For a minute or tiro I sat there and stared I
saw then for the first time that there was a bit of
rope trailing after him, and that this was what
made the rustling sound I had noticed. Short-
house, too, had come to a stop. His body lay
along the rafter like a crouching animal He
was looking hard at me. That whitish patch was
his face.

I can luv claim to no covwage in the matter, for
I must confess that i+ o-e sense I was frightened
almost beyond eotit~.l. Bub at the same time the
necessity for decided activn, if I was to save his
life, came to me with an intense relief, No matter
what arimated him for the moment, Shorthouse
was only & man ; 1t was flesh a1 blood I had to
contend with and not the intangible powers. Only
a few hours before T had seen him cleaning his
gun, smoking his pipe, knocking the billia.d balls
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about with wvery humsan clumsiness, and the
pigture flashed across my mind with the most
wholesome effect.

Then I dashed across the floor of the birn and
leaped upon the hay bales as a preliminary to
elimbing up the sides to the first rafter. It was
far more difficult (ham in my dream. Twice 1
slipped back into the hay, wnd as I serambled up
for the third time I saw that Chorthouse, who thus
far had made no sound or movement, Wa8 now
busily doing something with his hands upon the
beam. He was at its further end, and there must
have been fully fifteer. feet between us. Vet I
gaw plainly what he was doing ; he was fastening
the rope to the rafter. The other end, J saw, was
already round his neck !

This gave me at orce the necessary strength,
and in a second I had sw-ny myself on to & beam,
erying aloud with all the av*bority I could put
into my voice—

“You fool, man! What in the world ave you
trying to do1 Come down at once!”

My energetic -tions and words combined had an
immediate etfect npon him for which I blessed
Heaven ; for. e looked up from his hurrid task,
stared Lard at me for a second or 3wo, and then
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came wriggling along like & great cat to intercept
me. He came by a series of leaps and bounds ~nd
at an astonishing pace, and the way he moved
somehcw inspired me with a fresh horror, for it
did not seem the natural movement of a human
being at #ll, but more, as I have said, like that of
some lithe wild an’mal.

He was close upon me. I had no clear idea of
what exactly I meaat to do. I eould see his face
plainly now; he was grinning cruelly; the eyes
were positively luminous, and the menscing ex-
pression of the mouth was most distressing to
look upon. Otherwise it was the face of a chalk
man, white and dead, with all the semblance of
the living human drawn out of it. Belween his
teeth he h. 1d my clasp knife, which he must have
taken fiom me in my sleep, and with a flash I
recalled his anxiety t . Liow exactly which pocket
it was in.

“ Dirop that knife!" I shouted at him, “and drop
after i* yourself—"

“Don't you dare to stop me!™ he hissed, the
breath coming between his lip across the knife
that he held in his teeth. “Nothing i the worid
can stop .ne mow—I have promised -and I must
doit. I can't hold out any longer.”
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“Then drop the knife and I'll help you” I
gh-ited back in his face. *I promise—"

“No use,” he eried, laughing a little, “] must
do it and you can't stop me."

I heard a sound of laughter, too, somewhere in
the air behind me. The next second Shorthouse
came at me with a single hound,

To this day I cannot quitc tell how it happened.
It is still & wild confusion and a fever of horror in
my mind, but from somewhere I drew more than
my usual allowanee of strength, and before he could
well have realised what I meant to do, I had hie
throat between my fingors. e opened his teeth
and the knife dropped at once, for I gave him a
squeeze he need never forget. Before, my muscles
had felt like so much soaked paper; now they
recovered their natural rtrength, and more besides.
I managed to work oursely .5 dong the rafter until
the hay was beneath us, an’ chen, completely
exhausted, I let go my hold and we swung round
together and dropped on to the hay, he clawing
at me in the air even as we fell.

The struggle thut began by my fighting for his
life ended m o wild effort to save my own, for
Shorthouse v.é quite beside himself, and had no
idea what he was doing. Indeed, he has always



160 With intent to Steal

averred that he remembers nothing of the entire
night's experiences after the time when he frst
woke me from sleep. A sort of deadly mist settled
over bim, he declares, and he lost all sense of his
own identity. The rest was a blank until he came
to his serses under a mass of hay with me on the
top of him.

It was the hay tha saved us, first by breaking
the fall and then Ly impeding his movements so
that I was able to prevent his choking me to
death.



THE WOOD OF THE DEAD

ONE summer, in myswanderings with a knapsack,
I was at luncheon in the room of a wayside inn
in the western country, when the door opened and
there entered an old rustic, who crussed close to
my end of the table and sat himself down very
gquietly in the seat by the bow window. We
exchanged glances, or, L.roperly speaking, nods, for
at the moment I did not actually raise my eyes to
his face, so concerned was I with the lmportant
business of satisfying an appetite gained by tramp-
ing twelve miles over a difficult country.

The fine warm rain of svv u o'clock, which had
ginee risen in a kind of luminow! mist about the
tree tops, now figated far .overhead in & deep blue
sky, and the day was settling down into a blaze
of pulden light. It was one of thoss days neculiar
to Somerset and N-rth Devon, wnen the orchards
shine sud w.. meadows seem to add s radiance of
their own, so hilliantly soft are the coloarings of
grass ans: foliags.

IL
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The inn-keeper's danghter s little maiden with a
simple country loveliness, presently entered with
s foaming pewter mug, enquired after my welfare,
and went out again, Apparently she had not
noticed the old man sitting in the settle by the
bow window, uor had he, for his part, so much as
once turned his head in our direction,

Under ordinary circumstances I should probably
have given no thought to this other occupant of the
room; but tue fact that it was supposed to he
reserved for my private use, and the singular
thing that he sat looking aimlessly out of the
window, with no allemp! to engage me in eon-
versation, drew my eyes more than onee somewhat
curiously upon him, and I soon caught myself
wondering why he sat there so silently, and always
with avirted head.

He was, 1 saw, & r.ther bent old man in rustic
dress, and the sisin of his face was wrinkled like
that of an spple; corduroy trous.rs were caught
up with a string below the knee, and he wore a
sort of brown fustian jacket that was very w.ach
faded. His thin hand restea vnon a stoutish sticlk,
He wore no hat and carried none, =2 I .. liced
that his head, covered with eilvery hair, was finely
shaped and gave the impression of something noble,
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Though rather pigied by his studied disregard
oft my presence, I cane to the conclusion that he
probably had something o do with the little
hostel and had a perfect right to use this room
with freedom, and I finished my luncheon without
breaking the silence and then took the settle
opposite to smoke a pipe before going on my way.

Through the open windew came the scenta of
the blossoming fruit trees; the orchard was
drenched in sunshine and the branches danced
lezily in the breeze; the grass below fairly shone
with white and yel'nw daisies, and the red roses
climbing in profusion over the casement mingled
their perfume with the sweetly penetrating odour
of the sea.

It was a place to dawdle in, to lie and dream
away a whole afternoon, -vatehing the slesny butter-
flies and listening to the shorus of birds which
seemed to fill every corner of the sky. Indeed, I
was already debeting in 1ay mind whether to linger
and enjoy it all instead of taking the strenuous
pafhway over the hills, when the old rustiq in the
settle opposite sud.ienly turned his face towards
me for the urst time and began to speak.

His voice *.l o quiet dreamy note ia it that
was quily in harmony with the day aud the scene,
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but it srunded far away, thought, almost as
though it eame to me frem outside whera une
shadows were weaving their eternal tissue of
dreams upon the garden floor. Moreover, there
wes no trace in it of the rough quality one might
naturally have expeeted, and, now that I saw the
full face of the speaker for the first time, I noted
with something like a start that the deep, pentle
eyes seemed far more in keeping with the timbre
of the voier than with the rongh and very eountri-
fied appearance of the clothes and manner. His
voiee set pleasant waves of so=d in motion towards
me, and the setual words, if T remember rightly,
were—

“You are a stranger in these parts?” or “Is
not this part of the country strange to you?”

There 1 a8 no “sir,” nor any outward and visible
gign of the defrrence usually paid by real country
folk to the town-bred visitor, but in its place a
gentleness, almost a sweetness, of polite sympathy
that was far more ¢f & compliment than either,

I ans vered that I was wandering on foot through
a part of the country that was wholly new to me,
and that I was svrprised not to find a place of such
idyllic Joveliness marked upon my mup.

“T have lived here all my life,” he saiu, with a
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gigh, “and am neve! tired of coming ’i:{mk to it
aBoin,”

“Then you no longer live in the immediate
neighbourhond

“1 have moved,” he answered briefly, adding
after a pause in which his eves seemed lo wander
wistfully to the wealth -f blossoms beyond the
window ; “bot I am almost sorry, for nowhers else
have I found the sunshine lie so warmly, the
flowers smell so sweetly, or the winds and streams
make such tender musie. . . "

His voice died av:>v into a thin stream of sound
that lost itself in the rustle of thi rose-leaves
climbing in at the window, for he turnid his head
away from me as he spoke and looked out into
the garden. But it was impossible to conceal my
surprise, and I raised wy eyes in fran’t astonish-
ment on hesring so poetic an utterance from such
a figure of a man, thongh at the same time realising
that it was not in the least inappropriate, and that,
in fact, no other sort of expression could have
properly been expected from him.

“T am sure you are right,” I answered at length,
when it was clear he had ceasnd speaking; “for
there is sowething of enchantment here-—of real
fairy-like enchantment—that makes me think of
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the wisions of childhood deys, before one knew
anything of—of—"

I had been oddly drawn into his vein of speech,
some inner force compelling me. But here the
spell passed and I could not eatch the thoughts
that had & moment before opened a long vista
before my inner vigion.

“To tell you the truth,” I concluded lamely, * the
place fascinates me und I am in two minds about
going further——"

Even at this stage I remember thinking it odd
that I should be talking like *his with a stranger
whom I me’, in a country inn, for it has always
been one of my failings that to strangers my
manner is brief to -surliness. It was as though
we were figures meeting in a dream, speaking
without scund, obeying lavwe not operative in the
everyday working worll, and about to play with
a new scale of space and. fime perhaps. but
my astonishment passed quickly into an entirely
differect feeling when 1 became aware that the
old man opposite had turned his head from the
window again, and was regaraing me with eyes
so bright they seemed almost to shine with an
mner flame. His gaze was fixed upon my face
with an intense ardour, and his whole manner had
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suddenly become alett and concentrated. There
wa, “omething about "im I now felt for the first
time that made little thrills of excitement run up
and down my back. I met his look squarely, but
with an inward tremor.

“ Stay, then, a little while longer,” ho said in &
mueh lower and deeper viice than before;  stay,
and I will teach you somelhing of the purpose of
my coming.”

He stopped abruptly. I was congeicus of a
decided shiver.

“You have & sp.2ial purpose then—in coming
back ¢ " T asked, hardly knowing what | was saying,

“To call away someone,” he went on n the same
thrilling voice, “someone who is not quite ready
to come, but who is needed elsewhere for a worthier
purpose.” There was a sadness in his wanner that
mystified me more than ever.

“You mean——12" T began, with an unaccount-
able aceess of trembling.

“ ] have come for someone vho must soou move,
even as I have mov

He looked me through and through with a dregd-
fully piercing gaze, but I met his eyes with a full
straight stace, trembling though I was, apd I was
aware that something stirred within me that had
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never stirred before, though for the life of me I
could not have put & name co if, or have analT.ed
its nature. Something lifted and rolled away. For
one single second I understood elearly that the
past and the future exist actually side by side in
one immease FPresent; that it was J who moved
to and fro among shiftirg, protean appearances.

The old man dropped his eyes from my face,
and the momentary glimpse of & mightier universe
passed utterly away. Resson regained its sway
over 8 dull, limited kingdom.

“ Come to-night,” I heard the old man say,
“ come to m* to-might into the Wood of the Dead.
Come at m' doight—"

Involuntarily I clutched the arm of the settle
for support, for I then felt that I was speaking
with somesng who knew wore of the real things
that are and will be, thaa I could ever know while
in the body, working through the nrdmary channels
of sense—and this euriouns half-prownise of & partial
lifting of the veil bad its undenisble effect upon
me,

The breeze from the sea had died away outside,
and the blossoms were still A yellow butterfly
doated Jamly past the window. The song of the
birds hushed—I smelt the sea—1I smelt the perfume
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of heated summer air ;ising from fields and flowers,
the ipeffable scents ol June and of the long days
of the year—and with it, from countless green
meadows beyond, eame the hum of myriad summer
life, children’s voices, sweeb pipings, and the sound
of water falling.

I knew myself to be on the tareshold of a new
order of experience—of au ecstasy. Something
drew me forth with a sense of inexpressible yearn-
ing towards the being of this strange old man in
the window seat, and for & moment I knew what
it wos to taste a righty and wonderful sensation,
and to touch the highest pinnacle o. joy I have
ever known. It lasted for less then a jecond, and
was gone; but in that brief instant of time the
same terrible lucidity came to me that had already
shown me how the past and future exi.t in the
present, and I realised and anderstood that pleasure
and pain are one and the same force, for the joy
I had just experienced included also all the pain
I ever had felt, or ever could feel. . . .

The sunshine grew to dazzling radiance, faded,
passed away. The shadows paused in their dance
upon the prass, deepened a moment, and then
melted intc air. The flowers of the fruit treed
laugheu with their little silvery laughter as the
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wind sighed over their vad.ant eyes the old, old
tale of its personal lov  Onee or twits a
voice called my name. A wonderful sensation
of lightness and power began to steal over
me.

Sudder'y the door opened and the inn-keeper's
daughter eame in. By all ordinary standards,
her's was a charming country loveliness, born of
the stars and wild-dowers, of moonlight shining
through autumn mista upon the river and the
fields; yet, by contrast with the higher order of
beauty I had just momentarly been in touch
with, she se- med almost ugly. How dull her eyes,
how thin her wvoice, how vapid her smile, and
ingipid her whole presentment,

For a moment she stood between me and the
oceupant i:pft!m window sz.t while I eounted out
the amall change for my meal and for her serviees;
but when, an instant later, she moved aside, I saw
that the settle was empty and that there was no
longer-anyone in the room but our two selves.

This Aiscovery was no shock to me; indeed, I
had almost expected it, and the man had gone just
as a figure goes out of & dream, causing no surprise
and leayit.g me as part and parcel cf the same
dream without breaking of continuity. But, as
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soon 88 I had paid iy oill and thus resumed in
ver,. nractical fashior the thread of my normal
consciousness, I turned to the girl and asked her if
she knew the old man who had been sitting in the
window seat, and what he had meant by the
Wood of the Dead.

The maiden started vicibly, glancing quckly
round the empty room, but answering simply that
she had seen no one. I deseribed him in great
detail, and then, as the deseription grew eclearer, she
turned a little pale under her pretty sunborn and
said very gravely that it must have been the ghast.

“Ghost | What ghost 7"

“QOh, the village ghost,” she said guiet'y, coming
closer to my chair with a little nervous movement
of penuine alarm, and adding in a lower voice,
“ He comes before a deach, they say 1"

It was not difficult to induce the girl to talk,
ana the story she told e, shorn of the supersti-
tion that had obviously’ gathered with the years
round the memory of a strangely picturesque
fipure, was an interesting and peculiar one. .,

The inn, she said, was originally a farmhouse,
oceupied by a yeoman farmer evidently of a
superior, if rather eccentrie, character, who had
been very poor until he reached old age, when a
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son died suddenly in tle Cclonies and left him
an unexpected amount of v.oney, almost a fort.ne.
The old man thereupon altered no whit his
simple manner of living, but devoted his income
entirely to the improvement of the village and to
the assistance of its inhabitants; he did this quite
regardless of his personal likes and dislikes, as if
one and all were absolvtely alike to him, objects of
a genuine and impersonal benevolence. People
had always been a little afraid of the man, not
understanding his eccentricities, but the simple
force of this love for humanity shanged all that in
& very shor space of time; and before he died he
came to b known as the Father of the Village
and was held in great love and veneration by all
A short time before his end, however, he began
to act qieerly. He spent Lis money just as usefully
and wisely, but the sho k of sudden wealth after a
life of poverty, people said, had unsettled his miad.
He claimed to see things that others did not see, to
hear voices, and to have visions, Evidently, he
was not of the harmless, foolish, visionary order,
but & man of character and of great personal force,
for the people became divided in their opinions,
and the viear, good man, regarded and treated him
as a “special case” For many, his nwme and
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atmosphera became thargjed almost with a spiritual
invence that was not of the best. People quoted
texts about him; kept when possible out of his
way, and avoided his house after dark. None
understood him, but though the majority loved
him, an element of dread and mystery became
associsted with his name, chiely owing to the
ignorant gossip of the few.

A grove ot pine trees behind the farm—the girl
pointed them out to me on the slope of the hill—
he said was the Wood of the Dead, because just
befors anyone died in the village he saw them walk
into that wood, singing. Nooe who went In ever
came out again. He often mentioned the names
to his wife, who usually published them tfo all the
inhabitants within an hour of her husband's con-
fidence; and it was fornd that the peopl~ he had
seen enter the wood—dird. On warm summer
nichts he would sometimes take an old sticx and
wander out, hutless, under the pines, for he loved
this wood, and used to say he met all his old
miends there, and would one day walk In there
never to return. His wife tried to break him gently
off this habit, but he always had his own way;
and ones, when she followed and found hi'n standing
under » great pine in the thickest portion of the
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grove, talking earnestly , o soneone she could not
see, he lurned and rebuked her very gently. Lut
in such a way that she never repeated the experi-
ment, saying—

“ You should never interrupt me, Mary, when I
am talking with the others; for they teach me,
remember, wonderful things, and I must learn oll I
can before I go to join them.”

This story weni like wild - fire through the
village, ineressing with every repetition, until at
length everyone was able to give an accurate
deseription of the great veiled figures the woman
declared she had sesn moving among the trees
where her husband stood. The innocent pine-
grove now pecame positively haunted, and the title
of “Wood of the Dead” elung naturally as if it
had beew applied to it in the ordinary course of
events by the compilers of the Ordnance Survey.

On the evening of his ninetieth birthday the ald
man went up to his wife and kissed her. His
manner was loving, and very gentle, and there was
something about him besides, she declured after-
wards, that made her slightly in awe of him and
feel that he was almost more of a sp.rit than a
—.an,

He kissed her tenderly on both cheeks, but his
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eyes seemed to look 1lght through her as he
ipoke

“Dearest wife,”” he said, * T am saying good-bye
to you, for I am now going into the Wood of the
Dead, and I shall not return. Do not follow me, or
send to search, but be ready scon to come upon the
same journey yoursalf.”

The good woman burst into tears and tried to
hold him, buy he easily slipped from her hands, and
she was afraid to follow him. Slowly she saw him
cross the feld in the sunshine, and then enter the
eool shadows of the grove, where he disappeared
from her sight.

That same night, much later, she woke to find
him lying peacefully by her side in bed, with one
arm stretched out lowards her, dead. Her story
was half believed, half doubted at the time, but
in a very few- years afterwards it evidently came
to be accepted by all the countryside. A funeral
service was held to which the people flocked in great
numbers, and everyone approved of the sentiment
+hich led the widow to add the words, “The
Father of the Villag:,” after the asual texts which
appearyd uron the stone over his grave.

This, then, was the story I pieced together of the
village ~host as the little inn-keeper's daughter
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told it to me that afterm:on i the parlour of the
inn.

“ But you're not the drst-to say you've seen him,"
the girl concluded; “and your description is just
what we've alwaya heard, and that window, they
say, was iust where he used to it and think, and
think, when he v-as alive, and sometimes, they say,
to cry for hours together.”

“ And would you "eel afraid if you hed seen him ? "
I asked, for the girl seemed strangely moved and
interested 1 the whole story.

«T think so,” she answered timidly. *Surely, if
he spoke to me. Hc did speak to yow, didn't he,
sir 7" she asked after o slight pause.

“ He paid he had come for someons.”

“Come for someone,” she rcepeated. “Did he
gay—"" she went on falteringly.

“ No, he did not say for whom,” I said quickly,
notic:ng the suulen shadow on her face and the
tremulous voice.

“ Are you really sure, sir{”

® Oh, quite sure,” I answered cheerfully. «Idil
not even ask him,” The girl 1oked at me steadily
for nearly a whole minute as though there were
-.any thirgs she wished to tell me or to ask. But
she said nothing, and presently picked up her tray
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from the table an| wslked slowly out of the
rocimn,

Instead of keeping to my original purpose and
pushing on to the next village over the hills, I
ordered a room to be prepared for me at the inm,
and that afterncon I spent wandering sbout the
fields and lying under the fruit trees, watching the
white clonds sailing out over the sea. The Wood of
the Dead I sarveyed from a uistance, but in the
village I visited the stone erected to the memory
of the “Father of the Village"—who was thus,
evidently, no mythical personage — apd saw also
the monuments of his fine unselfish spirit: the
schoolhouse he built, the library, the home for the
sged poor, and the tiny hospital.

That night, as the clock in the church tower was
striking half-past elevea, I stealthily left the inn
and crept through the darl. orchard and over the
hayfield in the direction of the hill whose southern
alope was clothed.with the Wood of the Dead. A
genuine interest impelled me to the adventure, but
i ‘also was obliged to confess to a certain mnkmg o
my heart as I stumbied along over the field in the
darkness, fo. I was approaching what might prove
to be the birth-place of a real country my'th, and a
spot already lifted by the imaginative thoughts of

iz
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& considerable number ¢ pe ple into the region
of the haunted and ill-om med

The inn lay below me, aad all round it the
village clustered in & soft black shadow unrelieved
by & single light. The night was moonless, yet
distinetly luminous, for the stars crowded the sky.
The gilence of deep slvmber was everywhere; so
still, indeed, that every time my foot kicked against
a stone I thought tne sound must be heard below
in the village and waken the slespers.

I elimbed the hill slowly, thinking chiefly of the
strange story of the noble old ran who had seized
the opportunity to do good to his fellows the
moment it came his way, and wondering why the
causes that operate ceaselessly behind human life
did not always select such admirable instruments,
Once oi twice a night-bird circled swiftly over my
head, but the bats had long since gone to rest, and
there was no other sign of life stirring.

Then, suddenly, with a singwler tarill of emotion,
I saw the first treer of the Wood of the Dead rise
in froot of me in & high black wall, 'Wheir crestd
sbood up like giant epears against the starry
aky; and though there was no. percepiible
movemens of the air on my chesk I heard
a faint, rushing sound among their uranches
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as the night breez paped to and fro over their
countless little need es. A remote, hushed murmur
ross overhead and dizd away again almost immedi-
ately; for in these trees the wind seems to be
never absolutely at rest, and on the calmest day
there is always a sort of whispering music among
their branches.

For a moment I hesitated on the edge of this
dark wood, and listened intently. Delicate per-
fumes of earth and bark stole out fo meet me.
Impenetrable darkness faced me. Only the
conseiousness that I was obeying an order, strangely
given, and including a mighty privilege, enabled
me to find the courage to go forward and step in
boldly under the treea

Instantly the shadows closed in upon me and
“gomething " came forward to meet mo trom the
centre of the darknesa. It would b» easy encugh to
meet myimagination half-way with fact,and say that
acold hand grasp:d my ownand led me by invisible
paths into the unknown deptls of the grova; hut
at any rate, without stumbling, and always with
the positive knowledge that I was going straight
towards the desired object, I pressed on confidently
and securely into the wood. So dark was it that,
at first, not & single star-beam pierced the roof of
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branches overhead ; and,a we noved forward side
by side, the trees shifted ilen ly past us in long
lines, row upon row, squadron. upon squadron, like
the units of a vast, soundless army.

And, at length, we came to a comparatively open
space whe.e the trees halted upon us for a while,
and, looking up, I saw the white river of the sky
beginning to yield to ths influence of a new light
that now seemed spreading swiftly scross the
heavens.

“Tt is the dawn coming,” said the voice at my side
that I certsinly recognised, bcu which seemed
alinost like & whispering from the trees,  and we are
now in the heart of the Wood of the Dead.”

We seated ourselves on a moss-covered boulder
and waited the coming of the sun. With marvel-
lous swiitress, it seemed iv me, the light in the
east passed into the radiance of early morning, and
when the wind awolke and began to whisper in the
tree tops, the first rays of the rizzz sun fell between
the trunks and restad in a circle of gold at our
feet.

“Now, come with me,” whispered my companion
in the same deep voice, “ for time has uo existence
here, and vhat which I would show yon is already
there I "
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We trod gentlyland fsilently over the soft pine
needlas.  Already 1he sin was high over our heads,
and the shadows ol! the trees coiled closely about
their feet. The wood became denser again, bub
occasionally we passed through little open bits
where we could smell the hot sunshine add the dry,
baked pine needles. Th-n, presently, we came to
the edge of the grove, anl I saw a hayfield lying
in the blaze of day, and two horses basking lazily
with switching tails in the shafts of p laden hay-
wargon.

So complete aud vivid was the serke of reality,
that T remember the grateful realisrtion of the cool
shade where we sat and looked sut upon the hot
world beyond.

The last pitchfork had tossed up its fragrant
burden, and the great horses were nlroaay strain-
ing in the shafts after toe drivor, as he walked
slowly in front with one hand upon their bridles.
He was o stalwaui fellow, with sunburned neck
and hands. Then, for the frst time, I hoticed,
perched aloft upon the trembling throne:of hay,
the fizure of a glim young girl. I could not see
her feea, but her brown hair escaped in disorder
from a white sun-bonnet, and her still® brownes
hands held a well-worn hay rake. She was
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langhing and talking wi'h the driver, and he,
from time to time, cast u) at her ardent glances
of admiration—glances that won instant smiles
and soft blushes in respomse.

The eart presently turned into the roadway that
skirted tl.z edge of the wood where we were
sitting. I watched the srene with intense interest
and became so much ahsorbed in it that I quite
forgot the manifold, strange steps by which I was
permitted to become a spectator,

“Come down snd walk with me” cried the
young fellov, stopping a momer: in front of the
horses and opening wide his arms.  “Jump! and
I'll eateh youl!”

“ Oh, oh,” she laughed, and her voice sounded
to me as the happiest, merriest laughter I had
ever heiwrd from a girl's throat. “ Oh, oh! that's
all very well, But re.sember I'm Queen of the
Hay, and T must ride”

“Then I must come and zid: beside you,” he
eried, and began at onee to climb up by way
of the driver's seat. But, with a peal of silvery
laughter, she slipped down easily over the back
of the hay to escape him, and ran & little way
(slong the 10ad. I could see her quite rlearly, and
noticed the ¢harming, natural grace of her move-
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ments, and the loving expression in her eyes as
she looked over her sho jlder to make sure he was
following. Evident. g, e did not wish to escape
for long, certainly not for ever.

In two strades the big, brown swain was after
her, leaving the horses to do as they pleased.
Another second and his arms would have cauzht
the slender waist and pressed the little body to
his heart. But, just at that “nstant, the old man
beside me uttered a peculiar ery It was low
and thrilling, and it went through me'like a sharp
sword.

He had called her by her own pame—and
she had heard.

For a second she halted, glancing back with
frightened eyes. Then, with a brief cry of
despair, the girl swerved aside and dived in
awiftly among the shadows of the trees.

But the young man saw the radden movement
and eried out to her passionately—

“ Not that way, my love! Not that way! It'a
the Wood. of the Dead "

She threw a laughing glanco over her shoulder
at him, and the wind ecanght her hair and drew
*. out in & brown cloud under the sun. But the
next minute she was close beside me, lying on
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the breast of my companion, and I was certain I
heard the words repeate lly ittered with many
sighs: * Father, you cailec .an | T have come. And
I come willingly, for I am very, very tired”

At any rate, so the words sounded to me, and
mingled with them 1 seemed to cvatch the answer
in that deep, thiilling whisper I already knew:
“ And you shall sleep, my child, sleep for a long,
long time, until it i3 time for you to begin the
journey again.”

In that brief second of time I had recogmised
the face and voice of the inn-keeper’s daughter,
but the next minute o dreadful wail broke from
the lips of the young man, and the sky grew
suddenly as dark as night, the wind rose and
began fo toss the branches about us, and the
whole seane was swallowed 1p in o wave of utter
blackness,

Agcin the chili fingers sesmed to seize mwy
hand, and I was guided by the way I had come
to the edge of the wood, and crossing the hayfield
still slumbering in the starlight, I erepi back to
the inn and went tu bed.

A year leter I 'nappened to be in the same paru
of the country, and the memory of the .lcange
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summer vision returned to me with the added
softness of distance I went to the old village
and had tea under tie time orchard trees at the
same inmn

But the little maid of the inn did not show her
face, and I took ocession to enquird of her father
s to her welfare and her wherealiouta,

# Married, no doubt,” I laughed, but with &'
strange feeling that clutched al my heart,

“No, sir,” replied the inn-keeper sadly, “not
married—though she was just going to be—
but dead. She got a sunstroke in the hayfields,
just a few days after you wers here, if I remember
rightly, and she was gone from us in less than
a week.”



SMITH: AN EPISCDE IN A
LODGING-HOUSE

“WaeEN I was a medical stodent,” began the
doctor, half turning towards his circle of listeners
in the firelight, “I came across one or two very
enrious human beings; but thewe was one fellow
I remember particularly, for he caused me the
most vivid, and I think the most uncomfortabls,
emotions I have ever known.

“ For many months I knew Smith only by name
as the ~coupant of the oo~ sbove me. Obviously
his name meant nothing to me. Moreover I was
busy with levcires, reading, cliniques and the
like, and had little leisnra to duvise plans for
seraping acquaintarce with any of the other
loedgers in the house. Then chance brought us
curiously together, and this fellow Smith left a
deep impression upon me as the resul’ of our first
meeting, At the time the strength of this nesl
impression geemed quit.e; E;inn:pliuhia to we, but
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looking back at the episode now from a stand-
point of greater kn'wle lge T judge the: fact to
have been that he stir.ed my curicsity to an
urnsual degree, and at the same time awakened my
sense of horror—whatever that may be in a
medical student—about as deeply and per.oanently
as these two emotions were capable of being stirred
at all in the particular system and set of nerves
called Mg

“How he knew that I was interested in the
studv of languages was something I could never
explain, but one cay, quite unannounced, he came
quietly into my room in the evening and asked
me point-blank if I knew enough Hebrew to help
him in the pronunciation of certain words.

“ He canght me along the line of least resistance,
and I was greatly flattered to be able to give him
the desired information; brt it was only when he
had thanked me and was gone that I realised I
had been in the presezzn of an unusual individu-
ality. For the life of me I could not quits seize
and label tue peculiarities of what I felt to bea
very striking personality, but it was borne in
upon me *he’ he was a man apart from his fellows,
# mind that followed a line leading awdy from
ordinary  human intercourse and human interests,
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and into regions that left in his atmosphere some-
thing remote, rarefied, ¢l illin 2.

“The moment he wae prae I became eonscious
of two things—an intense curiosity to know mare
about this man and what his real interests were,
and seecndly, the fact that my skin was erawling
and that my hair hud a tendeney to rise.”

The doctor paused a moment hers to puff hard
at his pipe, which, however, had gone out beyond
recall without the assistance of a mateh ; and in the
deep silence, which testificd to the genuine interest
of his listeaers, someone poked the fire up into a
little blaze, and one or two others glanced over
their shoulders into the dark distances of the big
hall,

“On looking back,” he went on, watching the
mome.tary flames in the grate, “I see a short,
thick-set. man of perh_ps forty-five, with immense
shoulders and amall, slender hends. The contrast
was noticeable, for I reme=5er thinking that such o
giant frame and such slim finger bones hardly be-
lunge{if wpgether. His head, too, was large and very
long, the head of an idealist beyond all question, yet
with anJunusually strong developmert ¥ the jaw
and chiu. Here again was s singular eontradietion,
though I am better able now to appreciae its full
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meaning, with a preater experience in judging the
values of physiognomy. (or this meant, of course,
an enthusiastic idealism Lk laueed and kept in check
by will and judgment—elements usually deficient
in dreamers and visionaries,

“ At any rate, here was a being with probably a
very wide range of possibilitivs, a machine with’a
pendulum that most likely bad an unusual length
of swing.

“The man's hair was excesdingly fine, and the
linea about his nose and mouth were eut as with
a delicate steel isstrument in wax. His eyes I
have left to the last. They were large and quite
changeable, not in colour only, but in character,
gize, and shape. Occasionally they seemed the eyes
of someone else, if you can understand what I
mean, and at the sape time, in their chifting
shades of blue, green, and a. nameless sort of dark
greg, there was a ginister light in them thal lent
to the whole face ar aspect almost alarming.
Moreover, they were the moct luminoss optics I
think I have ever seen in any human being

“There, then, at the risk of a wearisome descrip-
tion, is S+ith as.] saw him for the first time that
winter's evening in my shabby student’ sooma in
Edinburgh. And yet the real part of him, of
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course, I have left untouched, for it is both inde-
seribabli and un-get-atabie. I have spoken already
of an atmosphere of wirning and aloofness he
carried about with him. It is impossible furthar
to analyse the series of little shocks his presence
always communicated to my being; but there was
that about him whch made me instantly on the
gui wive in his presence, every nerve alert, every
sense strained and on the watch. 1 do not mean
that he deliberately suggpested danger, but rather
that he brought forces in his wake which s~to-
matically warned the nervous ceutres of my system
to be on their guard and alert.

“Since the days of my first acquaintance with
this man I have lived through other experiences
and have seen much I cannot pretend to explain or
underriand ; but, so far ia my life, I have only
once come across & human being who suggested a
disagresable lamiliarity with unholy things, snd
who made .me feel uner=ay and -creepy’ in his
presence ; and that unenviable individual wag Mr.
Saith.

“ What his occupation was during the day I
never knev.. I think he slept until tl: sun get,
No one ¢ er saw him on the stairs, or heard him
move in his room during the day. He was a
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creature of the shadows, who apparently preferred
darkness to light. Our landlady either knew
nothing, or would say ibthing, At any rate she
frund no fault, and 1 have sinee wondered often
by what magic this fellow was able to convert a
common landlady of & common ledging-Lbuse into
a discreet end uneommunie tive person. THis
alone was & sign of genius of some sort.

“‘He's been here with me for years—long before
you come, an’ I don't interfere or ask no questions
of what doesn’t concern me, as long as people pays
their rent, was Jhe only remark on the subject
that I ever succeeded in winnng from that quarter,
and it certainly told me nothing nor gave me any
encouragement to ask for further information.

“ Examinations, however, and the peneral excite-
ment of o medical student’s life for a time ; ut Mr,
Smith completely out of =y head. For a long
petiod he did not eall upon me agacy, and for my
part, 1 felt no courage to return hi’ unsolicited
visit.

 Just then, however, there came & chang» in tlie
fortunes of those who controlled my very limited
income, a~.J T was obliged to give up my grouad-
floor and move aloft to more modest viambers
on the wp of the house, Here I was directly
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over Smith, and had to pass his door to reach
my owni

“It so happened tuat about this fime [ was
frequently ealled out at all hours of the night for
the maternity cases which a fourth-year student
takes at.a certain period of his studies, and on
recurning from one of these visits at about two
o'elock in the morning I was surprised to hear the
sound of voices as I passed his door. A peculiar
sweet odour, coo, not unlike the smell of incense,
penetrated into the passage.

“I went upstairs very quietly, wondering what
was going on there at this hour of the morning.
To my knowledge Smith never had visitors. For
a moment I hesitated ountside the door with one
foot on the staira. All my interest in this strange
man rrvived, and my euricgity rose to a point not
far from action. At 'ast I might learn something
of tle habits of this lover of the night and :he
darknesa,

“The se nd of voices was plainly auuible, Smith's
peedom’ aating so mueh that I never could eatch
more than points of sound from the other, penetrat-
ing wow o then the steady stream o his voice.
Not & s.ucle word reached me, at least. not a word
that I could understand, though the voice was
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loud and distinet, and it was only afterwards that
T realised he must have been speaking in a foreign
language,

“The sound of footsveps, too, was equally distinct.
Two persons were moving about the room, passing
and repassing the door, one of thew a lizht, agile
person, and the other ponditous and somewhat
awkward, Smith's voice went on incessantly with
its odd, monnwonous droning, nuw loud, now soft,
as he crossed and re-crossed the floos, The other
person was also on the move, but in o different and
less regular fashiom, for I heard rapid steps that
seemed to end sometimes in btumbling, and quick
sudden movements that brought up with a violent
lurching against the wall or furniture.

“Ag I listened to Smith's voice, moreover, I
began to feel afraid. There was something in the
sound that made me feel intuitively he was in a
tight place, and an impulse stirred { intly in ne—
very faintly, I admit—to knock at tre door and
inquire if he aeeded help.

“But lorr befors the impulse could .-hnslata
itself into an act, or even befdre it had been
properly voighed and considered by the ..nd,
I heard a voice close beside me v the a.) & sord
of husiel whisper which I am certain. was Smith

13
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speaking, though the sound did not seem to have
come te me through the door. It was close in
my very ear, as though . le stood beside me, and
it gave me such a start, that I clutched the
banisters to save myself from stepping backwards
and making s clatter on the staivs.

“*There is nothin , you ean do to help me,'" it
said distinetly, ‘and you will be much safer in your
own room.’

“] am ashamed to this day of the pace at which
I covered the flight of steirs in the darkness to
the top floo~, and of the shaking hand with which
I lit my candles and bolted the door. But, there
it 1s, just as it happened.

“This mdnight episode, so odd and yet 8o
trivial in itself, fired me with more curicsity than
ever pbout my fellow-lodzer. It also made me
connect him in my mind with a sense of fear and
distrust. I p-ver saw him, yet I was often, end
uncomfortal .y, aware of his preserse in the upper
regions of .hat glooryg lodging-houss, Smith and
his seer.t mode of life and mysterions pursuits,
somehow contrived to awaken in my being o
line ui refi-ction that disturbed my -~mfortable
conditic~. of iguorance. I never saw him, as I
have said, and exchanged no sort of comm iniwation
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with him, yet it seemed to me that his mind was
in contact with mine, and some of thd strange
forces of his atmosphery fiitered through into my
heing and disturbed my equilibrium. Those upper
floors became haunted for me after dark, and,
though outwardly our lives never came into
contaet, I became unwillingly: involved in certain
pursuits on which his mind was centred. I felt
that he was somehow making use of me against
my will, and by methods which passed my
comprehension,

“1 was at thut time, moreover, ir! the heavy,
ungquestioning state of miterialism which is
common to medical students when they begin to
understand something of the human anatomy
and nervous system, and jump at once to the
conclusion that they eo.trol the univeiie and
hold in their forceps tle last word of life
ard death. I “knew it all} and rearded a oelief
in arything nyond watter a: the wanderings
of weak, ur at best, unwained m.'ds. And
this condilion of mind, of course, adde\ to tae
strength of thizs upsetting fear which emanated
from the. ioor below and began sw.ily to lake
possession of me,

1uough I kept no notes of the subsequent
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events in this matter, they made too deep an
impression for me ever to forget the sequence in
which they occurred. Vithout difficulty 1 can
recall the next step in the adventure with Smith
for adventure it rapidly grew to be”

The docior stopped & moment and laid his pipe
on the table behind nim before econtinuing, The
fire had burned low, and no one stirred to poke it.
The silence in the great hall was sc deep that
when the speaker's pipe touched the table the
sound woke audible echoes at the far end among
the shadows.

“QOne evening, while I was reading, the door
of my room opened and Smith eame in. He mads
no attemph at eeremony. It was after ten o'elock
and I was tired, but the presence of the man
immeditely galvanise” me inio activity. My
attempts at ordinary joliteness he thrust on one
side ut once, rsd began asking me to voealise, aud
then pronou ;ee for him certain hebrew words;
and when chis was aone he abruptly inguired if
I was rot the fortunate possessor of & very rare
Rabbinics' Treatise, which he namad.

“How F. knew that I possessed ihis book
puzzled m. exceedingly; but I was still more
purprised to see him cross the room and take &t
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out of my book-shelf almost before I had had
time to answer in the affirmative, Evidently he
knew exactly where 15 Was kept. This excited
my curiosity beyond all bounds, and I immediately
began asking him questions; and though, out of
sheer respect for the man, I put them very
delicately to him, and slm st by way of mere
conversation, he had only one reply for the lot.
He would look up at me from the pages of the
book with an expression of complete comprehension
¢~ his extraordinary features, would bow his head
a little and say very gravely—

“*That, of course, is a perfectly proper question,
—which was absolutely all I could ever get out
of him.

“On this particular occasion he stayed with
me perhaps ten or fifteen minutes. Thin ue went
quickly downstairs to his room -vith my Hebrew
Treatise in his hand, and I heara him close and
balt his door.

“ But a few moments later, before T had time
to settle aown to my book again, or tu recover
from the surpri~= his visit had caused wce, I heard
the door open, and there stood Smite. once again
beside my chair, He made no excuse for hie
second interruption, but bent his head down to
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the level of my reading lamp and peered across
the flame straight into my eyes,

“*I hope, he whispered ‘I hope you are mever
disturbed at night 1’

“‘Eh1'1 stammered, ‘ disturbed at night? Oh
no, thanks, at least, not that I know of——'

“*I'm glad,’ he rep'ied gravely, appearing not to
notice my confusior and surprise at his question.
‘ But, remember, should it ever be the case, please
let me know at once.'

“And he was gone down the stairs and inrte
his room again.

“For some minutes I sat reflecting upon his
strange behaviour. He was not mad, I arguoed,
but was the vietim of some harmless delusion that
had gradually grown upon him as a result of his
solitary mnde of life; ar d fiom fue books he used,
I judged that it b=d son.cthing to do with medimval
magic, or some .ystem of ancient Hebrew mysticisin.
The words hi asked me to pronounce for him were
probably ‘ "Wordas of rower, which, wnen uttered
wi.h the vehemence of & strong will beuind them,
were suppesed to produce physiesl results, or set
up vibratio s mm one’s own inner beirz that had
the effec. of a partial lifting of the veil

“I eat thinking about the man, and wis way
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of living, and the probable effects in the long-run
of his dangerous experiments, and I can reeall
perfectly well the sewsatin of disappointment
that crept over me when I realised that I had
labelled his particular form of aberration, and
that my curicsity would therefore no longer be
excited.

“For some time I had beer sitbing alone with
these reflections—it may have been ten minutes
or it may have been half an hour-—when I was
aroused from my reverie by the knowledge that
someone was again in the room standing close
beside my chair. My first thought was that Swith
had come back again in his swift, unaccountable
manner, but almost at the same moment I realised
that this could nol be the case at all For the
door faced my position, sad it certainlv bad not
been opened again.

“Yet, someone was in the woom, moving
{:331!:.1:}1151}' to and frn, watching me, almost
touching me. I was as suwe of it as I was of
myself, and though at the moment I do vob thiak
I was sctually afraid, I am bound to admit that
a certain wonkness came over me sw? that I telt
that strange disinclination for aetion -rhich is
probably the beginning of the horrible paralysis
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of real terror., I should have been glad to hide
myself, i that had been possible, to eower into
a corner, or behind a coor, or anywhere so tnat I
could not be watched and obrerved.

“But, overcoming my mnervousness with an
effort of the will, [ got up quickly out of my
chuir and held the yeading lamp aloft so that it
shone into all the e ners like a searchlight.

“The room was utterly empty ! It was utterly
empty, at leass, to the eye, but to the nerves, and
egpecially to that combination of sense perceptirn
which is maue up by all the senses acting together,
and by no one in particular, there was a person
standing there at my very elbow.

“I eay * person,’ for I can think of no appropriate
word. For, if it was a baman being, I can only
affirm that I had the ovr swholming conviction that
it waa nof, but that it vas some form of life wholly
unknnwn to me both as to its essence and its natuue,
A sensation c. gigantic forne and po.ver came with
it, and I remember vividly to this day wy terror on
reclising, that I was close to an invisible being who
could crush me as vasily as I eould erush a fly, and
who ecould = my every wmovement while itself
remainir 7 mvisille.

“ To this terror was added the certain knowieuy.
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that the ‘ being " kept in my proximity for a definite
purpose. And that this purpose had some direct
bearing upon my well-beiny, indeed upon my life,
£ was equally conviueed; for I became aware of
a stnsation of growing lassitude as though the
vitality were being steadily drained vut of my
body. My heart began to beat irregularly at fivst,
then faintly. I was comsgion', even within a few
minutes, of n general drooping of the powers of life
in the whole system, an ebbing away of self-
cputrol, and a distinet approach of drowsiness and
torpor.

“ The power to move, or t think out any mode
of resistance, was fast leaving me, when there rose,
in the distanee as it were, a tremendous commotion,
A door opened with & clatter, and I heard the
peremptory and comwanding tones of a human
voice ealling aloud in a langusge I could not
cumprehend. It was Smith, my fellow-lodger,
calling up the stairs; and his voice had not sounded
for more thun a few seconds, when I felt something
withdrawn from my presence, from my persn,
indeed from mv very skin, It secmed s if there
was 8 ruslung of air and some large civature swept
by me at about the level o1 my shoulders
iustantiy the pressure on my heart wos relieved,
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and the atmosphere seemed to resume its normal
condition.

“ Smith's door closed quistly downstairs, as [ put
the lamp down with trembliig bands. What had
happened I do not know ; only, I was alone again
and my sirength was returning as rapidly as it
hat left me.

“] went mcross t'.e room and examined myself
in the glass. The skin was very pale, nnd the eyes
dull. My temperature, I found, was a little below
normal and my pulsc faint and irregular. Bni
these smalley signs of disturbance were as nothing
compared with the feeling I had—though no out-
ward signs bore testimony to the fact—that I had
narrowly escaped a resl and ghastly catastrophe.
I felt shaken, somehow, shrken to the very roots of
my being.”

The doetor rose from his chair and crossed over
to tha dying fire, so that no one could sec tue
expression on his face as ke stood with his back to
the grate, and continuéd his weird tale.

“ Tt would be wearisome,” he went on in & lower
voice, lookiag over our heads as though he still
saw the dingy top floor of tnat haunten Edinburgh
lodging-horse; * it would be tedious for me at
this length of time to analyse my fecungs, ue
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attempt to reproduce for you the thorough examina-
tion to which I endeavoured then to suliject my
whole being, intellectus einctional, and physical,
% need only mention the dominant emotion with
whivh this curious episode left me—the indignant
anger against myself that I could ever have lost
my self-control enough to come under the sway bf
so gross and absurd a deluion. This protest,
however, I remember making with all the
emphasis possible. And I also remember noting
that it brought me very litéle satisfaction, for
it was the protest of my reason only, when all
the rest of my being was up in arms against its
conclusions.

“ My dealings with the “delusion, however, were
not yet over for the nivht; for very early next
morning, somewhcre abonus thrée o'elock, T was
awakened by a curiously stealthy mnoise in the
rowm, and the next minute there followed a crash
as if all my Looks had been swept bodily from
their shelf ou to the floor.

“But thic time I was not frightened. Cursing
the disturbance with all the resounding and harm-
less words I eould acemnulate, I jumyped out of bed
and lit the candle in & second, wod in the first
daszie 0o the flaring match—but before the wick
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had time to catch—I was certain I sow a dark
grey shudow, of ungainly shape, and with some-
thing more or less like a }aman head, drive rapidly
past the side of the wall _arthest from me anu
disappear into the gloom by the angle of the
door,

*I waited one single second to be sure the candle
was alipht, and th n dashed after it, but before I
had gone two steps, my foot stumbled against
something hard piled up on the carpet and I only
Jjust saved myself from falling headlong, I pick~d
myself up and found that all the books from what
I called my language shelf’ were strewn across
the floor. The room, meanwhile, as a minute's
search revealed, was quite empty. I looked in
every corner and behind .very stick of furniture,
and s stndent's bedroum vn & top floor, costing
twelve shillinge a weck, did not hold many avail-
able hiding-places, a8 you may imagine.

“ The erash, however, wes explained. Some very
practical and physical force had thrown the books
feom  their resting-place. ‘lhat, at least, was
beyond al! Joubt. And as I replered them on the
shelf and roted that not one was mising, I busied
myself me-tally with the sore problem of how the
agent of this little practical joke had gained access



Episode in a Lodging-House 20¢

to my room, and then escaped again. For my
door was locked and bolted.

“Smith's odd questivn a8 to whether 1 was
*cisturbed in the night, and his warning injunction
to les him know at once if such were the ease, now
of course returned to affect me as I stood there in
the early morning, cold and shivering on the
carpet; but I realised at the wame moment how
impossible it would be for me to admit that a more
than usually vivid nightmare could ,hwe- any
ecnnection with himself. I would rather stand a
hundred of these mysterious visitations than consult
such a man o8 to their possibid cause.,

“ A knock at the door interrupted my reflections,
and I gave a start that sent the candle grease
flying.

“¢ Lot me in,’ esiae iu Smith's voice

“ I unlocked the door, H. came in fully dressed.
His face wore a curious pallor. It seemed tw me
to be under tue skin azd to shine through and
almost make it luminous. His eyes were exceed-
ingly bright.

“1 was wondering what in the worll.-to say to
him, or how he would explain his vikit at such an
hour, whep he closed the door behind him and
came close up to me—uncomfortably close.
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“¢You should have called me at once,’ he said in
his whicpering voice, fixing his great eyes on my
face.

*1 stammered something r bout an awful dream.,
but he ignored my remark utterly, and I caught
his eye wandering next—if any movement of those
optics ean be deseribed as ‘wandering’—to the
book-shelf. I wat:hed him, unable to move my
gaze from his person. The man inscinated me
horribly for some reason. Why, in the devil's
neme, was he up and dressed abt thres in the
morning? How did he know anything had
happened unusual in iy room? Then his whisper
began again.

“¢It's your amazing vitality that causes you
this annoyance,’ he said, Fafting his eyes back to
mine.

“I gasped. Sometking in his voice or manner
turned my blood into ice.

“¢That's the real attraction,’ he vvent on. ‘Buf
if this eontinnes one of us will have «0 leave, you
know.'

“I positively could not find & word to say in
reply. The channels of speech dried vp within me.
I simpl;r stared and wondered what he would say
next, I watched him in a sort of dreaw, and as
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far as I ean remember, he asked me to promise to
call him sooner another time, and then began to
walk round the room, nitering strange sounds, and
making signs with ks arms and hands until he
reached the door. Then he was gone in a second,
and I had closed and locked the door behind him.

“ After this, the Smith adventure drew rapidly
to a climax, It was o week or two later, and I
waa coming Liome between two and three in the
morning from a maternity case, certain features of
which for the time being had very much taken
possession of my mind, so0 much 8o, indeed, that I
passed Smith's door withont giving him a single
thought.

“The gas jeb on the landing was atill burning,
but so low that it madc~ little impression on the
waves of deep shadow-thut lay secross the stairs.
Overhead, the faintest pcasible gleam of grey
showed that the morning wus not far away, A
few etars shon. down through the sky-light. The
house was st.ll as the grave, and the only sound to
break the nilence .as the rushing of the wind
round the walls and over the root. Bui this was a
fitful sound, suddenly naing and as suddenly falling
away again, and it only served wo intentify the
silence,
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“1 had already reached my own landing when I
gave a violent start. It was sutomatic, almost a
reflex action in fact, for it was only when I caught
myself fumbling at the door handle and thinking
where I could eonceal myself quickest that I »2al-
ised a voice had sounded close beside me in the air.
It was the same voiee I had heard before, and it
seemed to me to be ~alling for help. And yet the
very same minute I pushed on into the room,
determined to disregard it, and seeking to persuade
myself it was the ereaking of the boords under my
weight or the rushing noise of the wind that had
deceived me.

“But hardly had I reached the table where
the candles stood when the sound was unmistak-
ably repeated: ‘Help! Lelp!” And this time
it weq ascompamed by what I can only de-
seribe as a vivid testile hallocination. I was
touched: the skin of my arm was clutched Ly
fingera

« Some compelling foree sent me hesdlong down-
strirs as if the haunting forces .* the vhole world
were at my neels. At Smith's door I paused. The
force of his previous warning injunetion to seek his
aid witLou* deluy acted suddenly and I leant my
whole weight against the panels, little ureaming
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that I should be called upon to give help rather
than to receive it.

“The door yielded at once, and I burst into &
room that was so full of a choking vapour, moving
in tlow clouds, that at first I could distinguish
nothing at all but'a set of what seemed to be huge
shadows passing in and out of the mist. Then,
gradually, I perceived that & red lamp on the
mantelpicce gave all the light there was, and that
the room which I now entered for the first time
was almost empty of furniture.

“The carpet was rolled back and pi¥d in a heap
in the corner, and upon tho:white boards of the
floor T noticed & large circle drawn in black of
some material that emitfed & faint glowing light
and was apparentiy so-oking. Inside this circle,
as well as abt regula iuterval. outside it, were
curious-looking designs, also traced in the same
Llack, smoking substance, These, too, scemed to
emit a fecble Iight of their own.

* My first impression on entering the room had
been that it was “ull ofl—people, I was going %o
gay; but that hardly expresses my mdaning.
Beings, they certanly were, but it was borne “n
upon me beyond the possibility of doubt, that they
were nci human beings. That I had caught a

14
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momentary glimpse of living, intelligent entities I
can mever doubt, but I am equally convinced,
though I cannot prove it, that these entities were
from some other scheme of- evolution altogether,
and had nothing to do with the ordinary hv nan
life, eithe incarnate or discarnata,

** But, whatever they were, the visible appearance
uf them was exceedingly fleeting. I no longer saw
anything, though [ still felt conviaced of their
immediate presence. They were, moreover, of the
same order of life as the visitant in my bedroom of
a few nighis before, and their proximity to my
atmosphere in numbeis, instead of singly as before,
conveyed to my mind something that was quite
terrible and overwhelming., T fell into a violent
trembling, and the perspivscion poured from my
face in streams,

“ They were in constant motion about me. They
stood close to my side; moved behind me; brushed
past my shonlder; stirred the hair or my forehead ;
and eircled round me without ever actually tx:mchi:’:g
we, yet‘always pressing closer *nd closer. Espeei-
ally i. the air just over my head there seemed
ceaseless movement, and it was accompanied by a
confused noise of whispering and sighing that
threatened every moment to become artaculate in



Episode in a Lodging-House 2171

words, To my intense relief, however, I heard no
distinet words, and the noise continued thore like
the rising and falling of the wind than anything
else I can imamine,

“Jut the characteristic of th =« “Beings’ that
impressed me most strongly al the time, and of
which I have earried away the most permanent
reeollection, was that each one of them possessed
what seemed +o be a vibrating centre which impelled
it with tremendous foree and caused a rapid whirl-
irg motion of the atmosphere as it passed me.
The 2ir was full of these little vortices of whirring,
rotating force, and whenever one ofsthem pressed
me too closely I felt as if the merves in that
particular portion of my body had been literally
drawn out, absolutely depleted of vitality, and then
immediately replaced—but replaced .de-d, flabby,
useless,

= Then, suddenly, for the first time my eyes fell
upon Smith. de was eibuching against the wall
on my right, in an ~ttitude that was obviously
defensive, aad it ~.as nlain he was in extremitips.
The terror on his face was pitiable, but’at the same
time there wos another expression about the tightly
clenched testh and mouth which shoved dhat he
had ot lost £11 control of himself. He wore the
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most resolute expression I have ever seen on a
human countenance, and, vhough for the moment at
o fearful disadvantage he looked like o man who
had confidence in himself, and, in spite of the
working of fear, wos waiting his opportunity.

“ For n.y part, I -7as face to face with a situation
go ntterly beyond my knowledge and compre-
hension, that I felt as helpless as a child, and as
useless.

“‘Help me back —quick—into that cirele, I
heard him half ery, half whisper to me across the
moving vapours.

“My only value wppears fo have been that I
was not afraid to act. Enowing nothing of the
forces I was dealing with I had no idea of the
deadly perils risked, and: I sprang forward and
eaught him by the arms.  Iie threw all his weight
in my directior snd by our combined cfforts his
bods left the wall and lurched acrosa the flook
towards the eircle.

“ Instantly there descended upon us, out of the
empty air of that smoke-laden .~m, a force which
I can only cumpare to the pushing, driving power
ot a great wind pent up within a narrow epace.
It was almrast vxplosive in its effeet, and it seemed
to operate upon all parts of my body equally. It
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fell upon us with a rushing noise that filled ml
cars and made me think for & moment the very
walls und roof of the buildine had been torn asunder.
Under its first blow w> staggered back against the
wal:, and I understood plainly that its purpose was
to prevent us getting back in‘o the eirlle in the
middle of the floor.

“Pouring with perspiration, and breathless,
with every mmuscle strained to the very utmost,
we at length manaped to get to tne edge of the
cirgle, and at this moment, so great was the
opposing foree, that T felt myself attually torn
from Smith's arms, lifted from wmy feet, and
twirled round in the direction of the windows as if
the wheel of some great machine had caunght my
clothes and was tearing me o destroction in its
revolution.

“Put, even as I fell, Lruised and breathless,
figainst the wall, I saw Smith firmly upon hin feet
in the eircle aud slowly zising again to an upright
position. My eyes never left his figure onee in the
next few minutes

“He drew himsell up to his full height. His
great shoulders squared themselves. His head was
thrown back a little, and as I looked I -aw the
expression on his face change swiftly from fear to
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oi1e of absolute command. He looked steadily
round tha room and then Lis voice began to vibrate.
At first in a low tone, i% gradually rose till it
assumed the same volume and intensity I had
heard that night when he called up the stairs into
my room.

“It wos & curiously inereasing sound, more like
the swelling of an instrnment than a human voice;
and as it grew in power and filled the room, I
became aware that a great change was being
effected slowly and surely. The confusion of noise
and rushings of air fell into the voll of long,
steady vibrations no’ unlike those caused by the
deeper pedals of an organ. The movements in the
air became less violent, then grew decidedly
weaker, and finally ceased altogether. The whis-
perings and gighings beeame fainter and fainter,
till at last I ecould rot hear them at all; and,
strangesat of all, the light emitted by the circle, as
well as by the desions vound it, lncreased to a
steady glow, casting their radiance upwards with
the weirdest possible effect vnon Fis features
Slowl, , by the power of his voice, behind which lay
uudoubtedly a genuine k.owledge of the oceult
manipplation cf sound, this man dominated the
forces that had escaped from their proper sphere,
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until at length the room wes reduced to silencle
and perfect order again.

“Judging by the immemse relief which also
communicated itself to my nerves I then felt that
the wrisis was over and Smith was wholly master
of the sitnation.

“ But hardly had I begun fo congratulate myaelf
upon this result, and to gather my scattered senses
about me, when, uttering a loud ery, I saw him leap
out of the circle and fling himseli into the air—
78 it seemed to me, into the empty air. Then, even
while holding my breath for dread of the crash he
was bound to come upon the foor, I gaw him strike
with a dull thud against a solid body in mid-air,
and the next instant he was wrestling with some
ponderous thing that was absolutely invisible to
me, and the room shovk with the struggle.

“To and fro they swayad, sometimes lurching
in one direction, sometimes in another, and
always in Lorrible proximity to myself, as I
leaned tremoling against the wall and watched
the encour.ter.

“ Tt lasted at most but & short minute JSr two,
ending as suddenly as it had begun. Smith, with
an unexpected movement, threw up bis arms with
a ery of reli~f. At the same instant there was a



216 Episode in 2 Lodging-House

wild, tearing shriek in the air beside me and
somethingy rushed past s with a noise like the
passage of a flock of big birds, Both windows
rattled as if they would break away from their
sashes. Then o sense of emptiness and rzace
suddenly eame ove the room, and I knew that
all was over.

“Smith, his face exceedingly white, but other-
wise strangely composed, turned to me at once.

“{God I—if you hadn't come— You deflected
the stream ; broke it np——"he whispered. *‘¥on
saved me.'"”

The doctor made & long pause. Presently he
felt for his pipe in the darkness, groping over the
table behind us with both hands. No one spoke
for a bit, but all drended the sudden glare that
would eore when ne struck the match. The fire
was nearly out eud the great hall was piteh darl.

Brt the story-teller did not strike that match.
He wans merely gaining time for some hidden
reason of his own. And presently ne went on
with his tale in a more snbd.ued wvoiex

“] qaite forget,” he said, “ how I got back to my
own room. 1 only know that I lay with two
lighted eandles for the rest of the night, and the
first thing 1 did in the morning was to lel the
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landlady know I was leaving her house at the erid
of the week

“Smith still has myr Rabbinical Treatize. At
least he did not return it to me ot the time, and
I h-ve never seen him since to ask for it."



A SUSPICIOUS GIFT

BLikE had been in very low water for months—
almost under water port of the time—due to
circumstances he was fond of saying were no fault
of his own; and as he sat writing in his room
on *third floor back” of a New York boarding
house, part of his mind was busily, cccupied in
wondering when his luck was going to turn
again,

It was his room only in the sense that he paid
the rent. Two friends, one a littie Frenchman and
the other a Mg wane, shared It with him, both
hoping eventually to ecatribute something towards
experses, but so far not having accomplished this
result. They had two beds only, the third being
o mattress they slept upon in turns, & week at a
time, A good deal of their ivresular “feeding”
consisted of catmeal, potatoes, and sometimes eggs,
all of which they cooked on a strange utensil they
had corfrived to fix into the gas jet. Oecrasionally,
when dinner failed them ganlttnguther, tt ey swalluwed
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a little raw rice and drank hot water from tlje
bathroom on the top ofit, and then made a wild
race for bed 8o as to gut to sleep while the sensa-
tion of false repletion wasistill there. For sleep
and hunger are slight acquaintances as they well
knew. Fortunately all New York houses are
supplied with hot air, and they only had to open
a grating in the wall to zet a plentiful, if not a
wholesome amount of heat.

Though loneliness in a big eity 18 a real punish-
ment, as they had severally learnt to their cost,
thei» experiences, three in a small room for
several months, had revealell to them horrors of
quite another kind, and their nerves had suffered
according to the temperament of each. Buf, on
this particular evening, as Blake sat seribbling by
the only window that was not crarked; the Dane
and the Frenchman, 'his cumpanions in adversity,
were in wonderful luck. They had both. been
asked out to a restaurant to dine with a friend
who also heid out to one of them a chanee of work
and remuceration. They would not be back ill
late, and when they did come they were predty sure
to bring in supplies of one kind or another. For
the Frenchman never could resist the oer of a
glass of absinthe, and this meant that he would be

1
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aile to help himself plentifully from the free-
lunch eounters, with whizh all New York bars
are furnished, and to which any purchaser of a
drink is entitled to hel himself and devour on the
spot or carry away casually in his hand for 2on-
sumption elsewherr Thousands of unfortunate
meit get their sole subsistence in this way in New
York, and experience seon teaches where, for the
price of a single drink, & man ean take away
almost o meal of chip potatoes, sausage, bits of
bread, and even eggs. The Frenchman and the
Dane knew their way about, and Blake lorked
forward to a snpper more or leas substantial before
pulling his mattress out of the eupboard and
tarning in upon the floor for the night.

Meanwhile he could enjoy a yuiet and lonely
evening with the room all to Limself

In the daytime he wus a reporter on an evening
newsnaper of sensational and lying habits. His
work was chiefly in the pclice courts; and in his
spare hours at night, when not too tired or too
enpty, he wrote sketches and storics for the
magaziaes that very rarcly saw the light of day on
their printed and paid-for sentences. On this
particul~r ocrasion he was deep in & most involved
tale of a psychological character, end had just
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worked his way into a sentence, or set of sentencis,
that completely baffled aad muddled him.

He was fairly out ol his depth, and his brain
was too poorly supplied with blood to invent a
way out again. The story would have been
interesting had ke written il simply, keeping to
facts nnd feelings, and not diving into difficult
analysis of motive and character which was quite
beyond him, For it was largely autobiographical,
and was meant to deseribe the adventurez of a
woung Englishman who had come to grief in the
usuel manner on & Canadian farm, had then subse-
guently become bar-keeper,sub-editor,on a Methodist
magazine, & teacher of French and German to
clerks at twenty-five cents per hour, a model for
artists, a super on the stage, and, finally, &
wanderer to the golafields.

Blake scratched his head; and dipped the pen in
the inkpot, stared out through the blindless
windows, anC sighed deeply. His thoughts kept
wandering to food, beefsteak and steaming vege-
tables. Tre smell of cooking that came from a
lower floor throwgh the broken windows was a
constant torment to him. He pulled himself
together and again attacked the problem

« .. for with some people,” he wrote, “the
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ij2agination is so vivid as to be almost an exten-
sion of 'consciousness. . . ." But here he stuck
abaolutely. He was not gaite sure what he meant
by the words, and Fow to finish the sentence
puzzled him into blark inaction. It was a difreult
point to decide, fo it seemed ‘o come in appro-
priately at this pount in his story, and he did not
know whether to leavs it as it stood, change it
round & bit, or take it out altogether. It might
just spoil its enances of being accepted: editors
were such clever men. But, to rewrite th~
sentence was s grind, and he was so tired and
sleepy. After all, wnat did it matter? People
who weroe clever would force a meaning into it;
people who were not elever would pretend—he
knew of no other classes of readers. He would let
it stav, aad ro on with the action of the story.
He put his hea? in his hands and began fo think
hard:

His mind soon passed from thought to reverie.
He fell to wondering when his frienos would find
work and relieve him of ths burden—he acknow-
ledged it as such—of keeping them, and of letting
another man wear his besi clothes on alternate
Sundavs. He ijondered when his “lucrk” would
turn. There were one or two influe-tial people in
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New York whom he eould go and see if he had a
dress suit and the othor conventional aniforms.
His thoughts ran on fer ahead, and at the same
time, by & sort of double precess, far behind as well.
His nome in the “ old country * rose up before him ;
he saw the lawn and the cedirs in sunshine; he
looked through the familiar windows and saw vhe
clean, swept roome. His story began to suffer;
the psychological masterpiece would not make
much progress unless he pulled up and dragged
his thoughts back to the treadmill But he no
longer cared ; once he bad got as far as that cedar
with the sunshine on it, he never esuld get back
again. For all he ecared, the troublesome sentence
might run away and get into someone else's pages,
or be snuffed out altogether. . . .

There came a gantle knock at the door and
Blake started. The knock ‘was respeated louder,
Who in the world eould it be at this Iate hour of
the night? Ca the floar above, he remembered,
there lived auother Englishman, a foolish, second-
rate creaturs, who cometimes eame in and made
himself objectionable with endless and silly cLatter.
But he was an Englishnian for all that, and Blake
always tried to treat him with politeness, re-lising
that e was loraly in a strange land. But to-night,
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ef all people in the world, he did not want to be
bored with Perry’s cackl!: as he called it, and the
“Come in" he gave in an.wer to the second Znock
had no very cordial sc and of weleome in it.
However, the doc.: opened in response, anu the

man came in. Blage did not turn round at once,
and the other advineed to the centre of the room,

but withowt speaking. Then Blake knew it was
not his enemy, Perry, and turned round.

He saw o man of about forty standing in the
middle of the carpet, but standing sideways so
that he did not present a full face. He wore an
overcoat buttoned up to the neck, and on the felt
hat which he held in front of him fresh rain-drops
glistened. In his other nand he earried a small
black bag. Blake gave him a g1 look, and came
to the ecaclusion that he mught be & secretary, or
a chief eclerk, er a ecafidential man of sorts. He
wae a shabby-respectable-looking person. Thix
was the sum-total of the first impression, gained
the moment his eycs took in that it */as not Perry ;
che second impression was le.s plensant, and
repo: jed at onee that something was wrong.

Though otherwise yoing and inexperienced,
Blake —thanks, or curses, to the police court
traning — knew more about common eriminal
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blackguardism than most men of fifty, and he
recogmsed that there was somewhere a suggestion
of this undesirable world about the man. But
there was more than this. There was something
singzlar about him, sometling far out of the
eommon, though zor the life .« him Blike counld
not say wherein it lay. The'fel'ow was out of the
ordinary, and in some very nndesirable manner,

All this, that takes so long to deseribe, Blake
saw with the drst and second glancs.  The man at
once began to speak in & quiet and respectful
voice.

“ Are you Mr, Blake?" he nsked.

“I am.”

“Mr. Arthur Blake?

“ Ves"

« Mr. Arthur Hercert Blixe?" persisted the
other, with emphasis on the middle name,

“That is my full name,” Blake answered simply,
adding, as he remembered his manners; “but won't
ydu sit down, first, please 1"

The man advapred with a curious sideways
motion like a crab and took a seat on the edge of
the sora. He put his hat on the floor at his feut,
but still kept the bag in his hand.

“I nome to vou from a well-wisher,” he wews on

15
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in oily tones, without lifting his eyes. Bloke, in
his mind, ran quickly over all the people he knew
in New York who might nessibly have sent cuch a
man, while waiting £ r bim to supply the name,
But the man hud rime to a full stop and was
waiting too.

“ A well-wisher of mine?” repeated Blake, nob
knowing quite what elee to say.

“ Just so,” replied the other, still with his eyes
on the floor. © A well-wisher of yours."

“A man or——" he felt himself blushing, *or
a woman !

“That” snid the .nan shortly, “I eannot tell
you”

“You cant tell me exclaimed the other,
wondering what was coming ne.!, snd who in the
world this myuierivas well-wisher eould be who
sent so discreet and mysterious s messenger.

“Y cannot tell you the name,"” replied the mau
firmly. “Those ave my instructions But I bring
you something from this person, and I am to give
it to you, to take a receipt. fcz it, and then to go
away without answering any questions,”

Bleke stared very hard. The man, however,
never raised his eyes above the level of the second
chiua knob on the chest of drawere opposite. The
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giving of a receipt sounded like money. Could it
be that some of his influnptial friends had,heard df
his plight? There wers possibilities that made his
heart beat. At length, hywever, he found his
tongae, for this strange ere.bure was determined
apparently to say nothing mors until he had heard
from him.

“Then, what have you got for me, please?” he
asked bluntly.

By way of answer the man pisceeded to open
the bag. He took out & parcel wrapped loosely in
brown paper, and about the size of a large book.
It was tied with string, dad the, man seemed
unnecessarily long untying the knot. When ab
last the string was off and the paper unfolded,
there appeaved - geries of smaller packages inside,
The man took them oat very carelully, a'most as if
they had been alive, Blake thought, and set them
in a row upon his knees. They were dollar
bills. Blake, all in a flufter, eraned his neck
forward a little to try and make out their
denomination. He read plainly the figures 100,

“There are ten thousand dollars here,” srid the
man quietly.

The other could not suppress a little cry.

“ And they are for you"
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Blake simply gasped. * Ten thousand dollars|”
he repeaed, a queer feeling growing up in his
throat. “ Ten thousand. Are you sure? I mean
—you mean they are for me!” he stammered.
He felt guite silly -wvith excitement, and grew
more 80 with every minute, as the man main-
taiued a perfect slence. Was it not a dreamf
Wouldn't the man put them back in the bag
presently and say it was a mistalte, and they
were meant for somebody else? He could not
believe his eyes or his cars. Yet, in & sense,
it was possible. He had read of such things in
books, and even come weross them in his experience
of the courts—the erralic and generous philan-
thropist who is determinea to do his good deed and
to get no thanks or acknowledgm~nt forit, Still,
it seemed wlmost ineredible.  dis troubles began to
melt away like Fubbles in the sun; he thought of
the o*her fellows when they came in, and what he
would have to tell them ; he thought ~f the German
landlady and the arrears of rent, of regular food
and clean linen, and books and rmusie, of the chanes
of geliing into some respectable business, of—
well, of a8 many things as i% is possible to think of
when ~xcitemert and surprise fling wide open the
gates of the 1magination.
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Tk> man, meanwhile, began quietly to count
over the packages alowd from one to tem, and
then to count the bill? in each separate packet,
also from omns to ten. Yet there were ten little
heaps, each contaiping ten biv 3 of a hundred-dollar
denomination.. That made ten thousand dollars,
Blake had never seen so much money in & gingle
lump in his life before; aid for many months of
privation and diseomfort he had not known the
“feel " of a twenfy-dollar note, much less of a
kundred-dellar one. He heard them crackle under
the man's fingers, and it was like crisp laughter in
his ears. The bills were evidently new and unused.

But, sida be side with the excitement caused by
the shock of such an event, Blake's cantion, acquired
by & Ve . vivid New York experience, was
meanwhile hes niug to assert itseif. It all seemed
just a little too much out of the likely order of
things to be quite right. The police courts had
taught him tle amazing ingenuity of the eriminal
mind, as well as something of the plots and devices
by which the unwary are beguiled into the dars
places where blackmail may be levied with im-
punity., New York, av a matter of fact, just ab
that time vas literally undermined with thc secret
ways of the .lackmailers, the green-goods men,
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-nd other police-protected abominations; arl the
only weak point in the sapposition that this was
part of some such proceeding was the selection
of himself—a poor newspaper reporter—as a
victim. I* did seer absurd, but then *he whole
thing was so out of the ordinary, and the thought
once having enterod his mind, was not so easily
got rid of. Blake resolved to be very cautious.

The man meanwhile, though he never appeared
to raise his eyes from the carpet, had been watch-
ing him closely all the time.

“If you will give me a receipt I'll lenve the
money at onve,” he said, with just a vestige of
impatience in his tone, as if he we-e ~axious to
bring the matter to a conc'usion as soon as
possible.

“Bnt von say it is quite imposwtle far wou to
tell me the name of my well-wisher, or why she
sends me guch a large sum of money in this extra-
ordinary way "

“The money is sent to you because you are in
need of it,” returned the otLer; *and it is a present
withoat conditions of any sort attached. You have
to give me a receipt rnly tu satisfy the sender that
it has seach.d 'your hands, The money will never
be asked of you again.”
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Blnke hoticed two things from this answer:
first, tnat the man wae, not to be canght infb
betreying the sex of theswell-wisher ; and secondly,
that he was in sowme hurry, to complete the trans-
action. For he was now giy 'ng reasons, attractive
reasons, why he should accept the money and
make out the receipt.

Buddenly it flashed across his mind that if he
took the moaey and gave the receipt before o
witness, nothing very disasirous could come of
the affair. It would protect him against black-
mail, if this was, after all, & plot of some sort with
blackmail in it; whereas, iy ‘the mon were a mad-
man, or & criminal who was getting rid of a portion
of his ill-gotten gaws o divert puspicion, or if
any cik:= f==_phable explanation furned out to
be the true r-s, *here was no great harm done,
and he could hold the money til! it was claimed,
or advertised for in the newspapers. His mind
rapidly ran over these possibilities, though, of
course, under the stress of excitement, he was
unable to weigh any of them properly; then he
turned to his strange visitor again ard said
quietly—

“T will take the money, althoveh I must say it
seems to me i very unusual transaction, and I wil?,
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give you for it such & receipt as I think p oper
under the circumstances,”

“ A proper receipt is all T want,” was the answer.

“I mean by that a receipl before a proper
witnesg—-"

“ Perfectly satisfactory,” interrupted the man,
his eyes still on the carpet. “Only, it must be
dated, and headed with your address here in the
correct way.”

Blake could see no possible objection to this,
and he at once procecded to obtain his witness.
The person he had in his mind was a Mr. Barclay,
who occupied the room above his own; an old
gentleman who had retired from business and
who, the landiady always sesid, wos a miser, and
kept large sums secreted in his ..:= . was,
at any rate, a persectly respectatle man and would
make an admircble witness to & transaction of
this sort. Blake made an apology and rose to
fetch him, crossing the room in fron! of the sofa
where the man sat, in order to reach the door.
Az he did so, he saw for th: first time the
other eide of his wvisitor's face, the side that
hac been always so carefu'ly turned away from
him.

There was & broad smear of blocd down the
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skin from the ear to the neck. It glistened in
the gasiight.

Bluke never krew how he managed to smother
the ery that sprang to his lips, but smother it he
did. In a Becond he was an the door his knees
trembling, his mind in a sudden and dreadful
turmoil.

His main object, so far as he could recollect
afterwards, was to escape from the room as if he
had noticed nothing, 8o as not to aronse the other’s
suspicions. The man's eyes were always on the
carpet, and probably, Blake hoped, he had not
noticed the consternation that mrst have been
written plainly on his face. At any rate he had
uttered no cry.

In Guviiass wcond he would have been in the
passage, when cuddonly he met a pair of wicked,
staring eyes fixed intently and with & cunning
smile upon his own. It was the other’s faze in
the mirror calinly watching his every movement.

Instantly, ull his powers of reflection flew to the
winds, and he thought only upon the desirability
of getting help at once. He tore upstaiws, his
heart in his mouth. Rarclay must come to lis
aid. This matter was serious—perhnps herribly
serious. Takiang the money, or giving a reedipt,
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or having anything at all to do with it oecar e an
napossibility,. Here was crime. He felt certain
of it.

In three bounds he resched th: next landing and
began to hrmmer at tue ola miser’s door as il his
very life depended on it.  For & long time he could
gel no answer. H*: fists secemed to make no noise.
He might have been knoeking on eotfon wool, and
the thought dashed through his braia that it was
all just like the terror of a nightmare,

Barclay, evidently, was still out, or else sound.
aslecp. Dut the other simply could not wait o
minute longer in suspense. He turned the handle
and walked into the room. At first he saw nothing
for the darknens, and maue sure the owner of the
room was out; but the moment the ¥chi Iom the
passage bepan a littie to diearcc the gloom, he
saw the old mun, to his immense relief, lying
asleen on the bed.

EBlake opened the door to its wide.t to get more
light and then walked quickly up to the bed. He
row saw the figure more p'ainly, and roted that it
was d-essed and lay only upon the outside of the
bed. It struck him, too, that he was sleeping in &
very cdd, almort an unnatural, position.

Sumething clutehed at his hearl as he leoked
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closes. He stumbled over & chair and found the
matches. Calling upon Barclay the whole time fo
wake up ond ¢)me downstairs with him, he
blundered across he floor, a dreadful thought in
his mind, and lit the gas over the table. It seemed
strange that ther: was no movensent or reply to
his shouting. But it no longer seemed atmhga’
when at length he turned,'in the full glare of the
gas, and saw the old man lying huddled up into &
ghastly heap on the bed, his throat cut across from
ear to ear.

And all over the carpet lay mew dollar bills,
crisp and clean like those he had left downstairs,
and stre~m shout in little heaps.

For a moment 8lake stood stoc'c-still, bereft of
all puwer vl movement. The next, his eourage
returned, and lis £od from the room ¥nd dashed
downstairs, taking five steps at a {ime. He reached
the bottom and tore along the passage to his room,
determined ¢ any rate to seize the man and prevent
his eseape till help came,

But whin he gt to the end of the little landiug
he found that his door had been closed. HYy seized
the handle, fumbling with it in his violemee. It
felt slippery and kept turning uador his fingers
without opening the door, and fully half a minute
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passed before it yielded and let him in Lead-
long.

At the first glance he saw the room was empty,
and the man gone!

Seattered upon the earpet lay a number of the
bills, and beside them, half hiddan under the sofa
whare the man ha” sat, he saw & pair of gloves—
thiek, leathern gloves—and a butcher's knife.
Even from the distance where he stood the blood-
stains on both were easily visible.

Dazed and confused by the terrible discoveries
of the last foew minutes, Blake stood in the middle
of the room, overwhelmed and unable to think or
move. Unconsciously he must have pessed his
hand over his foreliead in the watural gesture of
perplexity, for he noticed that the skiu roue web
and sticky, Fis hand was ¢ seied with blood!
And when he rusied in terror to the looking-glass,
he sav- that there was a broad red smear across his
face and forehead. Then he remembered the
slippery handle of the door and knew that it had
been carefully moistened |

In a~ instant the whole plot became clear as
day light, and he was so snellbound with horror
that a sort of mumbness came over nim and he
:ame very near to fainting. He was .o & condiiion
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of ul*er hilplessness, and had anyone come into the
room a% that minute and ealled him by name he
would simply have dropped to the floor in a
heap.

“I¢ the police weri» to come in nvw!” The
thought crashed through his braip like thunder,
and at the same moment, almost before he had
time to appreciate a quacter of its significance,
there came & loud knocking at the fromt door
below. The Lell rang with a deeadful elamour;
pen’s voices were heard talking excitedly, and
presently haivy steps begon to come up the stairs
in the direction of his room.

It was the police |

And all biake o 1d do.owas to laugh foolishly to
himsel*—and wait till they were upon him. He
could not move nor speak. He slood free to face
with the evidence of his horrid crime, s hands
and face smeared with the blood of his vietim and
thers he was standing when the police burst open
the door and ame noisily into the room.

“Here it is!" ~-ied a voice he knew. ™ Third
floor back! And the fellow caught red-
handed | "

It was the man with the bag leading in the two
poliepme.



238 A Suspicious Gift

Hardly knowing what he was doiug ir the
frarful stress of conflietng emotions, he nade &
step forward. But before he hrd time to muke a
second one, he felt the heavy hand of the law
descend uron both shonlders a! cnee as the two
policemen moved up to seize him At the same
mi{ment & voice of thunder cried in his ear—

“ Wake up, man! Wike up! Here's the supper,
and good news too!”

Blake turned with a start in his chair and saw
the Dane, very red in the face, standing beside
him, a hand on each shoulder, and a little further
back he saw the Frenchman leering happily at him
over the end of the bed, a bottle of besr in one
hand and a paper package in tn; other,

He rubbed his eyes, glancing from on: to the
other, anu than got up sleerily to fix the wire
arrangement ol the gas jet to boil water for
cooking the eggs which the Frenchman was in
momentary danger of letting diup upon the
floor.



TEE STRANGE ADVENTURES OF
A PRIVATE SECRETARY IN
NEW YORK

I

Tr was never quite clear to me how Jim Shorthouse
managed to geb his private secretaryship; but,
once he got it, he kept it, ahd for some years he
led a steady life and put money in the savings
bank.

Or: =orning his employer sent for him into the
study, and it wac e~ident to the seerstary's trained
senses that there was something unusual in the
adr.

“ Mr. ShortYiouse,” he began, somewhat nervously,
“ I have neve. yet had the opportunity of observing
whether or not jyou ~re possessed of personsl
courage,

Shorthouse gasped, but he ssid nothing. e
was growiLg accustomed to the sccentricities
of Lis chief. Shﬂrthuux was & Kentish “n.an;
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Sidebotham was “ raised” in Chicago; Mew Tork
vas the present place of residence.

“ But,” the other contirued, v-ith a puff st his
very black eigar, “I musu cons der myself a poor
judge of hr man nature in f.tor , if it is not one of
your strongest gualities.”

The private secretacy made a foolish little bow
in modest appreciation of so uncertain a compli-
ment. Mr. Jonas B. Sidebotham watched him
narrowly, as the novelists say, before he continued
his remarks.

“I have no doubt that you are a plucky fellow
and——" Ha hesita.ed, and puffed at his cigar
as if his life depended upon it keeping alight.

“I don't hink I'm afrw. of anything in
particular, sir—except women," interposad the
young man, fecling that it wns time for him
to make an olLservation of some sort, but still
quite in the dark as to his chief's purpose.

“ Humph!” he grunted, * Well, there are no
women in this case so far as I kno7. But thefe
.nay be other things that—that hnrt more.”

“Wanta a special service of some kind, evi-
d.ntly,” was the secretary’s reflection. * Personal
violence 7" he asked aloud.

Possibly (puff), in fact (puf] puf?) prolably.”
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Shorthause smelt an increase of salary in the air.
It had & stimulating effect,

“T've had somg experience of that article, gir,”
he said shortly; but Idm ready to undertake any-
thing in reason.”

“% can b say how much reason or unreason thers
may prove to be in this particular case. It ,ald
depends.”

Mr. Sidebotham got up and locked the door of
his study cod drew down thz blinds of bovh
windows, Then he took a bunch of yeys from his
pocket and opened & black tin box. He ferreted
about among blue and white papers for a few
seconds, enveloping himsell as he did so in a eloud
of blue tobacco sn. 2ze,

“T feel like a detective already,” Shorthouse
langhed.

“Speak low, pleass,” returned the other, glancing
round the room. “We must observe the utmost
secrecy. Perhaps you would be kind enough to
vlose the revisters,” he went on in & still lower
voice. “ Open reristers have betrayed convérsations
before now.”

Shorthouse began to enter into the spirit of rhe
thing. He tiptoed across the floor and shut the

two irou gratings in the wall that in American
16
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houses supply hot air and are termed “ regist ra."
Mr, Sidebotham had meanwhile found the pavner he
was looking for. He held it in front of him and
tapped it onee or twice witl the ack of his right
hand as if *t were a stage "stte and himsslf the
villain of tae melodrama.

“This is a letter from Joel Garvey, my old
partner,” he said acleng-n. “ You have heard me
speak of him.”

The other bownd. He knew that many years
before Garvey & Sidebotham bad been well
known in the Chieago financial worle. He knew
that the amazing rapidity with which they aec-
cumulated s fortunc had only been surpassed
by the amazing rapidity witt which they had
immediately afterwards disappeared into space.
He was furthrr aware—his position afforded
facilities—that esch partner wus still to some extent
in the other's power, and that each wished most
devoutly that the other would die,

The sing of his employer’s early vears did nod
concern him, however. The man was kind and
just, if eccentric; and Shorthouse, veing in New
Yock, Jid not probe to discover more particllarly
the sources whonee his salary was so rerularly paid.
Moreover, tha two men had grown to lite each
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othur anch there was a penuine feeling of trust
and re-pect between them.

. ﬂopl:-. it's ajpleascnt communication, sir,” he
said in & low voiet,

“Ouite the reve rae,” returned the oth'r, fingering
the paper nervously as he stood in-front of the fire.

“ Blackmail, I suppose.”

“Precisely.” Mr. Sidebotham’s cigar was not
burning well; he struck a matech aud applied it
to the uneven edge, and presently his voice spoke
through clouds of wreathing smolke.

*There arc wvaluable papers in my possession
bearing his signature. I cannot inform you of
their nature; but they are extremely valuable to
me.  They belong us a watter of fact, to Garvey as
mus* as tome. Cnly I've got then "

“] gee”

“Qarvey writes that he wanis to have his
signature removed—wants to eut it out with his
own hand, e gives reasons which incline me to
vonsider his .equest—"

* And you wor'd lik? me to take him the papeis
and see that he does it #"

“And bring them back again with you," he
whispered, serewing up his cyes irto a ehirewd
grimace.
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“ And bring them back again with me," repeated
the secretary. " I undersfand perfectly.”

Shorthouse knew from unfor{onate experiznce
more than a little of the horrhrs of blackmail
The pressu e Garvey was "ring'ng to bear vpon
his old enemy must be exceedingly strong, That
was quite clear. At the same time, the commission
that was being entrusted to him seemed somewhat
quixotic in ita nature. He had already “enjoyed”
more than one experience of his employer’s
eceentricity, wnd he now caught himself wondering
whether this same eecentricity did not sometimes
go—further than eccentricity.

“ T cannot read the letter to you,” Mr. Sidebotham
was explaining, “but I chall *-jive it into your
hands. It wili prove that yor are my—er my
aecredited reprosentative. 1 shall also ask you not
to read the pac<age of papera The signature in
question you will find, of course, on the last page,
at the bottom.”

There was o pause of several miautes during
v-hich the end of the eigar zlowe slogrently.

“ Circumstances compel me,” he went on at length
alriost in & whisper, “or I should never do this
But you undarstand, of course, the thing is a ruse.
Cut’ ing out {he signature is a mere “retence. Itis
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nothing. What Garvey wants are the papers
themsesves”

Tne confidence reposed in the private secretary
wna not misplace]. Shorthouse was as faithiul to
Mr. Sidebotham £4 a 1nan ought to beto the wife
that loves him.

The commission itself seemed very simple.
Garvey lived in solitudein the remote part of Long
Island, Shorthouss was to take the papers to him,
witness the entting out of the signature, and to be
specially on his guard against any attompt, foreible
or stherwise, to gain possession of them, It scemed
to him & somewhat ludierous adventure, but he
did no* know all the facts and perhaps was not the
best judge.

''ne two men talwed in low voices 1or another hour,
at the end of which Mr. Sidebotham dizw up the
blinds, opened the registers and unlocked the door.

Shorthouse rose o go. His pockets were dtuffed
with papers and his lead with instructions; but
when he reached the door he hesitated and turned.

“Well 7" sai-} his chuef.

Shorthouse looked him straight in the sye and
said nothing.

“The personal viclence, 1 suppre.?” sc’d the
other, Sho~.Louse bowed.
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“] have not seen Qarvey for twenty years,” he
srid; “ali I ean tell you is that I believe him
to be occasionally of unsound mird. I have heard
strange rumours. He lives alone, ard in his lueid
intervals slodies chemistry, 15 was slways a
hobby of his Dut the chances ure twenty to one
against his attempting violence. I only wished
to warn you—in case—I mean, so that you may
be on the watch.”

He handed his secretary a Swmith and Wesson
revolver as be spoke. Shorthouse slivped it into
his hip pocket and went out of the room.

A drizzling cold rein was falling on ficlds ~wvered
with half-melted snow when Shosthouse stood, late
in the afternoon, on the nlatform of the lonely nttle
Long Islard station and watchad the train he had
just left vanish into the distance.

It was o bleak country that Joel Garvey, Esq.,
formerly of Chicago, had chosen for his residence,
and on this particular afterncon it presented a
more than usually dismal appearanc. An expanse
of flat fields covered with dirky snow stretched away
on all sides till the sty dropped down to meet
them, Only orcasionel farm buildings broke the
mob Atony, anu the road wound along muddy lanes
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and beneath dripping trees swathed in the cold raw
fog that swept in like a pall of the dead from the spa.

1v was six miles fiom the station to Garvey's
house, and the driver of the rickety buggy
Shurthpuse had fouad ot the staiion was not
communicative. Between the dreary landscape
and the drearier driver he fell back upon hisvwn
thoughts, which, but for the spice of adventure
that was promised, would themselves have been
even drearier than either. He made up his mind
that he would wasts no time over vhe transaction.
The moment the signature was cut out he would
pack up and be off The last train vack to'Brooklyn
was 7 15; and he would have to walk the six miles
of mud and sng-7, for vhe driver of the buggy had
resused point-blaak to wait for him.

For purposes of safety, Shorthouss had done
what he flattered himself was racher a clever thing.
He had made uj.  second packet of papers identical
in outside appearance with the first. The inserip-
tion, the bune envelope, the red elastie band, and
even a blat in. the lower left-hand corner had b2en
exactly reproduced. Inside, of course, were only
sheats of blank paper. It was his infention to
change the packets and to let Garvey see him pub
the sham ~ue into the bag. In .ase of violenre
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the bag would be the point of sttack, and he
intended 4o lock it and throw away th. key.
Before it could be foreed cpen and the decepdion
discovered there would be time to increase his
chances of ercape with the real pazket.

It was five o'clock when the silent.Jehu pulled
up ia front of & half-broken gate and pointed with
his whip to a house that stood in its own grounds
among trees and was just visible in the gathering
gloom. Shorthouse told him to drive up to the
front door but the man refused.

“J ain't runnin' no risks,” he said ; “I've go* a
family,”

This cryptic remark was not encouragire but
Shorthouse did not pause tu decipher it. He paid
the man, and then pushed open the rickety wd
gate swing'ag ¢n a single hinge, and proceeded
to walk up the drive that'lay dark between close-
standinz trees. The house soor came into full
view, It was fall and square and had once
evidently been white, but now the walls were
covered with dirty patches wnd thera ware wide
yellow streaks where the plaster had fallen away.
The windows stared black and uncompromising
into the night. The garden was overgiowa with
weeds and long zrass, standing up in crly patelies
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beneath thuir burden of wet smow. Complete
silence wcigned over all. There was not a sign of
life. Not even p dog barked. Only, in the
distanee, the wheels of the retreating carriage
eould be heard growing sainter and faintér.

#s he stood in‘the poreh, between pillars of
rotting wood, listening to the rain dripping from
the roof into the puddles of slushy snow, he was
conscious of & sensation of utter desertion and,
loneliness such as he had never before experienced.
The forbidding aspect of the housk had the
immediate effect of lowering his spirits. It might
well have been the abode of monstels or demons
in a child's wonder tale, ereatures that only dared
to come out under.vover of darkness. He groped
for tne bell-handle, or knocker, and fiading neither,
he raised his stick and beat a loud tultoo on
the door. The sound echoed away in an empty
space on the other si7a and the wind moaned past
him between the pillars as'if startled at his andacity.
Buat there was no sound of approaching fogtsteps
and no one cume to open the door. Agrin he beat
a tattoo, louder and longer thin the first one ; and,
having done so, waited with pis back to the house
and stared across the unkennt gardea into the
fast gathering ~hadows.
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Then he turned suddenly, and saw tuat the door
was standing ajar. It had been quietly opened
and a pair of eyes were peering at bim round the
edge, There was no light in the hall beyond and
he eould only just make out the shapa of a dim
human face,

 Doea My, Garvey live here 7" he asked in a firm
voice,

“ Who are you?" eamea in a man's tones.

“I'm Mr. Sidebotham's private secretary. I
wish to ses Mr, Garvey on important business.”

“ Are you expected 7"

“I suppose s0," he said impatiently, thrusting
s card through the opening, “Please fake my
name to him at cnee, and s~ I come from Mr.
Sidebotham ‘on the matter Mr. Garvey wrote
abont.”

The man took the card, and the face vanished
intu the darkness, leaving Sk .rthouse standing in
the cold poreh with mingled feelings of impatience
and dismay. The door, he now noticed for the first
time, was on & chain and could net op2n more than
a fow inches. But it was the manner of his recep-
vion that caused urcasy reflections to stir within
hir.—reflections thal continued for some minutes
bkifore the, were interrupted uy the sound of
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approaching footsteps and the ficker of a light in
the hall, -

The next instant the chain fell with a rattle, and
gripping his bag tightly, he wallked into a large
jll-smelling hall of whicn he could only just see the
ceinng. There wis no light but the flickering
taper held by the man, and by its uncerfain
glimmer Shorthouse turned to examine him. He
saw an undersized man of middle age with brillian®,
shifting eyes, a curling black beard, and a nose that
at once proelrimed him a Jew. His shounlders were
bent, and, as he watched him replacing the chain,
he saw that he wore a peeunliar blatk gown like
o priest's enssock resching to the feet. It was
altogether o lugu'wious hgure of o man, sinister
and funereal, yet it seemed in perfect harmony
with. the general character of its surronndings,
The hall was devoid of furniture of any kind, and
against the dingy v~lls stood rows of old picture
frames, empty and disorasred, and odd-looking bits
of wood-work that appeaced doubly fantastic as
their shadowe Aanced queerl 7 over the floor in the
shifting light.

“If you'll come this way ‘Mr. Garvey will see
you preseutly,” said the Jevr gruffly. crossing the
floor and shi-idng the tapur with «'bony ha-~d,
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He never once raised his eyes above ihe level of
the visitor’s waisteoat, avud, to Shorthouse, ue some-
how suggested a figure from the dend rather than
s man of flesh and blood. The hall smelt decidedly
ill.

All the more surprising, then, was the scene chat
met his eyes when the Tew opened the door at the
forther end and he entered a room brilliantly
¥t with swinging lamps and furnished with a
degree of taste and ecomfort that amounted to
luxury, The walls were lined with handsomely
bound books, and armehairs were arranged raund
a large mahogany desk in the middle of the room.
A bright fire burned in the grate and neatly framed
photographs of men and wosen stood on the
mantelpiece ou either ride of an elaborately carved
cloek, fremch windows that opened like docors
were partially concealed by warm red curtains, and
on a sideboard against the wo!! stood decanters and
glasses, with several boxrs of cigars piled on top
of one another. The.e was & pleasant odour
of tobacco about the room, Indred, it was in
such glowing contra t to the chilly poverty of
tue hall that Shorth mse already was conseious
of : distivet rise i1 the thermometer of his
spirits.
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Then . & turned and saw the Jew standing in the
doorwar with his eyes fixgd upon him, somewhere
about the middle buttom of his waistcoat. He
presented a strangely repulsive appearance that
somehow could nol be attributed to any particular
di.~il! and the secrgtary nssocinted Yim in his mind
with o monstrous black bird of prey more them
anything else.

“My time in ghort,” he said abruptly; “I hope
Mr. Garvey will not keep me wailing.”

A strange flicker of a smile appesred on the
Jew's ugly face and vanished as quickly as it came,
He made a sort of deprecaiing bow by way of
rez'y. Then he blew out the taper and went out,
closing the door neiselessl:” behind hi.n,

Slorthonse was wlone. He felt relieved. There
was an air of obsequious insolenee abou' the old
Jew that wes very ottensive. He began to wke
note ot ms surroucdings, He was evidently in the
library of th~ house, sov the walls were covered
with books al.acst up to the ceiling. There was
no room for pictures. :No hing but the shining
backs of well-bound volumes looked down upon
him. Four brilliant lights sung from the ceiling
and a reading lamp with a jolished reflector stood
nmong the diso.Cered masses of paper:pon the desk.
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The lamp was not lit, but when Shorthrur s put his
hand upon it he found it was warm. The room
had evidently only just bezn vacated.

Apart from the testimouy of the lamp, however,
he had already felt, withont being able to rive &
reason for it, that the room had been cceupir2'a
fcw moments before Le entered. The atmosphere
over the desk scemed to retain the disturbing
influence of a human being ; an influ~nce, moreover,
so recent that he felt as if the cause of it were
still in hir immediate neighbourhood. It was
difficult to realise that he was quite alone in the
room and that somebody was not in hiding. The
finer counterparts of his senses warned him t~ et
ss if he were being observed; he was d,lm;fy
conscious of & desire to fidget and look roun., to
keep hie cyes in every part of the room at once,
anu to conduct himself generally as if he were the
objert of careful human observation.

How far he recognised *Le cause c® these sensa-
tions it is impossible tr say; but they were sufft-
ciently marked to pret ent his carrying out a strong
inclination to get up and make s search of the
room. He sat quite still, staring alternately at
the backs nf the bool 5, und at the red curtains;
wondering il the tme if he .us reaily being
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watched, wif it was only the imagination playing
tricks with him.

A full quarter of an, hour passed, and then
twenty rows of volumed suddenly shiited out
towards him, and ha BAYY, that a door had opened
in *he wall opposite. The books were only sham
backs after all, and when they moved back agaia
with the sliding door, Shorthouss saw the figure
of Joel Garvey standing before him.

Surprise almost took his breath awsy. He had
expected to see an unpleasant, even)a vicious
apparition with the mark of the beast unmistak-
ably upon its face; but he wus wholly unprepared
for the elderly, tall, fine-looking man who stood
ir. Zront of him—well-groomed, refin:d, vigorous,
witt a lofty forenead, clear grey eyes, and a
hooked nose dominating & elean shaven m uth and
chin of considerable character —a distinguished
looking wau astogether,

“I'm afraid I've kepv you waiting, Mr. Short-
heuse,” he said in a pleas nt voice, but with no
trace of & smile in the mowh or eyes, “But the
fact is, you know, I've a man a for chemistry, and
just when you were announced I was ab the wnosh
eritical moment of a prollen, and was really com-
pelled to wring it Lo a conclus on.”
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Shorthouse had risen to meet him but the
other rotioned him to resume his sest It was
borne in upon him irvesistibly that Mr. Joel
Garvey, for reasons best known to himself, was
deliberatery lying, and he could not help wonder-
ing at the pe-essity for such an elaboraty .-
i2presentation. He iook off his overcoat and sat
down.

“T've no doubt, too, that the door startled you,”
Garvey went ou, evidently reading something of
his guest’s feelings in his face. “You probably
had not suspected it. It leads into my little
laboratory. Chemisiry is an absorbing swmdy to
me, and I spend most of my time there” Mr.
Garvey mov .d up to the armeheir on the oppus.le
side of the fireplace and sat down.

Short souse made appropriate answers to these
reanares, but his mind was really engaged in
taking stock of Mr, Sidebotham’s old-uwe partner.
So far there was no sigw. of mental irregularity
and there was certair.y nothing about him to
suggest violent wrcog-loing or coarseness of
living. On the who e, Mr. Sidebotham’s secretary
was most pleasantly surprised, and, wishing to
conclude his busines: as speedily 4s possible, he
made & metion towirds the bay for the purpose
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of openi.~ it, when his companion interrupted
him quf‘:ﬂ‘y——-

“You are Mr. Sidebofham’s private secretary,
are you not " he asked.

Shorthouse replied that he was, “Mr. Side-
botham,” he went on to exnlain, “has entrusted
me with the papers in ths casc and I have the
honour to return to you your letter of a week
ago.” He handed the letter to Garvey, who took
it wiviwut 8 word and deliberately placed it in
the fire, He was not aware that the secretary
was .grorant of its contents, veb his face betrayed
no signs of feeling. Shorthouse noticed, however,
that his eves never left the fire until the last
morsel had been consumed. Then he looked up
and said, “*You are familiar then with he facts
of this most peculiar cese ?"

Shorthouss =aw no reason to confess his
ignorance.

“ I have all the papers, Mr. Garvey,” he replied,
taking them out of the baz, “and I shoald be
very glad if w. could transnct our busineas as
speedily as possible. If yor will cot out rour
signature I—"

“ One moment, please” intcrrupted the other
# I must, before we proceed iarther, consult some

17
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papers in my laboratory. If you will allow me
{o leave you alone a few minuter for this purpose
we can conclude the whole matter in a very short
time.”

Shorth.use did not approve of this varther
delay, but he had no option than to acquiesce, and
when Garvey had left the room by the private
door he sat and waited with the papers in his
uvand. The minutes went by and the other did
not return. To pass the time he tnuuguv of
taking the false packet from his ecat to ses that
the papers were in order, and the move was
indeed almost completed, when something—he
never knew what—warned him to desist. 'lhe
feeling again eame nver him that he was being
watched and be leaned back in his chair with the
bez -2 his kuees and weited with considerable
impatience for the other’s return. For mors than
twenty minutes he waited, and when at length
the door opened and Gurvey appeared, with pro-
fuse epologies for thr. delay, he saw by the clock
that only a few mim.tes still remw.’ned of the time
he Fad allowed hims:If to catch the last frain.

“Now I am compltelv at your service,” he ssid
pleasantly ; “you joust, of covrse, kuow, Mr.
Shorthouse, that o1e ecannot be too eareful in



Strange Adventures 239

matters ~f* this kind—especially,” he went on,
speakiry very slowly and impressively, “in deal,
ing with a man Jike nly former partoer, whose
mind, as you doubtless ﬁmy have discoyered, is at
times rery sadly affected.”

S..orthouse mads no reply to this, He felt that
the other was watching Fm as a cat watches n
monse.

“It is almost a wonder to me,” Garvey addel,
“illii i L still ab large. Unless he has greatly
improved it pan hardly be safe for ttose who are
closrly associated with him.”

The other began to feel uncomfortable. Either
tus was the other side of the story, or it was the
tirst signs of mentai irresponsibility.

* All business matters of ‘mportarce require the
utmost care in my opinion, Mr. Garvey,” he said
at length, cautiously.

“Ah! then, as I thought, you have had a great
deal to put up with froth him,” Garvey said, with
his eyes fixed on his companion’s face. “And, no
doubt, he ic sHll as bitter against me as he was
years ago when the disease first showed itself ?

Although this last remuwrk was a deliberate
question and the questioner; was waiting: with
fixed eyes for an answer, Shorthovse elected to
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take no motice of it. Without a word " pulled
the elastic band from the blue envelop.-with a
snap and plainly showed nis desire to conclude the
business as soon as possibla. The tendency on the
other's pavt to delay did n.t suit him at all

“But never personal violeace, I trust, Mr.
Shorthounse,” he added.

“ Never."

“I'm glad to hear it,” Garvey said in a sym-
pothetic voice, “very glad to bear it o7 == 0
he went on, “if you are ready we can transact this
little matter of business before dinner. It will
only take a nioment.”

He drew a chair up to the desk and sat Guwal,
taking a pur of scissors fron. a drawer. s
companicon approached with the papers in his hand,
unfolding them as he came, Garvey at once took
them from him, and after turning over a few pages
he stopped and cut out o piece of writing al the
bottom of the last sheet but one.

Holding it up to him Shorthouse read the words
“ Joel Garvey ” in faded unk.

There! That's my signature,” he said, “and
T've cut it ont. It must be nearly twenty years
sinca I wroce it, and now I'm going Lo burn it

He went . the fire'and stooped over to burn the
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little glip of paper, and while he watched it being
consume¢ Shorthouse pu’ the real paper in his
pockes and slipped the haitation ones into the bag.
Garvey turned just in time to see this latter move-
ment.

“I"n putting tho papers back,” Shorthouse said
quietly ; *you've done with them, I think."

“ Certainly,” he replied as, completely deceived,
he saw the blue enveldpe disappear into the black
har and w-!shed Shorthouse turn the key. “They
no longer have the sliphtest intercht for me”
As ba gpoke he moved over to the sideboard, and
pouring himself out a small glass of whisky asked
L sitor 4f he might do the same for him. But
‘wne visitor declined and was already putting on his
overcoat when Garvey turnd with,genuine sur-
prise on his face.

“You surely are not going back to New York
to-night, My, Shorthouse 7" he said, in a voide of
astonishment,

“I've just tiwe to eatch the 7.15 if I'm quick.”

“Buot I never heard of such a thing,” Garvey
gaid. “Of course I took it for granted that ym
would stay the night.”

“It's kind cf you,” eaid Shorthouse, “but reslly
I must return to-night. I never expecizd to stay.”
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The two men stood facing each other. Garvey
pulled out his watch.

“I'm exceedingly sorry,” he said; “but, uprn my
word, I took it for granted you would stay. I
ought to have said so long ago. I'm such a lonely
fellow and so little accustomed to wisitors “hat I
fear I forgot my manners altogether. But in any
case, Mr. Shorthouse, you cannot catch the 7.15,
for it's already after aix o'cloc™, and that's
the last train to-night” Garvey -moka wvery
quickly, aliiost eagerly, but his voice sounded
genuine,

“There's *ime if I walk quickly,” said the
young man with decision, moving towards '3
door. He glanced at his walch as he wetws
Hitherto he had gone by the clock on the mauel-
piece. To hiz dismay he saw that it was, as his
host had said, Jong after six. The cloek was half
an Lour slow, and he realised at once tnat it was no
longer possible to cateh the train.

Had the hands of the clock beon moved baok
intentionally ? Had hr been purposely detained ?
Urpleasant thoughts flashed into his brain and
made him hesitate before taking the next step.
His emplcyer's warning rang in his ears. The
alternative was six miles along a lonely coad in
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the dark, or & night under)Garvey'’s roof. The
former » emed a direct invitation to catastrophe, if
catastaphe therl was plunned to be. The latter—
well, the choico -was certainly small. One thing,
however, he ‘realised, was plain—he must show
neithe. f2ar nor hesitancy.

« My watéh mlust have gained,” he observed’
quietly, turning the hanis back without lmkfng
up. “It seems I have certainly missed that train
and shall be obliged to throw myself upon yeur
uuspiwacy. But, believe me, I had no intention of
putting yor out to any such extent.”?

Fm delighted,” the other said. * Defer to the
judgment of an older man and *make yourself
comfortable for the night. There's a bitter storm
ontside, and you don't put me out at all. On the
confrary it's a great pleasure. J hﬂTa so little
contact with the outside world that it's really a
god-zend to have you.”

The man's face changed as he spoke. His
manner was cordial and sincere. Shorthouse
began to feel ashamed of his doubts and to read
between vhr lines of h. employer's warning. hae
took off his coat and the two men moved .o the
armchairs beside the fire.

“You see,” (larvey went on in a lowered voice,
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“] understand your hesitancy perfectly. I diun't
know Sidebotham all those years without <nowing
a good deal about him—perhaps r.ore tha. ;ou do.
I've no doubt, now, he filled yovr mind with all
sorts of nonsense about me—probLbly told you
that T was the greatest villin unhung, ek 7 .ad all
that sort of thing? Poor fellow! He was ¢ fine
sort before his mind bec: .ne unhinged. One of his
fancies used to be chat everybody else was insane,
or iust about to become insane. Is he stili as bad
as that 7"

“Few men, replied Shorthouse, with the manner
of making a great confidence, but entirely refus.ng
to be drawn, * ko through his experiences and reach
his age without entertaining delusions of one kind
or another.”

“ Perfectly trne,” soid Garvey. “Your observa-
tion is evident]y keen.”

“ Yery keeu indeed,” Shorthouss replied, taking
his cuw nea'ly; “but, of course, there are some
things "—and here he looked cautiousiy over his
shoulder—* there are some things one cannot talk
chout too eircumspectly.”

“ [ understand perfectly and respect wyour
reserve.”

There was a little more conversation and then



Strange Adventures 265

Garvey got up and excused himself on the plea of
superint.nding the preparation of the bedroom.

“ItZ yuite an event to have a visitor in the
house, and I waat to make you as comfortable as
possible,” he said. *Marx will do bettcr for a little
superviicn, And,” he added with a liugh as he
stoou in the doorway, “I want you to carry back a
good account to Sid:botham.”

I

The tall furm disappeared and the door was shut.

" h-~ convorsation of the past few minutes had
come somewhat as a revelation to the secretary.
Garvey seemed in full possession of normal instinets.
There was no doubt as to the sincerity of his
manner and intentions. The suspicions »f the first
hour began to vanish like mist before t-2 sun.
Sidnhotham's portentous warnings and'the mystery
with which he su-rounded the whole episode had
been allowed to unduly influence his mind. The
loneliness of the situation and the bleak cature of
the surrounngs had h.lped to complete the
illusion. He began to be ashamed of his susnicions
and a change commenced gradually to be wrougnt
in his thought=. Anyhow a Ginner and a bed were
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preferable to six miles in the dark, no dinner, and
a cold train into the bargain.

Garvey returned presently. “VWelll do the best
wa can for you,” he said, droppiag into the deep
armchair on the other side of the fire. “Marxisa
good servaat if you watch him all the tiz. You
must always stand over a Jew, though, if yo: want
things done properly. Tuey're ricky and uncertain
unless they're working for their own interest. DBut
Murx might be worse, I'll admit. He's been with
me for nearly twenty years—coox, valet, housemaid,
and butler all in one. In the old days, you know,
he was a clerk in oar office in Chicago.”

Garvey rattled on and Shorthouse listened with
oceasional remarks thrown in.  The former seemed
pleased to have somebody to talk to and the sound
of his owa voles was evidently sweet music in his
ear=. , After ;u» few minutes he crossed over to-the
gideboard +nd again took up the decante= of
whisky, beading it to the light. “You will join me
this time,” he said pleasantly, pouring out two
glasses, * it will give us an appetite for dinner,” and
this time Shorthouse .d not refus. The liquor
was mellow and soft and the men took two plasses
apiece,

“ dxcellent,” remarked the seerelery.
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“(lad wou appreciate it,” said the host, smacking
his lips. “It’s very old whisky, and I rayely touch
it when I'm alone. But this" he added, “is'a
special oceasion, isn't i/?"

Shorthouse was in the act of putting his glass
doyn when something drew his syes suddenly to
the other’s face. A strruge note in the man's
voice caught his attention gnd communicated
alam to his nerves, A new light shone in
Garvey's »vus and there flitted momentarily across
his strong features the shadow of something that
set the seeretary’s nerves tingling. A mist spread
before his eyes and the waasccounfable belisf rose
gtrong in him that he was staring into the visage
of an untamed animal Close to his heart there
was gomething that was wild, fierce, savage. An
involuntary shiver ran over hiw! and seemed to
dispel the strange fancy as sulawmly ' i* had
come. . met the other’s eye witi a smile, the
counterpart of which in his heart was vivid
horror.

“ It is a special ocer~ion," he eaid, as nhturally as
possible, “and, allow ne to add, very special
whisky.”

Garvey appeared Jelighted. He was in the
middie of & devious tale describing how the whisky
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came originally into his possession wher the door
opened behind them and 1 grating * vice r anounced
that dinner was ready. They followed the
cassocked form of Marx accoss the dirty hall, lit
only by the shaft of light that followed them from
the library door, and entered & small room wlere
a £ngle lamp stood up.n a table laid for dinner.
The walls were d-stitute of pictur.s, and the
windows had wvenetian blindy without ~nri~ins,
There was no fire ia the grate, and whe~ the men
sat down facing each other Shorthouse nobiced
that, while his own cover was laid with its due
proportion of plasses aad cullery, his companion
had nothing before him but & soup plate, witheb
fork, knife, or snoon besidr it.

“I don't know what ‘hers is to offer you,” he
said ; “but I'm snre Marx has dona the best he can
ab g 2h hort iwiiee. I only eat one course for
dinner, but 7oy take your time and . oy your
food.”

Marx presently set a plate of sou; befors the
guest, yet so loathsome was *“.e immediate presence
of thi~ old Hebrew seritor, that the spoonfuls
disapperred somewhat slowly. Garvey sat and
watched him.

Shorthouse said the soup was delicious cnd
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bravely. ewallowed another mouthful, In reality
his thonghits voere centwd upon his esmpanion,
whose manners were giving evidence of a gradubl
and curious change. Tnere was a decided difference
in his demeanounr, a difference that the secretary
feltrat first, rathor than saw. Galvey's quiet self-
possession was giving plree to & degree of sup-
pressed exci.sment that seemed yso far inexplicable.
Hic-m~snents became quick and nervous, his eye
shifting ac.l strangely brilliant, and his voice, when
he spoke, betrayed an oceasional ydeep tremeor.
Something unwonted waa stirring within him and
evidently demanding every ‘moment, more vigorous
meifestation as the meal proeeeded.

Intuitively Shorthouse was afraid of this grow-
ing excitement, and while “.egotiating some uncom-
monly tough pork chops he tridd to lead the
conversation on to the subject uf chen.stry, of
which in nis Oxford days he hid bem an
enthusiasti student. His companion; however,
would nome of it It seemed to have lost
intercst for him, and h. -would barely condescend to
respond. ‘When Marx prosently returned viith a
plate of steaming eggs and baeon the subject
dropped of 7ts own acecrd.

“ An inadequate dinner dish,” CGarvey said, as
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8oom as the man was gone ; “ but better then rothing,
I hope.”

Shorthouse remarked that he was exceediagly
fond of bacon and eggs, and, looking up with the
last word, saw that Garvev’s face was twitching
sonvulsively and that he was almost wriggliny in
his chair. He quieted Jown, however, under the
secretary's gaze a* d observed, though evidently
with an effort—

“Very good of you to say so. Wish I eould join
you, only I n~ver eat such stuff. I only take one
eourse for dinner.”

Shorthouse hegan tu feel some curiosity as to
what the nature of this one course might be, but he
made no furthes remark a.ad contented himself with
noting mentally that Lis companion’s excitemeny
seemed to be ripidly growing beyond his eontrol.
There -cas 8.mething uncanny about it, and he
began:to witn he had chosen the alternuuve of the
walk to the station.

“I'm glad to see you never speak when Marx is
in the room,” said Garvey -..<sently, *I'm sure it's
bette. not.  Don’t you Laink sof”

He wppeared to wait eagerly for the answer.

“ Undoubtedly,” said the puzzled sec-ctary.

“Yes," the other went on quickly. “He's an
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excellent nian but b’ has one drawback—a really
horrid c~e. Yo1 may—tat, no, you could hardly
have noticed it yet”

“ Not drink I trust,” said Shorthouss, who would
rather have discussed ~ny other subject than the
odicrs Jew.

“ Worse than tha’ a gr-at deal,” Garvey replied,
evidently expecting the other io draw him out.
But ClL.orthouse wasd in no mood to hear anything
horrible, and he daclined to step into the trap.

“The best of servants have their Saults,” he said
cotdlv.

« Tl tell you what it is if you liky," Garvey went
on, still speaking very low and leaning forward
over the table so that his face cmuae close to the
flame of the lamp, “only we must spea’; quietly in
cage he's listening. I'll tell you wiat it is—if you
think you won't be frightened.”

“ Nothing frightens me,” he laughid. (Garvey
must understand that at all events) *Nothing
cau frighten me,” he repeated.

“I'm glad of that; s~ it frightens me a good
deal somr ames.”

Shorthonse feigned indifference. Yet ne was
aware that his heart ‘7as Faating o little quicker
and that there was a sensation of chilliness in his
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back, He waited in silencs for what was to
come.

“ He has a horrible predilection for vacuums,”
(arvey went on presently in a still lower voice
and thrusting his face farther forward under the
lamp.

“ Vacoums ! " exclaime. the cecretary in spite of
himself, “What i. the world do you mean?”

“ What I say of coursa. He's always vuwonng
into them, so that I can’t find him or get at him.
He hides ther- for hours at a time, and for the life
of me I ean't make out what he does there.”

Shorthouse siared his companion straight in the
eyes, What inthe name of Heaven was he tall.ung
about ?

“Do you suppose he goes there for a change of
air, or—or toescape ?"” he went ou in a londer voiece.

Snortaouse could have laughed outright but for
the expressipn of the other's face.

“T shorld not think there was mucl: air of any
gort in & vaeuum,” he said quietly.

“That's exactly what 7 1eel,” contipued Garvey
with ever growing excitement. “7.ats the
horrid part of it. How the devil does he live
there? You sce—"

“ Have you ever followed him there?” inter-
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rupted the seeretary., The other leaned back in his
chair and Adrew 4 de.p sigl.

“Never! It'simpossible. You see Ican't follow
him. There’s not roon: for two, A vacuoum only
holds one comfortably. Marx knows that, He's
out of my reach altogether once bx's falrly inside.
He knows the hest side .f a bargain. He'sva
regular Jew.”

“ That i= » drawbark to a servant, of course——
Shorthouse =poke slowly, with hin eyes on his plate.

“ A drawback,” interrupted the other with an
ugly chuckle, “Iecall it a draw-in, that's what
I eabs it”

“ A draw-in does seem a more accurate term,”
assented Shorthoase. “ But,” he went on, “1
thought that nature abhorred a vacuum. She
used to, when I was at school—ihough perhaps
—it’s 80 long ago—"

He he—*:ed and looked up. Simething in
Garvey's face—something he had feli before he
looked up—st~pped his tongue and froze the words
in his throat. His lips ~efused to move and became
suddenly d 7. Again th, mist rose befory his
eyes ar’ the appalling shadow dropped ity veil
over the face before him Garvey's features began

to bvru and giow. Thea they seemed to coarsen
18



274  Strange Adventure;

and somehow slip confusedly together. He stared
for a second—it seemed only £ v & ¢ ccond—into the
visage of a ferocious anu abominable animal; and
then, as suddenly as it had come, the filthy shadow
of the beast passed off, the mist melted out, and
with & mighty effort over his nerves ve foreed
himself to finish his c>ntence.

“You see its so long minee I've given
attention to such Jhings” he stamn.red. Hia
heart was beaticg rapidly, and ~ feeling of
oppression was gathering over it

“It's my peculiar and special study on the other
hand,” Garvey resumer’. *“I've not spent all these
years in my laboratory to no purpose, I can assure
you, Nature, I know for a facl,” he added with
unnatural warmth, “does nel abhor a vacuum
On the contrriy, she's uncommonly fond of 'em,
mvzh to0 foul, it seems, for the comfort of my
little household. If there were fem-= vacuumes
and more abhorrence we should get on bebter—
a damuaed sight better in my opinirn.”

“ Your special knowledge wo doubt, enables you
to apsak with anthorite  Shorthouss v id, euriosity
and elarm warring with other mixed 1e.'irgs in
his mind; “but how can & man tumbla info a
vacuum 2"
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“You may well wk. That's just it How can
he? Ifr prepostcious and I can't mhke it out
at pll.  Marx knows, but he won't tell me. Jews
konow more than we do, For my part I have
reason fo believe—" He stopped and listened.
“Hush! here he comes,” he added, rubbing hid
hands together an if ir glee and fidgeting in his
chair,

Store were heard coming down the pasgape,
and as they approached the door Garvey seemed
to give himself completely over to,an excitement
he could not control! His eyes were fixed on the
door and he began clutcling the tablecloth with
both bands, Again his face was sereened by the
loathsome shaduw. It grew wild, wolfish. As
through & mask, that concealed, and vet was thin
enough to let through a suggestin of, the beast
crouching behind, there leaped into his cowatenince
the &' gy look of the animal in the humdin—the
expressior of the were-wolf, the morster. The
change in al. its loathsomencss came rapidly over
his features, which .egan to lose their outlina
The nose flattened, drop, ing with broad nostrils
over chick lips. The face rounded, filied, and
became sruat, The eyes, whick, luckily for
Shorthouse, no longe; sought his own, glowed
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with the light of untamed apetite ard bestial
greed. TLe hands left the cloly ard gr-sped the
edges of the plate, and then clutched the c'oth
again,

“This is sy course coming now,” said Garvey,
u0 o deep gutturai voice. He was shivering His
upper lip was partly litted and showed the teeth,
white and gleaming

A moment later the door opemed a.? M-
hurried into the room and set a dich in front
of his master Qarvey half rose to meet him,
stretching ount his hands and grinning horribly.
With his mouth he made a sound like the snarl
of an animal. The dish before him was steaming,
but the slight —apour rising from it betrayed by
its odour thet it was not born of & fire of coals
It was the najtral heat of Hech warmed by the
fires of ‘ife only just expelled. The moment the
dish rested on the table Garvey pusheu a,.cy his
own plate and drew the other up close under his
month, Then he seized the food in both havds
and con menced to tear it wi.n his teeth grunting
as he did so. Shorthor .e closed his ey s, with a
feeling of nausea. When he looked up gain
the lips and jrw of the mar oppesite were stained
with crimson. The whole man was transformed.
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A feastin t'rer, st:jrved and ravenous, but without
a tiger'n” rracd—this was what he watched for
several minutes, transfixed with horror and
disgust.

Marx had already teken his departvpe, knowing
evidently what was nob good for the eyes to look
upon, and Shorthouse unew at last that he was
gitting face to face with a madinan,

s goagtly meal was finished in an incredibly
short time and mothing was left but a tiny pool
of red liqguid rapidly hardening. Garvey leaned
brek heavily in his chair and sighed. His smeared
face, withdrawn now from the glure of the lamp,
be_an to resume its normal appearance. FPresently
he looked up at his guest and said in his natural
voice—

“] hope you've had enough to eat You
wouldn't carve for this, yon know,” with & down-
ward piance,

Shorthodse met his eyes with an inward loathing,
anl it was impoc~hle not to show some|of the
repugnancs he felt. In the other’s face, hiowever,
he thoug'.c he saw a subuaed, cowed expression.
But ke found nothing to say.

“Marx w'll be in presen‘ly,” Garvey wert on
“ He's either listening, o in & vacuum.”
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“Does he choose any parti ular #me for his
vigits 7" the seeretary managed o abk.

“ He generally goes after dinner; just about ihis
time, in fact Bub he’s not gone ye*,” he added,
shrugging bis shoulders, “ for I think I hear him
coming.”

Shorthouse wondered whetner vacoum was
possibly synonymo-.s with wine cellar, hut gave no
expiassion to his thoughts. With chills or Lurror
still running up and down his bazk, he saw Marx
ecome in with a basin and towel, while Garvey
thrust up his face just as an animal puts up ts
muzzle to be ruobed.

“Now we'll have coffee in the library, if yo.'re
ready,” he said, in the tone of a gentleman address-
ing his gues.d after a dinner party.

Shorthouse Mdcked up the bap, which had lain
all this:cime between his feet, and walked through
the door his host held open for him. Side vy side
they erovsed the dark hall together, aud, to his
disgust Garvey linked an arm *. his, and with ais
face ac close to the secretary’s ear that he felt the
warm breath, said in a hick voice—

“ You're uncommonly careful with that bag, Mr.
Shorthouse. It surely mnst econtair something
more than the bundle of pupers.”
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“ Nothing-hut thi papers,” he answered, feeling
the hand hurning .apor. his arm and wishing he
wers miles away from the house and its abomin-
able oceupants.

“Quite sure 7" asked the other with an odious
and sugeestive chuckle. “Is there :m;].; meat in it,
fresh meat—raw rceat 1"

The secreiary felt, somehow that at the least
siga of fcar the beast on his arm would leap ypon
him and tear him with his teeth.

“ Nothing of the sort," he answersd vigorously.
“Tt wouldn't hold enough to feed a eat.”

“True,” said Garvey wita a vile sigh, while the
otbar felt the hand upon his arm twitch up and
down aa if feeling the flesh, “Trrs, it's too small
to be of any real use. As you say it wouldn't
hold enough to fezd a cat”

Shorthouse was unable to suppress a ery. The
musel.s of nis fingers, too, relaxed in spite of him-
self and k3 let the black bag drop with a bang to
th2 floor. Garvey instantly withdrew his .\rm and
turned with a quick wovement. But the s cretary
had regai.ed his control a. suddenly as he had' lost
it, ara he met the maniac's. eyes with a steody and
agpressive olare.

“There, you see, it quite light. It makes no
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appreciable noise when I droj it" ™e picked it
up and lec it fall again, asif h. had dre-ped it for
tke first time purposely. The ruse was succeszful.

“Yes. Ycu're right,” Oarvey said, still standing
in the doorway and staring at him. * At any rate
it wouldn't hold emough for two,” he langhed.
And as he closed the deor tla horrid laughter
echoed in the emptw hall.

They sat down by a blazing Sre and Suorthouse
was glad to feel 1ts warmth. Marx presently
brought in eoffse, A glass of the old whisky and
& good cigar helped to restoce equilibrium, For
some minutes the men sat in silence staring into
the fire. Then, without looking up, Garvey raid
in & quiet voice—

“I supposs it was a shock to you to see me eat
raw meat like"shat. I must «pologise if it was
unp.easpnt to you. But it's all I can eat and it's
the only meal I take in the twenty-four how.s”

“ Best nourishment in the world, ro doubt;
though « should think it might be s trifie strong
for somy: stomachs,”

He tried to lead the conversation a=ay from
so unp.easant a subject, and went on to talk
rapidly of the values of different fonds, of vegetar-
ianism and vegefarians, an¢ of men who had gone
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for long periods without any food at all. Garvey
listened e-parently without interest and had
nothing to say. At tha first pause he jumped in
eagerly.

“When the hunger is really great on me,” he
said still gazing into the fire, “I simply cannot
control myself. I =ust have raw meat—the firab
I can get——" Here he raised his shining eyes
au. Shortuouse felt his hair beginning to rise.

“It comes dpon me so suddenly too. I ntver can
tell when to expect it. A year agn. the passion
ross in me like & whirlwind and Marx was out
and 1 couldn’t get meat. I had to get something
or T should have bitten myself. Just when it was
getting unbearable my dug ran out from beneath
the sofa. It was a spaniel.

Shorthouse resnunded with £ effort. He
hardly knew what he was saying and bis suin
crawle” 4s 11 a million ants were moving ovez it.

There w~s o pause of several minutes.

“I've bitteuw Marx all over,” Garvey wpint on
presently in his strange quiet voice, and al if he
were speaking of apples; * "t he's bitter. I doubt
if the nunger could ever make me do it again.
Probably that's, what first drove him to take
gheltar in a vacuum.” He chuckled hideously as
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he thought of this solution of his attendant’s
disappeatances.

Shorthouse seized the poker and poked the fire
as if his Ffe depended uwm it. But when the
banging and clattering was over Garvey con-
tinued his remarks with the same calmness. The
next sentence, however, was rever finished. The
secretary had got upon his feet suddualy.

“I shall ask your permission to retire,” Le
gaid in & determined woice; “I'm tuved to-night;
will you ba gnod enough to show me to my room 2"

Garvey looked up at him with a eurious eringing
expression behind which there shone the gleam
of eunning passion.

“Certainly,” he said, rising from his chair.
“You've had a tiring journey, I ought to have
thought of the . before,”

1o wook the candle from tne table and kit it, and
the ficgers that held the mateh trembied,

“We needn't trouble Marx,” he explairad. “That
beast’s i his vacuum by this time.”

III

They erossad the hall and begrn to ascend the
carpetless wooden stairs. They were in the well
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of the houst --nd the air cut like ice. Garvey, the
flickering ¢-ndle.in his hand throwing his face
into strong outline, led the way ncross the firsd
landing and ovened a door near the mouth of
a dark passage. A pleasant room greeted the
visitar's eyes; and he rapidly took in its points
while his host walked cver and lit two ecandlés
that stood on a table at the foot of the bed. A fire
burned brightly in the grate. There were fwo
windows, opening Jike doors, in the wall opposite,
and & high, canopied bed oceupied most of the
spa~e on the right. Panelling ran all round the
room reaching mearly to the ceiliny and gave a
warr and cosy appesrance to the whole; while
the portraits that wtoud in altvrnate panels
sugpested somehow the atmosphere of an old
country house in Eugland. Shortha wse was agree-
ably surprised.

“I wwope youll find everything you heed,”
QGarvey was saying in the doorway. “If nof, you
have only to ring *hat bell by the fireplace. Marx
won't hea- it of course, but it rings in my
laboratory, where I spend most of the night.”

The 1, with o brief good-night, he went out and
shut the doo= af’er him. Tha instant he was gone
Mr. Sidebotham's privats seeretary did a peculiar
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thing. He planted himself n the .aiddle of the
room with his back to tae asor,and lrawing the
pistol swiftly from his hip pocket levelled it across
his left arr at the window. Standing motionless
in this position for thirty seconds he then suddenly
swerved right round and faced in the other Cirec-
taon, pointing his pistal straight at the keyhole of
the door. There followed immediately a sound of
shuflling outside and of steps retreating across the
landinz.

“On his knees at the keyhole” was the
secretary’s reflection. “Jusm as I thought Sut
he didn't expect to look down the barrel of &
pistol and it made him jump a little.”

_As soon as the steps had gone downstairs and
died away ~cross the hall, Shorthouse went over
and locked th: door, stuffing a piece of erumpled
paper into the second keyhole which he saw
immediately above the first. After that, ue made
a thorough search of the room. It hacdly repaid
the trouble, for he found nothir; unusual. Ye. he
was glad he had made it. It relieved him to find
no ope was in hiding -inder the bed or in the deep
oak et pboard ; and he hoped sincerely it w.s not
the cupboard in which the unfortuaat~ spaniel had
come to its vile death. TFhe French windows, he
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discovered, poened cp to a little balcony. It
looked on to the frcot and there was a drop of
less than twenty feet to.the ground below. The
bed was high and wide, soft as feathers and
covered with snowy shects—very inviting o o
tired man; and beside the blaziag fire were a
couple of deep armehairs

Altogether i5 was very pleasant and comfort-
sul~; but, tired though he was, Shorthouse had no
intention of giing to bed. It was impossible to
disregard the warcing of his merves. They had
never failed him befcve, and when that sense of
distressing horror lodged in' his bomes he knew
there was something in the wind and that a red
flag was flying oves the irmediste future, Some
uelicate instrument in his being, more subtle than
the senses, more acewiate than mere, sresentiment,
had seen the red flag and interpreted 1ts meaning.

Agair % seewed to him, as he sat in an armhair
over the fire that his movements were being care-
fully watehed from somewhere; and, not knowing
what weapons might be used against him, he felt
that his rew: eafety lay in a rigid control of lis
mind aed feelings and a stout refusal to admit that
he was in the least siarmed.

The house was very still. As the night wore on
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the wind dropped. Only oe asional hmrsts of sleet
againat the windows veminded him that the
elements were awake aind uneasy, Onece orn twice
the windows rattled ana the rain hissed in the
fire, but the roar of the wind in the chimney grew
less and less and the lonely building wes at last
mapped in a great stillness. The coals eclicked,
settling themselves deeper in the grate, and the
noise of the cinders droppirg with a tiny repurt
into the soft heap of accumulated ashes was the
only sound that punctraied the silence,

In proportion es the porer of slesp grew upon
him the dread of tle situation lessemed; put so
imperceptibly, so gradually, and so insinuatingly
that he scarcely realised the change. He thought
he was as wide awake to his danger as ever, The
successful ex susion of horrible mental pictures of
*hat he had seen he atuwributed to his rigorous
cont rol, instead of to their true cauce, the ~reeping
over him of the soft influences of sleep. The
faces in the coals were so soothing; the armnhair
was 50 comfortable; so sweet the breath that
gontly pressed upen his eyelids; su subtle the
growth of the sensation of safely. He settled
down deeper into the chair and ‘u another moment
would have been asleep when the red flag oegan to
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shake violeptly to a1 d fro and he sat bolt upright
as if he had been stabbed, in the back.

Someyne was coming up the stairs. The boards
ereaked beneath a stealloy weight.

Shorthouse sprang from the chair and ecrossed
the room swiftly, taking vp his position beside
fhe door, but out cf range of the keyhole. Tlie
two eandles Zlared unevenly on the table ab the
1ot of the bed, The steps were slow and cautious
—it seemed ﬁ]:urt13.r seconds between each one—
but the person “ho wus faking them was very
close to the door. Already he had topped the
stairs and was shuffli. alr.ost silently across the
bit of landing.

The secretary slipped his hand into his pistol
pocket and drew back further against the wall,
and hardly had he completed the 1.3vement when
the sounds abruptly ceased and he knew tlab
somebrdy wa. standing just outside the dour and
preparing for a careful observation through the
kevhole.

He was in no senso & coward. In action he
was never afraid. It was the waiting and wonder-
ing aad the uncertainty that might have lorsened
his merves a& littl.. Buf, somehow, a wave of
intens.’ horror swept over him for a second as he
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thought of the bestial mani ¢ and his attendant
Jew; snd he would rather have faced a pack of
wolves than have to do with either of these men.,

Something brushing genJ'y against the door set
his nerves {ingling afresh and made him tighten his
grasp on the pistol. The steel was cold and
guppery in his moiss fingert. What an awful
noise it would make when he pullel the trigger!
If the door were -w open how eclore hé worla
be to the figure that came in! et he kmew
it was locked on the in-lue and _ould not possibly
open.  Again something 'srushed aguinst the
panel beside him and a se.ond later the piece of
crumpled paper fell from the keyhole to the floor,
while the piece of thin vire that had accomplished
this result showed its point for & moment in the
room and was nen swiftly withdrawn.

Somebody was evidently peering now through
the kayhole, and realising this facl the eririt of
attack entered into the heart of the heleaguered
man, Raiging aloft his right hand he brought it
suddenly down with a rescunding erash upon the
paLel of the door next the keyhole—a crash that,
to the ercuching eav:sdropper, must have scemed
lice a clap of thunder out of i clear sky. lhere
was & gasp and a slight lurching ayrainst the door
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and the midnight lisf 3ner rose-startled and alarmed,
for Shorthouse plainly heard the tread of fest
acroge: the .. "’ng and down the stairs till they
were lost in the silences of the hall. Only, this tims,
it seemed to him there were four feet inktead of two,

Quickl=stuffing the piper bagk into £ie keyhole,
he was:in the act of walking back to the fireplage
when, over hig shoulder, he canght sight of a white
face pressed in outline against Jhe outside of the
window. It =vas blurred in the streams of sieet,
but the white ~f the moving eyes was unmis-
takable. He turnec instantly to mwet it, but the
face was withdrawn like a flagh, and darkness
cushed in to fill the gap wuiere it had appeared.

“Watched on bith sides,” he reflected.

But he was not o be surprised into any suddeh
action, and quietly walking over to the fireplace
s if he had seen nothing unusual Le stirred the
coals & moment and then strolled leisurely over to
the window. Stzeling his nerves, which quivered
& moment in spite of his will, he opened the
window and stepped out on to the baleony. The
wind, whirh be thought had dropped, rushed past
him into the room and ext.aguished one of the
cand’ss; while a velley of fine cold rain burst all
over his face. At first he could see mothing, and
the darkness came close up to his eyes like a wall.

19
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He went a little farther on to the baleony and
drew the window after him till it clashed. Then
he stood and waited.

But nothing touched hir, No one seemed to be
there. His eyes got accustomed to the blackness
and he wus abla fo mak. out the iron riiling, the
dark shapes of the trees bevond, and thy faint
hght ecoming from the other window. Throngh
this he peered inio the room, walkiug the length
of the balcony to doso. Of eourse he was stand-
ing in a shaft of light an?! whoevar was crouching
in the darkuess below covd plainly ses him,
Below 1—That there should be anyone abors did
not oceur to him until, just as he was preparing to
go in again, he became aware that something was
moving in the darkness over his head. He looked
up, instinetively raising a protecting arm, and
sav a long viack line swinging against the dim
wall if the house. The shutters of the window
on the next floor, whence it depended, were thrown
open and moving backwards and forwards in the
wind. The line was evidently & thickish cord, for
as he looked it was pulled in and tre end die-
appeared in the darkuess,

Shorthouse, trying to whistle to himse.l, ,.cered
ove: the edge of the baleony as if eulenlating the
distance he might have o drop, and then calmly
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walked into the roor { again and closed the window
behind him, leavingthe lateh so that the lightest
touek? woula weuse- it to fly open. He relit the
candle and drew s stzaight-backed chair up to
the table Then he put coal on the fire and
stirred it =p into a royal ulaze, Ha-would willingly
have fclded the shutters over*those staring windovrs
at his back, But that wns out of the gueslion.
It would have been to eut off I'js way of escape.
Sleep, for tlie time, was at o disadvantsge. His
brain was fc'l of “'od and every nerve was
tingling, He fel. as if countless eyes were upon
him and scores of stained hands were stretching
out from the corners ana crannies of the house to
seize him. Croushing firures, figures of hideous
Jews, stood everywhere about him where shilter
was, creeping forward out of the shadows when
he, was not looking ~nd retresting swiltly and
silently wher he turned his head. Whereipr he
looked, other eyes met his own, and though they
melted away nnder his steady, confident gaze, he
knew they would wax and draw in upon’him the
instant hir-glances weakened and his will wayered.
Though there were no sovnds, he knew that in
the *.=ul of the houre there was movement going oa,
and preparavion. And this knowledge, inasmuch
88 it came to him irresistibly and through other
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and more subtle channels than those of the senses
kept the sense of horror freeh in his blood and
made him alert and awake.

But, no matter how grea* the dread in the heart,
the power of sleep will eventually ovorcome it.
Exhausted natu=a is irresistible, and as tk» minutes
wore on and midnight passed, he realised thab
nature was vigorously asserting herself and sleep
was creeping upon Fim from the extremities,

To lessen the danger he took out his pencil and
began to draw the articles of farnitu~2in the room.
He worked into elaborate detail the eupboard, the
mantelpiece, and the bed, and f-ovs these he fissed
on to the portraita. Being possessed of genuine skill,
he found the oecupation sufficiertly absorbing. It
kept the blood in his brain, and that kept him
awake. The pictures, mureover, now that he con-
gide.ed them for the first *ime, were exceedinply
well j ainted. Owing to the dim light, he centred
his attention upon the portraits beside the fireplace.
On the right was a woman, with a sweet, gentle
face and a figure of great refinement; on the left
waas a full-size figure of a big handsom~ man with
a full beard and wearing a hunting costume of
aacient date.

From time to time he turned to the w'ndows
behind him, but the wision of the face wes not
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repested. More thin once, too, he went to the
door and listened, But the silence was su profound
in the kouse tnat he gredusily came to believe the
plan of attack had beew abandoned. Once he went
out on to the baleony, but the sleet stung his face
and he voly had time to see that the shuttera
sbove were closed, when hbk was obliped to seck
the shelter of the room again.

In this way the hours peised. The fire died
down and the room grew shilly. Shorthouse had
made severai sketeliew of the two heads and was
beginning to feel overpoweringly weary, His feet
and hie hands wers cold ajd his yawns were pro-
digions. It seemed ages and ages since the steps
had come to listen at h's door and the face had
watched him from the window. A feeling of
safety had somehow come to him In reality he
wns exhausted. His une desire was to drop upon
the soft whitz bed and yield himself up tJ sleep
without any further struggle.

He rose from his chair with s series of yawns
that refused to be stifled and looked at His watch.
It was elcse upon three in the morning. Hn made
up kis mind that he worl lie down with his
clotucy on and got some sleep. It was safe enough,
the duor was locked on the inside and the window
was fastened. Putting the bag on Lhe table near
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his pillow he blew out the candles and dropped
with a sease of careless snd delicious exhaustion
upon the soft mattress. Ju five minutes he was
sound asleep,

There had scarcely bern time for the Jreams to
come when he found himseif lying side-ways across
the bed with wide open eyes staring into the dark-
ness.  Someone had touched him, and he had
writhed away in Lis sleep as from sorething
unholy, The movemen* had awakened him.

The room was simply blauk. No light came
from the windows and the fire had gone out as
completely as if wate: had been poured vpoa if.
He gazed into a sheet of impenetrable darkness
that came close up to hir face like a wall.

His first thought was for the papers in his eoab
and his hand flaw to the pocket. They were safe;
ard the relief caused by ‘his discovery left Fis
mind nstantly free for other reflecti-ns,

And the realisation that at once came to him
with a touch of dismay was, that drring his sleep
some definite change had been effected in the room,
He felt this with tbat intuitive certai .ty which
amounts to positive knowledge. The room was
u.terly still, but the corroboration that was spacdily
brought to him seemed at once to dll the dark-
ness with a whispering, secret life that chilled
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his blood and made, the sheet feel like ice against
his cheek.

Hrrk = Thi.'was it; there reached his ears, in
which the blood was already buzzing with warning
clamour, & dull murmur of soniethidg that rose
indistinetly from the wcl.of the housc and became
sudibls to him without pessing through walls or
doors. There sevmed no solid surface between
him, lving un the bed, and *ho landing; between
the landing end the stairs, and between tiie siairs
and the hal! beyond.

He knew that the door of the rvom was stand-
ing:open! Tharefore it had been opened from the
ineide. Yeb the winauy was fastened, also on the
insude,

Hardly was this realised when the conspiring
gilenee of the hour was broken by another and s
more definite sound. A step was coming along
the passage. A certain bruise on the lip told
Shorthouse that the pistol in his pocket was ready
for use and he drew it out quickly and cocked it.
Then he just nad time to slip over the edge of the
bed and crouch down on the floor when the step
halted on the threshold of .28 room. The bed was
tL . hetween him and the open door. The window
waa ab his Dack.

He waited in the darkness, What strock him
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as peculiar about the sieps wa. that there seemed
uo particular desire to move stealthily. There was
no extreme caution. They moved long ia rether
a slipshod way and sounded like soft elippers or
feet in stock'ngs. There.was something clumsy,
irresponsible, almost reck! s about the mevement.

Wor a second the steps paused upon the threshoud,
but rmiy for a second. Almost immediately they
came on into the -orm, and as they passed from
the woul to the carpet Shorthouse mociced that
they became wholly noiseless. He waited in sus-
pense, not kncwing whether the unseen walker
was on the other side of the room or was close
upon him. Presently he ~iood up and stretched
out his left arm in front of him, grping, search.ng,
feeling in a cirel:; and behind it he held the pistol,
cocked and pointed, in hia »ight hand. As he rose
a bore eracked .o his knee, his elothes rustled as
if they were newspapers, and his breath seemed
loud enough to be heard all over the room. But
pot & sound came to belray the position of the
invisible intruder.

Then, just when the lension was orcoming
unbesrable, a noise rel ved the gripping silence,
It was wood knocking against wood, and it =n—e
from the farther end of the room. Thr steps had
moved over to the fireplace. A sliding sound
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almost immediately followeldl it and then silence
closed again over evarything like a pall. ,

For another > ve minutes Shorthouse waited, and
then the suspenss became too much, He could ndt
stand that open door!, The cahdled were close
beside hi=a and he strc:t & matgh and Lt them,
expecting in the sudden glare to receive at legst
a terrific blow. DZut nothing bappened, and he
saw at once that the room was entirely empty.
Walking over with the pistol cocked he peered
ont intz +hn datkness of the landing and then
closed the door and turned the Xey. Then he
seur-hed the rosm—bed, cupboard, table, eurtains,
everything that could Lave eoncealed & man; but
found no trace of the intruder. The owner of the
footsteps had disappeared like a ghost into the
ghadows of the night. P+ for one tack he might
have imagined that he had been dreaming : th~bag
had vanished !

There was no more sleep for Shorthouse that
night. His wateh pointed to 4 am. and there were
gtill three hours before daylight. He sat, down at
the table and continued his sketches. With fixed
determination he went on rith his drawing and
be-.n s new outline of the man's head. There
waa pamething in ‘the expression that continvally
evaded him. He had no success with it, and this
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time it seemed to hiw that .t was the eyes that
urought sbout his discomfiture. He held up his
penecil before his face to measure 'he diciance be-
tween the nose and the eyer and tc his awazement
he saw that & change had come over the features.
The eyes were no longero oo, The lids hd elosed /

For a second he stood in a sort of stzpeued.
astonishment. A push would have toppled him
over. Then he sprary to his feet and ueld a candle
close up to the picture. The eye-lids quivered,
the eye-lashes trembled. Then, righ* h<fore his
gaze, the eyes spened and looked straight into his
own. Two holes were eut in the panel and tuis
pair of eyes, human eyes, Sust fitted them,

As by o curious effect of magir, the strong fear
that had gove.ned him ever since his entry into
the house disappeared in n second. Anger rushed
into his heart ‘and his ehilled blood rose suddenly
to boi'ing point. Putling the candle down, he
took two steps back into the room.and then Hung
himself forward with all his strength against the
painted panel. Instantly, and beiore the crash
came, the eyes were withdrawn, and two black
spaces showed wher they had been. The old
huntsinan was eyelezs. But the panel cacled
and split inwards like a sheet of thi: cardhoard;
and Shorthouse, pistol in hand, thrust an arm



Strange Adventures 2dg

through the jogged aperture and, seizing a human
leg, dragged out ints the room—the Jew,!

Words* rushed iai such a torrent to his lips that
they choked himn, 'The old Hebrew, white aschalk,
stood shaking befors hi', the buight! pistol barrel
opposite his eyes, when = volume,of cold air rushed
into the room, and with it & sound of hurried steps.
Shorthounse felt his arm knocked up before heg had
time to twmn, and the same s-cond Garvey, who
bad somehov: managed to burst open the window,
came .i—~>n him and the trembling Marx, His
lips were parted and his eyes rollid strangely in
his distorted foce.

“ Don’t shoot him | Shoot in the air 1" he shrieked.
He seized the Juw by the shoulders.

“You damned hound,” he roared, hissing «4n his
face. “So I've got you ot 'aab.  Thadt's where your
vaeuum is, is it? I know your viie hiding-pl-ce st
last.” He shook him like a dog. *I've bepn after
him all night,"he cried, turning to Shorthouse, “all
night, I tell vou, and I've got him at last.”

Garvey limed his upper lip as he spoke and
showed his teeth, They shone like the fangs of
a wolf. The Jew evident] : saw them too, for he
g-va horrid yell and stouggled furiously.

Bnfore the eyes of the secretary & mist ssemed
to rise, The hideous shadow again leaped into
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Garvey's face. He foresaw o dreadfal battle, and
covering the two men with his pistol he retreated
slowly to the door. Whether they were Loth mad,
or both eriminal, he did not pauss to ingquire. The
only thought present in ‘his mind was that the
sooner he made his eseapr . 16 better.

(larvey was still skaking the Jew when he
reachsa the door and turned the key, but as he
passed out on to b= landing both nen stopped
their stroggling and turned to face him. Garvey's
face, bestial, loathsome, livid with ange: ; ‘.. Jew's
white and grey with fear and horror ;—both turned
towards him and joined in a wild, horrible yell that
woke the echoes of the right. The next second
they were after him at full speed.

Sherthouse siammed the door in their faces and
was ab the foot of -t:» stairs, erouching in the
shad~w, before they were out upon the landing.
They tc re shrieking down the stairs sud past him,
into the hall; and, wholly unnoticed, Shorthouse
whipped up the stairs again, crossed the bedroom
and droppad from the baleony into the soft smow.

As he ran down the drive he heard belupd him in
the house the yells ¢ the maniacs; and when
he reacned home several hvors later Mr. Sidebcihi.n
not ozly raised his salary but also told him te buy
a new hat and overcoat, and send in the bill to him.



SKELETON LAFE: AN EPISODE
IN “AMP.

THE utter loneliness of our moose-camp on Skeleton
Lake had impressed us from “hobeginning—in the
Quebee backiwoods, five days by trail and canoe
from:is M =ztion—end perhaps the singular name
contributed & little to the sensation vf eeriness that
mare jtself felt:in the eamp circle when once the
sun was down and the late October mists began
rvising from the lake ard winding their way in
among the tree trunks.

For, in these regions, a'! =zmes of lakes and hills
and islands have their origin in some actual ryent,
taking either the name of a chief participaat, such
as Smith's Ridge, or claiming & place in the map
by perpetuating some special feature of the journey
or the scenery, such as Long Island, Desp Rapids,
or Rain= Lake.

All names thus have tteir meaning and are
v.uclly pretty recently acquired, while the majority
are ealf-exp anatory and suggest human and pioneer
relations. Skeleton Iﬂk;i therefore, was a name
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full of suggestion, and chough none o us knew the
origin or the story of its birth, we all were conscious
of a certain lugubrious atmosphere Jhat heanted its
shores and islunds, and bu* for tle eviuénces of
recent moose tracks in its neighbourhood we
should probably Fave pit.-‘.il- d our tents el~ewhere.

For several hundred:miles in any direction we
knev of only one other party of whites. They
had journeyed up ~n the train with us, getting in
at Nortn Bay, and hailing from Boston way. A
common goal and objeet had served o w3y of
introduction. But the aequaintance had made
little progress. This nnisy, aggressive Yankee did
not suit our fancy much s a possible neighbour,
and it was only a slight intimacy | etween his caief
guide, Juke the Swede, and one of our men that
kept the thing going 2t #'l. They went into eamp
on Paaver Creek, fifty miles and more to the west
of us,

But that was six weeks ago, and scemed as many
months, for days and nights pass slowly in thise
solitudes and the scale of time changes wonderfully,
Our men always seemed to know by instinet pretty
well ¥ whar them othe fellows was movin'," but in
the interval no one had cume across their trails, ~r
once 20 much as heard their rifle shota,

Our little camp consisted of the professor, his
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wife, & splencid shos and keen woods-woman, and
myself. We had a guide apiece, and hunted daily
in pairs from belore sunrise till dark,

It way, our last evening in the woods, and the
professor was lying in my little wedge tent, dis-
cuasing the dangers of -tating slone in couples in
this way. The flap,of the $ent hung back and Jet
in fragrant odours of eooking over an open wodd
fire; everywanere there were bms‘le and preparation,
and one canoe already lay packed with moose norns,
her nom: puizting southwards.

“If an accident happened to ons of them,” he
wie saying, *the survivor's story when he returned
to camp would be entirel;: unsupported evidence,
wourdn't it? Bilcause, you see—"

And he went on laying down the law after the
manner of professors, until I became so bored that
wy attention began to wander to pictures and
memories of the scenes we were just about to leave :
Garden Lake, with its hundred islands; the rapids
out of Round Pond ; the countless vistas of forest,
erimson-and gold in the autumn sunshing; and the
starlit nignts we had spent watching in cold, eramped
positions for the wary moost pn lonely lakes among
th:- bills The hum of the professor’s voice in
time grew mcve svothing. A ned or o grunk was
all the reply he looked for. Fortunately, he loathed
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interruptions. I think I eouid alm.st have gone
to sleep uader his very nose ; perhaps I did sleep
for a brief interval.

Then it all came abouat so ~,aickly,-and th s tragedy
of it was 80 unexpected & d painful, chrowing our
peaceful camv ints momer ary confusion that now
it all seems 12 have happened with the uzcanny
swiftness of a dream.

First, thers was h- abrupt ceasing or “he droning
voice, and then the running of quivk little steps
over the pine needles, and the confusiou of men’s
voices; and tle next instant the professor's wife
was at the tent door, hatless, her face ‘white, her
hunting bloomers baggring at the wrong places, &
rifle in her hand, and her words unning intc one
another anyhow.

«Quick, Harry! IY%s. Rushton. I was aslesp
and it woke me. Something’s bappened. You
must Ceal with it!®

In a second we were outside the tent with our
rifles.

“ My God!" I heard the professor cxelaim, as if
he hed first made the diecovery. * It 4s dnshbon |”

I saw the guides he ping—dragging—a man outb
of & cance. A brief space of deep silence follo~-sd
in wuich I heard only the waves f~om the ranse
washing up ou the sand; and then, immediately
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after, cam. the voice of a man talking with amazing
rapidity and with odd gaps between his words, It
was Rushton telling his story, and the tones of his
voice, novk whispering, n yw almost shéuting, mixed
with sobs and solemn oachs and frequent appeals to
the Deity, somehow or o her struck ‘he false note
at the very start, and bafore any of us guessed yr
kuew anything at all, Something moved secretly
between hip words a shadow weiling the stars,
destroying the peace of our little camp, and touch-
ing us all persomally with an undefidable sense of
hoyror and distrust.

I can see that group to this day, with all the
detail of a good photograph: standing hali-way
between the firelight and the darkmess, a slight
mist rising from the lake, the frosty stars, and our
men, in silence that was all sympathy, dragging
Bushton across the rocks towards the camp fire,
Their moceasius cranched on the sand and siipped
several ti-1es on the stones beneath the weight of
thy limp, exhansted body, and I ean still see every
inch of the pared eedar branch he had used for a
paddle on that lonely and dre:idful journey.

But what struck me most, as it struck ts all,
was the limp exhanstion of ks body compared to
the strength or his utterance and the tearing rush
of his words. A vig:rous driving-power was thers

20
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ct work, foreing out the tale, red-hot and chrobbing,
full of discrepancies and vhe strangest contradic-
tions; and the nature of tiis driving-power J first
began to appreciate when chey had lifte:. him into
the circle of firelight ani I saw his face, grey
under the ta1, terror in che eyes, tears too, hair
avd beard awry, and listned to the wild stream
of words pouring forth without ceasing.

I think we all understood then, but it was only
after many years that anyone dared to confess
what he thought.

There was Matt Morris, my guide; Silver Fizz,
whose real naroe was unknown, and who bore the
title of lis favourite drink; and huge Hank
Milligan—all ea1s and kind intention; and there
was Rushtor, pouring out his ready-made tale,
with ever-shifting eyes, turning from face to face,
seeking confirmation of dewails none bhad witnessed
but himself—and one other,

Silver Fizz was the first to recover from the
shock of the thing, and to realise, with the natural
sense of chivalry common to most genuine backs
woodsmen, that the man was at a terrible dis-
adve atage. At any rafe, he was the first to start
putting the matter t- rights.

“ Never mind telling it just now, he smd ina
rrufl voice, but with real gealleness; “gei a bita
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t'eat first and then let her go afterwarda Better
have & horn of whisky too. It ain't all packed
yet, T guess.”

“ Coult o't eat or drin.t a thing,” eried the other.
“ Good Lord, don't you see, man, I wapt to falk to
gomeone firsb? I wami w get it rub of me to
gsomeone who can arswer—answer, I've had
nothing but trees to talk with for three days, and
I ecan't carrw it alone any longer. Those rursed,
gilent trees—I've told it em & thousand times.
Now, justs see here, it was this way. When we
gtarted out from eamp——"

He locked fearfully abour him, and we realised
it was useless to stop him. The story was bound
to come, and come it did.

Now, the story itself was nothicg out of the
way ; such tales are told by the djzm round any
camp fire where men who have knocked about in tue
woods are in the cirele. It was the way he told it
that mas our flesh creep. He was near the truth
al! along, but Le was ekimming it, and thekimming
took off the eream that might have saved his soul

Of cousse, he smothered it in words—odd words,
too—melodramatic, poetie, out-of-the-way -yords
that lic just on the edge of frenzy. Of course, too,
he kppt askiiyr us each in turn, seanning our faces
with those restless, “rightened eyes of his, “ What
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would yow have done?” “What else cordd I do 7"
and “ Was that my fault?” Bub that was nothing,
for he was no milk-and-weter fellow who declt in
hints and s-ggestions; b told his sto y boldly,
forcing his ¢onclusions upon us as if we had been
8o many was cylinders 5f » phonograph vhat would
repeat accura.ely what bad been told us, and these
questions I have mentioned he used to emphasise
any snecial point thut he scemed to thiuk required
such erphasis,

The fact wes, however, the picture of wiat had
actually happened was so vivid still in his own
mind that it reached ours by a process of telepathy
which he could not contral or prevent. All through
his true-false words this picture stood forth in
fearful detail against the shadows behind him. He
could not vei! 1auch less obliterate, it. We knew;
&ad, I always thought, he kaew that we knew.

The story itself, as I have said, -vas sufficiently,
ordinary. Jake and himself, in a nine-fnob canoce,
had ups¢: in the middle of a lake, and had held
hands across the upturned craft for several hours,
eventually eutting heles in her ribs to slick their
arms through and grusp hands lest the numbnzss of
tue eold water should overcome tiem. They were
miles from shore, and the wind was drifting them
down upon a little island. But when they got within
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s few hundred yards of tlie island, they realised
to their horror that they would after all drift past it.

Tt was: then wne' quarrel began. Jake was for
leaving the canoe (nd swimming. Rushton
believed ;m waiting till they actuallyy had passed
the island and were shelt :red from the wind. Then
they eould make the islind easily 'fy swimming,
canoe and al', But Jake refused to give in, and
after a shore struggle—Rushttn admitted there
was a struggle—got free from the eance—and
disapprared without ¢ single ery.

Rushton held on and proved the worrectness of
his *heory, and fina'ly made the island, canoe and
all, after being in the watcr over five hours. He
deacr.bed to us how he cravled up on to the shore,
and fainted at once, with his feet lying half in the
water; how lost and terrified he falt upon regain-
ing consciousness in the dark; how the canoce liad
drifted away and his extraordinary luck in {inding
it eaught again at the end of the i:land by a
proecting cedar branch. He told us tha. the little
axe—atother vit of real luck—had eaugat in the
thwart when the eanoe turned over, and how, the
lithle bottle in his pocket helding the emergency
mafihes was whole and <ry. He made a blazing
firc and searchrd t] e island from end toend, calliing
upon Jake in the darkness, but getting no answer;
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till, finally, so many hulf-drowned men seemed to
come crawling out of the water on to the rocks, and
vanish among the shadows whea Lé came up with
them, that he lost his nerve r ympletely and returned
to lie down by the fire till the dayligl.t ea ne.

He then 1 t & bough to replace the lost paddles,
ard after on more #less search for his lvst
cunpanion, he got into tne cance, fearing every
moment he would unpset again, and e.ossed over to
the mainland. He “wnew rouguly tie position of
our camping place, and after puddling day and
night, and meking many weary portages, without
food or covering, he renched us two days later.

This, more or less, was the story, and we,
knowing whereof he sprke, knew that every word
waa literally leue, and at the same time went to
the building up of a hideous and prodigious Jie.

Cnee the recital was over, he collapsed, and
Silver, Fizz, after a peneral expression of sympathy
from the rest of us, came again to the rescue,

“ But n .w, Mister, you jest got to eat and drink
whether srou've a mind to, or no.”

And Matt Morris, cook that night, suon had the
fried trout and bacpn, and the wheat cakes shd
hot coffes passing rouwad a rether silent and
opp.essed circlee. So we at: roond the s,
ravenously, as we had eaten every night for the
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past six wieks, but vith this difference? that there
was one cmoang us who was more than ravenous—
and he gorged

I spite of all our devices he somehow kept
himself the centre of ohservation. When his tin
mug wus empty, Morris instantly pilssed the tea-
pail; when he began tn nop up thy bacon greass
with the dough on his tw.k, Hank jeached out for
the frying pan; and the can of steaming boiled
potatoes was always by his sive. And there was
ancther difference as well: he was sick. terribly
gick before the meal was over, and this sudden
nausea after food was more eloquent than words of
what the man had passed chrough, on his dreadful,
foodless, ghost-hannted journey of, forty miles to
our camp. In the darkness he thought he would
go crazy, he said. There were voices in the trees,
and figures were always lifting themselves out of
the water, or from behind boulders, to look av him
and make a.7ful signs. Jake constantly peered at
him through the underbrush, and ev wywhere the
ghadows were movins with eyes, fcotsteps, and
following shapes.

We tried hard to talk of-other things, bul it was
;0 use, for he was bursting with the rehearsal of
his utory and refused to allow himself the chences
wa were 3o willing and anxious to grant him.
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After s good night's rest he »ight hawe had more
self-control and better judgment, ani would
probably have acted differcatly. Bub, as it was,
we found it impossible to help him.

Once the {*r.2 were lit,and the dishe: clearell
away, it was useless to pretend any longer. The
sparks from the burning logs zigzagged upwards
into a sky bril'iant with stars. It wasall wonder-
fully still and peaceful, and the forest odours
floated to us on the sharp automn air. 'he cedar
fire smelt sweet and we could just hear the gentle
wash of tiny waves along the shore, All z7as calm,
beautiful, and 1emote from the world of men and
passion. It was, indeen, a night to touch the suul,
and yet, I thiok, none of us heeded these things.
A bull-mocse might almost have thrust his great
head over our shoulders and have escaped unnoticed,
The death of Tgke the Swede, with its sinister
settung, was the real presence that held the centre
of the s~age and compelled attention.

“You won', p'raps eare to come along, Miste,” said
Morris, by - /ay of a beginni.g ; “ but I guess I'll go
with one of the boys here and. have a hunt for it.”

“Sure,” said Hank. “Jake an' I done some
biggish trips together in the old days, and 1'1
do that much for'm."

“Its deep water, they tell we, 10und tnsm
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islands,” alded Silve" Fizz; " but we'll find iJ, sure
pop,—iiit's thar"

They all spoke of this body as “it."

There was a minute or two of heavy silence, and
then Byshton again burst out wiu. his story in
almost ¢he identical words he had ued before. It
was almost as if he had learned it by heart. He
wholly failed to appreriate the effmts of the others
to let him off.

Silver zz rushed in, hopiag to stop him. Morris
and Hank closely following hia lead.

“ 1 onie knew another travellin' partner of his,”
he began quickly; “used to live down Mooscjaw
Rapids way——"

“ Ja that so 7" said Hank.

“ Kind o' useful sort er feller ” chimed in Morris.

All the idea the men had was to stop the tongue
wagging before the discrepancies bezame so glaring
that we should be furced to take notice of thdm,
and ask questions. But, just as well try to stop
an an.ry bull-moose on the run, or pruvent Beaver
Creek freezing in mid-w ter by throwiny in pebbles
near the shore. Out it comel! And, though the
discrepancy this time was insignificant, it somehow
Lwought us all in & second face to face with the
inevitable and dreaded elimax,

3 And go I tramped all over that little bit of an
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islanc, koping he might som: how have gotten in
without my knowing it, and always tliaking I
heard that awyful last ery of his in the darkness—
and then the night dropped down impenetrslly,
like & damn 1’ lux blanket out of the sky, and 3

All eyes fel sway from his face. Hani. poked
up the logs with his beot, and Morris scized an
ember in his bere fingers tolight his pipe, although
it was already emitting elouds of smoke. But the
professor eaught the Lall flying.

“I throght you said he sank without a cry,”
he remarked juietly, locking straight up into
the frightened face opposite, and then ridd.h'n,‘g
mercilessly the ronfusea explanation that followed.

The cumulative effect of all these forces, hitherto
so rigorously repressed, now made itself felt, and
the circle sprntaneously broke up, everybody
moving at oret by a common instinet, The
prufessor's wife left the party abruptly, with
excuset about, an early start next n.orning, She
first shock .ands with Rushton, mumbling some-
thing abo t his comfort *. the nigh.

The question of his comfoit, however, devolved
by force of circumstaoces upon myself, and he
shared my tent. Just before wrapping upin ny
double blankets—for the night was bitterly cald—
he turned and began to explain that he had a habit
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of talking in his slvep and hoped I wowd wake
him if he disturbed me-by doing so.

Well he did %alk in his sleep—and it disturbed
me very much indee¢ Tte anger and violence of
his words remain with me to this cay, and it was
elear in a minute that he was livipg over again
eame portion of the seene upon the lake. 1listened,
horror-strock, for a mument or two, And then under-
stood that I #as face to face with one of two alterna-
tives : I:nus eonfinue an unwilling eavesdrapper, or
I must waken him. The former was impuossible for
me, yet I shrank from the latter with the greatest
cepugmance ; and in my dilemma I saw the only
way out of the difficulty and at ohee accepted it

Tlold thougl it was, I crawled stealthily out of
my warm sleeping-bag and lefi the tent, intending
to keep the old fire alight under th. stars and spend
the remaining hours till daylighs ia the open.

As soon as I was out I noticed at once another
figure moving silently along the shore. It was
Hank Milligan, and it was plain eningh what he
wag '~ » he was exw vining the hops that had
been cu* in the upper ribs »f the cance. He looked
half ashamed when I came up with him, and
numbled something ahout not being able to sleep
far the cold. But, there, standing together héside
the over-turned cance, we both saw that the holés
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were 161 too small for = mans hand and arm and
cotld not nossibly bave been cut by twq men
hanging on for their lives in deey water. Those
holes had been made aftarwar s,

Hank saidt.othing to me and I said nothing to
Hank, and prisently he moved off to collect logg
for the fire, which needed replenishing, for it wase
pieringly eold night and thire were many degrees
of frost.

Three days later Hank and Silver I'izz followed
with stumbling footsteps the old Indian trail that
leads from Beaver Creek to the southwards. A
ham.nock was slung between them, and it weighed
heavily, Yel néither of the men complained ; and,
indeed, speech between them was almost noth?ag.
Their thoughts, however, were exceedingly busy,
and the terrible seeret of the woods which formed
their burden weighed far more heavily than the
unéouth, shifting mass that lay in the swinging
hammock and ‘ugged 8o severely at their shouldess,

They had ound “it " in four feet of water not
more than ¢ couple of yar s from the I:- e of
the island. And in th back of the head was n
long, terrible wound which no man eould possibly
have inficted upon himself.

Prigted by Mopnigon & Gien Loore, Edinburph,
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