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o Suitor from the Shades

by

Gr

‘< HECK!”’ Father Rooney

‘ : chuckled deep in his throat,

and lifted his hand {rom the

knight that had just made an unex-

pected foray among his opponent’s
Ppieces.

The old doctor leaned over the
board to study the situation carefully.
““It does look as though you had me,”’
he admitted unwillingly. ‘‘Well, next
time you may mnot have such good
luck.”’

“‘Luck?’’ queried the priest softly,
a whimsieal smile eurving his lips.

“‘Poor papa! You are always beat-
ing him, Father,”’ reproached a soft
voice from the other end of the room.

The floor lamp illuminated a mnar-
row circle about the chess players and
but dimly disclosed a little figure that
pressed against the curtain at the
open window as though to escape ob-

servation from without as well as
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“No—no—no!” she screamed, and sank back
unconscious into the arms of her father.

from within. Against the wall behind
her the polished surface of a pair of
crutches caught the light in long lines.
It was characteristic of Clare that she
should put unpleasant things behind
her.

The face she turned occasionally to-
ward the ehess players disclosed sin-
gular beauty, even in the softly dif-
fused light of the big lamp. One saw
dark, sensitive eyes and felt the ten-
derness of the habitual gentle smile
that made her expression so attrac-
tive. Her low forehead was shaded
by light brown hair that fell over her
small ears and was knotted loosely at
the nape of a slender mneck. But
Clare’s real beauty lay in the spirit-
uality that beamed from her eyes.

There was a brilliant moon. Clare,
gazing out into the garden, thought
she had never seen it as strange as it
seemed that night. It was a mysteri-
ous dreamland, not the garden she
knew. It was full of umexpected
patches of light that changed shape
imperceptibly as the moon swam up-
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ward across the sky, and against
these light spots, outlining them ab-
ruptly, were massively upreared
structures of ebony-black shadow.
The garden she thought she knew so
well was like an unknown, entirely
new country and one that, oddly
enough, seemed to hold a dark threat
in those ominous shadows that crept
upon and engulfed the moonlit spots
that relieved its blackness.

A slow shudder crept over the
slight figure of the lame girl, who
leaned back instinctively against the
curtain and toward the soft and
homely light of the tall lamp beneath
which sat her father and his old
friend at their game of chess. Still
her gaze was held by the garden in
its new aspect,.

Out of the black shadows a figuré
advanced into a moonlit space, and
like some goddess of the night lifted
slim arms to her sister queen floating
in her cloud chariot overhead. Out
upon the hush of the night floated the
rich notes Clare so adored. ‘‘Ah,”
she murmured with a kind of relief
in her voice, ‘‘Margaret is going to
sing.”’

The song was Ned Wentworth’s
Ode to the Queen of Night. It was
the favorite lyric in Ned’s last mu-
sical comedy, then crowding one of
New York’s hest theaters night after
night, incidentally filling Ned’s pock-
ets with gold. Clare closed her eyes
that the velvet tones might have their
full effecet upon her entranced senses.

At the other end of the room, the
chess players stopped their game to
listen, the chess board earefully bal-
anced across their old kneces. Father
Rooney characteristically lifted his
kindly eyes heavenward, although his
physical gaze was limited by the low
cciling; the old doctor’s eyes went
straight to the great portrait that
hung over the divan, the portrait of
his dead wife.

For Clare the evil spell lying upon
the garden was broken. The strange
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cnchantment with its vague threat
passed away at the thrill of that dear
voice. As the tones died away on a
lingering high note, she turned her
face upon her sister and opened her
eyes. Margaret was apparently all
alone in the still night and the lonely
garden. The chess players had re-
sumed their game ; the lame girl could
hear their occasional low murmurs.

‘“Where can Ned be?’’ she ques-
tioned as she gazed.

Ned Wentworth had been standing
in the black shadow of a great walnut
tree, watching the throbbing of Mar-
garet’s full throat as her rich notes
poured out their benediction upon the
still night air. His heart expanded
so painfully that it seemed it must
burst; her beauty actually hurt him.
He looked hungrily at the great coils
of heavy auburn hair, gleaming with
gold under the magical light of the
autumn moon; he saw as if for the
first time the healthy pallor of her
clear skin thrown into relief as she
lifted her face upward in her invoca-
tion to the Queen of Night; he fol-
lowed the line of the fine throat that
swept into and was absorbed by the
noble curve of her bust; and he
clenched his fists with his effort to
control himself—he felt that he could
no longer refrain from telling her how
madly he loved her.

He stepped impulsively toward her
as the last gorgeous notes quivered
upon the cool silence and died softly
away. She paused, hands still out-
stretehed as she had stood while sing-
ing, lost in the maze of emotion that
had suddenly swept over her at Ned’s
impulsive movement. Rich scarlet
began to mount in her cheeks until
they blazed hotly under the tranquil
light of the cold Lady of Night. Into
the broad sweep of moonlight beside
her stepped her lover, his gray eyes
almost black with the intensity of his
feeling ; he did not speak, nor did she.
It appeared to them that they had
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both been waiting for this very mo-
ment all their lives.

Margaret was quite motionless, -her
head very high, dark eyes on his
face steadily, gravely, as if the
wonder and richness of her emotion
were too great to be carried off lightly.
Ned took another step forward, a
movement that brought her still out-
-stretched arms to his shoulders, upon
which her light palms dropped ten-
derly.

“*Margie! Then it is true? You
love me?’’ '

He swept her into his embrace; her
arms met about his neck and he felt
her hands caressing his hair. Sudden
self-consciousness fell upon them
and they drew back into the shade
of the walnut lest they be observed
from the house.

2

ITH such careless haste that the
-chessmen were tossed hither and
thither, Father Rooney sprang from
his chair and across the room,
. “What ails our little girl?’’ cried
the old priest, deeply disturbed.

Dr. Sloane got out of his chair with
more difficulty; sciatica had made a
semi-invalid of him for months. He
joined the other man who leaned over
Clare. The blond head lay on out-
stretched arms across the window-sill.
So motionless was she that for a ter-
rible moment her father felt the
clutching fear which his love for the
daughter so like his dead wife made
more terrible.

The priest held a listening ear
against the girl’s side. ‘‘She lives,
old friend. Her*heart is beating—but
slugzishly. Let me carry her to the
divan, where she will be more com-
fortable. It is only a fainting spell.”’

I"ather Rooney knew well the name
of the fear that was lifting a grisly
head in his friend’s breast, and his
heart ached for the old doctor, who
followed him haltingly and painfully
as he carried the limp little form
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across the reom and disposed it on the
broad divan. -Sitting beside her, the
priest began to stroke Clare’s hands
softly, while her father held a bottle
of salts under her nose.

The lame girl stirred feebly. Then
suddenly she broke out into hysterical
sobbing, so heart-racking and so piti-
ful that tears rose to the eyes of the
old priest- who had seen. so much,
heard so much, of human suffering,
that one felt he must have grown
hardened by it. Now, however, he sat
stroking a limp, cold hand, and het
tears slowly formed in his eyes and
dropped upon it.

He loved Clare as though she had
been his own child. Hers was a rare
soul that knew and appreciated the
lofty truths in his church just as she
recognized and loved the same un-
changeable truths that formed the
foundation of the faith of her fathers.
For so young. a girl (she was only
nineteen) Clare possessed a luecidity
of thought and a fairmess of judg-
ment that made her especially inter-
esting to the good priest, who secretly
believed her one of God’s favored
souls.

‘“She has never been like this be-
fore,”” worried Dr. Sloane, wrinkled
brow troubled. ‘‘Clare, dear! Clare!
It’s Dad calling you, dear. Clare!”’

The girl’s sobbing inereased in in-
tensity. Her body bezan to writhe on
the divan as if in sharp agony. The
priest in Father Rooney lifted an at-
tentive ear to the undertones of this
sobbing that somehow fell strangely
upon that clerical ear; he felt intui-
tively that here was a matter of soul
trouble, not a mere hysterical weak-
ness on Clare’s part, and he was
deeply disturbed.

Suddenly he looked up sharply and
threw a searching glance about the
room. His cye met that of Dr. Sloane,
who had also looked about quickly.

““I would have sworn that therc
was someone else in. the room just
now,”” said the doctor in a puzzled
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tone, as he met his friend’s gaze.
**Didn’t you feel it, yourself?’’

The expression of the priest’s face
was troubled. ‘‘A very unpleasant
someone, if you eare for my opinion,’’
he declared dryly. ‘‘I presume it was
the effect on us of our poor little
Clare’s hysteries,”” he offered, but
without conclusiveness.

Clare had become quiet and lay
very still. At last her dark eyes
opened heavily and she searched the
solicitous faces of the two men con-
tritely. ‘‘Sorry I made such a fuss,”’
'she murmured. ‘‘It wasn’t like me,
was it? I—I don’t know what hap-
pened to me. It—it wasn’t like a
‘heart attack. It was as if something
from outside had robbed me of all my
strength, in an unguarded moment.’’
She paused, her lips parted as if to
say more, then closed firmly.

Father Rooney’s brow wrinkled
ever so slightly; a half-puzzled ex-
pression, that had rested on his face
a moment past, returned. He looked
gravely at the delicate beauty of the
face on the divan cushion. Her last
words—and her silence—had dis-
turbed him far more than he cared
to admit to himself; for some strange
reason they seemed ominous. It was
with an effort that he threw off his
depression to meet the two radiant
faces that now looked in at the door.

‘“‘Father, Ned and I What’s
the matter? Is anything the matter
with Clare?’’ Margaret sprang from
the encircling arm of her lover to
kneel at the side of the divan. The
shadow that always lay, though ever
so lightly, upon her younger sister,
was a dread shadow and its gloom
now drew fringes of trailing darkness
across the bliss of her new happiness.

““It’s quite nothing, Margie dar-
ling. Don’t be frightened. Anyway,
I’'m all right now,’’ Clare hastened to
reassure her.

Then with characteristic self-for-
getfulness—and none but the wise old
priest knew how generous was her
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spirit at that moment-—Clare put out
her hand to Ned.

‘“You and Margie—love each other?
How beautiful! Forgive me if I ery.
I’'m just glad you’re both so happy.’’
She turned her face against the pil-
low and began to cry softly. So dif-
ferent was it from her previous hys-
terical weeping that the priest drew a
small, half-smothered sigh of relief.
He rose, touching with kindly bene-
diction the soft hair.

“‘Good night, Clare. Good night,
all. I must be on my way."”’

“But you haven’t congratulated us
yet,”” interrupted Margaret, spring-
ing to her feet and turning a beam-
ing face upon him.

““May heaven send you its richest
blessings, my daughter,’”’ he told her
gravely. ‘‘And you, too, Mr. Went-
worth.”” His hand went out to Ned
in a hearty handshake.

Dr. Sloane had sunk into a near-by
armchair, reminded painfully of his
sciatica by twinges that doubled him
up after his recent exertions. He
waved one hand at the departing
clerie,

“I really need a hankie,”’ apolo-
gized Clare comically from the depths
of her cushion. Ned whipped out one
and tried to dry her eyes in big-
brotherly fashion. ‘‘I can do it bet-
ter,’’ she said.

Ned suddenly threw a quick glance

at the door. ‘‘Did someone come
in?” he asked the doctor.
‘“No one.”

“That’s strange. I felt someone
looking at me from the doorway.’’

“‘Ned, you’re dreaming tonight,”’
Margaret rallied him, laughing. ‘‘He
felt eyes on him while we were in the
garden.’’

“‘Then they must have been mine,”’
Clare said, sitting up. ‘‘I was watch-
ing Margaret while she sang.”’

Ned and Margaret exchanged
glances; both colored and laughed,
but Clare’s pale face remained impas-
sive. They exchanged glances again;
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Clare could not have seen that first
rapture of their love, after all.

3

IT wAS nearly midnight when the
sisters finally retired to the room
they shared together. There had
been a bottle of old port opened that
the healths of the young pair might
be toasted. And it seemed that the
hours had only been minutes, to Mar-
garet.

““Clare darling, I’ve kept you up
awfully late tonight,’’ she apologized
with compunection, turning a flushed,
happy face to her sister. ‘‘You should -
have been in bed ages ago.”

““This is a special night, Margie.”’

¢“Wasn’t it magnificent?’’ Margar-
et’s voice dropped into an almost sol-
emn key as she stopped brushing out
her wonderful anburn hair. It
seemed to — us — that there had
never been such a night hefore.”’

I thought much the same. But,
Margie, did it seem to you—don’t tell
me I’'m imagining things, please—
did it seem to you that there was
something strange, something almost
awful, about the beauty of the garden
tonight? I was really afraid of it,
and I have never felt that way be-
fore. But tonight it actually seemed
that there was a presence abroad, a
presence that boded no good to some-
one.”’

Margaret, her smooth forehead
wrinkled, whirled about suddenly to
face her sister,

““That’s odd,”” she commented
bruskly. ‘‘Ned complained of the very
same fceling. He declared that he
felt jealous, envious eyes upon him.”’

Clare tumbled over into bed and
turned her face from her sister. She
slipped something under her pillow
as she did so—it was Ned’s handker-
‘chief. In a smothered voice she said.
‘‘Margie! That was not a heart at-
tack I had this evening.”’

‘“‘Clare dear, you are dreaming. If
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it,wa.sn 't 2 heart attack, what was
it?”’

““That is just what I would give
worlds to know,’’ answered the other
girl earnestly. ‘‘Margie, there was
something strange in our garden to-
night, something no one could see—
but it was there, nevertheless. And
—I know what it was! Oh, don’t
turn out the light, Margie! I just
can’t sleep in the dark tonight.”’

Such unusual timidity on Clare’s
part made Margaret look at her sister
searchingly. Then she sat on the
edge of the bed and began to smooth
the brown hair gently.

‘“And what was it you saw in the
garden?’’ she inquired, with a touch
of light humor in her tone.

“I didn’t see. I just felt. But
something took all my strength out
of me suddenly. It was as if some-
thing else had clothed itself with my
body, only my body didn’t go with it
into the garden; it stayed inside..
But I knew — I know — all that
that Other saw and did.”’ ,

‘‘Dearest, you are overwrought and
tired. This glorious night has thrown
a spell over you and it has been too.
much for your tired little head.”’

‘‘Margie!’’ Clare drew herself up,
to a sitting posture. ‘‘Do you re-
member Clifford Bentley?’’ There-
was so much significance in her tone
that the older girl gave her an
amazed look as she replied affirma-
tively.

‘‘Margie, Clifford Bentley was in
the garden tonight, spying on you
and Ned.”

For a moment Margaret regarded
her sister with a kind of terror; then
she broke into a soft laugh.

““Oh, come now, Clare, that is too
much to ask me to believe. Clifford
Bentley has been dead many years,
quite too dead, poor boy, to come
wandering about our garden.’’

‘““‘But he was there,”” persisted
Clare stubbornly. “‘I tell you, Mar-
gie, I felt him there. Please don’t
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laugh. I am quite serious. Oh, why
can’t you understand? Don’t you
remember his last words to you?’’

Margaret’s face paled under the
warm color and she stared wide-eyed
at her sister.

**I remember—I was to remain
true to him until death joined us; and
if 1 did not—but Clare! How ab-
surd! He a mere boy of fifteen and
I an infant of eleven! It is so ridicu-
lous that I ean’t help laughing, dear-
est.”’

“*It isn’t ridiculous,’”’ protested
Clare unhappily but positively. ‘‘Be-
cause he may be able to cause trouble
between you and Ned yet. You
know, Margie, you owe your life to
Clifford—and if it had not been for
you, he would he alive and well
now.’’ -

““Clare, you are positively idiotic
tonight! I must insist that you go
to sleep and get rid of your morbid
thoughts. Why should you try to
spoil my wonderful night, the most
beautiful of my life?”’

MARGARET withdrew pettighly, and
a few minutes afterward Clare
heard her tucking herself into her
own bed, that stood on the other side
of their common reading stand.
Slowly the lame girl slipped down
into her bed again, but her eyes did
not close. Still, she was not looking
at the picture which she stared at;
she was looking back across the years
to the time when Margaret was eleven
and she was nine—and Clifford Bent-
ley fifteen.

It was a boy-and-girl love affair
—precocious, to be sure. Clifford
adored the little tomboy with her mop
of brilliant hair and her impulsive-
ness and her enchanting ways. She
had let him put his seal ring upon
her ‘‘engagement’’ finger, in return
for his promise to give her a ride
on his iceboat. That had been a won-
derful sport! Then the tragic mo-
ment came when the thin ice broke
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under a too-sudden twm of the skele-
ton craft, and both children had heen
thrown into the iey water by the
shock. It was Clifford who first came
to the surface; it was he who dived
and groped under the ice for Mar-
garet, who brought her unconscious
to the surface.

When rescue came, the boy’s coat
was wrapped about the girl’s shiver-
ing form. Both children had had
pneumonia from the exposure, but it
was Clifford who had not survived it.
His last words to his mother had been
for Margaret: ‘‘Tell her 1 expeect her
10 be true to me until death joins us.
If she is not true, I shall come back
to remind her of her promise.’”’

Clare, reviewing the pathetic and
tragic little story, felt deep sympathy
for Clifford, Clifford who had given
his life for Margaret and was now
forgotten. She, too, would gladly
have done the same. She lay very
quiet, although she did not sleep.

As she heard the library clock
chime the hours once, twice, she sud-
denly moved the handkerchief and
pressed it against her lips. As she
did it she breathed out a prayer for
Ned Wentworth and his happiness.
Then with a little sigh, she slipped
softly off to sleep.

4

NED WENTWORTH could not sleep.
He filled his pipe and settled
down before the hearth where glowed
the urbanite’s humble apology for a
wood-fire, a gas log. He had felt it
impossible to write while he was fresh
from the sweet influence of Mar-
garet’s presence; he wanted to think
over his happiness. Also, he wanted
to think over another thing—an in-
tuition he had had of a something
sinister hovering near while he had
been in the garden with Margaret.
Exactly as he had told his sweet-
heart, he had felt burning, envious,
malignant eyes fixed upon him from
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the black shadows of the garden.
Even when he had taken Margaret
into the lighted room, he had felt this
entity near at hand. Who could it
be that was trying to penetrate his
objective consciousness so strangely?
Who could be so bitter against the
man who had won Margaret’s love,
except some rival? He entertained
not the slightest doubt that it was an
unsuccessful rival whose bitter envy
he had felt. But who?

He remembered distinetly that in
the moment Margaret had finished
her song, turning to him with all her
soul in her eyes, he had felt as though
someone stood between them, some-
one about whose person he must
pass to reach her. 'Who could this
individual be who was interested in
separating two young people so emi-
nently suited to each other? Ned
simply could not understand the sit-
uation, yet felt that it was a tangible
situation. The fact that this un-
known person was strong enough to
make his unseen presence strongly
felt was sufficient to give thought to
the young lover. But an invisible
rival could not long oceupy Ned’s
thoughts to the exclusion of pleas-
anter things. He mused and smoked
while the hours fled. .

The clock struck one. Simultane-
ously, Ned Wentworth sprang, as if
catapulted, out of his chair, and
whirled around to face the door, in
full expectancy of seeing a stranger
there. The doorway was vacant; it
framed nothing but empty air. The
young man’s eye roved the apartment
with keen serutiny. There was noth-
ing more suspicious than a tall screen
that served to hide his writing desk
from the rest of the room. Upon this
screen Ned’s glance finally rested
with curious intentness. Then he
shook himself impatiently and again
sat down before the hearth. The im-
pression of a strange presence was so
strong, however, that he was induced
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to move his chair so that he faeed
the sereen.

For fully five minutes he sat
motionless, smoking. Then he rose,
went directly to the sereen, whirled
it aside and looked behind it. No-
body there. Furious at himself for
entertaining the thought of a discar-
nate personality, he yet found him-
self considering it; he was actually
angry because he had given the un-
known the satisfaction of seeing him
look behind the screen. When he re-
turned to his place before the hearth,
he deliberately turned his chair so
that the screen was behind him.

He refilled his pipe and touched a
match to it nonchalantly. Stealing in-
sidiously into his mind came thoughts
of the girl who sang his Ode to the
Queen of Night at the performances
in the Bedford Theater. She was
slight and graceful, lacking Mar-
garet’s robust, fearless paise; dainty
and petite, while Margaret was almost
too heavy to be graceful; she was
charmingly pretty and kunew just
how to make herself fascinating,
while Margaret made not the slight-
est pretext at using beauty aids,
such as rouge, which with her dead-
white skin would be so attractive.
Beatrice Randall knew how to charm
and fascinate a man, Ned reflected
with a slow smile; Margaret, unfor-
tunately, was entirely without that
subtle mystery, that feminine art and
guile, that attracts the male so posi-
tively. Beatrice would go any length
to enchant an admirer; Margaret
would have considered such efforts
beneath her. On the whole, thought
Ned, when Margaret sang his Ode she
appeared a proud and unapproach-
able goddess; when Beatrice sang it,
she was a most approachable, en-
ticing, and desirable woman,

Instinctively Wentworth glanced
up at the mantel shelf where a
framed portrait of Margaret stood.
As he looked, his brow contracted; a
puzzled, almost startled expression
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flitted over his face. He put down
his pipe. Incredulous, indignant, re-
morseful, he reached for the photo-
graph and carried it to his lips.

‘“Three hours engaged,’’ he said,
and whistled. ‘‘Three hours engaged
—and beginning to criticize Mar-
garet! Comparing her with another
woman who isn’t fit to tie her shoes.
‘What on earth has got into me?’’

Then he remembered the entrance
of that sinister presence a few min-
utes 4go. Furious indignation swept
over him as he began to realize what
had taken place; the thing was intol-
erable. A gust of futile anger shook
him. Someone with a deep in-
terest in Margaret Sloane was at-
tempting telepathically to turn his
mind from her, and toward some
other woman. He put Margaret’s
portrait on the table beside him and
clenched his fists as he faced about
toward the empty room.

Aloud he exclaimed: ‘‘Whoever
you are that is trying to separate
Margaret and me, you ean not pre-

vail. We love each other! You may as-

well be off, my invisible rival, for I
am on my guard now.’”” He laughed
grimly but shamefacedly at his spo-
ken words. They seemed absurd, ad-
dressed to thin air, but he had the
feeling that whatever or whoever it
was that had entercd his room and
had actually succeeded for a few min-
utes in swaying his thoughts, this
personality would understand—if not
his words, his intentions.

He looked long at Margaret’s por-
trait, his lips parting in a tender
smile. Who could compare with
her?  Ah, there was never such a
glorious girl; how could he have
thought otherwise, even for a pass-
ing moment? To be sure, she was
a bit over-independent, and a man
enjoys the eclinging-vine type of
woman for a sweetheart. Beatrice
Randall was just such a helpless little
thing; with all her guile and her fem-
inine arts, a man felt he must look
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after the child. How appealingly
feminine she was when she sang his
Ode in that entrancing ‘‘little girl’’
way of hers; no wonder it always
brought down the house. Now Mar-
garet had a way of surrounding her-
self with such an atmosphere of in-
dependence, of proud confidence in
herself, that a man almost felt he
would be entirely superfluous in her
life. Now that she was engaged to
be married, it would not be such a
bad idea for her to cultivate a little
more of the womanly attitude of
helpless dependence that was so
pretty in Beatrice.

Ned had been pacing back and
forth. He stopped and stood stock-
still; the sickening realization swept
over him that onece more the un-
known rival had entered into his
secret thoughts and swung them away
from Margaret. It was too much!
He caught up a hat and stick, and
went out of the house to walk about
under the stars; perhaps the pres-
ence would tire of following him
about in the open. It may have been
s0; it may also have been that the
unknown had done all he eared to do
for one night. After a brisk hour’s
walk, Ned found his mind cleared of
its cobwebs, and he went home, to

-sleep soundly.

5

WITH daylight, Ned’s recollections
of his uncanny experience faded
as dreams in one’s first waking mo-
ments; he remembered only that he
had wunaccountably given more
thought to the prima donna in his
musical comedy than he had ever
given that damsel Dbefore, or ever
would again, he told himself,

Ostensibly to inquire ahout Clare,
but in reality to assure himself of his
happiness, he telephoned Margaret
early.

‘“Clare’s all right. But she’s wor-
rying herself sick over an utterly ri-
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diculous fancy, an absurd thing she
declares took place last night.”’

‘‘“What was tha:: Ned’s voice
was vaguely troubled.

““Some kind of ghostly visitor who
she insists visited us last night. Dad
is encouraging her; yes, he is. He
declares that he and Father Rooney
felt the presence of an outsider in
the room last night when Clare had
that fainting spell. For my own
part, I felt nothing. I consider the
whole subject too utterly absurd for
discussion.”’

‘‘Not as ridiculous as it may seem
at first glance, dear,”” Ned replied
hesitantly, a sudden flood of memory
rushing upon him, carrying convie-
tion with it. ‘‘I had a rather strange
experience last night, myself.”” Even
as he said it, he hoped Margaret
would not insist upon details; how
would it sound in her ears that he
had spent hours thinking about some
other woman when he had just en-
gaged himself to her?

““What happened, Ned ?’’

‘‘Really, the thing was so intang-
ible that it would be extremely diffi-
cult to put it into words,”’ hedged
Wentworth desperately. ‘‘Perhaps
when I see you I can explain better
than I can over the telephone now.’’

This excuse appearing reasonable,
Margaret did not insist further, much
to Ned’s relief. But the girl was far
more troubled after this eonversation
than she cared to admit to herself.
She fidgeted about the house, wishing
it were evening; in the evening
Father Rooney would surely be over
to inquire about her sister, and she
wanted to hear from his own lips if
he had feit any supernatural experi-
ence the night before.

Margaret scoffed at the ridiculous
idea that a hoy of fifteen should come
back from the dead to keep her from
marrying another man, even granted
that the boy had attained manhood
in another world in the meantime.
Her keen sense of humor and her
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abounding good health combined -to
restrain her thoughts from wild sur-
mises; she merely wondered if some
contagion of diseased thought had
fastened upon the others of her im-
mediate circle, leaving her untouched.
This seemed far more probable to
her, than that the veil separating the
visible and invisible worlds could
have been lifted to permit the en-
trance into her life of a long-dead
boy sweetheart.

She did not have to wait until eve-
ning to see the old priest. About 3
o’clock she saw him entering the
garden. He stopped to speak with
Clare, who was basking in the sun-
shine.

““Cobwebs brushed away?”’
asked the lame girl, pointedly.

She colored but met his eyes brave-
ly. “‘Oh, yes, Father.”’

He looked keenly at her slightly
clouded face. ‘‘Perhaps there is
something I can do for you, my
child?”’

“I’m afraid you would be the last
one to help me,” she laughed rue-
fully. ‘‘I want to find out the name
and address of a good psychic. I
must talk with someone who under-
stands—supernatural things. There
is an influence abroad that bodes evil
to Ned—and to my sister,”’ she add-
ed hastily, lowering her eves before
the kindly serutiny of the priest.

“I wish I could help you, Clare.”’
He paused a moment, considering.
“If you were only a Catholie, my
child,’’ he added regretfully.

“But it isn’t rehfrlous help that I
want, Father, What 1 need is some-
thing that I don’t believe you could
give me. If I only knew what to
do!”’

““Can’t you leave it in higher
hands than those of a mere mortal,
my daughter? If you ean do that
with vour whole heart, the problem
will be solved for you. You believe
that, do you not?"’

She mnodded slowly and thought-

e
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.fully. The old man passed a caress-
ing hand over her brown locks,
sighed, and went up the path with
Imit, brow.

Margaret, impatiently waiting for
him, was standing at the top of the
‘porch steps.
~ ‘““Ned called up this morning,
‘Father,’’ she said abruptly. He per-
_sists in saying that he had an un-
‘canny experience last night. My sis-
ter says the same, and Dad. Father
Rooney, do you believe that a man
can come back from the dead, in these
‘days?’’

“Why ‘in these days’?’’ he in-
quired whimsically. ‘‘These days
differ in no way from other days,
‘Margaret ; they are all a part of eter-
nity.”’

“But do you?”’

‘““What difference would it make,
Margaret, what I believe? In the
olden days, did not someone ask that
same question? It is in Holy Writ,
Margaret.”’

““You are evading my question,
Father,”’ the girl cried with an im-
patient shake of her head.

‘“What do you think, Margaret?’’
asked the old priest mildly.

“I don’t know what to think.
Clare says it is true. Ned—why, I
actually believe he would agree with
her; Dad, too. Tell me, did you feel
someone in the room with us last
night, someone we couldn’t see?’’

Her question was sufficiently
pointed this time for Father Rooney
to get the drift of her inquiry; he
smiled.

““My child, a priest becomes very
intuitive, and senses presences good
and evil that other people do not or-
dinarily feel. It is his study, his ar-
dent prayers, his meditations alone,
that make him more sensitive. And
a man who employs his brain in crea-
tive work, as does Mr. Wentworth, is
also liable to psychic impressions.
Your dear father—why, he is a phy-
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sician, and a good physician must be
intuitive. While as for our little
Clare—ah, her physical disability has
kept her very mear the Unseen; you
can trust her intuitions, Margaret.”’

‘“How about me?’’ scornfully.

“You are far less liable to such
delicate impressions, because you are
in robust health; your employments
are active physical employments;
your outlook upon life is—well, my
child; largely material. There,”’ and
he raised a hand to still her quick
protest, ‘‘you have not yet had a
sorrow, my child. When you have
suffered disillusion, disappointment,
grief—then perhaps you will find
yourself closer than now, to the veil
that hides the Unseen.”’

““In other words, Father, the rest
of you felt that there was a spook in
the room, but for me that spook
didn’t exist?”’

‘‘Something like that, Margaret;
something like that. I don’t know
but that you are better off than we
are, in that respect. It is not always
a pleasant thing to have these other
entities thrust themselves upon one’s
notice without invitation.”’

“Well,”” with a slightly seornful
laugh, ‘‘when I see a spirit, I shall
believe that they exist and return to
earth, but I fear I shall never be con-
vinced by my own good cyes.’’

Little did Margaret dream as she
spoke so skeptically under what cir-
cumstanees her own good eyes were
to teach her the frailness of the veil
that separates the material and the
spiritual worlds!

Father Rooney shook one finger at
the young girl in half-playful admo-
nition.

““T wish there were some way to
help my little Clare,”’ he murmured
to himself as he went on into the
house. ‘‘She is too suseeptible to
psychic influences. May our Lady
wateh over her,”’ he finished softly
and earnestly,
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“ HY, there comes Mrs. Campbell

across the road. I wonder what
she wants?’’ Margaret went slowly
down the path to meet the visitor,
stopping at Clare’s side to drop her
gentle hands on the lame girl’s
drooping shoulders.

The woman who came briskly up
the bricked path was short and rather
heavily built without being actually
stout. Her graying hair was pulled
back tightly from her round face and
drawn into a ‘‘figure eight’’ at the
nape of the neck. Although her face
had not the slightest trace of actual
beauty, her features were prepossess-
ing; there was about her that atmos-
phere of homely and agreeable
motherliness that warms the heart.
She wore a starched white linen
shirtwaist and a pepper-and-salt
tailored skirt, to the black belt of
which was hooked a chatelaine bag
of black leather. Stout black shoes
completed her utilitarian, rather than
handsome, clothes.

As she approached the sisters,
Clare leaned forward with a kind of
breathless interest, her eyes fixed up-
on the newecomer. A mixture of
anxiety and expectation appeared on
the lame girl’s face.

Mrs. Campbell did not speak until
she was direetly up to the girls; it
would have been most unlike her to
have wasted her energy upon the
balmy afternoon air by speaking
when there was a possibility of not
being heard perfectly.

‘““Well, Margaret and Clare, good
afternoon, both of you. Clare, I
came over especially to see you,’’ she
said abruptly.

Margaret laughed musically.

‘“Well, that 4s unkind of you, Mrs.
Campbell,’’ she said. ‘‘Am I to take
that as a summary dismissal?’’

““You can stay if you like, Mar-
garet, but I’'m thinking that you
would not believe a word I'm going
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to say, and I den’t choose to give
you the chance to laugh at me, Mar-
garet Sloane.”’

Clare gasped audibly. Margaret,
although accustomed to her Secotch
neighbor’s frankness, pretended to be
offended.

‘“‘Really, Mrs. Campbell, if you
think me incapable of appreciating
your pearls of wisdom——"’

She moved off with her swinging,
easy walk, leaving Clare gazing after
her with troubled eyes. The lame
girl was deeply disturbed, and it was
not until Margaret turned to throw
her half-mocking smile that she real-
ized her sister’s pique was more .ap-
parent than real.

The Scotchwoman went directly to
the heart of her message. o

‘““My dear, do you know that there
was a stranger in your garden last
night?”’

‘““Then you saw him?’’ gasped the
girl, starting involuntarily at the
other’s words.

‘“Ah, you know, then?”’

“I—I felt his presence,’”’ admit-
ted Clare. ‘

““Well, I saw him, and T hope I
don’t see him again. He isn’t a
pleasant individual,”” dryly. ‘‘De
you know who he is, Clare? Spirits
like that don’t usually trouble hu-
man beings unless there is some
powerful tie between them. Be frank
with me, my dear. I may be able
to help you, and I foresee that you
may need help, you and Margaret,
too.”’

Clare drew a long breath. ‘‘His
name, if I'm not mistaken, is Clif-
ford Bentley,’’ she began. And she
plunged into the forlorn little story
of the childhood romance with its
tragic ending. Her listener nodded
understandingly.

“Do you think he intends to make
any trouble for my sister?’’ asked
the lame girl anxiously.

“I’'m afraid he does, Clare. I'll
tell you what I saw. He was looking
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over your shoulder into the garden
at Margaret. Suddenly he leaned
over you, and you disappeared in, a
cloud of luminous vapor. But the
luminosity, Clare, was not that light
shed from the aura of an entity that
is trying to uplift itself or others;
it was the murky, red-shot vapor
that betrayed the presence of evil.

*“Whether it is evil for you or for
Margaret, matters little, for that
entity has taken advantage of your
physical weakness, your psyehic sus-
ceptibility, your unselfish nature, and
unless you can beat off his influence,
you will end by becoming little better
than the instrument by which that
evil thing will eventually seck to
make its actual physical appearance
among us.”’

“‘Mrs. Campbell! You terrify me!”’
“I terrify myself,’’ said the lady,
dryly. “‘If you only could have seen
that evil atmosphere that enveloped

you—."’ The pause was eloquent;
Clare met it with understanding
eyes.

“‘It was that I felt, then, It was
that which robbed me of conscious-
ness. Oh, dear Mrs. Campbell, you
have the wonderful gift of second-
sight. Can’t you tell me what this
all means? Why has he come back?”’

The Scotchwoman nodded with the
half-proud, half-mortified air of one
who admits something to one’s detri-
ment, which yet one ean not help but
consider a merit.

““Yes, Clare, I have the second-
sight. My mother had it, and my
grandmother before her. It’s a won-
derful thing, as you say—but not
such a pleasant thing, sometimes.’’

‘“‘Tell me what to do, won’t you?
I know Mr. Campbell hates to have
you exercise your power—but—isn't
this an exceptional oecasion?’’ begged
the lame girl.

““Clare, I’ll try.”” She glanced
cautiously at the house as she spoke,
to ascertain if Margaret were in sight.
‘“You know, I can not promise sue-

cess. It is for this that I can not dis-
cuss the thing with your sister; Mar-
garet is so skeptical that I would be
quite uneasy in her presence, and un-
able to let myself go, as I must il I
wish to go into a trance.”’

She moved closer to the girl. ‘‘Give
me your two hands, my dear,”’ she
commanded gently, her voice seeming
already to come from a distance.
She stood perfectly stiff for a mo-
ment, while the lame girl’s whole soul
was watching in her eyes.

There was not the slightest sus-
picion in Clare’s mind as to the
seeress’ honesty. The Sloanes had
known the Campbells for more than
seven years, and no one in the sub-
urb had anything but admiration and
respect for the little Scotchwoman.
Douglas Campbell, while admitting
his wife's gift of second-sight, was
stubbornly set against her use of it;
he believed it a weakening and un-
healthy practise even when exercised
by an effort of the will. In this
Laura Campbell differed from her
husband, but was too docile a wife
to question his well-meant authority
—at least, in publie. It is a fact that
when she felt herself justified, she
had no hesitation in yielding to her
intuitions, and in the case of the
Sloane girls her friendliness for them
drove her to seek them out for the
purpose, for she had seen plainly
that the uninvited guest of the pre-
vious night was an undesirable, and
might prove a troublesome, visitor.

AFTER a long moment, during which
Clare felt her heart beating
loudly and paintully, the Secoteh-
woman began to speak. Her intona-
tion was stiff and harsh, the very op-
posite of her customary rapid, easy
speech. The words dropped off her
lips slowly, one by one, with mono-
tonous regularity. Meantime her
hands gripped those of the lame
girl with a grip that made Clare
wince.
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“You — seek — to — learn — the
reason — for — my — presence. You
— shall — know — soon — enough.
Tell — Margaret — that — she —
must — never — marry — Ned —
Wentworth. While — you — live —
I — have — the — means — to —
prevent — it — but — I — will —
not — trouble — her — if — she —
will — keep — her — vow — to —
me,”’

““Oh1’’ Clare Sloane cried out sud-
denly as if in acute pain.

The seeress gave a deep sigh, shud-
dered from head to foot, and closed
her eyes tightly. Then she released
the hands she had been holding so
tightly, and opened her eyes, to see
the lame girl laboring for breath, her
head thrown back on the cushions.

‘‘Margaret! Margaret! Bring your
sister’s tablets!’’

Mrs. Campbell began to stroke and
beat at onc of the delicate hands,
while she looked anxiously toward
the house. Margaret came running
down the path, a glass of water in
one hand and Clare’s medicine in the
other. She threw a reproachful look
at their neighbor, as she hastily be-
gan to minister to her sister.

‘““What on earth did you tell Clare,
to upset her like this?’’ asked the
elder girl, indignantly.

“I'm sorry, Margaret, but I can’t
tell you what upset her.”’

“You mcan, you won’t tell me,”’
flashed the girl.

““No, T mecan just what I said.
She’s reviving—look, the ecolor is
coming into her cheeks again.’’

‘““What did you do? Did you try
any of that trance husiness?’’

“Clare asked me to try it for her,”’
replied the otiier woman quickly, ‘It
was to help her out about some-
thing,”’ she hesitated.

“ And you mecan to tcll me,’’ scorn-
fully, ‘“that you don’t know what
you told her?”’

“You’re going a little too far,
Margaret,”” rcbuked the Scotch-
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woman, indignant in her turn. ““‘I’'m
not accustomed to having my word
disputed. If you knew anything at
all about the nature of a trance, you
would know that the medium is
never aware of what is said.”’

““Oh, I believe you,”’ hastily.
‘“Clare, darling, are you feeling bet-
ter now?”’

Clare was breathing more natural-
ly, and her cheeks were not as pal-
lid as they had been a moment since.
Her hands were still cold to the so-
licitous Margaret’s touch, and the
girl began chafing them. Clare, as
soon as she could speak, began to
beg brokenly, ‘‘Oh, can you tell me
what he meant? Was it you talk-
ing? Or was it he speaking with
your lips?”’

“He?’”’” Mrs. Campbell’s lips
parted; she looked strangely at the
lame girl. ‘“What did I say? Tell
me everything, Clare. Don’t forget
a single word.””

Clare repeated it, to the best of her
ability.

““I don’t like that,”’ said the
Scotchwoman anxiously. ‘‘He means,
that while you live, he can control
you psychieally, gathering from you
the force to make himself felt un-
pleasantly on this plane. The alter-
native is,”” and she direeted her gaze
sharply and narrowly at Margaret,
who colored under it resentfully,
‘‘the alternative is, that Margaret
keeps her vow to him, her vow never
to marry.”’

““In other words, Mrs. Campbell,
my sister must pay for my happiness
with her life, or T must pay for her
life with my happiness? Excuse me,”’
coldly, ‘‘but I think you go too far
with this mysterious jargon. Come,
Clare dear, the sun is sinking. Let
me help you into the house.”’

The Scotchwoman silently assisted
in drawing Clare to her feet and ad-
justed the erutches, while Margaret
picked up the cushions upon which
the lame girl had been reclining. As



A SUITOR FROM THE SHADES

the sisters went slowly up the path
to the house, she stood watching
them with perturbed countenance.
‘““It’'s bad. It’s very, very bad.
And Margaret won’t believe the
peril she is in. Poor Clare! I must
tell Douglas of this, If it comes to
the worst, he’ll have to permit me
to make up a circle, and Dr. Sloane
will have to override Margaret’s ob-
jections—for object she surely will,
unless she falls into the sphere of
influence of that unwelcome guest,
herself. I can only watch—and
pray,’’ she whispered to herself.

7

4

NED WENTWORTH .was an impul-
sive lover. Moreover, his un-

canny obsession on the mnight of

his engagement to Margaret had

weighed on his mind; he felt that the

* sooner they were married, the sooner

the unseen rival for the girl’s affec-
tions would be induced to leave the
field to him. He lost no time, there-
fore, in urging an carly marriage
upon Margaret.

His plans met with Dr. Sloane’s
approval. The old man was relieved
to see at least one of his girls hap-
pily married and provided for. In
secret he grieved much for his
younger daughter, whose lameness
might prove a serious obstacle to her
satisfactory settlement in life. He
agreed that Ned and Margaret
should be married very quietly early
in the coming month, and that after
the wedding the young pair should
make an extended trip through the
Southwest.

Margaret’s days became an orgy
of shopping expeditions. Her nights
were occupied with dreams of the
happy future she was going to spend
with her lover. The ominous and
mysterious words of Mrs. Campbell
had apparently been erased from her
mind. Not so with Clarc; the lame
girl recmembered with terrible dis-
tinetness the dilemma that her sister
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had so tersely and indignantly
stated; one of the two must pay for
the other’s life or happiness by sae-
rifieing her own.

To do Margaret full justice, she
would not knowingly have aceepted
happiness at the expense of her
younger sister, but she had dismissed
the words of the seeress as fantastice
vaporings unworthy of consideration.
Clare, however, had been deeply im-
pressed ; she spent hours pondering
on them. If her death would pur-
chase Margaret’s happiness, the lame
girl was ready to surrender it. She
did not put into words her secret
thought, that Margaret’s happiness
was also the happiness of Ned Went-
worth.

Time flew. Margaret’s wedding
was so near at hand that when Clare
looked at the calendar on the wall
6f their room, she found but a single
day remaining before the older sister
would leave her home for the new
life that spread with so much rich
promise before her. Day by day
Clare had prayed fervently for
strength to resist any fresh' attacks
upon her psychie forces by the entity
which she knew as Clifford Bentley.
Once or twice Clare, now watchful
and alert, had felt the certain indi-
cations of Clifford’s presencc; the
failing of her vital powers that pre-
ceded the entrance of the spirit-lover
so convineingly, if invisibly, into the
material world. As vet she had been
able to fight him off, and this gave
her confidenece in her ahility to save
her sister {rom the annovance, if
nothing more, that Clifford’s influ-
cnee might bring to bear upon cither
Margaret or Ned.

The night before the wedding Ned
did not drop in as he had expeeted;
he telephoned to Margaret that he
was not feeling quite himself but
would undoubtedly be all right in the
morning. His words were mild in
comparison to what h¢ was experi-
encing. For several days he had
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been fighting off an obsession even
worse than the mild one that had
overcome him on the night of his en-
gagement to Margaret. He had not
dared be off his guard for a moment.
As surely as he permitted his
thoughts to wander ever so slightly,
he felt them getting bevond his con-
trol, until his head would be awhirl
with ineoherencies and strange con-
jectures that tormented him cruelly.

He began to ‘‘remember’’ inei-
dents that concerned Margaret, but
in which he figured as a prineipal;
incidents in which he knew at the
same time that he had never taken
part. One time he found himself
saying aloud with persistence, ‘I am
Clifford Bentley! I am Clifford
Bentley!”” until he caught himself
up with what was almost terror
clutching at his heart.

Intuition told him that Clifford
Bentley must be the rival now mak-
ing such desperate efforts to ecause
trouble between Margaret and him-
self. Ned swore that he would not
give her up, no matter what the cost
of keeping her might be. As his de-
termination on this point inereased,
so did the insidious attacks upon his
mental stronghold by the invisible
rival.

The night before his wedding Ned
had ecome to the point where he was
half dead for want of sleep. His
apprehensions had grown so strong
that he had been keeping himself
awake night after night with strong
coffce, fearing to relax his guard for
a single moment. That night he
could hold out no longer; he was
obligred to give way to sleep for a few
hours; flesh and blood could stand
no niore.

When he waked the next day, he
found to his consternation that he
had overslept. It was already noon,
and as the wedding was set for 3
o’clock, he had no more time than
was absolutely nceessary to dress
and motor out to Dr. Sloane’s. He
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paid little or no attention to a dull
ache in his head, and a tingling,
pricking sensation that occasionally
shot through his body ; if he thought
of it at all, it was as the natural re-
sult of his sleeplessness for several
nights, and the copsequent nervous
strain. Certain it is that he did not
think of it as having any connection
with Clifford Bentley.

The wedding was to be a very
quiet one, the only outside pcrson
present being Father Rooney. Mar-
garet was to be unattended. Had
she chosen a bridesmaid, it would
have been Clare, but the lame girl
insisted that her crutches would have
made a distressingly inharmonious
appearance., The bride came into the
room on her father’s arm, the old doe-
tor having managed to brace up suffi-
ciently to go through the short cere-
mony ot giving his daughter away.

Near the officiating clergyman, who
had been placed near the window
opening on the garden, stood the
bridegroom. Ned also was unat-

.tended ; he had decided that he was

fully able to take care of Margaret’s
wedding ring without any outside as-
sistance. As his bride approached,
the young man turned his head to-
ward her. A sudden horror and dis-
may seized upon him. As he looked,
he became aware that, strangely
enough, his emotions were so complex
as to convinee him, without a strug-
gle, that he was at once himself and
that other! In vain he fought against
that terrible obsession; he could do
nothing to drive out the triumphant
rival who had entered his mind, his
body. In despair he cast down his
eyes, dreading lest others might read
in them the strange and awful thing
that had befallen him,

Margaret approached, her head
bent, her eyes on the flowers she car-
ried. The elergyman began to read
from his prayer-book. Ned could feel
the gentle presence of the girl he
loved, as she paused beside him, When
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the clergyman addressed the question
to Ned that would bind him to her,
it seemed to him that the intruding
personality was laughing at him as it
whipped the replies out of his very
mouth, responding with a decisive ab-
ruptness that caused the minister to
send a quick glance at the brusk
bridegroom. Ned was praying for
the ceremony to close.

The minister addressed the bride:
““Wilt thou take this man to be thy
wedded husband . . .?”’

Wentworth’s heart pumped madly.
In a moment it would be over. A si-
lence succeeded to the clergyman’s
question, a silence that endured—that
weighed .down every heart. Ned
lifted his head and sought Margaret’s
eyes in astonishment.

She was looking at him, horror on
her amazed face. The flowers she
was carrying fell tumbling at her feet
from relaxed fingers. She took an in-
stinctive step backward and put one
hand behind her gropingly, as though
seeking support. Still she stared at
him incredulously. The eclergyman,
not understanding, prompted her in
an undertone. With a sharp anguish
that cut the young lover’s heart, her
voice rang out wildly.

**No—no—no!’’ she secreamed, and
sank back unconseious into the arms
of her father.

8

ONSTERNATION on every face. Clare
had dropped hers into both
hands, and was sobbing and praying
behind that frail shield. Dr. Sloane
stood, holding his fainting daughter
as if he had been turned into stone
and unable to move. The clergyman
had closed his prayer-book and gazed
in bewilderment at the fainting bride
and the agonized, astounded groom.
Only Father Rooney grasped the
situation even faintly. He it was who
relieved the old doctor of his burden
and carried Margaret to the divan.
It was he who motioned everyone but
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the young lover from the room. He
held salts to the girl’s nostrils, while
he questioned Ned with a single look
of sympathetic inquiry.

‘I don’t know! That’s the worst
of it, I don’t know,”’ Ned groaned
miserably. ‘‘Father, I haven’t been
quite myself since the night we be-
came engaged. DDo you suppose—she
could have—felt the difference? I
can imagine nothing else that would
have turned her against me so sud-
denly and incomprehensibly.’’

““Do you mean, my poor boy, that
you have felt that invisible presence
again? That—that it has become an
obsession ?”’

‘““Exactly. I have fought it for
days. But last night—I had lost so
much sleep,’’ apologetically, ‘‘I could
not keep awake. That was i¢s chance,
I suppose. This morning I have been
feeling strange, when I come to think
of it.”” Hurriedly Ned recounted his
experiences with the invisible rival
who had taken possession of his very
self that afternoen, replying to the
minister’s questions through the lips
of the obsessed. ‘

The old priest nodded his head
wisely. ‘‘I think I understand, my
son. It is a strange condition, and a
difficult one. I hardly know what to
advise you.”’

Ned stood looking down at the un-
conscious girl, his eyes melancholy.
*“I can only fight until I ean go on
with it no longer,”’ he said despair-
ingly. ‘‘But how am I to continue
fighting with an invisible entity that
takes advantage of me in my un-
guarded moments of sleep ?’’

“‘Do you feel the presence at this
moment ?’’ demanded Father Rooney.

*‘N-no, I think not. That is,”’ cor-
recting himself, ‘I feel that it is
somewhere near, but not controlling
me for the time being.’’

Father Rooney hastily crossed him-
self. ““For the time being, Ned,
there is nothing for you to do but to
keep away from Margaret. Whatever
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this unknown entity is, its interest
seems to be in keeping you two apart.
Until you feel yourself complete mas-
ter of the sitnation, it will be best for
you to leave Margaret alone.”’

“I feel that strongly, but—it will
be very hard, Father.”’

‘““Would you bring worse upon the
woman you love?’’ said the priest
gravely. ‘‘Believe me, my son, this
matter will have to be solved by other
power than yours or mine. I am per-
suaded, however, that your wisest
course now will be to leave Margaret.’’

The young man bent, pressed a ten-
der kiss upon the forehead of the girl
who was to have bcen his wife, and
went sadly from the room. Dr. Sloane
and Clare were waiting for him in the
hall; their anxious eyes questioned
him.

‘‘The marriage must be postponed.
And Father Rooney feels that it will
be wiser for me not to be here when
Margaret comes out of her faint. I’ll
telephone later to learn how our dear
girl is getting along.”’

Dr. Sloane patted his shoulder.
“‘Cheer up, Ned. I think it’s nothing
more than the result of nervous strain.
Wedding preparations have been too
much for Margie. But I certainly
never would have thought she’d keel
over like that; she’s so athletic and in
such fine condition. Well, she’ll be
all right in a couple of days, and then
we’ll have you two tied up in a jiffy
and off on your honeymoon.”’

Clare, who knew only too well what
must be the root of the trouble, al-
though she could not know the exact
circumstances, dared not meet Ned’s
eyes, so disturbed was she. ‘‘I shall
be praying for you, Ned,’’ she whis-
pered timidly, as she slipped away to
assist the good priest in his ministra-
tions.

Margaret revived presently and sat
up, controlling herself with a strong
effort. ‘I want to be alone, please,”’
she said. ‘‘Clare, I don’t mind you,
of course.”” Ier eyes dropped down
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upon her traveling gown. ‘‘I must
take off these things,’’ she said sadly.

As she rose to leave the room, her
self-contro]l gave way; tears gushed
from her eyes, blinding her until she
had to lean against the lame girl for
guidance.

““Oh, it is eruel!’”’ she sobbed.
‘“What have we done to deserve this
persecution? Tell Ned, Dad, that it
isn’t his fault, but I can’t explain
just now. I hope—I hope he will for-
give me.”’

THE girls went to their room, their
tears mingling.

The day wore away. Ned tele-
phoned in and received Margaret’s
message, to which she had added that
it was her convietion their marriage
could never take place, but that she
would always love him—a message
that half, maddened the unhappy
young man,

The sisters retired early, although
there was no sleep for either of them
for hours. Clare won her sister’s con-
fidence at last; Margaret confided to
her the reason for the ‘‘no’’ that .
should have been ‘‘yes.’”” Ned’s ob-
session by the determined spirit of
Clifford Bentley had been so plainly
discernible by the girl that she had
refused to marry him, because she felt
it would not have been Ned she was
marrying, but the intruding person-
ality of that long-dead childhood
sweethecart. The horror of the situa-
tion had been too much for her self-
control. The bizarre idea of becom-
ing the wife of two men in one body
had forced from her that decisive,
agonized negative.

Clare calmed her as best she might,
both girls prayed together, and about
half past 11 they fell asleep, ex-
hausted by their emotions.

It was, as the girls ascertained
afterward, shortly after midnight
that Margaret awoke from troubled
dreams. The room was in partial
darkness. As she shook off her drow-
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siness, slfe became aware of arms
about her, and a face that pressed
close against her own. The thought
flashed through her gratefully that
her sister had been watching and
praying over her; she turned her lips
to meet those others that sought hers.

The kiss undeceived her; that wos
no sister’s kiss!

With eonvulsive nervous force Mar-
garet drew herself away from the
arms that had been holding her and
sat up in bed, half dazed. For an in-
stant she imagined that the events of
the afternoon had been a dream, and
that it was the kiss of her young hus-
band that had just been pressed upon
her lips. And then she knew that it
was no dream.

The soft light of the night lamp
fell upon the face of a young man, a
complete stranger, who in his turn
rose from the kneeling posture he had
been maintaining by the side of her
bed. Although she had never seen
that face as an adult face, the terri-
fied girl knew intuitively that she was
looking upon the features of Clifford
Bentley, who had succeeded at last in
making himself visible and tangible.

She felt her senses slipping weakly
from her eontrol. She was convinced
that this would be fatal, as she had
not the slightest confidence in the
kindly intentions of that dread lover
from the unknown world. With all
her might she gripped at courage, and
stared that dead-alive entity squarely
in the deep cyes that burned passion-
ately upon her with a significance
that froze the coursing blood in her
veins; Margaret Sloane was no cow-
ard, but she had never shaken and
trembled as she did that night, in the
throes of an unearthly fear.

““What do you want?’’ she man-
aged to whisper through dry lips.

“You!”’

‘““Why do you come back to torment
me? That was a child’s silly promise
—you can not hold me to it.”’

“I can—and will!” The appari-
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tion, doubly terrible because of its
tangibility, moved toward her.

‘““No—mno!’’ She thrust out protest-
ing hands wildly. ‘‘Don’t come
nearer! If you do, I shall sercam!
I can not bear it!”’

Clifford Bentley leaned toward her,
smiling with white teeth showing be-
tween red lips, and regarding the
shrinking, horrified girl meaningly.
‘““You fear me—yet you have tasted
my warm kisses,”’ he whispered. ‘‘Do
you think my rival will want you
now, silly Margice?”’

Margaret’s brain began to whirl
Surmises too dreadful to shape into
words prodded her mind sharply.
She threw herself desperately from
the bed, anywhere, away from that
triumphantly smiling face, and began
to scream.

Shriek after shriek rang through
the startled house.

The figcure of Clifford Bentley re-
tired around the foot of Margaret’s
bed and approached that of Clare.
Before the older sister’s staring, in-’
credulous eyes he leaned over the
sleeping girl—and the next instant he
had disappeared, like a dissipating
vapor, from her sight.

9

HE screams of his older daughter

brought the doctor stumbling
from his room aeross the hall. He
entered abruptly to find Margaret on
the floor in a dead faint, and Clare
sitting up in bed rubbing her eyes,
apparently half dazed. Inquiry
failed to elicit anything further than
that Margaret had had a nightmare
which had so terrified her that she
had sprung from bed to fall uncon-
seious on the floor,

After she had heen revived and
tucked into bed again, and her father
had left the girls alone, Clare made
her sister tell the whole unbelievable
story, while both glaneced fearfully
over their shoulders into the dim
shadows of the room. As Margaret
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finished, her voice broken with sobs,
her eyes wide with her unspoken
fears, the lame girl exclaimed with
indignation, ‘‘He is eruel, Margie,
and a coward, to behave like this.”’

““I can’t help being terribly afraid.
‘Who can tell how far his power will
carry him?’’ confessed the half-hys-
terical Margaret.

Clare was silent. She, too, was
afraid. More, she was remembering
with poignant emotion the last words
the seeress had spoken to her. The
lame girl pressed both hands tightly
against her lahoring heart, that beat
so painfully in her bosom. Gladly
she would have stilled its beating,
could she have known surely that the
act would purchase immunity for
Margaret and happiness for Ned.

‘‘Margie, the first thing we must do
in the morning is to see Mrs. Camp-
bell,”’ she said at last. ‘‘She can help
us if anyone can. Don’t try to dis-
suade me, dear; you must admit that
even a forlorn hope is worth snatch-
ing at, now.”’

Margaret had so far lost her former
high spirits and self-confidence that
she would have assented willingly to
whatever plans Clare might have pro-
posed. Still, she eould not help ques-
tioning Mrs. Campbell’s ability to
find a way out of the terrible and tor-
tuous maze in which she and Ned
seemed lost.

‘“Do you really believe there is any-
thing extraordinary about Laura
Campbell’s trances, Clare?’’ she
asked earnestly. ‘‘I’'ve always won-
dered at the loss of dignity such
feigning costs her.”’

‘‘She really has what they call see-
ond-sight, Margie. I’ve seen her my-
self, in trances. Not often, because
Mr. Campbell hates to have her give
way to them. DBut the day we were
in the garden and I had that heart
attack—you remember?-—she spoke
with the voice of 2 man, and—I knew,
somehow, that it was he.”” Her own
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tones were modified as she'spoke, and
she glanced timorously about her.

‘““Well,”’ conceded Margaret unhap-
pily, ‘I suppose we ought to do
everything we can—and if she is able
to help us, I know Mr, Campbell will
let her. But I can’t help being skep-
tical; it all seems so foolish and child- .
ish to me. Of course, if yon want me
to I'll run over and ask her if she
can help us out.”’

““Oh, Margie, if you only would!”’
urged Clare earnestly.

Margaret accordingly went across
the road to their Seoteh neighbor’s
home, and related to Laura Campbell
the story of the ‘‘nightmare’’ she had
had the previous night. The quiet-
faced woman listened in grim silenee,
a non-committal expression on her
round, motherly countenance. Only
the continuous snapping of the eatch
of the chatelaine betrayed her nerv-
ousness.

““You’ll have to make up a circle
and hold a seance and ecall him,”’
she said with finality.

“¢1 don’t see why,’’ shrank the girl.

“You don’t see why? You fool-
ish girl, you make me lose all patience
with you!”

¢lBut_”

““‘But’ nothing!’’ snapped the
Scotchwoman with asperity. ‘“You
are an ungrateful girl, Margaret
Sloane. And a blindly selfish one,
too, if you want my frank opinion.
Your sister Clare is Dbeing slowly
killed, all her vital forces are being
drawn out of her by that — that male
vampire — that satellite of your at-
tractions. And you — you draw hack
at the only chance to make terms with
him! I'm sure I don’t know what
you can be thinking of.”’

Margaret’s color was running high.
““I had no idea that my sister was in
danger of any kind,’”’ she retorted
spiritedly. ‘‘But the mere suggestion
of such a thing is sufficient to make
me agree to any plan, no matter how
idiotic it may appear. Will you un-
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dertake to conduct a seance for us?”’
abruptly.

‘‘Have someone telephone your fi-
ancé to be at your home this evening
at 8 o’clock. See that arrangements
are made so that we can have the en-
tire evening undisturbed by visitors.
I will be over as soon as Mr. Camp-
bell has gone to his lodge; it’s for-
"tunate tonight is lodge night, or you’d
have to wait. My husband would not
give me his permission to act as med-
ium at your seance, so I've got to do
it behind his back. And I can as-
sure you, Margaret Sloane, that isn’t
a pleasant thing for me to do.”

Margaret, confronted with the pos-
sibility that her neighbor might re-
pent her offer, was transformed from
scorner to suppliant. Her eyes plead-
ed eloquently.

‘‘Get along with you, Margaret,”
snorted the Scotchwoman with
feigned indignation. ‘‘Asking me to
deceive my good Douglas, are you?
There, there, don’t worry, my dear.
Laura Campbell has never yet turned
her back on anyone who really needed
her help. I’ll be over at 8 o’clock.”’

Margaret did not feel up to talking
directly with Ned, and begged Clare
to telephone for her. Ned was in his
rooms, happily, and almost out of his
head with joy at hearing that a pos-
sible solution of the weird problem
might be reached so soon. He prom-
ised to be at Dr. Sloane’s at the ap-
pointed hour.

CLARE was sitting on the porch that
cvening at about half past 7, when
she saw the howed figure of Father
Rooney approaching through the
dusk. He came up slowly, and seated
himself on the top step, fanning him-
self with his broad-brimmed hat, for
the day had been a hot one.

““I don’t know that you’ll want to
stay this evening, Father,”’ the lame
girl said to him timidly. ‘‘Father
won’t be free to play chess with you
tonight. You see, we’re going to do
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something of whiech you won’t ap-
prove — we’re going to hold a seance,
to see if we can’t learn how to get
out of the strange situation in which
we seem to have been thrown.”’

Father Rooney stopped fanning
himself. His hat half hid his faee
from the girl, as he looked sharply
at her over its wide brim. There was
an anxious note in his voice.

‘“A seance, my daughter? Is your
father permitting it? Does he con-
sider it a wise thing for — well,
Clare, for you, my child? I’m speak-
ing not only as a priest, but from the
physician’s standpoint.’’

Clare returned his grave query
with a sereme smile. ‘“Oh, I den’t
believe it can do me any harm,’’ she
said thoughtfully. ‘‘Do you suppose
anything could hurt me more than
to believe that some malicious spirit
is robbing me daily of strength in
order to torment my poor sister? Be-
sides, I’d rather risk a—a heart at-
tack, Father, than continue to go
through what I’ve been suffering for
weeks.”’

Father Rooney sighed. Too well he
knew the self-sacrifice that was the
dominant note in Clare’s nature.

““I ean not attend such a meeting,
my child, as you know. But — I
thm.k I shall remain, I ean pray for
vou and yours — it may well be that
God sent me here for just that to-
night — when you may need spirit-
ual help more than ever in your lives
before.”’

He rose to greet the doctor and
Ned, who had been walking in the
grounds.

Ned had not entered the honse as
vet, fearing a repetition of the ter-
rible scene that had taken place on
the ill-fated day of tlic wedding. For
although he had been feeling himself
almost entirely free from his obses-
sion sinee he had kept away from
Margaret, how could he know when
it might return in foree?

““Coming in?’’ he asked the priest.
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“I will sit out here,”” observed
Father Rooney. ‘‘Here I can watch
the stars.’’

Mrs. Campbell came up the bricked
path at this juncture, and the whole
party, with the exception of the good
priest, went indoors.

Margaret was sitting on the divan
in the front room. As Ned entered,
she rose to her feet and put out both
hands, while tears sprang to her eyes
and rolled piteously down her cheeks.

““My poor Ned, ean yon ever for-
give me?” she murmured brokenly.

““There is nothing to forgive,’’ he
whispered. ‘‘Oh, Margie, let us hope
that tonight may open a way for us
out of the tangle that seems to have
been made of our happiness.”’

Mrs. Campbell interposed, with her
usual bruskness.

‘‘Better for you to keep your ex-
changes of affection for a later mo-
ment,’’ she said decidedly. ‘I sym-
pathize with you, but every moment
you are enraging yet more the entity
who has proved powerful enough to
have made a fine tangle of your
affairs. Dr. Sloane, will you and Mr.
Wentworth arrange the chairs so that
we can sit in a eircle?”’

She busied herself with the pre-
liminary arrangements for the seance,
her every movement followed closely
by the lame girl.

Clare sat apart from the rest, hands
folded tightly in her lap, eyes dark
with melancholy. When everything
had been arranged to her satistaction,
the Scotchwoman indicated to each
their places in the circle. She seated
Ned at her left, Clare at her right;
Dr. Sloane sat on the other side of
the lame girl, and Margaret—half
glad, half afraid — between lover
and father.

The lights were turned out. Only
a small night lamp, its tiny wick
floating on the oil, stood upon the
table at the other end of the room.
In that flickering and barely discern-
ible light, the faces of the sitters
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‘flashed into and out of sight at every
draft of air that floated in at the
garden window,

The seeress, tense and watehful,
maintained her hold on Clave’s hand
with gentle forece. She felt the lame
girl sink back in her chair limply,
with a kind of half-sob, halt-sigh.
The doctor spoke in hushed tones.

**I'm afraid Clare is fainting,’’ he
worried.

‘I guarantee that she is all right
for the time being,’’ replied the psy-
chic quickly. ‘‘She has slipped off
into a trance. Do not try to waken
her. - It is better so. I shall direet,
instead of becoming the medium my-
self, for Clare is to be our medium
tonight. Now we shall be able to
see and talk with Mr. Clifford Bent-
ley.”

Hardly had the words left her lips
before Margaret, holding tightly to
the hands of father and lover, gave
a sharp exclamation.

Standing directly behind Clare’s
chair was the figure of Clifford Bent-
ley, his white face and burning eyes
fixed upon the unhappy bride with
passionate intensity.

10

NED spoke impulsively, half rising
as he eried out, ‘‘You miserable
scoundrel!”’
grily.

Mrs. Campbell maintained her grip
on his hand and drew him down
firmly. ‘‘Sit down, Mr. Wentworth.
This is no time to eall names.”” She
addressed the mnewcomer with eold
courtesy. ‘‘I see that you have an-
ticipated our wishes. We are here
tonight especially to talk with you.”
. “I know — I know,’’ muttered the
newcomer fiercely. ‘I understood
that you intended to meddle, and 1
came before T was called, of my own
accord. Otherwise you would have
had the mortification of not seeing

(Continued on page 861)

His eyes flashed an-
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(Continued from page 746)

me in spite of all your calling.”” He
laughed shortly. ‘‘I want to save all
my strength, however, to appear to
Margie, my false, lovely Margie,’’ he
added insinuatingly.

" “This is really too much,”” ex-
claimed Ned, trying in vain to ex-
tricate his hand from the iron hold
of the psychic. ‘‘I intend to see if
that fellow is solid enough to feel
the weight of my fist. Let me go,
please!’’

The Scotchwoman’s strong hand
maintained its immovable grip, and
she turned to shake her head warn-
ingly at him. Then she spoke again
to the intruder.

““You have been taking the psy-
chic energy from this poor little lame
girl, so that you could appear ma-
terially. For shame, Clifford Bentley !
No matter what your motive, do you
consider that a manly thing to do?
What has Clare ever done to you,
that you should subject her to such
treatment? Look at the poor child
now, helpless, her disturbed spirit
torn with agony as she sees you
clothed in the psychie vitality you
have stolen from her in order to de-
stroy her sister’s happiness! Does
not that stir your heart with remorse
and pity?”’

‘It is entirely up to Margaret,’’ re-
plied the materialized Clifford. *‘I
loved Margie. She promised to be
my wife. She let me put my ring
on her finger. She is morally bound
to me. Now she is betraying me, for
that other — that weak fellow whose
silly brain I can sway as I choose,”’
scornfully.

“‘That is a lie!”’

This time Ned would have torn his
hand from Mrs. Campbell’s had she
not cried hastily, .‘“Mr. Wentworth,
bewdre of what you are doing! If
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vou so much as injure a hair of his
head, the harm done him will re-
hound—it will result in serious suffer-
ing to this little lame girl, entranced
in our cirele.”’

“It seems I find friends wherever
[ go,”’ observed Clifford Bentley, with
a mocking Intonation that infuriated
Wentworth. ‘“Even Margie,”” he
went on with pointed and deliberate
malice, ‘‘lay in my arms last night,
and retmrmed my warm kisses with
her own! She can not deny it, can
vou, Margie?”’

Ned, his tanned skin pallid with
unutterable horror and loathing,
turned wide eyes upon the face of the
girl whose hand he held; her lids
dropped before his accusing gaze.

‘“‘Margie!’’ he groaned. “‘It isn’t
true, dear?’’

It might be well, Mr. Wentworth,
to refrain from questions and accusa-
tions for the time being,’’ observed
Mrs, Campbell dryvly. ‘“You should
be ashamed to think evil of the
woman you love. Mr. Clifford Bentley,
vou have been telling a lie that 1s
half truth, and that is the basest of
lies. I must ask you now to tell the
exact truth, or I shall waken- Clare—
vou know I ean do it — and after
vou have returned to your etherie
form I shall take dertain steps that
will result in your being bound down
for many yvears as you may not care
to be bound. Oh, you may smile!—
I assure you I ecan do this, much as I
dislike it, and mueh as it may cost
me.  Are you going to speak?”’

Somewhat sulkily, the unwelcome
Clifford turned from her. “‘Oh, I
sappose I must not refuse a lady’s
request, espeeially since it is put so
petsuasively,’’ and he smiled sourly.
“Very well, then — I lied about
Margie. [ kissed her. To be sure,
<he kissed me, too — but she didn’t
know it was I. But what does it
matter, my dear lady?’’ he went on
to Mrs. Campbell sarcastically. ‘‘If
Margie won’t remain true to her
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promise of her own frec will, I shall
have to sec to it that she keeps her
word and remains unwed. As long
as Clare lives, I shall be able to get
what I need to make myself not only
visible, but tangible. Perhaps Margie
won’t like the idea of that,”’ he fin-
ished, turning his terrible, burning
eyes upon Margaret.

‘“As long as Clare lives?’’ said
the seeress, very slowly and gravely.
‘ And—when she shall have passed
over——%"

‘““When she joins me here, I shall
have a companion whom I can love.
‘When I can not come back any more,
I shall remain with her. She has a
tender heart; she would be kind to
me. I have been so lonesome here—
no one knows how lonesome!’’

Another voice fell clearly upon the
ears of those present. All recognized
it as Clare’s, although it sounded far
away. The words issued slowly but
iiistinctly from the entranced girl’s
ips.

‘‘Margie—Dad—Ned—I ecan see
you and hear you, although I am
not in my poor sick body. All is
well with me. Don’t forget that.
All 75 well with me here. I am very
happy. Here all is life and light. I
am not lame here. I can run as
Margie runs in our garden. Don’t
call me back! I am so happy here!
I can be near you all when I please
—and I feel no pain — only such a
happiness as I never felt before. You
won’t call me back to limp on my
crutches again, will you, dear ones?’’

Clifford Bentley began wringing his
hands with a kind of tense anguish
that was terrible to behold. Now his
voice rang out clearly.

““Oh, I have done wrong. I see it
now. Poor little Clare! It is my
fault that you will not return. I
have made your earth life wretched,
poor child. Forgive me, little Clare.
I promise never to trouble Margie
again, for your sake!”’

““Poor Clifford!’’ How heavenly
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sweet were the tones of Clare’s far-
away voice! ‘‘You were lonely. Now
I understand. And I can not blame
you, poor lonely Clifford. After all,
you must not reproach yourself — I
shall be happier here — I can be
with my dear ones as I choose — and
I shall suffer no more with a weak
heart and useless feet.”’

The figure of the entranced girl
sank lower in the chair. The psy-
chic cried out suddenly as she felt
that cold hand pulling on her own
warm one.

““Turn on the lights!’’ she com-
manded, her voice agitated and
alarmed. ‘‘Oh, why did I consent to
this! I know what Douglas will say
to me, now.’”’ .

Margaret, almost holding her
breath, heard a soft whisper in her
ear. ‘‘Good-bye, my Margie. I shall
always be near you. God bless you,
dear.”’ :

Ned, still holding his sweetheart’s
hand tightly in his own, felt a soft
cheek brush his, and he trembled on
the verge of tears, Something told
him it was Clare’s farewell to him.

R, SLOANE fumbled for the elee-
trie switch. As he put out his hand
to turn it on, the figure of Clifford
Bentley dissolved into thin nothing-
ness before the eyes of the dazed
members of the circle.
The door opened softly.

Father Rooney, his old face pale
and drawn, tiptoed into the room.
Without a word he went to Clare’s
side, passing the Scotchwoman, who
stood looking sadly down upon the
lame girl’s slight figure. Upon the
white brow he made the sign of a
cross reverently. Then he faced the
others, a sob rising chokingly in his
throat as he spoke, his eyes meeting
those of the doctor pityingly.

‘“‘Her spirit passed me as I waited
without. Our little Clare is with the
angels,”’



