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Here's Proof of the Love of the Weird and
Mysterious in the Eighteenth Century

THE CLOSED CABINET

By

I.

T was with a little alarm and a good deal
I of pleasurable excitement that I looked

forward to my first grown-up visit to’

Mervyn Grange. I had been there several
times as a child, but never since I was twelve
years old, and now I was over eighteen. We
were all of us very proud of our cousins the
Mervyns: it is not everybody that can claim
kinship with a family who are in full and ad-
mitted possession of a secret, a curse, and &
mysterious cabinet, in addxtxon to the usual
surplusage of horrors supplied in such cases
by popular imagination. Some declared that
s Mervyn of the days of Hengy VIII had
been cursed by an injured abbot from the foot
of the gallows. Others affirmed thet a dis-
sipated Mervyn of the Georgian era was still
playing cards for his soul in some remote re-
gion of the Grange. There were stories of
white ladies and black imps, of bloodstained
passages and magic stones. We, proud of our
more intimate acquaintance with the fumly,
naturally gave no credence to these wild in-
ventions. The Mervyns, indeed, followed the
accepted precedent In such cases, and greatly
disliked any reference to the reputed mystery
being made in their presence; with the inevit-
able result that there was no ‘subject so per-
tinaclously discussed by their friends in their
absence. My father’s sister had married the
late Baronet, Sir Henry Mervyn, and we al-
ways felt that she ought to have been the
means of imparting to us a very complete
knowledge of the family secret. But in thia
connection she undoubtedly failed of her duty.
We knew that there had been a terrible trage-
dy in the family some two or three hundred
years ago—that a peculiarly wicked owner
of Mervyn, who flourished in the latter part of
the gixteenth century, had been murdered by
his wife who subeequently committed suicide.
We knew that the mysterious curse had some
connection with this crime, but what the curse
exactly was we had never been able to dis-
cover. The history of the family since that
time had indeed in one sense been full of mis-
fortune, Not in every semse. A coal mine
had been discovered in one part of the estate,
and a populous city had grown over the corner

of another part; and the Merryns of today,.

in spite of the usual percentage of extravagant
heirs and political mistakes, were three times
as rich as their ancestors had been. But still
their story was full of bloodshed and shame,
of tales of duels and suicides, broken hearts
and broken honor. Ouly these calamities
seemed {0 have little or no relation to. each
other, aud whal the precisc curse was that
was supposed lo conuect or account for them
we could not learu. When she first married,

my aunt was told nothing about it. Later on .

in life, when my father asked her for the
story, she begged him to talk upon a pleas-
anter subject; and being unluckily a man of
much courtesy. and little curlosity, he complied

avith her request. This, however, was the only
part of the ghostly traditions of her husband’s
home upon which she was so reticent. The
haunted chamber, for instance—which, of
course, existed at the Grange—she treated
with the greatest contempt, Various friends
and relations had slept in it at different
times, and no approach to any kind of authen-
ticated ghost-story, even of the most trivial de-
scription, had they been able to supply. Its
only claim to respect, indeed, was that it con-
tained the famous Mervyn cabinet, a fascinating
puzzle of which I will speak later, but which
certainly had nothing haunting. or horrible
about its appearance.

My uncle’s family consisted of three sons.
The eldest, George, the present baronet, was
now' in his thirties, married, and with chil-
dren of his own. The second, Jack, was the
black-sheep of the family. He had been in the
Guards, but, about five years back, had got
into some very disgraceful scrape, end had
been obliged to leave the country. The sorrow
and the shame of this had killed his unhappy
mother, and her husband had not long after-
wards followed her to the grave. Alam, the
youngest son, p‘robo,bly because he was the
nearest to us in age, had been our special
favorite in earlier years. George was grown up
before I had well left the nursery, and his hot,
quick temper had alweys kept us youngsters
somewhat in awe of him. Jack was four years
older than Alan, and, besides, his profession
bad, in a way, cut his boyhood short. When
my uncle and aunt were abroad, as they fre-
quently were for months together on account
of her health, it was Alan, chiefly, who had
to spend his holidays with us, both as school-
boy and as undergraduaste. And a brighter,
sweeter-teropered comrade, or one possessed of
more diversified talents for the invention of
games or the telling of stories, it would have
been difficult to find.

For five years together now our ancient cus-
tom of an annual visit to Mervyn had been
broken. First there had been the seclusion of
mourning for my aunt, and & year later for
my uncle; then George and his wife, Lucy—
she was a connection of our own on our moth-
er’s side, and very intimate with us all—had
been away for nearly tivo years on a voyage
round the world; and since then sickness in
our own family had kept us in our turn a good
deal abroad. So that T had not seen my
cousins since all the calamities which hud
befallen them in the interval, and as I steamed
northwards I wondered a good deal as to the
changes I should find. I was to have come out
thut year in London,.but .ill-health hed pre-
vented me; and as a sort of consolation Lucy
had kindly asked me to spend a fortnight at
Mervyn, aud be present at a shooting-party,
which tvas to assemble there in the first week
of October.

1 had started early, and there was still-an
hour of the short antumn day left when I de-

scended at the little wayside statioir, from
which & six-mile drive brought me to the
Grange. A dreary drive 1 found it—the round,
gray, treeless outline of the fells stretching
around me on every side beneath the leaden,
changeless sky. The night had nearly fallen as
we drove along the narrow valley in which the
Grange stood: it was too dark to see the au-
tumn tints of the woods which clothed and
brightened its sides, almost too dark to die-
tinguish the old tower—Dame Alice’s tower
a8 it was called—which stood some half mile
farther on at its head. But the light shown
brightly from the Grange windows, and all
feeling of dreariness departed as I drove up
to the door. Leaving maid and boxes to their
fate, I ran up the steps into the old, well re-
membered hall, and was informed by the dig-
nified man-servant that her ladyship and the
tea were awaiting me in the morning room.

I found that there was nobody staying in the
house except Alan, who was finishing the long
vacation there: he had been called to the bar
2 couple of years before. The guests were
not to arrive for another week, so that I had
plenty of opportunity in the interval to make
up for lost time with my cousins. I began my
observations that evening as we sat down fo’
dinner, e cozy party of four. Lney was quite
unchanged——pretty, foolish, and gentle as ever.
George showed the full five years’ increase of
age, and seemed to have acquired a somewhat
painful control of his temper. Instead of the
old petulant outbursts, there was at times an

air of nervous, irritable self-restraint, which

I found the less pleasant of the two. But it
was in Alan that the most striking alteration
appeared. I felt it the moment I shook hands
with him, and the impresaion deepened that
evening with every hour. I told myself that
it was only the natural difference between boy
and man, between twenty and twenty-five, but
T dor’t think that I believed it. Superficially
the change was not great. The slight-built,
graceful figure; the deep gray eyes, too small
for beauty; the clear-cut features, the delicate,
sensitive lips, close shaven now, as they had
been hairless then—all were as I remembered
them. But the face was paler and thinner
than it had been, and there were lines round
the eyes and at the corners of the mouth which
were no more natural to twenty-five than they
would have been to twenty. The old charm
indeed—the sweet friendliness of manner,
which was his own peculiar possession—was
still there. He talked and laughed almost as
much as formerly, but the talk.was manu-
factured for our entertainment, and the laugh-
ler came from his head and not from his hearl.
And it was when he was taking no pari in
the conversation that the change showed most.
Then the face, on which in the ald time every
passing emotion hed expressed itself in a con-
stant, living current, becamo cold and impas-
sive—without interest, and without desire: It
was at such times tha.t T kmew most certainly
101
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that here was something which had been liv-
ing and was dead. Was it only his Boyhood?
This question I was unable to answer.

Still, in spite of all, that week was one of
the happiest in my life. The brothers were
both men of enough ability and cultivation to
‘be pleasant talkers, and Lucy could perform
adequately the part of conversational accom-
penist which, socially speaking, is all that is
required of a woman. The meals and evenings
passed quickly and agreeably; the mornings I
spent in unending gossips with Lucy, or in
gameg with the children, two bright boys of
five and six years old. But the afternoons
were the best part of the day. George was a
thorough squire in all his tastes and habits,
and every afternoon his wife dutifully accom-
panied him round farms and coverts, inspect-
ing new buildings, trudging along half-made
roads, or marking unoffending trees for de-
struction. Then Alan and I would ride by the
hour together over moor and meadowland,
often picking our way homewards down the
glen-side long after the autumn evenings had
closed in. During these rides I had glimpses
many a time into depths in Alen’s nature of
which I doubt whether in the old days he had
himself been aware. To me certainly they were
as a revelation. A prevailing sadness, oc-
casionally a painful tone of bitterness, char-
aclerized these more serious moods of his, but
I do not think that, at the end of that week,
I would, if I could, have changed the man,
whom I was learning to revere and to pity, for
the light-hearted playmate whom I felt was
fost to me forever.

II.

The only feature of the family life which
jarred on me was the attitude of the two broth-
ers towards the children. I did not notice
this muech at first, and at all times it was
u thing to be felt rather than to be aeen.
(iecorge himself never seemed quite at case with
them. The boys were strong and well grown,
healthy in mind and body; and one would have
thought that the existence of two such repre-
sentatives to carry on his name and inherit
his fortune would have been the very crown of
pride and happiness to their father. But it
was not wo. Lucy indeed wus devoted to them,
and in al} practical maiters no one could huve
been kinder to them ihan was George.
were free of the whole house, and every indul-
gence thut money could buy for them they had.
I never heard him give them a Larsh word.
But there wus something wrong. A coustraint
in their presence, a relief in their absence, an
evident dislike of discussing them und their
affairs, a total want of thalt enjoyment of
Jovee and possession which in such u case one
inight huve expected to find. Alun’s state of
mind wus cven niore mmrked.  Never did [
hear him williugly addresg lis nephews, or
in any way allude to 1heir exislence. I should
have said that he siwply ignored 1t, but for
fhe heavy gloom which always overspread his
spicits in their covpuny, and for the glunces
which be would now and again cast in {heir
lirection—-glunees full of wome hidden painful
emolion, though of what vature it would have
heen hard (» define.  Indeed, Alan’s attitudo to-
wards fier children 1 snon found to be the ouly
source of friclion between Lucy and this other-
wige much-loved member of her hunband’s
family. 1 uxked her one day why the boys
never appeured nt luncheon.

*Oh,. they come when Alan is away,” she
answered s “but they seem to aunoy him so
much fhut Ueorge thiuks it is belter to keep
them out of sight when he is herc. It is very

They
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tiresome. I know that it is the fashion to say
that George has got the temper of the family;
but I assure you that Alen’s nervous moods
and fancies are much more difficult to live
with.” ’

That was on the morning—a Friday it was
—of the last day which we were to spend
alone. The guests were to arrive soon after
tea; and I think that with the knowledge of
their approach Alan and I prolonged our ride
that afternoon beyond its usual limits, We
were on our way home, and it was already
dusk, when a turn of the path brought us face
to face with the old ruined tower, of which I
have already spoken as standing at the head
of the valley. I had not been close up to it
yet during this visit at Mervyn. It had been
g very favorite hannt of ours as children, and
partly on that account, partly perhaps in or-
der to defer the dreaded close of our ride to
the last possible moment, I proposed an in-
spection of it. The only portion of the old
building left standing in any kind of entirety
was two rooms, one above the other. The
tower room, level with the bottom of the moat,
wag dark and damp, and it was the upper one,
reached by a little outside staircase, which had
been our rendezvous of old. Alan showed mo
disposition to enter, and said that he would
stey outside and hold my horse, so I dis-
mounted and ran up alone.

The room seemed in mo way changed. A
mere stone shell, littered with fragments of
wood and mortar. There was the rough
wooden block on which Alan used {o sit while
he first frightened us with bogey-stories, and
then calmed our excited nerves by rapid sallies
of wild nonsenge. There was the plank from
behind which, erected as a barrier across the
doorway, he would defend the castle ageinst
our united assault, pelting us with fir cones
and sods of earth. This and many a bygone
scene thronged on me as I stood there, and the
room filled 2gain with he mewmories of childieh
mirth. And following close came thoge of child-
ish terrors. Horrors which had oppressed me
then, wholly imagined or dimly apprehended
from half-heard traditions, and never thought
of since, flitted around me in the gathering
dusk. And with them it scemed to me as if
there came other memories too,—memories
which had never been my own, of scenes whose
actors had long been with the dead, but which,
immortal es the spirit before whose eyes they
had dwelt, still lingered in the spot where their
victim had first learnt to shudder at their
presence. Once the ghastly notion came to
me, it seizéd on my imagination with irresist-
iblo force. It seemed sy if from the darkened
corners of the roown vague, ill-defined shapes
were actually peering out -at me. When night
came they would show themselves in that form,
livid and terrible, in which they had been
burnt inlo the braih and heart of the long
ugo deud.

I turned aud glanced towards where I had
left Alan. I could see his figure framed in by
the window, a black shadow aguinst the gray
twilight of the sky behind. Erect and perfect-
ly motionless he sat, so motionless as to look
almost lifeless, gazing before him down the
valley into the illimitable distance beyond.
There was something in that stern immobility
of look and attitude which struck me with »
curious senso of congruity. It was right thal
he should be thus—right thal he should be no
longer the laughiug boy who a moment before
had been in my memory. The haunting horrors
of that place seemed to demand it, and for
the first time I felt that I understood the
change. With an effort T shovk myself freo

from these fancies, and turned to go. As I
did so, my eye fell upon & queer-shaped painted
board, leaning up against the wall, which I
well recollected in old times. Many a discus-
sion had we had about the legend inscribed
upon it, which in our wisdom we had finelly
pronounced to be German, chiefly because it
was illegible. Though I had loudly professed
my faith in this theory at the time, I had
always had uneasy doubts on the subject, and
now half smiling I bent down to verify or
remove them. The language wad English, not
German; but the badly painted, faded Gothic
letters in which it was written made the mis-
take excusable. In the dim light I had difficulty
even now in deciphering the words, and felt
when I had done so that neither the informa-
tion conveyed nor the style of the composition
was sufficient reward for the trouble I had
taken. This is what I read:

“Where the woman sinned the maid shall win;
But God help the maid that sleeps within.”

What the lines could refer to6 I neither had
any notion nor did I pause then even in my
own mind to inquire. I only remember vaguely
wondering whether they were intended for a
tombstone or for & doorway. Then, continuing
my way, I rapidly descended the steps and
remounted my horse, glad to find myself once
again in the open air and by my cousin’s side.

The train of thought into which he had sunk
during my absence was apparently an abeorbing
one, for to my first question as to the painted
board he could hardly rouse himself to answer.

“A board with a legend written on it? Yes,
he remembered something of the kind there. It
had always been there, he thought. He knew
nothing about it,”—and so the subject was not
continued.

The weird feelings which had haunted me in
the tower still oppressed me, and I proceeded
to ask Alan about thet old Dame Alice whom
the traditions of my childhood represented as
the last occupant of the ruined building. Alan
roused himself now, but did not seem anxious
to impart information on the subject. She had
lived there, he admitted, and no one had lived
there since. ‘“Had she not,” I inquired, “some-
thing to do with the mysterious cabinet at
ithe house? I remember hearing it spoken of
as ‘Dame Alice’s cabinet.’”

“So they say,” he assented; “she and an
Itallan artificer who was in hor service, and
who, chiefly I imagine on secount of his ekill,
shared with her the honor of reputed witch-
craft.”

“She was the mother of Hugh Mervyn, the
mwaun who was murdered by his wife, was she
uot?” I asked.

“Yes,” said Alan, brietly.

“And had she not something to do with the
curse?” . I inquired after 2 short pause, and
uervously I remombered my father’s experience
on thai subject, and I had never before dared
10 allude to it in the presence of any member
of the family. My nervousness wus fully war-
rauted. The glooth on Alan’s brow deepened,
and after a very short “They say s0” he turned
full upon me, and inquired with some asperity
why on oarth I had developed this sudden
curiosity about his ancestress.

I Lesitated a moment, for 1 was a little
ushumed of my fancies; but the darkuess gave
me courage, aud besides T was not afruid of
telling Allan—he would understand. I told
him of the strange sensations [ had had while
in the tower—usensations which had struck me
with all that force and clearness which we
usually associate with a direct experfence of
fuck, “Of caurse it way a trick of imagina-



lion,” I commented; “but I could not get rid
of the feeling that the person who had dwelt
there last must have had terrible thoughts for
the companions of her life.”

Alan listeded in silence, and the silence con-
tinued for some time after I had ceased speak-
ing.

g‘Iis is strange,” he said at last; “instinets
which we do not understand form the motive-
power of most of our life’s actions, and yet
we refuse to admit them as evidence of any
external truth. I suppose it is because we mus¢
act somehow, rightly or wrongly; and there
are a great many- things which we need not
believe unless we choose. As for this old lady,
she lived long—long enough, like most of us,
to do evil; unlike most of us, long enough to
witness some of the results of that evil. To
say that, is to say that the last years of her
Jife must have been weighted heavily emough
with tragic thought.”

I gave a little shudder of repulsion.

“That is a depressing view of life, Alan,” I
said. “Does our peace of mind depend only
upon death coming early enough to hide from
us the truth? And, after all, can it? Our
spirits do not die. From another world they
may witness the fruits of our lives in this one.”

“If they do,” he answered with sudden vio-
lence, “it is absurd to doubt the existence of a
purgatory. There must in such a case be a
terrible one in store for the best among us.”

I was silent. The shadow that lay on his
soul did not penetrate to mine, but it hung
round me nevertheless, a cloud which I felt
powerless to disperse.

After a moment he went on,—“Provided that
they are distant enough, how little, after all,
do we think of the results of our actions!
There are few men who would deliberately
instill into u child a love of drink, or wilfully
deprive him of his reuson; und yct » man
with drunkenness or wadness in his  blood
thinks nothing of bringing children into the
world tainted aus deeply with the curse ax if
hic had inoculuted them with it directly. There
is no responsibility so completely ignored as
this one of marriage and fatherhood, and yet
how heavy it is and far-reaching.”

“Well,” T said, smiling, “lel us cousole our-
sclves with the thought that we wre not ull
lunalics and drunkards.”

“No,” he aumvered; “but there are other evils
besides these, moral luinls as well as physical,
curscs which have their rools in worlds be-
voud our own,—sing of (he fathers which are
visited upon the children.”

He had lost all violence and bilterness of
tone now; but the weary dejeclion which hiad
taken their place communicnted itself lo my
spirit with more subile puwer thun his pre-
vious mood had owned.

“That is why,” he went on, and his muanner
seemed to give more purpose to hiy speech than
hitherto,—“that is why, so far as I am con-
cerned, I mcan 1o shirk the responsibility and
remuin wnnarried.”

1 was hevdly surprised at his words., 1 (el
that 1 had expecied them, but their ulterance
scemed to intensify the gloom which rcesled
apon us. Alan was {he firsl 1o arousc himsclf
from its influence.

“After all,” he suid, turning round o me
und speaking lightly, “without looking so fur
and: 50 deep, I think my resolve is 2 prudent
one. Above all things, let us lake lifo easily,
and you know what Si. Paul suys about
‘trouble in the flesh,—~u remark which I am
gure is specially applicuble to Dbrieflesy bar-
risters, even though possessed of o modest com-
petence of their own. Perhaps oune of these
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deys, when I am e fat old judge, I shall give
my cook a chance if she is satisfactory in
her clear soups; but till then I shall expect
you, Evie, to work me one prir of carpet-
slippers per annum, as tribute due to a bachelor
cousin.”

I don’t quite know what I answered,—my
heart was heavy and aching,—but I tried with
true feminine docility to follow the lead he
had set me. He continued for some time in the
same vein; but as we approached the house
the effort seemed to become too much for him,
and we relapsed again into silence.

This time I was the firet to break it. *T
suppose,” I said, drearily, “all those horrid
people will have come by now.”

“Horrid people,” he repeuted, with rather an
uncertain laugh, and through the darkness I saw
his figure bend forward as he stretched out his
hand to caress my horse’s neck. “Why Evie, T
thought you were pining for gayety, and that
it was, in fact, for the purpose of meeting
these ‘horrid people’ that you came here.”

“Yes, I know,” I said, wistfully; “but some-
how the last weck has been so pleasant that
I cannot believe that anything will ever be
quite 30 nice again.”

We had arrived at the house as I spoke, and
the groom was standing at our horses’ heads.
Alan got off and came round to lhelp me to
dismount; but instead of putting up his arm as
usnal as w support for me to spring from,
he laid his hand on mine. “Yes, Evie,” he
said, “ it has been indecd & pleasant time. God
bless you for it.” For an instant he sfood
there looking up ul me, his face full in the
light which etreamed from the open door, his
gray eyes shining with o radiance which wax
not wholly from thence. Thon ho straightencd
his arm, I sprang to the ground, and as if to
preclude the possibilily of any answer on my
part, he turned sharply on his heel, and begun
giving some orders to the groom. T went on
alone into the house, feeling, I kuew uol aud
cared not to know why, that the gloom had fled
from my spirit, and that the last ride had not
afler all been such a melancholy failurc us it
had bid fair al one time to become.

i11. .

tn the hall I was mel by Lhe housekccper,
who informed me that, owing to & misunder-
stunding aboul dates, u gentleman had arrived
whom Lucy had not expected at that thoe, aun
1hat in consequence my room had been changed.
My things had been put into the ®ast Room,~-
the haunted room;,—the room of the Closed
Cabinet, as 1 remembered with u cerlain scase
of pleased Impor{ance, though without any
surprise. It sltood apart from Lhe -other guest:
rooms, at the end of the passage from which
opened George und Lucy’s private apartment;
and as it was consequently disagreeable to have
u stranger there, it was always used when the
house way full for & mcmber of the family.
My father nnd mother had often slept there:
tlterc was a little room uest 1o jt, though not.
communicating with if, which served for u
dressing-room. "Though I had never passced ihe
night there myusclf, T kuew it as well as any
room in the house. I went there at onee, und
found Uucy superiutending the last arrange-
wnents for my comfort.

She was full of apologies fur the trouble
she was giving me. I told her that the
apologies were due to my maid and to her own
servants rather than to me; “and besides,” 1
added, glancing round, “l am distinctly a
gainer hy the change.”
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“You know, of course,” she said, lightly,
“that this is the haunted room of the house,
and that you have no right to be here?”

“T know it is the haunted room,” I answered;
“but why have I no right to be here?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” she said. “There is one
of those tiresome Mervyn traditions against
allowing unmarried girls to sleep in this room.
I believe two girls died in it a hundred and
fifty years ago, or something of that sort.”

“But I should think that people, married or
unmarried, must have died in nearly every
room in the house,” I objected.

“Oh, yes, of course they have,” said Lucy;
“but once you come across a bit of superstition
in this family, it is of no use to ask for
reasons. However, this particular bit is too
ridiculous even for George. Owing lo Mr.
Leslie having come to-day, we must use every
room in the house: it is intolerable having &
stranger here, and you are the only relation
staying with uws. 1 pointed all that out to
George, and he agreed that, under the circum-
atances, it would be absurd mot to put you
here.”

“I am quite agrecable,” I answered; “and, iu-
deed, I think I am rather favored in having &
room where the last recorded death appears to
have taken place & hundred and fifty years ago,
particularly es I should think that there can
be scarcely anything now left in it which was
here then, except, of course, the cabinet.”

The room had, in fact, been entirely done
up and refurnished by my uncle, and was as
bright and modern-looking an apartment as
you could wish to see. It was large, and the
walls were covered with one of those white
and gold papers which were fashionable thirly
years ago. Opposite us, us we stood warming
our backs before the firc, was the bed—a large
double one, hung with & pretily shade of pale
blue. Material of the same color covered the
comfortable modern furniture, and hung from
gilded cornices hefore the two windows which
picreed the side of the room on our left. Be-
tween them gtood {he toilet-table, all wuslin,
blue ribbous, und silver. The carpet was a grey
and blue Brusscls one. The whole cffect waw
cheerful, though 1 feur inartistic, and sadly out
of keeping with ihe character of the house. The
exception 1o these remnrks was, as I had ob-
served, the famous closed cabinet, to which 1
have wore than once alluded. Tt stood against
the same wall of the room as that in whicl the
fireplace was, und on our right-—that is, on
that side of the firoplace which wuas farthest
from the windows. Aa Y spoke, 1 turned to go
aud look alb it und Lucy followed wme. Many
an Jiour as a child had I passed in front of it,
fingering {he seven carved brass handles, or
vather bultons, which were ranged down its
cenler. They all slid, twisted, or screwed with
the greatest ease, und apparently like many
another ingeniously contrived lock; but neither
{ vor uny one else had ever yel succeeded in
sliding, twisting, or screwing them after such
A fashion as to open the closed dvors of {he
cabinet. No onc ycf. had robbed them of their
secrel since first it was placed ihere three
bundred years ago by the old lady and her
faithful llulinn. It was a beautiful piece of
workmauship, was this tantaliving cabinct.
Carved out of some dark foreign wood, the
duors and panels were richly inlaid with lapis-
Jazuli, ivory, and mother-of-pearl, among which
were twisted delicately chased threads of gold
aud silver. Above the doors, between them and
the cornice, lay another mystery, fully as tor-
menting us was the first. In a smooth strip
of wood about an inch wide, and extending
along the wholc breadil of the cabinct, was



104

inlaid a fine pattern.in gold wire. This at
first sight seemed to consist of a legend or
motto. On looking closer, however, though the
pattern still looked as if it was formed out of
characters of the alphabet curiously entwined
together, you found yourself unable to fix upon
any definite word, or ¢ven letter. You looked
again and again, and the longer that you
looked the more certain became your belief that
you were on the verge of discovery. If you
could approach the mysterious legend from a
slightly different point of view, or look at it
from another distance, the clew to the puzzle
would be seized, and the words would stand
forth clear and legible in your sight. But the
clew never had been discovered, and the motto,
if there was one, remeined unread.

For a few minutes we stood looking at the
cabinet in silence, and then Lucy gave a dis-
contented little sigh. “There’s another tiresomeo
piece of superstition,” she exclaimed; “by far
the handsomest piece of furniture in the house
stuck away here in a bedroom which is hardly
ever used. Again and again have I asked
George to let me have it moved downstairs, but
he won’t hear of it.”

“Was it not placed here by Dame Alice her-
self?” I inquired a little reproachfully, for
I felt that Lucy was not treating the cabinet
with the respect which it really deserved.

“Yeg, so they say,” ehe answered; and the
tone of light contempt in which she spoke was
now pierced by a not unnatural pride in the
vomantic mysteries of her husband’s femily.
“She placed it here, and it is said, you know,
that when the closed cabinet is opened, and the

mysterious motto is read, the curse will depart

from the Mervyn family.”

“But why don’t they break it open?” I
asked, impatiently. “I am sure that I would
never have remained all my life in a house with
a thing like that, and not found out in some
way or another what was inside it.”

“Oh, but that would be quite fatel”” an-
swered she. “The curse can only be removed
when the cabinet is opened as Dame Alice in-
tended it to be, in an orthodox fashion. If
you were to force it open, that could never
happen, and the curse would therefore remain
forever.”

“And what is the curse?” I asked, with very
diffcrent feelings to those with which I had
timidly approached the same subject with Alan.
Lucy was not a Mervyn, and not a person to
inspire awe under any circumstances. My in-
stincts were right again, for ghe turned away
with a slight shrug of her shoulders.

“I have no idea,” she said. “George and
Alan always look portentously solemn and
gloomy whenever one mentions the subject, so
I don’t. If you ask me for the truth, I believe
it to be a ‘pure invention, devised by the
Mervyns for the purpose of delicately account-
ing for some of the disreputable actions of
their ancestors. FFor you know, Evie,” she added,
with a little laugh, “the less said about the
character of the family into which your aunt
and I have married the better.”

The remark made me angry, I don’t know
why, and I answered stifffy, that as far as I
was acquainted with them, I at least saw noth-
ing {o complain of.

*Oh, as regards the present generation, no,—
except for that poor, wretched Jack,” ac-
quiesced Lucy, with her usunal imperturbable
good-humor. .

“And as regards the next?” I suggested,
emiling, and already eshamed of my little
temper.

“The next is perfect, of course,—poor dear
boya.” She aighed as she spoke, and I
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wondered whether she was really as uncon.
soious a8 she generally appeared to be of the
strange dissatisfaction with which her husband
seemed to regard his children. Anyhow the
mention of them had evidently changed her
mood, and almost directly afterwards, with the
remark that she must go and look after her
guests, who had all arrived by now, she left
me to myeelf,

JFor some minutes I sat by the bright fire,
lost in aimless, wandering thought, which began
with Dame Alice and her cabinet, and which
ended somehow with Alan’s face, as I had last
seen it looking up at me in front of the
hall-door. When I had reached that point, I
roused myself to decide that I had dreamt long
enough, and that it was quite time to go down
to the guests and to tea. I accordingly donned
my best teagown, arranged my hair, and pro-
ceeded towards the drawing-room. My way
there lay through the great central hall. This
apartment was approached from most of the
bedrooms in the house through a large, arched
doorway at one end of it, which communicated
directly with the great staircase. My bedroom,
however, which, as I have said, lay among the
private apartments of the house, opened into
4 passage which. led into a broad gallery, or
upper chamber, stretching right across the end
of the hall. From this you descended by means
of a small staircase in oak, whose carved baluns-
trade, bending round the corner of the hall,
formed one of the prettiest features of the pic-
turesque old room. The barrier which ran
along the front of the gallery was in solid
ogk, and of such & height that, unless stand-
ing close up to it, you could neither see nor be
seen by the occupants of the room below. On
epproaching this gallery I heard voices in the
hall. They were George’s and Alan’s, evidently
in hot discussion. As I issued from the pass-
age, George was speaking, end his voice had
that exasperated tone in which an angry man
tries to bring to a close an argument in which
he has lost his temper. “For heaven’s sake
Jeave it alone, Alan; I peither can nor will in-
terfere. We have enough to bear from these
cursed traditions as it is, without adding ome
which has no foundation whatever to justify it
—a mere contemptible piece of superstition.”

“No member of our family hes a right to
call any tradition contemptible which is con-
nected with that place, and you know it,” an-
swered Alan; and though he spoke low, his
voice trembled with some strong emotion.” A
first impulse of hesitation which I had had I
checked, feeling that as I had heard so much it
was fairer to go on, and I advanced to the top
of the staircase. Alan stood by the fireplace
fucing me, but far too eccupied to see me. His
last speech had seemingly aroused George to
fury, for the latter turned on him now with
savage passion.

“Damn it all, Alan!” he cried, “can’t you
be quiet? I will be master in my own house.
Take care, I tell you; the curse may not be
quite fulfilled yet after all.”

As George uttered these words, Alan lifted
bhis eyes to him with a glance of awful horror:
his face turned - ghastly white; bhis lips
trembled for & moment; and then he answered
back with one half-whispered word of supreme
appeal—“George!” There was a long-drawn,
onutterable anguish in his tone, and his voice,
though scarcely audible, penetrated to every
corner of the room, and seemed to hang quiver-
ing in the air around one after the sound had
ceased. Then there was a terrible stillness.
Alan stood trembling in every limb, incapable
apparently of speech or action, and George
{aced Lim, as silent and motionless as he was.

For an fnstant they remained thus, while I
looked breathlessly on. Then George, with a
muttered imprecation, turned on his heel and
left the room. Alan followed him as he went
with dull lifeless eyes; and as the door closed
he breathed deeply, with a breath that was
2lmost a groan.

Taking my courage in both hands, I now
descended the stairs, and at the sound of my
footfall he glanced up, startled, and then came
rapidly to meet me.

“Evie! you here,” he said; “I did not notice
you. How long have you been here!” He was
still quite white, and I noticed that he panted
for breath as he spoke.

“Not long,” I answered, timidly, and rather
spasmodically; “I only heard a sentence or two.
You wanted George to do something about some
tradition or other,—and he was angry,—and he
said something about the curse.”

While I spoke Alan kept his eyes fixed on
mine, reading through them, as I knew, into
my mind. When I had finished he turned his
gaze away satisfled, and answered very quietly,
“Yes, that was it.” Then he went back to the
fireplace, rested his arm against the high
mantelpiece above it, and leaning his forechead
on his arm, remained silently looking into
the fire. I could see by his bent brow and
compresged lips that he was engaged upon some
earnest train of thought or reasoming, and I
stood waiting—worried, puzzled, curious but
above all things, pitiful, and oh! longing so
intensely to help him.if I could. Presently he
straightened himself a litlle, and addressed me
more in his ordinary tonme of voice, though
without looking round. “So X hear they have
changed your room.”

“Yes,” I answered. And then, fAushing
rather, “Is that what you and George have been
quarreling about?” I received no reply, and
taking this silence for assent, I went on depre-
catingly, “Because you know, if it was, I think
you are rather foolish, Alan. As I understand,
two girls are said to have died in that room
more than a hundred years ago, and for that
reason there is a prejudice against putting a
girl to sleep there. That is all. Merely a
vague, unreasonable tradition.”

Alan took a moment to answer.

“Yes,” he said at length, speaking slowly,
and as if replying to arguments ir his own
mind as much as to those which I had uttered.
“Yes, it is nothing but a tradition after all,
and that of the very vaguest and most unsup-
ported kind.”

“Is thers even any proof that girls have not
slept there since those two died?” I asked. I
think that the suggestion conveyed in this
question was a relief to him, for after 2 mo-
ment’s pause, as if to search his memory, he
turned round.

“No,” he answered, “I don’t think that there
is any such proof; and I have no doubt that
you are right, and that it is a mere prejudice
that makes me dislike your sleeping there.”

“Then,” I said, with a little assumption of
sisterly superiority, “I think George was right,
and that you were wrong.”

Alan smiled,—a smile which sat oddly on
the still pale face, and in the wearied, worn-
looking eyes. “Very likely,” he said; “I dare-
say that I am superstitious. I have had things
to make me 80.” Then coming nearer to me,
and laying his hands on my shoulders, he went
on, smiling more brightly, “We are a queer-
tempered, bad-nerved race, we Mervyns, and
you must not take us too seriously, Evie. The
best thing that you can do with our odd ways
is to igonore them.”



“Oh, 1 don’t mind,” 1 unswered, laughing, too
glad to have won him back to even temporary
brightness, “as long as you and George don’t
come to blows over the question of where T am
to aleep; whch after all is chiefly my concern,
—and Lucy’s.”

“Well, perhups il is,” he replied, in the
same tone; “and now be off lo the drawing-
room, where Lucy is defending the tea-table
single-handed ull this time.”

I obeyed, and should have gone wore cheer-
fully had I not turned at the doorway to look
back at him, and caught one glimpse of his
face as he sank heavily down inlo the large
arm-chair hy the fireside

However, by dinner-time Jic appenred to have
dismissed all prinful reflections from his mind,
or 10 have buricd them too deep for discovery.
The people stuying in the house were, in spite
of my senso of grievance at their arrival, in-
dividually pleasant, and after dinner I dis-
covered them to be sovially well assorted. For
the first hour or two, indeed, after their arrival,
cuch glared at the other across those triple
lines of moral fortification behind which every
well-bred Briton takes refuge on appearing at
4 friend’s country-house. But flags of truce
were interchanged over the soup, an armistice
wag agreed upon during the roast, and the

‘terms of a treaty of peace and amity were
finally ratified under the sympathetic influence
of George’s best champagne. For tho achieve-
ment of this happy result Alan certainly
worked hard, and received therefor many a
grateful glance from his sister-in-law. He was
more excited than T had ever seen him hefore,
und talked brilliantly and well—though per-
haps not as exclusively {o his neighbors as
they may have wished. His eyes and his atten-
tion secmed everywhere at once: one moment
he was throwing remarks across to some de-
spairing couple opposite, and the next he was
-breaking an embarrassing pause in the conver-
sation by some rapid sally of nonsense ad-
dressed to the table in general. He formed a
great contrast to his brother, who sat gloomy
and dejected, making little or no response to
the advances of the two dowagers between
whom he wes placed. After dinner the younger
members of the party spent the evening by
Alan’s ipitiative, and chiefly under his diree-
tion, in a seriea of lively and rather riotous
games such as my nursery days had delighted
in, and my echoolroom ones had disdeined. It
was a great and happy surprise to discover
that, grown up, I might again enjoy them, I
did so, hugely, and when bedtime came all
memories more eerious than those of “musical
chairs” or “follow my leader” had vanished
from my mind. I think, from Alan’s glance
a8 he handed me my bed candle, that .the
pleasure and excitement must have improved
ray looks.

“I hope you have enjoyed your first evening
of gayety, Evie,” he said.

“I have,” I answered, with happy conviction;
“and really I belicve that it is chiefly owing to
you, Alan.” He met my smile by another; but
I think that there must have been something
in his look which recalled other thoughts, for
as I started up the stairs I threw a mischievous
glance back at him and whispered, “Now for
the horrors of the haunted chamber.”

He laughed rather londly, and saying. “Good-
night, and good-luck,” turned fo attend to the
other ladiez.

His wishes were certainly fulfilled. I got to
bed quickly, and—as soon.as my happy excite-
ment, was sufficiently culmed to admit of it—to
sleep. The only thing which disturbed me was
ilie wind, which blew fiercely and-loudly =ll the
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earlier portion of the night, half arousing me
more than once. ~ I spoke of it at breskfast
the next morning; but the rest of the world
seemed to have slept too heavily to have boen
aware of it.

1v.

The men went oui shooting directly after
broukfast, and we women passed the day in
orthodox country-house fashiom,—working and
cating; walking and riding; driving and play-
ing croquet; and above, beyond, and through
all things, chattering. Beyond a pasging sigh

while I was washing my hands, or a moment’

of mournful remembrance while I changed my
dress, I had scarcely time even to regret the
quiet happiness of the week that was past. In
the evening we danced in the great hall. I had
two valees with Alan. During a pause for
breath, I found that we were standing near the
fireplace, on the very spot where he and George
hod stood on the previous afternoon. - The rec-
ollection made me involuntarily glance up at
his fuce. It looked sad and worried, and the
thought suddenly struck me that his extrav-
agant spirits of the night before, and even his
quieter, careful cheerfulness of to-night, had
been but artificial moods at best. He turned,
and finding my eyes filxed on him, at once
plunged into conversation, discussed the pecu-
liarities of one of the guests, good-humoredly
enough, but with so much fun as to make me
laugh in spite of myself. Then we danced again.
The plaintive music, the smooth floor, and the
partner were all alike perfect, and I experienced
that entire delight of physical enjoyment which
I believe nothing but a valse under such circum-
stances can give. When it was over I tarned
{o Alan, and exclaimed with impulsive appeal,
““Oh, I am so happy,—you must be happy too!”
IIe smiled rather uncertainly, and answered,
“Don’t bother yourself about me, Evie, I am all
right. I told you that we Mervyns had bad
nerves; and I am rather tired. That's all”
1 was passionately determined just then upon
happiness, and his was too necessary to mine
for me not to believe that he was speaking the
truth.

We kept np the dancing till Lucy discovered
with a shock that midnight had struck, and
that Sunday hed begun, and we were all sent
off to bed. T was not long in making my nightly
preparations, end had scarcely inserted myself
between the sheets when, with & few long moans,
the wind began again, more violently even than
the night before. It had been & calm, fine day,
and I made wise reflections as I listened upon
the uncertainty of the north-country climate.
What a tempest it was! How it moaned, and
howled, and ehrieked! Where had I heard
the superstition which now came to my mind,

.that borne upon the wind come the spirits of

the drowned, wailing and crying for the sepul-
ture which hed been denied them? But there
were other sounds in thet wind, too. Evil,
murderous thoughts, perhaps, which had never
taken body in deeds, but which, caught up in
the air, now hurled themselves in impotent
fury through the world. How I wished the
wind would stop. -It seemed full of horrible
fancies, and it kept kmocking them into my
head, and it wouldn’t leave off. Fancies, or
memories—which?—and my mind reverted
with a flash to the fearful thoughts which had
haunted it the day before in Dame Alico’s
tower. It was dark now. Those ghastly in-
tangible shapes must have taken full form and
color, peopling the old ruin with their ageless
hideousness. . And the gtorm had found them
there and borne them along with it as it blew
through the creviced walls. That was why
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the wind’s svund struck so strangely on my
brain. Ah! I could hear them now, those still
living memories of dead horror. Through the
window crannies they came shrieking and wail-
ing, They filled the chimney with .spirit sobs,
and now they were pressing on, crowding
through the room,—eager, eager to reach their
prey. Nearer they came;—nearer still! They
were round my bed now! Through my closed
eyelids I could almost see their dreadful
shapes; in all my quivering flesh I felt theix
terrors as they bent over me,—lower, lower. .

With & start I aroused myself and sat up.
Was I asleep or awake? I was trembling all
over still, and it required the greatest effort
of courage I had ever made to enable me to
spring from my bed and strike a light. What
a state my nerves or my digestion must be in!
From my childhood the wind had always af-
fected me strangely, and I blamed myself now
for allowing my imagination to run away with
me at the first. I found a novel which I had
brought up to my room with me, one of the
modern, Chinese-American school, where human
nature is analyzed with the patient, indus-
trious indifference of the true Celestial. I took
the book to bed with me, and soon under its
soothing influences fell asleep. I dreamt a good
deal,—nightmares, the definite recollection of
which, as is 8o often the case, vanished from
my mind as soon as I awoke, leaving only a
vague impression of horror. They had been
connected with the wind, of that alone I was
conscious, and I went down to breakfast,
maliciously hoping that others’ rest had been
as much disturbed as my own.

To my surprise, however, I found that I had
again been the only sufferer. Indeed, so jm.
pressed were most of the party with the quiet
in which their night had been passed, that
they boldly declared my storm to have beecn
the creature of my dreems. There is nothing
more annoying when you feel yourself ag-
grieved by fate than to be told that your
troubles have originated in your own fancy;
8o I dropped the subject. Though the discus-
sion epread for a few minutes round the whole
table, Alan took no part in it. Neither did
George, except for what I thought a rather
unnecessarily rough expression of his disbelief
in the cause of my night’s disturbance. As we
rose from breakfast I saw Alan glance towerds
his brother, and make a movement, evidently
with the purpose of speaking to him. Whether
or not George was aware of the look or action,
I cannot say; but at the same moment he made
rapidly across the room to where one of his
principal guests was standing, and at once
engaged him in conversation. So earnestly and
50 volubly was he borne on, that they were atill
talking together when we ladies appeared again
some minutes later, prepared for our walk to
church. That wae not the only occasion during
the day on which I witnessed as I thought the
same by-play going on. Again and again Alan
appeared to be making efforts to engage George
in private conversation, and again and again
the latter successfully eluded him.

The church was about a mile away from the
house, and as Lucy did not like having the
carriages out on a Sunday, one service a week
as a rule contented the household. In the
afternoon we took the usual Sunday walk. On
returning from it, I had just taken off my
outdoor things, and was issuing from my bed-
room, when I found myself face to face with
Alen.- He was coming out of George’s study,
and had succeeded apparently in obtaining that
interview for which he had been all day geek-
ing. One glance at his face told me what its
nature had been. We paused opposite each
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other for & moment, and he looked at me
earnestly.

“Are you going to church ?” he inquired at
last, abruptly.

“No,” T answered, with some surprise, “I did
not know that any one was going this evening.”

“Will you come with me?”

“Yes, certainly; if you don’t mind waiting a
moment for we to put my things on.”

“There’s plenty of time,” he answered; “meet
me in the hall.”

A few minutes later we started.

It was & calm, cloudless night, and slthough
the moon was not yet half-full, and already
past her meridian, she filled the clear air with
gentle light, Not a word broke our silence.
Alen walked hurriedly, looking straight before
hira, his head upright, his lips twitching
nervously, while every now and then a half-
uttered moan escaped unconsciously from be-
tween them. At last X could bear it no longer,
and burst forth with the first remark which
occurred to me. We were passing a big black,
queer-shaped stone standing in rather a lonely
uncultivated spot at one end of the garden. It
was an old acquaintance of my childhood; but
my thoughts had been turned towards it now
from the fact that I could see it from my bed-
room window, and had been struck afresh by
its uncouth, incongruous appearance.

“Isn’t there some story connected with that
stone?” I asked. “I remcmber that wo always
called it the Dead Stone as children.” "

Alan cast a quick, eidelong glance in that
direction, and his brows contracted in an irri-
table frown. “I don’t know,” he amswered
shortly; “they say that there is a woman
buried beneath it, I believe.”

“A woman buried there!” I exclaimed in
surprise; “but who 1"

“How should I know? They know nothing
whatever about it. The place is full of stupid
traditions of that kind.” Then, looking suspi-
ciously round at me, “Why do you asgk ?”

“I don’t know; it was just something to
say,” I enswered plaintively. His strange
mood so worked upon my nerves, that it was
all that I could do to restrain my tears, I
think that my tone struck his conscience, for
bhe made a few feverish attempts at converse-
tion after that. But they were so entirely
abortive that he soon abandoned the effort, and
we finished our walk to church as speechlessly
as we had begun it.

The service was bright, and the sermon per-
haps a little commonplace, but sensible as it
seemed to me in matier, and adequate in style.
Tho peaceful evening hymn which followed, the
short solemn pause of silence prayer at the
end, soothed and refreshed my spirit. A hasty
glance at my companion’s face as he stood
waiting for me in the porch, with the full
light from the church streaming round him,
agsured me that the same influence had touched
him too. Haggard and sad he still looked, it
is true; but his features were composed, and
the expression of actual pain had left his eyes.

Silent as we had come we started homeward
through the waning moonlight, but this silence
was of a very different nature to the other,
and after a minute or two I did not hesitate
to break it. )

“It was a good sermon?”
terrogatively.

“Yes,” he assented, “I suppose you would call
it so; but I confess that I should have found
the text more impressive without its exposi-
tion.”

“Poor man!”

“But don’t you often find it so?” he asked.
*Do you not often wish, to take this evening’s

I observed in-
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instance, that clergymen would infuse them-
selves with something of St. Paul’s own spirit?
Then perhaps they would not water all the
strength out of his words in their efforts to
explain them.”

“That is rather a large demand to mnke upon
them, is it not?”

“Is it?” he questioned. “I don’t ask them to
be inspired saints, I don’t expect St. Paul’s
breadth and depth of thought. But could they
not have something of his vigorous complete-
ness, something of the intensity of his feeling
and belief? Look at the text of to-night. Did
not the preacher’s examples and applications
take something from its awful unqualified
strength?”

“Awfull” I exclaimed, in surprise; “that is
hardly the expression I should have used in
connection with those words.”

“Why not?”

“Oh, I don’t know. The text is very beauti-
ful, of course, and at times, when people are
tiresome and one ought to bec nice to them, it
is very difficult to act up to. But—"

“Buf you think that ‘awful’ is rather 2 big
adjective to use for so small a duty,” inter-
posed Alam, and the moonlight showed the
flicker of & smile upon his face. Then he
continued, gavely, “I doubt whether you your-
self realize the full import of the.words. The
precept of charity is not merely a code of rules
by which to order our conduct to our neigh-
bors; it is the picture of a spiritual condition,
and such, where it exists in us, must by its very
nature be roused into activity by anything that
aflects us. So with this particular injunction,
every circumstance jn our lives is & challenge
to it, and in presence of all alike it admits
of one attitude only: ‘Beareth all things, en-
dureth all things.” I hope it will be long before
that ‘all’ sticks in your gizzard, Evie,—before
you come face to face with things which nature
cannot bear, and yet which must be borne.”

ITe stopped, his voice quivering; and then
after a pause went on again more calmly,
“And throughout it is the same. Moral precepts
everywhere, which will admit of no compromise,
no limitation, and yet which are at war with
our strongest passions. If one could only in-
terpoge some ‘unless,’ some ‘except,’ even an
‘until,” which should be short of the grave. But
we cannot. The law is infinite, universal,
eternal; there is no escape, no repose. Resist,
strive, endure, that is the recurring cry; that
is existence.”

“And peace,” I exclaimed, =appealingly.
“Where is there room for peace, if that be
true?” '

He sighcd for answer, and then in a changed
and lower tone added, “However thickly the
clouds mass, however vainly we scarch for a
coming glivuner in their midst, wo never doubt
that the sky is still beyoud—beyond and
around us, infinite and infinitely restful.”

He raised his eyes as he spoke, and mine
followed his. e had entered the wooded glen.
Through the scanty autumn foliage we could see
the stars shining faintly in the dim moonlight,
and beyond them the déep illimitable blue. A
dark world it looked, distant and mysterious,
and my young spirit rebelled at the consola-
tion offered me.

“Peace seems & long way off,” I whispered.

“It is for me,” hc answered, gently; “not
necessurily for you.”

“Oh, but I am worse and weaker than you
are. If life is to be all warfare, I must be
beaten. I-cannot always be fighting.”

“Cannot you? Evie, what I have been say-
ing is true of every moral law worth having,
of every ideal of life worth striving after, that

men have yet conceived. But it is only half
the truth of Christienity. You know that. We
must strive, for the promise is to him that
overcometh; but though our aim be even higher
than is that of others, we cannot in the end
fail to reach it. The victory of tho Cross is
ours, You know that! You believo that?”

“Yes,” I answered, softly, too surprised Lo
say more. In speaking of religion he, as 2 rule,
showed to the full thc reserve which is char-
acteristic of his class and country, and this
sudden outburst was in itself astonishing; but
the eager anxiety with which be emphasized
the last words of appeal impressed and be-
wildered me still further. We walked on for
some ‘1ainutes in silence. Then suddenly Alan
stopped, and turning, tovk my hand in his. In
what direction his mind had been working iu
the interval I could not divine; but the moment
he began to speak I felt that he was now for
the first time giving utterance to what had
been reully at the bottom of his thoughts the
whole evening. Even in that dim light I could
see the anxious laok upon his face, and his
voice shook with restrained emotion.

“Evie,” he said, “have you ever thought of
the world in which our epirits. dwell, as our
bodies do in this one of matter and sense, and
of how it may be peopled? I know,” he went
on hurriedly, “that it is the fashion nowadays
to laugh at such ideas. I envy those who have
never had cause to be convinced of their reality,
and I hope that you may long remain among
the number. - But should that not be so, should
those unseen influences ever touch your life, 1
want you to remember then, thet, as one of
the race for whom Christ died, you have as
high a citizenship in that- spirit land as any
creature there: that you are your own soul’s
warden, and that neither principalities mnor
powers can rob you of that your birthright.”

I think my face must have shown my be-
wilderment, for- he dropped my hand, and
walked on with an impatient sigh.

“You don’t understand me. Why should you?
I daresay that I am talking nonsense—only—
only—"

His voice expressed such an agony of doubt
and hesitation that I burst out—

“I think that I do understand you a little,
Alan, You mean that even from unearthly
enemies there is nothing that we need really
fear—at least, that is, I suppose, nothing worse
than death. But that is surely enough!”

“Why should you fear death?” hec said,
abruptly; “your soul will live,”

“Yes, I know that, but still—" I stopped
with & shudder.

“What is life after all but one long death?”
he went on, with sudden violence. “Our plea-
gures, our hopes, our youth are all dying; am

"bition dies, and even desire at last; our pas-

sions and tastes will die, or will live only to
mourn their dead oppourtunity. The happiness
of love dies with the loss of tho loved, and,
worst of all, love itself grows old in our hearts
and dies. Why should we shrink only from
the one death which can free us from all the
others?”

“It is not true, Alan!” I cried, hotly. “What
you say is not true. There are many things
even here which are living and shall live; and
if it were otherwise, in everything, life that
ends in death is better than no life at all.”

“You say that,” he answered, “because for
you these things are yet living. To leave life
now, therefore, while it is full and sweet, un-
tainted by death, surely that is not a fate to
fear. Better, a thousand times better, to sec
the cord cut with one blow while it 1s still
whole and strong, and to launch out straight



into the great ocean, than to sit watching
through the slow years, while strand after
strand, thread by thread, loosens and unwinds
itself,~each with itas own separate pang break-
ing, bringing the bitterness of death without its
release.”

His manner, the despairing ring in his voice,
alarmed me even more than his words. Clinging
to his arm with both hands, while the tears
sprang to my eyes—

“Alan,” 1 cried, “don’t say such things,—
don’t talk like that. You - are making me
miserable.”

Hle stopped short at my words, with bent
licnd, his features hidden in ihe shadow thus
cast upon them,—nothing in his motionless
form to show what was passing within him.
Then he looked up, and turned his face to the
moonlight and to me, laying his haud on one
of mine.

“Don’t be afraid,” he said; “it is all right,
my little David. You have driven the evil
spirit away.” And lifting my hand, he pressed
it gently to his lips. Then drawing it within
his arms, he went on, as he walked forward,
“And even when it was on me at its worsl, I
was not meditating suicide, as I think you
imagine. I am a very average specimen ol
humanity,—neither brave enough to defy thc
possibilities of eternity nor cowardly enough to
shirk those of time. No, I-was only trying
idiotically to persuade a girl of eighteen that
life was not worth living; and more futilely
still, myself, that I did not wish her to live. I
am afraid that in my mind philosophy and fact
have but small conneclion with each other; and
though my theorizing for your welfure may be
true enough, yet,—I cannot help it, Evie—~it
would go terribly hard with me if anything
were to happen to you.”

His voice trembled as he finished. My fear
had gone with his return to his natural man-
ner, but my bewilderment remained.

“Why should there anything happen to me!”
I asked.

“That is just it,” he answered, after a pause,
looking straight in front of him and drawing
his hand wearily over his brow. “I know of no
reason why there should.” Then giving a sigh,
as if finally to dismiss from his mind & worry-
ing subject—*T1 have acted for the best,” he
said, “and may God forgive me if I have done
wrong.”

There was a little silence after that, and
then he began to talk again, steadily and
quietly. The subject was deep enough still,
as decp as any that we had touched upon, but
both voice and sentiment were calm, bringing
peace to my spirit, and soon making me forget
the wonder and fear of a few moments before.
Very openly did he talk a3 we passed on across
the long trunk shadows and through the glades
of silver light; and I saw farther then into
the most sacred recesses of his soul than I
have ever done before or since.

When we reached home the moon had already
set; but some of her beams seemed to have been
left behind within my heart, so pure and peace-
ful was the light which filled it.

The same feeling continued with ¢ all
through that evening. After dinner some of
the party played and sang. As it was Sunday,
and Luey was rigid in her views, the music
was of a sacred charuacler. I sat in & low arm-
chair in a dark cormer of the room, my mind
too dreamy to think, and too passive to dream.
1 hardly interchanged three words with Alen,
who remained in a still darker spot, invisible
und silent the whole time, Only &s we left the
room to go to bed, I heard Lucy ask him if
he had a headachc. I did not hear his answer,
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and before I could see his face he had turned
back again into the drawing-room.

- V.

It was early, and when first I got to my room
I felt little inclined for sleep. I wandered to
the window, and drawing aside the curtains,
looked out upon the still, starlit sky, At least
I should rest quiet to-night. The air was very
clear, and the sky seemed full of stars. As I
stood there scraps of schoolroom learning came
back to my mind. That the stars were all
suns, surrounded perhaps in their turn by
worlds as large or larger than our own. Worlds
beyond worlds, and others farther still, which
no man might number or even descry. And
about the distance of those wonderful suns
too,—that one, for instance, at which I was
looking,—what was it that I had been
told? That our world was not yet peopled,
perhaps not yet formed, when the actua! spot
of light which now struck my sight first
started from the star's surfacel Whilo it
flashed along, itself the very symbol of speed,
the whole of mankind had had time {o be born,
and live, and die!

My gaze dropped, and fell upon the dim,
half-scen outline of the Dead Stonc. That
woman too. While that onc ray speeded
towards me her life had been lived and ended,
and her body had rotted awey into the ground.
How close together we all werel Her life and
wine; our joys, sufferings, deaths—all crowded
together into the space of one flash of light!
And yet there was nothing there but & horrible
skeleton of dead bones, while I—! )

I stopped with a shudder, and turned back
into the room. I wished that Alan had not
told me what lay-under the stone; I wished
that I had never asked him. It was a ghastly
thing to think about, and spoilt all the beauty
of the night to me.,

I got quickly into bed, and soon dropped
agleep. 1 do not know how long 1 slept; but
when I woke it was with the comsciousness
again of that haunting wind.

It was worse than ever. The world seemed
filled with its din. Hurling itself passionately
against the house, it gathered strength with
every gust, till it’ seemed as if the old walls
must soon crash in ruins round me. Gust
upon gust; blow upon blow; swelling, lessen-
ing, never ceasing. The noise surrounded me;
it penetrated my inmost being, as all-pervading
as silence itself, and wrapping me in a soli-
tude even more complete. There was nothing
left in the world but the wind and I, and then
a weird intangible doubt as to my own identity
seized me. The wind was real, the wind with
its echoes of passion and misery from the eter-
nal abyss; but was there anything elee? What
was, and what had been, the world of sense
and of knowledge, my own consciousness, my
very self—all seemed gathered up and swept
away in that one soleexistent fury of sound.

I pulled myself together, and getting out of
bed, groped my way to the table which stood
between the bed and the fireplace. The matches
were there, and my half-burnt candle, which I
lit. The wind penetrating the rattling casement
circled round the room, and the flame of my
candle bent and flared and shrank before it,
throwing strange moving lights and shadows
in every corner. I stood there shivering in my
thin nightdress, half stunned by the cataract
of noise beating on the walls outeide, and
peered anxiously around me. The room was
not the same. Something was changed. What
was it? How the shadows leaped and fell,
duncing in time to the wind’s music. Every-
thing seomed alive. I turned my heed alowly
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to. the left, and then to the right, and then
round—and stopped with a sudden gasp of
fear.

The cabinet was open!

I looked away, and back, and again, There
was no room for doubt. The doors were
thrown back, and were waving gently in the
draught. One of the lower drawera was pulled
out, end in a sudden flare of the candle-light
I could see something glistening at its bottom.
Then the light dwindled agurin, the candle was
almost out, and the cubinet showed a dim
black mass in the darkuess. Up and down
went the flame, and euch returning brightness
Rashed back at me from thc thing inside the
drawer. I stood fascinated, wy eyes fixed
upon the spot, waiting for the fitful glitier as
it came and went. What was there? I knew
that I must go and sce, but I did pot want
to. If ouly the cabinet would close again be-
fore I looked, before I kinew whal was inside
it. But it stood open, and the glittering thing
lay there, dragging me towards itself.

Slowly at last, and wilh infinile reluctance,
I went. The drawer wus lined with soft white
satin, and upon the setin lay a long, slender
knife, hilted and sheulhed in antique silver,
richly set wills jewels. I took it up and turned
back to the iable to examine it. It was
Itgliun in workmanship,"and I knew that the
carving and chasing of the silver were morc
precious cven than the jewels which studded it,
and whose rough setting gave so firm a grasp to
my haud. Was the blade as fair as the cover-
ing, 1 wondered? A little vesistance at first,
and then the long thin steel slid easily out.
Sharp, and bright, and finely tempered it
looked with its deadly, tapering point. Stains,
dull and irregular, crossed the fine engraving
on its surface and dimmed its polish. I bent
to examine them more closely, and as I did
so a sudden stronger gust of wind blew out
the candle. I shuddered a little at the dark-
ness and looked up. But it did not matter:
the curtain was still drawn away from the
window opposite my bedside, and through it
a flood of moonlight was pouring in upon floor
and bed.

Putting the sheath down upon the table, I
walked to the window to examine the knife
more closely by that pale light. How
gloriously brilliant it was, darkened now and
again by the quickly passing shadows of wind-
driven clouds! At least so I thought, and I
glanced up and out of the window to see them.
A black world met my gaze. Neither moon
was there nor moonlight. The broad silver
beam in which I stood stretched no farther
than the window. I caught my breath, my
limbs stiffened as I looked. No moon, no
cloud, no movement in the clear, calm starlit
sky; while still the ghastly light stretched
round me, and the spectral shedows drifted
across the room.

But it was not all dark outside. One spot
caught my eye, bright with a livid unearthly
brightneas—the Dead Stone shining out into
the night 'like an ember from hell’s furnace!
There was a horrid semblance of life in' the
light—a palpitating, breathing glow—and my
pulses beat in time to it, till T seemed to be
drawing it into my veins. It had no warmtl,
and as it entered my blood my heurt grew
colder, and my muscles more rigid. My fingers
clutched the dagger-hilt till its jeweled rough-
ness pressed painfully into my palm. All the
strength of my slrained powers seemed gath-
cred in that grasp, and the more tightly I held
the more vividly did the rock gleam and quiver
with infernal life. The dead woman! The
dead woman! * What had 1 to do with her?
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Let her bones rest in the filth of their own
decay, out there under the accursed stone.

And now the noise of the wind lessens in my
aars. Let it go on—yes, louder and wilder,
drowning my senses in its tumult. What is
there with me in the roomn—the great empty
room behind me? Nothing; only the cabinet
with its waving doors, They are waving to
and fro, to and fro—I know it. But there is
no other Jife in the room but thai—no, no;
no other life in the room but that,

Oh! don’t let the wind atop. I can’t hear
anything while it goes or—but if it slops! Ah!
the gusts grow weuker, struggling, forced into
rest.  Now—now—they bhave ceased.

Nilence!

A fearful pause.

What is that | hear?
iu the room?

Do 1 hear il 1u there anything?

‘The throbbing of my own blood in my ears

No, no! There is something as well—some-
thing outside myself.

What is it?

Low; heavy; regular.

God! it ix—it is the breath of a liviug
creature! A living creature here—close to
nie—-glone with me!

‘The numbness of terror conquers me. 1 can
ueither stir nor speuk. Only my whole soul
slraing at my eurs to listen.

\Where does the sound come from?

{lose behind me--close.

Ah-b!

It is from there—from tho bed where ] was
lying & moment ago! . ...

I try to shriek, bul the sound gurgles un-
ultered in my throat. } clutch the stone mul-
lions of the window, and press myself againsi
Uhe panes. 1f 1 conld but throw myself oul—
anywhere, anywhere—away from that dread-
ful sound—from that thing close behind me
in the bed! But X can do nothing. The wind
lias broken forth again now; the storin crashes
vound me. And still through il all I hear the
ghustly breathing—even, low, scarcely audible
--but I hear ik. 1 shall hear it as long as I
live! . . ..

¥y the thing moving?

Is it coming nearer?

No, no; not that—that was it & fancy to
freeze e dead.

But, to stand here, with that creature behind
me, listening, waiting for the warm horror of
ils breath to {vuch my neck! Ah! T cannot.
L will look. 1 will see it fove to face. Better
any agony than this one.

Slowly, with held breath, and eyes ucbing
in their stretched fixity, I turn. There it is!?
Clear in the moonlight 1. see the monstrous
form within the bed—the dark coverlel rises
and falls with its heaving breath. ... Ah!
heaven have mercy! Is there none to help, none
to save me from this awful presence? ... .

And the knife-hilt draws my fingers round
it, while my flesh quivers, and my soul grows
sick with loathing. The wind howls, the shad-
ows chase through the room, hunting with
fearful darkmess more fearful light; and I
stand looking. . . . listening. . . .

‘There, behind me

.

1 must not stand here forever; I must be
up and doing. What a noise the wind makes,
and the rattling of the windows and the doors.
If be sleeps through this he will sleep through
all. Noiselesely my bare feet tread the carpet
as I approach the bed; noiselessly my left arm
raises the heavy curtain. What does it hide?
Do I not know? The bestial features, half-
bidden in coarse, black growth; the muddy,
blotched skin, oozing foulness at every pore,
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Oh, I know them too well! What a monster
it isl How the rank breath gurgles through
his throet in his drunken sleep. The eyes are
closed now, but I know them too; their odious
leer, and the venomous hatred with which they
can glare at me from their bloodshot setfing.
But the time has come at last. Never again
shall their passion insult me, or their fury
degrade me in slavish terror. There he lies;
there at my mercy, the man who for fifteen
years has made God’s light a shame to me,
and His darkness a terror. The end has come
at last~-the only end possible, the only end
left me. On his head be the blood and the
crime! God almighty, I am not guilty! The
end has come; I can bear my burden no
farther. _

“Beareth all things, endureth all things.”

Where have I heard those words? They ure
in the Bible; the precepl of charity. What
has that to do with me? Nothing., I heard the
words in my dreums somewhere. A white-
faced man said them, a white-faced man with
pure eyes. To me—no, no, not to me; to &
girl it was—an ignoraunt, innocent girl, and
she accepted them as an eternal, unqualified
{aw. Let lher bear but half that I have borne,
let her endurc but one-tenth of what I have eu-
dured, and then if she dare let her speak in
judgment against me.

Softly now; I musi draw the heavy coverings
away, and bare his breast to the stroke—the
stroke that shall free me. T know well wherc
to plent it; I have learned that from the old
lady’s Itelien. Did he guess why I questioncd
him so closely of the surest, straightest road
t0 & man’s heart? No matter, he cunnot hin-
der me now. Qently! AR! I have Qisturbed
bim. He moves, mutiers in his sleep, throwa
out his arm. Down; down; crouching behind
the curtain, Heavens! if he wakes and see me,
he will kill mel No, alas, if only he would.
I would kiss the hand that he struck me with;
Out he is too cruel for that. He will imagine
some new and more hellish torture to punish
me with. But the knife! I have got that; he
shall never touch me living again. . . . He is
quieter now. I hear his breath, hoerse and
lieavy as u wild beast’s panting. He draws it
more eveuly, more deeply. The danger is past.
Thank God!

God! What Lave I to do with Him? A God
of Judgment. Ha, ha! Hell cannot frighten
me; it will not be worse than earth. Only he
will be there too. Not with him, not with him
—send me Lo the lowest circle of torment, but
not with him. There, his breast is bure now.
Is the knife sharp? Yes; and the blade is
strong enough. Now let me strike—myself
afterwards if need be, but him first. Is it the
devil that prompts me? Then the devil is my
friend, and the friend of the world. No, God
is 8 God of love. He cannot wish such a man
to livee. He made him, but the devil spoilt
him; and let the devil have his handiwork
back again. It has served him long enough
siere; and its last service shall be to make me
a8 murderess,

How the moonlight gleams from the blade
as my arm swings up and back: with how close
a grasp the rough hilt draws my fingers round
it. Now.

A murderess?

Wait 2 moment. A moment may make me
free; a moment may make me—that!

Wait. Hand and dagger droop again. His
life has dragged its slime over my soul; shall
his death poison it with a fouler corruption
still?

“My own soul’s warden.”

What was that? Dream memories again.

“Resist, strive, endure.”

Easy words. What do they mean for me?
To creep back now to bed by his side, and to
begin living again tomorrow the life which I

‘have lived today? No, no; I cannot do it.

Heaven cannot ask it of me. And there is no
other way. That or this; this or that. Which
shall it be? Ah! I have striven, God knows.
I have endured so long that I hoped even to
do so to the end. But today! Oh! the torment
and the outrage: body and soul still bear tho
stain of it. I thought that my heart and my
pride werc dead together, but he has stung
them again inbo aching, shameful life. Yester-
dey I might have spared him, to suve my own
cold soul from sin; but now it is cold no
longer. I burns, it burns and the fire must be
alaked.

Ay, I will kill him, and have donc with it.
Why should I pause any longer? The knife
drags my hand back for the stroke. Only the
dream surrounds me; the pure man’s face is
there, white, beseeching, and God’s voive rings
in my heart—

“To him that overcometh.”

But I cannot overcome. Livil hus governed
my life, and evil is stronger than I am. What
shall I do? What shall Y do? God, if Thou
art stronger than evil, fight for mo.

“The victory of the Croes is ours.”

Yes, I know it. Tt is true, il is true. But
the knifet I cannot loose the knifo if I woald.
How to wrench it from my own hold? Thou
God of Victory be with me! Christ help me!

1 seize the blade with my left hand; the
lwo-edged steel slides through my grasp; a
sharp pein in my fingers and palm; and then
—nothing. . . .

vi.

When I again becume conscious, I loumd
myself half kneeling, half lying across the bed,
my arms stretched out in front of me, my face
buried in the clothes. Body and mind were alike
numbed. A smarting pain in my left hand,
u dreadful terror in my heart, were at first
the only sensations of which I was aware.
Slowly, very slowly, sense and memory re-
turned to me, and with them & more vivid in-
tensity of mental anguish, as detail by detail
I recalled the weird horror of the night. Had
it really happened—was the thing still there—
or was it all a ghastly nightmare? It was
some minutes before I dared either to move or.
look up, and then fearfully I raised my head.
Before me stretched tho smooth white coverlet,
faintly bright with yellow sunshine. Weak
and giddy, I struggled to my feet, and, steady-
ing myself against the foot of the bed, with
clenched teeth and bursting heart, forced my
gaze round to the other end. The pillow lay
there, bare and unmerked save for what might
well have been the pressure of my own head.
My breath came more freely, and I turned to
the window. The sun had just risen, the golden
tree-tops were touched with light, faint threads
of mist hung and there across the sky, and
the twittering of birds sounded clearly through
the crisp autumn air.

Jt was nothing but a bad dream then, after
all, this horror which still hung round me,
leaving me incapable of effort, almost of thought
I remembered the cabinet, and looked swiftly
in that direction. There it stood, closed as
usuel, closed as it had been the evening before,
as it had been for the last three hundred years,
except in my dreams.
~ Yes, that was it; nothing bui & dream—a
gruesome, haunting dream. With an instinct
of wiping out the dreadful memory, I raised



my hand wearily to my forehead. As I did so,
1 became conscious egain of how it hurt me.
1 looked at it. It was covered with half-dried
blood, and two straight clean cuts appeared,
one across the palm and one across the inside
of the fingers just below the knuckles. X looked
again towards the bed, and, in the place where
ny hand had resled during my faint, a amall
patch of red bleod was to be seen.

Then it was true! Then it had all happcued!
With a low shuddering sob 1 threw myself
down upon the couch at the foot of the bed,
uud lay there for some minutes, wy limbr
trcwbling, and my soul shrinking within me.
A mist of evil, fearful and lonthsome, had de-
scended upon wy girlhood's life, sullying ils
igunorant inuocence, suddenivg ils brighiness,
as 1 felt, forever. I luy there till my teeth
began io chatler, und § realized thal 1 wus bit-
terly cold. To retwrn lo thal accursed bed
wus impossible, 50 T pulled 2 rug which hung
al one end of the sofa over me, and, utterly
worn oul in mind aud bhody, Clell uncasily
asleep.

1 was roused by the eulrancs of wy maid. )
stopped her cxclamations und questious by
shortly stating that 1 bad had & bad night, had

been unuable to rest in bed, und had had an’

accident with my hand—-without furlher speci-
(ying of what description. _

“I didn’t know that you had beun feeling un-
well when you went Lo bed last night, miss,”
she said.

“When 1 went to bed last nightt Unwell?
What do you meant”

“QOuly Mr. Alan has jusl asked me {o lob
him know how you tind yourself Lhis morning,”
she answered.

Then he expected something, dreaded some-
thing. Ah! why had he yielded and allowed
me to sleep lhere, I asked myself bitterly, as
the incidents of the day before flasked through
my mind.

“Tell him,” 1 said, “what t have told you;
and say that T wish to speak to him directly
after breakfast.” I could not confide my story to
uny one else, but speak of it I must to some
vne or go mad.

Every moment passed in that place was an
ndded misery. Much {o my maid’s surprise I
said that I would dress in her room—the little
one which, as I have said, was close to my own.
T felt better there; but my utter fatigue and
my wounded hand combined to make my toilet
slow, and I found that most of the party had
finished breakfast when I reached the dining
room. I was glad of this, for even as it was
I found it difficult enough to give coherent
ungwers to the questions which my white face
nnd bandaged hand called forth., Alan helped
me by giving a4 resolute turn to the conversa-
tion. Once only our eyes met across the table.
He looked as haggard and worn as I did. I
learned afterwards that he had passed most of
that fearful night pacing the passage outside
my door, though he listened in vain for any
indication of what was going on within the
room.

The moment I bad finished breakfast he was
by my side. “You wish to speak to mie now?”
he asked in a low tone,

“Yes; now,” I answered, breathlessly, and
without raising my eyes from the ground.

“Where shall we go? Outside? It is & bright
day, and we ehall be freer there from inter-
ruption.”

I assented and then looking up at him ap-
pealingly, “Will you fetch my things for me?
I cannot go up to that room agein.”

He seemed to understand me, nodded, and
was gone. A few winutes leter we left the
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house, and made our way in silence towards &
grassy spot on the side of the ravine where we
had already indulged in more than one friend-
ly talk.

As we went, the Dead Stone came for a
moment into view. I geized Alan’s arm in an
almost convulsive grip. “Tell me,” I whis-
pered—*‘you refused to tell me yesterday, but
you must know—who is buried beneath that
rock 1

‘There was now neither timidity nor embar-
russment in my tono. ThHe horrors of that
house had become part of my life forever, und
their secrets were miue by right. Alan, sfler
u moment’s puuse, v questioning glunee at my
face, tacitly accepted the position.

“l1 told you the truth,” he replied, “when I
suid that I did not know; bul I can Llell yon
(he popular tradition on ke subject, if yon like.
They say that Marguret Mervyu, the womun
who murdered her husband, is buried there, and
that Dame Alive had the rock placed over her
grave—~whether {o suve it from insult or to
wark it out for opprobrium, I never heard.
The poor people ubout here do not care to go
near the place afler dark, und among the older
ones there ave still somg, 1 believe, who spitl; ut
the suicide’s grave as they pass.”

“Poor woman, poor woman!” 1 exclaimed, in
u burst of uncontrollable comnpassion.

“Why should you pity her?” demauded he
with sudden sternncss; “she wus a suicide and
& murderess too. It would be better for the
public conscience, [ believe, if such were still
hung in clhains, ox huried at the cross-roads
with a stake through ther hodies.”

“Hush, Alan, hush!” 1 cried hysterically, as
I clung to him; “don’t speak harshly of lher.
Yon do nut know, you cannot tell, how terribly
she was tempted. How can you?”

He looked down at me in bewildered sur-
prise. “How can T?” he repeated. “You speak
a8 if you could. What do you mcan?”

“Don’t avk me,” I answered, turning to-
wards him my face—white, quivering, tear-
stained. “Don’t ask me. Not now. You must
anawer my questions first, and after that I will
tell you. But I cannot talk of it now. Not
yet.’}

We had reached the place we were in search
of as T spoke. Thore, where the spreading
roots of a great heech tree formed a netural
vesting place upon the steep side of the ravine,
I took my seat, and Alan stretched himself
upon the grass beside me. Then looking up at
me—“I do not know what questions you would
ask,” he said quietly; “but I will answer them,
whetever they may be.”

But I did not ask them yet. 1 sat instead
with my hands clasping my knee, lookiug op-
posite at the glory of harmonious color, or
down the glen at the vista of far-off, dream-
like loveliness, on which it opened out. The
yellow autumn sunshine made everything
golden, the fresh autumn breezes filled the air
with life; but to me & loathsome shadow
seemed to rest upon all, and to stretch itself

out far beyond where my eyes could reach, be-

fouling the beauty of the whole wide world.
At last I spoke. “You have known of it all,
I suppose; of this curse that is in the world—
sin and suffering, and what such words mean,”

“Yes,” he said, looking at me with wonder-
ing pity, “T am afraid so.”

“But have you known themn as they are
known to some—agonized, Lopeless suffering,
and sin thet is all but inevitable? Some time
in your life probably you have realized that
such things are: it has come home to you, and
to every one else, no doubt, except a few ig-
norant girls such as I was yesterday. But there
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are some—yes, thousands and thousands—who
even now, at this moment, are feeling sorrow
liké that, are ginking deep, deeper into the
bottomless pit of their soul’s degradaton. And
yet men who know this, who have seen it,
laugh, talk, are happy, emuse themselves—
how can they, how can they?” I stopped with
a catch in my voice, and then stretching out
my arms in front of me—*And it is not only
men. Look how beautiful the earth is, and
God has made it, und lets the sun crown it
every duy with a new glory, while this horror
of evil broods over and poisons it all. Oh, why
is it 60? 1 cavnot understand it.”

My wrms drooped ageain as 1 finished, and
my eyes sought Alan’s. His were full of tears,
but there was almost & smile quivering at the
corners of his lips as he replicd: “When you
have found an answer to that question, Evie,

* come and tell me and mankind at large. It

will be news to us all.” Theu he continued—
“But, after all, the curth is beuutiful, and the
sun does shine. We have our own happiness to
rejoice in, our own sorrows to bear, the suf-
fering that iy near to us to grapple with. For
the rest, for this bluckness of evil which sur-
rounds us, sud which we can do nothing to
lighten, it will soon, thank (lod, become vague
und far off o you as it I8 lo others. Your
feeling of it will be dulled, and, axcept at mo-
ments, you too will forget.”

“But that is horrible,” 1 exclaimed, pas-
sionately; “the evil will be there «ll the same,
whether I feel il or not. Men and women will
be struggling in their misery and sin, only I
shall be too selfish to care.”

“We cannot go outside the limils of our own
nature,” he replied; “our knowledge is shallow
and our spiritual insight dark, and God in His
mercy has mude our hearts shallow too, and
our imagination dull. If, knowing and trust-
ing only as men do, we were to feel as angels
feel, earth would be hell indeed.”

It was cold comfort, but at that moment
anything warmer or brighter would have been
unreal and utterly repellent to me. I hardly
took in the meaning of his words, but it was
as if a hand had been strefched out io me,
struggling in the deep mire, by one who him-
self felt solid ground beneath him. Where he
stood I also might some day stand, and that
thought seemed to make patience possible.

It was he who first broke the silence which
followed. “You were saying thet you had
questions to ask me. I am impatient to put
mine in return, so please go on.”

It had been a relief to me to turn even to
generalizetions of despair from the actual hor-
ror which had inspired them, and to which

_my mind was thus recalled. With an effort I

replied, “Yes, I wani {0 ask you about that
room—the room in which I slept, and—and the
murder which was committed there.” In spite
of all that I could do, my voice sank almost to
& whisper as I conclnded, and I was trembling

‘from head to foot.

“Who told' you that e murder was commit-
ted there?” Something in my face as he asked
the question made him add quickly, “Never
mind. You are right. That is the room in
which Hugh Mervyn was murdered by bis wife.
Y was surprised at your question, for I did
not know that anyone but my brothers and mry-
self were aware of the fact. The subject is
never mentioned. It is closely connected with
one intensely painful to our family, and be-
gides, if spoken of, there would be inconven-
iences arising from the superstitious terrors of
servants, and the natural dislike of guests to
sleep in & room where such a thing had hap-
pened. Tndeed it was largely with the view of
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wiping out the last memory of the crime’s lo-
cality, that my father renewed the interior of
the room some twenty years ago. The only
{radition which has been adhered to in con-
nection with it is the one which has now been
violated in your person—the ome which pre-
cludes any unmarried woman from sleeping
there. Except for that, the room has, 28 you
know, lost all sinister reputation, and its title
of ‘haunted’ has become purely conventional.
Nevertheless, as I said, you are right—that is
undoubtedly the room in which the murder was
committed.”

He stopped and looked up at me, waiting
for more.

“Go on; tell me about it, and what fol-
lowed.” My lips formed the words; my heart
beat faintly for my breath to utter them.

“About the murder itself there is not much
to tell. The man, I believe, was an inhuman
scoundrel, and the woman first killed him in
desperation, and afterwards herself in despair.
The only detail connected with the aotual
crime of which I have ever.leard, was the
gale that was blowing that night—the fiercest
known to this countryside in that generation;
and it has always been said since that any mis-
fortune to the Mervyns—especially any misfor-
tune connected with the curse—comes with a
storm of wind. That was why I so disliked
your story of the imaginary tempests which
bave disturbed your nights since you slept
there. As to what followed,”—he gave a sigh

—*“that story is long enough and full of in-
cident. On the morning after the murder, so
roms the tale, Dame Alice came down to the
Grange from the tower to which she had re-
tired when her son’s wickedness had driven her
from his house, and there in the presence of
the two corpses she foretold the curse which
should rest upon their descendants for genera-
tions fo come. A clergyman who was present,
horrified, it is said at her words, adjured her
by the mercy of Heaven to place some term
to the.doom which she had pronounced. She
replied that no mortal might reckon the fruit
of a plant which drew its life from hell; that
a term there should be, but as it passed the
wisdom of man to fix it, so it should pass the
wit of man to discover it. She then placed in
the room this cabinet, constructed by herself
and her Itslian follower, and said that the
curse should not depart from the family until
the day when its doors were unlocked and its
legend read.

“Such is the story. I tell it to you as it was
told to me, One thing only is certain, that
the doom thus traditionally foretold Eas been
only too amply fulfilled.”

“And what was the doom?”

Alan hesitated a little, and when he spoke
his voice was almost awful in its passionless
sternness, in its despairing finality; it seemed
to echo the irrevocable judgment which his
words pronounced: “That the crimes against
God and each other whick had destroyed the
parents’ life should enter into the children’s
blood, and that never thereafter should there
fail a Mervyn to bring shame or death upon one
generation of his father’s house,

“There were two sons of that ill-fated mar-
riage,” he went on after a pause, “boys at the
time of their parents’ death. When they grew
up they both fell in love with the same woman,
and one killed the other in a duel. The stary
of the next generation was a peculiarly sad
one. Two brother took opposite sides during
the civil troubles; but so fearful were they of
the curse which lay upon the family, that they
chiefly made use of their mutual position in
order to protect and guard each other. After
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the wars were over, the younger brother,

while traveling upon some parliamentary com- .

mission, stopped a night at the Grange, There,
through a mistake, he exchanged the report
which he was bringing to London for & packet
of papers implicating his brother and several
besides in a royalist plot. He only discovered
hig error as he handed the papers to his su-
perior, and was but just able to warn his
brother in time for him to save his life by
flight. The other men involved were teken
and executed, and as it was known by what
means information had reached the Qovern-
menf, the elder Mervyn was universally
charged with the vilest treachery. It is said
that when after the Restoration his return
home was rumored the neighboring gentry as-
sembled, armed with riding whips, to flog him
out of the country if he should dare to show
his face there. He died abroad, shame-stricken
and broken-hearted. It was his son, brought
up by his uncle in the sternest tenets of Puri-
tanism, who, caming home after a lengthened
journey, found that during his absence his
sister had been shamefully seduced. He turned
her out of doors, then and there, in the midst
of a bitter January night, and the next morn-
ing her dead body and that of her new-born
infent were found half buried in the fresh-
fallen snow on the top of the wolds. The
‘white lady’ is still supposed by the villagers
to haunt that side of the glen. And so it
went on. A beautiful, heartless Mervyn in
Queen Anne’s tme enticed away the affections
of her sister’s betrothed, and on the day of
her own wedding with him, her forsaken sister’
was found drowned by her own act in the
pond at the bottom of the garden. Two broth-
ers were soldiers together in some Continental
war, and one was involuntarily the means of
discovering and exposing the treason of the
other. A girl was betrayed into a false mar-
riage, and her life ruined by a man who came
into the house as her brother’s friend, and

whose. infamous designs were forwarded and’

finally accomplished by that same brother’s
active though unsuspecting assistance. Genera-
tion after generation, men or women, guilty or
innocent, through the action of their own will
or in spite of it, the curse has never yet failed
of its victims.” '

“Never yet? But surely in our own time—
your father?” I did not dare to put the
question which was burning my lips.

“Have you never heard of the tragic end of
my poor young uncles?” he replied. “They
were several years older than my father. When
boys of fourteen and fifteen they were sent out
with the keeper for their first shooting lesson,
and the elder shot his brother through the
heart. He himself wes delicate, and they say
that he never entirely recovered from the
chock. He died before he was twenty, and my
father, then a child of seven years old, became
the heir. It was partly, no doubt, owing to
this calamity having thus occurred before he
was old enough to feel it, that his comparative
skepticism on the whole subject was due. To
that, I suppose, and to the fact that-he grew
up in an age of railways and liberal culture.”

“He didn’t believe, then, in the curse?”

“Well, rather, he thought nothing about it.
Until, that is, the time came when it took ef-
fect, to break his heart and end his life.”

“How do you mean?” ’

There was silence for a little. Alan had
turned away his head, so that I could not see

“his face. Then—

“I suppose you have never been told the
true story of why Jack left the country?”
“No. Was he—is he——1"

“He is one victim of the curse in this genera-
tion, and I, God help me, am the other, and
perhaps more wretched one.”

His voice trembled and broke, and for the
first time that day I almost forgot the mysteri-
ous liorror of the night before, in my pity for
the actual, tangible suffering before me. I
stretched out my hand to his, and his fingers
closed on mine with a sudden, painful grip.
Then quietly—

“T will tell you the story,” he said, “though
since that miserable time I have spoken of it
to no onpe.”

There was a pause before he began. He lay
there by my side, his gaze turned across me
up the sunbright, autumn-tinted glen, but his
oyes shadowed by the memories which he was
striving to recall and arrange in due order in
his mind. And when he did speak it was not
directly to begin the promised recital.

“You never knew Jack,” he said, abruptly.

“Hardly,” I acquiesced. “I remember think-
ing him very handsome.”

“There could mot be two opinions as to
that,” he answered. “And a man who could
have done anything he liked with life, had
things gone differently. His abilities were fino,
but his strength lay above all in his character:
he was strong—strong in his likes and in his
dislikes, resolute, fearless, incapable of half
measures—a man, every inch of him. He was
not generally popular—stiff, hard, umsympa-
thetic, people called him. From one point of
view, and one orly, he perhaps deserved the
epithets. If a woman lost his respect she
seemed to lose his pity too. Like a mediaeval
monk, he looked upon such rather as the cause
than the result of male depravity, and his con-
tempt for them mingled with anger, almost, as
I sometimes thought, with hatred. And this
attitude was, I have no doubt, resented by the
men of his own class and set, who shared
neither his faults nor his virtues. But in
other ways he was not hard. He could love;
I, at least, have cause to know it. If you
would hear his story rightly from my lips,
Evie, you must try and see him with my eyes.
The friend who loved me, and whom I loved
with the passion which, if not the strongest,
is certainly, I believe, tho most enduring of
which men are capable—that perfect brother’s
love, which so grows into our being that when
it in at peace we are scarcely conscious of its
existence, and. when it is wounded our very
life-blood seems to flow at the stroke. Brothers
do not always love like that: I can only wish -
that we had not done so.

VIIL

“Well, about five years ago, before I had
teken my degres, I became acquainted with a
woman whom I will call ‘Delia’—it is near
enough to the name by which she went. She
was a few years older than myself, very beau-
tiful, and I believed her to be what she de-
scribed herself—the innocent victim of circum-
stance and false appearance, a helpless prey to
the vile calumnies of worldlings. In sober
fact, I am afraid that whatever her life may
have been actually at the time that I knew
her—a subject which I have never cared to in-
vestigate—her past had been not only bad
enough irretrievably to fix her position in so-
ciety, but bad enough to leave her without an
ideal in the world, though still retaining with-
in lher heart the possibilities of a passion
which, from the moment that it came to life,
was strong enough to turn her whole existence
into one desperate reckless straining after an
object hopelessly beyond her reach. That was
tho woman with whom, at the age of {wenty,



I fancied myself in love. She wanted to get
a husband, and she thought me—rightly—asga
enough to accept the post. I was very young
then even for my years,—a student, an idealist,
with an imagination highly developed, and no
knowledge whatever of the world -as it actually
is. Anylow, before I had known ber a month,
I hed determined to make her my wife My
parents were aboard at the time, George and
Lucyhere,sothatitwus{n.hckthatlim-
parted the news of my resolve. As you may
imagine, he did all that Le could to shake it.
Bul I was immovable. I disbelieved his facts,
and despised his contempt from the standpoint
of my own euperior morality. This state of
‘things continued for several weeks, during the
- greater part of which time I was at Oxford. I
only knew that while I was there, Jack had
made Delia’s acquaintance, and was apparent-
ly cultivating it assiduously.

“Ope day, during the Eester vacation, I got
a note from her asking me to supper 4t her
house. Jack was invited too. We lodged to-
gether while my people were away.

“There is no need to dwell upon that supper.
There were two or three women there of her
own sort, or worse, and a dozen men from
among the most profligate in London. The
conversation was, I should think, bad even for
that class; and she, the goddess of my idolatry,
outstripped them sall by the foul, coarse shame-
leseness of her language and behavior. Be-
fore the entertainment was half over, I rose
and took my leave, accompanied by Jack and
ancther man—Legard was his name—who I
presume was bored. Just as we had passed
through into the anteroom, which lay beyond
the one in which we had been eating, Delia
followed us, and laying her hand on Jack’s
urm, sald that she must speak with him. Le-
gard and I went into the outer hall, and we
had not been there more than & minute when
the door from the anteroom opened, and we
heard Delia’s voice. I remember the words
well—that was not the only occasion on which
1 was to hear them. ‘T will keep the ring as &
record of my love,’ she gaid, ‘and understand,
that though you may forget, I never shall’
Jack came through, the door closed, and as we
went out I glanced towards his left hand, and
saw, a8 I expected fo see, the absence of the
ring which he usually wore there. It con-
tained a gem which my mother had picked up
in the East, and I knew that he valued it
quite peculiarly. We always calted it Jack’s
talisman.

“A miserable time followed, a time for me
of agonizing wonfler and doubt, during which
regret for my dead illusion was entirely swal-
lowed up in the terrible dread of my brother's
degradation. Then came the announcement of

“his engagement to Lady Sylvia Grey; and a
week later, the very day after I hed finally re-
turned to London from Oxford, I received a
summonse from Delia to come and see her.
Curiosity, and the haunting fear about Jack,
which still hung round me, induced me to con-
gsent to what otherwise would have been intol-
erably repellent to me, and I went. I found
lier in & mad passion of tury. Jack had re-
fused to hee her or to answer her letters, and
she had seut for me, that I might give him her
message—tell him thai he belonged to her and
her only and that he never should marry an-
other woman. Angry at my interference, Jack
disdeined cven {o repudiale her claims, only
sending beck a threat of appeeling to the police
if she ventured upon any further arnoyence. I
wrote as she told me; and she-empliesized my
silence on the subject by writing back to me a
more definite and explicit assertion of her
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righta. Beyond that for sume weeks she made
no sign. T have no donbt that ahe had means of
keeping watch upon both his movements and
mine; and during that time, as she relinquished
gradually all hopes of inducing him to-abandon
his purpose, she waa being driven to her last
despairing resolve.

“Later, when all was over, Jack told me the
story of that spring and summer. He told me
how, when he found me immovable on the
subject, he had resolved to stop the marriage
somehow through Delia berself. He had made
her scquaintance, and sought her socicty fre-
quently. She had teken @ fancy to him, and
ho admitted that he had availed himeelf of
this fact to increase his intlmacy with her,
and, as he hoped ultimately, his power over
her. but he was not conscious of ever having
varied in his manner towards her of con-
temptuous indifference. This contradictory be-
havior—his being constantly near her, yet al-
ways beyond her reach—was probably the very
thing which excited her fancy into passion, and
the one strong passion of the poor woman’s life.
Then came his deliberate demand that she
should by her own act unmask herself in my
sight. The unfortunate woman tried to bar-
gain for some proof of affection in return, and
on this occasion had first openly declared her
feelings towards him. He did not believé her;
he refused her terms; but when as her payment
she asked for the ring which was so especially
assoolated with himself, he agreed to give it
to her. Otherwise hoping, no doubt against
hope, dreading above all things a quarrel and
final separation, she submitted unconditionally.
And from the time of that evening, when Le-
gard and I had overheard her parting woids,
Jack never saw her again until the lest and
final catastrophe.

“It was in July. My parents had returned
to England, but had come straight on here.
Jeck and I were dining together with Lady
Sylvia at her father’s house—her brother,
young Grey, making the fourth at dinner. I
had arranged to go to a party with your
mother, and I told the servants that a lady
would call for me early in the evening. The
house stood in Park Lane, and after dinner
we all went out on to the broad balcony which
opened from the drawing-room. There was a
strong wind blowing that night, and I re-
member well the vague, disquieted feeling of
unreality that possessed me—sweeping through
me, a8 it were, with each gust of wind. Then,
suddenly, a servant stood behind me, saying that
the lady had come for me, and was in the
drawing-room. Shocked that my aunt should
have troubled herself to come so far, I turned
quickly, stepped back into the room, and
found myself face to face with Delia. She was
fully dressed for the evening, with e long silk
opera-cloak over her shoulders, her face as
white 23 her gown, her splendid eyes strangely
wide open and shining. 1 don’t know what I
said or did. I tried to get her away, but it
was too late, The cthers had heard us, and
appeared at the open window. Jack came for-
ward at once, spesking rapidly, flercely; tell-
ing her to leave the house at once; promising
desperately that he would see her in his own
rooms on the morrow. Well 1T remember how
her answer rang ont—'

¢ ‘Neither tomorrow nor enother day. 1 will
never leave you again while I live.

“At the same inatani she drew something

swiftly from under her cloak, there was the
sound of a pistol shot and she lay dead at

our feet; Iier blood &plashing upon Jack’s shirt.

and hands as she fell.””
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Alen paused in his recital. He was trembl-
ing from head to foot; but he kept his eyes
turned steadily downwards, and both face and
voice were cold—almost expressionless,

“Of course there was an inquest,” he re-
sunted, “which, as usual, exercised its very ill-
defined powers in inquiring into all possible
motives for the suicide. Young Grey, who had
stepped into the room just before the shot had
been fired, swore to the last words Delia had
uttered; Legard to those he had overheard the
night of that dreadful supper. There were
scores of men to bear witness to the intimate
relations which had existed between her and
Jack during the whole of the previous spring.
I had to give evidence. A skillful lawyer had
been retained by one of her sisters, and had
been instructed by her on points whick no
doubt she had originally learnt from Delie
hergelf. In his hands, I had not only to cor-
roborate Grey and Legard, and to give full de-
tails of that last interview, but also to swear
to the. peculiar velue which Jack attached to
the talisman ring which he had given Delia;
to the language she had held when I saw her
after my return from Oxford; to her subse-
quent letter, and Jack’s fatal silence on the oc-
casion. The story by which Jack and I strave
to account for the facts was laughed at as a
clumsy invention, and my undisguised reluct-
ance in giving evidence added greatly to ita
weight against my brother’s character.

“The jury returned a verdict of suicide
while of unsound mind, the result of desertion
by her lover. You may imagine how that ver-
dict was commented upon by every Radical
newspaper in the kingdom, and for once soclety
more than corroborated the opimioms of the
press. The larger public regarded the story
as an extreme case of the innocent victim and
the cowardly society villain. It was only
among 2 comparatively amall set that Delia’s
reputation was known, and there, in view of
Jack’s notorious and peculiar intimacy, his re-
pudiation of all relations with her was received
with contemptuous incredulity. Thet he should
have first entered upon such relations at the
very time when he was already courting Lady
Sylvia was regarded even in those circles as a
‘strong order,” and they locked upon his pres-
ent attitude with great indignation, as a
cowardly attempt to save his own character by
casting upon the dead woman’s memory all the
odium of a false acousation. With an entire
absence of logic, too, he was made responsible
for the suicide bhaving taken place in Lady
Bylvia’s presence. She had broken off the en-
gagement the dey after the catastrophe, and
her family, a clan powerful in the London
world, Turious at the mud through which her
name had been dragged, did all that they
conld to intensify the feeling already existing
against Jack.

“Not & voice was raleed in his defense. He
was advised to leave the army; he was re-
quested to withdraw from some of his clubs,
turned out of others, avoided by his fast ac-
quaintances, cut by his respectable omes. It
was enough to kill a weaker man.

“He showed no resentment at the measure
thus dealt out to him, Indeed, at the first, ex-
cept for Sylvia’s desertion of him, he seemed
dully indifferent to it all. It was as if his soul
had been stunned, from the moment that that
wretched woman’s blood had splashed upon his
fingers, and her dead eyes had looked into his
otvn.

“But it was not long before he realized the
full extent of the social damnation which had
been inflicted upon him, and he then ‘resolved to
leave the country end go to America. The
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night before he started he tame down lere to
take leave. I was here looking after my parents
—Qeorge, whose mind was almost unhinged by
the family disgrace, having gone abroad with
his wife. My mother at the first news of what
had happened had taken to her bed, never to
leave il again; and thus if wes in my pres-
ence alone, up there in my father’s little study,
that Jack gave him that night the whole story.
He told it quietly cnough; but when he had
finished, with a sudden outburst of feeling he
torned upon me. Tt was I who had been the
cause of it all. My insensate folly had in-
duced him to make the unhappy woman’s ac-
quaintance, to allow and cven encourage her
fatal love, to commit all the blunders and sins
which had brought about her miserable ending
and his finel overthrow. It was by means of
me that she had obtained access to him on that
dreadful night; my evidénce which most utter-
ly damned him in public opinion; through me
he had lost his reputation, his friends, his ca-
reer, his country, the woman he loved, his hopes
for the future; through me, above all, that the
burden of that horrible death would lie for-
ever on his soul. He was lashing himself to
fury with his own words as he spoke; and 1
stood leaning against the wall opposite to
him cold, dumb, unresisting, when suddenly
my father interrupted. I think that both
Jack and I had forgotten his presence; but at
the sound of his ‘voice, changed from what we
had ever heard it, we turned to him, and I
then for the first time saw in his face the
death-look which never afterwards quitted it.

“<Stop, Jack, le said; ‘Alun is not to
‘blame; and if it had not been in this way, it
would have been in some other. 1 only am
guilty, who brought you both into existence with
my own hell-stained blood in your veins. If
you wish to curse anyone, curse your family,
your name, me if you will, and may God for-
give me that you were ever born into the
world* ™

Alan stopped with a shudder, and then con-
tinued, dully, “It was when I heard those
words, the most terrible that & father could
have uttered, than I first understood all that
that old sixteenth-century tale might mean to
me and mine—I have realized it vividly enough
gince. Karly the next morning, when the
dawn was just breaking, Jack came to the
door of my room to bid me good-by. All his
passion was gone. IHis looks and tones seemed
part and parcel of the dim gray morning light.
He freely withdrew all the charges he had
made against me the night before; forgave me
all the share that I had hed in his misfor-
tunes; and then begged that I would never
come near him, or let him hear from me again.
The curse is heavy upon. us both,’ he said,
‘and it is the only favor which you can do me.’
I have never seen him since.”

“But you have heard of him!” I exclaimed;
‘4vhat has become of him1”

Alan raised himself to & sitting posture.
“The last that I heard,” he said, with & catch
in his voice, “was that in his misery and hope-
leasness he was taking to drink. George writes
to him, and does what he can; but I—I dare
not say a word, for fear it should turn to
poison on my lips—I dare not lift a hand to
help him, for fear it should have power to
strike him to ‘the ground. The worst may bo
yet.to come; I am still living, still living.
There are depths of shame to which he has not
sunk. And oh, Evie, Evie, he is my own, my
best-loved brother!”

All his composure was gone now. His
voice rose to a kind of wail with the last words,
and folding his arms on his raised knee, he lot
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bis head fall upon them, while his figure
quivered with scarcely restrained emotion.
There was a silence for some moments while
he sat thus, I looking on in wretched helpless-
ness beside him. Then he raised his head, and,
without looking round at me, went on in a
low tone: “And what is in the future? I
pray that death instead of shame may bc the
portion of the next generation, and I look at
George’s boys only to wonder which of them
is the happy one who shall some day lie dead
at his brother’s feet. Are you surprised at my
resolution never to marry? The fata) prophecy
is rich in its fulfillment; none of our name
and blood are safe; and the day might come
when I too should have to call upon my chil-
dren to curse me for their birth,—should have
to watch while the burden which I could no
longer bear alone pressed the life from their
mother’s heart.”

Through the tragedy of this speech I was
conscious of a faint seggestion of comfort, a
far-off glimmer, as of unseen home-lights on a
widnight sky. I was in no mood theu to
understand, or to seek to understand, what it
was; but I know now that his words liad
removed the weight of helpless banishment
from my spirit—that his heart, speaking
through them to my own, lhad made me for
life the sharer of his grief.

VII.

Presently he drew his shoulders together with
o slight determined jerk, threw himself back
upon the grass, and turning to me, with that
tremulous, haggard smile upon his lips which
I knew 8o well, but which had never before
struck me with such infinite pathos, “Luckily,”
he said, “there are other things fo do in life
besides being happy. Only perhaps you under-
stand now what I meant Jast night when I
spoke of things which flesh and blood cannot
bear, and yet which must be borne.”

Suddenly and sharply his words roused again
into activity the loathsome memory which my
interest in his story had partially deadened.
He noticed the quick involuntary conmtraction
of my muscles, and read it aright. “That
reminds me,” he went on; “I must claim your
promise. I have told you my story. Now,
tell me yours.”

I told him; not as I have set it down here,
though perhaps even in greater detail, but in-
coherently, bit by bit, while he helped me out
with gentle questions, quickly comprehending
gestures, and patient waiting during the pauses
of exhaustion which perforce interposed them-
selves, As my story approached its climax,
his agitation grew almost equal to my own,
and he listened to the close, his teeth clenched,
his brows Dbent, as if passing agsin with me
through that awful conflict. When I had
finished, it wus some momente before either of
us could speak; and then he burst forth into
bitter self-reproach for having so far yielded to
his brother’s engry obstinacy as to allow me
to sleep the third night in that fatal room.

“It was cowardice,” he said, “sheer coward-
jce! After all that has happened, I dared not
have a quarrel with one of my own blood.
And yet if I had not hardened my heart, I
had reason to know what I was risking.”-

“How do you mean?” T asked.

“Those other two girls who slept there,” he
said, breathlessly; “it was in each case after
the third night there that they were found
dead—dead, Lvie, 80 runs the story, with a
therk upon their necks similar in shape and
position to the death-wound which Margaret
Mervyn inflicted upon herself.”

I could not speak, but-I clutched bis hand
with an almost convulsive grip.

“And I knew the story,—I kmew it!” he
cried. “As boys we were not allowed to hear
much of our fumily traditions, but this one I
knew. When my father redid the interior of
the east room, he removed at the same time a
board from above the doorway outside, on- which
had been written—it is eaid by Dame Alice
herself—a warning upon this very subject. I
heppened to be present when our old house-
keeper, who had been his nurse, remonstrated
with him warmly upon this act; and I asked
her afterwards what the board was, and why
she cared about it so much. 1n her excitement
she told me the story of those unhappy girls,
repeating again and again that, if the warning
were taken away, evil would come of it.”

“And she was right,” I said, dully.
it only your father had left it there!”

“I suppose,” he answered, speaking .more
quietly, “that he was impatient of traditions

“Oh,

- which, as I told you, he at that time more than

helf despised. Indeed he altered the shape of the
doorway, raising it, and making it flat and
square, so that the old inscription could not
have been replaced, even had it been wished. I
remember it was fitted round the low Tudor
arch which was previously there.”

My mind, too worn with many emotions for
deliberate thought, wandered on languidly, and
as it were mechanically, upon these last trivial
words. The doorway presented itseli to my
view as it had originally stood, with the dis-
carded warning above it; and them, by a
spontaneons comparison of mental vision, I
recalled the painted board which I had noticed
three days before in Dame Alice’s tower. I
suggested to Alan that it might have been the
identical one— its shape was as he described.
“Very . likely,” he answered, absently. “Do
you remember what the words were?”

“Yes, I think so,” I replied. “Let me see.”
And T repeated them slawly, dragging them
out as it were one by one from my memory:

“Where the women sinned the maid shall

win ;

But God help the maid that sleeps within.”

“You see,” I said, turning towards him
glowly, “the last line is & warning such as you
spoke of.” _

But to my surprise Alan-had sprung to his
feet, and was looking down at me, his whole
body quivering with excitement. ‘Yes, Evie,”
he cried, “and the-first line is & prophecy;—
where the woman sinped the maid has won.”
He seized the hand which I instinctively
reached out to him. “We have not seen the
end of this yet,” he went on, speaking rapidly,
and as if articulation had become difficult to
him. “Come, Ivie, we must go back to the
house and look at the cabinet—now, at once.”

T had risen to my feet by this time, but 1
shrank away at those words. “To that room?
Oh, Alan—no, I cannot.”

He hed hold of my hand still, and he
tightened his grasp upon it. “I shall be with
you; you will not be afraid with me,” he
said. “Come.” His eyes were burning, his face
fluslied and paled in rapid alternation, and his
hiand held mine like a vice of iron.

I turned with him, and we walked back to
the Grange, Alan quickening bis pace as he
went, till I almost had to run by his gide. As
we approached the dreaded room my sense of
repulsion became almost unbearable; but I was
now infected by his excitement, though I but
dimly comprehended its cause. We met no
one on our way, and in a moment he had
hurried me into the house, up the stairs, and

(Continued on page 116)
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along the narrow passage; and I was once more
in the east room, and in the presence of all the
memories of that accursed night. For an in-
stant I stood strengthless, helpless, on the
threshold, my gaze fixed panic-stricken on the
spot where I had taken such awful part in that
phantom tragedy of evil; then Alan threw his
arm round me, and drew me hastily on in
front of the cabinet. Without a pause, giving
himself time neither to speak nor think, he
stretched out his left hand and moved the
buttons one after another. How or in what
direction he moved them I know not; but as
the last turned with a click, the doors, which
no mortal hand had unclosed for three hundred
years, flow back, and the cabinet stood open. I
gave & little gasp of fear. Alan pressed his
lips closely together, and turned to me with
eager questioning in his eyes. I pointed in
answer tremblingly at the drawer which.I had
seen open the night before. He drew it out,
and there on its satin bed lay the dagger in
its silver sheath. Still without & word he
took it up, and reaching his right hand round
me, for I could not now have stood had he
withdrawn his support, with e swift strong
jerk Le unsheathed the blade. There in the
clear autumn sunshine I could see the same
dull stains I had marked in the flickering
vandle-light, and over them, still ruddy and
moist, were the drops of my own half-dried
blood. I grasped the lapel of his coat with both
my hands, and clung to him like a child in
terror, while the eyes of both of us remained
fixed as if fascinated upon the knife-blade.
Then, with a sudden start of memory, Alan

(Continued from page 112)

raised his to the cornice of the cabinet, and
mine followed. No change that I could detect
had taken place in that twisted goldwork;
but there, clear In the sight of us both, stood
forth the words of the magic motto:

“Pure blood shed by the blood-stained knife
Ends Mérvyn shame, heals Mervyn strife.”

In low steady tones Alan read out the lines,
and then there was silence—on my part of
stunned Bewilderment, the bewilderment of a
spirit overwhelmed beyond the power of com-
prehension by rushing, conflicting emotions.
Alan pressed me closer ‘to him, while the
gilence seemed to throb with the béating of his
heart and the panting of his breath. But except
for that he remained motionless, gazing at the
golden message before him. At length I felt
a movement, and looking up saw his face
turned down towards mine, the lips quivering,
the cheeks flushed, the eyes soft with passionate
feeling. “We are saved, my darling,” he
whispered; “saved, and through you.” Thep
he bent his head lower, and there in that room
of horror, I received the first long lover’s kiss
from my own dear husband’s lips.

My husband, yes; but not till some time after
that. Alan’s first act, when he had once fully
realized that the curse was indeed removed, wis
—throwing his budding practice to the winds—
to set sail for America. There he sought out
Jack, and labored hard to impart to him some
of his own newfound hope. It was slow work,
but he succeeded at last; and only left him
when, two years later, he had handed him over

to the charge of a bright-eyed Western girl, to
whom the whole story had been told, and who

- showed herself ready and anxious to help in

building up again the broken life of her English
lover. To judge from the letters that we have
eince received, she has shown herself well fitted
for the task. Among other things she has
money, and Jack’s worldly affairs have so
prospered that George declares that he cam
well afford now to waste some of his super-
fluous cash upon farming a few of his elder
brother’s acres. The idea seems to smile upon
Jack, and T have every hope this winter of
being able to institute an actual comparison be-
tween our small boy, his namesake, and his own
three-year-old Alan. The comparison, by the
way, will have to be conditional, for Jacket—
the name by which my son and heir is familiar-
1y known—is but a little more than two.

I turn my eyes for a moment, and they fall
upon the northern corner of the East Room,
which shows round the edge of the house. Then
the skeleton leaps from the cupboard of my
memory; the icy hand which lies ever near my
soul grips it suddenly with a chill shudder. Not
for nothing was that wretched woman’s life in-
terwoven with my own, if only for an hour;
not for nothing did my spirit harbor a con-
flict and an agony, which, thank God, are far
from its own story. Though Margaret Mer-
vyn’s dagger failed to pierce my flesh, the
wound in my soul may never wholly be healed.
T know that that is so; and yet as I turn to

‘start through the sunshine to the cedar shade

and its laughing occupants, I whisper to myself
with fervent conviction, “IY was worth it.”



