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THE PAST

HAD no sooner entered the house
than I knew something was wrong.
Though I had never been in so
splendid a place before— it was one

of those big houses just off Fifth Avenue
—1I had a suspicion from the first that the
magnificence covered a secret disturbance.
I was always quick to receive impressions,
and when the black iron doors swung
together behind me, I felt as if I were shut
inside a prison.

A second man in livery took my name,
and when I explained that I was the new
secretary, he delivered me into the charge
of an elderly lady’s-maid, who looked as
if she had been crying. Without speaking
a word, though she nodded kindly enough,
she led me down the hall and then up a
flight of stairs at the back of the house to
a pleasant bedroom in the third story.
There was a great deal of sunshine, and
the walls, which were painted a soft
yellow, made the room very cheerful
It would be a comfortable place to sit in
when I was not working, I thought, while
the sad-faced maid stood watching me
remove my wraps and hat.

“If you are not tired, Mrs. Vander-
bridge would like to dictate a few letters,”
she" said preseniy, and they were the
first words she had spoken.

“Oh, no, I am not a bit tired. Will
you take me to her?"”

One of the reasons, I knew, which kad
decided Mrs. Vanderbridge to engage
me was Lhe remarkable similarity of our
handwriting. We were both Southemers,
and though she was now famous on two
continents for her beauty, I couldn't
forget that she had got her early edu-
cation at the little academy for young
ladies in Fredericksburg. This wasa bond
of sympathy in my thoughts at least,
and, heaven knows, I needed to remember
it while I followed the maid down the
narrow stairs and along the wide hall to
the front of the house.

In looking back after a year, I can re-
call every detail of that first meeting.
Though it was barely four o'clock, the
electric lamps were turned on in the hall,
and I can still see the mellow light that
splashed over the staircase and lay in
pools on the old pink rugs, which were so
soft and fine that I felt as il T were walking
on velvet turf. [ remember the sound
of music from a room somewhere on the
first floor, and the s.cnt of lilies and hya-
vinths that drifted from the conservatory.
I remember it well, every note of music,
cvery whiff of fragrance, but most vividly
I remember M. Vanderbridge as she
]r\nl-.mi i".!"'-'ll.].'!"l.'i1 when lhe dmr npé]ﬁcd_ Irm'n

Lo “.3?1 hire inte whivh she had been

By Ellen Glasgow

Author of “ Thé Delinerance,” * Virginia,” e
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INO one can escape being thrilled

by stories dealing with the-
supeinatural. From telepathy to
ghosts, all suhjects outside the bor-
ders of every-day living have a fascin-
ation for us. Ellen Glasgow .has
written a remarkable story of a viai-
tant from the world beyond ™ the
grave—that greatest mystery mortals
know—a strange story, that winds
through shadowed way= to a stranger
conclusion, Ellen Glasgow's own

gazing. Her eyes caught me first. They
were so0 wonderful that for a moment [
couldn’t see anything else; then I took
in slowly the dark red of her hair, the
clear pallor of her skin, and the long,
flowing lines of her figure in a tea-gown of
blue silk. There was a white bearskin
rug under her feet, and while she stood
there before the wood fire, she looked as
if she had absorbed the beauty and color
of the house as a crystal vase absorbs
the light. :

Only when she spoke to me, and I
went nearer, did I detect the heaviness
beneath her eyes and the nervous quiver
of her mouth, which drooped a little
at the comers. Tired and wom as she
was, I never saw her afterward—not even
when she was dressed for the opera—
look quite so lovely, so much like an ex-
quisite flower, as she did on that first
afternoon. When I knew her better, I
discovered that she was a changeable
beauty: there were days when all the color
seemed to go out of her, and she looked
dull and haggard, but at her best no one
I've ever seen could compare with her.

She asked me a few questions, and
though she was pleasant and kind, 1 knew
that she scarcely listened to my responses,
While I sat down at the desk and dipped
my pen into the ink, she flung herself
on the couch before the fire with a move-
ment which struck me as hopeless. For
an instant the thought flashed through
my mind that she had been taking some-
thing—a drug of some sort—and that
she was suffering now from the after-
effects of it. Then she looked at me
steadily, almost as if she were reading my
thoughts, and I knew that I was wrong.
Her large, radiant eyes were as innocent
as a child’s. " ' '

She dictated a few notes—all declining
invitations— and then, while I still waited
pen in hand, she sat up on the couch with
one of her quick mwovements and said
in a low voice: “1 am not going out to-
nizht, Miss Wrenn. 1 am not well
cnough.

1 am sorry for that.” Tt was all I

‘I know, because I can talk to you.

could think of to say, for I did not under-
stand why she should have told me.

“If you don’t mind, I should like you
to come down to dinner. There will be
only Mr. Vanderbridge and myself. ”

“‘Of course I shall come if you wish it. ”

I couldn’t very well refuse to do what
she asked me, yet I told myself, while I
answered, that if I had known she ex-
pected me to make one of the family, I
should never, not even at twice the salary,
have taken the place. It didn’t take me a
minute to go over my slender wardrobe
in my mind and realize that I had nothing
to wear that would look well enough.

“I can see you don't like it,” she added
after a moment, almost wistfully, *‘but it
won’t be often. It is only when we are
dining alone.”

This, I thought, was even queerer than
the request—or command—for I knew
from her tone, just as plainly as if she had
told me in words, that she did not wish
to dine alone with her husband.

“] am glad to help you in any way—in
any way that I can,” I replied, and I was
50 deeply moved by her appeal that mv
voice broke in spite of my efiort to control
it. After my lonely life I dare say I
should have loved any one who reallv
needed me, and from the first moment
that I read the appeal in Mrs. Vander-
bridge’s face I felt that I was willing to
work my fingers to the bone for her.
Nothing she asked of me was too much
ﬂ:ﬁf‘ she asked it in that voice, with that

“I am glad you are nice,” she said,
and for the first time she smiled—a
charming, girlish smile with a hint of.
archness. ‘1 knew you were a perfect
lady, of course.” she added roguishly,
“because if you weren’t, Miss Matoaca
wouldn’t have given vou a diploma for
deportment, but I really didn’t know you
were 50 nice,”

“But I'm not. I'm as hard as nails
under the surface.” She seemed wvery
young—scarcely more than a girl—and I
knew that I should never again fecl
afraid of her.

“Bul you won’t be hard to me. You
will do everything I ask you to,” she said
winningly. - *“We shall get on beautifully.
Mv
last secretary was English, and I frightened
her almost to death whenever I tred to

talk to her.” Then her tone grew
serious. “You won't mind dining with
with us. Roger—Mr. Vanderbridee—i;

the most charming man in the world.

“Is that his piciure*™

“Yes. the one in the Florentine frame.
Do vou think we are alike* ™



MR_ VANDERBRIDGE came in and sat down in one of the big velvet chairs before the wood fire.
He had not noticed me, for one of his moods was upon him, and I was about to slip out as noise-
lesaly as I esuld, when I saw that the Other One was standing in the patch of firelight on the hearth-rug
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“Since you've told me, 1 notice a like-
ness. "

Already I had picked up the Florentine
frame from the desk and was eagerly
searching the features of Mr. Vander-
bridge. It was an arresting face, dark,
thoughtful, strangely appealing, and pic-
turesque—though this may have been
due, of course, to the photographer. The
more I looked at it, the more there grew
upon me an uncanny feeling of familiarity,
but not until the next day, while I was
still trying to account for the impression
that I had scen the picture before, did
there flash into my mind the memory
of an old portrait of a Florentine nobleman
in a loan collection last winter. There
was the same imaginative sadness in both
faces, the same haunting beauty of feature,
and one surmised that there must be the
same rich darkness of coloring. The
only striking difference was that the man
in the photograph looked much older than
the original of the portrait, and I remem-
bered that the lady who had engaged me
was the second wife of Mr. Vanderbridge
and some ten or fifteen years vounger, I
had heard, than her husband.

“Is he really as handsome as that?"

I asked involuntarily.
_ ‘““He is a little older and sadder, that is
alL. When we were married, it was
exactly like him.” For an instant she
hesitated and then broke out almost
bitterly, “Isn’t that a face any woman
might fall in love with, a face any woman
—living or dead—would not he willing to
give up?”

Poor child, I could see that she was
overwrought and needed some one to talk
to, but it seemed queer to me that she
should speak so frankly to a perfect
stranger. I wondered why any one so rich
and so beautiful should ever be unhappy—
for I had been schooled by poverty to
believe that money is a first essential of
happiness—and yet her unhappiness was as
evident as her beauty or the luxurv that
enveloped her. At that in-
stant I felt that I hated

The Past

my unpacking and sit down in the easy
chair she had drawn up under the lamp.

“How do you think Mrs. Vanderbridge
is looking?” she asked abruptly, in a
voice that held a breathless note of sus-
pense.

Her nervousness and the queer look in
her facc made me stare at her sharply.
This was a house, I was beginning to feel,
where cverybody, from the mistress down,
wanted to question me. Even the silent
maid had found voice for interrogation.

“I think her the loveliest person I've ever
seen,” I answered after a moment's hesi-
tation. There couldn’t be any harm in tell-
ing her how much I admired her mistress.

“Yes, she is lovely—every one thinks
so—and her nature is as sweel as her
face.” She was becoming loquacious.
“I have never had a lady who was so
swect and kind. She hasn't always been
rich,’and that may be the reason she never
scems to grow hard and selfish, the reason
she spends so much of her life thinking
of other people. It's been six years now,
ever since her marriage, that I've lived
with her, and in all that time I've never
had a cross word from her.”

“One can see that. With everything
she has she ought to be as happy as the
day is long. "

“She ought to be.” Her voice dropped.
and I saw her glance suspiciously at the
door, which she had closed when she entered.
**She ought to be, but she isn’t. I have
never secn any one so unhappy as she has
been of late—ever since last summer. 1
suppose I oughtn’t to talk about it, but
I've kept it to myself so long that I feel
as if it was killing me. If she was my
own sister, I couldn't be any fonder of her,
and vet I have to see her suffer day after
day, and not say a word —not even to her.
She isn’t the sort of lady vou could speak
to about a thing like that."”

She broke down, and hid her face in her
hands. It was plain that she was suffering,
and while T patted her shoulder, I thought

Mr. Vanderbridge, for what-

what a wonderful mistress Mrs. Vander-
bridge must be to have attached a servant
to her so strongly.

“You must remember that I am a
stranger in the house, that I scarcely know
her, that I've never 50 much as laid eyes
on her husband, ” I said warningly, for I've
always avoided, as far as possible, the
confidences of servants.

*But you look as if you could be trusted. ”
The maid’s nerves, as well as the mistress’s,
were on edge, I could see ‘‘And she
necds somebody who can help her. She
needs a real friend-—somebody who will
stand by her no matter what happens. "

Again, as in the room down-stairs, there
flashed through my mind the suspicion
that I had got into a place where people
took drugs or drink—or were all eut of
their minds. I had heard of such houses.

“How can I help her? She won't
confide in me, and even if she did, what
could I do for her?”

“You can stand by and watch, You
can come between her and harm—if you
see il." She stood wiping her reddened
eyves on the napkin. "I don’t know what
it is, but I know it is there. I feel it even
when I can’t see it "

Yes, they were all out of their minds;
there couldn’t be any other explanation.
The whole episode was incredible. It
was the kind of thing, I kept telling my-
self, that did not happen. Even in a book
nobody could believe it.

“But her husband? He is the one who
must protect her.”

She gave me a blighting look. ‘‘He
would if he could. He isn't to blame—
you mustn't think that. He is one of the
best men in the world, but he can’t help
her. He can’t help her because he doesn’t
know. He doesn’t see it.”

A bell rang somewhere, and catching up
the tea-tray she paused just long emough
to throw me a pleading word. *“‘Stand be-
tween her and harm if vou see it.”

When she had gone, I locked the door

after her and turned on all
the lights in the room. Was

ever the secret tragedy of
their marriage might be. I
instinctively knew thal the
fault was not on the side of
the wife. She was as sweel
and winning as if she were
still the reigning beauty in
Miss DMatoaca’s academy
for young ladies. I knew
with a knowledge deeper
than any conviction thal she
was not to blame, and if she
wasn't to blame, then who
could be at fault except her
husband?

In a few minutes a friend
<amec in to tea with Mms.
Vanderbridge, and I weni
up-stairs to my room and
unpacked the blue taffeta
qr?sr,I had .boughlt for my
sister’s wedding. was still
doubtfully regarding it when
there was a knock at my door
and the maid with the sad
face came in to bring me a
pot of tea. After she had
placed the tray on the table,
she stood nervously twisting
2 napkin in her hands while
she waited for me to leave

—
e
Il

there really a tragic mystery
in the house, or were they
all mad. a= I had first
imagined? The feeling of
apprehcnsion. of vague un-
easiness, which had come
to me when I entered the
iron doors, swept over me
in a wave while I sat there
in the soft glow of the shaded
electric light.  Something
was wrong. Somebody was
making that lovely woman
unhappy, and who, in the
name of reason, could
this somebody be except
her husband? Yet the maid
had spoken of him as ‘‘one
of the best men in the world,””
and it was impossible to
doubt the tearful sincerity
of her voice. Well, the riddle
was too much for me. I
gave it up at last with a
sigh—dreading the hour that
would call me down-stairs
to meet Mr. Vanderbridge.
I felt that I should hate
him thc moment I looked at
hirp.

But at eight o’clock, when

{Continued on page 155)




The Past
{(Contineed from page 66)

I went reluctantly down stairs, I hoed 2 sur-
prize. Nothing could have been kinder than
the way Mr. Vandwhridge grecied me, aml
I could tell as soon as I met his ~ves tha
there wasn't anvthing vicious or violen® in
his mature. Even mow I remember his as the
noblest face T have cver seen; and unless |
had possessed at least a shade of penetra-
tian, I doubt il T should have detected the
melancholy. For it was only when he was
thinking deeply that this sadness =zeemed to
spread like a wveil over his leaturcs. From
the way he looked at his wile 1 could tell
that there was no lack of love or tenderness

+on his side any more than there was on hers.

It wae obvious that he was still as much in
love with her as he had been before his marriage, i
and my immediate perception of this only
dtrE:u:d the mystery that enveloped them.
II the [auit wasn't hiz and wasn't hers, then whe
was responsible for the shadow that hung over
the house?

For the shadow was there; I could [eel ir.
vague and dark. Devojed as they were, 2
nameless dread, fear, or apprehension divided
them. It was the thing I bad [elt from the
moment I entered the house, the thing I had
heard in the tearful voice of the lady's-maid.
One could scarcely call it horror, because it was
100 vague, too impalpable, for so vivid a name.
vet, alter all these months, horror is the only
word [ can think of that in any woy expresscs
the emotion which pervaded the house.

I HAD never seen 80 beautiful a dinner-table,
and T was gazing with pleasure at the
damask and glass and silver when 1 noticed a
nervous movement of Mrs. Vanderbridge's
head and saw her glance hastily toward the
door and the staircase beyond., We had been |
talking animatedly, and as Mrms. Vanderbridge
turned away, 1 had just made a remurk to |
her hushand, who appeared to have fallen into
& sudden it of abstraction. [t occurred to me
that he was probably ahsorbed in some finan-
cial problem, and I regretted that 1 had been
s0 careless as (o speak to him. To my sur-
prise, however, he replied immediately in a
natural tone, and T saw, or imagined that 1°
saw, Mrs. Vanderbridge throw me a glance of |
gratitude and relief. I can't remember what
we were talking about, but T recall perfectiy

| that the conversation kept up ﬂlcnsunlll}', with-

out a break, until dinner was hall over, when |
I became aware that Mr. Vanderbridge had |
again fallen into his reverie. This time he !
scarcely seemed to hear his wife's voice when
she spoke to him. and I watched the sadness |
eloud his face while hescontinued to stare
straight ahead of him with a look that was .
almost yearning in its intensity.

Again I =aw Mrs. Vanderhridge, with her
nervous gesture, glance in the direction of the
hall, and to my amazement, as she did =0, u
woman's figure glided noisclesly over the old
Persian rug at the deor and entercd the
dining-room. 1 was wondering why no one
spoke 1o her, why she spoke to no one, when |
saw her sink into a chair on the other side of
Mr. Vanderbridge and unfold her napkin, |
She was guite young, younger even than Mrs
Vanderlridge, and the most gracelul creature
I had ever imagined, Her dress was of gras
slufl, snfter and more clinging than =ik, and |
of a peculiar misty texture and color, and her
I;Klrtl:d hair lay like twilizht on either =ile o

er forchead.  She was not Yike any one | had
ever seen before—<he appeared  s0 much
frailer, o much more clusive. as 1 she woulid
vanizh if you tfouched her. 1 can’t describe,
even months afterwenl, the singuiar way in
which she attracted and repelled me. \

AL frst T glanced inquiringly at Mrs. Van.
derliridge, hoping that she would introduce
me, but she wenl on talking rapidly in an in-
tenee, guivering voice, without noticing the
prescnee of her guezt by so much as the lilting

Jol her eyclushes, Mr. Vanderbridge sull sai _

Iﬁ_"i



The Past

there, silent and detached, and all the time the
cves of the stranger—starry eves with a mist
over them—looked straight through me at the
tapestried wall at my back. I knew she didn't
see me and that it wouldn't have made the
slightest dilference to her il she had seen me.
In spite of her grace and her girlishness 1 did
not like her, and I felt that the antagonism
was not on my side alone, I do not know how
I received the impression that she hated Mrs,
Vanderbridge—never once had she glanced
in her direction—yet I was aware, [rom the
moment of her entrance, that she was bristling
with animosity, though animosity is too strong
2 word for the resentful spite, like the jealous
rage af a2 spoiled child, which gleamed now and
then in her eyes,

Aler her entrance the dinner dragged on
heasily,  Mrs, Vanderhridge still kept up her
nervous chatter, but nobedy listened, for I
was too embarrassed to pav any attention to
what =he said, and Mr. Vinderbridge had
never recovered from  his abatraction. He
was like a man in a dream, not observing a
thing that happened before him, while the
stranpe woman sat there in the candlelight
with her curious look of vagueness and un-
reality. To my astonishment not even the
servints appeared to notice her, and though
she had unfolded her napkin when she sat
drwn, she wasn't served with either the roast
or the salad. Once or twice, particularly when
i new course was passed, [ glanced ap Mrs.
Vanderhridge 1o see if she would rectify the
mistake, but =he kept her gaze fived on her
plate. It was just as if there were a con-
spracy to ignore the presence cf the stranger,
fhough she had been, from the moment of
her entrance, the dominant figure at the table.
You tried to pretend she wasn't there, and yet
vou knew—you knew sividly that she was
razing insolently through you.

HE dinner lasted, it secmed, {or hours, and

vou may imagine my reliefl when at last
Mra. Vanderbridge rose and led the way hack
intn the drawing-room. At first I thought the
sranger would follow us, but when I glanced
rund from the hall, she was still sitting
there  heside Mr. Vanderbridge, who was
smoking a cigar with his colfee.

As so0n as [ could, 1 escaped fo my room, and
T was sitting there over a book, when the maid,

- Hopkins, came in on the pretext of inquiring
il I had everything 1 needed.

"Are. Vanderbridee told me to look after
vou.'" she began. “She is afmid you will
be lonely until you leamn the way of things.”

"MNo, I'm not lonely,” I answered. *“'I've
never had time fo be lonely. It must be nice
tv be rich.” Then 1 added almost before [
realized what 1 was sayving, “ The other lad
dwesn't look as if she had =0 much money.,

Her face turned paler if that were passible,
and for a minute 1 thought she was going 1o
faint. “Then you saw her?” There was a
curious ficker in her face asif her pallor came
and went.

“We were al the table when she came in.
I wum:lmdl;ed wh};dﬂ-he came, iLnr sh: didn't
eat any dinner, and nohody spoke 1o her™.

“It must be dreadful to be trested like
that and before the servants, too. Does she
come often? "

“Therc are months and months when she
docsn't. 1 ean always tell by the way Mrs.
Vanderbridge picks up. Yeu wouldn't know
her, she is 5o full of life—the very picture of
hippiness. Then one cvening she—the Cither
One, 1 mean—comes back again, just as she |
didd ronight, just as she did lagt summer, and |
it all begins over from the heginning. ™

“Hut can't they kecp her out—the Other
Une?  Why do they lct her in? ™

= Mrs. Vanderbridge tries hord. She tries all
she can, every minute.  You saw her tonight? ™
. “And Mr. Vamlerhridge? Can't he help

ery

She shook hes head with an eminous prsture, |
“He doesn't know,™ ]

157
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The Past

“He doesn't know she i3 there? Why, she
was cloge hy him. She never Look her eyes of
him e t when she was staring through me
at the wall."

“(h, he knows she is there, but mot in that
way. He doesn't know that any one cle
knows. " .

1 gave it up, and after a minule she said in a
suppressed voice: "1t seems strange Lhat you
should have seen her. I never have.'

" But you know all about her."

] know and 1 dgn'l koow, Mrs. ‘;«;in.d.t'r-
bridge lets things drop sometimes—she goi-
ill and feverish very easily—bul she never
teils me anything outright. She isn't that
sort, "

“‘Haven't the servants told you about her
—the Other One? "'
At this, 1 thought, she seemed startled.

“(3h, they don't know anythiog to tell. They
feel that something is wrong; that is why they
| never stay longer than a month or two—
we've had eight second footmen sinoe autvmn
—but they never see what it is.""

She stooped to pick up my handkerchicl
which had dropped Ly my chawr. "I the
time cver comes when yvou can rtand belween
them, vou will do it?” she asked.

“Between Mrs. Vanderbridge and Uie
Other One?"

Her look answered me,

“You think, then, that she means harm
to her?"

“1 don't know, XNobody knows—but she

lis killing her.™

The « struck tem, and T returned to my
beok with a yawn, while Hopkins wentL rut

_after wishing me a formal good night. The
jodid part about our secret confercnces was
I that as seon as they were over, we hegan 1o
| tened so elaborately to cach other Lhat they

d never been,

“Tll tell Mrs., Vanderbridge that you arc
very camfartable,” was the last remark Hop-
kine made before she sidled out of the dour
and left me alone with the mystery.

1 It was one of those situations—1 am obliged

to repeat this over and over—thal was tuo
‘,pupmlemm for me to beiive in even while
il was surrounded and overwhelmed by i1
"reality. T didn"t dare face what 1 thought, 1
yelidln’t dare face even what 1 felt, bu' 1 went
"to bed shivering in a warm room, while |
resolved passionalely that if the chaoce ever
'eame to me 1 would stand between M=,
Vanderbridge and this unkncwn evil that
threatened her.

II\‘ the morning M. Vanderbridge went out
shopping, and T did not see her until the
{evening, when she passed me oo the sfair-
case as she was poing out Lo dinner and the
:m.  She was radiant in blue velvel, with
+ihamonds in her hair and at her throat, and 1
, wondered again how any one so lovely could
tever Le troubled.
| “1 hope you had a pleasant day, Wss
!".‘.'rmn," she raid kindly. *“1 have been pm
ibusy to get off any letters, but tomorrow
we shall begin early.' Then, as if fiom an
. afterthought, she locked back and added
“There are some new novels in my sitting.
room. You might care to look over Lhem,™
I When she gone, | went up-stairs to the
sitting-room and turned over the books
bet I couldn't, to save my life, force an in
Lerest in printed romances afler mecting M-
Vanderbnidge and remembering the mysuier:
that surrounded her. 1 wondered if *ihe
Other One," as Hopkins called ber, lived in
the house, and [ was still wondering this when
the maid came in and began pulting the 1alle
1o rights,

“Th they dine out often?” 1 asked,

" They used lo, but since Mr. Vanderbiridge
hazn't been so well, Mrs. Vanderbridge doesn't
like to go without him.  She only went tonight
because he begged her o™

She had barely finished speaking when the
door apened, and Mr. Vanderbridge came in




indd sal down in one of the big veivet chairs
swfore the wood fire. He had not noticed s,
or one of his moods wos upon him, and 1
vas about to slip out as noiselessly as [ could
vhen 1 saw that the Other (ne was standing
n the patch of firclight on the hearthrug. 1
wad not seen her come in, and Hopkins cvi-
lently was still unaware of her presence for
vhile T was walching, 1 saw the maid turn
oward her with a fresh log for the fire. For
i minute it occurred to me that Hopkine must
w either blind or drunk, for without hesitating
n her advance, she moved on the stranger,
wlding the huge hickory log oul in fron' of
wr. Then, before I could utter a sound or
treteh out @ hand to stop her, | saw her walk
traight through the gray figure and carcfulty
dace the log on the andirons.

So she isn't real, after all; she is merely a
vhantom, T found myscll thinking, as 1 Aed
rom the room and hurried along the hall
o the staircase. She is only a ghost, and no-
widy believes in ghosts any longer. She is
omething that I know doesn't exist, yel even
hough she can't possibly (be. 1 can swear T
1uve seen her. My nerves were so shaken by
he discovery that as soon as | reached my room
| sank in a heap on the rug, and it was here that
Hopkins inun;m: a little later when she came
in hring me an extra blanket.

"‘("{)U looked so upset I thought you might
have seen something," she said, ' Did
wvthing happen while you were in the room? "

“5he was thore all the time, every blessed
minute. You walked right through her when
you put the log on the fire. Is it possible that
you didn't see her?"™

“No, I didn't see anything out of the way.”
she was plainly frightened. “Where was she
vandingr "

“On the hearth-rug in front of Mr, Vander-
bridge. To reach the fire had to walk
simight through ber, for she didn't move.
She didn't give way an inch.”

“(h, she never gives way. She never gives
ray living or dead.”

This was more than human nature could
#and. " In heaven's name," | cried out irrit-
blv, “*who is she? "

“Dont you know?" She appearcd genu-
nelv surprised. **Why, she is the other AMrs.
vanderbridge. She died fifteen years ago,
vit a year after they were married, and
wople say a scandal was hushed up about her,
vhich he never knew. She isn't a good sort,
hav's what [ think of her, though they say
w almost worshi b

“And she still has this hold an him?"

“He can't shake it off. That's what's the
natter with him, and if it goes on, he will end
iis days in an asylum, you mark my words.
fou see, she was very young, scarcely more
han a girl, and he goi the idea in his head that
t was marrying him that killed her. 1f you
vant to know what I think, I believe she puts
t there for a rlmae,"

“You munp—u? * 1 was so completely at sea
hat 1 couldn’t frame a rational question,

“I mean she haunts himg'mgxﬁcty in order
o drive him out of hiz mind. She was always
hat sort, jealous and exacting, the kind that
lutches and strangles a man, and I've aften
hought, though I've no head [or speculating,
liat we carry into the next world the traits
nd feclings that have pot the better of us in
his one. 1t seems to me only common sensc
o believe that we're obliged to work them off
vmewhere until we are free of them. That is
he way my first lady used to talk, anyhow, and
‘v never found anybody that could give me

more sensibile idea."

" And isn't there any way o stop it* What
@~ Mrz. Vanderbridge done? ™

“(*h. she can't do any thing now, 1t has got

wvond her, though she has had docter aller
luctor and tried everything she could think of.
ut. you see, she is handicapped hecause she
an’t mention it to her hushand. 1o docsn’t
nnw that she knows, " |
“And she won't tell him?*
“5She is the sort that would dic first—just
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.the opposite of the Oiher One.  She leaves him
free; she never clutches and strangles. It
izn't her way.” For a moment she hesitated,
and then added grimly, ' I've wondered if you
could do anything? ™

“Tf T could. Why, I am a perfect stranpger
to them all.”

“That's why 1've been thinking it. Now, ii
vou could corner her some day—the Other
Onc—and tell her up and down to her face just
what you think of her."

The idea was so ludicrous that it made me
laugh in spite of my shaken oerves. “ They
would think me out of my wits! Imagine stop-
P:I-eru':-l apparition and telling it what you think
ol it!

“Then you might try talking it over with
Mrs. "L'ancfe.rbridg!. It would help her to know
that you see her also.”

But the next moming, when 1 went down to
Alrs. Vanderbridge's sitting-room, T found that
she was too ill to see me. At noon a trained
nurse came on the case, and for a week wie took
our meals together in 4 morning-room upstairs.
She appeared competent encugh, but I am
sure she didn't so much as suspect there
was anything wrong in the house excepl the
influenza which had attacked Mrs, Vander-
bridge the night of the opera. MNever once dur-
ing that week did 1 catch a glimpse of the Other
Ome, though 1 felt ber presence whenever I left
mﬁ' room and passed through the hall below.
I knew all the time, as well a5 if 1 had seen her,
that she was hidden there, watching, watch-
ing—

AT the end of the week Mrs, Vanderbridge
sent for me to weite some letters, and when
1 went into her sitting-room, T [ound her lving
on the couch with a tea-table in front of her.
She asked me to make the tea, because she was
5till o weak, and I saw that she looked Aushed
and feverish and that her eyes were unnaturally
large and bright. 1 boped she wouldn't talk 1o
me, because people in that state are apt to talk
too much and then to hlame the listener, but I
had hardly taken my seat at the tea-table
hefore she said.

“Miss Wrenn, [ have wanted to ask vou ever
gince the other evening—did you—did wou see
anything unusual at dinner? From your face
when you came out, I thought—I thought—"

I met this squarely. “That I might hawve?
Yes, I did sec something.”

“You saw her?”

“1 saw a woman come in and sit down at the
table, and I wondered why no one served her.
I saw her distinctly.”

“A small woman, thin and pale, in a gray
dress? "

“She was so vague and—and misty-—you
know what T mean—that it is hard to describe
her. but 1 should know her again anvwhere.
She wore her hair parted and drawn down over
h.ﬁ: cars. It was very dark and fine, as fine as
silk."”

We were speaking in low voices, and uncon-
sciously we had moved closer together while my
jelle hands lelt the tea things.

“Then yvou know,” she said eamestly, ** that
she really comes, that 1 am not out of my mind.
that it is not an hallucination?

“1 know that 1 saw her. 1would swear 1o it
But doesn't Mr. Vanderbridge see her alsa®™

“Xot as we see her. He thinks she iz in
his mind only." Then, after an uncomforbile
silence, she added suddenly: “She is real v a
thought, vou know. She is his thought of her—
but he doesn't know she is '-"iﬂ-i.El: to the
rest of us."

“ And he brings her back by thinking of hers

She leaned nearer, while a quiver passed over
her features and the flush deepened in hoer
chiecks, *That i the only way she comes back
—the only way she has the power to come back
—asa thought, There are months and month:
when she leaves us in peace because he is think-
ing of other things, bul of late, since his illness.
she has been with him almest constantlyv,
A sob broke from her, and she buried her face



in her hands, T suppose she is always trying
to come, only she is too vague. She hasn't any
form that we can see except when he thinks of
her as she uzed to look when she was alive, His
thought of ber is like that—hurt and tragic and
revengeful. You see, he feels that he ruined
her life, because she died when the child was
coming, & month before it would have been
born.

“ And if he were to see her differently, would
she change? Would she cease to be revengeful
il he'stopped thinking her so?™

“(od only knows! ['ve wondered and won-
dered how 1 might move her to pity.”

“Then you feel that she i3 really there?
That she exists outside his mind? "

“How can I tell? What do any of us know
of the world beyond? She exists as much as I
exist to you or you to me. Isa't thought all
there is, all we know? "

This was deeper than T eould follow, but
I asked sympathetically: *And does she make
him unhapm' when she comes? "

“She is killing him—and me. I believe that
is why she does it.”

“Are you sure that she could stay away?
When he thinks of her, isn't she obliged to
come back?™

“(3h, I've asked that question over and over!
In spite of his calling her so unconsciously, I
believe she comes of her own will. [ have al-
ways the feeling—it has never lelt me for an
instant=—that she could appear differently if she
would. I bave studied her for months, until 1
know her like a book, and though she is only an
apparition, I am perfectly positive that she
wills evil to us both, Don't think he would
change that if he could? 't vou think he
would make her amiable instead of vindictive
il he had the power? ™

“Rut if he could only remember her as loving
and tender?"

“T don't know. I give it up—but it i
killing me."

It wear killing her. As the days .
hegan to realize that she had spoken the truth,
| watched her bloom fade slowly and her lovely
features grow pinched and thin like the features
of a starved person. The harder she fought the
apparition, the more [ saw that the batte was
a losing one and that she was only wasting her
strength. So impalpahle vet so pervasive was
the enerny that it was like fighting a poisonous
odar. There was nothing to wrestle with, and
vet there was everything, The strugele was
wearing her out—was, as she had said, actually
killing her, but the physician who dosed her
dnily with drups—there was need now of a
physician—hadn’t, of course, the faintest idea
of the malady he was treating.

N those dreadlul days [ think even Mr.
Vanderbridge hadn't a suspicion of the truth,
The past was with him so constantly, he was
so steeped in the memories of it, that the pres-

ent was scarcely more than a dream to him.
It was, vou see, a reversal of the natural order
of things; the thought had become more vivid |
to his perceptions than any object. The phan- |
tom had been victorious so far, and he was like E
4 man recovering from the efects of a narcotic. ;
He was only hall awake, only half alive to the !
events through which he lived and the people |
who surrounded him. Oh, I realize that [ om i
telling my story badly, that I am slurring over |
the signifcant interludes! My mind has dealt !
o long with external details that I have almost |
[orgotten the words that express invisible !
things. Though the phantom in the house was
more real o me than the bread [ ate or the
Anor on which I trod, T can give you no impres-
sion of the atmosphere in which we lived day
alter day—al the suspense, of the dread of
something we could not define, of the brooding
horror that seemed to lurk in the shadows of
the firelight, of the fecling always, day and
night, that some unsecn person was watching
us. How Mrs. Vanderbndpe stood it without
lwing her mind, T have never known—and even
now | am not sure that she could have kept her
ressun i the end had not come when it did.

That T accidentally brought it abeut is one of
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the things in my life I am most thank{ul 1c
remember.

It was ap alternoon in late winter, and I had
just come up from luncheon, when Mrs. Van-

bridge asked me Lo empty an old desk in one
of the up-stairs rooms,

“1 am sending all the furniture in that room
away,” she said. “Tt was lLought in a bad
period, and 1 want to clear it out and make
room for the lovely things we picked up in
Ttaly. There's nothing in the desk worth sav.
ing except some old letters from Mr. Vander-
bridge’s mother belore her marriage.”

I was plad that she could think of anything
so practical as furniture, and it was with reliei
that I followed her into the dim, rather musty
room over the library, where the windows were
all tightly closed. Years ago, Hopkins had once
told me, the first Mrs. Vandertbridge had uszed
this room for a while, and after her death her
husband had been in the hahit of shutting
himsell up alone here in the evenings. This. I
inferred, was the secret reason why my em-
Eln r was sending the furniture away. She

u;irr'auhvcd to clear the house of every associa-
tion with the apparition.

For a [ew minutes we sorted the letters in the
drawers of the desk, and then, as I expected,
Mrs. Vanderbridge became suddenly bored
by the task she had undertaken. She was sub-
ject to these nervous reactions, and I was pre-
pared lor them even when they seized her so
spasmodically. I remember she was in the
very act of glancing over an ald letter when she
rose impaticnily, tossed it into the fire unread,
and picked up a magazine she had thrown
down an a chair,

“Go over them by yoursell, Miss Wrenn.”
she said, and it was characteristic of her nature
that she should mssume my trustworthiness,
“It anything seems worth saving, you can file
it, but I crn't look over any more of them
They tire me too much,"

Ti::r}r were mosily al letters, and while
1 went an, carciully fling them, I thought how
absurd it was of people to preserve so many

pers that were entirely without value. Mr.
l'r‘l:mder't-rid.ge I had imagined toc be a methnd-
ical man, and yet the disorder of the desk pro-
duced a painful efect on my systematic Lem-
perament, The drawers were filled with letters
evidently unsorted, for now and then 1 came

a mass of business receipts and acknowl]-
ﬁmnu crammed in among wedding invita-
tions or letlers from some elderly lady, who
wrote interminable pale epistles in the finest
gnd most feminine of Italian hands. That a
man of Mr. Vaaderhridge's wealth and posilion
should have been so careless about his curre-
dence amazed me until T recalled the dark
hints Hopkins had drop in some of her
midnight conversation=. Was it possible that
he had “mm{rh“ hiz reason for months after
the death of his first wile, during that year
when he had shut himself alone with  her
memary?

THE question was still in my mind when my

eyes lcll on the envelop in my hand, and |
saw that it was addressed to Mrs, Roger Van-
derhriddge. This explained—in a measure, at
least— the carelessness and the di-order! The
desk was not his, but hers, and after her death
he had used jt only during those desperate
. manths when he barely opened a letter. What
he had done in those long evenings when he
sat alone here, it was beyvond me to imagine
© Waus it apy wonder that the brooding should
have permancntly unbalanced his mind?

At the end of an hour I had sorted and filed
the papers, with the intention of asking Mrs
Vanderiridge il she wished me to destroy the
ones that seemed to be unimpartant, The let-
ters she had instructed me to keep had not
come to my hand, and [ was about to give up
the search for them, when, in shaking the jock
- of one of the drawers, the door of a secret com-
{ partment fell open, and I discovered a dark
aliject which crumbled and dropped apart when
I touched it. Hending nearer, I saw that ke




crumbled mass had once been a hunch al
flowers, and that a streamer of puiple ribhon
still held together the [rail structure of wire ~nd
stems. In this secrel drawer some one had
hidden a sacred treasure, and moved by a sensc
of romanee and adventure, I gathered the dust
tenderly in Lissue- , and ared to Lake
it down stairs to nr:. \I’md:mdge. It was
not until then that some letters tied loosely
together with a silver cord caught my eyes, and
while 1 picked them up, I remember thinking
they must be the ones for which I had been
looking so long  Then, as the cord broke in my
grasp and I gathered the letters lrom the lid of
the desk, a word or two flashed back at me
through the torn edges of the envelops, and I

realized that they were love-letters, written, [ |

surmised, scme filteen years ago, by Mr, Van-
derhridge to his fust wile.

“It may hurt her to see them," I thought,
“but I d)r;n"t dare destroy them. There is
nothing I can do except give them to her.”

MRS. VANDERBRIDGE was lying on the
courh hefore the fire, and [ noticed at
once that she had been crying. The drawn
look in her sweet face went to my heart,
and I lelt that [ would do anything in the
werld te comfort her. Though she had a
book in her hand, T could see that she had
not been reading. The electric lamp on the
litthe table by side was already lighted,
leaving the rest of the room in shadow, for
it was a gray day with a biting edge of snow
in the air. Tt wos all very char in the soft
light, but as soon as I entered, I had a fecling of
oppression that made me want to run out into
IE: wind. If you have ever lived in a haunted
house, a houze pervaded by an unforgetable
past, you will understand the sensation of mel-
anchely that crept over me the minute the
shadows began to fall. It wasn't in myself—of
this [ am sure, [or I have naturally a cheerful
temperament—it was in the s that sur-
rounded us and the air we hreathed.

I explained to her about the letters, and
then, kneeling on the rug in front of her, 1
emptied the of the Aowers into the fire.
There was, though I hate to confess it, a vin-
dictive pleasure in watching it melt into the
Mames, and at the moment I believe I could
have burned the apparition just as gladly. The
rnnrelg saw of the ch:; OIIE. Tﬂ.;rr:m 1 fn;'nd
mysell accepting ins' judgment of her.
Ye=, her hehavior, li:xpng and dead, proved that
she wasn't “a good sort.”

My eyes were still on the Alames, when a
sound from Mrs. Vanderbridpe—hall a sigh,
hall a sob—made me turn quickly and look
up at her.

“But this isn't his handwriting,” she said in
a puzzled tone, “They are love-letters, and
they are 1o her—but they are not frem him.*
For a moment or two she was silent, and I
heerd the pages rustle in her hands as she
turned Lthem impatiently. " They are not from
him," she repeated presently with an exultant
ring in her voice. * They are written alter her
marriage, but they are {rom another man."
She was as sternly tragic as an avenging late.
“She wasn't fuithiul to him while he was

With a spring I had risen from my knees and
was bending above her. “Then you can save
him [rom her. You can win him back! You
have only to show him the letters, and he will
helieve!™

“Yes, I have only to show him the letters.”
She was looking beyond me into the dusky
shadows of the firelight, as if she saw the
Other One standing there before her. T have
unly to show him the letters,"—I knew now
that she was not spezking to me, "—and he will
elieve.™

“ Her Enwer over him will he broken. He
will think af her differently. Oh, don't you
see? Crn't you see? It is the only way to
make him think of her diferently. It is the
only way to break the thought that draws her
back to him,"

“Yes, 1 see it is the only way,” she snil
slowly, and the words were still on her lips

13



The Past

when Mr. Vanderbridge entered. *'T came lor
a cup of tea,” he began, and added, *What
is the only way?" :

It was the crucial moment, I realized, lor
these two—and while he sank wearily into a
chair, I looked imploringly at his wife and
then at the letters l)l-i:i loosely in her lap. It
I had had my will, I should have flung them
at him with a wviolence which would have
startled him out of his lethargy. .

For a minute or two she sat there with the
letters in her lap and watched him with ber
thought{ul and tender fu_ I knew that she was
looking again at invisible things—at the soul
ol the man she Joved, not at the body. She
saw him, detached and spiritualized, and she
saw also the Other One, for while we waited 1
became slowly aware of the ition in the
firelight, of the white face and the cloudy hair
and the look of animeaity and bitterness in the
eyes. Never belore had I been soﬂ:l'uundly
convinced of the malignant will veiled by that
thin figure. It was as il the form were only a
spiral of gray smoke covering n sinister purpose.

I““Thn fn'ty way," said Mrs. Vanderbridge,
“is to Bght fairly even when one fights evil.”

Her voice was like a bell, and as she spoke,
she rose from the couch and stood there in her

lowing beauty confronting the pale ghost of
5& past. There was a light about her that
was almost unearthly, the light of triumph.
It was like a flame, c?lr:a.ri::lg the atmosphere of
2l that was evil, of all that was poisonous and
deadly. She was looking directly at the
phantom, and there was no hate in her voice—
only a great pity, a great sorrow and sweetness.

“1 can't fight you that way,"” she said, and
I knew that fou the first time she had swept
aside subterfuge and evasion and was speaking
stinight to the presence before.  * After all, you
ar:iad and [ am living, and I can pot fight
you that way. I give up everythi tgh I give
him back to you. No is mine that 1 can
not win and kecp fairly. Nothing is mine that
belongs really to yvou.

Then, while Mr. Vanderbridge rose with a
start of fear and came toward her, she bent
quickly and Qung the letters inta the fire. When
he would have stooped to gather the unburned

grs, her lovely, flowing body curved between

is hands and the flames, and so Lransparent,
so ethereal she looked, that I saw—or imagined
I saw—the light shine through her.

“The only way, my dear, is the fdght way,”

she said soltly.

TI{E next instant—I don't know to this dav
how or when it began—I] was aware that
the rition had drawn nearer, and that the
dread and (ear, the evil purpose, were no longer
a part of her. I saw her clearly for a moment,
saw her as | had never seen her before—syouny
and gentle and—jes, this is the only ward ior
it—loving. It was just as if a curse had turned
into a blessing, for while she stood there, T had
a curions sensation of being enfolded in a kind
ol spiritual glow and comfort—it wasn't in the
least like anything else [ had ever known in mv
life. It was light without beat, glow without
light, and wet it was none of these thinms.
The nearest I can come to it is to call it a senw
of blessedness, of blessedness that made you at
peace with everything you had once hated.

Mot until afterward did [ realize that it wae
the victory of good over evil. Not until afier-
ward did 1 discover that Mrs, Vanderbridee
had triumphed over the past in the only war
that she could triumph, She had won, not bv
resisting, but by accepting; not by violence,
but by gentleness; not by grasping, but by re
nouncing. Oh, long, long alterward, [ knew
that she had rohbed the phantom of power over
her Ly robbing her ol hatred. She had chaneed
the thought of the past; in that lay her victav

At the moment 1 did not understand -
T Jid not understand it even when I looked
again far the apparition in the fuclight and sam
that it had vanished. There was noching there
—nothing except the pleasant fMlicker of licht
| wnd shadow on the old Persian rug.
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