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in the general appearance of comfort. It was a and on ber wan, thin cheeks. Her hair was
large apartmentý commensurate with the size of white as snow, and her complexion was of an
the castle, anà the deep bay-windows cominand-, unearthly gravish hue. Itwas amemorable face
cd an extensive view. ---!a face which, once seen, might haunt one long

On the morning following the conversation al- afterward. In the eves there was tenderness and
ready mentioned General Pomeroy arose early 'softness, vet the fashion of the mouth and chin

;Lnd it was toward this room that he turned ýis seemed t' speak*of resolution and force, in spite
steps. Throughout the castle there was that air of the ravages which age or sorrow had made.

of neglect already alluded to, so that the morn- She stood quite unconscious of the General*s
ing-room affordeà a pleasant contrast. Here all presenre, looking at the portraÎt with a fixeà and
the conifort that remained at Chetwvnde seemed rapt expre§bion. As she gazed ber face changed
to have centred. It was with a (eeling of in- in its aspect. In the eves there arose unuttera-
tense satisfaction that the Gerieral seated him- ble longing and tenderness; love so deep that

:el f in an arnQqehair whieh stood i.ithîn the deep the sight of it tlius unconscious1y expressed might
recess of the bav-window, and surveyed the apart- î have sofcened the hardest and stern est nature;
ment. w while over all ber féatures the saine vearning ex-

The room was about forty feet long and thirty pression was spread. Gradually, as she stoodl,
feet wide. The ceiling was covered with quaint she raised ber thin white hands and clasped

figures in fresco, the walls were paneled with them. together, and so stood, intent apon the
oak, and high-backed,- stolid-looking chaù-s stood portrait, as though she found some spell there

around. On one side was the fire-place, so vast whose power was overmastering.
and so high that it seemed itself another room. At the sight of so weird and ghostly a figure
It was the fine old fire-place of the Tudor or the General was strangely moyed. îhere was

Plantagenet period-the unequaled, the unsur- something st.artling in such an apparition. At
passed-whose day bas long since been done, first there came involuntarîly half-supers-titious

and which in departing from the world bas left thoughts. He recalled all those rnvsterious be-
nothing to, compensate for it. Still, the fire- ings of whom ho had ever heard whose occupa-

place lingers in a few old mansions; and here tion was to haunt the seats of old families. He -2,
at Chetwvnde Castle was one nitbout a peer. thought of the White Lady of Avenel, the Black

It was lchy, it was broad, it was deep, it was Lady of Scarborough, the Goblin Woman of
well-paved, it was ornamented not carelessly Huýst, and the Bleeding.Llýun. A second glance

but lovingly, as though the hearth was the bolv ser-,ýed to show him, however, that she could by
place, the altar of the castle and of the, fûmily'. no possibility fill the important post of FamifV
There was room in its wide expanse for the gaCh- Ghost, but was real *èsh and blood. Yet even

ering of a hotisehold about the fire; its embrace thus she was scarcely less impressive. Most of
was the embrace of love; and it was the t . pe ali was he moved by the sorrov of ber face. She

model of those venerable and hallowed places might serve for Niobe with ber children dead;
nglish language a word she rhight serve for Hecuba over the bodies of

,vhich have given to the E * î
holier even thin " Home," since that word is Polyxena and Polydore." The sorrows of woman

Ilearth.*' have ever been greater than those of man. Th(,-
It was with some such thoughts as these that ividow suffers more than the widower; the be-

Cireneral Pomerov sat looking at the fire-place, reaved mother than the bereaved father. The
where a few fàgýts sent up a ruddy blaze, when ideuls of grief are found in the faces of women,

suddenly his attention was arrested by a figure and reach their intensity in the woe that meets
ivhici-i entered the room. So quiet and noiseless our eves in the Mater Dolorosa. This woman

was the entrance that he did not notice it until. was one of the great community of sufferers, and
the figure stood between him and the fire. It anguisli both past and present still left its traces
%vas a woman; and certainly, of all the women on ber face.
whom. he had ever seen, no one had possessed so Bersides all this there was something more;
weird and mvstical an aspect. She was a lit-, and while the General was awed by the majesty

tie over the niiddle height, but exceedingly thin of sorrow. he was at the saine time perplexed by
and emaciated. She wore a cap and a gow-n of an inexplicable familiarity which he felt with tbat
black serge, and looked more like a Sister of face of woe. Where, in the years, had he seen
Charity than any thing else. Her féatures were it before? Or had he seen it before at all; or
thin and shrunken, ber cheeks hollow, her chin had he only known it in dreams? In vain he
peaked, and ber hair was as white as snow. Yet tried to recollect. Nothing from. out his past

the» hair was verv thick, and the cap could not life recurred to bis mind whieh bore any resem-
conceal its heavý white masseq. Her side-face blance to this face before him. The endeavor to
was turned toward him, and he could not see recall this past grew painful, and at length he re-
ber full ' y at first, antil at length she turned to- turnèd to hiraself. Then he dismissed the idea
ward a picture which hung over the fire-place, as fanciful, and began to, fée], uncomfortable, aï
and stecd regarding it fixedly. though he were witnessing something which. ho

It was the portrait of a yoing man in the dress had no business to, see. She was evidently un-
of a British officer. The General knew that it conscious of bis- presenée, and to, be a witness of
was the only son of Lord Chetivynde, for whorn, ber emotion ander such circumstances seemed to

he had written,. and whorn he was expecting; him. asbad as eaves-dropping. The moment,
and now, as he sat there with his eyes riveted on therefore, that he had overcome his surprise he
this singular figure, he was amazed at the ex- turned his head away, looked ont of the window,
pression of ber face. and coughed several timm Then he rose from

Her eves were large and dark and mysterious. his chair, and after standing for a moment he
Ber face bore anmistakable tracesfof ý;orroItv. turned once more.
Deep Unes were graven on ber pale forehead, As heý. turned he found himself face to face


