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“My dearest,” I answered, “ do you not
know that there is no other chiteau within
forty miles of Puy Verdun ?”

‘¢ Indeed ?” she said ; ¢ that isstrange.”

I asked her why the fact seemed strange to
her ; and after much entreaty I obtained from
her the reason of her surprise.

In her walks about tke park and woods during
the last month, ¢he had met & man who, by his
dress and bearing, was obviously of noble rank.
She had imagined that he occupied some cha-
teau near at hand, and that his estate adjoined
ours. I was at a loss to imagine who this
stranger could be ; for my estate of Puy Verdun
lay in the heart of a desolate region, and unless
when some traveller's coach wentlumbering and
Jingling through the village, one had little more
chance of encountering a gentleman than of
meeting a demigod. )

‘ Have you seen this man often, Eveline 77 I
asked.

She answered, in a tone which had a touch of
sadness, “I see him every day.”

“ Where, dearest ?”

“Sowmetimes in the park, sometimes in the
wood. You know the little cascade, Hector,
where there is some old neglected rock-work
that forms a kind of cavern. I have taken a
fancy to that spot, and have spent many morn-
ings there reading. Of late I have seen the
stranger there every morning.”

‘He has never dared to-address you ?”

‘“Never. 1 have looked up from my book,
and have seen him standing at a little distance,
watching me silently. 1 have continued read-
ing; and when I have raised my eyes again |
have found him gone. He must approach and
depart with a stealthy tread, for I never hear his
footfall. Sometimes [ have almost wished that
he would speak to me. It is so terrible to see
him standiug silently there.”

“He is some insolent peasant who seeks to
frighten you.”

My wite shook her head.

‘“He is no peasant, she answered. “ It is not
by his dress alone [ judge, for that is strange to
me. He has an air of nobility which it is im-
possible to mistake.”

¢ Is he young or old ?”

‘ He is young and bandsome.”

I was much disturbed by the idea of this
stranger’s intrusion on my wife’s solitude ;and 1
went straight to the village to inquire if any
stranger had been seen there. [ could hear of
no one. I questioned the servants closely, but
without result, Then I determined to accom-
pany my wife in her walks, and to judge for my-
selt ot tne rank of the stranger.

For a week I devoted all my mornings to
rustic rambles with Eveline in the park and
woods; and in all that week we saw no one
but an occasional peasant in sabots, or one of
our own household returning from a neighbour-
ing farm.

I was a man of studious habits, and those
sunmer rambles disiurbed the even current of
my life. My wife perceived this, and entreated
me to trouble myself no further.

“T will spend my mornings in the pleasaunce,
Hector,3 she gaid ; ¢ the stranger cannot intrude
upon me there.”

*“1 begin to think the stranger is only a phao-
tasm of your own romantic brain,” | replied,
smiling at the earnest face lifted to mine. A
chitelaine who is always reading romances may
well meet handsome cavaliersin the woodlands,
1 daresay I have Mdlle. Scuderi to thank for this
noble stranger, aud that he is only the great
Cyrus in modern costume.”

“Ah, that is the puint which mystifies me, |

Hector,” ghe said. “The stranger's costume is
not modern.  He looks as an old picture might
look if it could descend from its frame.”

Her words pained me, for they reminded me
of that hidden picture in the library, and the
quaint hunting costume of orange and purple
which André de Brissac wore at the Regent’s
ball.

After this my wife confined her walks to the
pleasaunce ; aud for many weeks I heard no
more of the nameless stranger, | diamissed all
thought of him from my mind, for a greater and

heavier care had come upon me. My wife's
health began to droop. The change in her
was so gradual as to be almost impercepti-
ble to those who watched her day by day. It
was only when she puton a rich gala dress
wkich she bad not worn for months that I saw
how wasted the form must be on which the em-
broidered bodice hung so loosely, and how wan
ard dim were the eyes which had once been
brilliant as the jewels she wore in her hair.

I sent a messenger to Paris to summon one of
the court physicians; but I knew that many
days must needs elapse before he could arrive at
Puy Verdun.

In the interval I watched my wife with unut-
terable fear.

It was not her health only that had declined.
The change was more painful to behold than
any physical alteration. The bright and sunny
spirit bad vanished, and in the place of my joy-
ous young bride I beheld a woman weighed
down by rooted melancholy. In vain I sought
to fathom the cause of my darling’s sadness.
She assured me that she had no reason for sor-
row or discontent, and that if she scemed sad
without & motive, I must forgive her sadness,
and consider it as a misfortune rather than a
fault.

I told her that the court physiian would
speedily find some cure for her despondency,
which must needs arise from physical causes,
since she had no real ground for sorrow. But
although she said notbing, I could see she had
no hope or belief in the healing powers of medi-
cine,

One day, when I wished to beguile her from
that pensive silence in which she was wont to
sit an hour at a time, I told her, laughing, that
she appeared to have forgotten her mysterious
cavalier of the wood, and it seemed also as if he
had forgotten her,

To my wonderment, her pale face became of
a sudden crimson ; and from crimson changed
to pale agair in a breath.

“You bave never seen him since you deserted
your woodland grotto 7 I said.

She turned to me with a heart-rending look.

‘ Hector,” she cried, *“I see him every day;
and it is that which is killing me.”

She burst into a passion of tears when she
had said this. I took her in my arms as if she
had been a frightened child, aud tried to com-
fort her.

My darling, this is madness,” I said. “ You
know that no stranger can come to you in the
pleasaunce. The moat is ten feet wide and
always full of water, and the gates are kept
locked day and night by old Masson. The cha-
telaine of a mediwval fortress need fear no in-
truder in her antique garden.”

My wife shook ler head sadly.

“I see him every day,” she said.

On this T believed that my wife was mad. I
shrank from questioning her more closely con-
cerning her mysterious visitant. It would be
ill, I thought, to give a form and substance to
the shadow that tormented her by too close in-
quiry about its look and manner, its coming and
going,

I took care to assure myself that no stranger
to the household could by “any possibility pene-
trate to the pleasaunce, Having done this, I
was fain to await the coming of the physician,

He came at last. 1 revealed to him the con-
viction which was my misery, I told him that
I believed my wife to be mad. He saw her—
spent an hour alone with her, and then cawme to
me. To my unspeakable relief he assured me of
her sanity,

“It i3 just possible that she may be affected
by one delusion,” he said; but she is 8o reason-
able upon all other points, that I can scarcely
bring myseclf to believe ler the subject of a
monumania. I am rather inclined to think that
she really sees the person of whom she speaks.
She described him to me with a perfect minute-
ness. The descriptions of scenes or individuals
given by patients afflicted with monomania are
always more or less disjointed ; but your wife
spoke to me as clearly and calmly as I am now

speaking to you, Are you sure there is no one

who can approach ber in that garden where she
walks ?”

“T am quite sure.”

“Is there any kinsman of your steward, or
hanger on-of your household,—a young man
with a fair womanish face, very pale, and ren-
dered remarkable by a crimson scar, which
looks like the mark of a blow ?”

“My God!” I cried, as the light broke in
upon me all at once. “And the dress—the
strange old-fashioned dress ?”

“The man wears a hunting costume of purple
and orange,” answered the doctor.

I knew then that André de Brissac had kept
his word, and that in the bour when my life was
brightest his shadow had come between me and
happiness.

1 showed my wife the picture in the library,
for I would fuin assure myself that there was
some error in my funcy about my cousin. She
shook like a leat when she beheld it, and clung
1o me convulsively.

“This is witcheraft, Hector,” she said. ¢ The
dress in that picture is the dress of the man I
see in the pleasaunce; but the face is not his.”

Then she described to me the fuce of the
stranger; and it was my cousin's face line for
line—André de Brissac, whom she had never
seen in the flesh. Most vividly of all did she
describe the cruel mark upon his face, the trace
of a fierce blow from an open hand.

After this I carried my wife away from Puy
Verdun, We wandered far—through the south-
ern provinces, and into the very heart of Swit-
zerland, I thought to distance the ghastly
phantom, and I fondly hoped that change of
scene would bring peace to my wife.

It was not so. Go where we would, the
ghost of André de Brissac followed us.  To my
eyes that fatal shadow never revealed itself.
Z’hat would bave been too poor a vengeance. It
was my wife's innocent heart which André
made the instrament of his revenge. The un-
holy presence destroyed her life. My constant
compupionship could not shield her from the
horrible intruder. In vain did I watch her; in
vain did I strive to comfort her,

“He will not let me be at peace,” she said ;
‘‘he comes between us, Hector. He is standing
between us now. I can see hig face with the
red mark upan it plainer than I see yours.”

One fair moonlight night, when we were to-
gether in a mountain village in the Tyrol, my
wife cast herself at my feet, and told me she was
the worst and vilest of women.

“I have confessed all to my director,” she
said ; “ from the first I have not hidden my gin
from Heaven. But I feel that death is near me;
and before 1 die I would fain reveal my sin to
you.”

“ What sin, my sweet one ?”

“When first the stranger came to me in the
forest, his presence bewildered and distressed
me, and I shrank from him as from something
strunge and terrible. He came againand again ;
by and by I found myself thinking of him, and
watching for his coming. His image haunted
me perpetnally ; I strove in vain to shut his
face out of my mind. Then followed an interval
in which I did not gee him; and, to my shame
and anguish, I found that life seemed dreary and
desolate without him, After that came the time
in which he haunted the pleasaunce; and—O,
Hector, kill me if you will, for I deserve no
mercy at your hands!—I grew in those days to
count the hours that must elapse before his
comiug, to take no pleasure save in the sight of
that pale face, with the red brand upon it, He
plucked all old familiar joys out of my heart,
and left in it but one weird unholy pleasure—
the delight of his presence. For a year I have
lived but to see him. And now curse me,
Hector; for this is my sin. Whether it comes
of the baseness of my own heart, or is the work
of witcheraft, I know not; but I know that 1
have striven against this wickedness in vain.”

I took my wife to my breast, and forgave her.
In sooth, what had I to forgive? Was the
fatality that overshadowed us any work of hers?
On the next night she died, with her hand in
mine; and at the very last she told me, sobbing
and afitighted, that ke was by her ‘side,




