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tion, that rapid coneeatration of troops upon a
given point, they appear to know nothing. We
do not expect that volunteer corps could easily
be trught all the details of concentrated action,
put there appears to be no machinery in exist-
ence, in the higher grades, to facilitate the mo-
pilization of troops, as there appears to be an
utter absence of all “knowledge of it in the
papks. That there must be some rude means
of bringing troops together, and of providing
for them when assembled, we do mot doubt,
put we ask the question: IFit would not be
well to reduce this chaos to order and to form
a Voiunteer Service Corps, whese duty it would
be to attend to the requirements of an army in
the field. Such a corps would be a necessity
during war. No army can get aloog without
it, and if our volunteers are to become really
cfficicnt, ready to turn out at once, and find
their concentration provided for, such a corps
would be found to facilitate their movements
and cnable the volunteers to mobilize rapidly
and well.  We must remember that Canadian
resources have never yet been tested in this re-
spect, and men who talk abous * being at
the front” have but a poor idea of the

strain  that actual warfare, against an
organized ~ government, would put upon
the resources of the volunteer system.

What our volunteers have done is no proof
of what they would doif they had to meet in-
vasion from the troops of the United States, or
the laoding of 30,000 RRussians upos our
ghores, Ia fighting aguinst organized troops
we would have no time to build up our military
resistanee, the shock would come at osce, sharp
and sudden, and unless we put in training all
necessary cxpedients to enable us to mobilize
rapidly, we would mevitably suffer the conse-
quences, which would probably be disastrous,
Sase well said that it was *legs not arms that
won campaigns” and that saying is trueto day.
The eencral who can coacentrate the most men
at a given point, will generally succeed, and that
concentration is not much facilitated by simply
teaching battalion or company drill. The mere
routine of the parade ground is oftentimes
abandoned in the reality of n fight, and what
is admirable on parade, may be uscless in the
field. It isin the ioternal economy of regi-
mental and brigade duty, the careful provision-
ing of the supplics, the attention to the require-
mepts of the troops, that go to make an army
cfficiest and win eampuigas, Few volun-
teer corps could surpass in physical appearance
those, for instance, of Montreal. Taken at an
average, the Victorias, the Prince of Wales’, the
5th and 6th Fusaliers, the Artillery or the
French eorps, will stand comparison with the
average corps in Great Britain or with the
militia of the neighbouring Republic. But
all this is not cnough. We want to understand
the means of provisioning and providing for
cach corps when in the field, and thus will their
cficiency be sceured.  Same people may think
that that would be an cusy matter. Let us
assurc them thatthere is, perhaps, not a man in
Montreal, unless he has been either a quarter-
master or a quartermaster’s sergeant, who could
feed a tegiment of mon for 24 hours withour
muking such chaos of his work as would dc.f'y
Babil to extricate him from. The Comumis-
sariat is the most difficult branch of the nop-
combatant troops to manage successfully, and
swe doubt very much if it does not require more
administrative capacity and experience, ir its
own way to manage the Comnmissariat well, than
it does to conduct a~ campaign,  If then this
branch is so nccessary to success is it not to be
expected that we should look for some move-
ment to form it, especislly: in Canada
where we are without a regular force of army
sirvice men to form the nueleus fer such
corps in caso of war. If the regulartroops
were here such a volunteer force as we stggest
might not be necessary, but without anyor:
ganized force of the kind te rally around, the
necessity of having an.Army Service Corps of
our own becomes more apparent, Unlike a
battalion of the line, Army Service Corps can-
not be truined to pass muster alter a few days
arill in the year, They must know the routine
of their duties, and opportunities could be
taken in camps, &e. &e. ot giving them experi-
ence as well. The expense may be urged
aguinst the suggestion. Wall if the Gavern.
ment would mbot give the money peecessary to
form such a corps, and drill it for say 14 days
eachye rin camp, then it would be better to ro

duce some of the outlaying country companies
1n order to makesuch such a corpsa fact. An
army in the field could do better without twenty
half drilled companies than without an Army
S:rvice Corps, and sbove alllet us not for-
get that it is easy coough to make those same
companies pass muster, but it is not so easy to
become a guarter-master or a quarter-master s
sergeant. At the prosemt time the quar-
ter-master of a battalion is merely a
nominal  appointment. These gentlemen
do ‘nothing, and it is mno harm fo siy,
thit they kmow ctothiog whatever of the
duties which would full to their lot in the event

of bsiug reguired, Tae medieal staff ':_.zqui:r:.

no trainisg, but the quarter-master snd the
quarter masterssergeants certainly de. Whie
we do not advotate the lavish cxpenditura of
money upoxa our volunteer system, yet a niggard
economy in the same respect has often been
the ruin of pations. The marvel is that the
volunteersin this conntry arc able to pass mus-
ter at all cousidering the little encouragement
they receive, There is no test of efficiency, The
man who can make good practice at the target
gets no more encouragement from government

than the man who can make no practice at all..

Why not have first class men to whom some
pecuniary or other reward may be given?
This 13 the case in England, and it" introduces
that keen competition sud esprit du corps
which tends to develop the best energies of the
men,
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CHAPTER I,

Never met, never parted,
We bad ne'er been broken-hearted,

Therzare a great many strectsin London througl.
which a stranger might pass directly without once
having Lis attention attracted fo cither the right
hand or the left. So quiet and reticing are they
in appearacce that they seem almost to +ink away
from the gazz of the curious. Arbour street was
one of Lthis class, There was not u large thorough-
fars within a quarter of a mile of it,and the harsh
noises uf a fuctory never invaded its secred pre-
cincts, Driefly described, it was a quiet, respectable
street, with o neat yow of unpretenliog, characier-
istienlly yuirt bouses on either side. In a pretty
studio, in one of the best of these houses, a young
man was sesled bending thoughtfully over the
leaves of & large volume. His face, although ex.
tremely pale, was decidedly bandsome, The dark
wavy hair, brushed well ba k, displaged a finely
developed forehead. The eyes, dark and flashing,
were lit up with the fire of genius sud energy, while
the mouth small and well-cut, speke of firniness
and lLigh resolve.

The stirroundings of the room proclaimed Lim to
be an artist. On the walls a vast variety of pic-
tures weve hung, Weird, melancholy figures looked
dowo with o strange cxpression ¢n the mogician
who had given them their lifelike appearance
T'hien there wete paintings of brigauds, and frowning
warriors, to say nothing of beauntiful women and
sweet innoceut faces. 'Thers were abundance of
Loiks and plenty of pictures in tbis little studio,
but few of what one mizht call the sulstantial com-
forts of the world. Upon the table, efore which
the young man sat, a number of photagraphs were
tasrefuily armoged in an o namental glass basket,
und amonp the rest was that of a beautiful young
girl, ¥From its porition one conld rlmcest fancy it was
endowed with life, and watching foudly over the
stooping furm of the pallid student.  Upon the
buck of the portrait were written the following
words : —

t Melena Wardbroolk,
Died June 15th, 18—
Beloved?

There was nothing more than these few simple
words, and yet few as they were, they recorded the
close to a lifo full of brrght vouthful hopes and ar-
deut sficetion Ah! yus, these words brought back
t> Walter Hastings' wmind the bitter recollection f
by-gone days. I'wo years ago he had been engaged
Ly Sir Lioae! Wardbrook of Essex House——an old
college fricud of bis fither’'s—to fustruct his eldest
dauglhter in drewing. There he eaw Ilelend the
youngrst. Hur freshuers, Ler winniog manner, at
orce eaptivated him,  He lost Lis heart almost the
instant he saw her, and at cnce fell desperately, but
bopeleily in love: hopelessly, but Jove wonld still
be “lowd ot allr  Helenn Wardbrook shared asimi
lar fate. Proud and dis'ant as sho generally was
to others, she was foread to give way to the stange
fnflocuce which this man had overher. Tledid not
possess wealth nor title, Ie could unot talk
familinrily of his uncle as tho varl of a shire, norre
fer to his graudfither ns a defanct baronet.  Yet
he possessed oll the qualities, which to her mind,
made u man nebly, aud worthy ofa woman's deepest
affzction,

Sir Lionel, a shrewd man of the warld, was not
slow todutest the fimprudence” of his duugh'er; hd
was the the term he, o prosaic mun of the world, ap-
plied to this romantic affair, and Lo resvived tonip
it in tLe bud, in the cool calculating way in which
be did everything,

He entered the spacious drawing-room one day,
just as Walter bad seated himeelf to indulge his fancy
with adaliciors viion of the tuture—the grand
charactr in the raid vision being of course. Helena
Wardbroak, He bad only halfcompleted th: build
ing of this castle in the aic whon Sir Lionel entered,
and with a few cold words annibilated the airy struc-

re, [

m‘- Mc. Haslings,” he said, in a most courteous tone
(SicLionel wasalways excessively polite) #Ihavea
little bit of news for you this mornicg.”

« Something relsting to o railway sccident,or a
colliery explosion, Sir Lionel?” Walter inquired
smiling, little guessiug what was to follow.

« Well, not so volcasic as all that, I dare say
you will call it tame when yon bear it. It is simply
this: Miss Ellen and Mins Gerliv bave made up
their minds to start for the coatinent in a weck or

U

« And TI-lens, too, Is she going?" he asked
cagerly, forgetting In his anxicety the conventional
1t Mirg )

& Ni? wasg the cold response. ** Your pu pils have
been rnther dull I fear, Mr, Haslings” continned Sir
Lionel, “and I daresay you will not lament their
departure.” .

Walter looked inquiringly into Sir Lionel's face
before replying. He saw through hiscloak of polite-
n:gs, nod fclt assured that the man who stood belfore
him had already banished} bim from all that had
made life happy. Aftera painful pause, he said
 Your daughiters, Sir Lionel, it is bardly necessary
for me ta say, have notbeen dull, but the reverse,
and I only regret that I am aboutto lose such credit-
able pupils, I suppose our engagement will termi-
nate on'—

“Ah! yes,to besmre. Iam so glad you com-
prehend me, - What day would suit you, Mr., Hast-
ings ?”

% T'c-day, to-morrow, any,” was the hasty reply,

« Fiiday week 7

1t Yeg, ihat will do.”

 Thanlk you,” and Sir Lionel bowed and left the
room, well pleased to have completed an unpleas-
ant business so quickly, . .

# Friduy week 77  Walter Hastings = repeated
slowly to himselfad the door closed on Sir Lionel.

“This, then woe to be the climax to all hie fond

-hopes. He would have to start out again inlo the

din aul bustie of n cold cheerless world, rudely

there could be uo mistaking Sir Lionel Ward-
brook’s meaning, His coldly polite manner, in
painful contrast to bis former (riendliness of tone,
said a5 plainly, or more pluinly than wo ds, “%Qur
cngagement now ends, end with it our fricndship?”
Walter Hastioge felt it &ll, and much as he loved
Helenn, his pride made him anxious for the time to
come when he should take kis finnl fare vell.

Tho fatal day camo at last. He received tho
thanka of Sir Lionel for hig services, Iis daughters,
teo, complimented him, in A manuer ufiaitely con-
descending, upon his talent for teachfng. But
where was Helena ?

He passod despondingly from the room. Ielemn
stood in the massive doorway, with n hectic flush
on her choeks, suppressed feeling making her ap-
prarmore lovely than ever, As Walter approachea
she hastened to meet him.

" And so you arc going away, Walter?” she said,
her voice trembling with emotica,

Ha looked into her ¢arnest face, and could
scarcely master courage to answer At last with
some effort ho replicd di~tinctly, “Iawm, Helena 7

She Jookel up at him, her beauliful Llue eyes
were fast il ng with tears,

“Yes" be stammered. Then lowering his voice
almost to 8 whirper, be said softly.

“ Perhay 8, alter oll, it will be more conducivo to
your hippiness. I suppose Yeaven never meant
us for each other”

Tke words were spuken with apparent checrfal-
ness, but around bis beart already a dark funeral
cloud was gathecing, shutting out completely the
light of happiners and hope. T

“ Walter,” she uid, after o panse, a vague fenr
taking possession of her ns she spoke =1 had a
most curiouz dream last night. I dreamt that,
rambling through a large forest, I came upon adis
mal lake, overbung with sad, drooping trece, which
seemed to weep ng their brauche; ki-sed the tile,
The water was of & greeni-h bue, owing to thie in.-
mense number of weeds loaling along on its rur-
face. Anything so lorlorn or wretched conld not,
I tkick, be imagiaed than this dreary liquid ex-
pange,  AsI stood looking into that lake's mlun
choly depths [ fancied it began fo crow larger and
Iniger, and at last assumed all the proportions of a
mighty fea. I was go terrifi-d vy this sudden
chunge that I .urned guickly away fram the apot,
but just s I wasabout to depart [ met six figwes
men or spirits, I do not know what they appen-ol
to be. They were dressed alike, in flowing sombre
robes, anil between them they caried n  bont
shrouded in the deep=st black crape  They glided
towards the ploomy lake in a nois less mauner, and
quietly Jaanched thu boat. This dome, they all
turned towards me, each poiating with his inlex
finger s a sigual for me to enter. 1 tried to scream
for help, but my tongne refused to utter a round.
1 turned to fly, but their oyes fustened on me and
seemed o exercise’over mo a strange mesmeric
power, aud 1 was compelied to ob y them. Wihen
1 was seated my silentcompanions entered, cach
tock hold of an car and row.d awny qiickly

into tae my:terious waler, After a  lovy
time we came to a strange country. Some uu-
seen arms lifted me on to the store. aund wheu 1
turnud to fook for my eaptors I found that they
and their cminous ULont had  disappeared.
The scene then changed. I fancied I bad been
years in this new country when T rgain wandered to
the brink of this pecalinr sea, and met in precisely
the sawe fashion as before eix robed figures. O
this occasion the'r garments were of the purest
white, and cach ba'dlw Leavenly smile on his coun-
tenance, 1 approached them with confidence and
said—'Can you not let mes=¢ Walterngain?  'I'iey
all Lowed useent, and in a moment I fuund myseld
in a beantiful ba:k, with srowy white suils, which
danced gladiy over the now sparkling waves, and was
soon back to the point inthe forest from which I
had been taken, Iire the driam grow confused.
I thought I saw you pule and dejected, leaniug Loth
your arms on a ‘great 1moss-covercd ftome,
and looking dremamny and very sad, 1 ap
proacked y.u joyfully, but you furped coldly

away. Jhknew you did not rccoynize me, 20 like
had I grown to the spirits I had only just left
Shortly uwiter 1 awcke. Doubtless you will eay
this is all ¢illy nonsense—an idle drenm—you al-
ways Jaugh atguch things, pul Walter, I have
it strange presertiment something is poivng to hap
pen, I told you I overhemrd the doctor tell papn
wy heart wos affvcted  What if T rhould die??

Walter Hastings started as if o degger had
pirrced hisheart, Her words uttered with w sirange
solewmnity rang out like a prophecy, nud he shud.
dcrutll at the bare idea of that proph:cy biing ful
fitled.

%I can see my words pain you, Walter, but indedd
I do not care much about life—now.” Thehot tears
were coming fast. She tried to speak further, but the
words woald not come.

OB ! the bitter, bitter thonrhts that filled Walter
Mastings' soul as he gazed into that upturned tear-
stained face,

I'nerc waa a painful pause,

“ You will learn in time to forget, darling,” Walter
said huskily, )

# Never,” she answered emphatically. ¢ Dat
Whalter, if axything should happen to me, 1 shall
gor ofimes ind a plase in your memory? Promisc
me this"”

Heo bad not time to reply. At this moment the
tall figure of Sir Lionel]ippraredat ono of the win-
dows. Ho was evidently watching them with any-
thing but a pleased countenance, A hurried farewell
was whispered, and they parted with hearts choked
with sorrow and distress,

It would have been well for Walter Hastings if
his misery bad ended here, but it was not to be ro.
A cruel fate had willed that he should drink the
cup to the verydregs, Some montba after this pain-
ful scene, just us he sat down to breakfast, Mrs, Good-
all, bis laudlady, placed in his hsnds a newspaper
which shesnid kad been 1. ft by a person who refused
to give apy name,

¢ T wonder what it can contain likely to amuse
me,” ke gaid, tearing off tho wrapper, looking up
and down the long columns. There was a racy
arlicle on the management of baloons, nnd a dry
meaningless ona on * Ullramontane” politica, ¢ Dut
wao in the name of common senss could think gnch
objests would interest me ?”he said, about tolay the
piper down, when Lis eys cang bt the following para-
graph under the #deaths” en lerlined heavily with
pen and ink.

“* Wardbrook — June 19th, at Essex House
Helena, third surviving daughter of Sir Livnel Ward-
brouk”

Did his eyes decclve him? Was it roally in the
d-ath column. Alaslit wasonly to true, The let-
ters merged info oue black bLlotas he read, He
could not discern through his tears the print before
him. The paper dropped from his hands and he
tell faing and iy,

With what force those parting words came back
to him now,# What if I should die?” Slowly he was
beginning to recoguize that there was & meaning
deep and kidden in her dream which he could not
now comprebend, but which would be revealed to
Lim some day. S'rauge to say, the very racollec-
tion of thatdram filled him with comfort when hope
and comfort were wost needed,

The newepaper report containing Helena Ward-
brook's denth, was confirmed by the family doctor,
who looked in upon Wel er one day, Tapping his
gold souff bex, and sniftit g a little of its p rfumed
dost from his fingers, he remarked gravely, “It's
just what I expected ; heart-disesse” He laida
peculiar emphasis on the last two words. "I told
her facher mouths ago. It was & pity too, She was
fo ysung nad besutifnl, But what does our friend

Sueakspeare say? The govd die first, or the bad,

1 thiok he says the good,"Walter said, sighing
hearily.

% Now come, 0ld fellow, I do not like too seo vou
looking sodull, *Pon my word if I bad thought
my visit would have had this effect on you, I wonld
!.mvg declined Sir Lionel's embarra sing commiss-
ion.

4 T henrd it all befors you came doctor.”

“ Well, well, Mr. Hastings, I must go. I am sorry
to see you looking s0 pale and careworn, aud Ged
kuows I wish Sir Lionel had conveyed his own
message. Good-bye,” and wringing Walter's hand
warmly ho lefs him to communc with Lis gwn sad
thoughts,

CHAPTER 11,
A TCRN OF THE TIDE

Such was the sad retrospect which those few
words on the back of the portrait presented to Wa'-
ter Hastings’ mind, as he sit in bis quictstudio in
Arbour street. T'wo yenrs had slipped awny to swell
the mighty past since these events biad taken place,
but love had fixed them on his heart with the traces
of an jndelible pencii, Thers are someo who wounld
remove completely away from the sight anything
caleulated to remind them of a departed one, but
Walter Hastings was not of that type.  Ile hugged
bisgriet. Sorrowinl us was the teain of feelings
which this lit:le mnemento awakencd, ho yet felt un
almost sacred joy iu it possession, LLis was not a
trausient aud tickle atloction bat fix-q and untera.
ble.  There were lines of care graven on his f a-
tures, showing how deeply he haa suflered, but
there, too, were written bright hopes evincing that
ho louked forward to a mecting in s happier world.
But hopeful as ho was he was unable to bear with
stoical indifference the melancholy rellections which
now crowdud upoen him, and which were in no way
allevialed by a prinful sense of bis present poverty,

In time goee by he enjuyed all the happiuvss that
wealth could give, but n yenr or two previons to his
engagement at Kssex House, e aud his improvident
futher were plunged into utter ruin threugh the
sulden failure of a lnrge speculative bLauking
iirn.

Valier then took to biis peacil ns a means of snb-
sizbrocee, and wag rapidly acquiving fortuns and
fam», when he met Helenn Wanlbrook, the daugh-
ter of Lis father's fricnd in moro prosperous days.
Oa again resnming his labors, after leaving I2s-
sex House, hie forud his pietures, once the admirn-
tion of thousands, now lookud npon with cold in-
difficrance Tho fact was his pencit, formerty bright,
and vivacious in its touches, now reflected and per-
tmyed only the <loom of his heatt.

Itig possible at times to drown the deepest grief
in the pages of an intervstiog book, and Walter
Hastiogs tried to forget the bitter past by cugrossing
mind and soul with the contents of the cumdbrous
volume: before hiin,  So deeply absorbed was he in
tho book, that he did not notice the sharp quick
knock of the postman outside. Shortly atiwr, n
sweet little gir), with durk curly hair, tapped
softly at the dour, entered, and placed by his rido a
letter,

Hurriedly elancing at it, he saw it bore the Wood-
lang post mark, and tool nn further notice of it til
he ¥ ad tinished reading. A full hour elapsed b fore
the book was closed. ITo then touk a cizar from
his case, lghted it, and preeceded loizurely to broak
the seal nal examine the contents of the letter
Hardly bLad ke got half way tirough  the epist}
when hLis hanods trembled violently. is facoa few
motnents before pale, now beenme Haghed aod crim-
son

“Great heavens !” he exclaimed, when he Lal
finishud reading,  * Can it by true, or i3 it some
cruel drenm sent to meck my poverty 2 Lot e
peruse o aguin,” and taking up the letter, be read
as follows:

My DPran WALTER,

“1 have the most jo- ous, startling news'o
$ - you. Somoemonths rgol received alorg ofit
cial letter from nn Anmerican rolivitor, stading that
an aunt of mine, dying at an «dvauced age in Flor-
idn had wilivd the whole of her money te me,
amounting to some thousands, A fortnight winee,
I reg-ived apolier epistle fiom the sate source, in-
forming m= that the whle of the lurge sum won
lodged in the Bauk of Englind, nmd thot by going
through rome further formalities I +hould nt once
cowme intn possession of it To-dny, 1 amn bappy
to say, Fortene bas again smiled upon ns—nfter
frowning for yearr—and 1 nm cowplote nister o
ihis weaith, [ would have nequaintod yorr with
this matter before, bnt that 1 feared the news
might prove “too pood to be true”  Ledecd, my
dunr boy, [ nm quite unrervad by the unexpreted
news, 1 really hoardly know what Tem doing, Cume
down at cnes.

¢ Your Affectionnte Futher,
 Javrs Hastises)!

Yer! it was all {rne. His father had peanrd
every eyllable of it s and st sine oelock on the
following moring he found himself seated 1o the
suug little breakfast roon, at Woodland Honse,
chatling over the whale afliir as nn accemplishad
fact.

#Woodland Iouse”  That was the rallier
agsuming title this minature residence had the
awdacity to assume. It was cut ina large chue-
acters on the two dirinutive “ pillarg,” which steod
at the entrance of the tiny gard.n, probably with
the view of awing strangers into respect for the
tiny abode.

A glorious morning welcomed father and son,
is they sat down to breakfast. The g'ad, golden
suoshine was streaming in at the open window,
The freeh balmy air wufted towards them the olor
of & thousand flowers, Natare herself was sharing
their joy.

Br. astings looked at the picture of happy con-
tontment as he gized out on the lovely lan. scape,
streaching away from the house in all directions
His son was not fo elnted, A dreamy sadness
lingered in hia eyes, na his thoughis stole back to
lier whose gpirit was now in Heaven.

«“ You have semething to tell me, father,” he
gud, breaking through hia 1everie, and lo- king up
atruptly 8t the curious expression on the older
mun’s countennnce, * I can half rend it in your faco,

u Pray wheredid you study physiognomy, Wal
ter ™ said he, sarcastically, casting a lovk of en-
forced rolemnity as the ceiling as he epoke, This
dizguise failing. he burit intno 0 heavy it of Inugh-
irg. ' Well, Walter, my boy,” he add:d, *I can-
not keep it any Jonger from you—the snw aud
gubslance of my mirth ig this: [ have purchused
Bernard Hall, the grand old house you and I so
mnrh admired”

Waulter started. He hada sirong love for this
lonely house He felt that his very existence wns
bound up with it,

“] weot in for furniture, and everything attach-
iog to the place,” continued Mr. Hastingr, “ and got
them at an extremely low figure)?

# You veally surpr'se me, I fuacied fuvaiture so
grand and maseive would have futched & fabulous
amount.”

«8p it would under ordinary circumstaunces, but
the fact 18, Walter, they could fiad vory few bidders
either for the place or the furniture. owing to_the
frightful stories circulated about ghosts and beings
from the other world occasionally taking up their
abode there”

“Pardon me for my vehemence, father, but I
could salmost horsewhip the inventors of such
thrash,” .

4By doing soyou wounld be acting bhastily, and
with prejndice. Thore 18 a gteat deal of truth in
some of these storivs, I agsure you," Mr. Hastings
urged warmly.

axakened from his dream to stern realities, Yes, | Which isit? Oan you not help me, Mr. Hastings?-|  « pouvwacas you will bo displuased, but I fecl 1

am doing an act of justice when N
tules us thorough hujmbng " T bmad il such

Walter got up from the lable as he spoke and
snuntered towards the window asa mva.nsofending
the conmflict of opinion which threatened to grow
r]n_.thel; w;r.rm.1 Btut his father wns a more persistent
disputaat, and at onco he on : im |
bis nom rotrent, pened five upon him in

“ Oh, you were always theptical on thrsp points,’
he beygan, ¢ bug cynic ud you are you must give WwAY
to fucts If spirits are fond of solitude they could
not, to my idea, choose a fitter residenco.”

“You presnppose then that spirits are fond of
solitude,” Walter enid, furning round to have a look
at his fathur’s warlike expression.

#No, no, my Loy, 1 am sute of it, Who aver
heard of a ghost in Darlinment, or the shade of nn
orator harauguing a maultisude? You will fi. d
fhuy generally choose s torud.stone for a seat, and
if they lounge at nll, it is in the depth of & forest,,

W.nHer Hustivgs resolved 1o end the discusasion if
possible, with a siogle bome-thrust. “‘This tomb.
stone ilea I hold to bie but the theery nfa demented
brn.m,. he said, emphnsizing each word siowly, an
assertion which called upou his fathier's visase the
strangest of all possible look s, -

* 1 tell you what, Walter," Mr. Tl1stings said with
warmth, ® you shall become a convert to my way
of thinking, this very night, People with stronger
nerves than you or L have been mwo to shudder in
that leaf-covered old mansicn.”

(“If they shook with terror till they fell to
pieces their shattered fragments would not make
ma belicve In an a'surdity” e finished the sen-
tence abruptly, by leaning his hemd well ont of the
window, 80 as to be partially unider cover from Lis
father's next shot.

“Well, look here, Walte ” (standing up and
thrusting Lis hands deep in bis pockats, before pro-
ceeding), " Are you preparcl to take charge of the
placo with vo other compunion than old Mrs, Purr,
tae honsekeeper 2?

¢ Ofconrso I am,” was echoed back fiom the win-
dow, ¥ You do not fuscy for one moment | would
shuiuk from meeting s whost or hobgobiin, ora whole
regriment of botls sorts 17
. “Your bravery is beyond nll reproach,” Mr. Hast-
Togs replied with the nearest possible approach to
t> asnoir. "I suppose I may put the thing down
as seltled—oven your starting after dinner?” e
took a few steps forward to ring for bhrenkfast to by
cleared away, whila awaiting his son's reply,

“ With all my heart, and I ouly wish I was off
now to have 6 glimpsw at this terror-striking edi-
fica,” he gaid, leaving the window and agajn resuising
his seat,

(4 Mrs Parr will be glad of such a valinnt cham-
pion asyov are, Waller,” tunning his finrers throngh
his gray hair, he mutteredl : I shall chat the thing
over with Sir—confound tha thir g, he snid,stepping
himselfabruptly Ginding his soliloguy had been ovel -
heard, "1 meant Mr, Wallsee”

“ Tthink father, your nry mannfactming some
littla scheme,” Walter put in, looking inguiringly at
his father, ' )

' Nothing of the kind I assure you Me. IInat.
ings replicd solemnly, ns ke bustled out of the
raoul,

CTAPTER III,

“ tFerall there hung a shadow and a fear;
A sense of myatery the spirit dnunted,
And Ruid, s plain us whispor in the ear
The place is haunied” '

Waller Hawtings wad now alene, and at perfect
liberty to dwell upen this delicious propesal of Lis
fuhor—that he should vi-it the @ hanted house,”
The deeamy of his life wonkd now e flfilled. o
woubl prssess Bervord a1 with al) its old tradi-
tions and storice of bygene days, * Thos Hies.”
Whoever wrote Fuch a fabrication, he mused, e ho
counted the tedious hours intervening udweenm
breskfast and dinner; but time, to use & vo'gar
expression, would ndt budge nn fieh fo pleage nny-
body. Heedless of all grumbling it pusied theeven
tenor of it way, and at Just usherad in the Lonr of
starting,  Walter wasall excitenment. Thers was n
charm, o fascination abont (his selitary house ha
could uot resist, and ag his harse hore him swiftly
ou, his heart thritled with o wild joy bo conld not
well necount for.  Awived at the pluce, he way
more than over impressod with its beanty.  The
statels hnilding ftself, with the tud)), grand trees ar-
rangoed fo gracefolly vound i, the clegantly plumed
aardens, and the music of the flling wates, issning
from a fountain hilkidon among the treep—all np-
penledd (o his sense of the beantiful,

The windows were prettiiy devised with a tonch
of the antique about them, "P'he catrance enibedded
in Tuxurinnt foliage, thatel of moldery constroe-
tion, had, from the style employed in hoilding, an
almost necient look. Bubthe niost churninge thing
conneeled with Iornard Tall was s pegition,
Built on the summit o o gentle incline, it loaked
ont with stern grandenr on natural seenery Jwhich
for bennly and wild maguificence is unequalled in
any purt of the Biitish Kinmdom, 1t wny fault
could bave been found at all it wonld have been
with the solitude and extreme Toncliness which ap-
peared to brond over everything.  Having fully re-
connoitered the place, be proceeded to salute its
augnst gunidian, Mra, Parr.  She, poor soul, was
delighted to seo him ; nsserticg positively that sha
bad beard strange noises in the night; and the
credalonasoul wound ap by saying, “The place ain't
right, sir, I'd stake my life on that”

Supper over, Mrs Parr retired to rest, taling caro
to keep up a blezing fire, and hier lamp wdight,as a
warning to adventurous spirits inclincd to trerpass
on her privacy.

Walter, too, went to L, but conld not sleep. A
feeling took possession of him impelling Liim to go
fnto the mocnlight  He felt a longing, a wild de-
gire, to pac. the garden und breathe the cagl night
air. Hecould not resist this strange, unaccountable
fancy, though he battled hard with it. Firding he
could not slesp, he gave way to his inclination,
dressed hurriedly, and sauntered into the garden.
Never bofure did a sight so lovely mect Lis eyes as
tobat which now repaid him for his midnight viait.
‘The moon shone cut ine'l the fulness of its glory,
gilvering the folinge onall sidus with lovely streaks
of light, Lightirg a cigar he eat down lcisniely
on one of the rustic seats, while Lis eyu drupk in
the benuty of the scene. He walched the gueenly
moon sdiling majestically in the heavens, now nnd
then planging into a dark cloud, bat quickly ex-
tricating herself agnin, ag if afruid her heavenly
brightaess would be tarnighed. Absntbed in poble
thoughts inspired Ly such a time and place, he bent
his head upon his breast, while his heart wus drawn
up in thankfulness to the grand author of all the
loveliness that surrounded him.

On raising bLis eycs they fcll on the form ofalove ~
ly woman ciothed in n flowing silken gurment, Tho
light way streaming full on her faultless figure.
Every festure was evxquisitly formed. Lvery Jimb |
was gracefully moulded., Never had Walter Hast-
tings gazed on such a picture of matchless beanty
as tbat which new stood buefore him. Dut what
was there in her glance that chilled the warm blocd
in his veing? That cold icy look—those strange
meaningless gésturcs—great heaven! the truth slow-
ly dawned on his mind—hc was in tho presence of
the dead, :

At that late bour, and in tkat terribly lonely place,
he stood confronted with a spirit] The thought
was horrifying, snd the advanced hour and solitary
place made the pain of those few moments most
1atense. A cold perspiration rin over his fures
head, He laid hold of the seat with a nervous grasp,
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