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12 THE CRITIC.

THE GRAY GHOST OF GILSUM.

(Concluded )

““Why am I here?’ I asked, and was astocished to find my voice so
weak and threacd-like. For an instant I had an impression that I, too, had
become a ghost, in which case I sbould probably frighten the young lady
who eat by the fice.

* But she locked up and answered quictly: ¢ Do not talk or you will be
ill again. You bhave been very sick, but you are bet'er now., You must
get well.’

-1 will get well,” I remarked, idiotically, *if you will go on sitting
there oy the fire. :

“Then I fell asleep, and when I woke again I was strong enough to
recount the incidents of the night preceding my illoess, and to listen to an
explacation of my remarksble experience.’’

** Ah 1"’ observed madam, drawiog a long breath, * then there was an
explsnation after alt. It was an hallucivation—simply brain-feves in an
incipient state? "

“ Not at all,” said De Wolf. “My friends follo -ed my footsteps
tbrough the snow, found tho broken tomb, and, well—yc-, caplured the

ghost.”
¢ Ah, the ghost !
“Yes. It happened that the man who had died had a twin brother who

was a deaf-mute and harmlessly ins.ne. tlc had wandered away from bis
home, and but for kiodly hands who ifound and rescued him would no
doubt have becoms a veritable ghost oo that eventful night.”

“ Apd the young lady in the blue dress 1

De Wolf rao his fingers thraugh bis white hair and laughed.

‘ Madam, are you acquitnted with Miss Clara Wright 1

#Clata Wright! My own cousin, and she spent last wiater in Gilsum.
Isee nnallnow. She wiole me only Jast week that she had just become
engaged. And you are the man?” she added, with & sudden flash of
ipspiration.

‘I believe I am,” replied D= Wolf, bowiog; ‘and I can assare you,
madam, that I am not insensible of the honor.”

THE END.

——— L I @ mrmtemmsnns,

AN AWKWARD PREDICAMENT.

*The-o"s a book aboat it, drs. Calthiop,” I said. ** It's entitled ‘Bow
the Questico is Put.” #Ia-dened bachelor as you seem to taink mez, I was
interested epough » i o> subject to get the book—from a library, of
course.”

“Perbape,” said Mr:. Calthrop, smiling, “we shall sce by-and-by
whether you have deriver any beoefit from the perusal of that volome.”

* I don't think I have,” 1 said. It is only 2 collection of tenderscenes
extracted from novele. I had resd tlem all before. But now if I conld
get scme real authentic ioformation as to how mea do propose—whether
they go dowsn on both kaeer, or one kaee, or whether they don't koeel at
all, whether ons should make a long speech, or only whisper s few words,
whether after all it is not better to write, so that ooe can bhave time to col-
lect one’s though's, and whether, if one writes, poctic qaotatioans ars
2dmissible or advis2ble."”

“ For all these questions you had bet*er apply for information to Helen,”
s2id Calthrop, locking cthis wife. ¢ She had so many offers, you know,
that she must be qaite 2n aunthority.”

It wis one cvening I was dmiag with the Calthrops that this conversa-
tion took place. 1 was the only guoest, except Calthrop’s sister Mabel.
Our talk had been reasc~.ably sensible during the eatlier couraes ; we bad
discussed Art, the New Journalism, und the latest attemnpt to demolish
Christianity in x three volume novel, bat with the dessest it bad
degennrated.

“ Yoo heard what your husband says, Mrs. Calthrop?” 1 exclaimed.
* Y am athirst for information.”

*“If 1 bad any to give, you shoulda’t have it she said lavghing.
# Don’t you see, it woolda't be of any vse; bowever mspy cffers I have
had, only one of them succeeded ; spply to him.”

“Wese they very ridicalous1” I asked. ** The men who failed 1

Mrs. Calibrop sbook her heed.

“ A map is never ridiculous, if he 15 siccere,” she said.

I laoghed.

“ Excuse me,” I 22id, ““I was thinkiag of Gibbon.”

** He was the gentleman who sighed as a lover but obeyed as a son?”

“Fes, but it is rot that 1 mean,'” 11ejeined. * Youknow how be pro-
posed to Mdlle. Curchod acd was rejected, and then had to ask the lady
10 help him up from bis koece. Poor man ! hie couldn’t manage to tise by
himss!f.”

“ I worder if Mdlle. Curchod smiled—1I hope she didu’t, but pethaps
she cou'd hardly belp it

Mzrs, Calthrop re:z.

When Calthrop acd I were leit alune, be peured out 2 glass ¢f claret
and said :

“* Do you know, Monlague, I was once in a worse plight lan poor
Gibbon."”

“You!" I exclaiwed.

**Yes, I—acd 1 don't micd telling you about it. My wife is not
listening.”

He paused, cmplied his glass, and then began.

M:——r—

« Her name was Amy~that is, her name was not Amy, bat it shall be
so during my story. She i» married now." And Calthrop poured out
more wine,

[ needn't troubla you,” he went on, by parrating how I made my
Amy’s acquaintance, and how I fell in love, and how the course of my love
grew till 1t was an impetuous torrent that coulda’t bz resisted and came on
as quickly. I needa’t say thit she was beautiful—she was also rich, and
[ was distinctly poor then. I bhad some expectations, painfully remote,
and what I managed to eara as one of the staff of the Evening Observer.
That wasn't much. Siill, we saw each other often, and the way she received
my advances left me entirely in doubt as to whether she would returz
them or not.  She certainly seemesd to give some encouragement, SOmo
reason to hope, and yet thers was nothing which I could b2 sure indicated
more than a modest friendship. I wavered bstween hope and hopeless-
ness. When your time comes, Montsgue, you m:y understand that fearfal
see-saw."” .

¢ Perbaps 1 understand it vow,” I said.

** At last tbe day came when I determined to know my fate,

“T5 put it to the touch
And win or loss it all,

as Montrose says. Thcre was a reason for my decision. Amy was going
abroad to travel with scme friends. I resolved that she shocldo’t leave

England withcut hearing what I had to say. Resolutions sre fine things,
and do one good if they are good ones, but carrying thera out is quite
another matter. One must have opportunity. *Man proposes’—you know

the proverb. In this case man didn't propoce bscause man dido’t have a
chagce. Something always occurred to preveut a fefe-a-fefe. Amy was to

leave England with the Nz Year, and on the Iast day of the old I called

at her father's a little before the hour which is sacred to tea. I meamt

beldly to ask her to favor mo with a few minutes’ interview. Alas! the
fates were adverse even to this bold step. I found a friead there, full of:
talk, a first-rate specimen of the female variety of the genus bore. She

knew all the places that Amy was going to, and had 2 lot to say about
each. I sat atill, consumed with helpless rage, and saw the mioutes which

marked out my time of speaking go past. A little beforo six I felt obliged
to go away, and could do nothing but copjecturs as to what might be
wrapped up in her good-bye.”

I pity you, Calthrop,” I said, ““with all my hean,.
by people being where they are uot waaoted!”

“Aud not bsing where they are wanted,” replied hs. “I am
thinking of Amy. Assoon as I got home I sst about composinga letter of
declaration. I was some days over it; it was so hard to find words for
what 1 had to say, and harder still to leave so much unsaid. The lstier
got to be very lopg. I copied it out on foolscsp. You koow my hand-
wiiting1”

¢ 1 do,” I said ; “it is without exception the vilest I have ever secn.”

¢ It is very bad, I koow," said Calthrop. * The piiaters 03 the Eren-
ing Observer conld make it out pretty well, but no one &lae could. And in
the midst of all the serionsness ¢ y love I couldn't help smiliog to think
of the dreadful trouble I was takiog to write plainly and- how badly I was
sceceeding.  Ainy wouldo't be able Lo read more than half of my letter, I
was afraid, aod there were some words so very much like other sords. I
had a2 wild idea of having it set up intype, but at Jast I tore up the fetter
altogether, and decided on aaother plan. The Macallisters—the f2mily
Awy was travelling with—were going to make a few days’ stay in Paris,
and I kuoew the hotel.  So I got leave of absence from bur chief of the
Erening Ohierrer and crossed the Channel, and found myself in Paris. The
Macallisters were gone.  Chey had left the day before for Florence, the
curiery» of the hotzl told me—he lackily koew tho name of the hotel.
Now 1 bad fortunately, as I then thought, brought a good deat of mooey
with me—all I bad, in fact, till the next iostalment of my salary ehonld fall
due 1 counted ont my money—ten pound and five pousd notes—sad
decided that I could afford first-class fare to Florence and a cuupe-lit. I
soon found out the Hotel di Nuova York oo the Luog’ Arno, and er Juired
for Mr. Macallister with as much iodifference 23 1 could assume.

“<They are not here yet,’ the parter tld me, 2fter enguiring.
have engaged rooms, but we don’t know whea they will come.”

# S0 I stayed in Florence, and made my first acquaintance with the
beautiful city. I have sees it since under more favourable circumastances,
and I don't know that I admire even Venice more. Bat then I was too
impatient, oo full of expectation, to be able to enjoy the lovely view from
the Via dei Colli or from Bzllo Sguardo. Of course I went ronnd to th:
galleries. but I looked at the pictares carclessly as things tha: dida't concera
mo much. It Iconld see them with her, then I might grasp their full
significance. Qaly Titian's ¢ Flora® in the Uffizi struck me; the face 1e-
minded me 50 of Amy's.” -

**That's very curious,” I 82id. * I koow that pictare well, and I think
tho face is very much like Mis. Calthrop’s.”

“ Ah,” he continued, *“ difterent persons are differently impressed, acd
the same person differently at difierent times. Recalling the picrure I can
egee the likeness you suggest. I went rouad every morning to the Hotel di
Nuoova Yok, snd was met cach day with the same reply—they had not
come yel. I puzzled myself to know at what point or the r02d they could
be stopping. 1lad they made a little detour to sce Gineva? Had they
stopped at Turin? At Genoe? DPerhaps they were at Piss, quite close by.

“* QOn my sixth visit to the hotel I got a stariling piece of news.

“ <They sre not coming 1ill April,” said the porter.  ‘They have written
to give up their rooms.’

** This dread{al intelligence was alost too much for me.

* *Do y«ia know where they are now 1’ I acked the porter, when I had
partially recovered.

How muchk is lost

‘They




