
THE CANADIAN FIRESIDE.

back the shutter, and thera lie was 1 ' Oh, Master Frank, my boy 1' I
cried ; and just then, hearing the noise, in comes the master l

" Well, I can't tell yon the scene there was tien. Mlaster Frank told
as how, fearing bis father wunld find some way ta stop his marriage,
that very day, seeing he was one-and.twenty, and nothing could be said
he had gone and married the young lady hel'd spoken of. It seeins he
thought ta slip in and bring lier forward before ail the comnpany, think-
ing hisf4ther, for shame's sake, w, 'in't say a word. But there lad
heen a heap of delays, and a train injssed ; a-id, when they did1 arrive,
'twas sa late, the bouse was dark and thre con any gone. Sa tieu lie
thought, if he could get i uinbeknovn, he'd find me, and get me to make
his peace. And there the yonng lady was standing behîind him-a poor,pretty, timid yoing thing. Oh, but you luoked like lier the first iiglit
yau came ; and often now you mind une of her I

"1aybe, if Mlaster Frank's plan hlad sicceeded, and the poor young
think lad once been iitroduced as bis wife, tie master mnight have made
the best of it and cooled down, for shaine's sake, before the company ;
but now ho was furious. le would hear nothing, right ar wrong ; and,
thau:h, f begged hin on my knes ta have th -m in, if only for that night,
lie swore that inside his liouse they should nover set foot! Poor Master
Frank. lie had counted too tar on lis father's love. He turned white,and ruade an oath in iis bitterness as lie would never ask again for for-
givettess, or seek his father's face. He just put his ari about his pale
trembling young wife and turned away off into the darkness.

"I tried ta follow, but the master wouldn't have it.
" Let therm go I' says lie. 'I il never see them more *
"Poor man, he never did I He repetted after, wlien, before the year

was ont, they was bath dead; and he tried liard ta trace their little
child. I think her people kept the baby away for pride, for he could
never find it."

"Did you never knov more about er?" I ask. " Who was she ?"
S A .liss Hartley, froin Farmeroft in Yorkshire."
"Farmcrot i" i e iclaint. " My people come froum ilere ; and Iiartley

was my aunt's miden name. But it is so commun in that part.'
" Very like," says the old vomitan, regarding My face wthvr attention

"stili it vould be strange now if you was a cousin of sorme sort. Y never
saw th% poor young lady but that once ; but you did mind me of ber
strangely as you stood at the door that first night you came."

* * eO
Irs. Norris does not leave me tilt I am iu led and have given ber my

promise ta sleep like a good child.
I have every intention of keeping my word; but at first no artitices

will win oblivlon. I have had a headache ail day. The night is bot. I
am feverish and excited by the news I have received of Frank, ait excite-
ment vhich \lrs. Norria's tale lias teiporarily diverted, but not dispel.
leil. On the contrary, my imagination bas been roused ; and, as, after
weary tossing, drowltiness at last steals over me, the Frank of ber story
and my husLand geI inixed upja togeilier in feverish half.waking dreans.

The picture down stairs contes back ta mxy nund. .' Like Frank aifter
some bad illiiess." It imust be like hia nui% then. lis fatler was cruel
ta him-Mr. Eyreton that is-wotild lie be good ta Frank when lie comes
home? Will he come? It is a week since he was wounded. If lie were
alive ho would write.

Then cones uneasy slurnber, and with it come horrible dreams-
Fransk lying dead, and I kept away fron my la3t siglit of hii by 3fr.
Eyreton; Frank alive, but wounded and in pain, trying ta crawl ta me,
white -ome invisible barrier keeps us apart; Frank imprisoned by bis
mncle in the desolate room below-no, not Frank-lie pale-faced image
of my husband. 'he door is locked ; 31r, Eyreton never enters it. Frank
does not came ta me l

I awake, terrified and bewildered. Dreams and reality are so entan-
gled in my confused brain that I cannot suparate them. Vainly I strve
to reason away my vague fears. If Frank were in the room below, I
must have seen bim the lasit time I vas down there. It was only that
dreadful picture. Well, I will go and sec.

Half ashamed of tiis foolisht impulse, which nevertheless I am con.
strained in some strange fashion ta obe3 , I rise and tliwv on somae
clothes. As I am about to ]cave the roor, I remember the child. Some
evil may happen ta im itwhile I am gone, suggests an excited brain. He
may awake frightened, says struggling reason. Snatching up a thick
shawl, I wrap it round him and take him in my arms. The little fellow
wakes, and I hush bis wondering cry. Satisfied that lie is with me, ho
obeys my injunction ta be silent, and nestles down in my arms.

The moonlight makes the corridor as liglt as day. Cautiously I
pass slong it and descend the wide low.stepped staircase. I ha'.e for-
gotten ta bring a light, but it is not needed. We traverse the hall and
pause before the door of the old drawing-room. The handle is stiff, and
a slight difficulty in turning it rouses me fron m> state of semi-som-
nambulism.

For one moment the utter folly of my errand overwhelins me. What
idiotie fancy bas brouglit me prowling down ta rite ball in the small hours
of the night, dragging my baby fron Lis wari bed tu wander along
draughty passages ?

But bere I am; ani, being here, I will enter the romt, look round, and
quiet once and for ever my excited fancy, then go sensibly back ta bed.
Turning thie bandle, I pass the threshold and stand just inside the o,1 en
door.

' Though knowing the rmoo ta be unobstructed by furniture, I liesitate
ta advance. Ait unreasoiiiig dread of" the dark " is constitutional vith
sotte persons. I have been suibject ta it frai a child ; and, thougli the
aoon shines in through the door fron the hall, her rays scarcely light
the great empty rooma. There is a dim unbearable tiviliglht. Sec that
picture I must before I retrace my steps; therefore I stand irresolute,
lamenting my stupidity in not bringing either laup or candie.

I ean distingiuisli the picture's positson. for the inonhenmts have
markcd out the tarnisied frane with a line of light, Suiddenily, as I
gaze, thre line widens, widens slowly tilt the whole frtine stands out
against the dark wall. Turning with an involuntary slhtudder of fear tu
discover the cause of this phenoimenoin, 1 sec that the shmmtters of the
wiidow which I opeied oi my firet visit to the rooum are slowing mov-
ing back.

"The wind-nothing more. Du braveI" I whisper ta my beating
heart.

The next montent they are aoisely pusied fartier spart i and there, in
the open window, vith only the low halfdoor between us, btands the
figure ofthe picture-the white fice, with its strange dreadfil likeness
ta my husband, the blue cloak throwii round one blioulder--a4l, ail lie
samte 1

My ieart stops beating, the darkiness sceus clusing round me. 31y
little Frank, whose ininocent ieart knows nothing of spiritual terrors,
secs the likeuess, and, stretching out his arias, calls--

"Papa-papa I "
I clitch bim tightly ta my breast, turn, try ta fly, and sink down in

a swoon.

When I came ta myself, I am lying on the bed in my own roon. The
night-light burns steadily on the dressing.table ; little Frank lies sleep-
ing in his ct. Gradually the horrors througlh which I have passed recur
ta my mind. Were tbey indeed but a bad-dream? Am 1 even yet
awake ? Asking myself tiis question, I try ta rise in bed in order ta
look round the room and assure mycelf that ail is real. To my surprise,
I am unable to move; ny strength bas vanished. -

" It is certainly a dreatu," say I mentilly. " Such lielpless feelings are
common in dreans."

I fail asleept again alinost immediately, and when next I open My eyes
it is broad day. I lie quiet for some time, with net even the wish ta
move as the incidents of the preceding night pass before my mind.

At last I notice that the child is net in bis cat, sud over a chair, lalf
hidden by the curtains of the bed, lies a blue cloak. Itisno garment of
faltasy, but solid blue cloth ; and, as I stretch forward ta examine it, I
notice buttons, the device of which is not unfamiliar ta me. Surely no
ghost would adorn its raiment with the crest of my husband's regimenti
As I stare in wonder'at the well-known sign, a slight noise attracts My
attention. Who is this rising front tie fireside chair and stepping for-
wards towards me? The face is pale indeed, and one'arm is resting in
a sling; but, even as my senses fail, the face beut ovor mu with such a
look of tenderness, the loving wvell-remembered voice, tell ail. No
giost, no spirit from another world, could have so reai a presence. Oh,
Frank, my Frank i

They aIl make a great fuss over me, and treat me as an invalid; but
my stri-ngtl is returning very fast, though they tell me there wvere two
long days between the nigt.t that Frank found nfi swooning in the old
drawing-room and the morning when I woke ta recognise bis old Lancer
cloak lying by my bed. He and I have had mach ta tell each other.
He was baily wounded, and lay ill in hospital f'or days and wveks, too
Ill to hear or know anything. When ho began ta recover, and reflected

how long I Lad been without news. Le vas frightetied at the thought of
my anxiety, and longed ta scrawl, if it were but one lino; and Le did
make a left.handed attempt, but I suppose there was soma mistake, for
I never received il.

Then came the tidings that ho was taLe iinvalided home. He travelled
day and night ta join me. Mly lattera having always been cheerful, ho
knew nothing of the peculiarities of my life at the Court, and came
straight on the night he arrived in England, never heeding the lateness
of the hour till he arrived at the Sloughbury station and found it im-
possible ta procure a conveyance. He walked, tost his way, and reached
the bouse quite tired out, ta find all dark and no sign of life and wake-
fulnass. Hoping ta see a light in some servant's rman, he went round
ta the other aide of the bouse, climbed the low pleasure.ground wall
and then saw that one of the windows ofthe old drawing-room was open
and the shutter ajar. He determined ta try whethber he could not get
in and elpend the nigltin soma arm-chair, or even on the floor, wrapped
in bis cloak.

As bc pusbed open the shutter hie saw little Frank and me standing in
the tuoonlight, and heard the baby-voice call ta him. Ah, my baby's
innocence, that feared neither ghost not goblin, wasquicker ta greet him
than ail My anxious lovei As I fell, Frank sprang in and tried ta
raise tue rithl the arm he bad free; and, as he was bending over me, the
door creaked, and, looking up, ho saw old Mr. Eyreton, who had been
roused by my fall, and lad come ta discover the cause.

Frank was much mystified, and did not know how ta end the scene.
le could not lift me without belp, and old -Mr. Eyreton semed quite in-
capable of rendering any. At hast Mrs. Norris was alarmed by the noise
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