bad over been any sccrot between us. I

gave her a cheque,and I never thought any
wmore of tho matter. It .nay have no-
thing to do with what came afterwards,
but 1 thought it only right to mention

i N |

“‘Well, I told you just now that theie
{s & cottage 1ot far from our houso. There
is juet a field Letween us, but to reach
it you have to go along the rond and then

turn down & lane. Just beyond it is a
fiico little grove of Scotch firs, and 1 used
to be very fond of strolling down there,
for trees are always neighbourly kinds of
things. The cottage had been standing
empty this eight months, and it was &
pity, for it wasa protty two-storied place,
with an old-fashioned porch and honey-
suckle about it. I have stood many a
time and thought what a neat little
homestead it would make.

“ Well, iast Monday cvening 1 was tak-
ing a stroll down tkat way when I met
an empty van coming up the lane, and
saw a pile of carpety and things lying
about on the grass-plot beside the porch.
.It was clenr that the cottage had at
" last been let. I walked past it, and then
stopping, as an idle man might, [ ran my
eye over it, and wondered what sort oi
folk they were who had come to live &0
near us. And as I looked I suddenly
Lecame aware that a face was watching
me outl of one of the upper windows .

«1 don’t know what there was about
that face, Mr. Holmes, but it scemed to
send a chill right down my back. I was
some little way off, so that 1 could not
make out the features, but there was some-
thing unnaturnl aud inhtwan about the
face. That was the impression 1 bad,
and I moved quickly forwards to get a
nearer view of the person who was watch.
ing me. But as I did so the face bud-
denly disappeared, 80 suddeniy thet it
scemed to have been plucked away into
the darkness of the room. [ stood for five
minutes thinking the business over. and
trying to aoalyze my impressions. [ could
not tell if the face was that of aman or
a woman. It had been too far from me
for that. But its colour wns what had
impressed me most. It was of a livid,
dead yellow, and with something set and
rigid about it, which was shockingly un-
natural.  So disturbed was 1. thut Ide-
termined to see o little more of th2 new
inmates of the cottage. Tapproached and
knocked at the door, which was instant-
ly opeped by a tall, gaunt womau, with
a harsh, forbidding face.

“¢What may you be wantin’?’
asked, in & northern accent.

«¢I am your ncighhour over yonder,
said I, nodding towards my house. ‘T see
that you have only just moved in, so I
thought that if I could be of any help
to you in apy——'

she

#THE ANTIDOTE®

“¢4aye, wo'll just ask ye when we want
ye,” said she, and ehut the door in my
face. Annoyed at the churlish rebuff, .I
turned my back and walked home. All
the ovening, though I tried to think of
other things, my mind would still
turn to the apparition at the window and
the rudeness of the woman. 1 deterained
to eay nothing about the forwmer to iy
wife. for she is a nervous, highly-strung
woman, and 1 had no wish that she should
share the unpleasant impression which had
been produced nupon myself. I remarked
to her, however, bofore I fell asleep that
the cottage was now occcupied, to which
she returned no veply.

9

pale, and breathing fast, glancing furtiv.
cly towards the bed, as she [astened her
mantle, to sce if she had disturbed me.
Fhen, thinking that I was still n?loox;,
she slipped noieelessly trom the room, and
an instant Inter I keard a sharp creaking,
which could only come from the Linges
of the front door. I sat up in bed and
rapped my kuuckles gniist the cail to
make certain thut 1 was truly nawake.
Then I took my watch from under the pit.
low. It was three in the mernivg. What
on this cazth could my wife be doing out
onu thw country road at three in the morn.
ingg ?

*1 had sat for about twenty minutes

CAWHAT MAY YoU BE WANTIN'?”

“I am usually an extremely sound
sleeper. It bas been a standing jest in
the family that notbine could ever wake
me during the night; and yet somechow
on that particuler night, whether it may
have been the slight excitement produced
by my little adventure or not, T know
not, but I elept much more lightly than
usual. Half in my dreams I was dimly
conscious ‘that something was going on
in ‘the room, and gradually became aware
that my wife had dressed herself and was
slipping on her mawtle and her bonuet.
My lips were parted to murmur out some
slecpy words of surprise or remonstrance
at this untimely preparation, when sud-
denly my half-opencd eyes fell upon her
face, illuminated by the candle light, and
astonishment heid me dumb. Shs wore an
expression such as I had never seen be-
fore—such as I should have thought her
incapable of assuming. She was dea:ily

turning the thing over in wmy mind and
tx;y_iug to find some possible explenation.
The more I thought the more extraordin-
ary aund inexplicable did it appear. ! was
still puzzling over it when I heard the
door gently cluse again and her footsteps
coming up the stairs.

“¢Where in the world have you been,
Effie 7’ U asked, as she entered.

* She gave & violent start and o kind
of gasping cry when I spoke. aud that
cry and start troubled me more than all
the rest, for there was something indescrib.
ahly guilty about them. My wife had al-
ways heen a woman of a frank,open nature,
and it gave me & chill to see her slinking
iato her own room, and crying out and
wincing when her own husband spoke to
her.

“¢You awake, Jack?"® she cried, with
& nervous laugh. ¢ Why, * ' ought that
n;thing covld awaken you.’

.



