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lit THE MYSTERY OF A TURKISH BATH.

of the face. It seemed as if some hidden
flame had sprung to life and flashed and
quivered in the wide-opened eyes and con-
vulsed features. They saw a shiver, such as

shakes the sea before the blast of the coming
tempest, bend and sway the perfect form . . .

Once, twice, her lips opened, but no words
came. At last she seemed to force the
channels of speech, but the low sweet
music of her voice was harsh and jangled
with passion.

"My answer? .... Take it, ravisher and
murderer of innocence and youth ! Die ! in

your crimes—Die !

"

She stretched out her arm. There came
a hoarse cry, a crash, a heavy fall. Julian

Estcourt lay upon the floor, white and sense-

less as the dead.

CHAPTER XV.

EXPIATION.

A SEVERE attack of her " suppressed " enemy,
and a nervous headache, the result of the

shock of the previous evening, had driven

Mrs. Bay Jefierson to the Turkish bath as

early as ten o'clock the morning after that

strange exhibition of Clairvoyance.

She had the rooms all to herself, and as

she leant back in her comfortable chair and
dabbled her pretty bare feet in warm water,

she reflected in a troubled and disjointed

fashion over all that had occurred since that

eventful morning when the beautiful " mys-
tery" had appeared before her standing in

that curtained archway, which indeed looked


