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THE GHOST OF LOCHRAIN
THE UNDERGROUND SYNDICATE
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CHAPTER V.
Tangled Threads.

A second glance at Captain Oxford as-
sured Elspeth that, despite the haunting

likeness to some other face, she had cer-|

tainly never seen him before. He was not

a young man to be ecasily forgotten, and |

the girl did not wonder that he had at-
tracted Lady Hilary. Not only was he re-
markably good to look at, but it seemed
to her that, with such eyes—bronze, like
his hair, and only a few shades darker
than his sunburned skin—he must bé hon-
est and sincere. 1f there were a mystery
about his adventure of last night, she told
herself that it could be nothing of which
he need feel ashawed.

When Elspeth had been made acquaint-
ed with Captain Oxford, Kenrith Jleft
them alone, and went off to play golf—
perhaps, the girl thought grudgingly, with
Lady Lambart.

She wrote two or three short letters,
which she would not have judged to be
very important, and then came a pause.
“Don’t you think you ought to rest now?”’
she asked, remembering Mr. Kenrith’s in-
structions.

“Yes,” the young man answered. I'm
not going to ask you to do any more let-
ters today. “But”—he hesitated, and Els-
peth took up the sentence where it broke
off, inquiring if there were anything fur-
ther that, she could do for him.

**Yes, there is something,” he said. “T—
my friend, Mr. Kenrith, told me you trav-
elled” up in the same carriage with him
yesterday, and—with Lady Lambart and
her daughter.”

Klspeth's eyes brightened, she knew
what would please him now, and did not
seen any wrong in doing it. ““Oh, yes,”
she answered, “it was so crowded, they
put me in first class, and Lady Hilary
Lambart was so sweet about it. I never
saw such a lovely girl as she is, and I am
sure she is as nice as she is beautiful.”

Captain Oxford's face lighted up, and
he smiled, showing his white teeth. ‘“You
are very quick in forming your impres
sions, evidently,” he said. “But I believe
in the kind of admiration that begins at
lirst sight.” .

“*So do I, and love, too,” said Elspeth.
“If I were a man I should have fallen in
love with Lady Hilary Lambart at first
sight. As it is, T would do anything 1
could to please or help her; and I told her
so this morning.”

“What? You been talking together this
morning? I was going to try and pump
you, without letting you find out what I
was doing, but now I begin to ece it
isn’t necessary, to do that.”

“It isn’t a bit,” laughed Elspeth, “if
you really don’t mind my saying so.”

“Mind? Why, now that I know you are

~guch a stanch ally of hers, it will simply

be paradise to have a chance of talking
about her. Do tell me, since we've come
down »sc quickly to dead rock, as the
Americans ray, how did you find out that
I was in love with Lady Hilary Lambart?”

“Shall 1 tell all the truth?”’

“Why, of course.”

At this encouragement Elspeth proceed-
ed to give Captain Oxford a short sketch
of the journey; how she had heard his
name mentioned by Mr. Kenrith; how
Lady Lambart had not seemed pleased
with the news that he was staying at
Lochrain Hydro; and how she (Elspeth)
had fancied from the look on Lady Hil-
ary's face that her emotion was very dif-
ferent. i g

“L didn't try to listen,” the girl apolo-
gized, “but 1 couldn’'t help being inter-
ested- because it seemed such a romance,
and Laay Hilary 1s such an idcal heroine
for a love story.” .

“Bless her, T should think she was!” ex-
claimed the young man. ‘“The only heroine
possible for a love story of mine, even if
I were banished to some far country, and
knew that 1 could never see her again.
She knows that I love her, of ceurse, and
I do think she likes me a little, but I am
efraid she will never go against her
mother’s wishes, and marry me. Perhaps
1 oughn’t even to wish it, for she is g0
lovely, she could have anybody, and I'm
& poor man, heavily handicapped: in many
ways. But I can’t rise to such heights of
unselfishness,”

“I'm sure she would hate you to rise {o
that,” said Elspeth, absolutely on Capt.

. Oxford’s side now.

“Do tell me why you think so—or -do
you only say it to be kind?”

“I think so because of something. that
bhappened this morning.” And then she
told him how Lady MHilary had been as
one struck with a blow, on hearing from
the gossip of Lady Ardcliffe that he had
been dangerously- wounded. She told also
how she had managed to give the girl
news of the real state of his health, when
she heard of it from Mr. Grant.

“You really do secem to have been sent !

bere by Providence, Miss Dean,” said
Captain Oxford, half laughing, half seri-
ous. "‘Of course, you guessed why I asked
that I might have you to write letters for
me?Y” B

“You hoped that, as I had seen Lady
Hilary., you might get me to talk .about
her, and that is just what has happened.”

“You have guessed right. 1
you would.
Kenrith guessed, too,. He admires Tady
Lambart very much, but he is against
her where I am concerned. He didn't
know {till yesterday that she disapproved
of me as an acquaintance for a woman
with a marriagable daughter, though if he
weren’t rather unworldly in some ways,
despite his shrewdness in others, he might
have guessed how it would be with her.
He has too much money himself to care
about whether others have it or not, or
even think of it; but Lady Lambart has
very little, unfortunately for me, other-
wise she would perhaps not mind so much.
As it is, I'm sure she would have thank-
ed Heaven devoutly if I had bzen killed
last night out of her daughter’s way for-
ever, instead of just winged, and laid up
for a day or two.”

Elspeth shuddered. “It doesn’t matter
s0 much to you about what she fe2ls,”
said the girl. “But do you really think
that it was a poacher who shot you by
mistake for a keeper?”

“No, I'm certain it was not,” he an-
swered.

“Mr. Grant and, I suppose, Mr. Me-
Gowan are certain it was.”

“I haven't told them everything. T have
my, awn reasons for not doing s0,” said
Captain Oxford, thoughtfully. His face
changed to sternness as he spoke, and Els-
peth wandered if she could have been mis-
taken after all in faneying him absolute-
ly frank and open. Suddenly he looked
like a man who could keep a secret well,
and might have secrets of his own. The
words that Kenrith had said before going
out darted back into Elspeth’s brain, “le
lost a good deal of blood.” What of the
ruby drops that had fallen through the
erack in her ceiling. from that mysterious
place above, inhabited by no one save
ghosts-~the ruby. dreps that had stained
the face of the boy in the sketch!

] But at the thought of that sketch, some-

thougnt |
And I shouldn’t wonder if !

thing which had been puzzling Elspeth
was made clear. The likeness which had
! s0 bewildered her was between Captain
| Oxford and the boy in the portrait.
i It was not so noticeable now, for the
| Young man was looking®grave to sombre-
ness, while the face of the boy was bright
and smiling still Elspeth could see it, and
it was marked enough to seem rather odd.
But, after all, what could it mean? The
boy, who was by this time either an old
man, or dead, had been one of the same
type with Captain Oxford, perhaps not an
extraordinary one, although sh= had not
happened to see any others, save these
two. She was half inclined to speak of the
pencilled portrait she had found, but she
did not wish to be called upon at pres-
ent for an explanation of the pink stain,
as she probably would be, if she showed
the sketch to Captain Oxford.

As she mentally compared the real fea-
tures with the pictured features, the
young man spoke again. ‘“Naturally, Mr.
McGowan would prefer to think that I
nad been attacked by some poacher, while
straying about in lon2ly places, where I
had no business to be after dark. Any
other idea—any more sensational idea—
would be bad for the hotel.”

“Why?” asked Elspeth.

“He wouldn’t like to have it said that
there were thieves and murderers lurking
about. That sort of thing would probably
keep a grcat many guests away from the
Hydro. The sort of people who come here
don’t want adventurers.”

“But do you think it was a thief who
a:ltackcd you?”’ the girl impulsively ask-
ed.

Captain Oxford lawghed. “I’ve nothing
worth stealing, and everybody who knows |
me, knows that. Otherwise, the whole af-
fair might have beén almost worthy of the
Underground Sgndicate—if only it - had
come off a littled more successfully.”

Elspeth looked blank. “What is the Un-
derground Syndicate?” she asked.

*‘You've never heard of the Underground
Syndicate? Well, 1 can't tell you precise-
ly what it is, or even whether it exists.
And if it does, that probably isn’t its
own name for itself.”

“It sounds rather vague=but very mys-
terious,”” said Elspeth.

“If there is such an association as'the
Underground Syndicate, it is very mys-
terious--so mysterious that it has puzzled
England in general, and Scotland Yard in
particular, for years. - It's supposed, you
know, to be an association banded to-
gether to commit crimes for important
clients who don’t wish to commit them
themselves. Several fagmous murders have
been set down to the account of the Un- |
derground Syndicate, but though there
have been clues and traces, fhere have
never been enough to help the police to
make arrests, or even actually suspect any |
one person. They have, as it were, heard
stirrings behind a veil, but the veil has
never bean hfted. Now, if I were a very
rich man with millions to leave to re-
latives, or if I were in any onc's way, I
should say to myself—because of certain
things that have happened—‘Aha, the Un-
‘ derground Syndicate has put a black mark
i against ‘'my name.”. But there is absolute-
| ly nobody except Tady Lambart—who
| would be the better off for my death; and
| poor Lady Lambart, cven if she were pre-
! pared to go to such lengths to wipe out
a would-be son-in-law, couldn't afford to
pay the Syndicate’s prices. They charge
thousands, so the story goes. And they
are very rich—aceording to the same
stories—for they often bring off big coups
on their own account, such as relieving
people of their jewels. I often warn Ken-
rith that he had better look out.”

“Tt sounds too extraordinary,” said Els-
peth.

“I don't believe there is such a syndi-
cate really, do you?” : -

“No, I don’t,” replied Captain Oxford.
“As you say, it is too fantastic. People
will get up any ‘theory to account for
crimes” which remain mysteries; and I be-
lieve that rather a sensational morning
paper is responsible for suggesting the
idea that there ‘was a syndicate. After a
murder that baffled the police last year,
the editor published a serizs of extraord-
inary anonymous letters that served the;
object of selling the issues in which they |
appeared, if no other.” “

At this moment the resident doctor ap-
peared to see how his patient was getting
on, and Elspeth was banished from the
room. It was now her hour of freedom,
and she was glad of it, for she had much
to think of. She went to her room,
whare tea was sent to her, and rested Jux-
uriously on the old-fashioned sofa. What
a wonderful day it had been, she thought.
More had happened in it than happened
in wezks in her old London life, where |
one day told another, and she forgrci
whether it was Monday or Baturday. She |
scemed to have been plunged into the
midst of many lives, and to have some !
influsnce, large or small, upon ecach umu;
It was almost as if she, an insignificant
young girl, a paid employe of the hotel,
were watching the performance of a play
in a theatre to which she alone had the
right of entrance.

She tried hard to join all the different
i loose threads, which she felt vaguely
ought somehow to match together, but she |
could not find the way; and at last the
effort culminated in an absurd jumble |
which was a dream. |

Sleep did her good, although her nap
was short, and she awoke with a start, !
fearing that she had missed her next ap-
poirttment; but it was only half past five,
and ten minutes later, with smooth hair
and bright cyes, she was in Mr. McGow- |
an’s room. He was ther:, and had kind |
things to say concerning the 1eports he
had received of her work during the day.'
This was encouraging, and the girl felt
very happy as she went to begin her hour!
of work with Mr. Trowbridge. She did
not like him much, but she fancied that
he could be very amusing and, whatever
else it might be, she was sure that her
time in his socicty would not be dull.

In the great hall, through which she’
had to pass on her way to Mr. Trow-
bridge's sitting room, she saw him deep in |
talk with Lady Hilary. He was lean-
ing far forward in his chair, his elbows
on his knees, lost to overvihing but his
interest in the beautiful. girl who listened |
with an indifference which she did not try
to hide. His back was turned towards|
Elspeth, but Lady Hilary saw her. and |
with a word to Trowbridge which Elspeti
did not hear, sprang up and gave the
voung stenographer a  look which said,
“C'ome to me.”

The two girls met half way across the |
hall, and Lady Ihlary handed Elspeth a
book. 4 ¢ i)l’l'il’lll‘('.” she .\';d«l )llll'l'i(l(”‘\ki
“Open it anywhere, and we will seem to |
be talking about it. Now; have you m‘eni
him?  Mr. Kenrith happened to mention !
you were going to write for him this after- |
noon.”’ o |

There was no nced to speak the name.

| that 1'd traveled in the same

Elspeth well knew who was meant by

“him;"” and she doubted very much that

Mr. Kenrith had ‘“happened” to speak.
“Yes,” she answered, as her head and

| Lady Hilary’s were bent over the book.

“He only wanted nee bacause he had heard
carriage
with you, and hoped I could be got to talk
about youn to him. -He confessed that
after I'd been-in the room a little while.
Oh. Lady Hilary, ha worships you. I do
wish T might take the liberty of saying
something”’—

“Say it quickly. It won't be a liberty.”

“It's only that I do hope nobody will
persuade you to give him up, because such
a love can come but once in a life, it
seems to me, and”-—

“Hush! Hare comes that Mr. Trow-
bridge,” whispered Lady Hilary. ‘“Oh, he
is most oppressive. I wish Lady Ardcliffe
hadn’t introduced him to mother. I'm
afraid I'm going to have trouble with
him.” Her voice changed suddenly as
Trowbridge, strolling towards them, came
within hearing distancs. “It will be good
of you, Miss Dean, if you will copy out
the poem for me. Ag it's a volume out
of the hotel library, 1"— she stopped, for
hér purpose was served. Trowbridge had
passed close beside them and must have
heard all that she intended him to hear.

“l will do it gladly this evening,” said
Elspeth. “For the next hour, my time
belongs to Mr. Trowbridge.”

“Lady Hilary and I were just shaving a
rattling good argumant,” said he. “I was
on the point of convincing her that I was
right and she was wrong, so I will give
up half my share of you for today to her.
Copy out the poem she wants, Miss Dean,
and when you have finished come to my
sitting room, please. 1'll be there by that
time.”

Llspeth moved away obediently. The
book really was a volume of verses by a
minor- poet, and though Lady Hilary had
probably sclected a page at random, the
girl copied it in her own room, with her
own machine. In half an hour sh> went
down again, and this time Lady Hilary
and Trowbridge had both vanished from
the hall. Elspeth had brought the typed
poem, and the book, in case she should
meet Lady Hilary, but not seeing her she
took them on to Mr. Trowbridgz’s sitting
room. He himself stood just outside the
half open door, speaking with the hand-
some woman Elspeth had heard spoken of
as Countess Radepolskoi, but as the girl

| approached, with a slight 'shrug of the

shoulders the Countess left him. “Be

rolling in money, I beliave, a jolly good
catch for some poor young man. By the
way. she was telling me that Mr. Kenrith
had hought a jewel—a diamond, I believe,
which was once in her family. I don’t
care .much about such things myself.
Whenever I buy diamonds, it is to give.
away to som» friend. But she is keen to
know if he's got it here, for it scems,
though 1t was in her late husband’s fam-
ily- for many generations, it passed from
them before her marriage, and she's never
seen it.
might let me know, as she feels delicate
about asking, and, anyhow, she hasn’t
met him yet. But now to work. We
must get through as much as we can in
what's left of the hour.”

By this time Elspeth was sitting at the
table, and he flung himself down in a big
casy chair within' comfortable distance for
dictation. He had begun the first letter,
by giving the date, and getting as far as
“Dear Sir,” when suddenly he spied on
the table near Elspeth’s elbow the book
which Lady Hilary had given her. The
folded paper was visible between the
pages, and at sight of it Trowbridge’s face
lit up with interest.

“Oh, just a minute,” he said. “Let’s
see, if you don’t aobject, what is the love-
ly Lady Hilary’s taste in poetry.”

Elspeth did not object, because the
thought flashed through her mind that
Mr. Trowbridge perhaps suspected that
something more than the poem was writ-
ten on the paper, therefore it might be
well for him to find there was nothing be-
sides.  Accordingly she was silent; but
she watched Trowbridge, to see what he
would do, and as he reached. to take the
book, which lay at some distance from
his hand, his wrist was exposed for an
inch or two beyond the cuff, and Elspeth
saw a very odd thing. Just above the
wrist bone, he wore a bracelet—not the
padlocked bangle which some men affect,
to suggest a love-secret, but a flat band
of gold set with pearls and turquoises,and
fitting so closely that it pinched the skin
as far down as the hand into little folds.
Above this bracelet the arm was covered
with white kid, like a woman’s glove,and

.the junction between. this and the flesh

was masked by the band of gold.

For the fraction of a sccond Elspeth
forgot herself, and stared. Whether Trow-
bridge noticed the direction’ of her eyes,
or whether he merely remembered after an
instant of self-forgetfulness that he had
been indiscreet, the effect was the same.
I'lushing darkly, he drew back his arm,
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If you hear him speak of it, you |said to be haunted.

Jner or took away the tray, and when he

meals had worn rather a peculiar expres- |
sion when he civilly asked after her health |
in the morning. He had looked, - she |
thought, as it he had expected to hear |
that she had passed a bad night, and ap- |
peared somewhat disappointed when she.|
had announcad herself to be in the best of |
health and spirits,

But then, even if she had not imagined
the expression, the man might easily have
known no more tham that the tower was

Persons in that class of life were sup-
posed to be fond of horrors, and it would
have been a delicidus. declaration for the
servants’ hall if Mr. McGowan's. new
secretary had acknowledged receiving  a
visit from the ghosts. Perhaps the man
knew the story of the tower, whatever it
might be, and would be more willing than
Mr. Grant to repeat it. But Elspeth
would not yield to, the temptation she
felt to ask him, when he brought her din-

had gone with his polite “‘a good night’s
rest to you, miss,” she knew that she
was alone. .

it up.

Stiff and straight the girl stood staring | £ the aar

at the &pot where it had been. Then,!
when she recovered from the first shock,!
half terror, -half amazement, she went, |
unsteadily and shivering, as if with cold |
and weakness, across to the table to li;zhtf
lamp and canrles. All the while

could see the white face in its halo of|

. - !
that the servant who had brought Imrimrme ethereal than itself—had swallowed | breaking through. Its been as it is for
| years, many ycars.

Nothing would have
been done to repair your quarters, either,
me reason, and the whole tow(#
would have been left to itself but thav
room of yours was never let fall into &
bad state like the others. Old Lord Lock-
rain wouldn’t have that happen; so yenu
see when the castle was bought for a hotel

’ | .
she | there was nothing much to do there, ex-

cept to put in 2 few more bits of furni-

moonlight, as plainly as if it had been| 0 4 4dd a Jittle o the comfort.”

photographed upon her brain; the tin('t
forehead, the straight brows, the brilliant |
eyes, yes, more clearly than the rest, those |

{ terribly brilliant eyes.

Her own breathing frightened her, and |
the knock, knock of her heart against her |
side, until she had got a light:. Then it
was more horrifying to find the room
empty, save for herself, than it would
have been to sce the man where he had
stood before. If he were a man of flesh
and blood, he would have been there still,
she said, for the door was shut and lock-
ed, and it would he impossible to enter
or escape through a window. It must be,
the girl thought, that a ghost had come to
prove to an unbeliever that such things

Realizing all too keenly now what she| o0l ang vet—and yet—she did not feel
had undergone last night, her merves be- |, . it/ 10 had séen a ghost. Besides, why

sternly. This sort of thing would never
do. REither she must become the victim
to moral cowardice, trick or no trick, and
to be given another room in exchange for
this, even if jt were no more than eight
feet square; or else she must bf" firm
enough not to Be frightened: for it was
impossible that she could lie Wnkcful and
trembling with nameless terrors night af-
ter might, and still be able to do justice
to her work by day.

So well did she sqr'coed in getting the
upper hand of her” nerves, that by 10
o’clock she was actually calm enough to
be sleepy, and to feel that nothing earth-
ly or unecarthly would have the power tc
rob her of slumber. Hardly had her head
touched the pillow than she had that sen-
sation of falling which & so often the fo_re-
runner of a heavy sleep; and having
saved hemself duly, she floated peacefully
off into dreamland.

How long she slept, she-did not know,
but she waked with a start to find the
room filled with a soft light, which at first
she mistook for dawn. She had the sen-
sation that something had waked her,
some sound perhaps; but if so, it had
been a vault. - She realized after a moment
that the light was the light of. the moon,
not of morning, and ghe wondered how
many hours of sweet unconsciousress she

Passing her hand over the surface of cak, there was no door.

carcful, that's all.” Elspeth thought she
heard her say: and Trowbridge's expres-
sion was not quit: so pleasant ax it had
been, though he forced a smile to greet
thy! stenographer.

“Fine looking woman, that,” he said, as
he ushered Elspeth into the room.

“Coun- |

tess Radepolskoy, I mean. She and 1 only |

met here a short time ago, but she's
mighty kind about giving me good advice,
and was just telling me 1 ought to be care-
ful and not overwork  myself.  You
wouldn't think T was delicate, would you?
But I'm supposcd to he here for the tonie
air to pick me up after a threatened
breakdown. W Americans are so apt to
keep the candle burning at both ends,
you Lknow.”

Elspeth answered that she would not
have dreamoed he was out of health; but
she was thinking 1 don’t
(fountess was taiking about overwork. If
it had been anything as simple as that,

heard or not. But he did mind, for some
reason or other, and went out of his way
to account for her words. Perhaps he's
afraid 1 might tell lLady IHilary _thag
thers's something between him and the
Countess.”

“You ought to see lier jewels”
bridge went on, as Elspeth arranged her
typewriter and paper on the table. “She's

Trow-

|
|

believe  the

i he wouldn't have minded whether [ over- |

and the bracelet and what was above it
were once more completely hidden by his
sleeve.
CHAPTER VL
A Face in the Moonlight.

Elspeth had had very little time during
her first day at Lochrain Castle ilydro
to brood over har own affairs. Those of
other people had proved still more ab-
sorbing, and dwelling upon them had pre-
vented her from giving much attention
to the mystery of the night's disturb-
ances.  But when darkness came again,
and a s:cond night had to be faced in the
tower room, evens the  romantic love
troubles of Lady Hilary Lambart and Cap-
tain Oxford faded into the background of
her mind. The one absorbing suestion
was whether_ a trick had really been play-
e upon her, or whether, in spite of her
firm conviction to the “contrary, there
were such things as ghosts, which haunt-

led places on earth that they had loved

or hated?

The girl Lad row to remember rucfully
that she had taken steps to def:nd her-
self against other nights of terror, and
that no light whatever had been thrown
upon the wmystery. The one piece of evi-
dence. in favor of the trick

indeed it could be called evidence) was

had had.

any case, it was delicious to know that

Were they few or many? in

there must be several more left
che need think of getting up to hegin: a
new day's work. Thus she lay ifor awhile

waking, her eyes half closed, when a
a foot.
Elspeth knew the very board, or thought

foot had caused the same disagreeable
squeak, and she had  tried to avoid the
place. In a second she had bounded from
her bed. and out of “the alcove nto the
big moonlit room.

It was more by hmpulse than delibera
intention that she rushed to discover, if
she could, what had made the zound, for
hardly did &he expect to see any form save
the dim shapes of the old-fashioned furni-
ture, each one of which she already knew.

But there was morve to sce. By the fire:

man, dressed in something dark and loose,
his face clear and white in the stream of
moonlight, which fell full upon it. Only
| for a breathing space did Elspeth’s eyes,
jand the eyes of this apparition meet and
{hold each other, for,’ without a sound,
seemingly without a motion, save one

theory (if | gliding skep backward, 'the tail form van-| But you needn’t

ished fym sight, as it the shadows-no
'

gan to jump, but she took hemself to task i should a ghost have seemed startled at

before |

in a blissful state between dreamland and |

board creaked, as if under the pressure of |

she knew it, for in passing to and {ro her|

place hovered the pale appearance of al

| sight of her? Surely there had been a|
look of apprehension and alarm on that
pale face. with its frame of dark beard,
as the brilliant eyes had wound hers. And
then, there was another question. Why
should a ghost look like Captain Oxford,
disguised in a dark wig and beard?

Elspeth hated to ask herself this, for she
wished to believe Captain Oxford all that
was noble; and yet there was a kind ol
relief in. the thought that the strange
visitant might have been he, bent upon
some mysterious errand to the haunted
tower.

There were secret entrances to rooms in
some old houses—secret entrances so- skil-
fully hidden that none save the initiated
would dream of their existence; Elspeth
knew this very well from heamsay. But
what business could Captain Oxford or
any other man, have in the tower? Who
ever it had been, ghost or human, the sud-
den revelation of her presence in the
room had been unwelcome, and the ap-
parition had hastened to avoid her by
vanishing in some way, therefore she
might assure herself that the visit had not
been connected with her. The trick the-
ory was equally negatived by the evident
apprehension on the white face. It a man
had come into the room to play ghosts
and frighten a girl out of quarters sacred
to his own purposes, he would have stop-
ped long’ enough to complete his work
thoroughly, and he would have.attempted
to look appalling, rather than appalled.

All these reasonings restored Elspeth to
a semblance of calmness. She took a
candle in each hand, and made as thor-
ough an examination as she knew how, of
the wall on the right of the fireplace, in-
to which the figure had seemetd to vanish;
but as far as she could tell by pecring
closely, and passing her hand over the sur-
face of oak, there was no door or any
means of opening the wainscot there.

When she was satisfied that, if the wall
hid any secret, it was mot to be fqund
out py her that night, she sat for a time,
and waited, so still she scarcely breathed,
for any repetition of the sounds. But
nearly an hour passed, and all quiet. Noth-
ing could be accomplished by waiting long-
er, Elspeth decided, and shivering with
the night chill, she crept back to bed.

She did not expect to sleep, but fatigue
overcame fear, and from puzzling over the
mystery in waking .thoughts, she began
heavily striving to decipher it in a tangled
maze of dreams. As before, she slept un-
till board daylight; but it was earlier than
on the previous day, and when she had
dressed hastily, she thought that she
would have time before the coming of
the servant with breakfast, to. venture
on some explorations. But they were
even more brief than she expected, for as
she had supposed, there was no way of
mounting higher than her own room. The
stone staircase that had once wound on
above, had been built up with brick,
which formed a solid wall. On the floor
below, the door of the room under hers
was not locked, and a glance showed that
there was mo mystery there. The waas-
coting had been prepared long ago Yy
some person of bad taste, and not being|
renewed evidently, for many years, it had |
fallen into a bad repair A few picces of
old furniture, and some empty packing
boxes and rolls of carpets, were the sole
contents of the room, and all were plain-
ly visible in the bleak light which stream-
ed through the two uncurtained windows.
From the room on the ground floor, came
sounds of hammering, and Elspeth guessed
that the carpenter who, according to the
housekeeper, had his quarters. there, was
already at work. It was more than im-
probable that there should be any visible
means of communication with the upper
floors, in a room used as a carpenter shop.
and if there were a secret one, if would
not be possible for her to seek it while
the carpenter was at work. Altogether
the girl’s exploring expedition did not last
ten minutes, and she gleaned nothing from
it, save-one thought, which.struck her
as somewhat significent. Why, she asked
herself, had this one room—the one” she
occupied—been kept in repair; while the
others had been neglected, and left un-
inhabitable? Was the reason for this con-
nected in any way with the story of the
tower, or was it concerned -with some
{ other secret apart from the ghost story?
! She decided that without mentioning her
i experiénces for which she still intended to
be silent at all events for. the present she
might ask these questions of the house-
' keeper.

1

j» She was keyed to a high pitch of nen’-]
| ous excitement, which had increasea rath-
| er tnan diminished since yvesterday, but
{ there was no confusion in her brain. - She
[ felt that, if she could only put her land |

"upon one single first clue, she would b(‘l
i
j

! capable of ferreting out others, where now
iull secmed - chaos.
Breakfast was hurried over so that she

i might steal tie tor & few words with

asking Mrs. Warden if she might make;
sonic little changes in the arrangement of
the furniture in her roomn. She wonld
like, she said, to place the sofa and table
differently, but had not wished to do st
without mentioning it beforehand.
“Why, bless your heart, imy dear,” said
the friendly old woman, “you can do just
as you like in your own quarters. 1 hope
vou're quite happy there. 1 went up on
purpose to ask how you got on yesterday |
i afternoon, but you were away—busy, [
suppose, though it was close upon tea
i time.” i

had hoped the conversation would take. !
She thanked Mrs. Warden, and said that |
she was delighted with her room. “lt’s |
good enough for a duchess, so it would be !

|

strange if, I shouldn't be satisfied,” she |
{ laughed. “But T do wonder why it is the !
lonly room in the tower which they've!
{made habitable. There is such a lovely
view from there, and if the guests would
1 object to the ghost stories. surely the em-
ployes would be more s2nsible.”

“It- wasn't worth the trouble and ex-
| pense of putting the other rooms im ve-
| pair, T suppose,” replied the housekeeper,
“sceing that they couldn't very well be
offered to guests.

i 2
the reason the stairs
rather than restore the whole upper story.
worry.  the Heor 18 so
g )

thick that thera’s aa e 1

! the housckeeper before going io Mr., Me | D. Schaftner : : ¢
Giowan, and as an excus: she began by | groomsman, the ushers being ler(-,\v',lloln%-‘

This was exactly the turn which Elspeth l .

1
i
|
|

The one abova yours
has the rvoof fallen in on it, which was|
were blocked up, ! Allayspa

“*Used old Lord Lochrain to vccupy my

{ room, then?” asked Elspeth.

“Oh, dear, no. le never even went
there, so far as 1 can say. But—well, the
bathroom and all the improvements were
made for a person who was once of im-
portance to the family, and as long as the
old Marquis lived nothing was changed
there.  When Mr. McGowan took charge
of everything he gave orders to have some
of the handsomest pieces of furniture put
elsewhere, but the bed, though it is the
finest of all, couldn’t be moved. Maybe
you noticed it is built into the wall and
has been where it is for hundreds of years,
I fancy. I don’t know the date, but I do
know it's very old, and I daresay curiose
ity dealers would give any amount of
money for it if it were for sale.

Elspeth had learned what she had come

! to find out, but she had gained very little

enlightenment after all. She saw by a
certain obstinate hardening of the old
woman’s good natured face that she Jdit
not intend to let herself be “pumped” on
the subject of that vanished “person of
importance” for whose sake, apparently,
old Lord Lochrain had preserved the o4
room in the tower, and Elspeth guessed
that the ghost story, whatever it might be,
was connected with him.

“If T can find out from any one it will
be not from her, but from Mr. Grant,” she
said to herself as she bade Mrs. Warden
good-by. Her woman’s instinet told her
already that she would not have to ask
favors in vain of her fellow employe, and
though she would have made no serious
demand upon the young man she deter-
mined to try again to draw from him the
story of the haunted tower. !

She had no opportunity of seeing him
alone that morning, however, and nothing
of importance happened during the day ex-
cept—if it could bes called important—an
introduction to Countess Radepolskoi. Mr.
Trowbridge, instead of employing her time
himself, lent her to his friend the Coun-
tess, who had a pretty little private par-
lor, divided from the best of her suits by
an archway with heavy porticres.

(To be continued.)

REV. DR TORREY MADE
- MANY CONVERTS IN

- MONTREAL CRUSADE

2,372 Persons Expressed Conversion,
and Collections Were $3,700

Evangelist Got 81,000, and His
Three Assistants 8700, and
Ohurch 8950---Presbyterians
Led in Responses to Invitations
to Stana Up. :

Montreal, May 8—The support accorded

by Montreal to the Torrey mission may
be gauged from the following official
figures: Dr. Torrey received $1,000, while

§700 was divided between his three assists,

ants, Messrs. Jocoby, Butler and Parker,
and $950 was paid for the use of St.
James’ Methodist church. ;

-The amount of the collections was 3,
700 and the expenses of the mission, in
addition to the sums paid to the evange-
list and his helpers, were $%2,200.

As regards the religious results, it iz
announced that the revival invitation to
accept Christianity  brought responsex
from 2.372 persons, who stood up publicly
and were afterwards dealt with by the
mission workers, their names being suh.\:
quently given to the local clergy fot
future spiritual care.

It is notable that, though the missien
servicges were held in a Methodist chureh.,
the largest number of responses to the
invitations came from Presbyterians, 839
of whom stood up in profession cf thair
desire to accept Christ. The Methodists
came second on the list, with 745: the
Church of England was third with 365,
while the others were divided as follows:
One hundred %ind sixty-five. Baptists,
cighty Congregationalists, twenty-five Ro-
man Catholics, sixteen Brethern, nine Sal-
vation Army, six Lutherans, four Jews,
five Christian Scientists, three Reformed
Episcopal and ninetynine non-denomina-
tional.

PFETTY CHURCH
WEDDING-AT DIGBY

Digby, N. 8, May 8-A verv pleasant
event took place at 12.30 today in the
Digby Baptist church, when Frank W.
Nichols, barrister, was united in marriage
to Miss Sadie G., third daughter of David
Sproule, of the firm of D. & 0. Sproule.
Lhe ceremony was performed by Rev. A.

| J. Archibald, pastor of the church, which
i was filled to its utmost capacity and w24

very handsomely decorated.

The bride® was very pretiily dressed 17t
white silk, with bridal veil and lilies ot the
valley, and carried a bouquey of carnations
and roses, The bridesmaid was Miss Lena
Anderson, who wore a pretty dresy of
white silkolme, with picture Bat. The
flower girls were Myrtle and Greta

| Sprouie, little sisters of the bride. Dr. V.

formed  the duties of

worth, R. A. Sutherland and Irank An-
dersori.  The wedding march was played
by Miss Alice Nowlan, erganist of the
church. After the cecemony the wbridal
party were conveyed to the home of the
bride, where luncheon was served. Tne
presents were many, among them being
very costly ones. The happy couple left
via the west bound express en route to
Boston and other American cities, accom-
panied by the best wishes of a host of
friends, being very popular in their native
home.

““After all,’”’ said Alec Smart, ‘“‘the old say-
ing, ‘‘There's always recom a: the ‘top,
doesn’'t mean anything.”

**Unless,”’ . replied the traveling man, ‘it
means that the lower berths in a sleeper are
usually taken before you get thére.’'—Phila-

i delphia Press.
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