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CHAPTER L
OWN at my feet lhe
is sitting, this {

sweet woman,

i in the nuggesuve

black
dark folds lle :oﬂly
against the slender
throat in a caressing
mannery, and  they
remind me, as I look
at her, of a pair of
dimpled, baby arms,
that never. more will
cling to the proud

: = . neck.
Oh! yes: and more than that memory ‘is
hidden within the folds of that black gown.

There is a triple story of bereavement ‘and i
of anguish of soul keener than that felt for

;lllf dead, but, as yet, I do not know it quite

She is a mystery to me, and I fail to com-
prebend her many times, although I know
her history to be crowded with incidents
sad and tragical.

The afternoon sun comes through the lat-
tice in bright golden bars, and falls lovingly
on her dark hair, revealing to'me that itis
not really black, as I had thought, but of a
deep brown color, but she is not .co!
of the sunshine.

The scent of -the fragrant roses co: &

from the little garden below, wlt.h ﬁd
breath of carnations and violets growing
plentiful there, but her soul is shut against
all that is beautiful in nature to-day.

She is so strange and lives withinsher-
self, in such an atmosphere of deep sorrow,
that I have never been able to penetrate it
and understand the heart throbbing outits
existence to the musicof its dirges.

I would love to talk freely to her this
afternoon, but am at a loss to know how to
begin. I am, at best, a poor comfortery my;
heart is sympathetxc enough, but its emo—
tions fail me in words. In. this;asin
other things, I am very unfortunate, -
the good that I would do is never mllhzedc
But finally 1 venture: “Miridm]would'yon
enjoy a drive owthe beach, or shall ithea
stroil in the woods to fill up this

tance, and a look of almost happiness
vu?gem %I'sat watghing
‘hér, wra Eage , and hoping' that
thedawmugvfbrigh ¥ Hours had come.
She turned to me with animation, saying:
**This is pleasant;so pleasant and peaceful I’
and I was glad to answer: *“Yes.” '
That was last year, and since then the
fluctuating tides of peace and disquietude
have run so often into a sea of counter cur-
rents, ebbing and flowing over that first
gréat hope, that I am not certain of any
thing permanent.
I hesitated a great deal before giving her
the missive, thinking that perhaps it might

d bu
btwn %ﬁd nm 3
0.

1d up the letter now, wlsh-

happened 'to ' it be-

&m for reuuea 1ts demn.uon, or that T had

had discretion enough to have. foreseen the

consequences, and hnq oommu.ted it to the

grate, as I might have' done, seeing it was
addressed to me.

While I am indulging tbus in self-con-
demnation she comes down 'stairs, calm
enough outwardly, the glossy hair freshly
brushed, and I doubt: not the: tear-stains
bathed carefully off the placid face, so as
not to grieve me. She comes forward.and
takes my hands in her two hot ones, looks

leadingly into my face, and makes a

range .réquest, ‘arequest that sends the
blood surging back to my heart, leaving my
_cheeks blanched, I am aware, for she
pauses, looks troubled and doubtive, and
hesitates. But finally she has finished, and
I have promised 'to grant her desire, al-
though in ten minutes after she has kissep
me thankfully avd-settled down on the
shadow-flecked steps with a great sigh of
| Felief I regret having .done so.

8he knows it is my intept to visit a rela-
tive living in the suburbs of Hastings,
“shortly, and'she has asked me ‘‘while there,
taka a little run over beyond Fairlight, and
1—-v1lit, Heatherleigh.” But that isn’t the

of her req , though it is all

part
: mrprislng She looked me calmly in the

‘eyes and asked me to “bring her portrait
away from the fated gallery with.me.”
How on earth am I t¢ accomplish this?

At first it seems éasy enough to me, but
on reflection the undertaking grows stu-
pendous, and borders on the impossible. I

. 8it very still, revolving the request in my
mind, and every thoment its magnitude is
i;t.ensmed But I made no sign, and she

ter, fully confident that I will be able to
}efulill my promise, and I haven’t the courage
to undeceive her.
{ 8o we sitout the piece of a day talking
“some but thinking more until the sun goes
down behind the hxlls, and the shadows

plece of a day?”

* Out there beyond the trees, and swell-
.ing shoreward, lie the blue waters of the
bay, and beyond booms the broad Atlantic.

the weather is glorious, and this is why I
offer myself and pony phaeton to her, as ac-
cessories of a pleasant afterncon by the
ses. ButI have missed it again, and my

suggestion grates on her optional pleasure.

SIowly the great dark eyes are lifted to
mine in sorrowful negative, and I know I
have swept an irresponsive chord.

I am answered further by a doleful shake
of the head; but she essays no word. Small
nep% I understand her.

érunches a letter in her hand savage-
ly—a letter addressed to me, yet more hers
than mine—as if to remind me that its ¢con-
tents are all she has room for in her
thoughts, and that adrive on the supmy:
sands would only mock the shores of-noth--
ing to which her soul drifts this nmr;m
uoon. - s
Then she gets up asif 1 have mnﬁy&l"br
“disturbed her by my question, which I pre-
sume I have, and goes down the walk-$o-the|
little wicket' opening out .to the clusterlng
trees in front of my cottage. .
white lilies that droop either iidc m
are hardly paler than she, ormore in
cent.

The wind’ coming up freshly
water eatohes sther gown, and
long loose curls until she shivers.

haps it rs heriaf
desolate En sh hzne wm%?eﬁm

manorial halls. If that is what_the. winds.J
and waves are saying, their peﬂ’ﬁon is met,

doubtless, with a cruel rel s
et “MH REAVHETD,
stead of sitting down on

feet, as I half expected her to do, .hedrop-

broke 4T can
nevm?'e” and goe;‘n,;-luin I make o an-
swer; there are no words left me .dnq\uh,
nalthet does she look for a reply.

I take up the letter, and although I k'now
it by heart I must needs run overit agun:
It has come &ll the way from Hastings, that

beautiful city by the e
England, and is a mm F

Heatherleigh Manor. “Do I know
Miriam Percival Fairfax? If so, tidings of
her will be thankfully rekz:i'?:. 'l‘hezmd
old hall -is waiting at
death of SirRupert mvm::u& ‘wm
ten request leayes her tl
am not all tomswar m
am will not have it 8o, and Henﬂmrlelgh is
nothing: to- me. Of course I have told her
she had better go, but with a look of horror
in those haunting eyes of hers,-she-has-res
fused emphatically, as whi wi
white lips she tells me thatshe ‘hates her
ancestral halls,” ani
what I ask of her.?."
Perhaps 1 don'tyt
ranking in her soul ww-rd her birthplace
comes hissing through the white m
effectually silences me in protesti 3
She came to me two years ago, sad and
sorrowing, from turn vly-made.
husband &nd child.

on them. - M; )1
rest well if they didy
forgotten, on his di

curse that turned him away from its male- | male- 8

dictive doors.”
1 have not questioned her, regarding her

nlay

w longer and d over the carna-
tions and roses, and reach outdarkly for
the gleamipg satin of the lilies which they
envelop later.

Maggie, my little maid of 2ll work, rings
the tea-bell merrily, then peeps through the
blinds to see where we are. Having seen
us, her bright eyes disappear, and I know

"8he has flown to her kingdom to_keep “‘the
tay proper hot’’ until we putin an appear-
ance, which wa do shortly.

Miriam—I always say simply
looks satisfied once more...3

"son; shé bas seftled the letter queotion
positlvely in the negative, or rather I have
determined it for her by my rash promise.

But how I am to beard ‘“the Douglas in
his hall”” is more than I know, and obtain

thp% pertrait of  the d&ughter of 'the

‘herwhere-
L ts—it is her r

¢ , 1 ho evet,thtlmthc

m%pﬁuguon of her life, and {

’lih over there sl her tea in full con-.

,%T dowh ‘my dessert,

measure powers with a broken reed and
transform my digits to ciphers.

| THeday 6f my departure arrives. Over

against its fair, promxslng skies falls a

todi m, I would:

sws of

es an: Persmu are not more irrev-
She. is wutay‘

yiew,: daqd en-*

doon, how Morenﬂy I shonld feel about
-&-_...., ovil influ-
ences lurk in m long, dark halls, and

Why my little tour
comes to wme, In the prospective, like a
‘t itnlldroep-

‘E)g to sme by letter oc-
which no{jo on%’ un t,hnnkml tnr,

as I have not trighwned her by any thing
enid to me wnd kept Her away thereby.
I un po-mvc. foo, tm she knows noth-

~gets no news
is, to me, is

Bnt.l am ready, loll my. lnggaxe. and I

- w and Miriam.,

anf ‘but

*’questioning in her

k against,

js-thinking

nlmypromhe. and I say, impulsivelys “I
will “bring your portrait, dear.”-T -don’t]
add “if I can,” which, perhaps, I ought to
pdo;-but-lesve-the @eclarative promise in-

sorrows and grievances as t00 W')ﬁ.ﬁffx

own for my intrusive inquiries, and she has
only revealed that which she choosesto
Butsheiathed‘nshmorfm

friend, and therefore] open’ my arms, and |

receive the desolate, heart-broken woman
into my home and heart. . I flatter 1f,
00, that herso! hayve bgen sol hat
mitigated through my efforts. She is
cheerful, even, sometimes as we stroll in
the fields, or wander off

hills where the wild heatherbell and bar-
berry grow.

One time in particular I remenbc, asfl
sit holding the c¢rumpled letter, & soéneé
that with her face comes back t.o me, as
beautiful dreams come lcmll
our days of care.,

We had wandered up the hills, and ﬂr-
sitting at the foot of & tree, resting.
baskets beside us were mmm M'ﬁ
fruit of the barberry, and wreathed
ferns and gayly-colored leaves. ‘H
tanceshone the blue wm
and above us beamed the clout kY, :
while the breeze dallied here HAM
hinting of a sterner season. ¥ i

Miriam leanéd her sunny head against’

um,t.m-thm Heaven for the fulfillment.
shomnpbrnnlmndmyn?ck»m

’l'hotrhnd.l with whom I intended to sail
&lhwﬂu far.
p.udngm.

‘@‘,’h:ﬁw will n
» bay, | dows, and hold

‘sits -with clasped hands, gazing out at the |

foons:

te corridor since | P!

2 leigh's grand old doors floa

{{wvas the first year of
' {every one is supposed to find the matri-

'lbbo.m.lhnva‘lreudymwbremhd

acogunt, & synopsis of the leading events of

through Miriam and others, but this,

my intended visit, should round up the
whole.

This is why, I tell myself, I have under-
taken this journey, although the sunny face
of my cousin Gladys, in her far-away En-
glish home, pops up to mental vision, and
®aims its share in the visit to be.

Ah! yes, dainty little Cousin Gladys,
whose fair blue eyes first saw the day in
the dreamy light of the poetical Cetswold
hills in the very heart of merrie old En-
gland, and who fought my ‘“going to
Hamerica” to live, was ex me,

She was to-day, doubtless, sitting in her
vine-covered porch ovarlooling luburbsn
Hasti aud gazin
the while when *’Attie, who lived in
Hamerica, would harrive.” With this
thought I gather myself together and seek
my cabin.

¥

CHAPTER

Iam in the suburbs of Hastings, where
the delicious and invigorating sea breezes
wander over the hills and whisper down the
green lanes.

Cousin Gladys’ little cottage is a verita-
ble .paradise to my quiet-loving soul.
Perched away up here on a height and
negtling io its wealth of blossoming creep-
ers, itseems a very sweet havenof alll de-
sire. :In the distance I can get a glimpse
of the sea, and West Cliff and a bird’s-eye
view of High chkhnm, but. it is the pict-
‘uresque beauty and b tent of the
bright fields and green hedgerows that
please me most.

Above the distant downs a few fleecy
clouds hover, then drift lazily out over the
sea and’ fade inf¥ the infinitesimal. 1sit
down on the porch, over which the ivy runs

» X
e
’

COUSIN GLADYS JOINS ME FOR A CEAT

in profusion, with a sigh of satisfaction,
and presently cousin Gladys joins me for
achat. i

‘We talk of many things, over which falls
the glamour of Auld Lang Syne, and by the
time she excuses herself to see. after -

ant, nota
cences of suburban. Buﬁngs
My friends of the voyage are s
relatives near KEcclesbourne, are
pleased to notify me by post tlu\‘,tbey are
‘going farther into the country, suddesire
my conipany.
This I can not do, as I am “bound for the
hnll.," in tbo language, but not the spirit, of
“While thinking of my friends,
ugh alittle,but end with a sigh,
a8 Stanley ‘comes to view. I
p ‘She has pnﬂrely forgotten - her
tribuhﬁon on board the Lady Ciare, and
her habit of being ‘‘addicted to the bowl.’
Luckily, I am not- a victim of sea-sickness,
and while Miss Btanley lay prone .in her
state-room, I was on deek | the fine
weather which we were
to have nearly all the wnym
cousin keeps her

oﬁn' earriage and

ngrettdeul, and as driy Jhappens
shave of

donoo ~We drove

h severtl times gnd whiled

hourl of the long, dreamy after- ||

" the sea breezes andmmhunu
The ships, “white-winged and free;”the
cliffs, seamed and scarred, and above them

howevar,

lace. 5
But Heatherleigh! The very name makes
me forget the rose-hue for the rue and the
d s and my s bund of cour-
as u by inspiration on board
diminished

ocon-
thing in all Englmd,.m
tion, I am persuaded,
bragadocio than brayery.

vines

Hutmgs proper and th

ing Heatherleigh i
stately residences haye
facades, nd othau,

bles, 3 1’-
yonin mmfof the dlyl o?ﬁng Arth m

But there are bits of sorrowful ttumion
and bomn lore connected with an occa-
sional grmd old structire calculated to
make” d in awe of their environs.
Stran ty marks many anold hall,
and Heatherleigh, as I hiear, b of one
of the most tragical.

In the gladsome days whu she and I
were young, I knew the fair bride of the
Percival house. She was a high-born En-
ghish girl, whose sweet eyes first saw' the
light in a beautiful villa :eq!nnh\ghm
1 can imagine her finé face radiant with
happy éxistence as the welcome of Beuhqr
around her.

regal

‘became . Lady I’crdnl our
of course, butl often won-

try side flank-

v‘nu I:0an see her,

A “"‘J'.‘ta
m myself why her nnnaﬂmul went
out o
"whien

sheis right, for itis said tlnt m\nho re-
lationship rooognhu no barrier of circum-

stance.

myfsxdnlwumpromely happy dur-
ing my visitat the hall, at least, but then it
her married life, and

monial alliance pleasant enough for that
length of time. Butl

ure of seeing my friend

her at the end of the: l&nEE 2
where she put her jewalql.uun 2 w
neck and bade me “come again. "’

It was this :lid:h:' that mhn-
taking that beauty and sweetness
faded from Lady Percival's life and the
| curses fell. I shudder involuntarily as I
call to mind the story of the estrange-
ment, broken hearts, mpo. tears and male-

W muntnmm
dlmness of vision as 1 go back scross the |

mmvmhgmcumﬁuwﬁom

Hndhgmotothpdud.

Lady 'Percival has dead several

mossy trunk, and sat looking far oft om ¢
himmering weaters in

the »

e s &

the Downs, never grow old or commons n
< - .| Rupert and his daughter being the last le-

There are several fine old phm betmn 4

%

‘Bome of these.
it !-p-sng e

B

.| tening was Miriam—bitterness. I confess

Jclanged ominously after me as I slipped

- | years.

To-morrow I shall set out for the Hall,
which I only remember for its elegance as &
fit setting for the almost divine bosuty of
my dear dead friend, as I call her to mind.
Yes, Ishall know for myself if these un-
canny tales betrue. One bright gleam of
hope in regard tomy visit of co
is that the old housekeeper, Peggy Clark-
son and her husband, are yetoccupying the
servants’ quarters at the Hall. I remember
her odd but honest visage, and if she re-
members me a8 kindly as £do her, I shall
be well taken care of, atany rate. She was
once very fond of me as ‘‘me Leddy’s guest,”
and 1 am in hope concerning Miriam’s por-
trait.

Poor Miriam, in the far-away cottage st
Bayview! I fancy she is promenading sor-
rowfully and alone, among the lnolﬂlu,
and thinking—of me.

Iam back again in Cousin Glady’s bright
little cottage home. I have beem sevéral
miles into the country since [ satin this
vine-covered porch and listened to the re.
cital of country-side episodes. “And I have
met with such strange experiences, and
listened to such a blood-curdling story, that
I am balf persuaded I have lost my iden-
tity. Some way I feel like crying out with
the old dame who took a nap n the King’s
highway: “Lauk a mercy, 'tis noneof L.”

We do sometimes have adventures that
leave us in doubt as to our individuality,
and to say that Tam just waking up from
the nightmare of the Heatherleigh wvisit
would be, perhaps, the correct statement to
make.

Yes, I have been there; the fine portrait
of Miriam hanging in the little drawing-
room yonder, and which Gladys admires
very much, is a silent but magnificent
sponsor, not to be gainsayed by any means.

And now, as my domestic cousin is elbow-
deep in the brewing business this fine morn-
ing, let me sit here, where the roses haye
all fallen off and been swept away by the
autumn winds, and tell you the story of
Heatherleigh. I will, however, preface the
story proper by a descripmon of my visit and
the appearaunce of the Hall as it now stands,
knowing, as I do, that my friend's tradition,
history and experiences would be unsatis-
factorily given withqut it.

It is fitting that the roses have fallen, and
that the scurrying breeze tosses the dry al-
der leaves into my lap. It all murmurs with
the tone of the legend, voicing & volume of
bitterness.. And the old housekeéper told
me, too, that was why my sorrowing friend
over the sea was called Because
her lot was oneof destined woe the chris-

that such things rising before us bring the
question of Hamlet out in vivid coloring, as
we watch the merciless wheel of fortune
crush out the beauty and joy of life for
some, when the fault lies generations back.

CHAPTER IIL
The tall biack chimneys stood out against
the gray Octaber sky like ghostly silhou-
ettes, and the evening breeze swept around
the lonely old structure when I arrived. at
the Hall. The heavy shsdows were trailing:
over the neglected g;uundn and lﬁtﬂin‘

Hestherleigh Hall stands desolated. The
building itself, a -t.upendous, roomy affair of
redbric:k,\7\rlt‘hg,»r-"M t of the nati
English ivy wr the dark gables,and
running over a goodly portion of the front,
relieving the frowning severity of the
weather-beaten and time-worn colonnade.

Three great yew trees, black as tbe
shades of .death, hover over the extreme
western wing, and I imagined the evils of
the Hall concentrated  their forces in the
heavy branches 1n the hours of sunshine,
and stallzed forth from their gloomy tops &t
night on their mission of terror.

.The hallways are wide, deep and dark,
‘aud’ the ponderous doors of heavy osk

Jronona apartment to another in awe of

mystery.

‘Enul found there was a cruel legend
connected with this once grand old. place,
which, for%wo centuries or more, sheltered
‘béneath its ‘ample roof-tree the descend-

of the proud, hot-headed Percival
. But, under the influénce of an ‘an-
oestral malediction, they ‘had dwindled
down and scattered abroad, leaving the old
Hall with but few inmates, finally Bir

gitimate occupants.

Bir Rupert, after the death of his wife,
lived here alone in the great house with his
ill-fated daughter, keeping but a few serv-.
autsout of the grand retinue of former

tmlherq were about him the bet-
mpdrtrvu satisfied.. As to being
y OF éven half-wny joyous, he was

ﬁﬂ’l’!lﬂn!aﬁ HALL.

never after that stroke of sorrowful fort-
une known to be; for all pleasure went
out into a blank solitude with the; m;n ot
Lady Percival’s gentle spirit.

The merry-makers and social visitors who,
in Lady Percival’s time, thron the hith-
erto convivial atmosphere of Heatherleigh,
gradually dropped off after her demise,
never again to enjer the hall as welcome
guests. Every thing changed at the Hall
under the master’s regime, until, in" time,
not & solitary visitor camé to cheer or
break the silent monotony of its desolation.

8ir Rupert was given to morose and mel:
ancholy days, and it was no wonder, under
his spell, and grew to be an inhospitable
ddgenﬁemn who, in his sevenﬂeth‘?m
"1 had come to even dislike a mérry face. °

Miriam’ hiad but few associates or visit-
.ors that she dared entertsin at the Hall on
this account; apd under. the influence of
such distasteful solitude she grew taciturn

favorable abode told on her, and all the
vivacity and treuhnou ot her youu life

d degenerati 1 ex-
istence in the frigidity of t.hol!n.ll.

No wonder; even the servants became
glum - after the sunshine of Lady Percival’s-
heart went out. from their day, and they.
moved sile ‘or with smothered grumble
in their res; ve grooves, under the chill-
ing influence of Bir Ruporu w\

reign.

But there came a time, as it mblﬂ.
whether their lines be sad or joyous, &
break in the - home life of' the)olq silent

and sorrowful. The shadows of her wun- |

daughter.
. This'

i S e
the tide of time set to the strange, joyless
shores of the fatality that decreed the
shutting of the doors of Heatherleigh

her, leaving her. to drift, away in
sorrow’s mists from its grandeur forever.

‘What had befallen her unlucky relatives
had at last fallen with vengeful hand on
the pale, proud daughter of the Percivals.

We sat and talked of her, in the dull
gloaming of the autumn night so befitting
her history, and listened to the fitful gusts
of the angry elements.sweeping around
the Hall. By we I mean the old housekeeper
and her husband, who were still occupying
the servants’ quartérs, as I had rightly
heard. It was in accordance with Sir Ru-
pert's wishes that this faithful couple still
kept their rooms in the west wing, and oc-
casionally showed c\xrwnu visitors over the
main buildi In the of vi
the Hall was kept locked, and the supersti-
tious old pair never intruded on its dismal
silence alone.

These two old servants, I soon found,
were very much devoted to the memory of
their dead mistress and the long-lost
daughter. - When I heard their lamentd-

“ HOWLY MOTHER|” SHE BEGAN.

tions for the ‘‘young mm.ml," and beheld
their tears, I was p to discl her

affirmative when she asked me if I rested
well

After our late breakfast she conducted
me through the silent, shadowy hallways,
up the dark, lonely stair-cases, through the
hollow-echoing corridors, and into the
most important apartments of the hall.

The rooms were just as Sir Rupert left
them, the housekeeper said, with the excep-
tion, of course, of growing old from neglect
and the accumulation of dust, which was
nnnmg the silken curtains, damask hang-
ings and once bright-hued carpets. “It is
such a pity,” 1 said to Peggy, “thct these
must be doomed to desolate decay.””

¢‘Yis,” she answered, as Iran my hand
over the narrow gold-striped and gray sat-
in of the upholstered furniture, and found
it full of ruinous breaks. *‘‘Oh! yis, bui
who's & goin’ to dust this foinefurniture for
nothin’, ma’am, but only to see the ex-
quoisite patherns?”

Idid not reply to her negative question.
for I knew she was right, and I could but
have said, ““no one,” at best.

“There was taste here,” I said, looking
gbout me, and making a note of the refine-
ment in detail languaged forth in the fault-
less int t of each st ;“1n¢.
but silent apartment.

‘“Ah!yes; an’ the misthress had illigant
taste to be ‘shure, ma’am, an’ the lotkes
o’ her was not to be found in many a day’s
roide.”

After ascending two flights of stairs we
came to Sir Rupert’s apartments.

¢*Away off up here, tobe ‘out o’ the way ov
the rabble,’ he said,”” prefaced Clarkson as
she put her hand on the door-handle.

suite of rooms overlooked the park
and a once beautiful lawn. AndT caught
glimpses of an artificial lake in the distance
stretching its shining length beyond the
lawn and around the park like a silver

crescent.

“All ov these were perfectly illigant in
their deloightful and palmy days,’”’ Peggy
said with a sigh, as she shook the dust from
the curt.ains and interpreted my hr-lwny

I pa.rted the crimson silk hangings as }
stood in the deep double window, with its
narrow panes catching the afternoon glow,
and looked long and silently away over the
deserted park, where the brown leaves
went scurrying hither and thither in the

‘whereabouts to the sorrowing twain, but
on reflection I remembered she would never
return as they desired, mor hold converse
with any one within the environs of her
pirth-plade, and as she was virtually dead
to them 1 might as well hold my peace.
But when the conversation turned on Sir
Rupert, they had but little to offer in his be-

n wind. Then my eyes rested once
more on the artificial lake, and a sweet,
sad memory came back to me; the memory
of a row on its. clear surface ‘once, with
Lady Percival, in fairer days, and the
_brightness of that care-free and happy
hour came back like a wave of light, only
to render the desolate tuuatomﬁono! '.hc
present a.lmo-t. unbearabl I

half; although their tones were pectful
enough, I could see they had not forgiven
him for the merciless doingsof an ral
father.

#You must show me the hall and tell me
the story,” 1 said, as we sat around the
cheerful wood fire kindled -in the great
chimney that filled up nearly one whole end
of the apartment. . This room was so cheer-
ful and pleasant in the glamour of the fire-
light, a8 I looked about me and enjoyed its
coziness, that I could not clearly its

and gl d at Clark as I clutched the
silken folds of fading crimson and turned
away.

“An’do ye’s moinde ov. the illigant days
gone by, ma’am?” questioned she, divining
the cause of my ill-concealed emotion.

“Yes, Clarkson, I mingd,” I answered,
dropping the folds of the curtain, which
seemed to burn into. my hand, and coming

‘down the dreary years to Sir Rupert’s last

lonely days.

ﬂnhhlrwith the lmce,Mwypﬂ.l
with. - from. the

E fmpossible and
I ldd - mnqh to my entertainers.

¢Oh! indade, an’ it’s your own swate self
that knows nothing about this ghostly ould
place; no, nothing at all.”

Peggy turned her chair around quickly
and faced me with this exclamatory burst
of Hibernian elocution because I had vent-
ured, I presume, to throw a shadow of doubt
on the superstitioys stories rife about
Heatherlelgh.

Facing me, she looked as muoch like a gen-
uine ghost |
. broad, white, ruffea: u SNOwWy van-
dyke, fllumined, so to -pu.k.by the keen
_light of her Ytdo-open blue eyes.

“Neo, perhaps not,” I acquiesced, ‘‘but you
maust take me over the hall, tell me of the

spiritual visitors, and then I may udcr
-umd it better.”

**That Of will, me I.e:ul.y in the
whin the spirits rest an’ there be no teu-s
oy botherin’ ye's Of'll show you the gloomy
onld apartments.”

“Spirits never bother me” I answered,
bravely. But’ m{ €0 and daring
sentence did all on 'S ears yery
kindly, I found, for she grew excited at
once. 'Hitching her chair closer to mine,
and putting her shaky hand on my arm in
solemn warning, she broke forth:

%“Me Leddy, an’ it’s yerself that'll pay for
mwﬂﬂ spacheés this noight in this awful
e’s niver lived at Haythurleigh |

% niver hearn’ o’ the masthur
walkin’ an’ walkin’ all the long, gho-t.Lv
noight until the cock-crowin’. No, ye's

niver hearn tell o’ the loikes o’ that!”
«Howly mother”” she began
&tulo my armand into an atti-
tude of g’ |

i f masthur was
‘wrrlbunﬁn,m'wﬁh his' head for the

ment uy the proud-

heu-t«t childer. Ob! save Ill, a-worryin’

and repintin! yet.” ]
After ﬂm burst of the Mrmimd old

B.upert.
made reldy for me ln the

t of the old couple,
ul. - After such a
ul heard that even-

 spiritoy.’im, ye know.” She looked

he twod here, gasing'
hsp-, and b W"’SN‘

reathing
| ‘rabble’ below; or did heunbosom his ven-

geance on the hend of luckless guests?” I
llld, inquiringly, to P who had left
the window and had gone %o a curious-
y-inlaid cabinet on the oppo-ite lideo!m

room

But she vouchsafed no reply, simply mak-
ing the sign of the cross and looking super-
stitiously around the room. Then,asif to
avoid my gaze, she dropped her a,u,to the
tesselated rug at her feet. 1

After lpending the greater 9‘(
day on m“m floors, meom. jx lnd

nouowmhomg corr.uon we came 0 lm
main staircase, leading down W Lue eentras
hall below. We had gone up-stairs from
the first floor by a sort of winding stairs,
opening out of the c::mrynll;ouncbr—klut
room. This room, the only really pleasant
apartment to mind in the Hall, had ite
share of t memories lllo, -.fmmm
softened air.
i But to return to t::l main m., ‘with
ts heavy lhimng st of
oalk, to which we had “The Wmom
we'set foot on the first step, in duoandlng.
Clar kson made the sign of the and,
surning to me, whispered Inlf F
“This is the idéntical floight o:  the
-nd

master descinded just afore he
“Indeed!” I ejaculated, Mh‘ a8 if J

died &’ strugglin’ in the hali!”®

»‘ﬁ" close on the promised mystery as I

on down the “ldintical floight.”
Onceiin the spacious céntral hall, Peggy
moved tragically aside, and pointing 10 a
door at the left, continuedin  her
whisper to make further d

was that sam
he fell right here,’’ pointin, a urﬂnhr
place on the mosaic work of the fioor,
“an’ he died, puir man, *hout iver knowin’
OV any ov us.”

sneendedwlmsdoendghand most
doleful shake of her white cap-ruffies; .and
hadmy little stock of courage gi ont. she,
doubtless, would have frigi ed the life
out of me with her strange witch-| Hh-ovo'
ments and mysterious airs. = 3

“Let me go in U & Mmﬁﬁl
poinun_‘s to the door at left w! 09'

Sir Bﬂm ﬁliad,,to

“I lnrdly bel-vo ye hou m ye are
askin’ ov me, me Leddy,
that’s the dhnwln'

“Qime not so shure ov it, ms'un the

at. me
a moment and then continued: *“Qime will-
in’ to show you the dbrawing-room, ma'am,
but it's getting tobe tay-toime, an’, at this
toime ov day, ye must mnnb.r, it's |
S e
to grow

myself, *to- mormvtr‘zmdo”wdl':-"’
' 4Y'es,” she assen seemingly much re-
lieved, ‘‘an’ thin ye'd have to see. the gal.
lery, too, ma’am, with' its " foine pdnﬁnp
shure; every wan sees

'I'hh settled it, and we. scon passed from
the deep shadows of the central hall out
through an open court, and back once more
into the cosy servants’ quarters. Here we
found old Ancil Clarkson sitting by the fire
with a mug of beer for com

wlndovn huvny
ask hangings de,
looktng

s e end | ¥

standing out in ghostly relief in the shad-
ows.

The shining surface of the polished fioor
was covered here and there with costly|”
rugs of “Tarkish desoign,” as Peggy said.

But after all there was an unbending, un-
compromising air about the drawing-room
that prompted me to be brief in my visit.
Our footsteps made an unwelcome sound
of obtrusive impression that grated on my
ears as we walked about in the hollow si-
lence, and I felt a repugnance creepingover
me which I had notexperienced in the other

ents.

#The gallery nixt,”” murmured Clarkson,
locking -the door of the drawing-room be-
hind us. “Oi don’t moind the gallery, | o
ma’am, though its histhory is forninst the
whole of Haythurleigh in its theribleness.’’

I made no reply. Iwas coming closer to
the object of my visit, the portrait of Mir-
zim, and my promise to be fulfilled.

(To be Continued. )

AN ADVENTURE IN CARIBOO.

The li‘ollowing is ome of the Prize
Stories Written for

The Montreal Witness by Miss Ella Ladner,
Daughter of the Revd. Mr.
Ladner, Kamloops, B. C.

It was the autumn of the year 186—.
About one hundred men were'mining on
the Quesnelle Lakes in a corner of Cari-
boo, which, in 1854, turned out tons of
gold worth about four million dollars.
But. this was the maximum, and year
after year the quantity diminished, so the
miners .struck farther inland into more
difticult & They had seen the sur-
face of the bed-rock strewn with gold
mixed with dirt, like the grains of wheat |ca
mixed with chaff at the tail of a fanning-
mill.. Now they dreamed that, farther in
the hills and nearer the sources of the
rivers, they would discover the harvest
fields of gold ripe for picking. But as
the autumn of this year came on many of
the miners got away from the camps at
the head of these la.kes, and it felt that if,
when all hands met in winter quartersat
Yale, the reports from Bone Lake, Bona-

, Chiscoozle, or the north Thompson
nverl, told of rich strikes that the work-
ings on the Horsefly would never have
the water ' baled out of them ; and with
this prospect in view the uhopkeopers let
their stocks run down. Mat Simons held
an auction, and sold watches as low as
seventy dollars, and oil-cloth suits for
three ounces of gold-dust. Then he

his needles and thread over to
kookumchunk Creek where he explained
to Black Bear, the chief that the man
who made needlés was dead and sold the
balance of his stock, twenty-seven needles
for a dollar a piece, and thread for a dol-
lar and & half a spool, after which he
with his pipe,-a red sash‘ and four

ttons from his vest for three strips of
dried vemison, and then struck the main
trail for home. Mat had seen a good
‘| many camps, and the sacritice of his stock

the boys, Beer and whiskey went down
to & dollar a dnnk, or twenty drinks for
an ounoce of gold-d\ut, and Johnson, who |0
deslt in heavy supplies, put out a shingle
offering bacon, butter, tobacco, tea, and

at a dollar per pound, and flour,
:)t,.“benu and dried apples, for seventy
five cents.

Tt was expected that Antoine Mileto,
the Italian freighter, would bring in an-
other load of lupghea, but the weather
go: very wetand he turned out his six

mules to grass, and lived mostly on fish
which he caught in the lakes.

The men were loth to quit the mines,
especially as they did not know whether
they would be back to the same
next year; so they stayed on till the raing
goti colder aud the snow crept down the
mountain-gide, all said
was early, but there would be fine weather
yet and nny time befoce Christmas was
all right to get home.” The 28th, of |
Noyember was a cold, rainy day, and
trees on_the mountains were covered wi
| snow.  During the night the wind blew
hgulh, and the miners in their cabins

to bury their heads under the blan-

in through the roofs, and in the

many a man wentkicking around
0 a shovel with which to shovel the
snow from the 80 a8 to build a

zero—and every man knew1t was time to
start. Abour thirty five, under the

that day. The reat waited till thedsy

after. Some made huge packs of cloth-
and food ; others took but little.
cArthur was from oue of the eastern

obbotnckrnnd built the fires.

was gone, his cabin left empty and deso-
Hauled up in an obscure place was-

Fa large si0.7, with a mast mlthkenlloo
& craft'which MoArthur had

z!mng on the river. It was levent'y
miles to Quesnelle Mouth, where there
- was atown. But no shelter was nearer.
There were rapids,
laden boat, wide places where the scow
must be rowed, and shoals where she
would go aground; but, thankful that
they would not have to tramp through
the snow, they crowded on board.

The weather was very cold and the scow
lu.kodh but hour thm hour - MoArth&u
kept his place at the steering oar. ]
was first to take an oar when more head-
way was needed, and first to jump over-

| board and lift, when ‘the scow ran hope-
la-ly-ciound. At four o'clock the third |

scow ran into the landing at

Qn%“ Mouth. Here they were told

th&_l;l!lﬂummmwmm those
at “the Horse

*'MMthamIMnt

on the road, mdnobothbut,.t:!
in. ** Those men will
‘“we must send them

given, but who
iwashes were wil-

and desertion of the Horsefly discouraged | King

ith toﬁtlnmoutvmb

fire. It was bitterly culd—twenty below

ces. He had come to California in |
| 1860, and was at one time worth a great
money He now led the proces- |18

provisions enough to last them untll they
got home, and McArthur and his men
pushed on again. In some places the
road was full of water and they got soak-

ing wet, bu® went on till dark. When
they ltoppod for the night McArthur
madeafire, and on taking off his shoes and
stockings, found that his feet wére badly
frozen. But he drew the frost out with
snow, got bandages and salve from his
pack, and dressing them, again pre-
pared for the night’s canpaign.

The temperature had fallen, it seemed
to him one hundred and sixty degrees
below degrouu. below zero. The ‘Indums,
thaﬁreandwouldno&hftahandwgata
stick: of wood for the fire. McArthur
worked all mght chopping wood, only
sitting down a few minutes to rest.

Next day they met Antoine Mileto the
Italian. e was almost dead from star-
vation, so they gave him hot tea and bis-
cuit, which soon’ brought him round, - He
said that he had endured it as long as he

| could, and -was looking for a place to lie

down and die when they found him.
From Antoine’s report they knew that
the men behind were in a perilous con-
dition, but hoped they had reached Wood-
chunk creek before this, aud McArthur
resolved to reach that point before night.
They found no onme there, and had been
camped but two hours when they heard
the report of a rifle, aud on going to the

t found a camp of thirty-five men.
'Igloe shot had been fired at what they
thought was a lynx, the track of one hav-
ing been found that morning. When the
news came that food was near, the camp
broke up in diserder. Four - or five of
the men were badly frozen but they de-
clined to wait till food was brought them,
nnd ran with the rest to McArthur’s

By this time tlul large gang was: fed
and supplied with rations, there was very
hittle gft., but McArthur would not turn
back as there were five more men to send
relief to yet. He went on another day,
then leaving a pole across the road with
a bag of half the provisions he hadb’left
hi on it, and & note reques! *“those
w‘ll:tgfound to leave hnlfmnnlut:‘:gey knew
themselves to be the last on the road,” he
and his Siwashes started for home,  :

They divided their remaining. stock of
foed between them, one bucuxt anda
slice of bacon to each man.

At dusk they arrived at the Big- Coolie
Bridge, twelve ‘miles from the’ town.
McAr::dur B‘:g..l’ suffering terribly &:‘m:hm-
feet, hilip lugguted ey
should strike down the river to where his
father was camping. Two miles around
the bluff them to the place, but
Philip’s father not & partiele of food,
uthestomludﬂuptbﬂy his nets and
the river was frozen over. The: women

accept-
ed the biscuit he gave them as a gift from
heaven. The dld man held family wor-
ship, and pnyod in Chinook for Mg-
on the , family, and people 'of the
g msn wi o “had conze to their
relief, with the: version of ;the

Lm-dtPnpr t,nght shembythe Epu-
*cwbﬂg;lhth‘nth. 7

Good than chief among 1l pe
7 our 100d,

le Mouth.,
fered a time with feet,, which
lwmdtnb?e h-d w ihov!vnf.or hut'ub:u in

** the fall | days

in a tmm on
the C. P. R. lino, 1! auyoue is willing.
_horses, four men .
‘worth of grub;
he will hydraulic a bench which heknows
of on the Bonoﬂ, He t.hmh it carries

kets for shelter from the smow, which 51”80“-

FEITOR RO nd
HE BLUFFED ON A SURE 'm‘me.
Thmmtwoo!thomnmourpnng_

of Pennsylvanis oil well drillers
blasters who- were

[ leadership of Donald MoArthur, started | the

y the men got out with t!mr A
tht fun wasabout to bngu; our

1 said :
! t!'hhmnun-rmbothnduth
‘y*%letmuhntoﬁv i won't 1” plied
o it won't I” e
onoo!thom.’o

"Yu,wdl’nb-tunuoouhnwua"z,"
bluffed the other as he shook hi wﬂht
ab the foreman.

The lstter failed Gooonr. «nduhemm-
tered down the hill I followed him. 'We
ludnlkoltlih-:iont %“&o wheme w:iwa
mdduxlg u] wn e

mdlu ollowod a orash ?
ve rock

fgig‘%ﬁ%%??
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