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CHAPTER [.—(Continued.)

Elspeth began to feel as if she had got
fnto a story book far more interesting
than the one she was trying to read.
“What will they de when they sce me at
Lochrain?”’ she wondered. But she soon
decided that the Countess of Lambart
was not a woman to care much for the
opinion or thoughts of a humble typist,
even if she remembered that she had scen
the face before.

The journey did not seem long to the
girl, for her brain teemed with all sorts
of interesting fancies, from the beginning
to the end. The station at which passen-
gers descended for Lochrain Castle Hydro-
pathic Hotel was that of a -small town,
popular among tourists, and so there was
no reason why it should occur to her fel-
low travelers that her destination was
the same as theirs. Lochrain was five or
six miles distant, and Elspeth saw her
three late companions go~away in a very
smart motor car, so exactly like several
others at the etation that she guessed
that they were sent by the management
of the hotel. There were evidently a
number of other guests for the new and
fashionable Hydro, and cight or ten of
their maids and valets departed in a
bunch in a big motor omnibus. Every-
thing was so quickly done .that Elspeth
had not time to wonder what was to be-
come of her, before. a voice spoke her
name.

“Are you Miss Dean, engaged as secre-
tary for Lochrain Hydro?”’

“Yes,” said Klspeth, turning quickly, to
see, not a servant, but a pale-faced, black-
eyed young man, very well dressed in dark
blue serge.

“l am Mr. Grant, Mr. McGowan’s as-
gistant,” he announced, with his hat off.
“Mr. McGowan wished me to meet and

might prepare you for some of your duties,
and save time.”

*Tt will be very kind of you,” said the
girl.

“I ghall be glad to help you in any way |
I can,” he answered; and looking up,Els-
peth caught a flash in the dark, deepset
eyes which contradicted. the white cold-
ness of the face. i

“I wonder whether I'm going to like
Mr. Grant or not!”’ she thought. The look
in his e¢yes told her that the pale man
was not unaware of the fact that she was
3 pretty girl. ,

The drive to Lochrain was a wild and
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the season, and-if you hadn’'t been put
there, you would .have had to be tucked
away in an attic. You'll find the room a
nice ‘one,s0 nice that Mr. McGowan would
would have had to keep it for guests, if
it hadn’t been for the ugly stories which,
if any one got to know-—as they most cer-
tainly would one way or another—would
hav: led to rows with the management. So
you see, an ill wind has blown you some
good—especially as you're fond of ghost
stories.”

“What are the stories about my tower?”
asked Elspeth.

“llere we are at the door,” said Mr.
Grant; and she could not guess from his
tone if the evasion of her question was
deliberate or not.

A queer little thrill erept through her
teins, such as she had never felt before.
Something seemed to whisper in her ear
that expericnces—whether ghostly or not
—would come to her at Lochrain, strange
enough to try the bravest spirit. /And yet
it was a fashionable Hydro, full of gay,
pleasure-seeking people, and she was only
an insignificant little typist, come here to
work for her living in 4 prosaic way, at
two guineas a weck. Reason said that im-
agination was flying away with her good
sense; and yet the thrill and the presen-
timent remained.

CHAPTER II.
The Room in the Tower.

Elspeth had only just time to be im-
pressed with the magnificence of the great
stone-pillared hall, with its vast fireplace,
its tapestries and its ancient armor, when
she was led down a conecting corridor into
a small -room, where she found herself in
Mr. McGowan's presence.

He was a clever-looking, middle aged
man, evidently a gentleman, with a wor-
ried, over-worked air, and such kind eyes
that Elspeth did not wonder the million-
aire_had liked and wished to help him in
his ambitious venture.

“But you are a mere child,” was his
first exclamation on secing the new sten-
ographer. Still he did not seem wholly

disappointed in her appearance, Elspeth

could not help thinking and when,to prove
what she could do, she had taken down
a few rapidly dictated sentences, without
an instant’s! delay or hesitation, he ex-
pressed himself satisfied.

“You will do very well. Miss Dean,” he
said pleasa}nt]y. “Tomorrow morning your

dressed, with an air of wealth and pros-
perity which was almost aggressive. His
glance dwelt for a few seconds with flat-
tering admiration upon shabby little Els-
peth; yot the girl was ungrateful enough
not. to like the newcomer.

“So sorry to interrupt, but I'm badly
in need of your help, Mr. McGowan,”
said he, laughing in a friendly way. “I'm
| a busy man, and can’t let everything slide,

.l even up here, while I'm taking a vacation.

My correspondence has rua miles ahead of
me. (an you recommend anybody in the
neighborhood who can write pretty well
from dictation?”

“This young lady will be able to help
vou, I think. She has just come to act
as my secretary, but I can spare her for
some hours a day to guests of the hotel
who want her services.”

“What an odd coincidence, and a Lucky
one for me. Iatroduce me, picase,” waid
Mr. Trowbridge, and the stemographer
should have beea more than ever flatter-
ed thus to Dbe intentionally (no ‘doubt
that it was intentionally) raised to a foot-
ing of social equality by a young and
handsome man, evidently a person of im-
portance in the world.

Mr. McGowan obeyed, and Mr. Trow-
bridge made himself agreeable tq Miss
Dean, looking at her with an expression
which seemed to say: ‘“What a surpris-
ing thing to find such a pretty girl in
your position. T admire you immensey,
and want you to like me.” °

Still, Elspeth did not like him: “There’s
something that doesn’t ring true,” she said
to herself. And she did not believe that
it was a coincidence that Mr. Trowbridge
had happened to ask for a secretary, ai
the very moment when she had arrived.
She had an idea'that he had come to Mr.
McGowan’s door with some other object,
that he had overheard a word or two of
the conversation, and had taken his cue
from it. Still, even if she were right in
the surmise she had to remind herself
there was no great harm in what Mr.
Trowbridge had done. Probably the mana
must want. help with his correspondence,
for she was not such a radiant beauty
that he should invent a need wsolely as
an excuse for enjoying her society for an
hour each day. Such thiags might hap-
pen in novelettes, but oot in real life;
and in any '‘case Mr. Trowbridge could
hardly have seen her face through the
crack of the door before putting his ques-
tion- to Mr. McGowan.

In five minutes it was settled that Miss
Dean should work for the newcomer for
an hour a day. She was to go to his pri-
vate sittiag room from 6 o’clock till 7 each
evening. ‘‘That time’s to be mine from
now,” ’he said. “If some day I shouldn’t
need you, why if you don’t mind I'l. lend
vou to a friend; lots of people, ladies
especially, would be only too thankful to
get a few notes written for them while
they are resting on their sofas between
tea and dinaer; but I don’t believe I shall
be able to spare you often.”

Mr. Trowbridge was to pay the manage-
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“I beg your pardon, may I come in ?"’

beautiful one, but Miss Smith’s eulogiums
had not half prepared her for the magni-
ficence of the place itself.

. “Why, it's like a great castle, and has
the air of being hnudreds and hundreds of
vears old!” she exclaimed in intense ad-
miration, when the dogeart Mr. Grant
drove had passed through a park, and
brought them into sight of -a huge, grey
stone pile on a slight grassy elevation.'But
ever. betore her companion replied, ghe re-
membered how Mr. Kenrith had spoken of
“turning the old castle into a hotel.”

“How delightful,” the girl went on.
“This is even better than I expected. 1t's
always been my dream to live ina place
like this. 1 do hope it's haunted?”

Mr. Grant smiled grimly.

“There are more gruesome stories told
about Lochrain as it used to be in the
past than about almost any of the feudal
houses, which is saying a good deal, espeel
ally in Scotland.  Aren’t you afraid of
ghosts?”

“Not in the least. 1 don't believe in
them, though I love ghost stories dearly,”
she said.

“Very well, then. I'll tell you what 1
wouldn't have told vou. otherwise. Tt will
no doubt, please you to hear that your
room is in the haunted tower,’ as it used

to be called. The Hydro is crammed for

work will begin. What remains of today
von will have to yourself; but some time
this evening, when you are rested after
vour journey, 1 should like you to come
here again, to learn what your work is to
be.””

“I am not tired,” said Elspeth lightly.
“l should be glad to hear everything now,
unlss you prefer”

“That will be better, if you are equal to
it. Well, from 9 in the morning till 10.20
I shall be obliged if you will be at my
disposal here, to answer letters, as Mr.
(Girant is coaged then, and can only help
me in the evening. From 10.30 until 12.30
1 have promised your services to Mr. Ken-
vith. who has arrived today; that I
wired him I would have an cfficient sten-
ographer to work with him, which was the
principal reason why I wanted ygu in such
a hury.”

“I beg your pardon, may [ come
asked a voice at the door, which was
slightly ajar. It was a man's voice, and
spoke with a marked American accent.

“C‘ome in. Mr. Trowbridge,” replied the
managor politely, and a person of striking
appearance entered; a man of 32 or 33,
perhaps, tall, clean shaved, with thick,
fair hair parted in the middle, dark brows,
and black-lashed, mnarrow, yet bold, gray
cyes. He was handsome, exceedingly well
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ment seven shiilings and sixpence an hour
for the privilege of Miss Dean's assistance,
and Elspeth began to sec that it was not
entirely from motives of philanthrophy
that the guests of Lochrain Castle Hydro
were to be supplied with the services of a
stenographer. The appointments already
made for her would put seventeen shil-
lings and sixpence daily, except on Sun-
days, into the pockets of the management,
and doubtless it would eventualiy work
out to more. In this way, Mr. McGowan
would get all the help he had from her
for mothing, while the hotel made moncy
out of the arrangement besides. But this
did not matter to the girl. She was more
than satisfied with her two guineas a
week, her beautiful surroundings, and the
prospect of an interesting and exciting
life.

“Mr. Trowbridge is an American  mil-
lionaire,” expiained the manager, when he
and Elspeth wore alone %ogether again.
“}He's only been here a few days, but he
has already mads himself very popular—
a man with a magnetic way, just goes
about and talks to people; when they've
known him ten minutes they feel as if it
might have been ten years. All the ladies
like him, especiaily a certain countess;
aad if, as he says, he lends you to some

-{ you're being one of the family, I might

of his friends, at his expense, you'll prob-

ably get a good ‘deal of amusement out of
your job. You will know more than any-
one else in the hotel about Mr. Trow-
bridge’s flirtations, and 1 prophesy that
hour batween ten and dinner woa't be
dull. Mr. Kenrith is also a miilionaire,
as you know, I suppose; but he is a very
different sort of man. He doesn’t go in;|
for nonsense, and your work with him
will be work.” :

“You seem to have plenty of millioa-
aires,” said Elspeth. \

Mr. McGowan smiled. “We are fash-|
ionable and successful,” said he conten-
tedly. “I have sometimes thought, since
our season began, whaf a rich haui jewel
thieves could tnake if—" he checked him-
self and frowned, as if annoyed at his
own garrulousness with a girl who was.
after all, a stranger. “But,” he, added
more slowly, “we're well prepared for such
emergencies, and there isn’t a professional
in Great Britain or Europe clever enough
to get away with so much as a hat-pin
from this house. And by-the-by, talking
of rich peopie, you will give vour time
from 2 to 3 to Lady Ardclifi—the_peeress
who fancies that she’s a poetess, you!
know. From 3 to 4.30 wa will keep open
for extras and emergency work. Theni
you will have an hour to yourself for tea
and a walk, and your evenings will be
your own. Now [ need not see you again
until 9. tomorrow morning. Your luggage
will be in your room and the housekesper
shail show you the way. Yon'll like it,
I think; and T fancy you will prefer hav-
ing your meals there.”

*Oh, yes, thank you,” [Elspeth cried
quickly, with visions of nice books to read
while she ate near some window that gave
on a beautiful view.

“KEverything is settled, then,” said M.
MecGowan, with the relieved sigh of a very
busy man, ‘“‘except that T may add, your
salary will be paid at the end of each
week.”

As he spoke he touched an electric bell
near his desk, and the youth in smart liv- |
ery who almost immediately appeared,was |
sent off post haste to call the house-|
keeper' |

“T do hope she is a kind creature,” Els- |
peth thought, “for I suppose 1 shall be a
good deal at her mercy.”

But the first glimpse of plump Mrs.
Warden, with her pink cheeks, her white
hair under a lace cap, and her rustling
black silk frock—for all the world like
a housekeeper in some great nobleman’s
house—was reassuring. She smiled on the
newcomer, and volunteered, as the guests
of the Hydro would be dressing for din-
ner, to show Miss Dean something of the
house, on their way to the tower-room.

It seemed to Elspeth that she had stray-
ed into a wonderful story book. She had
never seen anything like Lochrain Castle,
and could hardly realize that it was a
hotel. 'There were drawing rooms, and
reading rooms, and writing rooms, and
conservatories to see, and stories to hear
of what each had been in the past; for
Mrs. Warden had known the place when
it had belonged to Lord Lochrain. ‘‘Poor
old man, he’s dead now; died of grief over
the ruin of the family fortune.,” sighed the
housekeeper, ‘“‘as if his own private sor-
rows were not enough! He went before
thepe was any idea. of turning the Castle
into a hotel, or that would have killed
him, for sure, such a proud man he was,
thinking all the world of his family his-
tory, and the part his people and their
house had played in the past. ILochrain
was a great name in old days, miss; and
the Marquises of Lochrain were among
the highest in Scotland. But for the last
hundred years or more their fortunes
have been going down. Superstitious folk
said it was because an old family prophecy
wag being fulfilled; but that's a long
story; never mind it now. The poor old
Marquis died, and the new one is a dis-
tant cousin, quite ‘a common man on one
side, who' would ‘never have inkerited if
it hadn’t been for .an awful thing that
happened in the old lord’s immediate fam-
ily, a good many ‘years ago.

“It was this new man sold the castle
to Mr. McGowan, or rather to some rich
gentlemen Mr. McGowan influenced to buy
it for a hotel, and to make him manager.
Young Lord Lochrain—though not so very
yvoung (except as compared with the old
lord), was glad to get rid of the place, it
wasg in such awful repair, and he'd noth-
ing to keep it up with, so he sold it for a
song, and all the old family portraits,and
tapestry, and armor. It did seem a cruel
shame. Luckily for him, though, they
didn’t want the whole estate, only just
the park, as pleasure grounds for the hotel
guests, and Lord Lochrain was obliged to
keep the rest. But, would you believe it,
coal has been found now on a distant part
of the land, and he’ll have a great for-
tune, after all?”

“Too late to get back the Castle,” said
Elspeth, interested.

“Yes, but he doesn’t care for that.
There’s another eplendid estate in Surrey,
not so old as this, yet very fine, and a
house in London, both of which have becn
let for many years; but he’ll have them
again now. Great luck, isn't it, miss? And
the man doesn’t. deserve it, I'm afraid.
Nobody likes him. You'll see for your
self, perhaps, as Mr. McGowan tells me
his lordship is running up here from Lon-
don to lgnk after his interests, and will
stop in the hotel, like an ordinary guest.
He inherits from the distaff side, and the
relationship is quite distant, as I said. His
mother was a Miss Dean, who married
beneath her, and she wae a third cousin
of his old lordship”

“A Miss Dean?”’

“Yes. Why, to be sure, that's your
name, isnt’ it? I forgot for a moment.
Are your people Scotch, miss?”’

My father was Scotch. His
lived in Perthshire.”

“Why then. they must be the same
Deans, I should think. Only fancy, miss,

|
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people

say, and coming to the old ancestral house
as—ag”’ " —

“As a typewriter!” laughed Elspeth. “I
shall begin by feeling quite at home now.”
She spoke lightly, but in reality she was |
deeply interested and even excited. Her
father had scarcely ever spoken of the
relations who had turned their backs up-
on him on his marriage. but the girl knew
they had aristocratic blood in their veins,
and she made up her mind that now she
would try and trace the connection, if gny,
between her Deans, and the Deans twho
were connected with Lochrain.

“I won’t mention it to Mr. McGowan,’
she said to herself; ‘it would seem boast-}
ful and silly, but T shall enjoy feeling like |
a kind of daughter of the house, and I
hope Lord Lochrain will come. T should|
like to see what he is like, in case he|

|
2 |
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should turn out to be a sort of forty=sec-| brushed against the wall which was one |
with the head of the bed. A faint cry fol- |

ond cousin, although ‘he will never know.” |

When at last Mrs. Warden had led the;
girl up the winding stone stairway of the |
‘“haunted tower,”” to the room which was |
to be her own, Elspeth thanked the|
ghosts to whom she owed such delightful |
quarters. If it had not been for them, |
surcly this must havé been onec of the|
most desirable rooms in the whole great |
house, she thought; and if she could, |
would have persuaded Mrs. Warden to
tell the story of the:tower. Buf, as Mr.
Graat had done, the housekeeper grew
suddenly reserved when the subject of the
haunted tower was mentioned. Elspeth
did not wish to insist, but she was be-
coming very curious.

As the housekeeper was on the point of
leaving her alone, having promised that
dinner should be sent up at 7.30, the old
womaa turaed on the threshold. “I hope

! |
you won't be timid here,” she said. “It!they did the details of life; soon to be her | edged to herself that she meant sooner of

is a bit lonely, for the room under yours
has been turned into a place for storing

luggage and odds and ends of furniture | repeated angrily, half aloud, glad to hear | out confiding in anybody.
!'the sound of her own voice, “it's nothing. | ] ]
What could it be unless I dreamed it? | ever, was to go back to bed.
lin her Mressing gowr until

that aren’'t wanted, and the one under

| that is where the carpenter of the hotel|

does his work. So there’s aobody but vou

in the tower at night.

quieter, and better for sleeping because of |

that, and you have an electric bzll," just
like anybody else, which you've only to
touch as you lie in bed if you have a
fright, and the night porter wowid be at
vour :door inside of two minutes. But
there, you won't have a fright. Why
should you? There's nothing to frighten
you here.”

“Of course not, and I shan’t be in the
least afraid,” answered Elspeth stoutly.

Even :when Mrs. Warden had gone, she
was still of thie same opinion, though
even thus early in the evening there was
a deathlike sileace in the tower, which
scemed strange in a crowded ‘hotel, full
from cellars to attics of iively people.

It was a large room, circular in shape,
with two extraordinary deep at sea win-
dows, opposite one another, so retired in
the thickness of the tower wall that each
one had the appearance of being at the far
end of another and s:naller room; but the
windows weare so wide and so high that
despite this peculiarity they gave pleaty
of light.

Under cach was a curhioned seat; and
the alcove of the eastern window had

. . 1 . ]
doors on each side, in the black oak wains-

cot. These doors concaaled spacious ward-
robes, but the’ west aicove had doors of
glass on cither side, opening into large
recesses. The one on the left was a bath-
room, while in the on= to the right stood
a bed, appareatly carved out of one piece,
with the oak wall behind it. This bed
was. of course, invisible from the outer
room, as the wainscoted wall hid it from
the alcove, therzfore Elspeth was practic-
ally in possession of a separale sitting
room. The giass doors were sliding ‘doors
therefore they did not interfere in passing
to and fro, and could always be left open.
The furnitura of the big outer room was
admirable. Elspeth thought, although it
was of many different periods and had
perhaps been relegated here, because it
had made place for something better else-
where. There were two or threc wonder-
ful old chairs, a charming table with claw
feet, an aacient “secrétary book-case
bureau,” with glass doors, behind which
the covers of oid-fashioned books showed,
and a tall screen of beautiful, though
faded, embossed leather, which hid a too
modern dressing-table from view.

The girl thoroughly enjoyed the task of
unpacking and putting away her few mod-
est belongings in the great wall-cupboards,
one of which. she discovered was lined
with cedar; aand before she had finished
all she had to Jo in settling in, dinner
arrived—quite a little feast, it seemed to
her, on a large damask-spread tray, with
silver covers for the dishes.

There was a rose silk-shaded lamp on
the table, which the servant who brought
in the tray obligingly lit; but though the
flame within made the thin silk look like
a bouquet of roses, the wainscoting drank
up the light, and it seemed to Elspeth,
sitting at the table with a vo.ume of
Scott, chosen from the secretary book-case
that the black walls- were closing in
around her as darkness fell. She jumped
up and extravagantly lit the two candles
on the pretty, old-fashioned dressing-table,
but the difference they made was scarcely
noticeable. They looked like fire-flies in
the gloom, and -the girl began to wonder
whether, after all, she were quite so lucky
as she had thought in having the haunted
tower at Lochrain to hersslf.

She could not remember having such a
dainty and well served dinner, and it
ought to have been delicious to think that
she could do as she pleased with her time
until tomorrow morning at 9. How nice it
would be to read until she was sleepy,and
then to dream in that wonderful ol bed
with the great ruffled linen pillows!

But when the tray had been taken away
there began to be strange, little creepy
sounds behind the wainscoting, sounds like
light, hurrying footfalls, rustling of stiff
silk, tappings of unseen fingers. Only mice
of course, beginning their night revels;
Elspeth knew that,and she was not afraid.
Still, she had to tell herself again and
again that she rather . liked the queer
noises, that they were companionable here
in this isolated room, where no sounds of
human life save her own could come.

She read, fitfully, until a soft-voiced
clock on the narrow mantel over the big
fireplace had struck 11, and it was nearly
12 before she had cuddled into the great
bed in the alcove. Lying there between
the cool linen sheets, the girl felt very
widewake, though after the long, exciting

day she had passed, sleep ought to have |

come quickly. She had left the glass doors
pushed wide open, and the alcove which
she faced as she lay was white with the
light of a late rising moon.

“I'm glad 1 don’t believe in ghosts!” she
said to herself. “Oh such a night” —
The sentence broke off short in Klspeth’s
thoughts, and her heart gave a leap. Just

behind her head there was a new sound, :

which neither mice nor rats could have
made, a quecer, metallic gound, like the
clinking of a chain ur a jingling of keys
one against another. Once and again it
came; then, the top of a high heel en a
stone stair. 4

The girl’s blood knocked at ker temples.
She sat up in bed and iistened through the
thick beating in her ears. The sound was
fainter now, as if f{arther away. With
hands that shook a little she found the
candle and matches on a small table by
the bedside, and struck a light which
glowed smaii and yeliow o¢in the white
moonhaze. ‘

All was still now, as she waited, and the
impression she had had of something
strange and horrifying began to fade. She
must ‘have imagined the jingling, and the
tap, tap of iittle heels. 1t was well known
that mice could make all kinds of extra-
ordinary noises, ecuttling about in a hol-
low space between the wainscoting and
the actual wali of the tower. a glorious
playground for the mouse tribe. How
stupid she was to have a fright, she who
had boasted of her courage, and said that
she “hoped the tower was haunted!” Now,
she would blow out the candle and foree
herself to sleep, or she would not be at
her best to begin work tomorrow morn-
ing.
Down she fiung herself among the big

pillows again, but scarcely had she begun |

conscientiously to count sheep jumping
over a gate, when a soft, heavy weight

lowed, sounding as if it came from some-
where above, and again the tap, tep, tap
of the heels.

Elspeth did not sit up in bed this time.
She lay still as if frozen, her eyes staring
wide, her ears strained to catch a troubled
murmur of voices. It was as if a man and
woman talked together, and then came
footsteps mingled with the metallic elink-
ing in which the girl had tried to disbe-
lieve.

She mo longer struggled to be brave.
Cold and shaking with terror she sprang
out of bed, and ran, pattering on her bare
feet, out into the tower room.

There in the moonlight which filtered
through the two windows left uncurtained,
she could see the objects which had al-
ready become familiar to her eyes. Some-
how, they were a comfort, suggesting as

| everyday life.

| “Nonsensc -nonsense — nonsense!” she

Oh, why can’t I get this lamp lighted?”’
Noon she had the rosy glow shining|

lall the candles as well. The light was]|
?like a friend. She could think now, nsk!
herself questions, and answer reasonably. |
! ‘What had the housekeeper told her?|
! That she would be alone in the tower at;
| night. In a room on the ground floor,
| the hotel carpenter worked by day; in l‘n«.i
| room above that, furniture and luggage|
i were stored. Next. came her own floor, |
and over it—what? Mrs. Warden’s ex-|
planations had gone no further; but Els-
peth bad noticed that the newly restored,
winding staircase ended outside her room.
The way beyond was blocked up with
! brick, theretore there could have been no |
voices, no footsteps, no tapping of heels. !
She must have dreamed the sounds. Be-!
sides, even if the staircase leading to the,
floor above were nof obstructed, the 1.»':1119:#
were far too thick for noises such as she |
had fancied to peuetrate to her room;!
and, at all events, that alcove where the !
bed stood was not a place people woul(li
pass in going up the staire. But—if there
were such things as ghosts, afier all?

No, she would not let her thoughtsg
turn that way. If she did—if she once!
indulged berself in such foolishness. u)er(g!
would be no end to the peace and pleasure !
in this tower room, to which she had|
looked forward. She would be sensible,!
but” there was no use in going hack to |
bed, until she should feel sleepy. She|
would grow more and more nervous lying |
there, imagining stupid things. Just fan
this one night she would allow herself toi
sit up and read, and tomorrow she would |
probably find out some perfectly simple!
explanation of the sounds which had secm- |
ed so ghostly. She would explore a littlc,i
and understand her surroundings thor-:
oughly, before another night should fall.

She took up the volume of Scott which
ehe had begun to read at dinner, but, as
if to prove that she was not mistress of
her nerves, she started so sharply at the
noise of a scampering rat behind the
wainscot, that the book fell to the floor.
It lay open, on its face, and a square bit
of blank paper escaped from some hiding
place among the yellow, musty-smelling
pages.

Klspeth picked up the scrap, and after
all it was not blank. Upon the side which
had lain next the floor, some one had
sketched the face of a young boy. "The
penciled lines had faded, the paper was
the color of old ivory, and the collar and
tie suggested by a few light strokes were
of quaint fashion. But the face was strik-
ingly handsome, and so individual as te
convince Elspeth that as a likeness the
little sketch must have been a success. In
one corner there were initials, and a date,
but they had been blurred either deliber-
ately or by accident, and Elspeth held the
paper close to the light without being able
to decipher them. Suddenly as she studied
the faint lettering, something seemed to
fall from above, past her eyes—something
swift and small, from which the light
struck a gleam as if from a ruby, and at
the same instant the ruby was shattered
in a red splash upon the sketch.

With a cry Elspeth sprang to her feet,
still mechanically holding the bit of paper.
The pictured face of the boy was stained
ved; there was a red liquid smear on her
thumb and finger, and as she stared, hor-
ritied, dumfounded, again there was a
swift, ruby flash before her eyes.

CHAPTER IIT,
| A Mpystery at Midnight.

Instantly the words of the housekeeper
leaped into the girl’'s mind. The bell!
The bell by which she could summon the
night porter—where was it? Ah, she re-
membered, and almost as quickly as the
thought had flashed into her mind. her
finger was hovering over the electric but-
ton.

A second more, and the summons would
have gone flashing over the wire; but
something seemed to restrain Elspeth's|
hand, as if it had been seized and forcibly
held back. “No!” she said, half aloud,
“I won't do it.” And with great force of
self-control, she turned her back on the
bell, which meant help and human com-
panionship, if she chose to have it.

‘“Very likely they have had the same
kind of trouble here before with their
secretaries,” the girl thought. ‘Mr. Me-
Gowan told me the one from the neigh-
borhood .whom they had had before
couldn’t manage the work, but I'm sure
he looked odd when he said it, and per-
haps there was more behind. Probably
they're expecting me to make a fuss of
some sort, though I don’t come from the
!noighl)orhoud, and am not supposed to
| have heard the story of this Tower, what-
| ever it is. Maybe the other girl knew
{ it beforehand. But it doesn’t matter. I
| won't make a fuss! I boasted that I was
! brave, and 1'm going to stand it some-
i how, if it kills me. It can’t be ghosts;
lghosts don’t have blood. The chances
are that some one tonight has been play-
ing a horrid trick on me. Well, they
shan’t get any satisfactioa from it! I'm;
going to stop on here, and in this room,
if I have to stay avake aii night, and
| work all day, every day, till whoever it
is gets tired.”

This forceful determination poured cour-
age into Elspeth’s chilied veins, as if she
had been drinking strong wine. Instead
of completing the havoc already made in
her spirit by tervor, as for a foew seconds
it. had threatencd to do, the fall of ruddy
drops from the ceiling had undone the
i work of the strange sounds behind the
walls. The girl was even calm enough
now to regret the damage to the sketch
she had found in the oid volume of Scott, i
and to attempt repairing it by pouring al
streara of water over {he paper while the
red spot was fresh and wet. In spite of
her efforts, however, a stain was left, but
the vivid red was changed to a pale pink,
which gave an effect as if the smiling face
of the boy had been washed over with a
faint flesh color. The penciled lines, faded
before, were still more faded by the appli-
cation of water; still, they were not ob-
literated, and Elspeth was vaguely giad. |
She did not know who the boy had been;
if he lived, he must be an eclderly man
now, judging by the fashion of his (iress;i
she would probably never lezrn anything |
{ more of his story, even if it had been!
{ worth hearing. Neverthless, she was in-
| terested, and eaid to herself that, as she
was apparently connected in some distant
way with the Lochrain family. through
her father's people, the Deans, the boy of
the sketch was perhaps a cousin of hers,
far removed. This house had always been
the home of the lochrains until lately,
when it had been bought far an hotel,
and as everything in it, furniture, books
{ and pictures, had been the property of the
i Lochrains, it was likely that the boy was
a member of the family.

“T'll be worthy of their blood, if it’s
really in my veins,” Elspeth thought, “and
1 won't be a coward in their house.”

As if for a reward of courage, no
further sounds came, and no more of those
ruby drops fell from the ceiling’
not been for the pink stain on the sketch
the girl might have begun to fancy by

i far

Had it |

! later to have an explanation of everything
i that had happened.
i "I will find out for myselt if { can,witne
she dezided.
The one thing tuc girl could not do,howe
She sat up
moonlight
Then, when the Tower

faded into dawn.

Yet it's all the| through the fleecy silk of the lamp ﬂha(le,[r(mm was gray . with snorning light, she
but not satisfied with that, she must have | lay down and '

actually went to slevy.

7 o'clock when she waked,
scarcely more than threas
hours of rest. Nevertheless, she felt well
and strangely buoyant, helped by excite-
ment to go through svhatecer new experie

It was after
and she had

| ences might be in store for her.

The first thivg she did was to ook care-
Hy at the ceiling for any trace of red
stain, but nothing was visible, though the
early suushine was puuring in through an
cast window. There was, however, a wide
crack in one oi the dark cak Leams which
crossed thé celiing, at ezacily the spet, sg

she counld calculate, whence thy
ruby-like drops had fallen, splashing dowy
on to the sketeh.  But many more red
drops might have come through sua a
crack in the black wood withaat leaing
a visible mark. 1f she were 10 find out he
mystery it wouid not be in euck an oivie
ous ' way 4s by a crirason stzin oun jha
ceiling. i

Blepeth bathed and dressed quickly, nd
was almost ready to gy down whoenthe
servant, who had hrought her dinneria
the evening, knesked at the doeor, withan
attiactive looking breakiast trav. A deet-
ous fragrance of tea, crisply fried bamn
and toast, greetsd ber nostrils refreshig-
ly, end she was more than ever glad.is
the pleasant coimmonplaceness of everyey
life seemed to come in at the door ha
an atmosphkerc, that she had not calid
any one to her rescue in*the nicht. If ss .
had, by this timez the news would hae
spread over the hotel. and every servag
would knew that “the vew sacretacy hif
bad a fright.”

Even as it was, she thoughé the waiw
looked at her with a furtive interest. 1}
was as if he were cxpecting something.
hope you rested well, miss,” he said civi
ly. and Elspeth, thanking him, answere,
with serene cheerfulness that she hac
never been better in her life than she wast
this morning. The best of it was that it
was perfectly true. The girl foli ready for
anything.

As soon as she had finished her break-
fast, she started to thread her way to Mr.
McGowan’s room, but she had not yet
“got her bearings’” in this immense and
rambling old house, and to reach the pas
she wished to find was ecasier said tha
done. After some wandering, she came ot
through a corridor into a square hall ¢
considerable size, which she was sure sh:
had not seen before. However, there wa
the stairway, which descended in the mié
dle, and rather than retrace her steps, pey
haps to be lost again, she decided that i
would be better to go down. On the floo
below she would probably meet tervant.

fu

as

! of the hotel, who would put herin the

right way. '

There were, however, several 'ladier
standing in a groyp on the third orfourt}
step. Elspeth waited for a3 momentat »
distance, thinking that they would jo up
or down; then, seeing that they dil not
move, and that the stairway wasvery
broad, she thought that she mightpass
without disturbing them. She m0vc<§0r-
ward rather timidly, conscious thatshe
was a paid employe, and that it woulibe
a grave offence for one in her positiol to
discommode guests. Drawing nearer, he
saw that one of the three ladies was he
beautiful young girl with whom she id
travelled up from London yesterday. Tis
morning she wore a short, while seie
dress, with dainty white shoes, and ']
on a hat, therefore she was presumaly
just going out, or had just come in, eaf‘q
as it was. :

(To be Continued.)

N TOWN IN
SEARCH OF WIFE

John Barnett,.of Jerusalem

Home Under Strange Cir-
cumstances.

John Barnett, of Jerusalem, Queeny
county, was in the city Wednesday seeking
information as to the whereabouts of his
wife, Mrs. Alice Maud Barnett, wio, he
says, accompanied by their 15-yar-old
daughter, Emma Hazel, leit her home un-
known to him last Monday week and
camo to St. John. Mr. Barnett is left
with four young children and is anlious
for his wife and daughter to return.

Speaking to a Telegraph reporter Mr.
Barnett, who evidently felt his postion
keenly, said he could offer no explanaion
for his wife's strange action. On the lay
she left -she bhad taken a team, as he
thought, to visit a family a short distaice
from his home and when she did not e
turn he supposed she had gone to anotler
place where she was accustomed te hdp
with house cleaning. 1t was three 7
four days before he knew that she hd
driven tvrel e miles to Welsford and {aleh
the train for St. John.

On meking a search ia the houee, M.
Bornett said he found that $40 had bew
taken from a drawer. ‘It was ali tim
money 1 had,” he added, “and I had 4
borrow to pay my fare to coms dowi
today.”

He said he warz told later by the mai
who brought back the texra that Mrs
Barnott s2id she wanted the money U
hire ¢ mom. On making erquirics the
husband learned that his missing wife hed
been scen in St John, where she hai
friends, on Tuesdey of this week and tha{
brought hira to the city. Mr. 1
was anxious 5 have both hiz wife and
daughter home 2again. ile did uct like
the idea, he said, of the girl being in 8¢
John and he wanted his wife to cemq
back and lovk after ile chiléren. In re
ply to a question he mentioned that 'mi
was a farmer and had desded the faraf
to his wife as a means ot supjport for the
children. All he wanted was to mess hig

v

wife and clear up the mystery.

Mrs. Barnett is said to be about forty
vears old with her hair going grey. Mr.
Barnett gave his age as sixty-three. le
hoped his wife would find out he wes
Jooking for her and with their daughter
return home.

No blister, no halr g

e, delivered. Bgok
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Ruptured Muscles

and by that it had all been a bad dream;
but the practical side of her nature was
in the ascendant mow, and she did not
fancy that. She rcalized, and acknowl-
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