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A ROMANCE 0F VIE I'NDERGmW()1NDT IRAILWAY.

BY FRED. TRAVERS.

I.

,O NE morning in May, wvhen Loni-
(ion about the parks wvas looking

isfairest, 1 was pacing the platforni
of the Great Portland Street Station
of the Underground Itaiiway.

Above me was the vaulted roof of
glass and iron with the rumble of
(lrays and busses; news stalis were at
miy side; passengers wai ting for the
train were meeting and passing me;
at either end of the station wvere the
black mouths of the tunincl, witb
lights twinkling like stars in their
deptl]s, and the distant huzz of the
approaching engine.

_Nearer andl nearci- came the train.
The engine sh ot fromi the tunnel, like
a sheli fromn a mortar, ani came
whizzing into the stattion, as if it
Nwou1ld fly past into the darkncess be-
yond, but wvas arrested by the power-
fui foi-ce of the air-brakes.

Thirty doors flew open;- the carrnages
discharged and took ini theiir living
freighit ini thirty-five seconds ; the
p>orters slaxnied the dloor ; the guarci
waved bis green flag, and, wvith a
shriek, "-e were off into the tunnel.
\Vben 1 liad timne to look about me, I
fourni we were two in a first-class
&arriage--by the (100v, nyself, and
opp1osite, in the middle seat, a.s fair a
v~isin as eves ever looked upon.

She was a fair-baired, blue-cyed
English girl, with. pure honest face
and rosy cheeks, as if fannied by the
breezes of the Wiltshire dowvns, or the
sea at Margate.

She sat with, the case and self-pos-
session of one accustomed to travel
alone, and withi that quiet dignity

which indicates a power to repel any
unwelcomie advances on the p)art of a
strancrer.

These mental notes hiad hardly
been made when, %vitli a shriek, we
dashied into another station. 'Edge-
ware iRoad 1 ' shouted the guard.
There wvas the saine opening and
slamming; of doors, the saine waving
of the gr-een flag, and wo wero off
again, wvitli a third occupant in the
carniage, le w-as a sligbt man, with
pale face and (lark sunkon eyes, wore
a grey shooting coat, and looked like
a returned Indian officer -one of
those men who, comne back wvith
diseased livers and moderato fortunes,
to end their dava at Bath or Chielten-
bain.

lis manner w-as nervous and ex-
cite(l, and I noticed that from bis seat
amnong the cushionis in the corner lie
cast, f rom time to time, f urtive glances
ut my fellow-passenger above the
j)ages of the lijmes whici hoe was
reading-, as well as inighit be, y h
lighit of the one flittering gas jet.
Pi-aed Street stationi wus n ssc-( witho-it
a(lding to our coml)any, and, in the
next str(-tchi of tunnel, the trainl
slackened spee1 an(l came to a standl-
stili. What could be wrong ? Ail the
accidents wvhich hiad occurred in the
last fortnight flashed through MiY
mmnd. Were we to be overtaken and
telescoped by the next train which'
mighit already Le in the tunnel ?

I jumped up and ]ooked out of the
Nvindow. The next moment I beard
a shiriek from my companion, followed
by ' witch' '1vamipire '-from, tho
man ini grey.

1 turrned and saw that lie was $


