THE HAUNTED HOTEL. ) 5

Wwas among the visitors at one of your
English luncheon parties. A lady, a
perfect stranger to me, came in late—
after we had left the table, and had
retired to the drawingroom, she
happened to take a chair near me;
and we were presented to each other.
I knew her by name, as she knew me.
It was the woman whom I had robbed
of her lover, the woman who had
written the noble letter. Now listen !
You were impatient with me for not
Interesting you in what [ had said
Just now. I said it to satisfy your
mind that I had no enmity of feeling
towards the lady, on my side. I ad-
mired her, I felt for her—I had no
cause to reproach myself. Thisis very
mportant, as you will presently see.
On her side, I have reason to be as-
sured that the circumstances had been

truly explained to her, and that she
lltInderstood I was in no way to blame.

ow, knowmg all these necessary
things as you do, explain to me, if you
can, why when I rose and met that
w«;ma.n 8 eyes looking at me, I turned
cold from head to foot, and shuddered
and shivered, and knew what a deadly
}lf;nlci:f :;f, fear was, for the first time in

" ’fahsi Doctor bfsgan to feel interested

in‘t :;Vas tl’lere anything remarkable
o é(f lady’s personal appearance,” he

‘ Nothing whatever ' was the vehe-
ment reply. ¢ Here is the true des-
mptl'on 1of her : —The o

ady ; the clear cold blue
eyes, the fine rogy complexion, the in-
ammately polite manner, the large
good-humoured mouth, the too plump
cheeks and chin ; these, and. nothing
more.’ ’

. * Was there anything in her expres-
Sion, when you ﬁrsTnlgooked at pher,
tha‘.t took you by surprise?’ -

There was natural curiosity to see

woman who had been preferred
to her; and -perhaps some astonish-
ment also, not to see a more engaging
and more beautiful person ; hoth those

feelings restrained within the limits
of good breeding, and both not lasting
for more than a few moments—so far
as I could see. I say “so far,” be-
cause the horrible agitation that she
communicated to me disturbed my
judgment. If I could have got to the
door, I would have run out of the
room, she frightened me so! I was
not even able to stand up—1I sank back
in my chair; I stared horror-struck at
the calm blue eyes that were only
looking at me with a gentle surprise.
To say they affected me like the eyes
of a serpent is to say nothing. I felt
her soul in them, locking into mine—
looking, if such a thing can be, uncon-
sciously to her own mortal self. Itell
you my impression, in all its horror
and in all ite folly! That woman is
destined (without knowing it herself),
to be the evil genius of my life. Her
innocent eyes saw hidden capabilities
of wickedness in me that I was not
aware of myself, until I felt them
stirring under her look. If I commit
faults in my life to come—if I am even
guilty of crimes—she will bring the
retribution, without (as I firmly be-
lieve) any conscious exercise of her
ownwill. Inone indescribablemoment
1 felt all this—and I suppose my face
showed it. The good artless creature
wasg inspired by a sort of gentle alarm
for me. ‘1T am afraid the heat of the
room is too much for you; will you
try my smelling-bottle }” 1 heard her
say those kind words, and I remember
nothing else—I fainted. When I re-
covered my senses the company had
all gone ; only the lady of the house
was with me. For the moment I
could say nothing to her; the dread-
ful impression that I have tried to
describe to you came back to me with
the coming back of my life. As soon
as I could speak, I implored her to tell
me the whole truth about the woman
whom I had supplanted. You see, I
had a faint hope that her good charae-
ter might not really be deserved, that
her noble letter was a skilfyl piece of
hypocrisy—in short, that she secretly




