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'ho rest of the party entered by the other
windows. The lamps were-lit, and Lady
Dangerfield’s vrice came shrilly . spmmoning
aronet to loo, ) .
thg 2% are four—Major Frankland, Miss O'-
Donnell, Oaptain O'Donnell, and myself
We want you, Sir Arthur, to ‘make up onr
table’)
# Your ladyehip wiil hold me excused. 1
have no wish for cards.to-night. "
Tre fced stetoliness of that tone no wo%ds
of mine can tell. .
Sir Arthue left his window, lookipy anut-
terably grim and awful,strode’ down the tong
reom, flang himself into & chair; took up a

photograph album and jmmented himself in-

stantly fathoms deep in art. . .

Lady Cecil Clive, seated at the piano in
the dim distance, heard; gaw, and smiled.

My lady’s stare of augry-smaze, Sir Arthur's
grimly, sulky face were {rresistible. "As she

anced across the drawiog-room, she encoun-
tered another pair of faughing eyes, that met
and answered her own. Very hendsome,
very bright, very bold, blue eyes they wer-, 10
the head of La. Bean Chasseur. What rapport
was there batween these two? Without spesk-
ing & word, $hey naderstood each oiker thor-
oughly. : . .

8ir Arthur Tregenna might vrap bimsell
up in his dignity as in a muotle, and sulk to
his benrt's comtent ; Lady Cecil might hold

herzelf aloof, end play dreamy, ewcet sonatas
and German waltzes, looking like a modern
Saint Cecilia; the Earl of Rugsland might
still slamberin that peaceful way which a
quiet conscience and a sound dig_esthn give;
Sir Peter might entomb himself in his study
or make his nightly pilgrimage to (_)ustleford
—but the lso party were the merriest party
imaginable,

Misa Harncactle appeared no more, .(_)f
course ; Lady Cecil played on and on—>5ir
Arthur gazed and gazed at his pictures, and
nover npproached the piano. He had got
hold-of & picture—Joam of Arc before the
judges, and his eyes never loft it. The face
was straogely like that of Miss Herncastle—
the expression of the great grave eyer, the
compr ssion of the sencitive mouth, the turn
of the brow, the shape of the chin. Aud the
the night when Sir Arthus Tregenna went
up to hisroom, he carried Joan of Arc with
him,

It waated just a quarter of twelve when
Redmond O'Donnell left Scarswood Park, an
took his way on foot to tho town. He bad
been offered n horse, be had been offered a bed,
and declined both.  To walk on such s might
was a luxury. He lit a Manilly, sod went
over the moonlit road with his lung cavalry-
mnan’s stride, It was a perfect night, the sky
small blue, the stars golder and glorious, the
moon =ailing up cerens in their shiny midst.
Loog shadows of tall trees lay black across
the road, the hedge-rows in full blossom made
the night nir odorous, and, far or neur, no liv-
ing thing was to be seen,

Far or near! Redmond O'Donnell pulled
up smddenly in bis swinging pace, and looked
away nfiold., Hissight wns of englo keeuness.
What dark moving figure was that yonder,
crossing n stile, and vapisbing amid the tall
gorse? It was & womnn—Imore, it was fami-
liar even at that distance.

In & moment bis resolution was tuken.
What woman was this out for n midnight
ramble? She must have come straight from
Soarswood, tbere was no other habitation
near. Oaptanin O'Donnell set his lips, flung
away his cigar among the fern and grasses,
vaulted like a boy over the hedge, andin a
moment was in full pursuit.

The Ggure that had vanished in the sha-
dows of the waving gorse, reappeared in the
broad moonlit field. A woman—no doubt
abons that now—n tall woman, walking
gwiftly, lightly, gracelully, as only youug
women ever walk. That stately stature, Lhat
poise of the hend and shoulders, surely all
wero fumiliar.  And a quarter past twelve,
alone and in bhaste. Waat mystay waus
here?

wS8ome instinct told me six hours ago,
when I recognizzd her first, that something
was wrong; I am convinced of it vow,
Something is wrong., What bringsher here?
—of ull people in the world, and in the char-
acter of a nursery goveraess., Amld where is
she going at this unearthly hour of the
night 7

Suill sho went on—still the unseen pursuer
followed on her track, b5he never looked
back ; straight, swift, as vne who has some
fixed end in view, she went on; and still
steady and relentless, determined and stern,
Rodmond O'Donnell fullowed in her track.

Her dostination wos Bracken Hollow. It
eamo upon him, seen for the first time, black
and grim, buried amonyg its gloomy trees—
lonely and deserted. No lights gleamed
arywhere about it; its shutters were ull
olosed—unutterably eorie and desolate in the
white shirnmer of the moon. DBut the noctur-
nal visitor opened the grim wooden gate with
a key she carried, relocked it, and for the first
time paused to look back, Bhe saw no one
—the trees, and the shader, and the distance
hid the pursuer; only the silver sheen of the
starg and moon, the boundless blae sky, the
sprending green of earth, and the soft night
wind whispering over all. She turned from
the gate, hurried up the grass-grown path,
and vanished in the inky gluvom of the porch.

Redmond O’'Donnell emerged from the sha-
dow of the trees, and spproached the grue-
some dwelling, He paused at the wooden
gate, which barred his further advance, and
gazed up at the black forbidding front. In
bis rambles over the neighborbood he had
never come upon this out-of-the-way place—
it lay in a spot 50 remote, 80 unfrequented,
that fow ever did come upon it by chance.
And those who knew it gave it a wide berth,
for it bore the ghastly reputation of a haunt-
ed house.

He stood, his folded arms resting on the
gate, tall sycamores and firs burying him in
their deepest gloom, and watched and waited
for—he hardly knew what. Certainly not for
what he heard—a long, wailing cry that came
suddenly and Lideously from the upper part
of the house.

Hoe started up. 5o blood-curdling, so unex-
pected was it, that for one muwent his heart
gave a great bound. It was followed by an-
other, wild, agonized—then dead silence fell.

Physically and morally Redmond O'Don-
pell was brave to the core, and had given
many acd strong proofs of his bravery ; buta
ohill, more like fear than anything he had
ever experienced, fell upon him now. What
hideous thing was this? Wus mnrder beiog
done in this spectral house? It lvoxed a fit
place for a murder—all darkness, all silence,
all desolation, Tho unearthly cry was the
same that once before had terrified Lady Ce-
ell, but of that circumstance he knew no-
thing. What deed of evil was going on with-
in these dirk walls? Should he force an en-
trance and ses? Would that dreadful cry be
repeated? He paused and listened—five, ten,
fifteen minutes. No, dead silence reigned.

| awe, the poreh do

s fgure,

o lc#ve’s, aad the chirp
of some bird in it nest, the soft rustle of the
trees, ‘the fainb.,soug’l:npg t:l):ti .tgg:n ;:_igd-the
" of the pight—nothip .
) v'gvig;:'o:fght’ ‘be ('l‘o'? While he still stood
there irresolute, lost in wonder.and & sort of
or opened. and the. mys_trd’ﬁ_
. eecond

Ouly the fiitter of th

ous lady he had followed appeared. ) A
the bept figure of & VOIy..0° , (o 0y -
came after. The first Was 8pe iy, !
*« No, po, Haonab ; Y5u shall ‘aot come,
Atraid] What nondehss| The, time, for me
to fear anything earthly is past. Nothing
living or dead will bar", e, 1 wili reach
Scarswood in 1e88 th 45 three-quurters of an
hour, getin a8 L gnt cut, in spite of all Sir
Peter's chailhs wnd locks, sad to-morrow be
onep uiotd my lady's staid preceptress of youth.
Tannab, Henpab, what & life itis! ~Go BAck;
try tu keep everythingquiet ; don'’t let these

How foriunate Bracken Hollow is thought to
Yo baunted, and Do one ever comes here by
nightorday!” : :

% We bsd a narrow eacape not loog ago for
all that. It was cne of the bad days, and the
lady axd gentleman heard. I put th.em off,
but it way bappen again, and it will. It
caw’t go on forever.” \ .

« Nothing goes on forever; I don't want it
to go on forever. My time is dﬁawing near;
little by littlc the light is breaking, and.my
day is coming. Until it does, keep quiet;
ues the drug if there's too much noiso. 1
will return as speedily as possible. Now,

ood-night.”
g She r§n down the steps, walked with ber
{irm, resolute, fearless tread, down the path,
and, as bafore, lingered a second or troat the
ato.
8 Th old woman had goune back fo the
house, nnd the tall, dark figure under the firs
she did not see. She drew out her watch
and looked at iv by the light of the moon.

« Half-past onel” she murmured. “T had
not thought it so lats. 1t will be a quurter
past two, then, before I reach Scarswood.”

« And a very late hour for Miss Herncastle
to be out alonse!”

Obeying an impulse he could not resist, the
chasseur emerged from the tree-shndows and
gtood before her.

uWith her permission I will seo her gafely
back."”

And then, with the bright light of the moop
upen bis face, Redmond O'Donnell removed
his hat and powed to Miss Herncastle.

CHAPTER XIV.
UNDER THE EING'S 0AK.

Sue did not scream, she did not even
start. There must bave been brave blood in
the governess’ veing. She stood there stock
still, and faced him; but in the moonlight
that gray pallor came over the resolute fuce,
and the great gray eyes dilated with some-
thiog the look of a hunted stag. So foraniu.
stant they stood silent, fuce to fuce, he with
the brilliant, slanting moonbeams full on his
dark, handsome, uncovered head, and his
pierciog blue eyes pitilessly fixed oam her
stony face, Then the spell broke ; she drew
one long lreath, the light camo back to her
eyes, the patural bue to ber face, and rhe
nerved herself to meet and dare the worst,
She wus one of thosa exceptional women whi
POSsessen courase, that rises to battle back in
the hour of dapger. She opencd the gate and
spoke.

#Captain Redmond O'Dopnell,” she said
slowly, « it is you. I lrenthe ngain, For one
moment I absolutely took you for & ghost,
My nerves are good, but you gave them &
shock.”

#Yeg” Captain O'Donnell dryly answered,
#] thiok vour nerves are good, Miss Hern-
castle. There are not many young ladies—
not many strong-minded governesses even
—who would fancy the long, lonely walle le-
tween Scarswood and tnis placs, between the
ghostly hours of twelve and two. You are
going back ? As I said before, with your per-
mission, I will accompany you. Under exist-
ing circumstances it becomes my duty to see
you &afely home.”

84he smilod, camo out, relocked the gate,
put the key in her pocket, drew the black
mantle she woro closely about her and walk-
ed on.

# Your duty 7” she repeated, still with that
gmile. « Duty ig a word with a wide signifi-
cation to some peopls for instance, no doubt
vou consider it your duty to f{ollow me here
to-night—to dog my steps, like the hitelicg
ussassin of an Italian novel—to (it is not &
pleasant word, but the word I want) play the
Bpy.”

He was walking by ber ride. He was low-
rring the pasture bars of a field as she spoke,
to let her through.

#8py ? ¥ he eald,  « Well, yes, I confess it
looks like it. 8tillin justice to myself and my
motives, lot me say sormething more than
simple curiosity has been at work to-migpt.
In the usnal course of events, though it might
surprise Lady D iogerfield’s governess taking
a moonlight ramble aftor midoight, it certain-
ly wonld not induce me to f liow her, and
play the spy, a8 youterm it, upon her nctions,
But another motive than curiosity prompted
me to-night-—to dog your foot-steps to wait
for your reappenrance, and to sccompany
you home.”

« Ah somethiog more! May I ask what it
is that induces Captain O'Dunnell to take so
profound an interest in one 8o far beneath him
a8 Ladv Dangerfizld's governerg?”

The grave definuce of her tone snd manner,
the daring mockery of her glance, told him
she was prepared to deny everything—to fight
overy inch of the ground.

tWell, Miss Herncastle,” he said, *my first
impression when 1 recognized you—for your
curriage, your wa'k, vour bearing, are not to
be mistaken anywhare—"

Miss Herncastle bowed sarcastically, as to
a compliment.

My first impression, I say, was that you
were walking io your fleep. I knew a som-
pnmbulist in Algeria who would walk miles
every night, if not locked up. Buta little
thought, and a few minutes’ cautious pursuit
convinced me that you were not sleep-walk-
ing, but exceedingly wide awake indeed,”
fAAgain Mise Herncastlo howed—again with
thut derlsive, defiunt Bmileon her face. Her
whale lnok, manner, and tene were entirely
unlike Mirs Herncastle, who seemed more like
an animated statue than a liviug woman in
my lady’s epncious rooms.

i And being convinced of that, Captain O™
Donnell's first impulse—the impulse of all
brave men and gallant gentlemen,—t Mirs
Herncastle is out for a walk by haraelf, either
on private business, or becaure of the beauty
of the night, or because she cannot sleep.
She certainly deesn’t want me, and is quite
capable of taking care of herself. 1 will turn
back at once and think no more about it.
Thut wag, I know, the first thought of Cap.
tain O'Donnell, the bravest chassour in all
the army of Africa, May I ask why he did
not sct upon it ?”

“8imply for this reason—that Captain O'-
Donuell recognizsd Miss Herncastle at six
o'clock 1ast evening, as she stood upon the
lawn reading the ¢ Battle of Fontenoy,"”

#“Indeed !” Miss Herncastle responded, with
supreme Indifference; #recognized me, did
you? Iam rather surprised atthat. Youen.
countered me in the streets of London prob.
ably before I came here

#No LT L
sfregs’oﬂag:? ® ¢ encountered you in the
cellent m- -y difterent city. I havean ex-
be pus ' ~omoTy for faces, and though I may
al'-  ~zled 6o place tliem for a little, I gener-
.y come out right in the end” - -

- itT congratulate Captain 0'Donnell on bis
excellent memory. Andmy face puzzled you
at first] did it ?ds%ﬁd you have come out all
right in the on L '

g“ Carty your Mainory back to the night of
the theatricals nt Scarswood, the night of my
first appearing there. [ saw you play Chs.r-
lotte Corday, and in common with all present,
your manmer of enacting it electrified me.
More, 1 knew :mmediately that T had seen
you before, and in somewhat sizilar circum-
stances. I nsked who you were,and was told

non. lussed me—my recollections of you were
-altogather unrveconcilable with the character
of childten's’ precéptress. Then came last

ghastly slarieke be repeated if you canhelp it.

evening, snd yvur very fine rendering of the
Irish poem. And again I was puzzled. Your
faco was perfectly famillav—your attitude,
your voice, your action—but where bad I
seen you? Do you remember Lady Cecil's
exclamation?—¢ Misg Herncastle, you are a
borp actress!’ Like mist before the sun, the
baze of my mind was swept away, and I knew
you. I repeat it, Miss Herncastle—I knew
yu

“« Youknewme?,’' Miss Herncastle repeat-
ed, but her eycs were gleaming strangely
now ; © well, sir, you know nothing to my dis-
credit, T hope ?”

u Nothing to you- discredit, if you have told
Lady Dangerfield thc truth. But baronets’
wives rarely look for their children’s instruct-
Tesses in the person of —— a New York ac-
tress.”

# Captain O'Donnell!”

« biss Herncastle !’

And then thero was a pause, and for an in-
stant how horribly thick, and fist Miss Hern.
cnstle’s heart beat only Miss Herncastle ever
knew. -

« [ don't understand you,” she said, but in
spite ot all her great self command her voice
sounded busky. ¢ A New York actress. [
never wasin New York in my life. 1l aman
Englishwoman, born and bred.”

If he would only take his eyes off her face,
ghe thought her defiant spirit would rise
agnin. But those powerful blae eyes, keen
as a knife, bright as ateel, seemed to pierce her
very goul, and read ali its falsehood there.

« 1 regret Mirs Herncastle takes the trou-
ble to make unnecessary statements,” he said
coldly.  An Epglishwoman born and bred.
1 believe that. But as surely as we both
atand here, I saw you six months ago on a
New York stage—one of the most popular ac-
tresses of that city.”

She was silent—her lips set hard—that
hunted look in her large eyes.

«'The play was ¢ Hamlet)”” pursued the piti-

.| lesa voice ot the chargeur; “and the great

tranr-Atlantic actor, Edwin Booth, played the
doleful Pricce of Denmark. I wad never
seen ¢ Hamlet, and I went the first night of
my arrival in New York. TheOphelia of the
play was a tall, black-browed, majestic wo-
man, who acted superbly, and who looked as
if sno could take care of heraelf; but then all
American women have that look. At least
she was very far from one's idea of poor love-
-ick, song-singing, wenk-minded Ophelia;
and I really think she took the character bet-
ter than anvy actress I ever saw ; but then
my experience bas been limited. Miss Hern-
castle, I don’t remember the name of that ac-
tress on the bills, but ¥ certainly have the
honor of wslking by her side to-uight. No,”
—e lifted his hand hastily, « I beg you will
not trouble youreelf todeny this. What good
will itdo? You can’t convince me though
you denied it until daylight. I know Ispenk
the truth.”

sadden passion in ber face. Ah! that is
where women fail--where men have the ad-
vantaze of us. The strongest-minded of us
will let ourselves be swayed by impulse, and
all the vows and resolves of our life swept
away in the passion of a moment. She turn-
ed to him with a swift, izpassioned gesture
of both hunds, theatrical perbaps, but real.

#Why shounld 1 Jie toyou! Youarea man
of honor, a soldier, and a gentleman-—you
will not betray me. I will tell the truth,
Captain O’Donnell. I am the New York ac-
tregg—] am the Ophelin you bebeld six
monthe ago.”

« ] knew it,”” he answered with composure.
I saw you many nightd in succession. Tt
was impossible for me to be mistaken. And
as clever and popular actresses do not as a
rule quit the stuge, aud the brilliant well-
paid, well-dressed, highly struog existence of
a popular leading lady, and merge their bright
individuality into that of & poorly paid, over-
tasked drudge of a nursery governess, you
will pardon e, I think, for allowing my sus-
picions to rise, for following your foststeps to-
uight. I snid to myself, this actress, whom
n crowded Broadway housa applanded to the
echo, night after night, has some motive—a
siister one, in alllikelihood—in qumittiog lier
profession and coming to this house in the
role of governer8. For, of course, a gover-
ness she will notlong remain, Lady Danger-
field i8 in utter ignorunce of her antecedents
—helieves whatever story Miss Herncastle
chooses to tell her—takes her recomenda-~
tions, forged Leyend doubt, for authentic do-
ciments, and is being duped every day. 1
speak plaluly, you see, Miss Herncastle.”

#You do, indeed,” Miss Herncastle aun-
swered bitterly. « You state your case with
all the pitiless grimness and truth of the
stern old judgn on the bench, snmmwing up
the facts that are to condemn for life the wmi-
serable culprit in the dock. And after all,”
she flang up hber hand, her eyes flushing,
« what business ie it of yonrs? Are you my
lady’s keeper? Has your own fate beon or—
dered so smoothly that you should hunt down
to ruin a poor wretch with whom life has gone
bard 7

Soaething in her tone moved him-—some~
thing in that paisionate, ravage, hunted look
of ner eyes touched him, he bardly knew
why.

u No, God knows,” he siaid sadly, “my own
lifs has been no pathway of roses. I am the
lagt man on earth to set up in judgment upon
my struggling fellow mortal, and accuse him.
[ have no wish to hunt you down, as you call
it. This pight's work, this night's discovery,
and your avowal, shall be asthough they had
never been, Whether I do right or wrong {n
concealing the truth is much too subtle &
qnestion for me—I only know I will conceal
i"ll
**She held out her hand suddenly, with a se-
cond swift impulae, & For that much at least
I thank you. Why 1 have left the stage,
why I have come here, you have answered
to your own satlefaction. Somesinister mo-
tive must be at the bottom, ot course. And
yet, Captain O'Donnell—and yet—can you
imagine no better, vo higher, no more worthy
montive? The one may be brilliant, the other
dull; one well paid, well dressed, well-ap-
plauded ; the other a plttance—qnuaker garh,
and the obedlence of a servant ; but yet the
dull life ia the safe one—the other full of un-
told dangera and temptations.”

Captain O'Donnell smiled.

«1 grant it. Fall of untold dangers and
temptation to foolish girls and frivonlous ma-
trons—pot to such women as yon. Ia any

=% Ye said; slowly.

Lady, Dangerfield's nursery governess. , That,

She turned to him with sudden impulse—

situation in life you are qp'{eﬁ cabable of {ak-
i“g.-."x“-u‘?'r‘tl care ot T otréelt, M‘l)ss Herncas-
te, -"T-h"_t p_e.a .48 not even the advantage
of b."i.’?.& cc’r‘monly' plausible. - What your
mative me, by § don’t know—it is your own
b““!ge’;afi,au .in no way' concerns me.
loss,”.- g, patised—+¢ unless, Miss Herncastls,

- W Yes, Captain O'Donnell—unlesg—" -~ '
«Tnless 1 fiud troubls of any kind coming
ofit. You are doing miechief already—do
‘you know it? You have frightened two ' or
three people into the belief that youare a
ghost.” : -
Miss Herncastle laughed—not a very na-
tural-sounding laugh.
«Poor little Sir Peter! Is it my fault,
Captain O'Donnel), tbat [ resemble some wo-

man he'has known, dead and in ber grave 1

& Perhaps not; I have not quite made up
my mind how that is .yet. Séacond clanse
—" he gave her a plercing look; ¢are you
sware that Sir Arthur Tregenna is engaged —
has been engaged fir years—to -Lady Oecil
Clive?? . .~ .

«Ah"” Miss Herncastle said, scornfully,
“now we tread on delicate ground. Sir Ar-
thur T'regenna is éngaged to Lady Cecil Clive,
and Sir Arthur Tregenna has shown the de-
spised nurrery governess the simple cour-
tesy ot a gentleman to a gentlewoman. For,
in spite of the New York acting and English
teaching, I am tbat, sirl He has kindly
talked = little to ‘Misd Herncastle, and the
earl's danghter deigns to be jealous, with all
her beauty, and birth, and breeding, of poer,
lowly, plain me. And you, Captain O'Don-
nell—you ot all men—tell meofit,”

# And why not I, Miss Herncastle?”

u Because,” she burst out, fiercely, passion-
ately, ¢ Lady Cecil Clive may bs engaged to
filty wealthy barronets, but—she loves youl
Ahl you fesl that!” She laughed In & wild
teckless sort of way. #Bhe loves you, the
soldier of fortune, the free companlon, and
will give Bir Arthur ber hand at the altar,
while ber heart is in your keeping | And this
ig the dainty, the spotlers, the proud Lady
Cecil. What you are or have been to ber in
the past, you kuow best ; but—I wonder if
Sir Arthur does? He s a faithful friend and
gnllant gentleman. Don't youthink Captain
0'Donnell, my judge, my censor, that from
your hands and hers he deserves better than
that 7

She had struck home. The tide of the bat-
tle bad tnrned—victory sat perched on her
banner mow. His face flushed deep red, un—
der the golden bronzs of an African sun, then
grow very white. Miss Herncastle, woman-
like, pursned her advantage mercilessly.

#You see the mote in your brother's eye,
but how about the beam in yourown? Most
men like to think the heart of the woman
they marry bas held o former lodger. They
like to think 80,snd if in nine cases out of
ten they are duped, if they do not know it,
what does it matter? My Lady Cecil is pure
and spotiers ags mountain snow, is she not?
And she sells herself—it is my turn {o use
plain words now, sir—sells herself for Sir Ar-
thur's thirry thourand a year. Sheis the soul
of truth and a living lie to him every day of
herlife. She will become bis wife, and her
heart will go after you to Algiers. Yours
she is—and will be—avnd Sir Artbur trusts
ber and you. Bah! Captain O'Donnell, is
there ¢éne tr1e woman or man in all the world
wide? I don’t say Sir Arthur bas asy right
to complain—" e iz only treated as the larger
balf of his sex are treated ; but don't you call
him to order if he chances to speak a few
kindly words to me. We are at the park;
may I goin? 1 am tired to death, walking
and talking. Has more got to be said, or
shall we cry quits, and say good-night?”

« How will you get in?” he acked. ¢ The
doorsand windows seem bolted for the night.”

¢ Doubly bolted, doubly barred,” Miss
Herncastle complied with a contemptuons
laugh, #“to keep out burglais and ghosts,
the two bugbears of Sir Peters life. Never—
thelesgs I will get in. Good-night Captain
('Donnell,” She held gut her hand. «I
would rather you had not followerd me, but
you thought you w-re doing your duty, and 1
do not blame you. Shall we cry quits, or
shall it be war to the knife ?”

He touched the nngloved hand she extend
ed and dropped it coldly.

101¢ shall be what Bliss 1{erncastle plenses.
Only I should advlae her to diccontinue those
nocturnal rambles. She may got followed
again, and by some one less discreet even
than myself, and the very strange cries that
issue from that mysterious dwelling be found-
out "

8he naught her breath : she had quite for-
gotten Brackeu [{ollow.

# You heard—

1 henrd thres very unoarthly cries, Miss
Herncastle. I shall inquire to-morrow whe
lives in that honse.

Do. You will hear it is an 0ld woman, a
very old, harmless woman, but a little, in her
dotage. These moonlight nights affect her,
when rheumatism twinges come on she cries
as you haveheard her.”

11e smiled &6 he listened.

#You don’t belleve me ?»* she exclaimed.
«You think Iam telling a gecond lie.”

My dear Miss Hernoustle,” the chasseur
replied, * we never apply that forcible and
impolite word ton lady. And now, as yon
seem tired, in-case poachers and game-keep-
ers should see us, I think we had better part.
You are quite surs yot can get in ?”

©Quite sure. Grood-night Captain O'Don-
nell.”

Helifted his bat and turned at once. Miss
Herncastle stood where he had left her, fol-
lowing the tall, gallant figure that crossed the
moonlight field go swiftly, with a strange ex-
pression in her cyes and on her lips. Not
anger, certainly not hatred, whatever it might
be. Shestood thero untill he was ont of
8ight, until the last ground of ropid footsteps
on the distant high broad died away. Then
ghe turned, entered the greatelm avenne, and
disappeared.

It was the next night after this something
very strange and very startling otourred to Sir
Puter Dangexfield, .

Beside his sunset pilgrimage to that remete
Castleford Churchyard, the Scarswood baronet
made other pilgrimages to Oastleford, by no
means so harmless. 1n an out-of-the-way
street of the town there stood a tall, white
house, set in a garden of the highway, and
looking the very pictare of peace and pros—
perity.

A gentleman named Dubourg, of forelgn
extraction, and his wife, resided there. M,
Dubourg was & most agreeable gentleman,
Madame Dubourg the most charming, most
vivacious, and, when artistically made up for
the eveniog, the pretiiest of little women,
Perbaps it was owlng to the charm of thowe
agreeable people’s saciety that so many offi-
cers of the Castleford barracks, and so many
of the dashing yomug country syuires, fre-
quepted it. Or, perhaps—hut this was a se-
cret—perhaps it was owing to the unlimited
loo and lanequenet, the ecarts and chicken-
hazard you might indulge in botween night-
fall and sunrise, For lights burned behind
those closed venetiang the sbhort summer and
the iong winter nights throun:h, and men sat
silont and with pale faces until the rosy
lances of sunrise plerced the blinds, and the
fall of the cards and the rattle of dice were

the only sound to stir the silence, Immense

Oa- |
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sums were staked, little fortunes were lost

in the gray dawn, with the cold dew stand-
ing on their faces, of rode home. flushed, ex-
‘cited, richer by thousands of ‘pounds. The
‘Oastleford police kept their eye on this peace-
sfal suburban retreat and the delightful Mon-
sfeur and Madame Dubourg, but as yet mo

‘[ raid had been mude. - e
A passion for gembling had ever been

latent in the Dapgerfield blood. - In the days
of his poverty it had developed itselfin his
continual buying of lotte.y tickets; in the
days of his prosperity, at the gambling table.
Insect-hunting mizht be hizhobby- chicken-
hazard was his passion. Of the sums he Jort
and won there Lady Davogerfield knew no-
thing ; ber apartments were in the other wing

who sat up for him and took his horse, snd
wag well pald for his silence and his service.
As a rule, Sir Peter's losses and galns were
pretty équal; he was an adept at chicken-

| hazard, and no more skilled gamester fre— r
‘| and awe-stricken.” Miss Herncastle never

guented the place.

On. the night then following Miss Hern-
castle’s adventure, Sir Peter1ode gayly home-
ward at a much earlier hour than usual, the
richer 'by six hundred pounds. He was in

lovely—bright as day and twice as beautifnl.
In his elation all his constitutional dread of
ghosts, of « black spirits and white, blue splr-
its and gray,” vanisbed, and he was actually
trying to whistle a shrill little tuneas he
scrambled along. The clocks of Custleford,
plainly beard in the stillness, were striking
twelve as the baronet entered his own dom-
sip and rode up the avenue.

What waos that?

His horse had shied so suddeuly as nearly
to throw him off. They were near a huge
oak, called the King's Oak, from the legend
that the young Pretender had once taken re—
fuge there jrom his pursuers, Its great
branches cast sbadows for yards around.
And slowly out of those gloomy shadows—a
fignre came—na white figure, with streaming
hair, and face upturned to the starry sky.
All in white—trus ghostly garments—noise-
less, slow, it glided ont and stood full in his
pathway.

The bright, cold light of the moon shons
foll wpon it, and be saw-—the dead face of
Katherine Davgerfield !

Kntherine Dangerficld! Not a doubt of it.
Who should know th) face better than he?
as he used to see her long ago in her white
dress and flowiog hair. Katherine Danger-
fitld, with a face of stone upturned to the
midnight sky.

He rat frozen for a moment—frozen witha
horror too ioteure for wordsorcry. Then the
startled horse shied again, and a shriek rang
out in the midnight stillness, those who
heard mirht never forget. The horse plung:
ed mndly forward, and there was the sound of
a heavy fall,

The groom, half asleep at his post, rurhed
out; two or three dogs barked loudly in their
kennels. The groomn rushed foyward and
stized the horse, quivering with affright. He
was riderless. At a littls distance lay Sir
Peter, face downward, on the dewy grasr, like
a dead man. And nothing else earthly or
unearthly was anywhere to be seen.

CHAPTER XV
itAS IN A GLASS DARELY.”

Tae groom echosd his master’s cry as he
stopped aund lifted him up. He was sense-
less ; he had struck his forehead on a stone,
and was bleeding freely. It was an awfully
ghastly face upon whick the mooulight
shone,

The double alarm bad been heard. Infive
micutes another of the grooms, sleeping over
the stable, came running to the spat.

T maister hurt,” proom number one ex-
plained ; “been flung oft kis horre. Gi’' us a
hand here, my lad, snd help us lift him cop
end carry bhim inte the house.”

They bore the stark and bleeding form be—
tweer them, found his night-key in his poc-
ket, opened the door and carricd him up to
his own room. One ortwo of the servants
appeared—the alarm was spreading through
the housebold. -

¢« Best tell mv lady,” some one said ; * and,
Darvis , hadn't thee better go to Castleford fur
a surgeon 7"

Both suggestions were acted on; my lady
wag summoned, very much startled and very
peevich at being disturbed in her ¢ beauty
sleep.”

#Anud what could she do?"” she fretfully
asked. ¢ Of what use was it summonivg
ber

All wag confnsion, servants standing non-
plussed, my lady’s only emotion, as she stood
in her flowing white wrapper gazing with
much disfavor at the bleedirg face and mo-
tionless figure, one of anger at being routed
out. The groom had gone for the surgeon;
pending the surgeon’s arrival, nothing seem-
ed likely to be done. In the midst of the
« confusion worre confounded ” appeared up-
on the scene Miss Herncastle, also in a8 wrap-
per, alarmed by the noie, and carrying a
night-lamp in her hand.

# Oh, Miss Heracastle!" my lady exclaim-
ed, " perhaps you may kuow what to do. 1
am sure I dou't, and it was most inconsiderate
awakening me in this manner, when my
nigbts are so broken, and with my shattered
perves and all. And then the sight ot blood
always makes me sick. Perhaps you can do
gsomething for 8ir Peter; he has had a fall off
his horse, and seems to be stunned. I don't
believe he is killed. I wish you would see,
and it it's not dangerous I'll go buck to bed.”
My lady shivered in the chill night air; the
great rooms and long corridors of Bcarswood
were draughty, ©1 would stay with plea-
sare, of course, If there was any real danger,
or it Sir Peter were dying or that kind of
thing, but I know Le is not.”

«T dare say you would,” more than one of
the servants present thought,ss they listened
to this wifoly speech, and smiled furtively.
« If Sir Peter were dying, my lady, you would
stay with pleasure.”

Miss Herncastle's calm, pale pace, lnoking
more marble-like than ever in the fitful Iamp-
light, bent over the rigid little baronet. She
felt his pulse, she wiped away the blnod with
a wet spongo and discovered the trifling na-
ture of the cuf, and turned to my lady.

u8ir Peter {s in o falnting fit, 1 think, my
lIady ; probably, too, stunned by the shock of
hig fall. Thoe wound is notbing, a mere
scratch. There i8 not the slightest danger, T
am gure, and not the slightest necessity tor
your remaining hers. In your delicate state
of health you may get your death of cold.”
My lady bsad never been sick two hours in
her whole life. ¢ Permit me ta urge you to
votire, Lndy Dangerficld, I will romain and
do all that is necessnry.”

“«Very well, Miss Herncastle, I believe I

must. I fear I shall be ill ag it ia after the
shock ; my nervous sy¥stem feols completely
unstrung. If there shoild be any danger I
heg you will send me word the very flrst
thing in the morning.”

And then my lady, with o wretohed expres-
efon of conntenance, wended her way back to
bed, and Miss Herncastle had charge of the
lord of Bcarswood. She dlsmissed all the
gaping servants, with one or two exceptions

—the housekesper and & man—and get to

and won, and men left haggard-and ghastly |

of Scarswood, ™ Of the unearthly ‘honrs of his"
return home no one knew but the head groom |,

bigh .good spirits—itor him ; tke night was’

——
——————
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‘work with the alr'of oie Who understood he

-business. . Bhebathed s face and templeg

with ice-watar ; she slapped bis paims-
applied sa!’-vél:itilé"-;hd’l.)bﬁf'z‘it fanfherest’o ﬁﬁ
nostrils ; and presently thére' was a flatter g
the'colorless +yelashes,'a tremor all over thg
:body, and 8ir Peter's small, mearsighted, pale
:)ll:e_'qyes opened and fixed on Miss Herncys.
4 My dearSir Péter, how do you feel moy 9
the soft, sweet toues of.that m)t;at sott, Bs(:eét
volce asked. --# Buiter, I sincerely truss ¥

He had not known her at first; he blinkeg
sud atared helplessly in the lamplight ; ppt
at the second look, the sound of her voice an
awful expression of horror awept over 'his
couPtenance; he gave another wild civ of
afiright, half-started up, and fell back senge
leas Unce agafn,” <~ -0 )
It was.really a tragic scene. All the ex.
_ertions:of the governess falled to rostore him
this second time. Themoments draggedon ;
the” housekeeper (not Mrs. EBarrison of Sir
John's refgn, en passant ; .she bad left 2pon
her master's déath), and the butler sat dumy

weatied in well-doing, applied her rostoratices
incessantly, until at'last, as all the clocks iy
Scarswood were chiming the half hour after
three, the groom aid the surgeon came. )
; ’_I‘bb 6Urgecn WAS & yOUDE MmN, & new prac.
titioner, and considered very skilful, He
brought Bir Peter round for tho secoud timg
presently, and once more the baroncts eyeé
opened to ‘the light of the lamps, and the
moon streaming in through the barg of tie
venetians.

He stared around, bewildered, hiz face tj))
keeping its expression of horror, Lis &Fes
‘fixed on the faces of the physiclan, the house.
keeper, and the butler. Then be spoke in ag
awe-stricken whisper :

“ Where is she ?” .

¢ Who?" "It was the surgeon who asked.
“Whom do you mean, my dear Sir Peter '~
Lady Daogerficld?”- -

“] mean Kutherine Dangarfield.”

The young doctor had heard that stary
stranger though he was—hbad heard of Sir’
Peter's delusive and ghostly belief, and shogk
his head.

% There is no such person here, my den: §i
Poter! Your mind 15 still—" d i

Sir Peter raised himgelf up on bis slbow
witha sort of scorn, l

«“I tell you I saw her—saw her twico!
Don't talk to we of my mind, you fooli |
saw ber! Bhe came—oh, Reaven |—she came
and stood before me out there under the trees,
all in white, her hair flowing, and dead cyes
turned up to the stars! I saw her! I saw
her! and I live to tell it! And five minutes
ago 1 opened my eyes and saw ber again, ber
dbeg(]l,eyes, ber stern face lookibg over the

e )

The voung doctor recoiled.
gone cotirely mad ?

Mrs Butler the housekeeper, came forward,
-l-a genteel creature, and the widow of a cur.
ate.

% My dear Siv Peter, you alarm yourself ug-
necessarily. I assure you ”—Mrs. Dutier re-
velled inwords of three sy llablus— it was the
governess, Miss Herncastle, whom vou be-
held a few minutes ago when consciousness
returned, My dear Miss Herucastle, pray
come forward and corroborate my assurance.”

Miss Herncastle, hovering aloof in the
moonlight and the shalowe, came siowly for-
ward, speaking 88 she came.

“Iam sorry to have startled Sir Peter by
my unfortunate resemblance to his dead rela
tive. Mrs. Butler Is right; it was I vou saw
afew momeunts apo, Sir Poter.”

He sat up in bed gazing upon her, the wild
look of horror dying slowly out of his wizzen,
little, pinched face, and an abject lock of fear
coming in ita place,

Her eyes were fixed upon bhim, steadily
strongly, intensely, What mesmeric power
wag there in those calm gray eyes tc subdue
him to her will ?

# Lie down, Sir Peter,” she said very gently,
“and Ict mo give you some medicine. Will
you not order him a sedative, a composiog
draught, Mr. Weymore? I1am sure huneeds
it. 1 will administer 1t, and will watch, with
Mrs. Butler, until morning.’

The young docter obeyed, He prepared
tbe sedative, and Miss Herncastle admiuister-
ed ir. Bir Peter took it from her humd, spetl-
bound it seemed, unable to refuxe, unahle to
take his fuscinated eyes of ber fuce. Then he
lay back ; she nrranged his pillows, smoothed
the coverlet, made him comfortable, as only a
dete-banded woman can. All the time his
eyes never left her face—all the time he never
uttered a worrd, The apell ¢f some mesmeric
force was upon him, and rendered him obe-
dient to her will.

Mr. Weymore, the Castleford surgeon, took
his departure.

« Nothing siled Sir Peter but shattered
nerves ; he wanted rest, repose, tonicr, cheer-
ful soclety, entire change of air. He suw,” he
said, ¢ he left him in excellent hands,” with a
glance of admiration at the calm, serene
young lady. # He would go now, and eall
eurly the onsuing forenmvon. Good-night,
Miss Herncastle.” And Mr. Weymore, with
8 gsecond erdmiring glance at that Juuvo-llke
form and grave, thoughtful face, tcok his hat
and his departure.

The sedative had its effoct—Sir Peter foll
asleep, Mrs. Butler nodded in her ensy chalr,
Miss Herncastle drew the curtains, raised the
blind, seated herself by the window, ard with
her chin on her hand, looked out. It was
past four; the waniog moon was dropping
pale out ot sight in the west, the eastern sky
was flushing and brighteningalready with the
beauty .and splendor of a new~horn summer
day. Tbe tall trees stood motionless, tke
waving grass and cowslips were glistening
wicth dew, long silver lances of light pierced
the mysterious green depthe of waving fern.
It was beantiful—beantiful, Of wobat did
Miss Herncastle think as she pat there with
sombre, fuce ‘and duskily brooding eyest
After days darkly told,

Bir Peter foll into a deep, reireshing, na-
tural sleep as the morning wore on. Bome
time after sunrige Ladv Cecil entered, hearing
for the first time of what bad occurred, and
offered in her kiudly, gentle way to take Miss
Herncastle's place. Very haggard in the
rosy brightness of the July sunrise Mise Hern-
cm;tle looked, her eyes heavy, her cheeks
pale, :

# Qo to your room at once,” Lady Cecil
said. “ Yo6ulook quite worn out. Pray, de
not attempt teaching to-day. After you have
slept and breakfusted go for a long walk
You need it, I am sure,”

$he murmured her thanks and went. And
Lady Cecil with the upper bongemnid for eom-
panion, took her vacated post. My lady still
slumbered—her wretched nerves always re-
quired her to lie abed untii eleven o'clock.

The mnews apread, as such news is pretty
sure to do. By noon that day all Castieford
knew that Bir Peter, :iding bome at midnight
(pretty hour for a mugistrate and a baronet to
be gaddiog), bad beheld Katherine Dauger-
field’s ghost under the trees of Scarswoad, had
fallen from his horse in & fit, bad stynck his
temple on n stone, and now lay at Death’s
door, if he had mnot already entered thal
gloomy portal. Tbe news spread—it waa the
talk of the towa, and Among nthers came to
the ears of Captain O'Donnell.

Had Sir Peter

«Baw a ghost,” the chasseur thought, knit-
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