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ruins, on sickness, and weary hearts?1s there { - 'The sight paralyzed her—she felt her limbs
nothing else in the wide world hut loneliless? | yield, her brain reel, and she fell panting to
But as she gazed, what was the lrighit red | the floor, with o shrick that seemed to pierce
light that shone out of the western tower, undiLhr(mgh;lll the ruins, making awful echo in
froze her Dlood with terror? Assurcdly her{ the silence of the night, )
sight did not deceive her: there it was, Jike al ‘The first object that met her eyes, as after a

Dlootd-red star, fixed high up among the vy of | foew mements, she recovered consciousness, was

the tower,  What could it mean?  When she | the fignre of @ man, assuredly the cloaked fig-
looked again it had disappeared, ! ure she lid seen motionless nmong the trees,
AN the horrid legends of the place recurred  bending over her ansiously.. Seeing her recov-
{o hier mind with fearful force,  But she had } er, he started and bowed respectfully,  Was it
seen this bright red light  before, nnd she it drenm, that, as the light flickered on the
witched anxiously, with an npaccountable hali- | stranger's face, she beheld the clear-ent features
tervified interest, for the sequel she had on fand deep spiritual eyes of the broken portrait—
those oveassions noticed in conneetion with its ( the face that had haunted her i_mmly hiours
apperance.  She was not disnppointed. ' ]morc than - all the Castle ghosts!  Assuredly
In.a few minutes, the figure of 1 man, wrap- | o drenm ; i was Gerald O’ Dwyer himself!
ped ina long mantle; emerged form one of the Utterly helpless to reconcile the bewildering
entrances to the ruins; and cantiously crossing thoughts that é¢rowded upen her poor brain,
the courtyard, took np a position in the shetter | Rose Marton had almost fainted off again, when
of n clump of trees dircetly opposite” Rose Mar. | {he stranger whispered reagsuringly :

ton's chamber,  She shuddered in every liml; “ Do not be afraid, Miss Marton, T cannot:

and yeb watched the movements of the strange | now” explain all—enough that 1 heard you ery
apparitien with a sort of fascination she could | for help, and fook the liberty of casting my
not control. There stood the figure, leaning | poor services-at your feet.  Be reassured ; all
movelessly against atree, movelessly as a dead | may yet be well,?

man ; and though he was too far distant. and She looked into his face: I'ruth itself sat

100 witch sheltered from the moonlight: to- be | there,  Then the remembrance of her: fither’s
distinetly seen, Rose Marton somehow fult,.(hm, awful fate rushed Lack upon her. .
he was looking towards her—she could nlmost ¢ Oh ! M3 father! My father!? she cried with
fancy his eyes fixed on herself, and, though she | passionate energy, ¢ O Heaven, is he dead??
shuddered and - shuddered. again in-her chilly Do try to ealm yourself,” Gerald ()fl)\\',\'cl'
solitude, she knew by some sirange instinet | urged soltly. ¢ He is not dead,. He has had o
that the cloaked figré was no uncarthly visi- | heavy stroke of apoplexy,. but it may not be
tunt, but o man.” Wha could he be? What | fntal.” :

was his objeet 7 Shudder again, lovely one;l ¢ Oh ! thank Heaven,” she exclaimed, pas-
thou art 1 woman and hast reason ! ’ sionately, ‘as she flew to the arm-chair, in

And this marvelous unspokeninterview went | which the gencerous stranger had propped up -

-on~—in the stil midniglt heur, when no sonnd | the patient ; having loosened his' neckerchief,:

stirred, but the beating of one, perhaps of more | and rekindled the -fire in order to- promote

thin one anxious heart=—and still the cloaked | warmth in:the old man’s hands and feet.

figure moved not—when— What n ¢ ghastly aflection of life'* was there !
Hark ! what dull portentons sound was that'? | Limbs vigid as” in- death’: the swollen arteries

In the next chawmber—where old Richard Map. | of the neek streaked with unnatural hues o the ’
ton bent over the fire to warm himself and sap- | stiff fuce, tvid; eyes glaring unnaturaily, too, !

port his hicavy head!. The dnifl sound, as of a-] and vacantly : pulse ragring furiously; life and

heavy -fall, and now a: sliled moan, and a | death, battling. hideously, biindly, amid casps |

hoarse ominous rumbling ou the Noor! "There | and moans,
was death in the sound, ‘

tary candle flickered in' the socket, and the five | clammy . hands—in' vain, - No sintelligence
had gone aut,  Rut in (he imperfect light there { came into the dall eye: no light on the blind
was & fenrful vevelation, A durk form lay on | lite-battle raging there within:

1 Thehorrified danghter embraced him, called -
Rose flew {o the door, burst it open. ‘I'he soli- | him  pussionntely by “his - name,  ¢lasped  his-

the floor, huddled together in convulsions, now SI you feél sufliciently strong to vemmin |

rigid. - Heavens! old Richard Marton had fallen | hore alone fora while,” snid the stranger, in n
from hi§ :ll'ln-(:]ulil', dend- '
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