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THE P
" MYSTERY OF MARTHA WARKE.

CHAPTER L

I do not believe in ghosts; Tam not supersms;:’.
If T were I should be a miserable man. All storiesof .

2

apparitions, visions, and that sort of thing I havest
‘ways ignored ; I look upon them a3 merely so many
idle tales, having no‘)feax foundation in fact. Spirit-:
ualism I have ever eliaved to be a fraud; sad ¥
have no patience with those who seek to unravel the
secrets of the future. But let those whohave studied”
this subject, and who, like me, regard all such things
as idle and unprofitable delusions, endeavour 0 ex-
plain what I am about to relate, As for myself I
shall never attempt to give an explanation ; it would:.
be worse than useless for me to try to do so. When
I think of all that has happened to me, my brain be-
" comes confused and my head swims ; it was only to-:
day that I stood still for a moment in the strest, and
asked myself if it were not impossible that such
things should be. I could not answer the question;
I cannot answer it. I shall not try.*~But I shall
‘tell the very truth; I shall not change, nor add, nor
. conceal, a single item in the record of this, my won-
derful experience. = . T




mttold my mfe. Tt Idid ahe would not be-

Héve me. If she thought that I was serious she would
begome aldrmed lest I be about to lose my reason:
When she reads this she will have no idea that it
“was T who wrote it. I have not told my friends. I-
“have told no one. I do not even hope ‘to be- be-
- Heved. Yet it is absolutely necessary for my own
peace of mind that I should take the world into my
-oomfidence. By doing so I am well aware that T

' .ghall only succeed in making a very mysterious cir-

‘eamstance seem yet more mysterious. I cannot help " "

. that I believe that it is my duty to tell what I have
= to tell in as few words as possible, and be done with
i Tdoso. Thosewho scoff at it as fact may relish
- i as fiction. In either case my' mind. will be re-
Tieved of an almost intolerable burden.
. of myself I need say little. I am a physician, and
A‘hsve a large practice. I reside in the city of Mont-, -
eal, the commercial metropolis of the Dominion of
Qanada. I have lived there for over twenty years.
am married and have a family. I knowthatTam -
generally respected and esteemed, both by my pro-
fessional brethren and by the different classes of so-
jety. I have, during the twenty years or more that
have lived in this city, accutnulated a considerable
fertune, saved out of the returng which a good and
- @ver-inereasing practice has brought in to me. I
think I need say no more of myse'lf nor of my posi-
tion ; they but very ‘slightly affect the story which I
v tote!l I.etmeproceed




CHAPTER II.

One night in January of last year I was sittingin -
my library. It was a little after ten o’clock. Ihad
- been out lecturmg to some ‘medical students, and
had come in feeling a little fatigued. I was making
myself very comfortable, and had taken off my boots
- and placed my feet upon a chair in front of a blazing
- fire. I held in my hand a magazine, and was lei-
surely turning over the pages. Beside me, on an-"
other chair, was a glass of hot whiskey and water, -
which I had mixed before sitting down. I wasthus

prepared to enjoy myself after the labours of thedzy .
and of the evening.

I was turning over the leaves of-the magmne, as

*T have said, very leisurely, and was preparing to sip

' my whiskey and water, whén the door openedand a -

maid entered to announce that a person was wutmg
to see me in the office. .
~ Doctors are accustomed to be interrapted ; but I
‘do not think that we ever grow quite indifferent to
the fact that our rest is about to be disturbed. I
know I do not. “What sort of a person is it ?" I
asked. :
. %A young olrl, sir, and gave no name.”
C“A young glrl—very well, Anne Y | replm&,
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J,supposel sha.ll have to godown I will be tlmre ml )
“aminute” Then I looked at my feet and at the fire,
and felt that I might just as well remnin where T

- --was, and let the girl come to me. “ No—tell her-—

. # ask her to step up here. Stay—-ls it a lady ¥’

- “Alady? No sir, just a plain girl I think,” said
the servant. - o
~“Just a young g girl. Very well, tell her to come
upstairs; I am tired to-night.” a
Iam a man of method, and this was very irregu-
lar on my part. Howcover, a man of methodlcal
babits may sometimes permit himself to indulge in
~ the luxury of a swnall irregularity. But I donot re- "~

member ever, having done this before.

Anoe took her departure. . I laid the magazine
aside; and sat up straight in my chair in order that
1 might be able to rise when the young woman was
ushered in. But I waited several minutes and no-

+ young wotman came. I stirred the whiskey, I raked

“ " the fite ; still no sign of my visitor. I was angry at
this; what could - Anne mean? In my disgust at

_ this very unnecessary delay, I determined that I

' »wo’uid o and fetch her myself. I was resolved that
- she should come up into the library. Having once
, " made up-my mind to see her there, I was not going

"~ to be baulked. So I picked up my slippers, which
had been merely lying on the floor beside my chair,

- .and, putting them on, went out into the hall. - - .
- 1had bardly crossed the threshiold when I met
Annie coming back in no small perturbation. ‘I

stopped her at once. “ Annie, what does this mean?
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Itseemstomeyouhave heen a longmne m
does it mean?” : '
« Sir—she 1s gone, sir, gone
“ Gone ?—who ?—where ?”. : ;
~ “Thegirl. Fdent know where she’s gone, su',i
she was in the office when I went in, sir, standmg
by the window. . I told her how you would see her
~ in the hbrary, and asked her to step up
-« Well. )
““Well sir, before the words were out of my moath,,_

. away she went, out the door into the street, like &

wild thing” R

* « Like a wild thing, eh? Did she show*that,she,
heard you #’

“No sir, she didn't appeal to hear, but she must.

~ have.heard me. Just went off liké a shot, out of the
door. I went out and waited for a wminute, thinking

she might have somebody else waitiny outside ; ’but"
there wasn’t anybody, and she hasnt come back. -
again. ‘

“ She may go to the that is, never mind any-’ :
thing moré about it, it*doesn’t matter,” I said, going .
back to the fire and taking a sip of the whiskey.

“ Come to consult me, I suppose, and lost heart at™
the last minute, though they don’t usually do that

-when they once make up their minds to come," I

3.

thoyght to mnyself. - ma

#

So ended my first—I cannot say interview withs—
I may say experience of—the girl whose strange
&tory I am telling.




CHAPTER IIL

A few weeks passed, I cannot exactly say how
many, when this circumstance, which in _the mean-
_ time T had wholly forgotten, was recalled to my
mind. Dr. Brant, an old friend of mind, and I, were
sitting together one evening in my library; and
- during the course of our conversation he mentivned
‘incidentally the number of visitors he had had the
evening before. There were, he said, thirteen.
“Thirteen !” ‘I replied ; “ then my practice, doctor,
. is larger than yours. I had fourteen. I counted
‘»them over this morning. I go one better than
: y ow”
It is~very hard, as the Americans say, “to get
~ ahead ” of Dr. Brant. “ You do, do you?” said the -
. ~0ld gentleman, smiling. “ Well my friend, now that
"I come to think of it, I also had fourteen. But as
}t happened, one of them, a Young girl, was in teo
much of a hurry to wait and see me; however, I
may as well count her in, and, counting her, I make
_up the number fourteen.” And the doctot smiled as
~-much as to say that he wasevenmthmeagam .
A young girl. Rather absurd it was, but I made
. up my mind that this was thé saméglri.' “What_'
’mta@agﬂwasshe?’lwd.




- Very modest, a.nd appa.rently respect.able,” md
Dr. Brant; “at least 50 my assistant said ; why?”
“«0, nothmg, I replied ; « only it was a strange thmg
to do.”

The doctor did not pursue the subjeet, nor did B

tell him of my experience of, perhaps, the same .
person. We dlscussed other matters, smoked
our pipes, and drank our whiskey. After. his
departure, however, I thought over the- matter.
It might be the same girl; if so, it was a strange’
thing : then again it might be an altogether different
person ; if so, it was a matter of no moment. . For
two or three days the occurrence lingered in my
mind, and I found my thoughts returning to it at
2#dd moments. Then, as my time was very much

taken up with professional work, I forgot about it
Again it passed out of my mind completely.

L,




CHAPTER IV,

Tt was some time later—I remember that it was.
- on Ash Wednesday, and Ash Wednesday was late
last year—that coming in from a sleigh drive, I was ™
met by Anne in the hal]. She followéd me up to
the door of my room and knocked.. I called out to
‘her to come in. Putting her head inside the dvor

without entering, she sald with a certain suomt.lve- '

_ness of awe and importance, “ the girl, sir ! v
Thegirl. 1 asked, “what girl #’—but I recollected
in a moment, and knew very well what Anne meant.
This was. the gitl who had come to see me before,
and who had gone away without giving me a chance
to speak to her. This'was the girl who had played a
similiar trick on Dr. Brant. I had not a doubt of it.
I did not hesitate a moment. I straightened my
- collar in order to impose upon Anne, and succeeded
_ in'getting it awry. Then I rushed downstairs to my
- ofﬁce. I must say that I was disappointed. On
enteripg, I saw no one-; and I was about concluding
_ that the girl had again left the offiee in the same
B preclpltate manner as before, when I heard a slight
. sound, s of some one drawing a short breath, behind
the door. I turned round, and there, in the shadow
_of the door, holding on toltgle handle with one hand -

e’




and swmgmc o to and fro & small woollen muﬂ' wmk
' the other, stooil the girl. -

person I have never seen, nor expect-to see. She
had queer little black eyes, like beads, set deep in

hér head, a turned-up nose, and a small mouth ex-
| pressive of nothing in particular. She was rather
peorly, though not meanly dressed, and wore a bright

‘ture of colours, round her neck. As far as comfort
 went, she seemed to be quite prepared fur any in-
clemency of the weather, either of wind,rain, or snow.
Her jacket was thick, her scarf was no less ample
than it was conspicuous, and she wore overshoes,
,Such was the girl.

%21 motioned to her to sit down au«l remarked thut
as it was rather cold she had better sit near-the fire.
She took a chair. Then I made some more remarks
on the weather, for a doctor is nothing if not <o-
ciable. At first she did nét answer any of my ques-

managed to frame a few sentences. . When she spoke,
her voice at once attracted my: attention. Some peo-
ple are better physiognomists than others ;- doctors
| have rare epportunities to study character; and if
they do nut do so successfiilly, to a certain extent at
least, are not likely- to obtain much prominence in
their profession. But some men are much quicker
 in reading faces than others; one will look at the

g‘g g-\g 80% BJH Bw oo o

She was quite a young girl, T should think of
about eighteen or twenty years of age, And l'may.
as well say at once, tnat a more ordinary looking

scarf of red and yellow, or some other gaudy mix- .

tions; but, after a little persuasion on my part, she
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another at the eye, : and another at the fore-
bead, while I have known aequaintances of mine to
form an opinion with regard to a stranger nmplrby
 looking at his mouth. Physmgnomy never was my
" -forte. I have judged meu by their,faces again and
. again, as we must all of us do sometimes; and I have
. often been mistaken. I have, however, my favourite
way of forming an opinion of new people : Ialways
pay particular attention to a person’s voice. X
This girl had a matter-of-fact voice. Those who
are more or less gifted with imagination usually be-
tray it by a richness or mellowness of tone, as well
a8 by a variety of accent, when speaking. Of any-

- thing like imagination I would say this girl was ut-
terly destitute. She spoke in a monotone, and her
voice was thin and hard. As will be seen presently
we discussed, during our interview, matters of the
most absorbing interest; yet she neither raised mor

“lowered it, from beginning to end ; except, indeed,
when she told me what I knew to be untrue, when.
she did lower her voice a little. Let me try to re-
member our conversation. As to the first part of it,
it was wbolly on the subject of headaches and sleep-
less mights, and I will not weary the reader by de-
tailing it. Passing on to the more important mat-
* ters, it was somewhat as follows.

“You tell ' me,” Isaid to her, after thmkmg over
what I had heard from her for a minute or two
“you tell me that you are living alone How Iong

- have you lived alone ?”

T I l,uve lived by mysel:f—-—for two months—-mem
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| «For two months eversince December You say
you are an orphan, that your father and mother are
dead. With whom did you live previous to the tlmﬁ
you mention, previous to last December ?” ‘
-This question she did not seem disposed to an-
swer; but I pressed it. “You must not mind me .
aking these inquiries,” I said. “The fact is.you
seem to be the victim of nervous despondency. I
an only suggest a remedy when I know what is the
ause of this depression of spirits. Where do you
live 7
She hesitated—and when she answered, I knew
she was telling a lie. ““ On—Bleury street.” .
“ Bleury street. Well, will you tell me this ; with
vhom did you live up to last December ?”

“Who did T live with? I kept lodgers in my

”

“ How many? Who were they ?”

“ One family.” v . v

“ Only one family. - How many people were there:
in that family ?” "
- “ There Was—a man, hls wife, and two chlldren ;
four persons.”

“How long did they live Wlth you ¥’

“For four years; they moved into the house

hortly after my father died.”

“ How old are you ?” I said.

“ Twenty-three,” she replied.

“ Twenty-three ? You hardly look that.” I en-
deavoured to be.as agreeable as possible, and thought'
it wise to pay a comphment now and then. “ How
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was it that your fnends—for I presume they were
friends, after living with yon for such a length of
*time—how was it that your friends came to leave
ym? -
“Yes, they were friends of .mine,” she sald an-
swering a question which she was not asked ; “they
were good friends to me for a year or more.”
“ They were ; then why did they leave you? - Was
it a matter of business merely? Were they better-
. ing their position in the world ?” o
“Yes sir.”
- 1 did not believe her. She was only answering my
questions for form’s sake. I am an obstinate man.
- When I once begin to (uestion a patient, I do not
leave off without learning what I wish to know,.if
patience and perseverance are likely fo end in suc-
cess. 1 was not making much headway ; but I per-
severed.
“ Ig.your house a large one ?” I asked.
“Yes sir, quite large.”
“Thén why do you not take in new lodgers? it is
not ‘wise for you to live alone.”
“That i$ true, sir. But no one will come.”
“No ? ~How'is that ? Have you tried ?’
« Yes sir, L have. Two people have moved in and
moved ont again. They wouldn’t stay any time. I
can’t-do anythuw I have tried and-tried and
thought -and thought, but I don’t know what will
’ become of me?”’ .
“Ah! Then there is somethmfr of which you
have not yet, told me,” I said, feeling a certain relief.
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4 Now tell me, without any more beating about the
bush, what it is that-is the matter #

The girl look at me for a moment in a doubtful

" way, and then closed her lips tightly. I was about
to address her again, when, all of a sudden, she let
her hands which had been fo[ded in her lap, fall to
her side ; and burst into tears.

At this T was deceived. I 1mmedxately bethought -
me of a story of sin and shame, of weakness and
betrayal. And yet, no; the more I looked at her

" as she sat there sobbing in a half convulsive way,
‘the less I was inclined to rank her as one of those
erring ones of whose sad story the world knows so
much and yet so little. She had several times, T
felt confident, told me what was not true, and tried
to deceive me; but from the very fact that she had
notsdeceived me, and that her efforts to hide the
truth were too plain not to be noticeable, I implied
that she was not false by nature. It now remained
for me to discover' the real cause of these tears.

- I waited for some little time, for no wise man will
ever seek to deprive a woman of her right to have a

good cry if she wants one, and then began my ques-
tioning again. I was wise enough, also, not to begin
where I left off. - ‘

“This weather,” I said, “ is very severe, and does

not suit everyone’s constitution. I fancy, from your

appeara:}lc{e,‘ that you feel the cold very much; am I

right?” . s

“No,” she rephed not as I know of. The weather
doesn’t hurt 1 me it lsnt that!”
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_“It ignt? And yét,‘you shiver now in this warm

© " room. What am I to infer? Are you sure you are

not' suffering from eold 2’

“Cold ? No, no, no, nothing like that, my head
aches, my eyes ache, my heart beats. Can’t you help
me?”

“ My poor girl, help you, willingly.”

“ Then what will you do?”

This she said eagerly, and I felt rather non-
)plussed for an answer. Before speaking, I got up
and drank a glass of water. This gave me time to
. think. :

«The first tfnng,” I said, suttmg down again,”—
“ the first thing I will do is to offer you good advice.
I think you need that more than anything else.
And I will begin by saying that it is absolutely
necessaty that you should live no longer alone. You
must have friends, or at léast acquaintances of some
sort or description, in the same house with you. You
have not told me why your lodgers left you as they"
did ; perhaps it doesn’t matter ; I cannot judge : but
you must endeavour to get some new omes. You
seem to be rather sad or reserved; I am very sorry
for you; but I do not see my way clear to suggesting

any particular remedy for this. I would like to help
you in this matter, but it is difficult to do so unless
one is very familiar with the life and character, and
I may also say, the circumstances, of the person one

_is treating. With regard to you, I cannot pretend
" to apy such familiarity, and therefore am obliged

to content myself with vague generdlizations. Do
yOu understand me ?”
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No; she did not. It was perfectly plain that she
was not attending to what I said. She was moving
her foot backward and forward on the floor, making
a'pattern on the carpet. This naturally displeased
me. )

“You are mot attznding to what I say,” I said;
“do you not think it would'be better for you to.do
so? You have come to me as a patient ; now the
first thing for you to do is to listen to my directions,
even if you do not follow them in the.future.”

Thus appealed to, the girl looked me straight in
the face. “ Your directions, sir, are very good in
their way, perhaps ; but they are of no use to me.”

I was astonished, and no wonder.  “ What do you
mean ?” T said. ’

“T mean, sir, it is'no use, you cannot help me.
I will die in the end. I know I must; I must not
keep-you any longer. No, nothing can be done.”

The tone of utter despail in her voice touched
me much. There was no make-believe about it what-
ever. As she spoke, she rose from her chair, and
put her hand into her pocket. Evidently she was
going to pay me a fee. I arrested her, however,
feeling that I had in truth done nothing deserving
of remuneration.

“Before you pay me,”-T said, « I sbould like to
be able to feel that I have done something for you.
This I cannot feel as yet. No-——I cannot take your

mouney, not without I know what I am takma
t for.” " - -

“ Your are very good, sir, very g good, I—I should
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not have come; I knéw it would be no-good ;—
but ”—

I was fa.l.rly roused. - It is not often that I lose
my temper, byt this was more than E could stand.
I was tired of being spoken tq in enigmas, tired of
vague generalities ; T spoke out.

“Girl,” I said, plantmo myself in front “of her,
and fixing my eye upon her. “tell me at once, what
is the master with you ¢’

“Sir ¥ .

“] demand, I ask, I must know, before you leave
this. oftice—what is there the matter with you, whag
is troubling you ? Why have you come to see me?
I insist upon your telling me, and I will permit no
more evasions of the truth.”

- At this peremptory question, her colour rose a
little. She stepped back a short -distance and
seemed to consider the matter.

“ Well—I am waiting for an answer !”

“Yes, sir. I will answer you; but don’t be hard
on me, will you ¢’ -

“No—1I will not. Only tell me the truth.”

«I will. You wish to know what troubles me.”

“I do.” ]

“Well; I-don’t know what to say; you will
laugh, or you will tell me go to some other man;
or—or "—

“I will do nothing of the kind. Tell me your ™
troubles, and, as I have said before, if, I can, I will .
help you. 1If I cannot, I cannot.”

“Oh, Dr. Thorburn! How can 1 make you
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understand it ?—I can’t It is inpossible—imposei-.
ble. It cannot be true; but it is true. Tell me,
Dr. Thorburn, is it possﬂ)le that, when people are
dead "—

« Yes‘ —

“When people are dead, they ever come back?

“ Come.back where ?” .

« Come back again. Is it possible 2 Tell me.”

I shook my head, this was not what I had
‘bargained for. I felt rather incredulous, I suppose

" I looked so. I was little prepared for what was to .

follow. _ v

“You say they cannot come ?”

I shook my head again.

“No, they cannot—-they cannot ; it is impossible !
At these words I attempted to speak and raised my
hand as if to ask her to pause. But in vain ; rising
from her chair with her face flushed and her eyes
burning with a. fire that T should not. have belicved
.possible in such a person, she waved me off, and com-.
menced to,tie her scarf in a double knot. “ No, of
-course not ; of course not. The dead cannot come
back again ; they cannot, and therefore they do not.
Yes—yes—and yet—they do come ! Yes, I under-
-stand it ; it cannot be, and, if it eannot be, it must
not happen. Yes, you . are nght,_ you cannot “help
me. You could not help me, as you said, unless you

"’

~ knew my case. You were right. You do not know

1t ; you never will know it. I must go home agdin!
No, I will not offer you money ?  Why should I?
Have you done anything for me? Have I got any - .
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_ good from coming ? .Have I learned anything that
will help me ?”

“Stay,” I'said, “let the money question be walved .
altogether ; let us not consider it at all. Let us have .
. a little more conversation on this subject. I may be
able to help you yet; I may be able to help you to
- get 1id of these—these—these illusions.”

At the word " illusions” she interrupted me. «Il-
lusions ? Yes; perhaps so; I wish to God they
) were! The troubIe is they are not ; they cannot be.
You do not understand. I might 1'ry and explain to
you what it is, but you begin by taking for granted
that I am deluded.” '

“My dear girl,” I said, “do hear me. It is not a
common thing in our practice to meet with such
cases as yours, but we do so occasionally ; and in
every such case I have seen good results flow from
- the fact that the patient becran although in some
cases it may be with reluctance, by acknowledging
~ that the ghosts of the dead or whatever it happened
. to be that he or she was troubled with in the way of
apparitions and visions, were the creatures of .a dis-
ordered imagination. Now I want you”—

“No, I won't ! I shall not begin by telling a lie
or trying to deceive myself. I know better. As I
- said before, I am not going to pay you ; I have noth-
ing to pay you for. But.I will not take up your
time longer, for it would be of no use to do so. ‘You do
not believe in me, I do not believe in you; I shall

thank you and leave.” '
. -“As you please,” I remarked. “If you have no-
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faith in me; and would not value my advice, I sup-
pose it would be loss of time for you to remain. I
would have been very willing to do what I could for
you, but if it is useless—”.

“It is quite useless,” she said, drawing her shawl
over her shoulders; “quite useless! I may thank
you, Dr. Thorburn ; I wish you would believe me ;
perhaps some day you will: if I should ever want
you; if I should ever send for you; would you
come ?”’ )

As she said this she gave me a piercing glance: I
felt a conviction of her sincerity overpower me at.
that moment.

“1 will surely come.”

“You will—thank you—then that is all ”

“All—yes. Except—would you mind giving me
‘your name ?”

“No; my name is Warne—Martha Warne.
Good-1ight.”

“Good-night,” T said; and in another moment
the door had closed behind her.

¥




CHAPTER V.

ne rrhost -seer . Such had been my visitor. Not a
gdunt mysterious personage with a hectic flush or
ghttenng eye, such as-we are accustomed to associ-
ate with the seeing of visions and dreaming of
dreans, but a plain matter of fact young woman, of’
whomn it might without disparagement be said that
she was common-placeness itself personified. =~ And
I had spent half an hour trying to discover what
bodily ailment she had been suffering from, I, who.
of all things in this trausitory world, have the great-
est conterpt for ghost-seers and visionaries. Some:
‘men, I know, like to Investigate such things as ap-
paritions and uslons, going from effect to eause, and
from one cause to another, until at length they dis-
cover the origin of what seems, at the outset, a su--
pernatural interference with the ordinary laws of
existence. Eut I have never had either the taste or
the time for such studies. They do not interest me..
Martha Warne should have gone to some other phy-
sician, to me, of all people in the world, her
case would seem the most unworthy of serious con-
sideration. _ ° .
: I will, however, go so far as to say that I felt a

" gertain amount of curiosiztz'y regarding her. I'did.
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wonder what manner of ghost it was thit condemned
her to sleepless nights and joyless days; I was al-
most sorry that I had not asked her for some par-
ticulars concerning it. But I have such a dislike of
pretending to entertain serious opinions regarding
such things, that I felt I could not have done it.
Looking back, and reflecting upon our interview,
felt‘that, on the whole, [ had done what was right.
A little curiosity was, I thoutrht natural ; but it was
just as well unsatisfied, seeing that, to sa,msl'y it, it
~would have been necessary to ask the girl to tell a
story which I was sure beforehand was a farrago of
nonsense and best left untold. Takm" it altogether
I had done wisely in letting her go as she did.

In this frame of mind I went up to my room and
got ready for dinner. In this state of mind I con-
tinued for some time. But I have now to relate a -
series of circumstances, in the face of which all my
opinions, theories and principles, vauish into smoke,
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CHAPTER VI

- It was a very wet night about the first of April
Everywheze in the city the streets were full of melt-
ing snow, mud and slush, and streams of water were

running one way or another, according as there was

" more or less room for them, without regard to the

‘gutters. The wind blew stdadily from the south-

east, and, at intervals, the rain fell in torrents like a

thunder shower ; which, aftera while, would subside

again into a mist and sometimes cease altogether, .
and allow the dull giay clouds overhead to be seen,

hurrying across the sky. .

It was during one of the intervals between the
showers that I went out ; and the light of the street
lamps was sufficient to euable me to keep on the
dryest part of the sidewalk, and avoid the muddy
pools. I had a long way to go, up over the hill,
through the dirtiest’ part of the city, and a good
piece beyond ; but T am comparatively young, and
am blessed with a goodly share of physical strength
and powers of endurance; so I did not look upon
the long tramp ahead of me, inclement as the night
was, as a very great endeavour.

My wife was anxious that I should drive; but

~ there are certam seasons of the year when I make
- 24
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it a rule to drive as little as possible. To pled along
in a buggy, with the horse sinking knee deep in the
mud one moment and splashing it up in-one’s face
the next, with the wheels dragging painfnlly on, the
one on your right being almost up to the axle in
water and the other grating on a piece of frozen
ground, while the rain is beating down on the dash-
board, in your face and "on your person, wetting
everything, even your feet, is to me the most un-
pleasant of all sensations. Part of the day I am
compelled to drive; but I invariably take to.my
heels before the day is over. Any one who knows
what the streets of Montreal are in April will read-
ily understand my preference for footing it; even on
a stormy night such as I have described. *

I need not say that I know the city well, that I
koow all the peculiarities of the different parts of
it. No one knows it better. I know all the civic
authorities and the functionaries dependent on them.
I know the magistrates, whom to look to for justice,
whom to look to for injustice, whom to avoid alto-
gether if you wish to keep out of the newspapers.
I know with whom it would be wise to consult with
regard t¢'educational matters; and what man has
the greatest recommendations to fit him for the con-
trol of the Sanitdry Board. I know all the alder-
men; I know all the policemen, and where to find
them. And, notwithstanding my repugnance to driv-
ing when it is possible for me to walk, I think T may
say that I know all the streets, both up town and
down town, as well as any cab-driver. . g
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My way, as I said before, lay up a steep hill
through the least inviting part of the city. In fact,
I had to walk the whole length of St.Urbain street.
This street, according to some authorities, divides
the English part of Montreal from the French ; part.
I cannot say that I fully coincide with -this asser-
tion.. No street, to my mind, can be said to do this;
if it is necessary to name one street or another as a
dividing line, however, I'suppose St. Urbain street
would do as well as any. But a mixed population
of French and English inhabit this and a dozen
other streets in the vicinity. One part of the city
“is distinctly English; another part French, but there
cannot, in strictness, be said to be a dividing line. *

© St. Urbain street is in no way remarkable except
that it is always very dirty. As every street in the
city is in a more or less wretched condition about
the first of April, this street at that seasof of the
year loses its sole claim te-distitiction. This night
it fully sustained -its reputation. Water was run-
ning down the middle of the street in a furious
manner, two or three different streams of it, some-
times coalescing, sometimes dividing into as many
more. The sidewalk wgs in a much better condition.
It was paved with brick, and was very uneven; the
slush was mixed with ashes which had been put out
to prevent people from slipping when it was icy, and
in the darkness it was not always possible to tell
whether a black spot ahead was a piece of brick
pavement, a heap of ashes or a pool of water. But
it was very much better there than ia the middle. of
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the street and 1 made my way along without much
discomfort.

I met, considering the kind of night it was, a good
many people. No one would have ventured out, I
am sure, unless it was absolutely necessary. But in
a large city, T have often observed, there are always
to be found persons as unfortunate as oneself ; it
will be a very inclement night indeed that one will
not find companions in misfortune as one trudges
wearily through the streets in the dark hours of
evening. Men with umbrellas struggling, not always
successfully to keep them from blowing inside out,
boys with their coat-collars turned up and their
hands in their pockets, girls in waterproof cloaks
and girls without any protection whatever but their:
ordinary clothes, children, even old women, I met
coming down the hill. Business, necessity, one thing
and another, had forced them to come out in the rain
and wind like myself. .

When I reached the top of the hill T stood still
for a minute to rest, The other side of the street,
just opposite to where I was standing, a rafher dis-
reputable  lane ran at right angles to the street up-
which I had come. At the corner, opposite to me,
there stood a' large brick building used as a public
school, although I believe that it was not for that
purpose that it was built. Leaning against the brick
wall, and in the full ljght of the street lamp at the
corner of “the street, I saw a policefilan. It was the
figure of a man of gigantic size, and was encased in
the usual policeman’sAuriiform, except -that he had’
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-changed his ordinary helmet for a broad brimmed
~cap like that of a sailor, as some of the police do
-on rainy days. As the broad brim of his cap, drawn
over his forehead, threw his face into shadow, I did
not recognize who it was; but I noticed that he
stood as motionless as the.brick wall behind him,
-and that, iunstead of looking up or down the street
-or straight before him, his face was turned upwards,
.as if he were engaged in contemplating the roofs of
the opposite houses.

Quite fascinated, though why I did not know, I
stood still for several minutes and gazed at him.
‘Then, bethinking myself of my errand, I turned and
‘continued my tramp. -After half an hour’s steady
walking I reached my destination ; and was soon
seated in front of a comfortable fire with a glass of
brandy and water in my hand.

What my business was it matters not. It was ofa
purely professional nature, and could be of no pos-
sible interest to any one but myself. Let it suffice to
say that after a consultation of two hours or more
with a brother physician whom I had cowme to meet,
it was successfully accomplished, and I set out to
return the way I bad come. 'On my way back, as it
was very late, being in fact after midnight, I met no
one. I was very busy, thinking over my errand and
its result. It was raining, but not heavily ; it had

been pouring in torrents while I was undgr cover,
~ but now, fortunately for me; it had slackened con-
siderably. I went doggedly on, going over some calcu-~
lations in my mind, and mentally adding up figures.
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I fancied that I had made a mistake in some import-
ant statements I had written out in the course of
the.evening, and went over a lot of statistics in order
to satisfy myself whether I had been right or wrong.
At length T succeeded in convincing myself that
I had been right.

When I arrived opposite the school-house, I
glanced instinctively across the street; what I
eﬁpected to see, if T expected anything, I do not
know ; but there, leaning against the brick wall,
still gazing up at the roofs of the houses on the
other side of the street, was the gigantic form of the
policeman, as motionless as ever. I started :—it was
a terrible night and lonely,and T had been three
hours gone :—yet there he was ;and he had not, to
all appearance, moved an inch since I had passed
before. ‘ ‘

I stopped for a moment or so, looked incredulously
at him, and started to cross the street. But the street
was a rushing stream of water ; it was late ; I knew :
that I ought to be at home ; and I reflected that if
he chose to stand there all night, it was no business
of mine :—so I retraced my steps, and continued my
course down the hill.

Half way down the hill, however, I paused. I
felt a great, a very great desire to go back. I hesit-
ated, I reasoned with myself, laughed at the idea of
running about to look at policeman at such an hour
of the night and in such a storm. But to no purpose;
back I felt myself impelled to go. Making a frantic
dash, and wetting both feet in the attempt, I forced

BN
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my way across the street, and re-ascended the hill.
I found the policeman in the same place, nor did he
‘move nor make any sign whatever that he was
-conscious of the approach of a st;ranoer Far from it ,
‘the closer I got to him, the more immoveable he
seemed to be. Iwalked up tohimand stood before him.
He di¢ not seem to be aware of my presence. Placing
.myself directly in front of him, so close that the
buttons of his coat rubbed against my waterproof, I
‘Jooked up—for I am a short man myself—into his
face. I knew the face very well. It was the face of
Pohceman Logan who was buried (ct the close of the
year!




CHAPTER VII.:

Here for a moment [ pause. What shall I say?
What can-I say? I can say nothing, absolutely
nothing. If I had any explanation to offer, any
reason to give, it would be well; but I have none to
bring forward, none to offer. I say nothing. I will,
however, explain, in a few words, who Policeman.
Logan was, and what I knew of him. .

At this distant date, persens will hardly re-
member a sudden death that took place in the
city of Montreal towards the close of the year 1886,

~ Early one morning about the hour of five, country
milk-men coming into town discovered the body of
a man lying dead on the pavement. The dead man
was Policeman Logan. An alarm was given, enquiries
were made, and the body was taken in charge by
the authorities. As is customary in such cases, a
post mortem examination was held at the Montreal
General Hospital, in the room set apart for that
purpose. I was one of the doctors whose duty it was
to assist at the investigation, and_well remember
with how much interest it was regarded by all who
" had any share in the task. A more finely developed.
man than the deceased I do not think I ever saw,
- He was fully six feet three inchesheight, straight in
' 31 ~ :
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as an arrow, and of almost perfect proportions. Every-
one who was present expressed admiration at his
well developed physique, and more than once since
I have heard some of my brother physicians refer-
ring to the subject. There was no doubt whatever
that his sudden death was caused by heart disease;
.and, when this became known, public interest in the
occurrence died out.

I cannot say that I had known anything particular
of Policeman Logan during his life. Slightly ac-
quainted with him I was; but I had never met him
in a professional way until—let me be pardoned the
remark—I found him on the dissecting table. I may
add, however, for it is not a thing to be lightly
regarded, that he bore a good character and was a
man of temperate habits. ‘ ’
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My feelings, a3 [ gazed upward into his face, can
better he imagined thar described. And yet nmo one
who. his not 'ex’geriencedi similar sensations can
imagine them. I do not’say that I was afraid; fear
is no word fgr the sensation 1 experienced the mo-
ment I became aware at whom I was gazing. Tam
no coward ; I am not superstitious; I never saw a
spectre or a ghost before, and T hope that I never .
may again : but - sick feeline came over me, my
throat grew dry, and a strange cold sense of horror
seemed to overwhelm me. I feit a sharp stinging -
umrder my eyelids, a horrible sensation which I can-
not describe. 1 would have moved away if I could
have ; but I seemed to have lost the power to do so.

What did [ do ? What ¢ould I have done ? I was
fascinated. I stood looking at him, looking at the
* buttons on his coat, looking at his great thick neck,
looki;wg up into his face, shuddering as Tdidso. I
tried to speak. I thought that, if I could say some- -
thing, the spell under which I seemed to lie
would be broken. But it was in vain that I tried to
articulate a syllable , the sourd died in my throat ;
I could not speak. I could not move; I could-hardly
even control my power of thought; I could only
stand and gaze, fascinated, ‘ '

o 33
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If, on the other hand, the figure of the policeman -
had moved only in the slightest degree, I -should
have felt at liberty to turn which way I would. But -
it did not. He seemed to be as much a fixture as
the brick wall behind him: The light from the street
lamp was beating on him, and showed off’ in strong
relief against the black darkness of the night his blue
coat and cape of India rubber. The lower part of
his face also was in the full light; the upper part,
including his eyes, was thrown into shadow Dby his
broad-brimmed cap. To all appearances utterly un-
conscious of my existence, let alone my close prox-
imity to him, there he stood, gazing steadfastly up
at the roofs of the houses across the street. I, quite
fascinated and, I am bound to confess, under a sort
of spell, stood gazing as steadfastly at him.

How long I stood there in the same position 1 do
not know. It seemed a very long time; possibly it
was not many inutes. The rain, which for a while
had been holding up, began to fall again heavily. I
was, as it were, protected a little from it by the brick
building alongside, and even perhaps by the im-
mense form of the policeman himself. At least I
did not mind it. I knew that it was raining ; I knew
that it was raining hard ; but I did not even try to
move. I could not turn my head; I could-not help
looking at him.. Had he glanced at me, had he
moved a muscle, had he given me any intimation
whatever that he was aware of wy presence, I think
I could have moved away; but he did not. He
stood rigid, firm, fixed, immoveable, )
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At last, from standing in the same position so
long, and perhaps also from staring so fixedly in one:
direction, I began as it were to lose myself and be-
come completely absorbed in one idea, as people are
supposed to do when they are under the influence
of a mesmerist. 1 have always despised, and do
-still despise, all persons who allow themselves to
become the dupes of meswmerism, spiritualism, or
“anything of the kind ; but I confess that on this oc-
casion my power of will seemed to be concentrated
on one idea; and that idea seemed to be something
separate and apart from mysélf and beyond my con-
trol.  Iu other words, after a time—how long a time
I: do not know—mny fear, which had been so great at
first, lessened, until it was (uite gone ; and I simply
waited in expectation of—what 7

The policeman, as I have befofe remarked, kept
his eyes fixed steadfastly on the house opposite.
While I stood gazing at him abstractedly, I remem-
ber that the thought crossed my mind, “what was
he looking at?” I felt at first a vague, then a
stronger, then an absorbing desire to know. After
a few minutes, forgetful of everything else, forgetful
of the fact that a little while before I had lost the
power of motion, I turned my back to him and be-
gan to gaze in the same direction as he. ,

At first T saw nothing at all. The street lamp
that I have mentioned was not three yards away
from us and it had been shining, as T have said, full
on the policeman’s face. On the other side of
the street there was no light ; for a minute or two I
seemed to be peering-into the thick darkpess only.
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Then «radually I made out the outlines of a house:
"There ‘wére, just opposite to us, three houzes, all
-similar in appearance, and not in the least remark-
- able or singular. High wooden structures, once, I
imagine, inhabited by the wealthy, now abandoned
to the*poorer classes, there was nothing about them to
attract attention. Yet I confess that I gazed with
no ordinary interest at the middle of the three.

I looked at the roof; I saw the dim outline of
chimuies; I saw the line of the roof distinet from
the gray sky behind it. I saw the dark shadows
under the projecting eaves. I saw the windows; I
counted them ; there were five in the second storey
and four in the first. ~One thing only struck me as
singular. The door was open ! :

Why should it not be? What was there remark-

- able about an opentdoor ? Perhaps some one was
just coming out; perhaps some one had just gonein ;
perhaps it had been left open by mistake, or had
blown open ; there might be a hundred reasons for
it being open. " '

et I was not satisfied to think so. The idea that
there was something peculiar about a house which
leaves its door open at night and in such a locality,
took possession of my mind, and was not to be dis-
lodged. What could it ‘mean, this house with the
open door ? What could it meqn Was it possible to
find: out ? :

The thought fascinated me. I am usually, and, I
think, with reason, considered a very" careful, pru-
dent man, one who is not liable to be excited at any

-
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time or 1 .der any circamstances. Yes, T am usually
cauticus. If Iacted differently this time from what
T usually do, I do not know why ; I do now know
that I did. I am simply relating facts which are”
present to my mind. Let me continue. '

! crussed the street, not-even turning in my haste
to take a last look at the policeman. I believe that
I azain got my feet well soaked for my pains. But
I did not mind that. I crossed over, looked up the
street and down the street ani around, to see if there
was any one near ; and then mounted the two wooden .
steps that led up to the door.

I will not say that I was not a little apprehen-
sive. No man likes to play the part of a house-
breaker if he is not accustomed to it; and I own to
a feeling of shame at my presumption as I passed
through the doorway. But pass through I did ; my
curiosity overeame every other feeling. I walked de-
liberately in at thé open door, and stood in the hall

I wondered, as T did so, what prompted me; surely
something did. 1 went reund the hall carefully,
groping about in the darkness, feeling my way. 1t
seemed to be quite empty. It was a very ordinary
hall as far as I could make out. Atlast I came to
the staircase. . It was “of wood, and uncarpeted.
Something impelled me forward, and forward I went,
_ one stair after another; and every time that I put
my foot down, it seemed to me as if the sound
- reverberated through the house.

At the top of the stairway I paused. - Where was
I? Was I in an empty house ? It seemed as if it were
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indeed so. And what was I doing there, I, a marued
man with a family, and therefore Lound to beall the
1more scrupulous with regard to my actions—I,
standing at the top of the stairway in a strange
house, at the hourof one in the morning —how would
it be if some one were to discover me? For a mo-
ment, these considerations weighed heavily with me;
‘for a moment I felt like dashing downstairs, out and
away, as quickly as possible.  But I did nothing of
~ the kind. Having zot so far, I wmade up my mind
that 1 must see something before [ left.

[ stepped along the upper hall. Like the hall
below it was empty. There was no carpet, aud every
step | took seemed to echo through the darkness. I
could just discern a window at the further end,
Slowly, very slowly and carefully -l made my. .way
to the window and looked out.

The window looked into the street ;it was, in fact,
directly over the front door, and therefore 1doked

towards the place where I had been standing, As

1 looked out, I could see, through the pouring rain,
the lamp at the corner, shedding its light amid the
darkness around, and the form of the policeman

_behind it. I shuddered at the sight ; for, now, that I
“had got across the street and into the house, he
* seemed to be looking straight at me. Indeed T ima-

gined that he was actually conscious where I was,
and fancied that 1 could see the gleam of his eyes
under’the brim of his cap, distant as it was.

This must have heen imagination, but it held me

. for a time impassive. I looked out from the window
E ) . -
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of this apparently empty house into the street {lnder ‘
mnuch the same spell-bound feeling as I had expe-
rienced before. And:in the “same way I mentally
noted several small details which at a time of such
unusual excitement would naturally be overlooked.
[ noticed that the glass of the window was clean as”
if it had been lately washed or rubbed, that the floor
was clean and not dusty, that therc were no cobwebs
or any other appendage, denoting neglect or decay,
and that the air of the hall was fresh and pure.
These things seemed to me to go far to prove that
this house into which I had Wandpred was, although
~empty, not deserted.

I wag prursuing this course of reflections, having
lost once again, as 1 did in the street, my sense of
fear, when, all at once; my heart seemed to stop,
and 1y hair stood- up on end.” In the hall below,
there was a sound ; the street door through wlnch L
had entered closed !

Was it a step ? Was it a’ meqd ? Was it a cry, or -
a tustle, or a fall? None of these. The door closed
tirmly -but not loudly, and then something seemed
to move. It was not a tread, not a foot-step, not a
rustle. I cannot describe the sound. The sound of
the wind blowing gently in at an open window con-
veys the best idea I can give of it. Something was
moving below, something was coming upstairs, some-
thing was passing through the house ; what T knew
not.

. I did not exclaim, I made no sign with my lips
. to see or to hear I endeavored not. Falling on my
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knees, with my eyes closed and w:y hande clasped in
horror, ¥ cowered in the da.kness b-{ore ::a unknown
presence. I confess my extreme fear; I adwif my
utter loss of self-control ; how many, after such an
experience as I had just gone through, would have
done otherwise: In that desperate moment the
thought of my rashness and folly fillel me with an
overpowering sense of shame. Whatever exposure
might be impending, whatever punishment might
_ensue, I felt that I deserved it all. 1 was hopeless.

How long I lay there, crouching on the floor by
the window, I cannot say; it could not -have been
long. Whoever or whatever it was that was moving
in the hall and upon the stairs, did not cowme near
me [ heard something moving; I could swear that
some one passed within a few yards of me ; but that
1s all. No ene touched me, no one approached me,

I was still in an agony of apprehension as to what
was about to happen, when a sharp, short cry rang
through the house. It was not a cry of pain: I am
an old experienced physiciangand I can distinguish
in a moment a cry produced by pain or physical
suffering from an exclamation of fear or surprise.
But neither was this- a cry of fear nor of surprise.
It betokened neither: it was an exclamation of
despair.

That cry brought back my courage. Most men
in the presence of the unfamiliar and the unknown
become cowards. Brave sailors and soldiers, if placed
outside of their own spheres of action, not unfre-
quently become overcautious or even timorous. Thus
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*it had been with me. Tut the cry of the suffering,
the sight of the despairing inevitably brinos back to
a man whatever courage, whatever manhood he has
ever been possessed of ; and arouses to his mind the
will to help, to succour, or to cheer. In another mo-
ment I was on my feet once more, ready to turn and
profer my assistance to whomsoever it was of avail.

Sound is very deceptive, but I was sure the cry
which I had heard had come from a reom on'the
very flat on which T was standing: it was not a
loud cry, and I was confident that it would take but
a few steps to lead me to the room whence it had
proceeded. I stood up and looked ardund. I had
come straight alung the hall from the stairway; I
wouldgnow examine the rooms one by one, until I
found the person who was in need of help. That I
was about to render a service, I did not for a moment
doubt, for what else had I come?

1 was already two or three steps from the window,
when it crossed my mind that I had not looked out
after regaining my feet to see if the figure of the
policeman still -remained a sentinel or watcher on
the corner oj.posite. - I retraced my steps and ldoked
out again. There had been a strong conviction in
my mind that I would find him gone; aud, sure
enough, goue he was. The street lamp still shed its.
licht around the corner, and shone bravely amid the
rain and mist; but the stalwart figure leaning
against the brick wall, with the dark coat and broad
brimmed hat, was no longer visible. I was glad that
it was so ; it seemed to me to indicate that T was to




THE KIYQTERY OF MARTHA WARNE:

have no more to do with spectres or ghosts, but
was henceforth to meet with human beings and
minister to their needs. With this agreeable pre-
sentiment, I started again.

I cannot very well describe the way the- house
was built. [t was a plan common in buildings of an
early date. This house,l presume from its size, had
once been inhabited by wealthy people, as there
were rooms on each side of the hall, and the ceilings
were high.  On the second tloor, where I had been
for some time, there was a narrow passage-way
which separated the rooms at the front from the
rooms at the back. Half way between the window
and the stairs, therefore, I stood at the beginning of
this passage-way. Looking aleng the passage-way,
I saw a faint licht streaming throngh a door which
must have been open only a crack.

The house, then, was inhabited. . When [ found
that it was so, I felt a new sensation. T felt alarmed,
not so much for my«elf as on account of theoccupants.
I can hardly help smiling at the idea, but 1 really
seemed to feel myself more than half a house- breaker,
and I thought how frightened the person or persons
in that room would probably be if they knew that a
strange man had entered the house, and was stand-
.ing within a few yards of them. On the other hand,
the cry that I had heard did not tend to re-assure me;
I began to think about it, and stopped a moment to
consider what it was best to do. )

Now was the time to turn back and leave
the house. I felt that if I did right I would go.
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But it is not in my nature to start on a tour of in-
vestigation and leave off just when there is some hope '
of getting to the root of the matter to be inquired
into. [ listened ; there was not a seund. 1 could
hear nothing, not even the wind and the rain out-
side. No groans, or moanings, or sighs, nor any
manifestations such are usually met with in haunted
houses were apparent to my senses.
‘T made up my mind what I would do. [ would
vo- very cautiously along the narrow hall, and take
one look in at that open door. Then, my curiosity
satisfied, | would go home and tell my wife a lie
as to my late whereabouts, and endeavour to forget
all 1 had séen and done. T felt that if she were to
be told the truth. she would without doubt, infer
that my mind was aftected. Better T thought to
tell one’s wife a lie than let her suffer so painful an
apprehension. _
I crept along. Every time that T put my foot to
the floor it seemed to me that I made so much
noise that I must perforce be heard over the entire
house. Half a dozen times I stopped to listen, and
held my breath. Two or three minutes I must have
waited just beside the door, summoning all my
courage to take the last step. I half expected some
one to rush out and knock me down : it seemed to
me that the inmates of the house, whoever they
might be, must be aware of my presence.
At last I took courage and advanced a couple of
steps to a position from which I could see the room.
The door opened in such a manner that 1 was ~
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obliged to stand at the further side. of tiie doorway,
in ord-r to look through. As I glanced, with some
trcpidation, though the half-open door, I could not
fofbear uttering an exclamation aloud.

The room was of moderate size and dingy. The
floor was bare, the walls were bare, there v re no
curtains to the windows. A small iron b.dstead
stoop opposite the door. Near the bed was a
wooden table on which, in a brass candlestick, stood
a lighted candle. -The most noticeable article in the
room was a trunk, open, and apparently half full of
clothes, which stood near the table. On the side of
the bed sat a young girl. Her face seemed familiar.
In a moment I recognised her; it was Martha
‘Warne !




CHAPTER IX.

I l:iave said that T uttered an exclamation; I did.
T do not believe in ghosts; I did ot expect to see
chesis, I cannot exactly say that I expected to see
robbers, cut-throats or assassins ; but I confess that
when I saw the interior of the room, with this young
girl as its sole occupant, I could not help giving ut-
terance to my swrprise. It vas not only that I recog-
nized her; had I recognizzd, in the yonnz person
who sat on the side of the bed in this room, any
other acquaintance, it would not hr .2 so startled me.
In a moment came back the recollection of her
visits, of her hesitation, of her confession, of my con-
tempt, and of her abrupt departure, leaving me in
complete innorance of the facts of the case which
was to have been presented to me. Would to God
I had listened to her ! And vet, had T dowue so, would
I have given any credence to her story ? No; I could
not have believed a word of it ; I could not have be-
lieved a word of it. And now, wha: had happened !
As I found myself locking at her my brain seered
. to be all in a whirl ; I felt like one in a dream.

Martha Warne. as T once before remarked, was
neither beautiful nor the reverse.. There was noth-
ing in her personal appearance to excite remark.
But it, when T had seen her before, she had failed to
interest me, I now made ample amends for the cal-
lousness of the past. Never, to my dying day, shall
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I forget her, as I saw her at that moment, sitting on
the side of the bed, beside the table. Although it
was then long past midnight, she had not begun to
undress. Her hair, long, straight, and of a light
brown colour, hung down over her shoulders. Her
-elbows were rest:iug on her knees, and her chin was
resting on her hands.  Dut it was the expression of

her face that startled me. I have seen people an-

noyed, amazed, excited, agonized, hut this young
uirl’s face expressed neither annoyance nor surprise,

excitement nor pain; her expression was one of

blank despair. _

- How shall T tell it? How shall T describe the
feelings which overwhelmed me as I stood theve
vazing at her, while the minutes wore away and the
hours of the night rolled slowly on?  She was quite
unconscious of my presence ; she neither moved nor
looked around her ; her eyes seemed to be staring,
and yet seeing nothiﬁg. 1f she had lnoked upin the
direction in which I stood, I think she must
have seen nie ; but she did not. The time passed
slowly. Long as I had been in approaching the
room, it seemed to me that the time had been short
in comparison with the period I spent at the door.
My feelings once more underwent a complete
change; I had been fearful, anxious, nervous ; now I
was nothing of the kind% the only sentiment which

remained and which pervaded my whole nature, was

one of pity. What her trials were I could not, of
course, know ; but such a look of helplessness, de-
spair, despair past all words, I had never seen on
any human face. The opinion that I had formed




CHAPTER X

We stood face to face. "We had parted in my
study. this girl and I, she full of contewipt and dis-
pair, ! pitiful and half compassionate, yet withal
cold and unsympathic. We were again face to face.
What chanees the events of the last few hours had
broucht in the opinion which ecach had then formed
of the other! What oceans.of experience I seemed-
to have crossed ! With what interest and awe 1
gazed at her'! What her feelings were T cannot
say ; but with no little emotion must she have be-
held the scornrul physician coming to her rescue,’at
this fateful honr when death seemed so near and all
hope goue. . .

For a little while we looked in each other’s eyes
in silence. I was the first to speak.

“ Martha Warne.”

“ Dr. Thorbum.” ,

Her voice trembled.  The hard, desperéte look on
her face relaxed, and her lips moved nervously, Nhe
clasped her hands, and, looking down to the floor
where lay the shattered fragments of the little glass
bottle, shuddered at the danger from which she had
escaped. Placing my hands on her arms, I moved
her gently backwards, and without sneaking to her,

motioned her to be seated. Then, for some minutes
: 49 D
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I busied myself with picking up the pieces of glass
and obliterating as best 1 could the stain on the
floor. From the smell of the liquid I knew that it
must have been a dose of such narcotic power that,
aftér taking it, she would have gone to sleep never
to awaken. I spent some time in this way, knowing
that,in the state of nervous excitement in which I had
found her, it was best for her to have time to collect
her thoughts. While I was engaged in this work
she sat with her face hidden in her hands. When
I had‘finished, I sat down beside her, and asked to
be allowed to feel her pulse. She gave me her hand
witht a child-like submission.

“The first thing I must do for you,” 1 said, “is to
get you a nurse. ‘You are in a fever, and you want
rest and care. You shall have both. Now, to-night,

while you are suffering and oppressed by so much-

physical and mental distress, it will be best for you
to say as little as possible to me. Some other time
we will talk of your troubles; not now. Before,
when. I met you, I let you leave me without doing
anything to help you. Providence has sent me to
“help you to-night, and I will do my best to aid
you.” ' _

She turned her face towards me and burst into
tears. 1 felt that, in the state of mind in which she
was, nothing could do her more good, and for a little
while I kept silent. Then I resumed.

“ T wish you,” Isaid, *to place yourself entirely
under my care and guidance. I want you, for the
present, to let me think and act for you. I want you

o’

P I I
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of her before, that.she was a_girl whose character
was beyond and above reproach, a girl whose life was
untinged by the gaudy lights and fitful shadows of
an evil career, was strengthened. So much was, as
it-were by intuition, perfectly plain to me, and T felt
a deep and absorling interest in her, a yearning
anxiety to know what had been her misfortunes and
trials to have brought her to such-a pass. ¥

I waited ; I waited long.  Still she sat there in
the same position, moving not a muscle. 1 felt-that
T must sooner or later, in some way or other, make
my presence known to her. I felt that I must; be-
fore I left, endeavour to help her, if help were in my
power to give. I thought over the strange circum-
stances which had induced me to enter the house at
such an unseemly hour, of the vision of the police-
man, and its strange effect npon me, how 1 had
passed and repassed him, how T had gone back to
take a closer look at him, and how I had been spell-
bound at the sight when, at last, I stood before him,
face to face. I thought of my strange entry into the
house, of my hesitancy and apprehension, and of the
fatality which had seemed to urge me forward. I
thought of the wild sharp cry of despair which had
suddenly rung out in the stillness of the night while
I was on my kuees by the window, awaiting I knew
not what. I thought it all over, and once or twice
I pressed my hand to my forehead to make sure that
I wasnot in.a dream. It seemed more like a dream
than a reality : it seems. like a dream now.

But to continue. While T was wondering whether




THE MYSTERY OF MARTHA WAKNE. .

an all-wz 1 Providence or a mere freak of chance
i.ad induced me to follow up this strange series of
adventufes, the girl made a faint motion with her™
hand. She seemed to be feeling for something.

At first I thought she was looking for her hand-
kerchief, and paid but little attention to her move-
ments. Her eyes she did not move. She put her
hand behind her, then bent forward and reached it
to the floor, then drew it back again into her lap.
Her head now résted only on one hand. She did
this again and again like one in a dream, as if hardly
conscious of her own actions. The third time she
did it she found what she sought for, and drew forth
from behind her a small bottle or phial, which ap-
peared, as far as I could judge, to be full of a colour-
less fluid. Tmmediately the thought burst upon me
witi lightning-like rapidity ; this girl was contem-
1-ating self-destruction !

-1t was no chance! Men may call it chance, or
they may call it fate, they may call it providence.
Some unseen power had sutely led me thither. I
had arriggl in time to save a young girl from taking -
her own life, a lite which I felt sure, from looking
at her aloue, was one of innocence. I had come in

~time. I was not a minute too soon. Innocent
though she-1uight be, she was resolute, this girl, and
full of determination to accomplish her dire resolve.
If I had waited for half a minute, I would have
been too late. She pulled the cork from the bottle,
and wds raising it to her lips, when I rushed for-

‘ward ; and, without saying a word or making any
pretence of-accident, dashed it to the floor.

> -’
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just to feel thar I am taking care of you, that I am
" your guardian, your protector. I want you to place
implicit-confidence in me. Will you ?” ‘
She did not answer.

“Tam not going to do anything strange,” I con-
inued, thinking o - infained
during our interview in the study, and wondering
whether, after all, it would_not be better to let her
talk to e a little and relieve her mind ;—“1 am
not going to do ahything unusual, I often take sick
people under my care, and act for- them as if they
belonged to me.  Will you not let me do this for
you.”. _

She shook her head, but I persevered none the
less.

“I can see for myself” T went on; “I can see
for myseli that very strange and, asfaras I am con-
cerned, inexplicable things are happening from time
to time in this house. I can see that when you
spoke to me of ghosts and dead men coming back -
again, you were not, as I thought, a victim of hallu-
cinations :—or, if you are, then I am also.”—

At these words she started to her feet. Her
eyes sought mine, with a strange look of fear not
unmixed with triumph, which soon, in its turn,
changed to pity.

“You—you have seen him: You have seen him
—is it not so? Have you see him? Can it be
possible 2 Oh, Dr. Thorburn {”

I motioned to her to sit down again. I felt my-
self no longer a ghost-seer. The presence of a single
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other human being had done away with the
effect of my previous experience. I was again a
physician ; and determined that, for tlie time being,
I would ignore aught but physical maladies.

“Do not,” I said, “think any more of what you-
or I or anyone else has seen to-night. We will
discuss the subject fully in a day or two, when you
are better able to do so.”

“ 1—1I shall never be better—never! You do not

.- - know what you ask.”
' A doctor hears this said fifty times a day. I paid
no attention to it.- “ What perplexes me now,” 1
. continued, “is, who is to remain with you while I
go away to procure a suitable nurse for you. You
ought not to be alone.”

At this she burst into a laugh.

« Alone ? I, glone? O, Dr. Thorburn ! what else
should I be? What else shall I ever be? Who
would stay with me, to see what I see, and hear
what I hear? Some of them think I am mad and
others say the house is haunted; who would come
here, do you think, to keep me company ?”

“Who 77 I said ; “ now that is just what I wish
to say to you. I am not going to ask any of your
friends to come and stay with you; I know that
‘would not answer my purpose at all. What I pro-
pose is that I should get a nurse, a woman whom I
can trust, to come and take care of you, for a few
days at any rate. -I have determined, with your

~ permission, to investigate these mysterious cireum-
stances, and ‘I shall assume for the present the en-
tire charge of you. Will you agree to this ?”
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¢ Oh ‘—useless to try” she said sighing, and her

- face resuming the old expression of despair; “ you

«lo not know what you ask; you do not knmow what
I am ; you do not know what I have done—"

«T do not,” T replied; “but it does not matter
now ; you need help; I can supply it; is not that
enough 2” .

“Yes,—but, Dr. Thorburn, do not you wish to
know all about this fearful —this fearful—"

A sob prevented her from finishing what she was
going to say. “Stop,” T said; “to-morrow—an-
other time—tell me all. To-night, nothing. I want
to know nothing now. I am going away to bring-
back a responsible woman to look after you, and
every thing that requires looking after in this house.
Are you afraid to stay alone ?”

«“ Afraid 2—Oh, God, I afraid! Afraid ?2—”

T meaf,” I said, “will you mind waiting alone
until I come back ? -If [ mistake not, you are al-
ways aloune, s0 you will not be afraid ; am I not
right ?” o ) »

“ Alone'; if I could only be alone—O, Dr. Thor-
burn, Dr. Thorburn ! why did you come? Why did
you come? I might have been safe now, safe now
from it all, and it would all be over. Oh'! do you
know what you have done? There is no hope for
me, no hope for me until I die; then there will be
rest ! And you have driven away my last hope—
my last hope !” ' :

“My dear girl,” I said, pressing her hand as I did
s0, “my dear girl. you are mistaken ; believe me,
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there is hope, always hope. - Without hope one

might well be driven to despair. But God has sent
me to you, and you must try and take courage. Will
you remain quiet and wait for me until T come
back ?”

She nodded, but did not speak. I saw that she
was going to do as I wished, and rose to go. Asl
turned to the door she called me back.

“ Dr. Thorburn, here; you will want the key.”

“The key; what key ?”

“ The key of the front door; where isit? Yes,
inmy pocket.” As she spoke, she felt in her pocket
for the key, and, having found it; handed it to me.

“The key of the front door! The front door is
open.” Then it flashed across my mind that I had
heard it close while I was waiting in the hall. “Give
me the key, all the same ; I may be mistaken.”

But I was too late; she had started to her feet
again. “Open ?—open?-— Then—you did see him !

I hesitated, and munbled something uuder my
breath.

“You saw him—tell me, you saw him ?

“ Saw him,” I said, looking at her very earnestly
as I said it—* saw whom, the policeman ?”

“Eh?—the policeman ;—the policeman ;—who
does he mean? What is it—what do you mean ?>—
what policeman ?”

Here was a mystery. I would have given much
to have sat down then and there and asked for en-
lightenment, but duty forbade. “ Never mind,” I
said, *“ I will tell you all about it again—to-morrow.
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Only let me have my way to-night. Do you retire
to bed while T am away. Let me find you there
when I return. I will come back in an hour; only
be patient.” ,

She came forward, however, to where I stood, and
laid her hand on my arm. “ Dr. Thorburn—I will
do as you wish-—only, before you go, listen—listen
to what I say to you; listen to me and promise me
what I ask you. Dr. Thorburn, I believe in you; I
believe every word you have said ; I know you will
do what is right ; I know that you will tell me what
is best, and will tell me the truth. Will you make
me a promise ?”

« A promise? Yes, I will. You trust me; I will
trust you; let us have confidence in each other.”

Her eyes filled with tears, and I felt her hand
tremble as I took it in mine.

“Dr. Thorburn—you know nothing about it, I
can see that; you know nothing. I can sec that
you have had something strange bappen to you or
you would not be here; but you really know noth-
ing, do you?”

“No,” Isaid; “I do not.”

““You do not ’—she breathed more freely —“ you
do not. But you must know it all. T want-you to
promise me this: Will you come again, here, to-
morrow night at the same time to see me, and come
alone? Whoever you bring to stay with me can
stay if you like also ; but I wish vou to come your-
self. Will you?” ' o

“ To-morrow ?”
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“Yes, to-morrow night, at the same time, a quar-
ter to twelve or about that. Say you will come ;
promise me—"

“ I promise.” .

‘A sad smile that went to my heart fluttered over
her face for a moment and then was gone. She
withdrew her hand from mine. “Thank you, Dr.
Thorburn, thank you. Another day, another unight,
and it will all be over. It will all be over. Thank
you, Dr. Thorburn, thank you—thank God 1"

Her earnestness, her intensity, the thrilling tone
of her voice all impressed me, and inspired me with
a feeling I had never known before. It seemned as
if 1 were just on the threshold of some unseen
worltl, on the point of some great discoverv. Some
terrible secret was to be laid bare. I could hardly

‘bring myselt to turn away. In spite of myself I .
trembled.




CHAPTER XL

I left her standing in the middle of the room, and
made my way to the door. I dared not look around,
lest I should be prompted to ask guestions which
had better be left for the morrow. I passed out intp
the-hall ; there, at the end, was the grim light of the
window ; here was the passage-way by the side of
the staircase ; here the stairs. I felt my way down ;
there was a balustrade, and 1 held on by it; I could
not see the lower hall ; all- was dark. Then it flashed
upon me that I shoula have provided myself with a
candle. I had not thought of it; neither apparently
had Martha Warne. I might have gone back for
one, but, by this time, no doubt, the girl was pre-
paring to retire to bed, and I would only alarm her.
At any rate, I t,]goug;tht., I can strike a match, and
that will do. : )

I am a smoker and always carry matches. I found
one aud struck it. It burned slowly, but at last the
blue light of the sulphur died out and the wood
caught fire. Then I could see the hall. It was very
grim and- bare. There seemed to be nothing on the
floor, nothing on the walls. The front door was
closed. I tried it; it was locked. I looked around
me for a moment with an uncanny feeling, remem-
bering how it had been wide open when I first saw

57 '
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it. Who, thought I, had entered since then? Evi-
dently not the poh‘@eman for the girl upstairs seemed.
to know nothing whatever of him. When the light
shone I could see no trace of anyone. Yet some-
body had shut the door, somebody had gone upstairs
after me. And it was not Policeman Logan. Were
there, then, more ghosts than one? But who spoke
of ghosts >—who believed in such things 2—In
strange thoughts indeed was I indulging !

While I was looking about- me the match went
‘out and I was forced to light another. When it was.
half-burnt I put the key in the lock and turned it.
The door opened. I stepped out into the street ; my .
heart gave a great thump, for I was free once more

Free—in the open air—ah, it was indeed refresh-
ing! I remember how I stood on the pavement and
~ drank in the moist-air. Moist it was in truth for the
rain was falling in torrents, pouring down straight
in large drops, flooding the street, flooding the gut-
ters, running down over the side-walk like a brook.
But I felt free, free of the mouldy atmosphere of the
house, free from the dread surprises that were always
in store within free of the girl’s calm look of supreme
despair. I felt free even though soaked through and .
through, free and full of nerve.

I had before made up my mind what [ would do.
T would start at once for one of the Roman Catholic
sisters of mercy who I knew would be willing to.
come and nurse my newly-found patient. I am a
Protestant, a Presbyterian in fact; but I know whom

to-trust and whom not to trust with a case like that
~of Martha Warne. Trained nurses are invaluable
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but these sisters of mercy are trained in two ways;
they are not ounly good, kind and capable women,
able to watch by a sick bed and to attend a patient
with care and skill, but their life teaches them to
maintain a strick reserve and a non-interference with
things that do not concern them, to which all other -
women are strangers. I have seen much of them
very much ; and I cannot speak too highly of themn.

I had a mile and a half to go, and could not fnd
a cab except by going a mile out of my way. This
I was not willing to do; time was too precious. So
I walked the whole distance. It seemed to me that
the water was running in at the toes of my boots
and out at the heels. As I had rubbers on my feet
which were new and could therefore have had no
holes in them, I suppose this was imnpossible ; but it
seemed so. I am sure that the water ran in a stream
down my back and that there was not a square inch
of dry clothing on me. '

In a wretched plight indeed was I, when I at
length reached my destination. Anywhere else I
should have felt ashamed, but here I knew there
would be no surmises, or, if there were, that I would
never hear of them. It is one of the supreme merits
of these women that they ask no questions; if they
know you, they trust you ; if they don’t, not a word
is wasted ; the door is shut in your face.

They know me well, and it was not long before 1
was seated in a cab with a nurse beside me, driving
off to St. Flavie street. As I pessed along, or rather
as we passed along, I looked at my watch. It wgs
four o'clock in the morning.




CHATTER XIIL

It is not necessary for me to describe in detail
how we arrived at our destination, how we found
Martha Warne in bed, how I gave my nurse charge
concerning her, and took my leave. Just before I
left, she put up her hand, and, drawing my head
down, said in a whisper “at half-past eleven this
next night ;” and T answered, < 1 will be here.” In
another minute [ was gone. »

The day was dawning when at last 1 reached home
and got into bed. Of course no one in the house had
been much exercised about my absence. [ did,
indeed, tell one little lie. When my wife said « dear,
what kept you, I thought vou said you would be
home at eleven,” I answered, *“ so I should have been
if T hadn’t met with some oue who required my
services, as [ was coming hack :” that was all.

Day was almost dawning when 1 got to bed. As
for sleep I got none. I turned over ,and over, reos
from my bed, drank some brandy, took a few whiffs
from my pipe, did everything 1 could think of to
induce sleep; but in vain. 1 would have taken.a
dose of chloral ‘only that"l was expected at the
Hospital at ten in the morning, and I must first
dress and breakfast, which would leave but little

time for sleep. [ spent the night, what there was
60
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deft of it, in misery. As often as I closed my eyes, [
“saw the great form of the dead policeman, standiag
~in the glare of the gaslight. If I succeeded for a
moment in driving the thought of him from my
mind, I saw, instead of it, Martha Warne’s face with
its agonized expression of despair, as I had seen it
alter making my way to the door of Ler room. After
awhile I fell into a sort of doze, when the shrill cry
which I had heard seemed again to ring in my ears,
and I awoke with a start. I looked for the full light
of day to drive away thesephantoms and recollections,
thinking that I would be able to snatch a few hours
of repose before my daily duties called me to rise
and go to work ; but no; the darkness faded away,
the sun rose, and the gray light of an April morning

grew stronger and stronger. and the forms that had
haunted me from the beginuing still stood at my
bedside. 1 could not get rid of them. I even went so
far as to reason with myself aleud, to trv and faney
that I had been the vietim of nightmare @ but I only
got the more contused: and the recollection of all
that I had seen only got the more vivid, the longer

I thought of it all. For me there was no rest.
The hours wore on and 1y head began to ache.
As the daylight increased, so did my discomfort; I
could hardly remain in bed. At last T rose and wens
to a looking-glass o I seemed o have losi oy own
identity. The face I saw reflected in the glass fitght-
ened me: not a vestige of colour was left in my
cheeks ; the pallor of death seemed to have spread
itself over my face. I was horror-struck. .
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To go about the labors of the day was now immpos-
sible. I resolved to go back-again to bed. Ringing a
bell, I summoned my wife, and telling her that T-
had a very severe head-ache, requested that I might
not be disturbed during the day. This doue, I took
an opiate and retired to bed. Ere long I was sleep-
ing soundly.

It must have been many hours before I awoke-
When I did, I, for a long time did not think of
looking to see what the hour was. I was no sooner
awake than it all came back to me; and with a
clearer brain aud a lighter head I was able to medi-

- tate for a while on what I had gone through. Alas:
many times since I have meditated, thought, dreamed,
fancied, reasoned ; and I am as far to-day from arriv-
ing at a solution of the questions which puzzled me,
as I was when I lay on my bed that afternoon-

It must have been a couple of hours after waking
that I rose and called for food. I was too impatient,
too anxious for the night to come, when I could
hurry to the bedside of Martha Warne, to be able
to cccupy the intervening hours with any profes-
sional business. I refused all callers; I answered no
summons ; I told my wife not to bother me; I left
my letters unopened on the table. I ate very little.
I drank copious draughts of water, fearing to indulge
in anything stronger, for my brain was already so
excited that I was obliged to calm myself as much
as possible. Let no one think that I am by nature
an excitable man ; far from it ; I am of a phlegmtic
temperamant, and have seldom known real nervouas-




»

THT MYSTERY OF MARTHA WARNE. 63

And yet I think I was more exeited than many
persons would have been of a different nature from
mine. There is a theory in medicine that spasmodic
attacks’ of asthma vary in intensity according to
their greater or less frequency. If one should not
occur for a longer time than usual, it is likely to be
more severe when it does come. So with people of
my temperament ; nervousness as a rule is a word
for us without meaning ; but let our sluggish nervous
system once be aroused to undue activity, and we
suffer tenfold the pain which would fall to the lot
~of a man of what is called nervous temperament.
My pulse beats as a rule slower than is customary
for a man. On this occasion I felt as if my veins
would burst if I did not keep moving around and
drinking in deep draughts of water.




~

CHAPTER XIIL

- Time will pass. Time does pass always, though
sometimes we feel that the present. will never end.
" I have soinetimes counted the seconds in‘a minute
wondering if a minute is alwaysas long as it is while
I am counting it. I thought that day would never
end, that night would never come ; yet it did ; after
a weary, weary watch, the sun began to get lower in -
the heaveus, and the dusk began to creep on. As it
orew darker, [ grew calmer, my step got firmer, my
pulse got slower, I began to lreathe wmore delibe-
rately and to think more clearly. I even went so far
as to go down to the dining-room and take dinner
with my family. I sat at the table like an auto-
maton, carved, ate, like a machine. 1 was asked how
my head was and if [ was going to bed early to get
more sleep. I answered that Thad a case of peculiar
interest to attend to, and it was in order that I might
be ableto attend to it that I had staved in and
rested all day. At this no one remarked. My wife
did, indeed, tell me to be careful of myself : but this
she does on an average of once in every twenty-four
hours ; so I was sure that in her mind, at least, there
were no suspicions of what I was going to do. T did
not see, either, how anyone but myself could know
‘anything of what was transpiring at the house on




THE MYSTERY OF MARTHA WARNE. - 65

St. Urbain street. But when one’s mind is full of one
subject the air seems overcharged with rumours and
suspicions ; it secmed to me as if I must have been
watched. Now I know that I had no partner in these
wild and unfathomable experiences. Now I know
that no one but I saw, no eyve save mine cazed on
these ghostly forms of men laid to rest in the grave
months before. Had others seen such strange sights,
I must have heard of it. Not having reasons such as
mine for secrecy, the story must have been told and
retold a hundred times. But I alone, save her of
whom I have spoken, the unfortunate Martha Warne,
and whose sad story I have yet to tell, am the only
man who has witnessed this, the strangest scene
perhaps, ever known in this old and romantic city,
After dinner I retired to my room and spent a
couple of howrs in solitude. As the hour for my
departuge approached I grew calmer and calmer. I
reasoned with myself and succeeded in gaining some
of my habitual self-control. I was now about to see
or hear, so I said to myself, things which it would
never be my lot probabiy again to come in contact
with, things such as few men ever meet with and in
which the world at large either totally disbelieves or
has little faith at best. To do this I must start with
a clear head, an unprejudiced mind, and a composed
body. I began to feel that I was prepared forit. I
felt strong, ready to grapple alike with fses mental
or corporeal, to meet the shadows of the "dead, the
arm of flesh, or an intricate physiolnaical problem
At ten o'clock I put on my boots and brushed my
E

- -
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hat. It was hardly time to-start, and I did not wish
to be on hand too early ; I knew that, once in the
street, I would walk at a very rapid pace and would
reach my destination in fifteen minutes; soI linger-
ed. Then I played a tune on the piano. 1 know
nothing like music to reduce one’s feelings to a
state of equilibrium. The story of Saul and his evil
spirit, driven away by the melodies of David, has al-
ways had a fascination forme. I have struggled oc-
casionally with evil spirits, myself, in the same
fashion ; and have found the method efficacious. I
advise persons of an irritable disposition to try it. I
am, however, passionately fond of music: those who

"are not would possibly derive no benefit from the-—-
trial.

I played a piece of Chopin’s, a prelude. There
was no light but the fire-light, and the room was
getting shadowy and ghostly. Again and again I
played over the last few chords ; and left the piano,
as I always leave it in fact, with a sense of regret. I
went to the mantel-piece ; on it was a bronze clock ;
the gilded hands pointed to half-past ten. It was
time to start.

Another moment and I was on the way. How
different a night from the last! The storm had
ceased ; clouds were still hurrying across- the sky,
but the rain had stopped some hours before. In-
stead it was now turning cold, and the frost was
stiffening the mnd under my feet as I passed on.
Ever and anon the clouds parted and the blue sky
appeared. There was no moon, but the stars shone
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bright and elear. The wind liad also changed, and
was blowing from the north. The frosty air raised
my spifits still more and I felt a peculiar exaltation
of mind, something that I have frequently observed
in others, but never before experienced myself. I
thought of my walk the night before ; wondered if I
should see the policeman. I knew very well that
I would not: who ever saw a ghost when he ex-
pected to see one and was prepared to see one? No
one I felt sure ; though I had always disbelieved in
ghosts, I knew enough about them to know that.
But still T felt that something was going to happen,
and I felt a childish sense of_éagemess: A mew case,
some very peculiar disease or strange complication,
something out of the ordinary run always inspires a
medical man with an absorbing interest that a lay-
man views with feelings of mingled wonder and con-
tempt. I am always enthusiastic; but this was
something so strange, so unlooked for, that I hardly
knew how to.restrain my feelings within due bounds;
yet so peculiar, and, on the face of it, so unnatural was
‘it that I dared not take anyone into my confidence.
Even as I walked alon’s, with the recollection of all
that had happened the night before absorbing my

tad to the exclusion of every other thought, I once
or twice stoppad and asked myself—“is this- true
—am [ nos dreaming 2—did it all really happen ?2—
will L. indeed, find this house and this girl of whom
I hve dreamt all the day long?” So do these things
whizh impress us most deeply seem after a short
Iaps2 of time.
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St. Urbain street ! I turned the corner in such
haste that my foot slipped on a piece of ice, and I
almost fell over on my nose. Righting myself, I
resolved to be more careful, lest any untoward acci-
dent should disable me. Then I pressed on more
rapidly than ever. It took me no more than five
minutes to walk up the street. 1 strained my eyes
as I went.  Yes, there was the high brick building,
there was the street lamp, there the lane, and there,
opposite, the three tall houses: yes, I was there at
last. .

The policeman was not to be seen ; but Lhen Ihad
not expected him ; he had already served his pur-
pose ; he had directed me, as it were, to the room
where the hapless girl had been preparing to escape
from this world of trouble, and nothing more was
‘pecessary. As to what his connection with her diffi-
culties had been, I expected to find out what it all
meant shortly. I was satisfied so far. o

I opened the door and went in. A lamp was
burning in the hall; I was expecgted. Taking a
hasty survey of the hall I passed on, without stop-
ping, upstairs.
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CHAPTER XIV.

The door of the roomn was open. I looked in.
The first glance re-assured me : they were waiting for
me.

The girl was in bed as I had left her. I could not
see her face : but, from the position in which she
was lying, as well as from the general state of quie-
tude pervading the apartment, I knew that she was
in a comparatively composed state of mind: The
nurse, with her white scarf falling over the side of
her face, was sitting at the bedside with a book in
her hand; her beads were lying on the bed a few
feet away from her. One candle only was burning,
standing in the brass candlestick on the table, the
same as the night before. The face of Marthg
Warne was turned from me. She did not appear to
be paying any attention to the devotions of her
nurse, who was not, indeed, reading aloud.

I rattled the handle of the duor, so as not to alarm
them by breaking in upon them suddenly, and
entered. When the nurse saw me, she rose and
advanced. *The sound aroused the girl, and she
turned around in bed. Our eyes met. Greeting the
nurse with the usual respectful enquiries as to how
she had passed the day, I passed on to the bedside
and bent my head. , ‘

' 69
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“You have come.” -

This was all shesaid. She looked the better for
herrest during the day. Her hair was brushed back
neatly from her forehead, and her lips were redder
and less firmly compressed. Her eyes, however,
seemed to be larger, and brighter than ever, and fnll
of eagerness. FYor the moment I almost felt sorry
for having promised to allow her to talk ; but, after
a moment’s consideration, I pressed her hand and .
. answersd—* yes, I have come.”

“ Thank God "

“How do you feel to-night ?” T asked.
"« How do I feel ?”—happy ; happier than I have
. felt for—oh, for months. I feel as if, at last, it is all
#oming to an end, as if,”—“ Hush I” I said, looking
in the direction of the nurse, “you have not told
her ?”

“Told her ? No, Idid not, Dr. Thorburn ; Tcould
not tel! anyone. If one could see for. himself, well ;
but I never could tell anyone what was killing me.
No,” she added in a lower tone, “ poor, good woman,
don’t worry her ; she need never know. “ You may
be sure of that,” I said, “tell no one, except me if
you think it best, I am ready. Let me first, however,
speak to the nurse.”

“The other room is ready for her ” said the girl.
“ Come, nurse, the doctoris going to send you off for
a sleep ; I have something to say to him, and he will
go out as he came here, without troubling you, after
I have finished talking to him.”

The nurse, while we had been speaking, had stood

«
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"~ at the door, looking thoufvbtfully at the floor.

What her thoughts were I could divine pretty well.
I had told her the night before, as we drove along
in the cab, that my patient’s mind was in a slightly
disturbed state, and that great care was necessary in
dealing with her, so as not to interfere with her
whims. I went forward and motioned to her to go
into the hall. After moving up to the table, and
taking another candle from the drawer, which she
~ lighted, she did so. I followed, and we closed the
door behind us.

As in duty bound, I asked for a full report of the
day. It was-entirely satisfactory to me, if not to my
informant. Martha had talked wildly enough at
times, sometimes being, the nurse feared, on the
verge of delirium ; but it did not appear that she had
said anything of importance. “Her talk,” said the
nurse, “ was sometimes of men, sometimes of women,
oftener of some spirit which she seems to expect to
see before she dies. 'When I asked her about it,
however, I got no answer, I think she was in a kind
of dream at the time.” : }

I commended the woman for her care, gave her a
few directions for the morrow, and saw her to her
room, not a very finely furnished apartment, but
quite equal to that of her patient. As the house
had been, until a few months previous, let to
lodgers, it had not been difficult for her to find
materials for furnishing a room for herself. As

“soon as she was safely out of the way I returned to
Martha Warne.
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The first thing that attracted my notice, as I re-
entered the room, was the dimness of the light.
Only one candle -was® burning, and, as I noticed
another candlestick on a little shelf which was
fastened to the wall behind the bed, and had noticed
also several spare candles in the drawer which the
narse had opened, 1 asked leave to light another.
To my surprise the dirl declined to permit me. I
asked the reason, wondering whether the light would
hurt her eyes. She answered in the negative, say-
ing that she would like best to tell her story in as
little light as possible. The idea seemed to me to
be an absurd one; but, finding her to be in earnest,
I agreed to do with the one candle. This point
settled, I drew my chair up to the side of her bed,
and prepared myself to hear her narrative. Before
beginning, she took a few mouthfuls of brandy. I
looked at my watch while she was drinking it ; it was
then exactly twenty-one minutes past eleven.




/o
CHAPTER XYV.

I have now to relate the narrative of MarthaWarne,
as told me by herself. I shall give it (as nearly as
I can), in her own words. I remember every word
spoken by her so distinctly, and can call to mind
so vividly the intonation of her voice throughout,
that I think T shall depart in very few instances
from her own language. As a matter of course it is
impossible to express on paper the accent used
when speaking, the ﬁesitancy, rapidity, calmness, or
agitation of the speaker; these must be left to the
reader to imagine for himself. But I undertake to
give the sum and substance of what was said, and,
in -nine cases out of ten, the true words from the
speaker’s own lips, during this remarkable conversa-
tion. All comment I reserve until the end. [t was
necessary for me, seeing that she was from beginning
to end labouring under the greatest mental excite
ment, to' question her and ask for explanations of
many of her remarks. Inorder to keep as nearly as
possible to the literal truth, I have made up my
mind to reproduce all my questions and remarks as
they were asked or interjected at the time. Let me’
cominence.

It was tweuty-one minutes past eleven, and I had
drawn my chair up close beside the bed. After
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drinking a few mouthfuls of brandy-and-water

which I had given her, she turned round, putting

the tumbler down, and fixed her large dark eyes
upon me.

Dr. Thorburn.
“Yes.”
“Dr. Thorburn—I wish to ask you a question.”

““Yes—Ask it.”

“ Dr. Thorburn—Dr. Thorburn !” As she spoke
she rose in bed, leaning on her elbow, “Dr. Thor-
burn, tell me, how shall 1 tell it :—do you know that
I am the only living person who knows when and
where a man whom you and other people have look-
ed for many months and have never found nor yet
heard of, met his death —do you know that ?”

“No, no; I do not :—whom ¢’

“ Dr. Hoegel \”

I started to my feet. Dr. Hoegel 2—Dr. Hoegel ?
The words seemed to ring through the room. Ii rang
in my ears like a voice from the dead; it rang ;ﬁ)
in the night like a cry of appeal to me. Dr. Hoegel
—1I took a few rapid steps to the door and then went.
back again wringing my hands. I had expected
something strange, something unexpected, something
terrible ; but never, never, had I dreamed of tidings.
of him, long lost, long unheard of, long given up by
all, friend and foe alike, as one whose fate would
never be known, whose grave would be forever un-
discovered ! . .

I must now enter upon a slight digression in or-

der to explain who Dr. Hoegel was, and why the

N
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mention of his name should cause me so mueh as--
tonishment. He was a young German doctor who-
‘had settled in Montreal. An orplan, and driven
from his native country by the stringent laws re-
quiring military service, he had found a refuge in
Canada, and was engaged in Montreal in the study
of medicine. He was called doctor by his assaciates,
but, as a matter of fact, he never took a degree. This
young man was, for a couple of months, my assist-
ant. I had, therefore, every opportunity of knowing
him well. He was short and fat, with lightish brown
hair, inclining to baldness, and thin blue eyes. He
was not good looking ; his face was too devoid of
colour, and his lips were thick and ill-set. Like most
Germans he wore spectacles, which helped to de-
tract from his persenal beauty aud,-as far as I could
see, served no useful purpose, for he never saw any-
thing of his own accord. As regards his character
I can say little. He was decidedly honest; out-
spoken, to a fault ; so brusque, indeed, that my wife,
woman-like, took a dislike to him the first time he
appeared at our table, and never more than tolerated
him. "He was very reserved, and scarcely ever ex-
pressed an opinion unless one were forced from him;
when he did speak, he talked sensibly enough. As
I do not like officious and voluble people. he und I -
agreed admirably ; I may say, indeed, that I never
had an assistant who suited me better. I have known
many medical students whom I have conceived a
greater regard for; but that is quite anotherthing,
TLis young man left me about the middle of Sep-
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tember and went in%o lodgings; and here comes in
the most remarkable part of the story. About the
middle of November, or rather earlier, for I think it
was the ninth of the month, he suddenly and com-
pletely disappeared. It was not a case of running
away to escape creditors or anything of that nature.
Most of his bills were paid ; his clothes were left at
his lodgings, his entire effects were found at his place
of abode. One afternoon he left his room, saying
that he might not be home again before the next
day; and from that hour he was never seen again.
His disappearance at the time was the occasion of
much comment. The daily press talked the matter
over, suggested every accident that could possibly
befall a man within a radious of one hundred miles
of Montreal, and kept on discussing the matter until
there was nothing more left unsaid. The authorities
of the Mediéal College, where the unfortunate young
man had intended to graduate, offered a large sum
for information of his whereabouts, and left no stone
unturned to solve the mystery of his untimely dis-
appearance. 1 intérested myself, feeling myself to
be somewhat of the nature of a guardian of the young
fellow, and did everything I could think of to dis-
cover what had become of him. The result of all
our efforts put together was simply nil. He waslast
seen by his landlady at four o’clock one Saturday
afternoon, wearing a dark gray tweed suit, with a -
cloth cap. Standing in the doorway he had called.
to her not to expect him home before the next day
about mid-day, adding that if anyone of his friends
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called to say that he was 'gone to Lachine. The
landlady had promised, and that was the last she
saw of him. Since that hour he had never been
seen alive or dead. Such is the story of Dr. Hoegel,
and 1leave it to my readers to imagine the effect
which the mention of his name by Martha Warpe
produced on me. ’

For a moment, after resuming my seat, I buried
my face in my hands, to collect my thoughts. Then
I looked at her again. She was still sitting up
sideways in bed, resting on her elbow. Her eyeshad |
an unearthly brilliancy, and, I though}t}, a remorse .
pictured “in them which completely softened -me,
Mechanically I asked the questions which rose to
my lips :—

“Dr. Hoegel—Dr. Hoegel—you tell me—is he
living or dead ?” -

“ He is dead.”

“He is dead ; you know it. And how id he die ?*

“He was killed—murdered.”

“Murdered ?”

She bowed her head.

“And by whom ?”

“Tt was not I who did it ; but I stood by and saw
it done.” ' :

“You?”" Again I involuntarily started to my feet.
This was a revelation too awful. But the sight of
the girl’s face, full of remorse and sorrow, calmed me,
and again I resumed my seat. “Tell me, Martha
Warne what it means; let'me know the worst )ou
have to tell.  Only Lell me the, truth.”
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“1 will tell you everything. It will take me some
time to do so, but you will be patient, Dr. Thorburn.
I have longed to tell some one, longed to tell you,
for, oh, so many months! God only knows what I
have gone through since that night. O, God for-
give.me, God forgive me” :

I was silent ziving her time to collect her thoughts

and overcowe her emotion.
—*It is a good while now, Dr. Thorburn, two

years about, since Dr. Hoegel lodged with us. Then
my mother was alive. He wasn’t Dr. Hoegel at all,
I believe, but every one called him so ; and so didwe.
That was before he was in at the hospital as
much as he was afterwards; at that time he would
have been with you, I think.”

“Yes,” I said, “ two years ago he was my assist:
ant; but, as you say, afterwards he was engaged
almost altogether in work which they gave him to
-do up at the hospital.” ‘ )

“ Well, when he lived with us,” she continued,
“I of course saw him a good deal. Though he
hadn’t much to 3 say, he was anice spoken man when
he did speak, and we all liked him. He and I be-
came friends; I saw him every day for a little while
at a time, and gradually we got to know each other
well. You understand.” -

I was not quite sure that I did; but T nodded
assent. “ Well—well—now I must tell you some-
thing, Dr. Thorburn ; do you remember Joha Lozan,
the policeman ?”

T gave another start at the name ; but she was so
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* intent on her story that she did not notice it, and
repeated the question. Did I know him? Yes I
should say I did. “ John Logan—jyou remember
him? He died—died of—what did they say ?—
heart disease, at the end of last year. You knew
him ?” ‘

“ I kuew him.”

« John Logan, Dr. Thorburn, was attentive to me;
he was to marry me. He was a good many years -
older than I, but he was a good- honest man and °
could afford to keep me well ; and though 1 didn’s
like him at all when first I knew him afterwards I -
agreed to marry him because I saw that I would be
getting a good husband.”

“T see.”

« \Tow—— must tell you ; the whole truth is thls ;
John Logam was jealous of Dr. Hoegel.”

“AhV

- < John Logan was jealous. Now Ifeelas if I mist
have been to blame ; and yet I wasn’t. At first 1
never suspected such a thing. Dr. Hoegel was only
a lodger, and one must sée a good deal of one’s
lodgers. Often and often John came up to see us
and sat down there at the front door with a scowl
on his face and never saying a word, when I didn’t
know what could be the matter with him, and hoped
this disagreeableness wouldn’t grow on him. But it
did. He got worse and worse, every . week, all sum-
mer ; and still I didn’t know what was amiss .with
him. I had a hard time off and on with him and my
mother ; she wasill and I had to wait on her all day
long besides looking after the house.”
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“ And when did you find out what was causing
this coolness towards you on the part of J ohn
Logan ?”

“ Not till Dr Hoegel went away, which he did
on in the summer. Mother got worse and worse and
we began to feel that she was not going to get
well again. Then Dr. Hoegel left ; I couldn’t spare
any time to look after his rooms, and mother and I
both thought it would be best for us to. be aloue.
Then, one night when John and I were alone to-
gether, he told me.”

«“ He told you he had been Jealous of Dr,
Hoegel ?”

“He did”

« And what happened ?”

“ We quarrelled. T was very angry, so anary that
I forgot what I was saying and told John Logan I
would never speak to him again. I was angry
because I thought he might have known better. Dr.
Hoegel and I never had anything to say to each
other that he might not have listened to. There
never was a word of sentiment between us. I used
to.sew buttons on his shirts and do little things for
him, and he was grateful. He always paid his rent,
and never came home drunk, as so many of them
do. And we always spoke well of him when we got
the chance ; that was all. 'But John Logan had got
it into his head that I allowed him to make love to
me: John hated all the medical students. = He had
‘broken some heads among them ; or they had broken
his, I dont know Whlch and he hated them, one
. and all,” ‘
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“ All policemen dg,” I said.

“ Well John Logan did—just hated them. And
when I defended Dr. Hoegel and told him that he
had never done or said anything but what was right,
he flew into a passion and swore he would knock
him on the head. This made me angry; we were
both angry ; the more he talked, the more I laughed

“at him, for it very foolish of him if he had only
known it. "And we ended by breaking off our mar-
riage engagewnent.”

“ When was this ?”

““That was in August—no September; in the
begiuning of September ; and then for a few weeks
I saw no more either of Dr. Hoegel or John Logan.
Dr. Hoegel T would not have seen anyway; for it
would not have been like him to think of us and

come and see us; he was not that sort of ‘a man at
all.”

“ When /i you see thenr azain ?”

“ Well at the end of September my mother died.
Just two days before her death, I met Dr. Hoegel
in the street and he asked after her. T told him how
she was, an'l he offered to come and see her, free” of
charge. I allowed him to come, and he came. That
was the last time I ever saw him—but one. He
could not help her any, she was past-all help. Tws

" days after she was dead.”

“ Poor virl '—and what of John Logan ?”

“ After mother died he came back. He said he
was sorry for what had happened, and asked me to
forget about it. At first I didn’t want to, but I was




82 “THE MYSTERY :OF MARTHA WARNE.

lonely and sick, and 1 had to take new lodgers ; and
with one thing and another 1 was so distracted in
my mind that 1 took him back again. Dr. Hoegel I
never saw or heard of in these times. I think John
knew thatfand we wot along pretty smoothly.  All
through October we used to see each otlier every
other night, and things went on just as they should
have done. Then it all came to an end.”

“What came to an end?”

s E\'erythin;‘r—c\'er)-tfling. Oh, Dr. Thorburn,
what I bave lived tosec! God only knows it all
Neither you nor any one can help me now. What
time is it 77

I looked at my watch. * Twenty minutes to
twelve.” She breathed a sigh of relief.

“1 have so much to tell, Dr. Thorbuwrn—and I
wish to have plenty of time. You have been in
Montreal for a good many years, haven’t you? Do
you know St. Laurent ?7

“ St. Laurent—the village of St. Laurent. Yes,
I know it; I have driven out there, several times,
Of all the places near Montreal, however, 1 kﬁow: it
the least.”

“Who would want to know it ?” said thuweirl with
some bitterness; “no one, I should think, who could
help it. But I have an aunt there, an old woman
who lives alone, so full of whims and notions that
no one can live with her. And on in November,
two months after my mother died, this old aunt took
sick ; and I used to go out to see her every day 1
could spare the time.”
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“ How did you go ¥’
“Twice I drove, but at other times I walked. It
is six miles, and too far for me, for I was always
tired. But when I walked out I used to stay over
all night and that rested me.”
~“And you went alone ?"
“That is what I am going to tell you. Sometimes
I went alone; but sometimes John Logan went with
me. It all depended on the time of day; he was
on duty part of the day; and if I didn’t wait for
him I had to go by myself. But I didn’t mind that.”
“ Did he drive you ?”
“ No, he walked with me. And sometimes I went
out one way and came back another ; that is, I drove
out in the morning and walked mt;o town at Dl(’ht

And John would walk out to meet 1ne, you see, and
bring me home.”

I nodded.

“Well, Dr. Thorburn, now I must tell you this
dreadful story, You won’t hardly believe it, for it
sounds too strange to be true. But it is true. And
this is what happened. One night John'came to
visit me, and I told him that I wanted to go out to
St. Laurent the next day. He said ver; well, that .
I had better drive out in the morning, and he would
walk out and meet me in the evening.. I agreed to
this, and we made arrangements ; I was to leave St.
Laurent about half-past seven in the evening, and
he would meet me about a mile from the village.
No one is ever afraid to walk on the village road,
you know, for there are always a number of people
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round, and everything is quiet. John could not get
off earlier, or I would not have put it off to so late
~an hour. Well, that was the arrangement we made ;
and, the next morning, I drove out, as proposed. I
stayed all day with my aunt, and, after tea was over,
made arrangements to come home. I didn’t like the
look of the sky ; it seemed to be threatening rain;
but, it wasn’t raining at seven o’clock, and I deter-
mined to start and take my chances. I knew John
would never fail to come, and I did not want him to
have a longer walk than was necessary.

Well—my aun. objected, said it wasn’t fit for me
to start for such a long walk, and prophesied rain—
but I didn’t listen to her. I knew that John would
not be able to stay out at St. Laurent all night, and

thought it would be such a’"long walk back for him_
if he had to come all the way ; so I started. I had
an umbrella and a water proof, so Ididn’t feel afraid
of the rain. My aunt shook her head at me, but I
paid no attention to that; at half-past seven I was"
off.

At first it was pleasant enough; but after I got
out of the village it seemed to come up thick like a
mist. You know what a mist is. One can stand a _
heavy rain better; and, when once you get soaked
* through and through, you can plod along with the
water rnnning in at your toes and out at your heels.
I don’t mind anything so long as I can see, but I
. hate perfect darkness. There should have been a
moon, and we spoke of its being moonlight when
we planned our walk. Even if it had rained there |
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would have been light enough for me to see the
fences and the gutter. But a thick mist—I felt
afraid When I thought of it.

It came up, however, thicker aud thicker. I
felt frightened, and got flurried. There wasn’t any-

“thing really to e afraid of, and I lauglied at myself

for being nervous ; but still I was. . I began to think
of all sorts of queer things, of things I had read
about, and ghosts and bad men. I felt ashamed too,
but I couldn’t help myself, and wished John would
come. Of course it wasn’t very late, and I hadn’t
gone a great way, but it seemed far, and I didn’t
know what to do. I counted one, two, three, four,
five, six, and so on; and thought perhaps when I
got to a hundred I would meet John. bat I didn’t.
Then I counted to a thousand ; but still I went on
without meeting anybody. And then I began to get
nervous to such an extent that I couldn’t walk
straight, but kept tumbling into the gutter; and
once or twice I ran into the fence.”

“ And did you meet no one?”

“ At first Lg®l. And if I had been wise, I would
have gone into a house. But after a while, you

‘know, there are no more houses, and then every

minute I thought I must meet Johu Logan. I was
sure he would come at the time he promised.”

“ And something kept him—"

“Of course. He was a policeman, and T should
have known that he wasn’t always able to do as he
liked. But he always had come when he had ar-

- ranged to, and I never thought of his failing me
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this time. DBut I was in a terrible plizht. I walked
on and on and on, stunbled over stones, got into the-
gutter and got my feet wet. O, I had a niserable,
miserable time! At last I felt tired out, and com-
menced to cry.” )

“ And had you any idea how far you had gone ?”

“Not for a Jong while. T cried for a while, and
then I stopped : it seemed so stupid tocryv.  But I
couldn’t help myself. Even then it was as if some-
thing dreadful was going to happen, I had that
feeling ; T can’t well explain it. I felt tired, tco,
and wished I had a place to sit down, to wait for
John. I thought if T could only sit still for a little
while it would be all right. But Isat down jnstfor
one moment, and the stillness was——oh, horrible ”

“ And then you went on azain ?”

“Then I went on ag:in the same as before only
worse. I had lost all powver of command over my-
self, and could have velled at the least thing.”

“Was it raining at all 2°

“No, there was no rain; I don’t think it rained
that night.  Only a_horrid mist over everything quite
blinded me. I wouldn’t have minded rain.”

“Well—and you say you went on the same as
before 27

“The same as before—I don't know how long : it
seemed a fearful time. Well, I told you I was
always running into the fence or into the gutter, or
stumbling over stonies ;—1I was going along 4s usual,
when, all-of a sudden, I ran up against something
‘hard. T put out my umbrella and felt it : it was a
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stone wall. Then I looked about me very closely, and
found out that I was near two stone gate-posts.
From that I knew where I was.” '

“ And where were you ?” _

“I was in a place on the road to St. Laurent,
that is called the * Devil’'s Hollow.” You know the
place, Dr. Thorburn.” .

“No: never heard of it,” T said; nor indeed had
I «“Why is it called by such a name ?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “ There is some story
of some bad men of some sort who are all buried
there together; I think that is how it gets its name.
But I don’t know much about it.  You remember,
don’t you, that the Roman Catholic cemetery is
there, the French burying-ground they call it. It
was one of the stone posts of the gate leading into
the graveyard, that T had run against. When'I
found this out, I felt a cold shudder creep over me,
and I fell right-down on my knees: I don’t know
how long it lasted, but it was a horrid feeline.”

I could sympathize with ber; but I said nothing,
letting her continue without interruption.

“After a while, I got the better of this feeling.
At first I fancied I could see into the burying-
ground, and thought T could distinzuish the white
grave-stoiles.  But this was mere fancy, T knew it
must be, even then, for if I could not see three yards
ahead of me iu any direction, how coull I distin-
guish something white over a fence and up a hill, a
considerable distance off! I determined not to
think aboun. the grave-yard at all, and started off.

-

Bty
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along the road. Do you know I almost felt better
then ; I had more courage, more spirit, more strenoth
to go on with, wasn’t this strange ?’ ‘

“No,” said I, “ there is nothing more certain than
what is called reaction. After intense fear, comes
‘resolution, atter intense grief, a sense of resignation.
Your feelings were natural. But go on with your
story, you say you started off anew, in better spmts
than before.”

“1 started, but I didn’t go far, I coulda’t have
got more than fifty yards from that gate, when sowme-
thing made me look back. And, looking back, I
saw a light !”

“ A light: what kind of alight?”

“A lantern ; I could tell that mach about it, and
no more. There was just the glimmer that you
wauld expect to see from a lantern seen through the
.mist. 1 saw it and stopped, I couldn’t help feeling
rather glad to see it, for I Was—nh, so lonely ; and I
knew it must be carried by some one. But one
thing made me feel queer ; it was just coming out of
the gate of the burying-ground. That frightened
me; I was half glad and half sorry, and just stood
still where I was.”

“ How very strange !” [ could not help the remark,
although it was quite unnecessary. °

“ Strange? You would have thought so, Dr
Thorburn, if you had been me, and stood there. It
was strange. As I said a minute ago, I did not
know how to feel about it. It frightened me very
_much, especially as it was coming out of the grave-
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yard. But then I never used to believe in ghosts,
and I felt that it must be a i.m.mand ot a ghost. I

had that feeling, aud it re-assured me. And then I

thought to myself that it couldn’t be a bad man;

for why would any bad character want to go prow-

ling round in a burying-ground at night with a

lantern, there seemed to be no reason for such a
thing. Of course 1 own to being afraid as well ; I

couldn’t help heing a little nervous at sucha’
time, and at such a sight; but of the two feelings I

think I felt more pleased than not.”

“ And what did you do?”

“Do? I waited. I waited to see what would
happen. I stood still where I was, and watched the
light. It came out of the gate, just past-the stone
post that I had run into ; if I had stayed there three
minutes longer, it would have passed so close to me
that I would have been able to touch the person
who carried it.  Well, I watched and watched. At
first it seemed to stand still outside the gate; it did
stand still for about two minutes, then it moved
round a little within a small space. I felt sort of
nervous all the time. Byfdfter a while it began to
come slowly in my direction ; then my heart bezan
to beat.”

» “And you called out.” } ’
“Yes, | called out. Not just at first; but it
came nearer and mnearer, I felt my heart beat-
ing louder and louder. Then I couldn’t help
myself, and I called out something. I ‘don’t
really know what I said; I don’t think it was any-

X

S i
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thing coherent. But at the sound of my voice the
light stopped and seemed to half disappear” :—

“ What do you mean by %«/f disappear ?”

“Well—T thougiit the man who was carrying it
put the lantern behind him ; T could see a glimmer,
but not a clear light, as I had a minute hefore.”

“ And what then?”

“Fora time I stood still and the licht stood still
—for quite a little while neither it nor I stirred.
But at last I felt that I couldn’t stand that any
longer, and began to advance towards it. I wenton
very slowly and cautiously, for I was rather afraid.
I bhad taken about half a dozen steps when it hegan
to move back. Well then T simply didn’t know
what to do. T felt as if T musu’t lose sivht of it,
thouch, so I followed it. It went on slowly back-
wards, about a hundred yards from where [ saw it
first, up the road I had come. T followed. Then it

_erossed over to the other side of the road; ap'to this

time, you know, we had both been near the fence on
that side of the road on which the cemetery is; it
crossed over, and, when it got nearly to the fence on
the opposite side from me, ran quickly past me’ up
the way we had just come. Do you understand
me ?’ -

“Perfectly,” T said; “the light went on agdiﬁ to-
wards the cemetery gate.”

- “Not exactly that, fur it was the other side of the
road it was on now. As it passed me I could clearly
discern the figure of a man through the mist :- but of
course I couldn’t tell anything about him.”™

°
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“Did you speak again ?”

“Yes, I called out twice, ‘stop.” I felt as if I
must speak to him. I called out “stop’ twice, but
he paid no attention to it at all.”

“ And what then ?”

“Well—you know, Dr. Thorburn, girls are curious.
I ran after the light. I was just in such a temper,
then, that I coull have run after anything alive. I
never used to bz a coward in the old times bzfore—
before this. I never was afraid of things. This night
I had been nervous, of cours2; but it was something
new to me to be so. I never uszd to be afraid of
anything.”

“ And you rau after the light ?”

“Iranafter it. But it went faster than I did,
and I couldn’t catch up to it. It went on and on.
It was on the side of the road.  There the road is’
pretty high in the middle, and there is a deep.ditch
on the side of the roadl we were on then; on the
other side, where the cemetery is, there is hardly any.
Thad to go along carefully to keep from tumbling
over into the ditch. We went on and on, down the
rodd, a good piece beyond the cemetery gate. Then,
all at once, I saw the light, which was by this time
some distance ahead of me, go down the side of the
road into the ditch. Tt dida’t seem as if the man
had tumbled or slipped, but as if he had run down.
I didn’t stop to think, but ran on; when I got to the
~ place where I had seen the light go over the side of
the road, I went over too.” =

“ And where was the light now ?” _

“It had disappeared completely; I didn't know

*
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just precisely at what moment I had lost it ; but one
thing was certain, it was gone. I stopped to think
-again.” o

“You had gone down into the ditch ?”

“Yes, I had. And the grass there was long and
damp, and it made me shiver; and I called out ’
again, and came very near giving way to another
crying spell. Now that the light was gone it seemed
worse than ever, and I felt like despair.”

“And did you search round for any traces of this
man with the lantern who had so suddenly dlsqp-‘
peared 2 : Co

“No, but I must hurry on. I was walking slowly
along in this diteh among the long grass when I fell
on something. My feet struck wood. I looked
-down, and what do you think I saw?”

“Icannot tell : what?” . .

“ A long wooden box, lying on the ﬂround.”

“ Nonsense : is it possible ”

“There it was. Oh my God, shall T ever foroet
it! But there I stood with my feet tetching it, and
my dress trailing over it. A long wooden-box such
as they use to put in graves. My miund at once, a
it were, flew to the cemetery, and I imagined that
it had been brought outsand left there, to be put in
a grave on the next day. Dr. Thorburn, I couldnt
help myself; I put out my hand, took hold of the
lid and raised it"— o

* Ah——and inside ¥’

“As 1 did so, a hand w: as raised ;- 4 man who had -
been lying in it started up; and, in another mo-
- ment, I was throwirhelpless on the ground ”




CHAPTER XVIL

I stood up; I was interested beyond measure ;.
‘had I been reading of such a thing Tsvould have felt
a certain stirring of the mind at Such a sensational
story ; but to have it thus brought home to me as
the truth in its nakedness, told by a girl like Martha
Warne and at such a time;—it was startling, in-
deed. Istood up in my excitement, but she mo-
tioned to me to be seated again. She evidently
wished to go on with the recital with as few inter-
ruptions as possible. I appreciated her motives, for
it was well that she should have, in such a state of
hody and mind as she then was, no more contradic-
tion or opposition than one felt absolutely necessary,
for her own well-being. As soou as I had resumed
my seat she went on :— : '

“ At first I was stunned. - I had been pushed over
very gently, all things being considered, and was
much frightened, but not hurt. No wonder that.I
was frightened, was it ? Who ever heard of such a
thing happening before ! T just fell over like, hardly

“ touched by the man’s hand, on the grass. You can:
. fancy how it was. There I lay, as I said, stuaned,
limp for a while.
“ Did the man jump out ?” I asked.
"« 1 eouldn’t tell then, Dr. Thorburn : but half a
93 '

o




94 THE MYSTERY OF MARTEA WARME.

minute nfterwards, I turued my head over, for the
grass was long and wet ; and there was the man
‘standing with his back to me; and he held the lan-
tern in his hand

“ Martha Warne '—Martha Warne !”

“ It flashed across my mind, sir, that I must
escape. As frightened as I was, I knew that I hadn’t
a moment to spare. I started up as quick as light-
ning, and turped round in the direction of St. Lau-
rent. I dont know what kept me; but just for a
second I paused to get my breath—and in that

Dr. Hoegel I”

"I was prepared to hear as much. All along I had
had vague premonitions that Dr. Hoegel was destined
to figire in her extraordinary story in one way or
another ; and.I was not surprised to find that it had
been he who had been carrying the light up and
down the road. I guessed even at his motive, as one
will fly from one idea to another, for being in such

 .a place at.such a time. But of course I left every-
- thing for her to tell me, herself; and besought her to -
~ proceed with her narrative as calmly as she was

_able. )

She did proceed, though not as calmly as before,
.to tell me all she said to "him, and all he had said
to her, Henceforward she was more nervous than
“before, her sentences were less clear and concise,

-and she - omitted saying many things that she

obviously intended to say, while repeatmo much that
- Was unnecessary.

«All your exclamations of astomshment surprlse
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“and satisfaction that it should happen.to be he and
not a stranger, I can picture to myself,” I said,
drawing my chair-a little further away so as to rest
my elbow on the table. “ I'can imagine it all. It
must have been an unspeakable relief to you—and
to him, too, in fact; for if it had been a.perfect
stranger, he would hardly have known how to act.”

She blushed. “ Oh, Dr. Thorburn, if it only Aad
 been some one else! Yes, at the time, I felt so
relieved when I saw that it was he, that I sat right
down on the grass and began to cry. I couldn’t help
it. Everything had seemed so horrible, and I felt so
safe all of a sudden ;you can’t understand how I
felt.” » :

“ I think I can,” I said; “the feeling was a natu-
ral one, and inevitable under the circumstances.
What did you do next?”

“For a while, nothing. I sat there, and he stood
and looked at me. Then he asked me how on earth
I had happened to be there.”

“ And you told him ?”

“ Yes, I told him.—And then he told me how he
had happened to be there, too. And——and—()h Dr.
Thorburn, I cant tell you all—"

“ But you must, if possible. Try, my dear girl, to.
be calm. Take some more of the brandy and go on
with your story as quietly as. possible. Here.”

I gave her some brandy and she resumed.

“ Well—Dr. Thorburn—1I can’t repeat his words,
but he was telling me how he happened to be on
the St. Laurent road, and what the box was for.
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It was for———fof—for a dead man whom they wanted
‘to carry off from the cemetery—"
“ ¢They '—who ?—were there two of them ?”

« Not then ; but there had been. Dr. Hoegel and
another student had come out together, but the

other man had gone back to Montreal.”

“ Why ‘

“ Well ; I think this was the way of it ; they had
come out together and brought the box; they put
it in the ditch because they knew it would be safe-;
and Dr. Hoegel was to stay and watch while the
other man was to come again with a third man |
about two o’clock in the morning, and the three of:
them were to go to work. But he had got tired of
waiting so long, and he thought that no .one
would discover him in the mist; so he lit his
lantern .and went up into the cemetery to look
round a bit. He was coming out of the cemetery
when I saw him first.” v ~

"« Yes, I remember ; and ‘how did he manage to .
get into the box ?”

“ () easily ; it was an idea that occurred to him
~ when he found that I was following him ; he thought

I was a man, and he wanted to frighten me. He
said the idea took hold of him, and he couldn’t
Tesist trying it. He laughed too, at the fright he had
given me. He said I would not go wandering on
lonely roads after night any more.” :

I could well imagine all this. Hoegel was just

the man to play some wild, weird trick such as this,
on the spur of the moment. I could see it all. « Al]
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this I can understand quite well, T said leaning’

back in my chair and feeling a little puzzled ; « bus
I doo’t see what could have happened afterwards. I
should have thought that, after finding him, all
would have gone well. “What happened when this
conversation came to an ) end 22

At this qnestion she started. _Her face beca*ne
livid, her lips grew white, her eyes seemed to shrink
back in her head, her whole frame heaved convul-
_sively. When she spoke, her voice was low and
hoarse.

— When this talk of ours ended >—Dr. Thor-

burn, it never ended ! While I was talking to him

—we were standing say three feet apart—all at
once—a heavy blow fell on his head, on his- poor
" innocent head—he was just then opening his mouth
to speak to me—and down he fell to the ground—
poor Dr. Hoegel ! oh God, oh God, how cruel I”

As she spoke, she fell over in bed in a sort of fit.
I rushed to the bedside and endeavoured to soothe
her. Uttering a low plaintive cry, she rocked herself
backward and forward on the bed, her long brown
hair falling over the pillows. It was a most pitiful
scene, and one that will remain pictured on my

wmind forever. If ever saw Iremorse in any human -

soul it was in hers. And yet there was really no
great occasion for remoese on her part; she had been

guiltless of the blow, innocent of the intent. But -

. the effect of it had been too strong for her, too much

for her nervous system to bear; and so I think she
had gone on until she at last actually imagined her-
o B v G -
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self to be the perpetrator of the deed itself, iustead
of an innocent witness of the crime. This is my
only explanation of such remorse and acute anguish

~ of mind s she exhibited that mcrht I can think of
no other. :

- John Logan.”—It was the first word she pro-
nounced distinctly, after the hysterical fit from which
she was suffering began to subside. I needed, how-
ever, uo telling to convinee me that it was he who
had dealt the blow. John Logan—yes, it was John
Logan. He had-stolen up noiselessly from behind,
attracted by the sound of voices; and, seeing his
betrothed in conversation with, as he believed,
his hated rival, had, in a moment of sudden passion,
raised his stick and dealt the fatal blow.

“« He did not mean it !{—Dr. Thorburn, he mever
meant it—hate John Logan as I do and ever shall,
I do him this justice—he never meant to kill him,
never ! It was so quick, sd sudden ; he stole up, not
‘knowing who we were; and he thought—oh, such
terrible things of me—and just to vent hi§ passion
for the moment—Qh Heaven, how do I live to
think of it 1. -

Again T begged her to be calm, and urged her to
take a little rest. ®She asked me what hour it- was,
and I looked at my watch; it was about a quarter
to twelve. She leaned back on the pillow, saying she
would rest for a few minutes, and turned her head
away. While she rested I took a short walk into
the hall, and looked out of the windew. Tt was a_

_beautiful starlight night, the ground was frozen hard,
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and the street shone in the frosty air with a sort of
* hazy brightness, T looked for

» those lips that I had seen
lying stiff in death, had they been able to speak \—
what 2 man;powerful, resolute, self-containede—
and what a history —and how little the world had
guessed it ! -

But T must:go on with the story as told by
Martha Watne. After about ten minutes I returned
to her room, and sat down on'my chair as before, I
saw at once that she wag calmer, and able to pro=-
-ceed with her narrative,




CHAPTER XVIL

“ Did you ever kill a man, Dr. Thorburn ?”

It was a rather singular question. I suppose,
being a doctor, if I had looked at it from the point
of American comic fiction, I should have answered
that it was my daily practice to extinguish human
life. But I did not look at it from that point; I
said no.

“ Of course you never. dld* But I say that, Dr.
Thorburn, because you couldn’t i imagine the- feeling
at seeing a man dead whom you have killed your-
self.—Yes, I know; I didn’t do it .myself, not with
my own hands—I knew what you would say ;—but
I was theze —Well, do you think you would be
overcome with feelings of remorse and fear and pity
and such as these ?—Not a bit. "I never felt less
inclined for all such feelings than just then. It
sounds strange, but it is true. And John Logan—
oh, he was just as ealm as you are now. You?
calmer, a great deal. He never moved a muscle,
never said a word. 1 spoke first, and I spoke of the
necessity of hiding the body and doingit immediately.
I told him- of.-the other studenzsawbo was coming out
to phe foﬂrymcifrouhd‘ iatéf” : "'m ‘the nloht and
warnied’ hlhl“ﬁhat the bo@y must, be .hidden and we
nigst” bp out. toi' bhe wa): m—zf’o :"She younO" man
ameared oft ‘che scene. He aareed W1th me.”
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“ One moment,” T said ;” did you not take any

- Ieasures to see whether poor Hoegel was not pos-
sibly still alive and only stunned ? Was that not v
possibly the case - SRR

A horrified look came over her face.--- Oh yes, v
yes! For a long time we hoped—or, at least, 7 -
hoped , John didn’t seem to. But he got cold before
long. Oh yes, he was quite dead. We listened for
his heart to beat-for a long time, but it had stopped.

Oh it was a fearful blow, a fearful blow ; it was too ¥
much to hope for that he wasn’t dead. -We knew
he must be. - And after looking anxiously for every,
possible sign of life, we began to make _preparations
for hiding our crime.” -

“ Say Logan’s crime,” I said ; I hate to hear you
identifying yoursef with him. Yes, no doubt the .
blow killéd him ; a blow on the head will kill 4
man, if only it is heavy and dealt in the right place. .- .
Where was he struck ?” ' B

“ On the side of his head; about four inches from
his left eye. Don’t. ask me to say more about it,
please, doctor ! I can tthmk of it even., Oh Heaven !” |

I shook my head several times to signify that I -
would ask no more questions of the kind; and mo-
tioned her to proceed with the story, She continued.’ B
" « There we stood, the, two™ of us, Dr. Thorburn,
with the body beside us.. As T told you a minute
ago, the first thing that we thought of was how we
should save yourselves. I didn’t feel nervous. I
hoped now that the mist would last all night apd
the next day. It would conceal our onme as nothing

~ else could.” "
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“ I am impatient bey(;nd measure,” 1 said, “ to
know what you did. It was hever discovered.”

“Never ! Why? Because we made discovery too
easy. Well, let me tell you what we did. John said
first it would be madness to leave him there in the
ditch, seeing that we were going on to Montreal and
his friend was coming to join him. We must there-

fore move him somewhere, if only to baftle the pu'"-
suit of justice for a few hours.

“ First John looked one side of the road and then
‘the other. On one sidle, that is on the cpposite side,
~was the cemetery. The cemetery was not to be

thought of ; it was the first place the friend would
go to. The other side of the road, that is the side
we were, was a field. We couldn’t see far into it,
but John jumped the fence to go and spy, while I
sat down on the ground and waited. We both felt
that our lives were in danger, and we kept cool and
- made the most of our time. Dr. Thorburn, you can-
not imagine it ! ' »

“I cannot,” I said. “Go on.”

“In two minutes—it seemed a long time, but-it

couldn’t have been longer than that—John came

back. He had been in' the field, and said that -

there was 2 dense clump of bushes and trees the
other side of it. He had made up his mind to take
the body there. ” ‘

-1 didn’t know what to say; it seemedto e that
it couldn’s be done. But it was done. First—can
“you believe it 2—he took up the body of: H@eﬁel in
his arms and camed‘ it over there.” - &

N\
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1 re;&iuber John Logan,” I said.- “He was a
man of immense. physical strength; I can believe
that he was able todo it. But how about the box ;
‘what did he do w1th it ' o

« He. took it too.  He didn’t carry it, at least not
further than tke fence. I had-to help him. I thought
it would kill me.- . I ;,tarmered under it, although T
ouly had to steady it. And just after we got over
the fence we heard the sound of wheels.”

- “A cdrriage was coming.”

“Yes, and we heard men’s voices.”

“ And what did you do?”

“ We cowered down behind the fence, the two of
us. Jobn held ms by the hand. It came nearer and
nearer, and we knew that, if it  was the other stu-
~dent, we were lost.” John was ready to make a des-
v pezate fizht” . " '

“And you?” - S

“T fainted. ;T felt as if I n’u,at seream out; bub L
‘didn’t scream ; I fainted away. When I came to my
senses again- I found that the men md driven on,
We were saved.” :
 “And ther you went on with your labour %f dra.g-
ginz the box along ?”

“Yes, but it was not harl work I did nothing,
the fround nhere was ha”d: .it had heen a pase
ture Land I think in summer, and was firm; the
boz left no mark.” John would tip it up on end and

hen 1ef it dewn gentl iol

v afsain, and £eni on 4doing 30
v pod 2 i S
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there he put the body of Dr. Homel 1ns1de and be-

" gan to fill the box with earth.”

“Where was it placed ?” :

“Under a big maple tree that has small bushes’
growing densely all round it. You can see it from
the road. It is quite a small cluster of 'trees, but so
conspicuous that no one would suspect it of h1dmo
~ anything.” : C

“But weren’t all those premises thorou (rhly search-
ed afterwards? How was it that this was hever dis-'
covered ?”

“We never knew ; but I think it was too easily
~ seen, and people could look right round the trees
~ and bushes and never thought of there being any-

thing there.”

“And d1d it take John Logan long to complete

his work 77 * ’
“ A long time. And, while he was doing it, T did
a dreadful thing. I knelt down on the grass, on the
wet grass, in all the mist and rain, and said a prayer.
Oh, it seemed so awful ! Dr. Thorburn, when that
idht comes back to me I feel thankful that I have
not long to live ” '
- I'knew not what to say. It were a melc) I felt,
" if her life were indeed a short ome. She seemed
anxious’to finfsh the story of this fearful erime, and,
#o help her, I asked a number of questions.
e After - -your work was completed—what then ?
“Did you réturn by the St La.urent road to Mont- -
real 7 :
“No.. We returned to \/Iontreal but not by the .




<
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St. Laurent road. John made me walk ayva)i round
by a road five miles out of our way. I had
%0 do it—and the first part of the wgy weran. We
got home at five in the morning.; and since that day
I have never known a moments peace !” ‘




.CHAPTER XVIIL

Poor girl 1 T had heard of many a melancholy
tale ; but none so sad as this. As I looked at ‘her
lying back on the pillows, her long hair flowing round
her shoulders, and her dark eyes gazing wistfully up-
at me, I felt a sinking at the heart. A wild, rebel-
lious {eeling took possession of me. All the old
questions of the sceptic and the philosopher, as to-
the unjustifiableness of unmerited suffering rushed
upon my mind in a storm. It seemed hard; hard
-was no word for it ; it was cruel, for she, herself, had
done no wrong.. I was anxious, however, to know
what the relations between her and John Logan had
been after this night of terror I asked her the:
question. - |

«John Logan?’ she said, fixing her eyes upon
me. “I never saw him .again—never! When he:
left' me that night I said to him at the door, and
‘these were the last words that ever passed between
us—* John, you have killed him; you are a mur-
derer! I will keep your secret, in life and in death,
s0 help me-God! But never, never, so long as you
live in this world, come near me or speak to me
again. If ever you do, remember this, that my oath
- will be broken that day, and I will deliver you into-
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the hands of justice” And he never answered me.”
“And you saw him no more from thab hour ¥
-“No more.” ) -
“ And he never wrote nor held any commumcatlon
with you ?” '
“Never. And I kepb my oath until this hour. I
heard of his death; people said, the papers said

‘heart disease.” Ah, the same 'heart disease as I have .

had to struggle with ever since that night, only, per-

‘haps, ten times more horrible—for he was a mur-.

derer; I am not. Yes, I kept my oath to John Lo-
gan until to-night; I'told nobody. Butithad to be;

-1 had to tell my story; otherwise I could not die—"

‘and oh, I have so wished to die ”
“You wish to die— ind yet you are innoecent ?”
“It is not that I am innocent or guilty, not that,
If T were guilty it would be the same thing,
perhap> ; perhaps far worse; yet how could it be
- worse 1’

“Tell me what you mean,” Lsaid, “ I don’t under-
stand you.”

“You did not see him, Dr. Thorburn v

“ See whom ?” -

“ Dr. Hoegel.”

“When ?”

“ Last night.”

“ Ah !’ I said, standing up and looking around ;
it was he, then, that came into this house last night,
while I W&s waiting in the hall 2’

“ It was.”

A look of triumph came over her wan face 1, the-

,
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sceptic, the pitying physician, with his half contempt-
_uous compassion, was at last convinced. “ Do the
dead ever come back ?” she had asked me; I had
answered by a vain smile of incredulity. Hence-
“forward 1 would refrain from answering such a
question. I would be silent. _ -/

“ Then you did see him 7 '

“No, I did not see him ; but I knew, I felt—I do
not know what ”—

“I know! Dr. Thorburn. every night—every
night—not once; or twice, or three times, since that

terrible evening, I have seen him. Every night he -

~comes ; only for a moment—but he is there! I
have hoped for an end of this, I have done every-
thing I could to escape it,’but in vain. And my
lodcers have gone, everything is gone; people say
the house is haunted. I have slept in other houses;
but it is still with me. People say I am mad;
perhaps Tam. I went to you, Dr. Thorburn, one
night some time ago—you wont remember now—to
tell you all about it, and to ask you for your advice;
~but my heart failed me, and, before you came down-
stairs, T ran away. Another time I went to another

doctor ; but when I'saw him coming, I left him, too,"
‘in the same iaﬂnon At last I went to you again,

t]

and you know- What lrappened then. You did not
.understand m&;" and could not help me. I don’t
know what brought you here to me, last night ; but
" I thank God for it, whatever did. You have come,
.and you have heard my story. That-was all T
wished for—nothing more. I am innocent of his

Qo4

R




- THE -MYSTEﬁY~ OF MARTHA. WARNE. . 109

death, but I cannot escape from him, he comes and
haunts me, and thére is nothing left for me but to
die. Now that I have told all I can die in peace.”

To die! How calmly she said it! And she
spoke with so much certainty that it seemed well-
nich ridiculous for me to answer her. In a case like
hers, what could 7 do—I, who had never until this
night believed that such a case could exist in the
world, that such things could befall any human .
 being—what could 7 do! I-did not tell her how I
came to enter the house, I thought it better not to
mention my having seen the form of policeman
Logan at the street corner. She, it- was evident,
‘was not in the habit of seeing him. His victim, she
had told me, haunted her. So great and so firmly
fixed is my disbelief in ghosts and apparitions that
I could never have believed the latter part of her
story.if it had not been for my own experience of .
the night before. When I could explain that or
laugh at it, I felt that I would have a right to ques-
tion her tale ; not till then.

“Your story,” I said, “is the most wonderful and
also the saddest I think I ever heard of.  You have
" indeed suffered everythl g; and, worst of all, it is
" hard for me to say how I can help you.”

“Help me, Dr. Thorburn?  You have heard my
‘story, that is enough of ‘itself. Tell me, do you

think it was wrong for me to break my oath to-
~John?”

“No,” I said, “ I am sure you have done right. I
do not know that I can reason the matter out, but I
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feel that-you have done noht in thls thmg ; you have
done your duty.” But "—

“Hush 17 x

“ What is it ?” I cried.

« Listen.”

Ilistened. The street door was opening below.
My eyes sought Martha -Warne’s. Ope look was
enough ; I knew what was coming. Not a word
passed between us. I felt my heart beating. A cold
tremor seized hold of me—no, I could not look on
him, T must not see him. With a wild, half childish
instinet of self-preservation, I pulled my chair close
to the bed and buried my face in the clothes, shut-
ting my eyes tight.

Then I’ waited—1I am almost ashamed to tell it—
but I w alted with my head buried in the clothes,for
the form of the dead man to come and go. I felt
the same cold sense of horror that T had felt before
when T first saw the figure of the dead policeman.
Now that it is all past and over, I regret extreemly
that T -did not look up. I knew Dr. Hoegel

‘well when he.was alive, and I would have given
much afterwards to have felt that I could as
it were, identify him. But at the moment I was
powerless to move, powerless to look up. It isa
terrible sensation to experience, and I pray that I
- may never have to pass through it again. I sab
‘there, my eyes tightly closed, my ear. intent to
catch the slightest sound, my brain in a state of
feverish expectancy. . g ,

I bad not long to wait. Many people know the
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peculiar feeling that causes one to be conscious of
something being present in ‘the room, although it is
not seen or heard. Iknew when the apparition came
‘into the room as well as if I had seen it come. I
saw nothing ; I heard nothing; yet I was conscious
of a strange presence. At that moment I think my
senses failed me. I heard a wild cry, the same cry
that had startled me the night before, ringing in my
ears, and breaking the silence with an awful abrupt-
‘ness—and then all was ‘dark, for a while I must have -
lost my senses. ‘
When I came to myself I looked up. I could see
nothing. For a moment I forgot what had hap-
pened, and then, like a flash of lightning, it came
back to my miid. I looked around, but I was in
total darkness ; I spoke, but received no answer.
The strangeness of the thing quite paralysed me.
I had passed through enough, Heaven knows, but it
“seemed that T was-only to escape from one terrible
~experience to be compelled to enter upon another.
However, I determined not to be daunted ; I was in
darkness, and darkness has its terrors only for the
ignorant; I must find a light and see what had hap-
pened. :
I am a smoker, and of course carry matches. I
found ‘a match-in my pocket and lighted it. As the
flame lighted up the room, I looked around. All
was as it had been; the chair, the table, the bed
with the girl lying upon it were all as I had last
seen them. The candle had burned down to the
socket and-then gone out; that wasall. T had seen

»
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others lymc in the drawer, and I 1mmed1ately pro-
ceeded to light one.. ~ :
Assoon as the room was lighted up again, I tursed
round to speak to the girl. I spoke to her sevesal
times, but she did not answer. Thinking she was
asleep, I crossed the room to the bed. Taking her
wrist in my hand to feel her pulse, I found it cold
and lifeless. I leaned over close to. her face; her
head was thrown back, her long brown hair lying on
the pillow, her eyes half shut, a smile of sad- con- “
tentment closing her thin lips. I touched her three
~or four times, and put my head down to listen for.
the beating of her heart.. But there was no sound,
no life'; I was alone with the dead !




CHAPTER XIX.

- -L need not relate what followed ; enough has been
“'told Of the funeral of Ma,rtha Warne, at which =
two sisters from the convent and myself were the
ﬂn}y mourners ; of the sale of her house; of the en-
quiries subsequently- made for her by old acquain-
tances, I need not speak ; after her death nothing of
interest happened in connection with her which any
. one need care to know. I will relate simply what I
have done with respect to the strange story which

she told me; and bring my tale to a close.

It is hardly necessary for me to say that almost
the first thing I did was to go out the St. Laurent,
road as far as the gate of the burying ground, to see
for myself the scene of the murder. It wasnot dif-
ficult to identify the-spot. It was a fine bright day
in May, and the snow-had disappeared. The ground
was #ot dry, but was rapldly drying. 1 saw the
Tittle clump of trees and bushes of which she. had
spoken, on the further side of the field, and shud-
dered as- I reflected what a grim secrst was con-

" cealed under them. ~The field was marshv almost
a lake in some places; it was not p0551b1e to cross
it, nor do I think I would have gone across; if it
had been p acticable. . I saw few people around, and )
the place had a weird aspect, eyen whﬂe the spmncr v
sun was shmmo on 1t ‘
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Then I began to reflect upon what it was best to
do next. "To telf the story to anyone seemed to me
_ 1mpos31ble I felt tnat I ought, in justice to myself'

- and thie world in "general, to do so, but the more T

tried the less'I was able to do it. Two or three
“times I left my_home, intending to make a formal
declaration as to the truth of what I have related,
and leave the matter in the hands of thé authori-
ties ; but every time I failed to summon the neces-
_sary couragé. It haunted me night and day, and I
" felt all the agonies of an accessory to crime ; but
_day after day passed, and yet I had dLe a: 1d said -
nothing.

At last I wrote to the newspapers. Under an
assumed name and a disguised hand, I notified the
editor of a-leading newspaper that the body of the
lost Dr. Hoegel would be discovered, if sought for,
on the St. Laurent road, under a number of bushes
the other side of a field opposite the Roman Catholic
‘cemetery. I described the place carefully, but gave
no further information as to how the body came_
there orwhence the knowledge of the writer as to
its existence there had come.

Everyone knows what followed. People went |
wild with curiosity, immediate search was made, and
for days the city talked of nothing else. The body
was found, and an inquest was held. I was present af
the inquest ;—but nothing was elicited of im-
portance. The body was identified as that of
poor Hoegel, and the verdict of the Coroner’s
‘ jury was “murdered by SOme person Or persons un-
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known.” A ‘reward of one theousand dollars was
offered, and no effort was spared to discover the
guilty parties. All in vain. I saw, with peculiar
emotions, the very letter I had written to the news-~
paper in my disguised hand-writing passed round
the table at which we sat. I examined it closely,
my hand shook and there was a mist before my eyes,
but no one noticed that, they were far too intent on
other things. As I looked on what was left of the
young student of medicine, I had a vision of Martha
Warne and her terrible tale; and the wild, weird
cry that had twice rung through the room in my
hearing seemed to sound in my ears. Outwardly,
no doubt, I was calm, as cool and as critical as any~
one in the room ; in fact much more so, for while the
others were everyone of them animated by a feverish
curiosity, all the more intense bacause there was no
chance of its immadiate gratification, I was merely
pretending to be anxious about the'discovery of the
murderers, and took no real interest in“the dis-
cussion. 1 answered all the questions put to me,
and gave my opinion when it was necessary, and no
more. . When the inquest was over I felt that my
~ duty was done as faras I was able to do it.




. CHAPTER XX.

T have told the story of Martha. Warne. It was
absolutely necessary for me to tell it. I ecould not
keep it to myself. I had tried, and I could not.do--

“it; it haunted meé night and day. I could not
tell it to a friend because 1 could trust no-one to be-
lieve it ; and I cannot bear to be disbelieved.—So' I

write 1t and the World may believe or disbelieve: i

as it pleases - Two thmgs that T have wished to
~ discover, T ha.ve discovered ; who the other student
was, who was cromg* out to meet poor Hoegel the

. night he was killed ; and whether the ghost of Logan

was ever seen by anyone but myself. I have found
- out who the student was; ds he is a young man of
good character, rising in the world, I da not betray
hnn The other question I must also Teave un- ‘
answered, as I cannot name the person without-
divulging his secret; but I am satisfied that. one

- other man besides myself saw a part of what T saw. -

‘ I can tell no more. . - ’
So I give niy story to the world : names are
changed, and, as gveryone will understand, anything .
calculated to betray any of the persons connected
with the. incidents therein, has been left out,
Enough; however, has been .told to place the whole
of each circumstance before ‘my readers, prec1sely as’
- it occurred. I affirm this as absolute truth. Those
~ who do not wish to believe it, need not, To all be-
: »hevmcr and unbehevmo I'say farewell




THE ROWAN TREE.

CHAPTER L

It was many years ago, yet it seems like a few -
days. I was young—twenty-five. I am not very old
now. Twenty years have passed; I am forty-five
Yet [ feel old. Though it seems like yesterday, the
years have been very long, and very dreary. I have
not felt that I lived ; I have been as good as dead to
the world this nineteen years or more.

The evenings are long. It is Summer. I sit out on
the balcony in front of my bedroom: window af

~night, and breathe the evening air. It it calm-and
cool at night. I can smell the moist air of the
marshes, mingled with the odour of the Autumn .
flowers in the garden. I sit there and dream of the
past. As I look down the garden, I can see far away
at the other end, if it be moonlight, the red berries-
of 4 rowan tree. Every night my eye seeks this spot.
Every night, my eyes, resting on it, grow dim and
misty, and my heart dies within me. Even when it
is not moonlight, T caa see the dark leaves of the
rowan, -I ‘can tell the red berries .and count the
clusters. It is always present to my mind. I can see
it standing there, in its still beauty, to me the only
remaining relic of a glorious dream which has long
since faded into nothingness.

This house and its garden are mine. Here I live
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_from one year to another—in solitude, I have tried
to live in the world ; I have tried to luve the world,
to laugh when it laughs, to sorrow when it sorrows,
to join in its sports, its merrymakings, its joys. But
these things are not for me. I have tried them all, -
and I have left them all forever, to come back tomy
lonely retreat in the country. When I was a boy, I
was never happy long, away from the excitement of
city -life. I loved the no.se, the tumult,sthe com-
pany. Now all is changed ; I care for nothing as I
once diu ; it matters little to me what is going on in
the w orld here in my little cottage, with its old

* time ﬂarden at the back, I feel at home. Here, if T
have uo one uear akin, none to love me, no one to
love, at least 1 have peace. One day here is much
like another. - The years come and the year go.
The wind blows wild in the early Spring, the flowers
bloom i Summer,aud decay in Autumn,the suow lies
thick upon the ground in ‘Winter: the year, coming

_ and going, the seasons, as they bloom and die, find
. me, leave me the same. 1 ride, I walk, I shoot, I
read. .When the wind passes over the chimnies in
the long nights of Winter, I am sad; when the
Summer sun sets, far away behind the purple hills,
and the long blue shadows creep over the.green
marshes, 1 am glad 5—for I love the beauties of the
natural world. But these things do not content me ;
I am not, cannot be, fully satisfied with them. There

is' always present with me a sense of something

~wanting ; Winter, Summer, night and morning; I
am aloue. I am alone in my walks and my rides,
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always alone; alone in my-life. In the moonlit
evenings of Autuma, I sit out on the balecony in
front of my window and dream, watching the smoke
from my pipe, curling away into the night air. Here
I dream long, long hours, living over -again the
golden days of youth, and yearning for the hour
which shall set my soul free from the-bondage of
-earth and earthly things. And my eye wearily seeks |
‘the far coruer of the garden, where the red berries
of the ruwan tree are hanging, indistinct in the
moonlight ; and my thoughts wander back to the
long ago, and my heart is young once more.

Twenty years ago ; twenty years it will be this
very night—before which time I must have finished
this brief account of a wasted and ruined’ life;—

‘dwenty years to-night, since the evening that I love
to dream_of, day after day. It was in the early
evening, in August, and I sat within a few yards’
of this very rowau tree, in a rustic chair. The red
berries were there, hanging in clusters as they are
now, the peculiar leaves were there, standing out,
‘mationless and yraceful as to-day. The air was calm
'then as now. The moon shoue, soft snd serene,
away low in the West. _The tall white lilies stood
up, down near the hedcre, among the dark amarant-
hus, with beautiful effect. Unnoticed, the long spikes
. -of fox glove waved majestic to and fro. ‘The damp air
from the marshes mingled with the smell of the
clover fields, as it will to-night. ,
I sat in a rustic chair, down uwear the end of the .
garden. Beside me, sat my young love, Zaidie. I

- -,
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had come to see her—for this was then her house,
not mine—Ilate in the afternoon ; and we had wand-
ered up and down the garden for two hours or more.
- We had much to say to each othér. We loved pas-
sionately, but our love was still young; we had not
known each other long. I was a stranger in the
neighbourhood, visiting a friend in the village two.
miles away. Our acquaintance was but of one
month’s duration ; but, from the beginning, we had.
loved each other. . ) ‘ :
This was to be my last night. ’l’h';a next morning.
I was to leave for home. Those who have lived as I :
- lived then, and loved as I loved, only will be able to
understand how precious seemed the few hours that.
were left tous. After walking up and down the gar-
den until the sun was set we sat down on the rustic
".bench which I have mentioned, and watched the new
moon as it slowly descended towards the diw blue -
‘mountains, We could see it behind the stately elms.
that stood at the back of the garden. The outline of
the branches, the small leaves, sometimes dense,
sometimes parting in the soft breeze, the dark blue
, sky, the stars’ here and there, the moon’s figure
gradually lowering behind; I remember them ail well.
I remember everything that night as distinctly as if
it were yesterday—much more distinctly, for every
- day since has been dim and unreal in comparison..
We were silent for a lono time, I remember, "each -
probably waiting for the ol:her to speak first. I think
it was Zaidie vvho broke the silence. - '
She asked me about a rifg. I had wished to.give- .
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- her a ring, and she had tried to dissuade me from it.
Unknown to her I had sent and obtained one from
the city, and was very anxious to produce it. This.
ring T had in my pocket. I remember that I ob-
gerved in a wise way that engagement rings were
happy inventions ;— at least,” I said, “they are in
cases like ours where the thing is settled for good.”

“Yes,” said Zaidie, mischievously, “the man who
first thought of giving his fiancée an engagement ring.
“ was afraid that if he did not give her something to
remember him by she-would forget him.” .

“You-are altogether wrong,” saidI; “you are ob-
stinate. Just out of mere caprice, you said a week
ago, that I should notgive you a ring. And you still
stick to it ; not because you have a reason, fotr you
have none; but simply because you said it. I donot
admire such persistency.”

Zaidie laughed. “When she lauwhed she was very
beautiful. Her features in repose weie good, but a.
smile changed her face wonderfully. She had bright
cheeks, curly brown hair, and eyes' of the deepest
blue. Hér eyebrows were singularly fine ; and, when
. sHe laughed, her eyes brightened and sparkled. I
= have seen eyes as beautlful, but never any that could

. change from grave to gay as hers used to, and yet

" remain the same. If eyes are an index to the soul,
“her soul was serene and true.

“You have yet to learn, Mr. Frank,” she said,
“«that I never say anything without meaning it.
And T have a reason, a good reason. You, like all
‘men, Jump at the 1dea that girls never have a reason.
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" for anything, and so you do not condescend to ask
for one. I have a reason, and a good one, to0.”
“Whatis it ? Will you tell me what it'is 2
“Yes; perhaps I will; but I shall consider the
_atter a little first as I know you will not be
pleased.” '
“ Now, Zaidie, you are going to tell me, surely ; I
never thought you would act like this.”
" “You never thought'I would act like this, Frank
that is just it ; you have hit the point. You never
thoughit T would be like this—exactly ! You have
answered your own questlon, You thought I would
always be the same serene, smiling, placid, yielding
mortal, that I'-am these hot afternoons You thought
I would always be so sweet, so nice—yes, I know
But you were much mistaken; T haye a temper ; I
have a will.” :
- “Idon’t doubt it, Zaidie,” I said. “I am glad
you have. If you had not.you would not please me
at all.” - .

« No—that is true, Frank,” she "éaid, stniling,
- “But I don’t think you understand me. You have
only seen me twelve times-—I have counted—twelve
times. You have only seen me twelve times smce
we knew each’other., We met once or twice before
we were introduced ; ‘do you remember ?”
“Of course. I remember, I said, interrupting;
“ what can it matter 2 Twelve times, or twelve hun- -
" dred it is all the same.”
-« That is not the point at all,” = Ziidie continued.
“«I am not going to be romantic, Frank ; understand

&
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that once for all. Listen. Every tlme I have seen:
you I have been on my best behaviour. You may
. laugh ; but it is so. I have been awfully nice.”

“ Yes you have.”

“Don’t interrupt me, FranL or- I will 0'0 in and
~ lock the door. behmd me. I have just been doing the .
aareeable every time ; and——-we are engaged ! Think
- of that.”

I thought of it with dehoht: and ‘said so.

“You are foolish,” said Zaidie ; “you are not a

- wise man at all, Frank. "How do you know what I

am like when I do not get my owxn xﬁay, for in-
“stance 2 You know next to nothing of my disposi-
tion ; how can you? ? We have known each other for
s0 short a time.” "~

“I do not think it matters ” Tsaid. “Of course
'We cannot always be having Jolly times like those of
the last few weeks; but I guess we will always man-"
age to endure each other.” : .

“You think so ?—perhaps.”

-+ Zaidie had never talked in this manner before. I‘
* did not like it ; I said so.

«Q, you foolish boy,” she said, pulling at the long
leaves of the rowan above her head as she spoke
“don’t you see I am in real solemm earnest? I am,
Frank; indeed I am. I am speaking seriously in-
deed. We have been too hasty, far too hasty.” )

“What, Zaidie!” I cried, starting.to my feet in
surprise . and alarm ;—*“what is it you say? Too

hasty—too hasty—-—m what "——m our enoacement?
Oh, Zaidie.”

—_—

a

«

»
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“ No, Frank,” she said, rising and placing her hand
on my arm; “ I don't mean that, at least, not ex-.
actly that. Ilove you just as much asT said I did,
or rather a great deal more; I do, indeed. I will
marry you, Frank, and never anybody else, that is '
settled. But—"

“But what ?”

“But we have been in too much , of a hurry,
Frank, all the same. I do not want to displease you
but T must say it. I have been thmkmo a great deal
- last night and to-day. It was your wanting to get
‘me a ring that started me thinking;—and-I have
made up my mind.”

- “What about ?” ’

““Well—we have known each other such a short
time, you see; and we are both young; and you in-
tend going away from home for a while before you
settle down ; I suggest that; for a year—one year—
we do not see each other again.” '

« Zaidie I”

“1 mean it !” : ,

4“‘,Y0u cannot I” The words burst from me, for I-..
was q_uif;e overcome with astonishment. We had
planned to be married in six months, the last time
we had met, and this was a most unpleasant sur-
prise. I could hardly believe my ears:

“Do, you mean it, Zaidie 27

- “Yes, Frank, I do mean it. Ido more than mean -
it; I -insist upon it. I have made ‘up my mind
‘ about it. You will go away and travel, in Europe,
or.some place far removed from’here. T shall stay

<
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" here. * Then, after a year has passed, you will comé
back—that is, if you want to come back 7
« Zaidie !” ‘ ’ - :
. .“Yes, Frank, really ; I do mean it. I do mean it. .
It will be better for us both, We will come, ba.ck
to each other, T feel suré, I feel certain. But let us
part for a while, Let us part, each free ; let the.e
be . no engagement between us, but an understand-
mO —
«“ But Zaidie, I have brouchto you thé ring ! Here
it is” T held it up in the light and showed it to her,
- 2 plain gold ring, with one solitary diamond in it,
_the prettiest ring I thought, that I had ever seen.
Zaidie threw back her head, stepped a little back, -
. and laughed: at me in a most exasperating manner,
her eyes flashing with merriment.
- “Aha, Mr. Masterful, you brought the ring d1d yon,
B after my telling you I wouldn’t take'it; just so.
- Well, you will be properly served, you can take it
~away again with you, and bring it back next August,
when you come again.” ‘
-« That I will'never do,” I said; = I‘ will never do
- that. If you really mean What you say, that we -
must part for a- year, I suppose: it ~must be. I dad
not think it of you Zaidie; but, 1f you say $0, 1t
must, be, I suppose.” = *°
"« Yes, it must be.” R .
“But.I shall have my- way in one thm 1 said
“ you shall wear my ring; you must, at- least do that
1 wﬂl not take no for an answer.”
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with you, and bring it Back w1th you when you come,
" and I will wear it ;—not till then.”

“That I will never do, I said, “and I too have a
will of my own. You must wear this ring, Zaidie,
my love, my life, will you take it from me.”

“No, Frank, I won’t; not for a year. Come back "

then, with it, and I will.”

I made a spring forward, and seized her hand.

She darted away from me; I follcwed her. I had
- the ring in my right hand, and I grasped her hand
~ with my left, I intended, half in fun, and half in
earnest, to place the ring on her finger. Of course,

afterwards, she could take it off if she chose ; but .

there I intended to place it, and so assert my right
as her affianced husband.

“ Ah, you naughty boy, that is what you would be
at is it!”  Zaidie laughed, and kept turning first one
Way and then another to get away from me. I kept
her near the tree, however, beside the fence, and it
was all she could do to keep her hand free of me.

. “I'will do it,” Isaid, “I will do it. You can

take it off if you like, but I will putit on. Now ”—

I had seized her hand, and was holding it up in
the air. She stepped back, and I followed As it
happened she had placed herself squarely against
the rowan tree, and could move no further. I held
up the ring and“tried to put it on her third finger.
She resisted, and we struggled. = All at once, up went
the ring, flying out of my hagd into the tree. I could.
not see where. @At the samé moment I let go my
- hold of her hand.
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“ There !”

We both spoke together. = Zaidie was smiling,
half in sorrow and half in anoer at what she had
done. I felt, and no doubt Iooked, beaten.
minute or two we said no more.
spoke.

“The ring, Frank ; it is gone.”

*“I know it, it is your fault , you wouldn’t wear it
-and now it is lost.” A

“ We must look for it at” once, Frank, if we are to
9nd it to-night.: You go away early to-morrow.”

“If-we find if, will you wear it ?”

“ No, certainly not.”

“Then I shall not look for it.” T had grown quite
sulky, and felt myself discomforted on all hands.
Zaidie was showing an unusual force of will, while I
seemed to have nothing to oppose to it but a loss of
temper, which evidently was only Ctervingr to strengs
then her purpose.- I therefore gave in.

«Let us look,” said I; “I will get a lamp and

some matches. Wait for me. We will find it in
ten minutes.” ‘

For a
Then Zaidie

I left her stwnding under the tree, and went into .
the house. I found her, when I re;urnéd, still in
the same place. Ilighted the lamp. o

« Now, Frank, look on the ground first. There
| are no bushes, and we must find it in a minute. I
- will hold the light.”

" S0 she held the light for me, and I went down on
my knees feeling and examining. every square foot.

of ground as carefully as as“pqsmblewu%a‘rdte‘s“‘fﬁffé
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“looked rather anxious,and I am sure nowthat shetook
the loss of the ring more to heart than I did. Over
and over the ground, I went, feeling every inch of it.
“"We looked round under the tree, close to the trunk,
thenfurther out for about a yard behind the branches,
every side of it. , :

“ It is no use, Zaidie ; it is not on the ground.
What are we to do ? '

“ But it must be somewhere, Frank ; what are we
todo?” : o

~“Shake the-tree.” And I shook it. Red berries,
and bits of faded leaves came down on us, and
several insects which had carefully settled them-
selves in its leaves were thus violently robbed of a

- home. But no ring fell. .

“ Frank, what arc we to do? We have been half
an hour “or more here, lookmg for iv. What shall
we do ¥’ ‘

“ Leave it,” I said. “ Since you refuse .to wear it,
it might as well be on the ground as anywhere. Let
it be. If you find it, keep it ; keep it to remember
me by, if you won’t wear it.” You will ‘at least do

that; won’t you, Zaidie #’

“ Yes—but 1 would rather *hac we found 1t,
said Zaidie.

“ So would I. But what can’t be helped, can’t be.”

“ No—wise youth. Well, Frank, a diamond is 2
diamond. Tt is worth hunting for, and I “will hunt
for it to-morrow. It will serve to keep yow in my

-, mrind anyway, the search for it. And when I find it,

I shall bury it under the tree, and you, when you
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A year ;—man proposes, God dxsposes ; we plan
our lives ; and we are but tiny leaves blown about
by the mighty wind of destiny. A year, and we were
to meet again, and marry and settle down to spend-.'
our livés together; and that year has come and gone,
and” has lenot:hened into twenty years ; —and the
meeting is not yet ! A

But to go back. It had been my intention to
travel, beforé I had met Zaidie at all. I had com-
pleted my law studies, and passed my examination ;
and I had intended, before settling down, to see
something of the world. I would willingly have.

- changed my plans,and havesettled down to practice at

-

the bar, with Zaidie as my wife. However, as this

was not to be, I thought it as well to-carry out my

original Elans , g '
I went first to Mexico. It was a country I had

: lonc Wlshed to visit, and the Winter season was the -

proper time to go; so I started. I enjoyed the

- journey and was mterested in the country; I have

written several articles on Mexican life and habits
since, and they have been well spoken of by the
critics ; so' I may say that my visit was a success-

I got back home in April. I feit as if I would

have given everything I possessed to have gone to
133
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see Zaidie, if only for a few hours ; but I was “for- ‘
bidden. To occupy my mind for the mtervemncr; .
_ months I must go soméwhere else. .
”  April to August—three months, and time to
“spare oni"both sides—what should I do. Almost by
mere. chance, something suggested itself. I heard of
a shlp that was to sail from Portland, ‘Maine, over -
to Bl‘lStOl,(,W&lt from two to ‘four: weeks, and then
~-sail back again. A friend of mine who was suffering
from weakness of the lungs had made the voyage,
- the year before, and offered me a letter to- the cap- -
tain, if T cared to go. ' : v/
T accepted. I had never been to sea na shm,/ and

" wanted something new in the way of e*cpemence

Zaidie, too, when written to, thought the idea a godq
one. So I started; promising ber, both for her amu-
sement and my own, to I\eep a report of my aawn‘»
tures day by day. | ¥ - . -
That record, written for her, 1 have Wlt-h me stﬂlL
I can see it by lookmg up from my desk, as T write.
The. _paper is yellow w1th age ; the handweiting is

M"“‘*Vuneven according as to the chﬁicultles experienced -

in writing on board shlp one day and another. There

it lies. I logk at it with amazement, and wonder

how I could ever have been as happy as I was when

_ it was written. It stops abruptly-——but I will not -
antlclpate my story .

=t T sailed over to Bristol, and dunn(r the thiee B

"’ weeks that the ship remained there, travelled has-

- _tily up to London and back. The ship was to re-

- main in- antol only three Weeks and it, started at
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come. bdck shall dig iv up, and put it on my finger. .

Isit a bargain ?” -
“ I suppose so,’ ’ I said rather gloomily.
“ Very well, Then here is my hand without a
zing. I give-it-fo you, for better for worse ; take it.”
1 took it, and kissed her ; then we moved towards
the house. It was getting very dark. The moon had
gone down behind a cloud, and the_ leaves of the.
rose-bushes were wet with dew. N ight had fully
come. .Here and there in the sky a star shone out;
- but the darkness was getting deeper_every moment,
“ I cannot ask you in, Frank ; propriety is pro-
priety ; I had hoped aunt Helen would have come
down to-night; but she d1dn t. So we must say
good-bye.”
“ Good-bye, Zaidie, aud for a year 2—how can
we ? Don’t you releut a little ; can’t- you withdraw -

your 1eaolumon ? Let us marry each other, and t,hen

go away.”
She was standing in the doorway, with- the lamp
in her hand. She’ held it inside the- door, a little to .

one side of her, so that the light Shone full upon .

her face, while the lamp, itself, could not be seen.
* A more _lovely picture, contrasted, as it was, with ©
the blackness of darkness around, cannot be infa-

gined: Her.cheeks were faintly flushed, and there .

were tears of real sorrow in her eyes, at our parting,
The hand which she held out to me trembled a
little ; but she was firm, - -

“ Frank, dear—it is for the best—Dbelieve jme.

. #
.

- We shall both of us be ’ the better for it. Awrite

®
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~ whenever you like, and’ tell me everything ; and E-
will write to you every_ week at the least. More I - -
cannot promise.” Dear Frank, believe me, it is for
the best.—Good-bye.”.

“ Good-bye.” I did not know how I sald it; but -
it was said. For one brief moment I held her in my
arms ; three times I kissed her ; .and then the door

~closed, and I saw her no more. It was ovéﬂf; she had

“ had her way For a-year we were parted. '

>




THE LOWAN TREE. - """1'35‘ o

the time appomted bu‘t contrary -to my expecta-

. tionms, it was fo,spend a week at Bordeaux, before :

. iabam crossing the Atlantic,

vious to the time of whlch I am wrltmtr

To Bordeaux we went. We stayed there three .

weeks instead of one.” I had an exceedingly pleas-
ant time, went for a walking tour fifty miles into

. the interior of the country, and enjoyed myself gen-

erally. But: I felt that I was going to be late in
getting back ; that, after all, the time would be up,
and I vmuld not be there. _As far as Zaldxe was
- concerned, she knew where I%vas ; and would read-
- ~ily understand why I did.not put in my appearance
" . at the appointed hour. But I felt- annoyed rever-
theless. = -

&

It was the twentv-nmth of J uly when we set sail

¢ - for America. The sixteenth of August was the day,
s»ib-the evening of which I was at liberty to rejoin

my: love. Ships have made the voyage across the
Atlantic,in. fifteen days, with weather and winds in

. their f_avour_. But I had no hope of our ship domg
it; and it was just as well I had not, for I would
' have been- greatly disappointed. On the sixteenth

of August we were still nine hundreu mlles from

" the Amenean shore.
Shall T ever forget that day? Cotlld I ever for-
get it, if T lived a thousand" years? It was a calm.

% I.did not cavil at this. I thought that there.
would still be time enough for me to return before .
" August, and I had never been anywh(,re in France’
except in Paris for a week or two some years pre-

i
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All day long; as if in mockery of my dreams and
hopes, the ship lay simply rising and falling on the
blue water, the sails filling and then ,ﬁappmg idly
a against the mast. I sat out on the poop all the af-
ternoon, aud dreamed of Zaidie, looking over the
. blue waste of waters, towards the far off shore, with
the sunshine beabmw down on me, and the noise
made by the sails ringing in my ears. The sunshine
‘'was -gorgeous, overpowering ; the water was like a
. sea of silver, with thin blue-streaks in it, here and °
there, where the rising and falling of the waves cast
some portions into a faint shadow. ol
So passed the afternoon ; when the sun dechned,
* there came a change. A \/md sprang up, a fair wind ;
clouds began to show themselves on. the far honzon
The water began to darken ; the silver light took a -
bluish tmﬂe, and the shadows of the waves - became
greener and deeper as the sun descended in the
heavens. : v
I had not eaten anything dunn thé' day, feeling
‘too depressed in spirits ; now, howgver, that there
seemed to be a change for tle better, I begrn to feel
- the panys of hunger. I went down and had some
‘tea with the captain: I contrratulated hlm on the
_ turn things had taken, but he seemed in 1o mind to
recene my congratulations. = I observed that at last,
after lying so long ina penect calm, we were for-
~ tunate in getting a fair wind ; and would no deubt -
make good spe-d through the night and on the mor-
. TOW. » . o
R To this the captoin demurred. - Signs of " a storm,

»







CHAPTER IIL

To these who” have never been to sea, the setting
.of the sur that night would be impossible. A pur-
ple sunset—dense clouds, behind which the sun
shone ; dense clouds of blue, behind which the red
glare of sunset- became a rich purple—dens > masses.:
- of puarplish cloud mmrrhnrr with a dark sea, so t
“the line between sea and sky grew 1nd1stmct——w1ld>
masges of cloud of ‘a serepely beautiful gray colour,
far up in the heavens, lightened ev8¥ so little by the
‘settinig sun, lightened only so as to make ‘their dark-
ness visible and show their weird, fantastic form:
~ against the sky——‘sea of a deepest green with purple

depths of shadow, and white flashes of foam—and
the ship with all sail set, driviig on beforé a fair
wind —such was. the_scene When I went on deck at
>sundown : . .
T-walked up and down on the poop, w1th new
emotlon’s It was as ievel as, the floor of a room;
and the sensation, with the wmd bléwing round ofe,
and the bright Iurid sky before.one’ s eyes thrilling
in the extreme. . I watched the setting sun. T could °
“not’ dlstmcmsh its form ; but the glowing colour in
the sky showed me its™ posmon Lower and lower
‘blazed the purplish glare, and the far~away watel
cauorht the reﬂeotmn and ghstened in .its dark :
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depthé ‘T never before caw anythlno ) wonderful
At. last the lxrrht began to die out, and only the -

blackness of darkness goon was 1r151ble The sun
had set. " '

I kept on walkmo up and down. On we went
"and on.  The wind blew stronger and stronger. The
“sky grew blacker and blacker. The sea secmed
‘alive. It was as though uncounted myriads of liv-

ing things were out sporting ina wild unfathomable
sense of joy. - The waves seemed full of infinite
‘laughter. The.white foam gleamed near and far,
and streaks of phosphorescent light played in the-
hollows of ‘each successive wave. Never had 1 seen
.anything so.beautiful. The sailors on board the ship
were rushing to and fro, getting ready for the storm,
when it'should break with all its fury. I prepared,
-a place for myselt where I could see and not be seen
“a retired spot, where I would not interfere with the
men ; and got ready for the night. -

When or héw, or why I went’ b0 sleep, I never
knew ; but I must have been sound asleep by .ten
_o’clock, or, at the latest, eleven. In my dreams I
could hear the whistling of the wind, the Yoar of the
sea, and the voices of the S&llOI’S, indistinet, mmfr-
ling together in a strange medley About midnight |
I awoke ] ( '

-. T dm not-a timid fan, nor was I then keenly alive
5 to first impressions. - But when I awoke that night’
it was as if T had never lived before. n
! - The storm was at its height. - The wind sorunded
_in the rigging like the shrieks of some army of lost
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souls, with a pathos and a despa.xr mdescn!gable. Th
ship was driving on but under little sail. The
captain stood- at- the door of the wheel-house, shout- .
ing lustily, and the mate was shoutinig also from the.
poop, and the sailors were singing annd the gusts of
‘wind. The sea was high, and was breaking ; pever ..
before had I seen’ it so. People have often talked of
.- waves, that are mountains high; but it is the size of -
" the waves, and 'not their height, that really fills.one
~ with awe. And they seemed conscious of their own - '
--existence and of their power, as they rose and
rose, again and again, and broke with a rapidity
that caused one’s heart to stand still. Mine stood
still again and again. It seemed impossible -thay
our poor ship could stand i the face, of such
majestic destroyers; and I felt, as I gazed at the
‘white foam, as if I could throw my self into the
whirling water, and die, battling with the wild
waves. ‘ :
For a long time I gazed fascmated I oazed at the
mast-head, dim’in the flarkness above; at the water, J
surging and boiling, and_ seemmﬂly full of life; at the |
sky, where nothing was visible but masses of cloud.
Now and again a flash of lightning would illuamine
the wide waste of water and play among the white
waves, darting out of the black sky overhead ;and &= [
roll of thunder would still, for a moment, the’ wierd -
. whistling of the wind aloft. Then darkness and si-
. lence would supervene;; and the noise of wmd and
water would rise again. So passed the time, I forget-
- ting all thm gs in the. cont:emplatlon of the storm.
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3

“Frank”’ S

o

. - o

'What was it ? A voice seemed to be callmc me. -

Some one had spoken, had called me by nan‘le who r
$ It could not have been anyone aboard ship, for no

L one on board - knew my name; and the very idea
seeméd pxeposterous But I hﬁd‘wem,_)y heard a

1 j"fmand 1 recogmzed : 11; wastheribg!. . ¢ T

s B

.

" g "‘.7‘#»”". e v
%fc’é“" A ounetl '

ra

I looked around. A brilliant flash of hfrhtmno lit

- up the waves, and the foam gleamed blue and un~
“earthly for a moment ; then all was planged in thlck

darkness as the thunder began to rumble "around aas )

- The. ship -would go down, down, down, until | one ",‘ '
- would have thoucht that-she was about to, be/ sub- o :
imerged when, suddenly, she Would turn i

of the next ;wazei ) Another nlo
Wouldbgoacain. fAnd the wind.k

ent and dgwn she
"pt whist, ng with-

% Frank !”

. Aguin—could T be dreaming? Could I be in a

' dream? I Tooked up above and around. What was

- it; whe had called ? It was strange. I felta sense )
1 *of extreme fear oppress me. I shivered as T hstened' R
- to the wind. “The waves seemed to reach over me, -
- and I seemed about to perish in their embrdce.
- Again and again I shivered, and drew my great coat
closer around mie, and held my head down under my
- ulster to protect it. The lightning flashed again over
[ the waves and I closei my’ eyes to shut it out.

L “Frank?”

* What ?——-that voxce—-that Vmce-—-I knew it. Amld

I




THE ROWAN TREE. _—

- < “ . .
‘the roar of the tempest and the toll of thunder I
“ recognized that voice. I knew that voice, a thousand
~ miles away, mayhap,a thousand miles away, over the -
_wild stormy sea. I knew it. Falling back uncon-
scious of all that was passing around me, I cried out,

m*’f nd ’ lﬂnﬂ vnhﬂnn"flqn — 79-1(118 '”
R

sea was high, and wag breakme i e .
hﬁfnmb@e‘&a.a TECUG U cr ey o bsBireni i o 33 3 g

Zaldle—1t was Zaidie’s own voice. /

. trance or dream, or did I indeed behold my. far-off
love? 1 fell back-where I was.lying and becamé ut-
terly unconscieus of what was going on around me.
- Zaidie—I had heard the call; I was conscious no
more of aught save her presence.

She stood in the garden beneath the rowan tree.
Instead of standing alone she seemed to be support-
ed by two other people. ‘These people were indis-
tmct mere shadows. Zaidie, herself, was like life
before me. But I could have cried aloud had it been
in my power to do so, at her wan and wasted ap-
pearance. Her cheeks were thin and sunken and
‘their colour was gone. Her brown hair fell, unhin-

~dered by plait or ¢omb, over her shoulders. Tears
were in her eyes and she looked at me with a mourn-
ful tenderness. “Zaidie,” I cried, “Zaidie—let me’
come to you. Let me come to you;—Zaidie, my
. love, my love—Zaidie.” '

She seemed to repel me, toshake her head mourn-

* fully. Several times Bseemed to put out . Ny arms h
to take her in them ;—but in vain ; I could not reach
‘her. Then I cried -aloud again, “Zagdle, my own
love, my own love, let me come to you” ;—and again
~ she seemed-to shake her head sadly as if to say how N
.- 1mpossxble it Was, how futile to wish it.
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Then a strange t
- Taise hey ‘hand,

-

hin‘g ha

b
5 and seemed to be cut off
from her by ,a:_'feg;(s‘)?l;n%usorrow of that ineeting." I
) Oh,uhe hmmolost all sense of earthly things,sm be
seemed to da"ea n unknown world. Yet T knew the
bransporte ; tl(‘) There were the cark long leaves and.
spot very we ; 6;"1;.}19 rowan; thee was nylove, in g
the red b.em»io‘,;l standing underne;th, smiling a
ong Wh‘?e “vih ’her eyes ‘ull of ters the while.
_ sweet smile, } .ed to stand “ and I cold ‘see?tlge ring
There‘s}’le Seb-‘;lr hand. Butall aroun: was ShddoxV‘s;
A gleamuiféx?; ‘wnd on eithe side, ‘there weamed to be
C - a ,
‘ f‘:?zo;eah of fie scene; =

T . s, anb vet I was nt“sa!:i-sﬁfed. o
. astd my eyes, -anb - P~
Ilﬁz‘]onlj touch her wth my hand Jst _fvr orfe
ik go.uf poment!  How sweb the thought But no;
brief , , \ 3 i

;

C
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she was far off ; and I sank back a;gain, powerless.

" But.-1 must do it. Was she on earth or in Heaven -
I must kiss her once again. I must feel her breaﬁh
mingle with mine and press her lips once more. I
miust do it. SoT1 gathered up all my courage and -
: 'strenuth and rushed forward. But gs I did :so the.
vision melted into air; and a voicé ringing through
~ thie-darkness, in tones I knew so well, sald “Twen- .
: 'ty years, Frank, not for twenty .years ”




CHAPTER IV.

I awoke. I was in my berth, and 11; was broad_
day. I-looked around me. For a moment [ forgﬂt”

- what had happened: Then it all. rushed upon my.
mind at once. - I sat up. Yes, of the floor lay my:

ulster, my great coat, my ring, all of them still wet.
Beside me lay my clothes.

e I recollected everything. The whole scene ﬁwshed

-

.across my mind. T could see Zaidie as she stood be-
fore me, under the rowan tree, lifting het hand and

shmyinﬂ me the rine. T could liear her calling to e,
"Frank Frank.” and the last low ecry, “not for

" twenty years, Frank ; not for twenty yearb. ” What
could i} have all mcant ?. Was it merely a dream ?
No, I had 'been awake, when first T heard the cry
What did it mean? i - o

A horrible fear came over me. T had read of-
second sight, of people seeing things happening in a
- different part of the world at the self-same hour at
“‘which they had actually taken place. AS T thought
-“of this, cold drops formed.on my - forehead and my
moubh Grew dry wn;h fear. 1}"818‘ camg over me
something like a dread certainty trhat Zaidie was
dead. Wlth a cry of pain I jumped from my berth.
Then I realized how futile were my lamentations.
Davs must pass before we could sea, land and I

. K
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must wait, tboubh every moment be an agony of

' suspense, for news of my loved one. T sat for some »
“time on the floor, thinking over every possible ex- -
planatmn of the occurrence ; I was willing fo reason -
it out in every way but one; it could not, could not
. be that what I had seen- had actually happened. No
—u0—it was a dream, an evil dream, produced by
the wild storm and the thought that the day pre-
ceding had been our day of meeting, had I but

° been home. But so great was my anxietythat I felt
as if I could throw mvself into the water and swxm
the rest of the way, rather than wait in quspense

When I went on deck, I found that it was about

eleven o’clock in the morning. The wind- had sub-
sided, andl the sea, though stxll hlgh was not nearly -
'so much agltaeed as it had been during the past *' |
mght The caql;a,m and the mate smiled at me,as I
approached themn; and inquired how I felt. I asked
* them what they. mea,nt They enquired in turn’ what
1 remembered of- the night before. T felt myself turn
“pale at’ the’ questlrm and at that they both burst into -

- alaugh. T asked again the meaning of what they -
"s1id, and why they %mﬂed Then they told me that
1 had - been discovered ‘in a fainting fit, and carried
“below, about’ midnight. - The supposition had been
that I was afraid of the storm.
1 was rather puzzled: how to account for thls
" fainting fit. To tell the truth it was 1mp0s31ble and
"I knew aIso, that, bad I told it, I would have N
rece;ved no comfort from either of them; as there' -
ate no more superstmous people in ‘zthe world - tha.n A




“mdeh preoccupied with“a’ crraver mat,ter to busy
itself over the opinion, good or i, whxch my fellows
mlght entertain of .me.




" CHAPTER V.

- Hope, without hope—fear that tries to hide itself,
and make believethat it doesnot exist;—fear for those
whom we love best of all, shrinking fear, lest, when
~we come, they shall have gone for evermore ;—tell .

e of nothing more trying to the heart than this! . -

-Oh my God! What hours did I spend, looking.
,over the sea, and waltmcr in mute expeetancy hours
in which every minute ‘seemed as if it would never,

never end,.as if every second waited and waited' to

" torture;me wrﬁh keener anguish.

1 caunot speak, I cannot Wnte I cannot even .
bear to think,’ of those long, lIong da}s Let me tell
all at once. - .

_She was dead. ) '

She had. died that night.” Shortly after eight in
"the evening, she had expressed a desire to go out -
into the garden, to rest beneath the rowan tree. She
~ had been ill for two months, and during her illfiess
had repeatedly expressed’a wish that she might live
until I returned. That she should hve to recover -

" her health and strenoth she knew was impossible. 1

‘Her - fungs had suddenly given way; she was.
) doomed ; she knew 1t But she hoped tohve unml I
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have come. She knew that T was at sea, and did not
expect to see me ; but she expressed a strange lqno'- :
‘ing to be taken out, to stand, if -only for a}noment
under the rowan tree, where we.were to have met

“Her w1sh was gratified. =~ An aunt, who was stay-
mor with her;:and her nurse, carried her out, and held
* her for a moment under the tree. Standing therer
she had put my ring upon her finger, siying as.she
,did so—*if T don’t live till he comes, tell him that I -

- ‘put his ring on my ﬁno"Er as I promxsed to-night.”

I cannot proceed Had I but been at the spot, as
I had promised to be, had I but. remained near at
“hand and not wandered .away over the broad Atlan--
_ tic—but how vain are all regrets—I shall utfer none.
——-sxlence alone is possible®when I thmk of what I
lost : -
“She had died that night. My ‘name was the Tast
~word on ‘her lips, my “happiness " her last thought.
- This has been the one joy of my life ; that she loved
" me-and that I loved her to the end. Her young life:-
wert out ; the j joy of mine went with it ; but as we
- knew each other, and as we loved each other so have
we ever been linked together 1n my inmost hearq
and soul




CHAPTER VL~

. Thavetold my story. But a htl:le of life is Ieft to ‘
me. A few short hours and I shall be numbered

with'the dead” This I know. Every year, when the “
day comeg, strange fatal day, the sixteenth of .Au-_

cust I have again the same vision, and dream the .
“same dream). I bought-this house where she lived, *
and where the happiest hours of my life, too,. were
spent and have lived here for nineteen years. Every -
‘August’ 1 have had the same dream, have- seen my .
love-as she appeared to methatnight, and have heard
her voice, calling to m>» amid the darkness. Every
year, one year has been taken from the sum of my '

life, and to-day is the sixteenth of August, and the |

twentieth year is all but complete.. - I neither exult
- nor despair. I have waited patiently ; the years
* ‘haye been long; but it is over now and done with.
My life, as T look back upon it,- seems wasted. But'

swhat of that ? Life, at the best, is but a. pa.ssmt,
“dream ; if mine has been more. empty and vain than

- others, at least I have wronged no ene. I have al-
lowed my great sorrow to cloud my whole existence;
‘but was that my fault ~ Shall I not’ say with -
Sha.kespe&re—- S o, A

B

“ There’s a Divinity" that shapes our ends.
Rough heyr them as we, wxll.” -
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~ #“For good or for evil, it is done. Doctors have |
me to be careful of myself, and have shaken their
 heads over a certain fluttering of my heart, which
, - attacks me at tiineé._ Perhaps that: is ho‘w._‘I,am to
. die: But I do'rot-know ;. one thing I do knqﬁf—tha(.
. it is surely coming, and that T am ready. '
I wil’stop, for 1 have “something to'do yet. I.
would take a last look at my home—and Zaidie’s.
- The August sun is getting low in the sky ; it is the
“late afﬁérni’)op. Once more T shall take a run on the
< marshes, to smell the brown hay, and breashe the
. warm air and pluck the ox-eyed daisies, as we did, ,
Zaidie and 1, the first day we ever knew each
. other ;—yes, once mére. Then I shall go and take
Jleave: of my little brown mare in the stable, give
-~ her the last feed of oats and new made hay that she
shall,ever get from me ;—and 1 shall pat my dog, - -
_w~  and feed him, and stroke him, for the last time. "
. And then, when' evening falls, when the August sun
- goes down and the August moon rises in the dark
blue sky, and the glories of the Summer night =
unfold themselves to view—I shalllay myself down - -
7 in silence, to await the messenger who comes to -
. “sumthon me to the unseen world! . -

i El
& o .




