THE HAUNTED HOTEL

by Wlkie Collins

THE FI RST PART

CHAPTER |

In the year 1860, the reputation of Doctor Wbrow as a London
physi ci an reached its highest point. It was reported on good
authority that he was in receipt of one of the |argest incones
derived fromthe practice of medicine in nodern tines.

One afternoon, towards the close of the London season, the Doctor
had just taken his luncheon after a specially hard norning' s work
in his consulting-room and with a formdable list of visits

to patients at their own houses to fill up the rest of his day--
when the servant announced that a | ady wished to speak to him

"Who is she?" the Doctor asked. 'A stranger?

'Yes, sir.

"I see no strangers out of consulting-hours. Tell her what the hours are,
and send her away.'

"l have told her, sir.
"Wl
"And she won't go.'

"Wn't go?' The Doctor sniled as he repeated the words. He was

a hunourist in his way; and there was an absurd side to the situation
whi ch rather amused him 'Has this obstinate |ady given you her nane?
he i nquired.

"No, sir. She refused to give any name--she said she woul dn't keep
you five mnutes, and the matter was too inportant to wait till
to-norrow. There she is in the consulting-room and how to get

her out again is nore than | know. '

Doct or Whbrow considered for a noment. Hi s know edge of wonen
(professionally speaking) rested on the ripe experience of nore

than thirty years; he had met with themin all their varieties--
especially the variety which knows nothing of the value of tineg,

and never hesitates at sheltering itself behind the privileges of its sex.
A glance at his watch informed himthat he nust soon begin his rounds
anong the patients who were waiting for himat their own houses.

He decided forthwith on taking the only wi se course that was open

under the circunstances. 1In other words, he decided on taking

to flight.



'"I's the carriage at the door?' he asked.

"Yes, sir.

"Very well. Open the house-door for me w thout making any noi se,

and | eave the |lady in undisturbed possession of the consulting-room
VWhen she gets tired of waiting, you know what to tell her

If she asks when | am expected to return, say that | dine at ny club,
and spend the evening at the theatre. Now then, softly, Thomas!

If your shoes creak, | ama lost man.'

He noiselessly led the way into the hall, followed by the servant
on tip-toe.

Did the lady in the consulting-room suspect hinf or did Thomas's
shoes creak, and was her sense of hearing unusually keen?

VWhat ever the explanation may be, the event that actually happened

was beyond all doubt. Exactly as Doctor Whbrow passed his

consul ting-room the door opened--the | ady appeared on the threshold--
and | aid her hand on his arm

"I entreat you, sir, not to go away without letting nme speak
to you first.'

The accent was foreign; the tone was low and firm Her fingers
cl osed gently, and yet resolutely, on the Doctor's arm

Nei t her her | anguage nor her action had the slightest effect in inclining
himto grant her request. The influence that instantly stopped him
on the way to his carriage, was the silent influence of her face.

The startling contrast between the corpse-like pallor of her

conpl exion and the overpowering life and light, the glittering
metallic brightness in her large black eyes, held himliterally
spel | -bound. She was dressed in dark colours, with perfect taste;

she was of m ddle height, and (apparently) of niddl e age--say a year
or two over thirty. Her |ower features--the nose, nouth, and chin--
possessed the fineness and delicacy of formwhich is oftener seen
anong wonen of foreign races than anong wonen of English birth.

She was unquestionably a handsonme person--with the one serious
drawback of her ghastly conplexion, and with the | ess noticeabl e
defect of a total want of tenderness in the expression of her eyes.
Apart fromhis first enotion of surprise, the feeling she produced

in the Doctor nmay be described as an overpowering feeling of

prof essional curiosity. The case might prove to be something entirely
new i n his professional experience. 'It looks like it,' he thought;
"and it's worth waiting for.'

She perceived that she she had produced a strong i npression
of some kind upon him and dropped her hold on his arm

"You have conforted nany m serable wonen in your tine,' she said.
'"Confort one nore, to-day.'

Wthout waiting to be answered, she led the way back into the room

The Doctor followed her, and closed the door. He placed her

in the patients' chair, opposite the windows. Even in London

the sun, on that sunmer afternoon, was dazzlingly bright.

The radiant light flowed in on her. Her eyes net it unflinchingly,
with the steely steadiness of the eyes of an eagle. The snpoth



pal |l or of her unwinkled skin | ooked nore fearfully white than ever.
For the first time, for many a | ong year past, the Doctor felt his pulse
qui cken its beat in the presence of a patient.

Havi ng possessed herself of his attention, she appeared,

strangely enough, to have nothing to say to him A curious apathy
seened to have taken possession of this resolute woman. Forced to
speak first, the Doctor nerely inquired, in the conventional phrase,
what he could do for her.

The sound of his voice seened to rouse her. Still |ooking straight
at the light, she said abruptly: 'I have a painful question to ask.'
"What is it?

Her eyes travelled slowy fromthe windowto the Doctor's face
Wthout the slightest outward appearance of agitation, she put
the 'painful question' in these extraordinary words:

"I want to know, if you please, whether | amin danger of going nmad?

Sonme nmen m ght have been amused, and some mni ght have been al arned.
Doct or Whbrow was only consci ous of a sense of di sappoi ntnent.

Was this the rare case that he had anticipated, judging rashly

by appearances? Was the new patient only a hypochondri acal wonan,
whose mal ady was a di sordered stomach and whose misfortune was a
weak brain? 'Wiy do you cone to ne?' he asked sharply. 'Wy don't
you consult a doctor whose special enploynment is the treatnment of

t he i nsane?'

She had her answer ready on the instant.

"I don't go to a doctor of that sort,' she said, 'for the very

reason that he is a specialist: he has the fatal habit of judging
everybody by lines and rules of his own |aying dowmn. | conme to you,
because nmy case is outside of all lines and rules, and because you are
fanous in your profession for the discovery of nysteries in disease.
Are you satisfied?

He was nore than satisfied--his first idea had been the right idea,
after all. Besides, she was correctly inforned as to his

prof essional position. The capacity which had raised himto fane
and fortune was his capacity (unrivalled anong his brethren)

for the discovery of renote disease

"I am at your disposal,' he answered. 'Let ne try if |I can find
out what is the matter with you.'

He put his medical questions. They were pronptly and plainly answered;
and they led to no other conclusion than that the strange | ady was,
nmental ly and physically, in excellent health. Not satisfied

with questions, he carefully exanmi ned the great organs of life.

Nei t her his hand nor his stethoscope could discover anything that

was anmss. Wth the admrable patience and devotion to his art

whi ch had di stinguished himfromthe tine when he was a student,

he still subjected her to one test after another. The result was

al ways the same. Not only was there no tendency to brain disease--
there was not even a perceptible derangenent of the nervous system

"I can find nothing the matter with you,' he said. 'l can't even
account for the extraordinary pallor of your conplexion. You conpletely
puzzle ne.'



"The pallor of ny conplexion is nothing,' she answered a

little inpatiently. '"In ny early life |I had a narrow escape from
death by poisoning. | have never had a conpl exi on since--and ny skin
is so delicate, | cannot paint w thout producing a hideous rash.

But that is of no inportance. | wanted your opinion given positively.
| believed in you, and you have di sappointed ne.' Her head dropped
on her breast. 'And so it ends!' she said to herself bitterly.

The Doctor's synpathies were touched. Perhaps it night be nore
correct to say that his professional pride was a little hurt.

"It may end in the right way yet,' he remarked, 'if you choose to
hel p ne.’

She | ooked up again with flashing eyes, 'Speak plainly,' she said.
'How can | help you?

"Plainly, madam you conme to ne as an enignma, and you | eave ne

to make the right guess by the unaided efforts of ny art. M art

wi Il do nuch, but not all. For exanple, sonething nmust have occurred--
somet hi ng quite unconnected with the state of your bodily health--

to frighten you about yourself, or you would never have cone here

to consult me. |Is that true?

She cl asped her hands in her lap. 'That is true!' she said eagerly.
"l begin to believe in you again.'

"Very well. You can't expect ne to find out the noral cause whi ch has
alarnmed you. | can positively discover that there is no physica

cause of alarm and (unless you admit ne to your confidence)

| can do no nore.'

She rose, and took a turn in the room 'Suppose | tell you?' she said.
"But, mind, | shall nmention no nanes!’

"There is no need to nmention nanes. The facts are all | want.'

'The facts are nothing,' she rejoined. 'I have only ny own inpressions
to confess--and you will very likely think ne a fanciful fool when you
hear what they are. No matter. | wll do ny best to content you--

I will begin with the facts that you want. Take ny word for it,
they won't do nuch to help you.'

She sat down again. |n the plainest possible words, she began
t he strangest and w | dest confession that had ever reached
the Doctor's ears.

CHAPTER | |

"It is one fact, sir, that | ama widow,' she said. 'It is another fact,
that | amgoing to be married again.'

There she paused, and smiled at sonme thought that occurred to her
Doct or Whbrow was not favourably inpressed by her smle--

there was sonet hing at once sad and cruel init. It came slowy,

and it went away suddenly. He began to doubt whether he had been wi se



in acting on his first inpression. Hs nmind reverted to the conmonpl ace
patients and the discoverable mal adies that were waiting for him
with a certain tender regret.

The | ady went on.

"My approaching nmarriage,' she said, 'has one enbarrassing

ci rcunst ance connected with it. The gentleman whose wife | amto be,
was engaged to anot her | ady when he happened to neet with ne, abroad:
that |ady, mind, being of his own blood and fanmily, related to
himas his cousin. | have innocently robbed her of her |over,

and destroyed her prospects in life. Innocently, | say--because he told
me not hing of his engagenment until after | had accepted him

VWhen we next net in Engl and--and when there was danger, no doubt,

of the affair coming to nmy know edge--he told ne the truth.

I was naturally indignant. He had his excuse ready; he showed ne
aletter fromthe | ady herself, releasing himfromhis engagenent.

A nmore noble, a nore high-mnded letter, | never read in ny life.
| cried over it--1 who have no tears in nme for sorrows of my own!
If the letter had | eft himany hope of being forgiven, | would

have positively refused to marry him But the firmess of it--
wi t hout anger, without a word of reproach, with heartfelt w shes

even for his happiness--the firmess of it, | say, left himno hope.
He appeal ed to ny conpassion; he appealed to his |ove for ne.

You know what wonen are. | too was soft-hearted--1 said,

Very well: vyes! In a week nore (I trenble as | think of it)

we are to be married."’

She did really trenble--she was obliged to pause and conpose herself,
before she could go on. The Doctor, waiting for nore facts,

began to fear that he stood committed to a long story. 'Forgive me
for reminding you that | have suffering persons waiting to see ne,"'
he said. 'The sooner you can cone to the point, the better for ny
patients and for ne.'

The strange snile--at once so sad and so cruel --showed itself again
on the lady's lips. 'Every word | have said is to the point,’
she answered. 'You will see it yourself in a nonent nore.'

She resuned her narrative.

' Yest erday--you need fear no long story, sir; only yesterday--

| was anmong the visitors at one of your English |uncheon parti es.
A lady, a perfect stranger to ne, cane in late--after we had | eft
the table, and had retired to the draw ng-room She happened

to take a chair near me; and we were presented to each ot her

| knew her by nane, as she knew nme. It was the woman whom | had
robbed of her |over, the woman who had witten the noble letter.

Now | isten! You were inpatient with me for not interesting

you in what | said just now | said it to satisfy your mnd
that | had no ennmity of feeling towards the |lady, on ny side.
| admired her, | felt for her--1 had no cause to reproach nyself.
This is very inportant, as you will presently see. On her side,

| have reason to be assured that the circunstances had been truly
expl ained to her, and that she understood | was in no way to bl ane.
Now, knowi ng all these necessary things as you do, explain to ne,

if you can, why, when | rose and nmet that wonan's eyes | ooking at ne,
| turned cold fromhead to foot, and shuddered, and shivered,

and knew what a deadly panic of fear was, for the first time in ny
life.'



The Doctor began to feel interested at |ast.

'"Was there anything remarkable in the | ady's personal appearance?
he asked.

" Not hi ng what ever!' was the veherment reply. 'Here is the true
description of her:--The ordinary English |lady; the clear cold

bl ue eyes, the fine rosy conplexion, the inanimately polite nmanner
the | arge good- hunoured nmouth, the too plunp cheeks and chin

t hese, and nothing nore.'

'"Was there anything in her expression, when you first | ooked at her
that took you by surprise?

' There was natural curiosity to see the woman who had been

preferred to her; and perhaps sonme astoni shnent al so, not to see

a nore engagi ng and nore beautiful person; both those feelings
restrained within the limts of good breeding, and both not lasting
for nore than a few nonents--so far as | could see. | say, "so far,"
because the horrible agitation that she conmmuni cated to ne disturbed
my judgnent. |f | could have got to the door, | would have run out
of the room she frightened ne so! | was not even able to stand up--
| sank back in nmy chair; | stared horror-struck at the cal m

bl ue eyes that were only looking at ne with a gentle surprise.

To say they affected me |like the eyes of a serpent is to say nothing.
| felt her soul in them Ilooking into mne--1ooking, if such a thing
can be, unconsciously to her own nortal self. | tell you ny inpression,
inall its horror and in all its folly! That wonman is destined
(without knowing it herself) to be the evil genius of ny life.

Her innocent eyes saw hidden capabilities of wi ckedness in me that |
was not aware of nyself, until | felt themstirring under her |ook

If I commit faults in nmy life to come--if | ameven guilty of crines--
she will bring the retribution, without (as | firnmy believe)

any conscious exercise of her owmn will. 1In one indescribable

monent | felt all this--and | suppose ny face showed it.

The good artless creature was inspired by a sort of gentle alarm

for me. "I amafraid the heat of the roomis too nuch for you
will you try ny snelling bottle?" | heard her say those kind words;
and | renenber nothing else--1 fainted. Wen | recovered ny senses,

t he conpany had all gone; only the |ady of the house was with me.

For the monent | could say nothing to her; the dreadful inpression

that | have tried to describe to you came back to ne with the com ng
back of my life. As soon | could speak, |I inplored her to tell ne

the whol e truth about the woman whom | had suppl anted. You see,

I had a faint hope that her good character m ght not really be deserved,
that her noble letter was a skilful piece of hypocrisy--in short,

that she secretly hated nme, and was cunni ng enough to hide it.

No! the | ady had been her friend fromher girlhood, was as famliar
with her as if they had been sisters--knew her positively to be as good,
as innocent, as incapable of hating anybody, as the greatest saint

that ever lived. M one |ast hope, that | had only felt an ordinary
forewarni ng of danger in the presence of an ordinary eneny,

was a hope destroyed for ever. There was one nore effort | could make,
and | made it. | went next to the man whom | amto marry.

| inplored himto release ne fromny prom se. He refused.

| declared | would break nmy engagenent. He showed ne letters

fromhis sisters, letters fromhis brothers, and his dear friends--

all entreating himto think again before he nmade nme his wife;

all repeating reports of ne in Paris, Vienna, and London

which are so many vile lies. "If you refuse to marry ne," he said,
"you adnmit that these reports are true--you adnmit that you are afraid



to face society in the character of nmy wife." What could | answer?

There was no contradicting him-he was plainly right: if | persisted

in my refusal, the utter destruction of my reputati on would be the result.
| consented to let the weddi ng take place as we had arranged it--

and left him The night has passed. | amhere, with ny fixed conviction--
that innocent worman is ordained to have a fatal influence over ny life.

I amhere with my one question to put, to the one nan who can answer it.
For the last tine, sir, what aml--a denon who has seen the avenging
angel ? or only a poor mad woman, msled by the delusion of a deranged

nm nd?'

Doctor Whbrow rose fromhis chair, deternmned to close the interview

He was strongly and painfully inpressed by what he had heard.

The longer he had listened to her, the nore irresistibly

the conviction of the woman's w ckedness had forced itself on him

He tried vainly to think of her as a person to be pitied--a person
with a norbidly sensitive imagination, conscious of the capacities

for evil which lie dormant in us all, and striving earnestly to open
her heart to the counter-influence of her own better nature; the effort
was beyond him A perverse instinct in himsaid, as if in words,
Bewar e how you believe in her

"l have already given you ny opinion,' he said. 'There is no sign
of your intellect being deranged, or being likely to be deranged,

t hat nedi cal science can discover--as | understand it.

As for the inpressions you have confided to nme, | can only say
that yours is a case (as | venture to think) for spiritua

rather than for medical advice. O one thing be assured:

what you have said to me in this roomshall not pass out of it.
Your confession is safe in ny keeping.'

She heard him wth a certain dogged resignation, to the end.
"Is that all?" she asked.
"That is all,' he answered.

She put a little paper packet of nobney on the table.
' Thank you, sir. There is your fee.'

Wth those words she rose. Her wild black eyes | ooked upward,

with an expression of despair so defiant and so horrible inits silent
agony that the Doctor turned away his head, unable to endure the sight
of it. The bare idea of taking anything from her--not noney only,

but anything even that she had touched--suddenly revolted him

Still without |ooking at her, he said, 'Take it back; | don't want

ny fee.'

She neither heeded nor heard him Still |ooking upward, she said
slowy to herself, 'Let the end cone. | have done with the struggle:
| submit.'

She drew her veil over her face, bowed to the Doctor, and |eft
t he room

He rang the bell, and followed her into the hall. As the servant

cl osed the door on her, a sudden inpulse of curiosity--

utterly unworthy of him and at the same time utterly irresistible--
sprang up in the Doctor's mnd. Blushing like a boy, he said

to the servant, 'Foll ow her hone, and find out her nane.'



For one nonent the man | ooked at his nmaster, doubting if his own ears
had not deceived him Doctor Whbrow | ooked back at himin silence.
The subm ssive servant knew what that silence neant--he took his hat
and hurried into the street.

The Doctor went back to the consulting-room A sudden revul sion

of feeling swept over his mnd. Had the woman | eft an infection

of w ckedness in the house, and had he caught it? What devil had
possessed himto degrade hinmself in the eyes of his own servant?

He had behaved i nfanousl y--he had asked an honest man, a nan who had
served himfaithfully for years, to turn spy! Stung by the bare

t hought of it, he ran out into the hall again, and opened the door
The servant had di sappeared; it was too late to call him back

But one refuge fromhis contempt for hinself was now open to him-
the refuge of work. He got into his carriage and went his rounds anobng
his patients.

If the famous physician could have shaken his own reputation

he woul d have done it that afternoon. Never before had he nmade
hinmself so little welcone at the bedside. Never before had he put off
until to-nmorrow the prescription which ought to have been witten,

t he opi ni on which ought to have been given, to-day. He went hone
earlier than usual --unutterably dissatisfied with hinself.

The servant had returned. Dr. Wbrow was ashamed to question him
The man reported the result of his errand, without waiting to

be asked.

'"The lady's nane is the Countess Narona. She lives at--'

Wthout waiting to hear where she lived, the Doctor acknow edged

the all-inportant discovery of her nane by a silent bend of the head,
and entered his consulting-room The fee that he had vainly refused
still lay inits little white paper covering on the table.

He sealed it up in an envel ope; addressed it to the 'Poor-box

of the nearest police-court; and, calling the servant in

directed himto take it to the nagistrate the next norning.

Faithful to his duties, the servant waited to ask the customary question,
'"Do you dine at home to-day, sir?

After a nonent's hesitation he said, "No: | shall dine at the club.'

The nost easily deteriorated of all the noral qualities is

the quality called 'conscience.’ |In one state of a man's m nd

his conscience is the severest judge that can pass sentence on him
In another state, he and his conscience are on the best possible
terns with each other in the confortable capacity of acconplices.
When Doctor Wbrow I eft his house for the second tinme, he did

not even attenpt to conceal fromhinself that his sol e object,

in dining at the club, was to hear what the world said of the
Count ess Nar ona.

CHAPTER | I

There was a tine when a man in search of the pl easures of gossip
sought the society of ladies. The nman knows better now.



He goes to the snoking-roomof his club

Doctor Whbrow lit his cigar, and | ooked round himat his brethren

in social conclave assenbled. The roomwas well filled;

but the flow of talk was still languid. The Doctor innocently

applied the stinmulant that was wanted. Wen he inquired if

anybody knew the Countess Narona, he was answered by sonet hing

i ke a shout of astonishment. Never (the concl ave agreed)

had such an absurd questi on been asked before! Every human creature,
with the slightest claimto a place in society, knew the Countess Narona.
An adventuress with a European reputation of the blackest possible colour--
such was the general description of the woman with the deathlike

conpl exion and the glittering eyes.

Descending to particulars, each menber of the club contributed

his owmn little stock of scandal to the mempirs of the Countess.

It was doubtful whether she was really, what she called herself,

a Dalmatian lady. It was doubtful whether she had ever

been married to the Count whose wi dow she assuned to be.

It was doubtful whether the man who acconpani ed her in her travels
(under the name of Baron Rivar, and in the character of her brother)
was her brother at all. Report pointed to the Baron as a ganbl er at
every 'table' on the Continent. Report whispered that his so-called
sister had narrowWy escaped being inplicated in a fanmous tria

for poisoning at Vienna--that she had been known at MIlan as a spy
inthe interests of Austria--that her 'apartnent' in Paris had been
denounced to the police as nothing |l ess than a private ganbling-house--
and that her present appearance in England was the natural result

of the discovery. Only one nenber of the assenbly in the snoking-room
took the part of this nuch-abused woman, and decl ared that her
character had been nost cruelly and nobst unjustly assail ed.

But as the man was a | awyer, his interference went for nothing:

it was naturally attributed to the spirit of contradiction inherent
in his profession. He was asked derisively what he thought

of the circunstances under which the Countess had becone

engaged to be narried; and he nade the characteristic answer,

that he thought the circunstances highly creditable to both parties,
and that he | ooked on the | ady's future husband as a nost

envi abl e man

Hearing this, the Doctor raised another shout of astonishment by
i nquiring the name of the gentleman whom the Countess was about to narry.

His friends in the snoking-room deci ded unani nously that the

cel ebrated physician nmust be a second 'R p-van-Wnkle,' and that

he had just awakened from a supernatural sleep of twenty years.

It was all very well to say that he was devoted to his profession
and that he had neither tine nor inclination to pick up fragnents
of gossip at dinner-parties and balls. A man who did not know

that the Countess Narona had borrowed nobney at Honburg of no |ess

a person than Lord Mntbarry, and had then deluded hi minto making
her a proposal of narriage, was a man who had probably never heard
of Lord Montbarry hinself. The younger nmenbers of the club
hunouring the joke, sent a waiter for the 'Peerage'; and read al oud
the nmenoir of the nobleman in question, for the Doctor's benefit--
with illustrative norsels of information interpolated by thensel ves.

"Herbert John Westw ck. First Baron Montbarry, of Mntbarry,
King's County, Ireland. Created a Peer for distinguished mlitary
services in India. Born, 1812. Forty-eight years old, Doctor,

at the present tine. Not married. WII be married next week,



Doctor, to the delightful creature we have been tal ki ng about.

Heir presunptive, his lordship's next brother, Stephen Robert,

married to Ella, youngest daughter of the Reverend Silas Mrden

Rect or of Runnigate, and has issue, three daughters. Younger brothers
of his lordship, Francis and Henry, unnarried. Sisters of his lordship,
Lady Barville, married to Sir Theodore Barville, Bart.; and Anne,

wi dow of the late Peter Norbury, Esq., of Norbury Cross.

Bear his lordship's relations well in mnd, Doctor. Three brothers
West wi ck, Stephen, Francis, and Henry; and two sisters, Lady Barville
and Ms. Norbury. Not one of the five will be present at the narriage;
and not one of the five will |leave a stone unturned to stop it,

if the Countess will only give thema chance. Add to these hostile
menbers of the famly another offended relative not nentioned in the
' Peerage,' a young | ady--'

A sudden out burst of protest in nore than one part of the room stopped
the comi ng disclosure, and rel eased the Doctor fromfurther persecution.

"Don't nention the poor girl's nanme; it's too bad to nmake a joke of that
part of the business; she has behaved nobly under shameful provocation;
there is but one excuse for Montbarry--he is either a madman or a fool.'
In these terns the protest expressed itself on all sides.

Speaki ng confidentially to his next neighbour, the Doctor

di scovered that the lady referred to was already known to him

(through the Countess's confession) as the | ady deserted by

Lord Montbarry. Her nane was Agnes Lockwood. She was descri bed

as being the superior of the Countess in personal attraction

and as being al so by sonme years the younger wonan of the two.

Maki ng all allowance for the follies that men commtted every day
intheir relations with wonen, Mntbarry's del usion was stil

t he nost nonstrous delusion on record. |In this expression

of opinion every nman present agreed--the |awer even included.

Not one of themcould call to mind the i nnumerabl e instances in

whi ch the sexual influence has proved irresistible in the persons

of women wi thout even the pretension to beauty. The very menbers

of the club whomthe Countess (in spite of her personal disadvantages)
coul d have nost easily fascinated, if she had thought it worth her while,
were the nenbers who wondered nost |oudly at Montbarry's choi ce of

a wife.

VWhile the topic of the Countess's marriage was still the one topic

of conversation, a nenber of the club entered the snoking-room

whose appearance instantly produced a dead sil ence.

Doct or Whbrow s next nei ghbour whispered to him 'Mntbarry's brother--
Henry Westw ck!'

The new coner | ooked round himslowy, with a bitter smile.

"You are all talking of nmy brother,"he said. 'Don't mnd mne.
Not one of you can despise himnore heartily than | do.
Go on, gentlenen--go on!’

But one man present took the speaker at his word. That man was
the I awyer who had al ready undertaken the defence of the Countess.

"I stand alone in my opinion," he said, 'and | am not ashamed of
repeating it in anybody's hearing. | consider the Countess Narona to be
a cruelly-treated wonan. Wy shouldn't she be Lord Montbarry's wife?
Who can say she has a nercenary notive in nmarrying hin®?

Mont barry's brother turned sharply on the speaker. 'l say it!’



he answer ed.

The reply m ght have shaken sone nmen. The |awyer stood on his
ground as firmy as ever.

"I believe | amright,' he rejoined, 'in stating that his lordship's
income is not nore than sufficient to support his station in life;
also that it is an incone derived alnost entirely fromlanded property
in lreland, every acre of which is entailed."’

Montbarry's brother made a sign, admitting that he had no objection
to offer so far.

"If his lordship dies first,' the | awer proceeded, 'l have been
informed that the only provision he can nmake for his w dow consists

in arent-charge on the property of no nore than four hundred a year
His retiring pension and allowances, it is well known, die with him
Four hundred a year is therefore all that he can | eave to the Countess,
if he leaves her a widow.'

"Four hundred a year is not all,' was the reply to this.

"My brother has insured his Iife for ten thousand pounds;

and he has settled the whole of it on the Countess, in the event
of his death.'

Thi s announcenent produced a strong sensation. Men |ooked at each other
and repeated the three startling words, 'Ten thousand pounds!'’

Driven fairly to the wall, the |awer made a |last effort to defend

his position.

"May | ask who nade that settlenment a condition of the marriage?
he said. 'Surely it was not the Countess herself?.'

Henry Westwi ck answered, 'it was the Countess's brother'; and added,
"which cones to the sane thing.'

After that, there was no nore to be said--so |long, at |east,
as Montbarry's brother was present. The talk flowed into other channels;
and the Doctor went hone.

But his norbid curiosity about the Countess was not set at rest yet.

In his leisure monments he found hinsel f wonderi ng whet her Lord
Montbarry's famly would succeed in stopping the nmarriage after all

And nore than this, he was conscious of a growing desire to see

the infatuated man hinmself. Every day during the brief interval before
t he weddi ng, he | ooked in at the club, on the chance of hearing sone news.
Not hi ng had happened, so far as the club knew. The Countess's position
was secure; Montbarry's resolution to be her husband was unshaken

They were both Roman Catholics, and they were to be married at

t he chapel in Spanish Place. So nuch the Doctor discovered about them -
and no nore.

On the day of the wedding, after a feeble struggle with hinself,
he actually sacrificed his patients and their guineas, and slipped
away secretly to see the marriage. To the end of his life,

he was angry with anybody who rem nded hi m of what he had done on
t hat day!

The weddi ng was strictly private. A close carriage stood at
the church door; a few people, nostly of the |ower class, and nostly
ol d wonen, were scattered about the interior of the building.



Here and there Doctor Wbrow detected the faces of some of his
brethren of the club, attracted by curiosity, like hinself.

Four persons only stood before the altar--the bride and bri degroom
and their two witnesses. One of these | ast was an el derly woman,
who mi ght have been the Countess's conpanion or maid; the other

was undoubtedly her brother, Baron Rivar. The bridal party

(the bride herself included) wore their ordinary norning costurne.
Lord Montbarry, personally viewed, was a m ddl e-aged mlitary nan

of the ordinary type: nothing in the |east renmarkabl e distinguished
himeither in face or figure. Baron Rivar, again, in his way was
anot her conventional representative of another well-known type.

One sees his finely-pointed noustache, his bold eyes,

his crisply-curling hair, and his dashing carriage of the head,
repeat ed hundreds of tines over on the Boul evards of Paris.

The only noteworthy point about himwas of the negative sort--

he was not in the least like his sister. Even the officiating
priest was only a harm ess, hunbl e-1o00oking old nan, who went through
his duties resignedly, and felt visible rheumatic difficulties

every time he bent his knees. The one remarkabl e person

the Countess herself, only raised her veil at the beginning

of the cerenony, and presented nothing in her plain dress that was
worth a second | ook. Never, on the face of it, was there a | ess
interesting and |l ess ronmantic marriage than this. Fromtinme to tine
the Doctor glanced round at the door or up at the galleries,

vaguel y anticipating the appearance of some protesting stranger,

i n possession of sone terrible secret, commissioned to forbid

the progress of the service. Nothing in the shape of an event occurred--
not hi ng extraordi nary, nothing dramatic. Bound fast together as nman
and wife, the two di sappeared, followed by their w tnesses, to sign
the registers; and still Doctor Whbrow waited, and still he cherished
the obstinate hope that sonething worth seeing nmust certainly

happen yet.

The interval passed, and the nmarried couple, returning to the church,
wal ked toget her down the nave to the door. Doctor Wbrow

drew back as they approached. To his confusion and surpri se,

t he Countess discovered him He heard her say to her husband,
"One nonent; | see a friend.' Lord Montbarry bowed and waited.
She stepped up to the Doctor, took his hand, and wrung it hard.
He felt her overpowering black eyes | ooking at himthrough

her veil. 'One step nobre, you see, on the way to the end!’

She whi spered those strange words, and returned to her husband.
Bef ore the Doctor could recover hinself and follow her,

Lord and Lady Montbarry had stepped into their carriage, and had
driven away.

Qut si de the church door stood the three or four menbers of the club who,
i ke Doctor Whbrow, had watched the cerenony out of curiosity.

Near them was the bride's brother, waiting alone. He was evidently bent
on seeing the man whom hi s sister had spoken to, in broad daylight.

Hi s bold eyes rested on the Doctor's face, with a nonentary flash

of suspicion in them The cloud suddenly cl eared away; the Baron
smled with charming courtesy, lifted his hat to his sister's friend,
and wal ked off.

The nmenbers constituted thenselves into a club conclave on the

church steps. They began with the Baron. 'Danmed ill-1ooking rascal!’
They went on with Montbarry. 'Is he going to take that horrid

woman with himto Ireland?" 'Not he! he can't face the tenantry;

t hey know about Agnes Lockwood.' 'Well, but where is he going?

"To Scotland.' 'Does she like that?" 'It's only for a fortnight;



they conme back to London, and go abroad.' 'And they will never return

to England, eh?' "W can tell? Did you see how she | ooked at Mntbarry,
when she had to |ift her veil at the begi nning of the service?
In his place, | should have bolted. D d you see her, Doctor?

By this tine, Doctor Whbrow had renenbered his patients, and had heard
enough of the club gossip. He followed the exanple of Baron Rivar,
and wal ked off.

'One step nore, you see, on the way to the end,' he repeated to hinself,
on his way home. 'What end?

CHAPTER | V

On the day of the marriage Agnes Lockwood sat alone in the little
drawi ng-room of her London | odgings, burning the letters which had
been witten to her by Mountbarry in the bygone tinmne.

The Countess's maliciously smart description of her,

addressed to Doctor Whbrow, had not even hinted at the charm

t hat nost distingui shed Agnes--the artless expression of goodness

and purity which instantly attracted everyone who approached her

She | ooked by many years younger than she really was. Wth her fair
conpl exi on and her shy manner, it seemed only natural to speak of her
as 'a girl,' although she was now really advancing towards thirty
years of age. She lived alone with an old nurse devoted to her

on a nodest little incone which was just enough to support the two.
There were none of the ordinary signs of grief in her face,

as she slowy tore the letters of her false lover in twd, and threw
the pieces into the small fire which had been |it to consune them
Unhappily for herself, she was one of those wonmen who feel too deeply
to find relief in tears. Pale and quiet, with cold trenbling fingers,
she destroyed the letters one by one without daring to read them again
She had torn the |ast of the series, and was still shrinking
fromthrowing it after the rest into the swiftly destroying fl aneg,
when the old nurse cane in, and asked if she would see ' Master Henry,'--
neani ng that youngest nenber of the Westwi ck fanmily, who had publicly
decl ared his contenpt for his brother in the snoking-room of

the cl ub.

Agnes hesitated. A faint tinge of colour stole over her face.

There had been a | ong past tinme when Henry Westw ck had owned

that he loved her. She had made her confession to him

acknow edgi ng that her heart was given to his el dest brother

He had submitted to his disappointnment; and they had net
thenceforth as cousins and friends. Never before had she

associ ated the idea of himw th enbarrassing recollections.

But now, on the very day when his brother's narriage to anot her
woman had consummated his brother's treason towards her, there was
sonet hi ng vaguely repellent in the prospect of seeing him

The ol d nurse (who remenbered them both in their cradles)

observed her hesitation; and synpathising of course with the man
put inatinely word for Henry. 'He says, he's going away, ny dear
and he only wants to shake hands, and say good-bye.' This plain
statenment of the case had its effect. Agnes decided on receiving
her cousin.



He entered the roomso rapidly that he surprised her in the act
of throwing the fragnents of Montbarry's last letter into the fire.
She hurriedly spoke first.

"You are | eaving London very suddenly, Henry. 1s it business?
or pleasure?

I nstead of answering her, he pointed to the flamng letter,

and to sone bl ack ashes of burnt paper lying lightly in the | ower
part of the fireplace.

"Are you burning letters?

"Yes.'

"His letters?

"Yes.'
He took her hand gently. 'I had no idea | was intruding on you,
at a tine when you nmust wish to be alone. Forgive ne, Agnes--1 shal

see you when | return.'
She signed to him with a faint smle, to take a chair

"W have known one another since we were children,' she said.

"Way should | feel a foolish pride about nyself in your presence? why
should | have any secrets fromyou? | sent back all your brother's
gifts to ne sone tinme ago. | have been advised to do nore, to keep
not hing that can remind ne of him-in short, to burn his letters.

| have taken the advice; but | own | shrank a little from destroying
the last of the letters. No--not because it was the |ast,

but because it had this init.' She opened her hand, and showed
hima | ock of Montbarry's hair, tied with a norsel of golden cord.
"Well! well! let it go with the rest.’

She dropped it into the flame. For a while, she stood with her back
to Henry, leaning on the mantel -piece, and looking into the fire.

He took the chair to which she had pointed, with a strange
contradiction of expression in his face: the tears were in his eyes,
whil e the brows above were knit close in an angry frown.

He nuttered to hinself, 'Dam hinl'

She rallied her courage, and | ooked at hi magai n when she spoke.
"Well, Henry, and why are you goi ng away?

"I amout of spirits, Agnes, and | want a change.'

She paused before she spoke again. H's face told her plainly

that he was thinking of her when he made that reply. She was

grateful to him but her mnd was not with him her mind was stil

with the man who had deserted her. She turned round again to the fire.

"Is it true,' she asked, after a long silence, 'that they have been
married to-day?

He answered ungraciously in the one necessary word:--'Yes.'

'"Did you go to the church?



He resented the question with an expression of indignant surprise.

'"Go to the church?' he repeated. 'I would as soon go to--'
He checked hinself there. 'How can you ask?' he added in | ower tones.
"I have never spoken to Montbarry, | have not even seen him

since he treated you like the scoundrel and the fool that
he is.'

She | ooked at hi m suddenly, w thout saying a word.

He understood her, and begged her pardon. But he was still angry.
' The reckoning cones to sone nen,' he said, 'even in this world.
He will live to rue the day when he narried that woman!'

Agnes took a chair by his side, and | ooked at himwith a gentle surprise.

"Is it quite reasonable to be so angry with her, because your
brother preferred her to ne?" she asked.

Henry turned on her sharply. 'Do you defend the Countess,
of all the people in the world?

"Way not?' Agnes answered. 'I know nothi ng agai nst her
On the only occasion when we net, she appeared to be a singularly timd,
nervous person, |ooking dreadfully ill; and being indeed so ill that she

fainted under the heat of nmy room Wy should we not do her justice?
W know t hat she was innocent of any intention to wong ne; we know
that she was not aware of my engagenent--'

Henry lifted his hand inpatiently, and stopped her
"There is such a thing as being too just and too forgiving!'

he interposed. 'I can't bear to hear you talk in that patient way,
after the scandal ously cruel manner in which you have been treated.
Try to forget themboth, Agnes. | wish to God | could help you to
do it!"

Agnes | aid her hand on his arm 'You are very good to ne, Henry;

but you don't quite understand me. | was thinking of mnyself

and my trouble in quite a different way, when you canme in

| was wondering whet her anything which has so entirely filled ny heart,
and so absorbed all that is best and truest in nme, as ny feeling

for your brother, can really pass away as if it had never existed.

| have destroyed the [ast visible things that remind ne of him

In this world | shall see himno nore. But is the tie that once bound us,
conpletely broken? Am1l as entirely parted fromthe good and evi
fortune of his life as if we had never met and never |oved? What do
you think, Henry? | can hardly believe it.'

"If you could bring the retribution on himthat he has deserved,'
Henry Westwi ck answered sternly, 'I mght be inclined to agree
with you.'

As that reply passed his lips, the old nurse appeared again at the door,
announci ng anot her visitor.

"I"'msorry to disturb you, nmy dear. But here is little Ms. Ferrar
wanting to know when she may say a few words to you.'

Agnes turned to Henry, before she replied. 'You renmenber

Emily Bidwell, ny favourite pupil years ago at the village school
and afterwards ny maid? She left nme, to narry an Italian courier
naned Ferrari--and | amafraid it has not turned out very well.
Do you mind nmy having her in here for a mnute or two?



Henry rose to take his leave. 'l should be glad to see Em |y again
at any other tinme,' he said. 'But it is best that |I should go now
My mind is disturbed, Agnes; | might say things to you, if I

stayed here any | onger, which--which are better not said now

| shall cross the Channel by the nmail to-night, and see

how a few weeks' change will help ne.' He took her hand.

"Is there anything in the world that | can do for you?" he asked
very earnestly. She thanked him and tried to rel ease her hand.

He held it with a tremulous lingering grasp. 'Cod bless you, Agnes!'
he said in faltering tones, with his eyes on the ground.

Her face flushed again, and the next instant turned pal er

than ever; she knew his heart as well as he knew it hinself--

she was too distressed to speak. He lifted her hand to his I|ips,
kissed it fervently, and, w thout |ooking at her again, left the room
The nurse hobbled after himto the head of the stairs: she had not
forgotten the tine when the younger brother had been the unsuccessfu

rival of the elder for the hand of Agnes. 'Don't be down-hearted,
Master Henry,' whispered the old woman, with the unscrupul ous common
sense of persons in the lower rank of life. 'Try her again, when you
come back!"’

Left alone for a few nonents, Agnes took a turn in the room
trying to conpose herself. She paused before a little water-col our

drawi ng on the wall, which had bel onged to her mother: it was her
own portrait when she was a child. 'How nuch happier we should be,"’
she thought to herself sadly, 'if we never grew up!'

The courier's wife was shown in--a little nmeek nel ancholy woman,
with white eyel ashes, and watery eyes, who curtseyed deferentially
and was troubled with a small chronic cough. Agnes shook hands
with her kindly. 'Well, Emly, what can | do for you?

The courier's wife nade rather a strange answer: ‘'I'mafraid
to tell you, Mss.'

"Is it such a very difficult favour to grant? Sit down, and |et
me hear how you are going on. Perhaps the petition will slip
out while we are talking. How does your husband behave to you?

Emily's Iight grey eyes |ooked nore watery than ever.

She shook her head and sighed resignedly. 'I| have no positive
conplaint to nake against him Mss. But |I'mafraid he doesn't

care about ne; and he seenms to take no interest in his home--

I may al nbst say he's tired of his hone. It might be better

for both of us, Mss, if he went travelling for a while--

not to nention the noney, which is beginning to be wanted sadly."

She put her handkerchief to her eyes, and sighed again nore resignedly
t han ever.

"l don't quite understand,' said Agnes. 'I thought your husband
had an engagenent to take sone ladies to Switzerland and Italy?

"That was his ill-luck, Mss. One of the ladies fell ill--

and the others wouldn't go without her. They paid hima nonth's salary
as conmpensation. But they had engaged himfor the autum and wi nter--
and the loss is serious.'

"I amsorry to hear it, Enmly. Let us hope he will soon have
anot her chance."



"It's not his turn, Mss, to be reconmended when the next applications
cone to the couriers' office. You see, there are so many of them

out of enployment just now |If he could be privately recomended--"
She stopped, and |left the unfinished sentence to speak for itself.

Agnes understood her directly. 'You want ny recommendation,’
she rejoined. 'Wy couldn't you say so at once?

Emly blushed. 'It would be such a chance for ny husband,’

she answered confusedly. 'Aletter, inquiring for a good courier

(a six nonths' engagenent, Mss!) cane to the office this norning.

It's another man's turn to be chosen--and the secretary wll

recommend him If my husband could only send his testinonials by the
same post--with just a word in your nane, Mss--it mght turn the scale,
as they say. A private reconmendati on between gentl ef ol ks goes so far.'
She stopped again, and sighed again, and | ooked down at the carpet,

as if she had sone private reason for feeling a little ashaned

of herself.

Agnes began to be rather weary of the persistent tone of nystery
in which her visitor spoke. 'If you want ny interest with any
friend of mine,' she said, 'why can't you tell nme the nane?'

The courier's wife began to cry. 'I'mashaned to tell you, Mss.'

For the first tine, Agnes spoke sharply. 'Nonsense, Enmily!
Tell me the nane directly--or drop the subject--whichever you
i ke best.'

Emily made a | ast desperate effort. She wung her handkerchi ef
hard in her lap, and let off the nane as if she had been letting
off a | oaded gun:--'Lord Mntbarry!

Agnes rose and | ooked at her

' You have di sappointed nme,' she said very quietly, but with a | ook
which the courier's wife had never seen in her face before.

" Knowi ng what you know, you ought to be aware that it is inpossible
for me to communicate with Lord Montbarry. | always supposed you
had some delicacy of feeling. | amsorry to find that | have

been ni st aken.'

Weak as she was, Emily had spirit enough to feel the reproof.

She wal ked in her nmeek noiseless way to the door. 'I beg your pardon,
Mss. | amnot quite so bad as you think ne. But | beg your pardon
all the sane.’

She opened the door. Agnes called her back. There was sonething
in the woman's apol ogy that appealed irresistibly to her just and
generous nature. 'Cone,' she said; 'we must not part in this way.
Let me not m sunderstand you. What is it that you expected ne

to do?

Emily was wi se enough to answer this tine wthout any reserve.

"My husband will send his testinmobnials, Mss, to Lord Mntbarry

in Scotland. | only wanted you to let himsay in his letter

that his wife has been known to you since she was a child,

and that you feel sone little interest in his welfare on that account.
| don't ask it now, Mss. You have nmade nme understand that |

was w ong.'



Had she really been wong? Past renmenbrances, as well as present

troubl es, pleaded powerfully with Agnes for the courier's wife.

"It seens only a small favour to ask,' she said, speaking under

the i mpul se of ki ndness which was the strongest inmpulse in her nature.

"But | amnot sure that | ought to allow ny nane to be mentioned in your
husband's letter. Let ne hear again exactly what he wi shes to say.'

Emly repeated the words--and then offered one of those suggestions,

whi ch have a special value of their own to persons unaccustoned to the use

of their pens. 'Suppose you try, Mss, howit |looks in witing?

Childish as the idea was, Agnes tried the experinent. 'If | let you
mention me,' she said, 'we nust at |east decide what you are to say.'

She wote the words in the briefest and plainest form--'1 venture to state

that nmy wife has been known from her chil dhood to M ss Agnes Lockwood,
who feels sone little interest in ny welfare on that account.’

Reduced to this one sentence, there was surely nothing in the reference
to her nane which inplied that Agnes had permitted it, or that she

was even aware of it. After a last struggle with herself, she handed

the witten paper to Emly. 'Your husband nust copy it exactly,
without altering anything,' she stipulated. 'On that condition,
| grant your request.' Enmly was not only thankful--she was

really touched. Agnes hurried the little wonan out of the room
'"Don't give ne tine to repent and take it back again,' she said.
Em |y vani shed

'"Is the tie that once bound us conpletely broken? Am 1l as entirely
parted fromthe good and evil fortune of his life as if we had never
nmet and never |oved?' Agnes |ooked at the clock on the mantel -piece.
Not ten m nutes since, those serious questions had been on her |ips.
It al nost shocked her to think of the common-place manner in

which they had already nmet with their reply. The mail of that

ni ght woul d appeal once nore to Montbarry's renmenbrance of her--

in the choice of a servant.

Two days later, the post brought a few grateful lines fromEmly.
Her husband had got the place. Ferrari was engaged, for six
nonths certain, as Lord Montbarry's courier

THE SECOND PART

CHAPTER V

After only one week of travelling in Scotland, my lord and ny | ady
returned unexpectedly to London. Introduced to the npuntains and

| akes of the Highlands, her |adyship positively declined to inprove
her acquaintance with them \Wen she was asked for her reason

she answered with a Ronan brevity, '| have seen Switzerland.'

For a week nore, the newly-nmarried couple renmained in London
in the strictest retirenent. On one day in that week the nurse
returned in a state of nobst uncustomary excitement froman errand on



whi ch Agnes had sent her. Passing the door of a fashionable dentist,
she had net Lord Montbarry hinself just |eaving the house.
The good wonan's report described him with malicious pleasure,

as |l ooking wetchedly ill. 'H s cheeks are getting holl ow,
nmy dear, and his beard is turning grey. | hope the denti st
hurt him'

Knowi ng how heartily her faithful old servant hated the man who

had deserted her, Agnes made due all owance for a |arge infusion

of exaggeration in the picture presented to her. The nmain inpression
produced on her mind was an inpression of nervous uneasi ness.

If she trusted herself in the streets by daylight while Lord

Mont barry remai ned i n London, how coul d she be sure that his next
chance-neeting mght not be a neeting with herself? She waited at hone,
privately ashanmed of her own undignified conduct, for the next two days.
On the third day the fashionable intelligence of the newspapers
announced the departure of Lord and Lady Montbarry for Paris,

on their way to Italy.

Ms. Ferrari, calling the sane evening, informed Agnes that her husband
had left her with all reasonable expressi on of conjugal ki ndness;

his tenper being inproved by the prospect of going abroad.

But one ot her servant acconpanied the travellers--Lady Montbarry's maid,
rather a silent, unsociable woman, so far as Emily had heard.

Her | adyship's brother, Baron Rivar, was already on the Continent.

It had been arranged that he was to nmeet his sister and her husband

at Rone.

One by one the dull weeks succeeded each other in the Iife of Agnes.
She faced her position with adm rabl e courage, seeing her friends,
keepi ng herself occupied in her leisure hours with reading and draw ng,
| eavi ng no neans untried of diverting her mnd fromthe nel ancholy
renmenbrance of the past. But she had |oved too faithfully,

she had been wounded too deeply, to feel in any adequate degree

the influence of the noral renedies which she enpl oyed.

Persons who net with her in the ordinary relations of life,

decei ved by her outward serenity of nmanner, agreed that 'Mss

Lockwood seened to be getting over her disappointnent.’

But an old friend and school conpani on who happened to see her during
a brief visit to London, was inexpressibly distressed by the change
that she detected in Agnes. This lady was Ms. Westwi ck, the wife

of that brother of Lord Montbarry who canme next to himin age,

and who was described in the 'Peerage' as presunptive heir to the title.
He was then away, |ooking after his interests in some mning property
whi ch he possessed in America. Ms. Westw ck insisted on taking Agnes

back with her to her hone in Ireland. 'Conme and keep nme conpany
while nmy husband is away. M three little girls will make you
their playfellow, and the only stranger you will neet is the governess,

whom | answer for your liking beforehand. Pack up your things,

and | will call for you to-norrow on nmy way to the train.'

In those hearty ternms the invitation was given. Agnes thankfully
accepted it. For three happy nonths she |ived under the roof

of her friend. The girls hung round her in tears at her departure;

t he youngest of themwanted to go back with Agnes to London

Half in jest, half in earnest, she said to her old friend at parting,
"If your governess | eaves you, keep the place open for ne.'

Ms. Westw ck |aughed. The wiser children took it seriously,

and pronised to | et Agnes know.



On the very day when M ss Lockwood returned to London, she was recalled
to those associations with the past which she was npbst anxi ous to forget.
After the first kissings and greetings were over, the old nurse

(who had been left in charge at the | odgings) had sone startling
information to comuni cate, derived fromthe courier's wife

'"Here has been little Ms. Ferrari, ny dear, in a dreadful state

of mind, inquiring when you woul d be back. Her husband has |eft
Lord Montbarry, w thout a word of warning--and nobody knows what has
becone of him'

Agnes | ooked at her in astonishnment. 'Are you sure of what you
are sayi ng?' she asked.

The nurse was quite sure. "Wy, Lord bless you! the news comnes
fromthe couriers' office in Golden Square--fromthe secretary,

M ss Agnes, the secretary hinself!' Hearing this, Agnes began to fee
alarned as well as surprised. It was still early in the evening.

She at once sent a nessage to Ms. Ferrari, to say that she

had returned.

In an hour nore the courier's wife appeared, in a state of agitation
which it was not easy to control. Her narrative, when she was at | ast
abl e to speak connectedly, entirely confirnmed the nurse's report of it.

After hearing fromher husband with tolerable regularity fromParis,
Rone, and Venice, Enmily had twice witten to himafterwards--

and had received no reply. Feeling uneasy, she had gone to the office
in Golden Square, to inquire if he had been heard of there.

The post of the norning had brought a letter to the secretary from

a courier then at Venice. It contained startling news of Ferrari.

His wife had been allowed to take a copy of it, which she now handed to
Agnes to read.

The witer stated that he had recently arrived in Venice.

He had previously heard that Ferrari was with Lord and Lady Montbarry,
at one of the old Venetian pal aces which they had hired for a term
Being a friend of Ferrari, he had gone to pay hima visit.

Ri ngi ng at the door that opened on the canal, and failing to nmake
anyone hear him he had gone round to a side entrance opening

on one of the narrow | anes of Venice. Here, standing at the door

(as if she was waiting for himto try that way next), he found a pale
worman with nmagni ficent dark eyes, who proved to be no other than Lady
Mont barry hersel f.

She asked, in Italian, what he wanted. He answered that he wanted
to see the courier Ferrari, if it was quite convenient.

She at once inforned himthat Ferrari had |left the pal ace,

wi t hout assigning any reason, and wi thout even | eaving an address at
which his nmonthly salary (then due to hinm) could be paid. Anmazed at
this reply, the courier inquired if any person had offended Ferrari
or quarrelled with him The lady answered, 'To ny know edge,
certainly not. | amLady Montbarry; and | can positively assure you
that Ferrari was treated with the greatest kindness in this house.
We are as nuch astonished as you are at his extraordi nary di sappearance.
If you should hear of him pray let us know, so that we may at | east
pay himthe nmoney which is due.'

After one or two nore questions (quite readily answered) relating to
the date and the tine of day at which Ferrari had | eft the pal ace,
the courier took his |eave.



He at once entered on the necessary investigations--w thout the slightest
result so far as Ferrari was concerned. Nobody had seen him

Nobody appeared to have been taken into his confidence.

Nobody knew anything (that is to say, anything of the slightest inportance)
even about persons so distinguished as Lord and Lady Montbarry.

It was reported that her ladyship's English maid had |eft her

bef ore the di sappearance of Ferrari, to return to her relatives in her
own country, and that Lady Montbarry had taken no steps to supply

her place. His |lordship was described as being in delicate health.

He lived in the strictest retirenment--nobody was admitted to him

not even his own countrymen. A stupid old woman was di scovered

who did the housework at the palace, arriving in the norning and
goi ng away again at night. She had never seen the |ost courier--

she had never even seen Lord Montbarry, who was then confined

to his room Her ladyship, 'a nost gracious and adorable m stress,'
was in constant attendance on her noble husband. There was no

ot her servant then in the house (so far as the old worman knew)

but herself. The neals were sent in froma restaurant. M/ lord,

it was said, disliked strangers. M lord' s brother-in-law, the Baron,
was generally shut up in a renpte part of the pal ace, occupied

(the gracious mistress said) with experinments in chenistry.

The experinents sonetines made a nasty snell. A doctor had latterly been
called in to his lordship--an Italian doctor, long resident in Venice.
Inquiries being addressed to this gentleman (a physician of undoubted
capacity and respectability), it turned out that he al so had never
seen Ferrari, having been sunmpned to the pal ace (as his nmenorandum
book showed) at a date subsequent to the courier's disappearance.

The doctor described Lord Montbarry's mal ady as bronchitis.

So far, there was no reason to feel any anxiety, though the

attack was a sharp one. |If alarmng synptons shoul d appear

he had arranged with her ladyship to call in another physician

For the rest, it was inpossible to speak too highly of ny |ady;

ni ght and day, she was at her |ord's bedside.

Wth these particulars began and ended the di scoveries made by Ferrari's
courier-friend. The police were on the | ook-out for the |ost man--

and that was the only hope which could be held forth for the present,

to Ferrari's wife.

"What do you think of it, Mss? the poor woman asked eagerly.
"What woul d you advise ne to do?

Agnes was at a |l oss how to answer her; it was an effort even to
listen to what Emily was saying. The references in the courier's
letter to Montbarry--the report of his illness, the nelancholy

pi cture of his secluded Iife--had reopened the old wound.

She was not even thinking of the lost Ferrari; her mnd was at Venice,
by the sick man's bedsi de.

"I hardly know what to say,' she answered. 'I| have had no experience
in serious matters of this kind.'

"Do you think it would help you, Mss, if you read ny husband's
letters to ne? There are only three of them-they won't take |ong
to read."’

Agnes conpassionately read the letters.

They were not witten in a very tender tone. 'Dear Enmly,"
and ' Yours affectionately'--these conventional phrases,



were the only phrases of endearnent which they contained.

In the first letter, Lord Montbarry was not very favourably spoken

of :--"We | eave Paris to-nmorrow. | don't rmuch like my |ord.

He is proud and cold, and, between ourselves, stingy in noney matters.
| have had to dispute such trifles as a few centimes in the hotel bill
and tw ce al ready, sonme sharp remarks have passed between

the newly-married couple, in consequence of her |adyship's freedom

in purchasing pretty tenpting things at the shops in Paris.

"I can't afford it; you nmust keep to your allowance.” She has had to
hear those words already. For ny part, | like her. She has the nice
easy foreign manners--she talks to ne as if | was a hunan bei ng

i ke herself.'

The second | etter was dated from Rome.

"My lord's caprices' (Ferrari wote) 'have kept us perpetually

on the nove. He is becoming incurably restless. | suspect he is
uneasy in his mnd. Painful recollections, |I should say--1 find him
constantly reading old letters, when her |adyship is not present.

W were to have stopped at Genoa, but he hurried us on. The same

thing at Florence. Here, at Rome, ny lady insists on resting.

Her brother has nmet us at this place. There has been a quarrel already
(the lady's maid tells ne) between ny lord and the Baron. The latter
wanted to borrow noney of the former. Hi s |lordship refused in | anguage
whi ch of fended Baron Rivar. M lady pacified them and made them
shake hands.'

The third, and last letter, was from Veni ce.

"More of ny lord' s econony! Instead of staying at the hotel

we have hired a danp, nmouldy, ranmbling old palace. M lady insists

on having the best suites of rooms wherever we go--and the pal ace
cones cheaper for a two nmonths' term M/ lord tried to get it

for longer; he says the quiet of Venice is good for his nerves.

But a foreign specul ator has secured the palace, and is going to turn
it into an hotel. The Baron is still with us, and there have been
nore di sagreenents about noney natters. | don't |ike the Baron--

and | don't find the attractions of ny |ady grow on nme. She was mnuch
nicer before the Baron joined us. M lord is a punctual paynaster;
it's a mtter of honour with hin he hates parting with his npney,

but he does it because he has given his word. | receive ny salary
regularly at the end of each nonth--not a franc extra, though I

have done nany things which are not part of a courier's proper work.
Fancy the Baron trying to borrow noney of nme! he is an inveterate ganbler.
| didn't believe it when ny lady's maid first told me so--

but | have seen enough since to satisfy ne that she was right.

| have seen other things besides, which--well! which don't increase

nmy respect for ny lady and the Baron. The nmmid says she neans to give
warning to leave. She is a respectable British female, and doesn't
take things quite so easily as | do. It is a dull life here.

No going into conpany--no conpany at hone--not a creature sees ny |ord--
not even the consul, or the banker. Wen he goes out, he goes al one,

and generally towards nightfall. |ndoors, he shuts hinself up
in his own roomw th his books, and sees as little of his wife and
the Baron as possible. | fancy things are coming to a crisis here.

If ny lord s suspicions are once awakened, the consequences will
be terrible. Under certain provocations, the noble Mntbarry
is a nan who woul d stick at nothing. However, the pay is good--
and | can't afford to talk of leaving the place, like ny lady's
maid.'



Agnes handed back the letters--so suggestive of the penalty paid
already for his own infatuation by the man who had deserted her!--
with feelings of shame and di stress, which made her no fit counsellor
for the hel pl ess wonan who depended on her advi ce.

'The one thing | can suggest,' she said, after first speaking sone

kind words of confort and hope, 'is that we should consult a person
of greater experience than ours. Suppose | wite and ask nmy | awer
(who is also ny friend and trustee) to conme and advi se us to-norrow
after his business hours?

Emily eagerly and gratefully accepted the suggestion. An hour
was arranged for the neeting on the next day; the correspondence
was | eft under the care of Agnes; and the courier's wife took her |eave.

Weary and heartsick, Agnes |ay down on the sofa, to rest and
conpose herself. The careful nurse brought in a reviving cup of tea
Her quai nt gossip about herself and her occupations while Agnes had
been away, acted as a relief to her mstress's overburdened m nd
They were still talking quietly, when they were startled by a | oud
knock at the house door. Hurried footsteps ascended the stairs.
The door of the sitting-roomwas thrown open violently;

the courier's wife rushed in like a mad wonan. ' He's dead!

They' ve nmurdered himl' Those wild words were all she could say.
She dropped on her knees at the foot of the sofa--held out her hand
with something clasped init--and fell back in a swoon.

The nurse, signing to Agnes to open the wi ndow, took the necessary
nmeasures to restore the fainting wonan. 'Wat's this?' she excl ai ned.
"Here's a letter in her hand. See what it is, Mss.'

The open envel ope was addressed (evidently in a feigned hand-witing)
to 'Ms. Ferrari.' The post-mark was 'Venice.' The contents of the
envel ope were a sheet of foreign note-paper, and a fol ded encl osure.

On the note-paper, one line only was witten. It was again
in a feigned handwiting, and it contained these words:

'"To console you for the |loss of your husband
Agnes opened the encl osure next.

It was a Bank of England note for a thousand pounds.

CHAPTER VI

The next day, the friend and | egal adviser of Agnes Lockwood,
M. Troy, called on her by appointnent in the evening.

Ms. Ferrari--still persisting in the conviction of her husband's death--
had sufficiently recovered to be present at the consultation

Assi sted by Agnes, she told the lawer the little that was

known relating to Ferrari's di sappearance, and then produced

t he correspondence connected with that event. M. Troy read



(first) the three letters addressed by Ferrari to his wife;
(secondly) the letter witten by Ferrari's courier-friend,
describing his visit to the palace and his interview with

Lady Montbarry; and (thirdly) the one line of anonynmous witing
whi ch had acconpani ed the extraordinary gift of a thousand pounds
to Ferrari's wife.

Vel |l known, at a later period, as the |lawer who acted for Lady Lydiard,
in the case of theft, generally described as the case of 'My Lady's Mney,'
M. Troy was not only a man of |earning and experience in his profession--
he was al so a man who had seen sonething of society at hone and abroad.

He possessed a keen eye for character, a quaint humour, and a kindly
nature whi ch had not been deteriorated even by a | awer's professiona
experi ence of mankind. Wth all these personal advantages, it is

a question, neverthel ess, whether he was the fittest adviser whom

Agnes coul d have chosen under the circunstances. Little Ms. Ferrari

wi th many donestic nerits, was an essentially commonpl ace wonan.

M. Troy was the last person living who was likely to attract

her synpathi es--he was the exact opposite of a commonpl ace man.

' She | ooks very ill, poor thing!" In these words the | awer
opened t he busi ness of the evening, referring to Ms. Ferrar
as uncerenoniously as if she had been out of the room

' She has suffered a terrible shock,' Agnes answered.

M. Troy turned to Ms. Ferrari, and | ooked at her again
with the interest due to the victimof a shock. He drummed absently
with his fingers on the table. At |ast he spoke to her.

"My good | ady, you don't really believe that your husband is dead?

Ms. Ferrari put her handkerchief to her eyes. The word 'dead' was
i neffectual to express her feelings. 'Mirdered!' she said sternly,
behi nd her handker chi ef.

"Way?  And by whon?' M. Troy asked.

Ms. Ferrari seemed to have sonme difficulty in answering
"You have read ny husband's letters, sir,' she began. 'I believe
he di scovered--' She got as far as that, and there she stopped.

"VWhat did he di scover?'

There are limts to human patience--even the patience of a bereaved wfe.
This cool question irritated Ms. Ferrari into expressing herself
plainly at |ast.

'He di scovered Lady Montbarry and the Baron!' she answered,

with a burst of hysterical vehemence. 'The Baron is no nore

that vile woman's brother than | am The wi ckedness of those two
wr et ches canme to ny poor dear husband's know edge. The lady's nmaid
| eft her place on account of it. |If Ferrari had gone away too,

he woul d have been alive at this nonment. They have killed him

| say they have killed him to prevent it fromgetting to Lord

Mont barry's ears.' So, in short sharp sentences, and in | ouder

and | ouder accents, Ms. Ferrari stated her opinion of the case.

Still keeping his own viewin reserve, M. Troy listened
with an expression of satirical approval.



"Very strongly stated, Ms. Ferrari,' he said. 'You build up your
sentences well; you clinch your conclusions in a workmanlike manner.
If you had been a man, you woul d have nmade a good | awyer--

you woul d have taken juries by the scruff of their necks.

Conpl ete the case, nmy good | ady--conplete the case.

Tell us next who sent you this letter, enclosing the bank-note.

The "two wretches" who nmurdered M. Ferrari would hardly put

their hands in their pockets and send you a thousand pounds.

Wo is it--eh? | see the post-mark on the letter is "Venice."

Have you any friend in that interesting city, with a |large heart,
and a purse to correspond, who has been let into the secret and who w shes
to consol e you anonynously?

It was not easy to reply to this. Ms. Ferrari began to fee

the first inward approaches of sonething |like hatred towards M. Troy.
"I don't understand you, sir,' she answered. 'I don't think this is
a joking nmatter.'

Agnes interfered, for the first time. She drew her chair a little
nearer to her |egal counsellor and friend.

"What is the nost probable explanation, in your opinion?
she asked.

"I shall offend Ms. Ferrari if | tell you,' M. Troy answered.

"No, sir, you won't!' cried Ms. Ferrari, hating M. Troy
undi sgui sedly by this tine.

The | awyer | eaned back in his chair. 'Very well,' he said, in his

nost good- humoured manner. 'Let's have it out. Observe, madam

| don't dispute your view of the position of affairs at the pal ace

in Venice. You have your husband's letters to justify you;

and you have also the significant fact that Lady Montbarry's

maid did really | eave the house. W wll say, then, that Lord

Mont barry has presumably been made the victimof a foul wong--

that M. Ferrari was the first to find it out--and that the guilty
persons had reason to fear, not only that he would acquaint Lord
Montbarry with his discovery, but that he would be a principal wtness
against themif the scandal was made public in a court of |aw.

Now mark! Admitting all this, | draw a totally different

conclusion fromthe conclusion at which you have arrived.

Here is your husband left in this niserable household of three,

under very awkward circunstances for him \Wat does he do?

But for the bank-note and the witten nessage sent to you with it,

| should say that he had w sely w thdrawn hinmsel f from associ ation

with a disgraceful discovery and exposure, by taking secretly to flight.
The noney nodifies this view -unfavourably so far as M. Ferrari

is concerned. | still believe he is keeping out of the way. But I

now say he is paid for keeping out of the way--and that bank-note there
on the table is the price of his absence, sent by the guilty persons to
his wife.'

Ms. Ferrari's watery grey eyes brightened suddenly; Ms. Ferrari's
dul | drab-col oured conpl exi on becane enlivened by a glow of brilliant red.

"It's false!' she cried. 'It's a burning shame to speak of ny
husband in that way!'

"I told you |I should offend you!' said M. Troy.



Agnes interposed once nore--in the interests of peace. She took

the of fended wife's hand; she appealed to the | awyer to reconsider
that side of his theory which reflected harshly on Ferrari.

Wil e she was still speaking, the servant interrupted her by entering
the roomwith a visiting-card. It was the card of Henry Westw ck;

and there was an omi nous request witten on it in pencil

"I bring bad news. Let nme see you for a nminute downstairs."'

Agnes i medi ately left the room

Alone with Ms. Ferrari, M. Troy pernmitted his natural Kkindness
of heart to showitself on the surface at last. He tried to make
his peace with the courier's wfe.

' You have every claim ny good soul, to resent a reflection cast upon
your husband,' he began. 'I nay even say that | respect you for speaking
so warmy in his defence. At the sane tinme, renmenber, that | am bound,
in such a serious natter as this, to tell you what is really in ny mnd.
I can have no intention of offending you, seeing that | ama tota
stranger to you and to M. Ferrari. A thousand pounds is a |large

sum of noney; and a poor man nmay excusably be tenpted by it

to do nothing worse than to keep out of the way for a while.

My only interest, acting on your behalf, is to get at the truth.

If you will give ne tinme, | see no reason to despair of finding your
husband yet.'

Ferrari's wife |listened, without being convinced: her narrowlittle mnd,
filled to its extrene capacity by her unfavourable opinion of M. Troy,
had no roomleft for the process of correcting its first inpression

"I ammuch obliged to you, sir,' was all she said. Her eyes were

nore conmuni cati ve--her eyes added, in their |anguage, 'You may say

what you please; | will never forgive you to ny dying day.'

M. Troy gave it up. He conposedly wheeled his chair around,
put his hands in his pockets, and | ooked out of w ndow.

After an interval of silence, the draw ng-room door was opened.

M. Troy wheel ed round again briskly to the table, expecting to see Agnes.
To his surprise there appeared, in her place, a perfect stranger to him-
a gentleman, in the prime of life, with a marked expression of pain

and enbarrassnment on his handsonme face. He |ooked at M. Troy,

and bowed gravely.

"I amso unfortunate as to have brought news to Mss Agnes Lockwood
whi ch has greatly distressed her,' he said. 'She has retired to her room
I amrequested to make her excuses, and to speak to you in her place.'

Havi ng i ntroduced hinself in those terns, he noticed Ms. Ferrari,

and held out his hand to her kindly. 'It is some years since we

last nmet, Emily,' he said. 'I| amafraid you have al nbst forgotten

the "Master Henry" of old tinmes.' Emly, in some little confusion,
made her acknow edgnments, and begged to know i f she could be of any
use to Mss Lockwood. 'The old nurse is with her,' Henry answered;
"they will be better left together.' He turned once nore to M. Troy.
"I ought to tell you,' he said, '"that ny nane is Henry Westwick. | am

t he younger brother of the late Lord Montbarry.
"The late Lord Montbarry!' M. Troy exclai ned.

"My brother died at Venice yesterday evening. There is the telegram’
Wth that startling answer, he handed the paper to M. Troy.



The nmessage was in these words:

'Lady Montbarry, Venice. To Stephen Robert Westwi ck,
Newbury's Hotel, London. It is useless to take the journey.
Lord Montbarry died of bronchitis, at 8.40 this evening.

Al'l needful details by post.'

"Was this expected, sir? the | awer asked.

"I cannot say that it has taken us entirely by surprise, Henry answered.
"My brother Stephen (who is now the head of the famly) received a

tel egramthree days since, inform ng himthat alarm ng synptons had

decl ared thensel ves, and that a second physician had been called in.

He tel egraphed back to say that he had left Ireland for London

on his way to Venice, and to direct that any further nessage

m ght be sent to his hotel. The reply cane in a second tel egram

It announced that Lord Montbarry was in a state of insensibility,

and that, in his brief intervals of consciousness, he recogni sed nobody.
My brother was advised to wait in London for later information.

The third telegramis now in your hands. That is all | know, up to the
present tine.'

Happening to |l ook at the courier's wife, M. Troy was struck

by the expression of blank fear which showed itself in the woman's face.
'"Ms. Ferrari,'
just told ne?

he said, 'have you heard what M. Westwi ck has

"Every word of it, sir.
'Have you any questions to ask?
"No, sir.'

'You seemto be alarned,' the |awer persisted. 'Is it stil
about your husband?'

"I shall never see ny husband again, sir. | have thought so all along,
as you know. | feel sure of it now.'

"Sure of it, after what you have just heard?

"Yes, sir.
"Can you tell ne why?
"No, sir. |It's a feeling | have. | can't tell why.

'"Ch, a feeling? M. Troy repeated, in a tone of conpassionate contenpt.
"When it cones to feelings, nmy good soul--!'" He left the sentence
unfini shed, and rose to take his |eave of M. Wstwi ck. The truth is,
he began to feel puzzled hinself, and he did not choose to |et

Ms. Ferrari see it. 'Accept the expression of ny synpathy, sir,'

he said to M. Wstwick politely. 'I w sh you good evening.'

Henry turned to Ms. Ferrari as the |awer closed the door
"I have heard of your trouble, Emily, fromMss Lockwood. 1Is there
anything | can do to help you?

"Not hi ng, sir, thank you. Perhaps, | had better go hone after



what has happened? | will call to-nmorrow, and see if | can be of
any use to Mss Agnes. | amvery sorry for her.' She stole away,
with her formal curtsey, her noiseless step, and her obstinate
resolution to take the gl oom est view of her husband's case.

Henry Westwi ck | ooked round himin the solitude of the little draw ng-room
There was nothing to keep himin the house, and yet he lingered init.
It was something to be even near Agnes--to see the things bel onging

to her that were scattered about the room There, in the corner

was her chair, with her enbroidery on the work-table by its side.

On the little easel near the wi ndow was her |ast drawi ng, not quite
finished yet. The book she had been reading lay on the sofa,

with her tiny pencil-case in it to mark the place at which she

had left off. One after another, he | ooked at the objects that

remi nded hi mof the woman whom he | oved--took themup tenderly--

and |laid them down again with a sigh. Ah, how far, how unattainably
far fromhim she was still! 'She will never forget Mntbarry,'

he thought to hinmself as he took up his hat to go. 'Not one of us
feels his death as she feels it. Mserable, niserable wetch--how she
| oved him'

In the street, as Henry cl osed the house-door, he was stopped

by a passing acquai ntance--a weari sone inquisitive man--

doubly unwelcone to him at that nonent. 'Sad news, Westw ck,
this about your brother. Rather an unexpected death, wasn't it?
W never heard at the club that Mntbarry's lungs were weak.

VWhat will the insurance offices do?

Henry started; he had never thought of his brother's |life insurance.
What could the offices do but pay? A death by bronchitis, certified by
two physicians, was surely the |least disputable of all deaths. 'I w sh
you hadn't put that question into nmy head!' he broke out irritably.
"Ah!' said his friend, '"you think the widow will get the noney?

So do I! so do Il

CHAPTER VI'|

Sone days later, the insurance offices (two in nunber)

recei ved the formal announcenent of Lord Montbarry's death,
fromher | adyship's London solicitors. The suminsured in each
of fice was five thousand pounds--on which one year's prem umonly
had been paid. |In the face of such a pecuniary energency as this,
the Directors thought it desirable to consider their position

The nedi cal advisers of the two offices, who had recomended

the insurance of Lord Montbarry's life, were called into counci
over their own reports. The result excited sone interest

anong persons connected with the business of life insurance.

Wt hout absolutely declining to pay the noney, the two offices
(acting in concert) decided on sending a comm ssion of inquiry

to Venice, 'for the purpose of obtaining further information.'

M. Troy received the earliest intelligence of what was goi ng on
He wote at once to comunicate his news to Agnes; adding, what he
considered to be a valuable hint, in these words:

"You are intimately acquainted, | know, with Lady Barville, the late



Lord Montbarry's eldest sister. The solicitors enployed by her
husband are also the solicitors to one of the two insurance offices.
There may possibly be sonething in the report of the commi ssion

of inquiry touching on Ferrari's di sappearance. O dinary persons
woul d not be pernitted, of course, to see such a docunent.

But a sister of the late lord is so near a relative as to be an exception
to general rules. |If Sir Theodore Barville puts it on that footing,
the I awyers, even if they do not allow his wife to | ook at the report,
will at |east answer any discreet questions she may ask referring
toit. Let me hear what you think of this suggestion, at your
earliest convenience.'

The reply was received by return of post. Agnes declined to avai
herself of M. Troy's proposal

"My interference, innocent as it was,' she wote, 'has already
been productive of such deplorable results, that | cannot

and dare not stir any further in the case of Ferrari.

If | had not consented to let that unfortunate man refer to ne
by name, the late Lord Montbarry would never have engaged hi m
and his wife would have been spared the msery and suspense from
which she is suffering now | would not even | ook at the report
to which you allude if it was placed in ny hands--1 have heard nore
t han enough already of that hideous life in the palace at Venice.
If Ms. Ferrari chooses to address herself to Lady Barville
(with your assistance), that is of course quite another thing.
But, even in this case, | nust nake it a positive condition

that my nane shall not be mentioned. Forgive nme, dear M. Troy!
| am very unhappy, and very unreasonable--but | amonly a wonan,
and you rnmust not expect too nuch fromne.'

Foiled in this direction, the |l awer next advised nmaki ng the attenpt
to discover the present address of Lady Montbarry's English maid.
Thi s excellent suggestion had one drawback: it could only be
carried out by spending noney--and there was no noney to spend.
Ms. Ferrari shrank fromthe bare idea of nmaking any use

of the thousand-pound note. |t had been deposited in the safe
keeping of a bank. |If it was even nmentioned in her hearing,
she shuddered and referred to it, with nelodramatic fervour, as
husband' s bl ood- nmoney!"

my

So, under stress of circunstances, the attenpt to solve the nmystery
of Ferrari's di sappearance was suspended for a while.

It was the last nonth of the year 1860. The conmission of inquiry
was al ready at work; having begun its investigations on Decenber 6.
On the 10th, the termfor which the late Lord Mntbarry had hired

the Venetian pal ace, expired. News by tel egramreached the insurance
of fices that Lady Montbarry had been advised by her |awers to | eave
for London with as little delay as possible. Baron Rivar, it was believed,
woul d acconpany her to England, but would not remain in that country,
unl ess his services were absolutely required by her Iadyship

The Baron, 'well known as an enthusiastic student of chem stry,

had heard of certain recent discoveries in connection with that
science in the United States, and was anxious to investigate

t hem personal | y.

These itens of news, collected by M. Troy, were duly conmmunicated
to Ms. Ferrari, whose anxi ety about her husband nmade her a frequent,



a too frequent, visitor at the lawer's office. She attenpted

to relate what she had heard to her good friend and protectress.
Agnes steadily refused to listen, and positively forbade any further
conversation relating to Lord Montbarry's wife, now that Lord

Mont barry was no nore. 'You have M. Troy to advise you,' she said;
"and you are welcone to what little nmoney | can spare, if noney
is wanted. Al | ask in return is that you will not distress ne.

I amtrying to separate nyself fromrenmenbrances--'her voice faltered
she paused to control herself--'fromrenmenbrances,' she resuned

"which are sadder than ever since | have heard of Lord Montbarry's death.
Help me by your silence to recover ny spirits, if | can. Let ne

hear nothing nore, until | can rejoice with you that your husband

is found.'

Ti me advanced to the 13th of the nmonth; and nore i nformati on of the
interesting sort reached M. Troy. The |abours of the insurance comm ssion
had cone to an end--the report had been received from Venice on that day.

CHAPTER VI 1|

On the 14th the Directors and their |egal advisers net for the
readi ng of the report, with closed doors. These were the terns
in which the Comm ssioners related the results of their inquiry:
"Private and confidenti al

'"We have the honour to informour Directors that we arrived in Venice
on Decenber 6, 1860. On the same day we proceeded to the pal ace

i nhabited by Lord Montbarry at the time of his last illness and death.
"W were received with all possible courtesy by Lady Montbarry's brother,
Baron Rivar. "M sister was her husband's only attendant throughout

his illness," the Baron informed us. "She is overwhel ned by gri ef

and fatigue--or she woul d have been here to receive you personally.
What are your w shes, gentlenmen? and what can | do for you in her
| adyshi p's pl ace?"

"In accordance with our instructions, we answered that the death

and burial of Lord Montbarry abroad nmade it desirable to obtain nore
conplete information relating to his illness, and to the circunstances
whi ch had attended it, than could be conveyed in witing.

W explained that the [ aw provided for the | apse of a certain

interval of tinme before the paynent of the sum assured, and we
expressed our wish to conduct the inquiry with the nost respectfu
consi deration for her |adyship's feelings, and for the convenience

of any other nmenbers of the fanmily inhabiting the house.

"To this the Baron replied, "I amthe only nenber of the famly
living here, and | and the palace are entirely at your disposal."
Fromfirst to last we found this gentleman perfectly strai ghforward,
and nost amably willing to assist us.

'"Wth the one exception of her |adyship's room we went over

t he whol e of the palace the sane day. It is an inmrense pl ace

only partially furnished. The first floor and part of the second
floor were the portions of it that had been inhabited by Lord

Mont barry and the nenbers of the household. W saw the bedchanber,



at one extrenmity of the palace, in which his lordship died,

and the small room comunicating with it, which he used as a study.
Next to this was a |large apartnment or hall, the doors of which

he habitually kept |ocked, his object being (as we were infornmed)

to pursue his studies uninterruptedly in perfect solitude.

On the other side of the large hall were the bedchanber occupied

by her | adyship, and the dressing-roomin which the nmaid sl ept
previous to her departure for England. Beyond these were the dining
and reception roons, opening into an antechanber, which gave access
to the grand staircase of the pal ace.

'"The only inhabited roons on the second floor were the sitting-room
and bedroom occupi ed by Baron Rivar, and another room at sone
di stance fromit, which had been the bedroom of the courier Ferrari

'The roons on the third floor and on the basenent were

conpl etely unfurnished, and in a condition of great neglect.

We inquired if there was anything to be seen bel ow t he basenent--
and we were at once informed that there were vaults beneath,
which we were at perfect liberty to visit.

"W went down, so as to |leave no part of the pal ace unexpl ored.

The vaults were, it was believed, used as dungeons in the old tinmes--
say, sone centuries since. Air and light were only partially admtted
to these dismal places by two [ ong shafts of wi nding construction

whi ch conmuni cated with the back yard of the palace, and the openings

of whi ch, high above the ground, were protected by iron gratings.

The stone stairs |eading down into the vaults could be closed at

will by a heavy trap-door in the back hall, which we found open.

The Baron hinmself led the way down the stairs. W remarked that it m ght
be awkward if that trap-door fell down and closed the opening behind us.
The Baron sniled at the idea. "Don't be alarned, gentlenen," he said,;
"the door is safe. | had an interest in seeing to it nyself,

when we first inhabited the palace. M favourite study is the study

of experinental chem stry--and ny workshop, since we have been in Venice,
is down here."

' These | ast words explained a curious snmell in the vaults,

whi ch we noticed the noment we entered them W can only describe
the snell by saying that it was of a twofold sort--faintly aromati c,
as it were, inits first effect, but with sone after-odour very
sickening in our nostrils. The Baron's furnaces and retorts,

and other things, were all there to speak for thenselves,

together with sone packages of chemicals, having the nanme and address
of the person who had supplied themplainly visible on their |abels.
"Not a pleasant place for study," Baron Rivar observed, "but ny sister
is tinid. She has a horror of chenical snells and expl osions--

and she has banished ne to these | ower regions, so that nmy experinents
may neither be smelt nor heard."” He held out his hands, on which we
had noticed that he wore gloves in the house. "Accidents wll

happen sonetines,"” he said, "no matter how careful a man may be.

| burnt ny hands severely in trying a new conbi nati on the other day,
and they are only recovering now. "

"W nention these otherw se uninportant incidents, in order to show
t hat our exploration of the pal ace was not inpeded by any attenpt

at concealnent. W were even adnitted to her |adyship's own room -
on a subsequent occasi on, when she went out to take the air

Qur instructions recommended us to exami ne his |lordship's residence,
because the extreme privacy of his life at Venice, and the

remar kabl e departure of the only two servants in the house,



m ght have sone suspicious connection with the nature of his death.
We found nothing to justify suspicion.

"As to his lordship's retired way of life, we have conversed on

the subject with the consul and the banker--the only two strangers
who hel d any communication with him He called once at the bank

to obtain noney on his letter of credit, and excused hinmsel f from
accepting an invitation to visit the banker at his private residence,
on the ground of delicate health. H s lordship wote to the same

ef fect on sending his card to the consul, to excuse hinself
frompersonally returning that gentlenman's visit to the pal ace.

We have seen the letter, and we beg to offer the followi ng copy of it.
"Many years passed in India have injured ny constitution.

| have ceased to go into society; the one occupation of ny life

now is the study of Oriental literature. The air of Italy is better
for me than the air of England, or | should never have | eft hone.
Pray accept the apol ogies of a student and an invalid. The active
part of my life is at an end.” The self-seclusion of his lordship
seens to us to be explained in these brief lines. W have not,
however, on that account spared our inquiries in other directions.
Not hing to excite a suspicion of anything wong has cone to

our know edge.

"As to the departure of the lady's maid, we have seen the woman's
recei pt for her wages, in which it is expressly stated that she

left Lady Montbarry's service because she disliked the Continent,

and wi shed to get back to her own country. This is not an

uncomon result of taking English servants to foreign parts.

Lady Montbarry has infornmed us that she abstai ned from engagi ng
another maid i n consequence of the extreme dislike which his |ordship
expressed to having strangers in the house, in the state of his health
at that tine.

' The di sappearance of the courier Ferrari is, initself,

unquesti onably a suspicious circunstance. Neither her |adyship nor
the Baron can explain it; and no investigation that we could nmake

has thrown the smallest [ight on this event, or has justified us in
associating it, directly or indirectly, with the object of our inquiry.
We have even gone the | ength of exam ning the portnanteau which

Ferrari left behind him 1t contains nothing but clothes and |inen--
no nmoney, and not even a scrap of paper in the pockets of the clothes.
The portmanteau remains in charge of the police.

"W have al so found opportunities of speaking privately to the old

woman who attends to the roonms occupi ed by her | adyship and the Baron.

She was recomended to fill this situation by the keeper of the restaurant
who has supplied the neals to the fam ly throughout the period

of their residence at the palace. Her character is npost favourably
spoken of. Unfortunately, her limted intelligence makes her of no

value as a witness. W were patient and careful in questioning her

and we found her perfectly willing to answer us; but we could

elicit nothing which is worth including in the present report.

'"On the second day of our inquiries, we had the honour of an interview
with Lady Montbarry. Her |adyship | ooked mserably worn and ill,

and seened to be quite at a |l oss to understand what we wanted with her
Baron Rivar, who introduced us, explained the nature of our errand

in Venice, and took pains to assure her that it was a purely formal duty
on which we were engaged. Having satisfied her |adyship on this point,
he discreetly left the room



' The questions which we addressed to Lady Montbarry rel ated nainly,

of course, to his lordship's illness. The answers, given with great
nervousness of manner, but w thout the slightest appearance of reserve,
informed us of the facts that follow

"Lord Montbarry had been out of order for some tinme past--

nervous and irritable. He first conplained of having taken cold on
November 13 | ast; he passed a wakeful and feverish night, and remnai ned
in bed the next day. Her |adyship proposed sending for medical advice.
He refused to allow her to do this, saying that he could quite easily
be his own doctor in such a trifling matter as a cold. Sonme hot | enbnade
was nmade at his request, with a view to produci ng perspiration.

Lady Montbarry's maid having left her at that time, the courier Ferrari
(then the only servant in the house) went out to buy the | enons.

Her ladyship made the drink with her own hands. |t was successfu

in produci ng perspiration--and Lord Montbarry had sone hours of

sleep afterwards. Later in the day, having need of Ferrari's services,
Lady Montbarry rang for him The bell was not answered.

Baron Ri var searched for the man, in the palace and out of it, in vain.
Fromthat time forth not a trace of Ferrari could be discovered.

Thi s happened on Novenber 14.

'"On the night of the 14th, the feverish synptons acconpanying his
lordship's cold returned. They were in part perhaps attributable to
t he annoyance and al arm caused by Ferrari's mnysterious di sappearance.
It had been inpossible to conceal the circunstance, as his lordship
rang repeatedly for the courier; insisting that the nan should
relieve Lady Montbarry and the Baron by taking their places during
the night at his bedside.

'"On the 15th (the day on which the old wonman first cane

to do the housework), his lordship conplained of sore throat,
and of a feeling of oppression on the chest. On this day,

and again on the 16th, her |adyship and the Baron entreated him
to see a doctor. He still refused. "I don't want strange faces
about me; my cold will run its course, in spite of the doctor,"--
that was his answer. On the 17th he was so nuch worse that it
was decided to send for nedical help whether he liked it or not.
Baron Rivar, after inquiry at the consul's, secured the services
of Doctor Bruno, well known as an em nent physician in Venice;
with the additional reconmendati on of having resided in Engl and,
and havi ng nade hinself acquainted with English forns of

nmedi cal practice.

" Thus far our account of his lordship's illness has been derived
fromstatenents made by Lady Montbarry. The narrative will now be
nmost fitly continued in the | anguage of the doctor's own report,
herew t h subj oi ned.

""My nmedical diary informs ne that | first saw the English Lord Montbarry,
on Novenber 17. He was suffering froma sharp attack of bronchitis.

Sone precious time had been | ost, through his obstinate objection

to the presence of a nedical man at his bedside. Generally speaking,

he appeared to be in a delicate state of health. Hi s nervous

system was out of order--he was at once tinid and contradictory.

When | spoke to himin English, he answered in Italian

and when | tried himin Italian, he went back to English.

It mattered little--the nal ady had al ready nade such progress

that he could only speak a few words at a time, and those in



a whi sper.

"1 at once applied the necessary renmedies. Copies of nmy prescriptions
(with translation into English) acconpany the present statenent,
and are left to speak for thensel ves.

""For the next three days | was in constant attendance on ny patient.
He answered to the renedi es enpl oyed--inproving slowy, but decidedly.
I could conscientiously assure Lady Montbarry that no danger was

to be apprehended thus far. She was indeed a nost devoted wife.

| vainly endeavoured to induce her to accept the services of a
conpetent nurse; she would all ow nobody to attend on her husband

but herself. N ght and day this estimble woman was at hi s bedsi de.
In her brief intervals of repose, her brother watched the sick nman

in her place. This brother was, | nust say, very good conpany,

in the intervals when we had tine for a little talk. He dabbled

in chemstry, down in the horrid under-water vaults of the pal ace;
and he wanted to show ne sone of his experinents. | have enough of
chemstry in witing prescriptions--and | declined. He took it quite
good- hunour edl y.

""] am straying away fromny subject. Let ne return to the sick |ord.

""Up to the 20th, then, things went well enough. | was quite
unprepared for the disastrous change that showed itself,

when | paid Lord Montbarry nmy nmorning visit on the 21st.

He had rel apsed, and seriously relapsed. Examning himto discover
the cause, | found synptons of pneunobnia--that is to say,

i n unnedi cal | anguage, inflammtion of the substance of the |ungs.

He breathed with difficulty, and was only partially able to relieve
hi msel f by coughing. | nade the strictest inquiries, and was assured
that his nedicine had been adm nistered as carefully as usual,

and that he had not been exposed to any changes of tenperature.

It was with great reluctance that | added to Lady Montbarry's distress;
but I felt bound, when she suggested a consultation with

anot her physician, to own that | too thought there was really need
for it.

""Her |adyship instructed nme to spare no expense, and to get the best
medi cal opinion in Italy. The best opinion was happily wi thin our reach
The first and forenost of Italian physicians is Torell o of Padua.

| sent a special nessenger for the great man. He arrived on the evening
of the 21 st, and confirmed ny opinion that pneunponia had set in

and that our patient's life was in danger. | told himwhat ny treatnent
of the case had been, and he approved of it in every particular

He made sone val uabl e suggestions, and (at Lady Montbarry's

express request) he consented to defer his return to Padua unti

the foll owi ng norning.

'""We both saw the patient at intervals in the course of the night.
The di sease, steadily advanci ng, set our utnpst resistance at defiance.

In the norning Doctor Torello took his leave. 'I can be of no
further use,' he said to me. 'The nan is past all hel p--and he ought
to know it.'

""Later in the day | warned ny lord, as gently as | could,

that his tine had come. | aminforned that there are serious reasons
for my stating what passed between us on this occasion, in detail
and wi thout any reserve. | conply with the request.

""Lord Montbarry received the intelligence of his approaching death



wi th becomi ng conposure, but with a certain doubt. He signed to ne
to put nmy ear to his mouth. He whispered faintly, 'Are you sure?
It was no tinme to deceive him | said, 'Positively sure.’

He waited a little, gasping for breath, and then he whi spered again
"Feel under ny pillow.' | found under his pillow a letter,

seal ed and stanped, ready for the post. H's next words were just
audi bl e and no nore--'Post it yourself.' | answered, of course
that I would do so--and | did post the letter with my own hand.

| looked at the address. It was directed to a |lady in London

The street | cannot renenber. The nane | can perfectly recall

it was an ltalian nane--'Ms. Ferrari.'

""That night my lord nearly died of asphyxia. | got himthrough it

for the time; and his eyes showed that he understood ne when | told him
the next norning, that | had posted the letter. This was his |ast
effort of consciousness. Wen | saw himagain he was sunk in apathy.

He lingered in a state of insensibility, supported by stinulants,

until the 25th, and died (unconscious to the |last) on the evening of

t hat day.

""As to the cause of his death, it seens (if | may be excused for
saying so) sinply absurd to ask the question. Bronchitis, term nating
i n pneunpnia--there is no nore doubt that this, and this only,

was the nal ady of which he expired, than that two and two nake four
Doctor Torello's own note of the case is added here to a duplicate

of my certificate, in order (as | aminfornmed) to satisfy

sonme English offices in which his lordship's |ife was insured.

The English offices nust have been founded by that cel ebrated saint
and doubter, nmentioned in the New Testanent, whose name was Thomas!"

"Doctor Bruno's evidence ends here.

"Reverting for a noment to our inquiries addressed to Lady Mntbarry,
we have to report that she can give us no information on the subject
of the letter which the doctor posted at Lord Montbarry's request.
When his lordship wote it? what it contai ned? why he kept

it a secret fromlLady Montbarry (and fromthe Baron al so);

and why he should wite at all to the wife of his courier? these

are questions to which we find it sinply inpossible to obtain

any replies. It seems even useless to say that the matter is

open to suspicion. Suspicion inplies conjecture of sone kind--

and the letter under nmy lord's pillow baffles all conjecture.
Application to Ms. Ferrari may perhaps clear up the nystery.

Her residence in London will be easily discovered at the Italian Couriers
Ofice, Golden Square.

"Having arrived at the close of the present report, we have now
to draw your attention to the conclusion which is justified
by the results of our investigation.

'The plain question before our Directors and oursel ves appears

to be this: Has the inquiry reveal ed any extraordi nary circunstances
whi ch render the death of Lord Montbarry open to suspicion?

The inquiry has reveal ed extraordi nary circunmstances beyond

al |l doubt--such as the di sappearance of Ferrari, the remarkable
absence of the custonary establishnment of servants in the house,

and the nysterious letter which his lordship asked the doctor to post.
But where is the proof that any one of these circunstances

i s associ ated--suspiciously and directly associated--with the only



event which concerns us, the event of Lord Mntbarry's death?

In the absence of any such proof, and in the face of the evidence

of two em nent physicians, it is inmpossible to dispute the statenent

on the certificate that his lordship died a natural death.

We are bound, therefore, to report, that there are no valid grounds for
refusing the paynment of the sumfor which the late Lord Montbarry's life
was assured.

"W shall send these lines to you by the post of to-norrow,
Decenber 10; leaving tine to receive your further instructions
(if any), in reply to our telegramof this evening announci ng
the conclusion of the inquiry.'

CHAPTER | X

"Now, ny good creature, whatever you have to say to ne,

out with it at once! | don't want to hurry you needl essly;

but these are business hours, and | have other people's affairs
to attend to besides yours.'

Addressing Ferrari's wife, with his usual blunt good-hunour,

in these terms, M. Troy registered the | apse of tinme by a gl ance
at the watch on his desk, and then waited to hear what his client
had to say to him

"It's something nore, sir, about the letter with the thousand-pound note,’
Ms. Ferrari began. 'I| have found out who sent it to ne.'

M. Troy started. 'This is news indeed!' he said. 'Wo sent you
the letter?

'"Lord Montbarry sent it, sir.

It was not easy to take M. Troy by surprise. But Ms. Ferrari
threw himconmpletely off his balance. For a while he could
only look at her in silent surprise. 'Nonsense!' he said,

as soon as he had recovered hinmself. 'There is some nistake--
it can't be!’

"There is no mstake," Ms. Ferrari rejoined, in her nost positive nmanner
"Two gentlenen fromthe insurance offices called on me this norning,

to see the letter. They were conpletely puzzl ed--especially when they
heard of the bank-note inside. But they know who sent the letter.

Hi s lordship' s doctor in Venice posted it at his |ordship's request.

Go to the gentlemen yourself, sir, if you don't believe ne.

They were polite enough to ask if | could account for Lord Mntbarry's
witing to ne and sending ne the noney. | gave them ny opinion directly--
| said it was like his lordship's kindness.'

'"Like his lordship's kindness?" M. Troy repeated, in blank anazenent.

"Yes, sir! Lord Montbarry knew nme, like all the other nenbers

of his famly, when | was at school on the estate in Irel and.

If he could have done it, he would have protected ny poor dear husband.
But he was hel pless hinmself in the hands of ny |ady and the Baron--

and the only kind thing he could do was to provide for me in ny w dowhood,



li ke the true nobl enan he was!'

"Avery pretty explanation!' said M. Troy. 'Wat did your visitors
fromthe insurance offices think of it?

'They asked if | had any proof of my husband's death.'
"And what did you say?

"I said, "I give you better than proof, gentlenen; | give you
ny positive opinion."'

"That satisfied them of course?

'"They didn't say so in words, sir. They |ooked at each other--
and wi shed ne good- norning."'

"Well, Ms. Ferrari, unless you have some nore extraordi nary

news for me, | think | shall w sh you good-norning too.

| can take a note of your information (very startling information,
I own); and, in the absence of proof, | can do no nore.'

"I can provide you with proof, sir--if that is all you want,'

said Ms. Ferrari, with great dignity. 'l only w sh

to know, first, whether the law justifies me in doing it.

You nmay have seen in the fashionable intelligence of the newspapers,
that Lady Montbarry has arrived in London, at Newbury's Hotel.

| propose to go and see her.'

' The deuce you do! May | ask for what purpose?’

Ms. Ferrari answered in a mysterious whisper. 'For the purpose
of catching her in a trap! | shan't send in ny nane--1 shall
announce nyself as a person on business, and the first words | say
to her will be these: "I come, ny lady, to acknow edge the receipt
of the nobney sent to Ferrari's widow " Ah! you may well start,

M. Troy! It alnpst takes you off your guard, doesn't it?

Make your mind easy, sir; | shall find the proof that everybody

asks nme for in her guilty face. Let her only change col our by

t he shadow of a shade--let her eyes only drop for half an instant--

| shall discover her! The one thing | want to know is, does the |aw
permt it?

'"The law pernmits it,' M. Troy answered gravely; 'but whether her

| adyship will permt it, is quite another question. Have you really
courage enough, Ms. Ferrari, to carry out this notable scheme of yours?
You have been described to nme, by Mss Lockwood, as rather a nervous,
timd sort of person--and, if | may trust my own observati on,

| should say you justify the description.’

"If you had lived in the country, sir, instead of living in London,'

Ms. Ferrari replied, 'you would sonmetines have seen even a sheep

turn on a dog. | amfar fromsaying that | ama bold wonan--

quite the reverse. But when | stand in that wetch's presence, and think
of my murdered husband, the one of us two who is likely to be frightened
is not ne. | amgoing there now, sir. You shall hear how it ends.

I wish you good-norning."'

Wth those brave words the courier's wi fe gathered her nmantle about her,
and wal ked out of the room



M. Troy sniled--not satirically, but conpassionately.

"The little sinpleton!' he thought to himself. 'If half of what
they say of Lady Montbarry is true, Ms. Ferrari and her trap
have but a poor prospect before them | wonder howit wll end?

Al M. Troy's experience failed to forewarn himof howit did end.

CHAPTER X

In the nean tinme, Ms. Ferrari held to her resolution
She went straight fromM. Troy's office to Newbury's Hotel

Lady Montbarry was at home, and alone. But the authorities

of the hotel hesitated to disturb her when they found that the
visitor declined to nention her name. Her |adyship's new maid
happened to cross the hall while the matter was still in debate
She was a Frenchwoman, and, on being appealed to, she settled

the question in the swift, easy, rational French way.

' Madane' s appearance was perfectly respectable. Mdanme m ght have
reasons for not mentioning her name which M| adi m ght approve.

In any case, there being no orders forbidding the introduction of a
strange |ady, the matter clearly rested between Madane and M | adi
Woul d Madane, therefore, be good enough to follow Mladi's maid up
the stairs?

In spite of her resolution, Ms. Ferrari's heart beat as if it

woul d burst out of her bosom when her conductress led her into

an ante-room and knocked at a door opening into a room beyond.

But it is remarkable that persons of sensitively-nervous organi sation
are the very persons who are capable of forcing thensel ves
(apparently by the exercise of a spasnmodic effort of will)

into the performance of acts of the nost audaci ous courage.

A low, grave voice fromthe inner roomsaid, 'Cone in.'" The naid,
openi ng the door, announced, 'A person to see you, Ml adi, on business,
and i medi ately retired. In the one instant while these events passed,

timd little Ms. Ferrari mastered her own throbbing heart;

st epped over the threshold, conscious of her clamry hands, dry lips,
and burning head; and stood in the presence of Lord Montbarry's w dow,
to all outward appearance as suprenely sel f-possessed as her

| adyshi p hersel f.

It was still early in the afternoon, but the light in the roomwas di m
The blinds were drawn down. Lady Montbarry sat with her back to

the wi ndows, as if even the subdued daylight were disagreeable to her
She had altered sadly for the worse in her personal appearance,

since the nenorabl e day when Doctor Wbrow had seen her in his
consul ti ng-room Her beauty was gone--her face had fallen away

to nere skin and bone; the contrast between her ghastly conpl exion
and her steely glittering black eyes was nore startling than ever.
Robed in dismal black, relieved only by the brilliant whiteness

of her widow s cap--reclining in a panther-1like suppl eness of
attitude on a little green sofa--she | ooked at the stranger who had

i ntruded on her, with a nonent's |anguid curiosity, then dropped

her eyes again to the hand-screen which she held between her face
and the fire. 'l don't know you,' she said. 'Wat do you want

with ne?



Ms. Ferrari tried to answer. Her first burst of courage had al ready
worn itself out. The bold words that she had determ ned to speak
were living words still in her mnd, but they died on her |ips.

There was a nonent of silence. Lady Montbarry | ooked round

again at the speechless stranger. 'Are you deaf?' she asked.
There was anot her pause. Lady Montbarry quietly | ooked back again
at the screen, and put another question. 'Do you want noney?

'Money!' That one word roused the sinking spirit of the courier's wife.
She recovered her courage; she found her voice. 'Look at nme, ny | ady,
if you please,' she said, with a sudden outbreak of audacity.

Lady Montbarry | ooked round for the third tine. The fatal words
passed Ms. Ferrari's |ips.

"I come, ny lady, to acknow edge the receipt of the noney sent
to Ferrari's w dow. '

Lady Montbarry's glittering black eyes rested with steady

attention on the wonan who had addressed her in those ternmns.

Not the faintest expression of confusion or alarm not even a nonentary
flutter of interest stirred the deadly stillness of her face.

She reposed as quietly, she held the screen as conposedly, as ever.

The test had been tried, and had utterly failed.

There was anot her silence. Lady Montbarry considered with herself.
The smile that cane slowy and went away suddenly--the snmile

at once so sad and so cruel--showed itself on her thin lips.

She lifted her screen, and pointed with it to a seat at the
farther end of the room 'Be so good as to take that chair,’

she sai d.

Hel pl ess under her first bew | dering sense of failure--not know ng
what to say or what to do next--Ms. Ferrari nechanically obeyed.
Lady Montbarry, rising on the sofa for the first time, watched her
wi t h undi sgui sed scrutiny as she crossed the room-then sank back
into a reclining position once nore. 'No,' she said to herself,
"the woman wal ks steadily; she is not intoxicated--the only other
possibility is that she may be nad.'

She had spoken | oud enough to be heard. Stung by the insult,
Ms. Ferrari instantly answered her: 'I amno nore drunk or mad
than you are!"’

'No?' said Lady Montbarry. ' Then you are only insolent?

The ignorant English mind (I have observed) is apt to be insolent in
the exercise of unrestrained English liberty. This is very noticeable
to us foreigners anbng you people in the streets. O course | can't

be insolent to you, in return. | hardly know what to say to you.
My maid was inprudent in adnmitting you so easily to ny room
| suppose your respectabl e appearance misled her. | wonder who you are?

You nentioned the nane of a courier who left us very strangely.
Was he married by any chance? Are you his wife? And do you know where
he is?

Ms. Ferrari's indignation burst its way through all restraints.
She advanced to the sofa; she feared nothing, in the fervour and rage
of her reply.



"I am his w dow-and you know it, you w cked wonan!
Ah! it was an evil hour when Mss Lockwood recomended ny husband
to be his lordship's courier--1!'

Bef ore she could add another word, Lady Montbarry sprang fromthe sofa
with the stealthy suddenness of a cat--seized her by both shoul ders--
and shook her with the strength and frenzy of a madworman. 'You lie!

you lie! you lie!" She dropped her hold at the third repetition of

t he accusation, and threw up her hands wildly with a gesture of despair.
"Ch, Jesu Maria! is it possible? she cried. 'Can the courier

have cone to me through that woman?' She turned |ike |ightning

on Ms. Ferrari, and stopped her as she was escaping fromthe room
'Stay here, you fool--stay here, and answer ne! If you cry out, as sure
as the heavens are above you, I'Il strangle you with nmy own hands.

Sit down again--and fear nothing. Wetch! It is | who amfrightened--
frightened out of ny senses. Confess that you lied, when you used

M ss Lockwood's nane just now No! | don't believe you on your oath;

I will believe nobody but Mss Lockwood herself. \Were does she |ive?
Tell ne that, you noxious stinging little insect--and you may go.'
Terrified as she was, Ms. Ferrari hesitated. Lady Montbarry lifted

her hands threateningly, with the long, |ean, yellowwhite fingers

out spread and crooked at the tips. Ms. Ferrari shrank at the sight

of them and gave the address. Lady Montbarry poi nted contenptuously
to the door--then changed her nmind. 'No! not yet! you will tel

M ss Lockwood what has happened, and she may refuse to see ne.

I will go there at once, and you shall go with ne. As far as the house--
not inside of it. Sit down again. | amgoing to ring for ny naid.

Turn your back to the door--your cowardly face is not fit to be

seen!'’

She rang the bell. The maid appeared.

"My cl oak and bonnet--instantly!’

The mai d produced the cl oak and bonnet fromthe bedroom
"A cab at the door--before | can count ten!'

The maid vani shed. Lady Montbarry surveyed herself in the glass,
and wheel ed round again, with her cat-like suddenness, to Ms. Ferrari

"I look nore than half dead already, don't I?" she said with a grim
outburst of irony. 'Gve nme your arm

She took Ms. Ferrari's arm and left the room 'You have nothing
to fear, so long as you obey,' she whispered, on the way downstairs.
"You |l eave ne at M ss Lockwood's door, and never see me again.

In the hall they were met by the |andl ady of the hotel.
Lady Montbarry graciously presented her comnpani on

"My good friend Ms. Ferrari; | amso glad to have seen her.'
The | andl ady acconpanied themto the door. The cab was waiting.
"Get in first, good Ms. Ferrari,' said her ladyship; 'and tell the man

where to go.'

They were driven away. Lady Montbarry's variabl e humour changed agai n.
Wth a | ow groan of misery, she threw herself back in the cab

Lost in her own dark thoughts, as carel ess of the wonan whom she

had bent to her iron will as if no such person sat by her side,

she preserved a sinister silence, until they reached the house where

M ss Lockwood | odged. In an instant, she roused herself to action



She opened the door of the cab, and closed it again on Ms. Ferrari
before the driver could get off his box.

' Take that lady a mle farther on her way hone!' she said,

as she paid the man his fare. The next nmoment she had knocked
at the house-door. 'I's Mss Lockwood at hone?' 'Yes, ma'am'
She stepped over the threshol d--the door closed on her

"Whi ch way, ma'an?' asked the driver of the cab

M's. Ferrari put her hand to her head, and tried to collect her thoughts.
Coul d she | eave her friend and benefactress hel pl ess at Lady

Mont barry's mercy? She was still vainly endeavouring to decide on

the course that she ought to foll ow-when a gentl eman, stopping at Mss
Lockwood' s door, happened to | ook towards the cab-w ndow, and saw her

"Are you going to call on Mss Agnes too?' he asked.

It was Henry Westwi ck. Ms. Ferrari clasped her hands in gratitude
as she recogni sed him

"Go in, sir!' she cried. "'"Go in, directly. That dreadful woman
is with Mss Agnes. Go and protect her!’

'What worman?' Henry asked.

The answer literally struck himspeechless. Wth anazenent

and indignation in his face, he |looked at Ms. Ferrari as she
pronounced the hated nane of 'Lady Montbarry.' 'I'Il see toit,’

was all he said. He knocked at the house-door; and he too, in his turn
was let in.

CHAPTER XI

'Lady Montbarry, Mss.'

Agnes was writing a letter, when the servant astonished

her by announcing the visitor's nane. Her first inpulse was

to refuse to see the wonan who had intruded on her. But Lady
Mont barry had taken care to follow close on the servant's heels.
Bef ore Agnes coul d speak, she had entered the room

'l beg to apologise for my intrusion, Mss Lockwood.

I have a question to ask you, in which I amvery much interested
No one can answer nme but yourself.' In low hesitating tones,
with her glittering black eyes bent nopdestly on the ground,

Lady Montbarry opened the interview in those words.

W thout answering, Agnes pointed to a chair. She could do this,

and, for the tine, she could do no nore. All that she had read

of the hidden and sinister life in the palace at Venice; all that she
had heard of Montbarry's nmelancholy death and burial in a foreign |and;
all that she knew of the nystery of Ferrari's di sappearance,

rushed into her mnd, when the bl ack-robed figure confronted her
standi ng just inside the door. The strange conduct of Lady Montbarry
added a new perplexity to the doubts and mi sgivings that troubled her.



There stood the adventuress whose character had left its mark on

society all over Europe--the Fury who had terrified Ms. Ferrari at

the hotel --inconceivably transformed into a timd, shrinking woman!

Lady Montbarry had not once ventured to | ook at Agnes, since she

had nade her way into the room Advancing to take the chair

t hat had been pointed out to her, she hesitated, put her hand

on the rail to support herself, and still remmined standing.

' Pl ease give me a nonent to conpose nyself,' she said faintly. Her head
sank on her bosom she stood before Agnes |ike a conscious culprit
before a mercil ess judge.

The silence that followed was, literally, the silence of fear
on both sides. In the mdst of it, the door was opened once nore--
and Henry Westwi ck appeared.

He | ooked at Lady Montbarry with a nonment's steady attention--

bowed to her with formal politeness--and passed on in silence.

At the sight of her husband's brother, the sinking spirit of the woman
sprang to life again. Her drooping figure becane erect. Her eyes net
Westwi ck's | ook, brightly defiant. She returned his bow with an icy
snile of contenpt.

Henry crossed the roomto Agnes.

'"I's Lady Montbarry here by your invitation? he asked quietly.
"No.

'"Do you wish to see her?

"It is very painful to me to see her.'

He turned and | ooked at his sister-in-law. 'Do you hear that?
he asked col dly.

"I hear it,' she answered, nore coldly still.
"Your visit is, to say the least of it, ill-tined.'
"Your interference is, to say the least of it, out of place.’

Wth that retort, Lady Montbarry approached Agnes. The presence

of Henry Westw ck seened at once to relieve and enbol den her
"Permit nme to ask nmy question, Mss Lockwood,' she said,

with graceful courtesy. 'It is nothing to enbarrass you.

Wien the courier Ferrari applied to ny |ate husband for enpl oynent,
did you--' Her resolution failed her, before she could say nore.
She sank trenbling into the nearest chair, and, after a nonent's
struggl e, conposed herself again. 'Did you permt Ferrari,"’

she resunmed, 'to make sure of being chosen for our courier by using
your name?'

Agnes did not reply with her customary directness. Trifling as it was,
the reference to Montbarry, proceeding fromthat woman of all others,
confused and agitated her.

"l have known Ferrari's wife for many years,' she began
"And | take an interest--'

Lady Montbarry abruptly lifted her hands with a gesture of entreaty.
"Ah, M ss Lockwood, don't waste time by talking of his wfe!



Answer ny
pl ai n question, plainly!’

'Let me answer her,' Henry whispered. 'I wll undertake to speak
pl ai nly enough."

Agnes refused by a gesture. Lady Mntbarry's interruption
had roused her sense of what was due to herself. She resuned
her reply in plainer terns.

"When Ferrari wote to the late Lord Montbarry,' she said, 'he did
certainly mention nmy nane.'’

Even now, she had innocently failed to see the object which her visitor
had in view Lady Mntbarry's inpatience becane ungovernabl e.
She started to her feet, and advanced to Agnes.

"Was it with your know edge and permission that Ferrari used
your nanme?' she asked. 'The whole soul of ny question is in that.
For God's sake answer me--Yes, or No!'

'Yes.'

That one word struck Lady Montbarry as a bl ow m ght have struck her

The fierce life that had ani mated her face the instant before,

faded out of it suddenly, and left her like a wonan turned to stone.

She stood, mechanically confronting Agnes, with a stillness so wapt

and perfect that not even the breath she drew was perceptible to the two
persons who were | ooking at her.

Henry spoke to her roughly. 'Rouse yourself,' he said.
" You have received your answer.'

She | ooked round at him 'I have received ny Sentence,' she rejoined--
and turned slowy to | eave the room

To Henry's astoni shnent, Agnes stopped her. 'Wit a nonment,
Lady Montbarry. | have sonething to ask on ny side. You have spoken
of Ferrari. | wish to speak of himtoo.'

Lady Montbarry bent her head in silence. Her hand trenbled as she

t ook out her handkerchief, and passed it over her forehead.

Agnes detected the trenbling, and shrank back a step. 'Is the subject
pai nful to you?' she asked timdly.

Still silent, Lady Montbarry invited her by a wave of the hand to go on.
Henry approached, attentively watching his sister-in-law. Agnes
went on.

"No trace of Ferrari has been discovered in England,' she said.
'Have you any news of hinm? And will you tell ne (if you have heard
anything), in nercy to his wife?

Lady Montbarry's thin |lips suddenly relaxed into their sad
and cruel snle.

"Way do you ask nme about the | ost courier? she said.
"You wi Il know what has becone of him M ss Lockwood, when the tine
is ripe for it.'



Agnes started. 'l don't understand you,' she said. 'How shall | know?
W1l sone one tell nme?'

"Sorme one will tell you.'

Henry coul d keep silence no longer. 'Perhaps, your |adyship
may be the person?' he interrupted with ironical politeness.

She answered himw th contenptuous ease. 'You may be right,
M. Westwi ck. One day or another, | may be the person who tells
M ss Lockwood what has becone of Ferrari, if--' She stopped;

wi th her eyes fixed on Agnes.
"I'f what?' Henry asked.
"If Mss Lockwood forces ne to it.'

Agnes listened in astonishnent. 'Force you to it? she repeated
'"How can | do that? Do you nmean to say nmy will is stronger
t han yours?'

'"Do you nean to say that the candl e doesn't burn the noth,

when the noth flies into it? Lady Montbarry rejoined. 'Have you
ever heard of such a thing as the fascination of terror? | amdrawn
to you by a fascination of terror. | have no right to visit you,

I have no wish to visit you: you are mnmy eneny. For the first tine
inm life, against ny own will, | submt to nmy eneny. See! | am
wai ting because you told ne to wait--and the fear of you (I swear it!)
creeps through nme while | stand here. Oh, don't let nme excite

your curiosity or your pity! Followthe exanple of M. Wstw ck.

Be hard and brutal and unforgiving, like him Gant me ny rel ease.
Tell me to go.'

The frank and sinple nature of Agnes could di scover but one
intelligible nmeaning in this strange outbreak

"You are mstaken in thinking ne your eneny,' she said.

' The wong you did nme when you gave your hand to Lord Mntbarry was
not intentionally done. | forgave you ny sufferings in his lifetine.
I forgive you even nore freely now that he has gone.'

Henry heard her with mingled enotions of adnmiration and distress.
"Say no nore!' he exclaimed. 'You are too good to her; she is not
worthy of it.'

The interruption passed unheeded by Lady Montbarry. The sinple

words in which Agnes had replied seened to have absorbed the whol e
attention of this strangel y-changeabl e wonan. As she |i stened,

her face settled slowy into an expression of hard and tearl ess sorrow.
There was a marked change in her voi ce when she spoke next.

It expressed that |ast worst resignation which has done with hope.

' You good innocent creature,' she said, 'what does your

am abl e forgiveness matter? Wat are your poor little wongs,

in the reckoning for greater wongs which is demanded of ne?

I amnot trying to frighten you, I amonly m serabl e about nyself.
Do you know what it is to have a firmpresentinment of calamity that
is coning to you--and yet to hope that your own positive conviction
will not prove true? Wen | first met you, before ny nmarriage

and first felt your influence over ne, | had that hope.

It was a starveling sort of hope that lived a lingering life in me



until to-day. You struck it dead, when you answered ny question
about Ferrari.'

'How have | destroyed your hopes?' Agnes asked. 'What connection is
there between ny permitting Ferrari to use ny nane to Lord Montbarry,
and the strange and dreadful things you are saying to ne now?

"The tinme is near, Mss Lockwood, when you will discover that

for yourself. |In the nean while, you shall know what my fear of you is,
in the plainest words | can find. On the day when | took your hero
fromyou and blighted your life--1 amfirmy persuaded of it!--

you were nade the instrunent of the retribution that ny sins

of many years had deserved. ©h, such things have happened before
to-day! One person has, before now, been the neans of innocently
ripening the growth of evil in another. You have done that already--
and you have nore to do yet. You have still to bring ne to the day

of discovery, and to the punishment that is my doom W shal

nmeet again--here in England, or there in Venice where ny husband died--
and neet for the last time.'

In spite of her better sense, in spite of her natura

superiority to superstitions of all kinds, Agnes was inpressed
by the terrible earnestness with which those words were spoken
She turned pale as she | ooked at Henry. 'Do you understand her?
she asked.

"Nothing is easier than to understand her,' he replied contenptuously.
' She knows what has becone of Ferrari; and she is confusing you

in a cloud of nonsense, because she daren't own the truth.

Let her go!'’

If a dog had been under one of the chairs, and had barked,
Lady Montbarry could not have proceeded nore inpenetrably
with the last words she had to say to Agnes.

" Advi se your interesting Ms. Ferrari to wait a little |onger,"'

she said. 'You will know what has becone of her husband, and you
will tell her. There will be nothing to alarmyou. Sone trifling
event will bring us together the next tinme--as trifling, | dare say,
as the engagenment of Ferrari. Sad nonsense, M. Westwick, is it not?

But you nmke allowances for wonen; we all talk nonsense. Good norning,
M ss Lockwood.'

She opened the door--suddenly, as if she was afraid of being called
back for the second time--and left them

CHAPTER XI |

"Do you think she is mad?' Agnes asked.

"I think she is sinmply wicked. False, superstitious, inveterately cruel--
but not mad. | believe her main notive in comng here was to enjoy
the luxury of frightening you.'

'She has frightened ne. | amashaned to own it--but so it is.



Henry | ooked at her, hesitated for a nonent, and seated hinself
on the sofa by her side.

"I amvery anxi ous about you, Agnes,' he said. 'But for the fortunate
chance which led ne to call here to-day--who knows what that vile

woman m ght not have said or done, if she had found you al one?

My dear, you are leading a sadly unprotected solitary life.

| don't like to think of it; |I want to see it changed--especially after
what has happened to-day. No! no! it is useless to tell me that you
have your old nurse. She is too old; she is not in your rank

of Iife--there is no sufficient protection in the conpani onship

of such a person for a lady in your position. Don't mstake ne,

Agnes! what | say, | say in the sincerity of ny devotion to you.'

He paused, and took her hand. She made a feeble effort to withdraw it--
and yielded. 'WII the day never cone,' he pleaded, 'when the privilege
of protecting you may be m ne? when you will be the pride and joy

of my life, as long as ny life lasts? He pressed her hand gently.

She nade no reply. The col our cane and went on her face; her eyes

were turned away fromhim 'Have | been so unhappy as to offend you?
he asked.

She answered that--she said, alnpst in a whisper, 'No.'

"Have | distressed you?'

"You have made ne think of the sad days that are gone.' She said no nore;
she only tried to withdraw her hand fromhis for the second tine.
He still held it; he lifted it to his lips.

"Can | never nmake you think of other days than those--of the happier
days to come? O, if you nust think of the tine that is passed,
can you not | ook back to the time when | first |oved you?

She sighed as he put the question. 'Spare nme Henry,' she answered sadly.
'Say no norel!’

The col our again rose in her cheeks; her hand trenbled in his.

She | ooked lovely, with her eyes cast down and her bosom heaving gently.
At that nonment he would have given everything he had in the world

to take her in his arns and kiss her. Sone nysterious synpat hy,

passing fromhis hand to hers, seened to tell her what was in his mnd
She snat ched her hand away, and suddenly | ooked up at him

The tears were in her eyes. She said nothing; she | et her eyes

speak for her. They warned him-w thout anger, wi thout unkindness--

but still they warned himto press her no further that day.

"Only tell me that | amforgiven,' he said, as he rose fromthe sofa.
"Yes,' she answered quietly, 'you are forgiven.'

"I have not |owered nyself in your estimation, Agnes?

"Oh, no!'

"Do you wish nme to | eave you?

She rose, in her turn, fromthe sofa, and wal ked to her witing-table

before she replied. The unfinished |etter which she had been witing
when Lady Montbarry interrupted her, |ay open on the blotting-book.



As she | ooked at the letter, and then | ooked at Henry, the smle
t hat charned everybody showed itself in her face.

"You must not go just yet,' she said: 'I have sonething to tell you.

| hardly know how to express it. The shortest way perhaps will be to let
you find it out for yourself. You have been speaking of ny |onely
unprotected life here. It is not a very happy life, Henry--1 own that.'
She paused, observing the grow ng anxiety of his expression

as he | ooked at her, with a shy satisfaction that perplexed him

"Do you know that | have anticipated your idea?" she went on

"I amgoing to nake a great change in ny life--if your brother

Stephen and his wife will only consent to it.' She opened the desk

of the witing-table while she spoke, took a letter out, and handed it
to Henry.

He received it from her nechanically. Vague doubts, which he hardly
understood hinself, kept himsilent. It was inmpossible that the 'change
in her life' of which she had spoken could nmean that she was about

to be nmarried--and yet he was conscious of a perfectly unreasonabl e
reluctance to open the letter. Their eyes net; she smled again.

'Look at the address,' she said. 'You ought to know the handwiting--
but | dare say you don't.'

He | ooked at the address. It was in the large, irregular
uncertain witing of a child. He opened the letter instantly.

' Dear Aunt Agnes,--Qur governess is going away. She has had noney
left to her, and a house of her own. W have had cake and wi ne

to drink her health. You prom sed to be our governess if we

want ed another. We want you. Mamma knows not hi ng about this.

Pl ease come before Manma can get another governess. Your |oving Lucy,
who wites this. Cara and Bl anche have tried to wite too.

But they are too young to do it. They blot the paper.'

" Your eldest niece,' Agnes explained, as Henry | ooked at her in amazenent.
'"The children used to call me aunt when | was staying with their
nother in Ireland, in the autum. The three girls were ny

i nsepar abl e conpani ons--they are the nost charming children |I know.
It is quite true that | offered to be their governess, if they

ever wanted one, on the day when | left themto return to London

| was witing to propose it to their nother, just before you cane.'

'"Not seriously!' Henry exclained.

Agnes pl aced her unfinished letter in his hand. Enough of it had been
witten to show that she did seriously propose to enter the household
of M. and Ms. Stephen Westw ck as governess to their children
Henry's bewi | derment was not to be expressed in words.

'They won't believe you are in earnest,' he said.

"Way not?' Agnes asked quietly.

"You are ny brother Stephen's cousin; you are his wife's old friend.'

"All the nore reason, Henry, for trusting me with the charge
of their children.'

"But you are their equal; you are not obliged to get your living
by teaching. There is sonmething absurd in your entering their
service as a governess!'



"What is there absurd in it? The children |love ne; the nother |oves ne;
the father has shown me i nnunerabl e instances of his true friendship
and regard. | amthe very woman for the place--and, as to ny education
| must have conpletely forgotten it indeed, if | amnot fit to teach
three children the el dest of whomis only el even years ol d.

You say | amtheir equal. Are there no other wonen who serve

as governesses, and who are the equals of the persons whom

they serve? Besides, | don't knowthat | amtheir equal

Have | not heard that your brother Stephen was the next heir to

the title? WII he not be the new |lord? Never nind answering mne!

W won't dispute whether | mm right or wong in turning governess--

we will wait the event. | amweary of ny |lonely usel ess existence here,
and eager to make nmy life nore happy and nore useful, in the househol d
of all others in which | should like nost to have a pl ace.

If you will |ook again, you will see that | have these persona
considerations still to urge before | finish nmy letter.

You don't know your brother and his wife as well as | do, if you doubt
their answer. | believe they have courage enough and heart enough to
say Yes.'

Henry submitted w t hout being convinced.

He was a man who disliked all eccentric departures from custom and routi ne;
and he felt especially suspicious of the change proposed in the life

of Agnes. Wth new interests to occupy her mind, she nmight be |ess
favourably disposed to listen to him on the next occasi on when

he urged his suit. The influence of the 'lonely usel ess existence'

of which she conpl ai ned, was distinctly an influence in his favour
Whi |l e her heart was enpty, her heart was accessible.

But with his nieces in full possession of it, the clouds of doubt

over shadowed his prospects. He knew the sex well enough to keep

these purely selfish perplexities to hinmself. The waiting policy was
especially the policy to pursue with a woman as sensitive as Agnes.

If he once offended her delicacy he was |l ost. For the nonment he wisely
control l ed hinmsel f and changed the subject.

"My little niece's letter has had an effect,' he said,
"which the child never contenplated in witing it. She has just
rem nded me of one of the objects that | had in calling on you to-day."'

Agnes | ooked at the child's letter. 'How does Lucy do that?
she asked.

"Lucy's governess is not the only |ucky person who has had noney
left her,' Henry answered. 'Is your old nurse in the house?

"You don't mean to say that nurse has got a | egacy?

' She has got a hundred pounds. Send for her, Agnes, while | show
you the letter.'

He took a handful of letters fromhis pocket, and | ooked through them
whil e Agnes rang the bell. Returning to him she noticed a printed
letter anong the rest, which lay open on the table. It was a
"prospectus,’' and the title of it was 'Pal ace Hotel Conpany of Venice
(Limted).' The two words, 'Palace' and 'Venice,' instantly recalled
her mind to the unwel cone visit of Lady Montbarry. 'Wat is that?'
she asked, pointing to the title.

Henry suspended his search, and gl anced at the prospectus.



"Areally pronmising speculation,' he said. 'Large hotels always

pay well, if they are well managed. | know the nman who is appointed
to be manager of this hotel when it is opened to the public;

and | have such entire confidence in himthat | have become one of

t he sharehol ders of the Conpany.'

The reply did not appear to satisfy Agnes. 'Wiy is the hote
called the "Pal ace Hotel "?' she inquired.

Henry | ooked at her, and at once penetrated her notive for asking
the question. 'Yes,' he said, 'it is the palace that Montbarry
hired at Venice; and it has been purchased by the Conpany to be
changed into an hotel .’

Agnes turned away in silence, and took a chair at the farther

end of the room Henry had di sappointed her. H's inconme as a
younger son stood in need, as she well knew, of all the additions
that he could nake to it by successful speculation. But she was

unr easonabl e enough, neverthel ess, to disapprove of his attenpting
to make noney al ready out of the house in which his brother had died.
I ncapabl e of understanding this purely sentinmental view of a plain
matter of business, Henry returned to his papers, in sone perplexity
at the sudden change in the manner of Agnes towards him

Just as he found the letter of which he was in search, the nurse
made her appearance. He glanced at Agnes, expecting that she would
speak first. She never even | ooked up when the nurse cane in.

It was left to Henry to tell the old wonan why the bell had sumobned her
to the draw ng-room

"Well, nurse,' he said, 'you have had a windfall of |uck
You have had a |l egacy left you of a hundred pounds.'

The nurse showed no outward signs of exultation. She waited a little
to get the announcenent of the legacy well settled in her mnd--

and then she said quietly, 'Master Henry, who gives ne that nopney,

if you pl ease?

"My late brother, Lord Montbarry, gives it to you.' (Agnes instantly

| ooked up, interested in the matter for the first tine. Henry went on.)
"His will |eaves |legacies to the surviving old servants of the famly.
There is a letter fromhis |awers, authorising you to apply to them
for the noney.'

In every class of society, gratitude is the rarest of all hunman virtues.
In the nurse's class it is extrenely rare. Her opinion of the nman

who had decei ved and deserted her mistress renained the same

opinion still, perfectly undisturbed by the passing circumstance

of the | egacy.

"I wonder who rem nded ny lord of the old servants?' she said.
"He woul d never have heart enough to renenber them hinself!'

Agnes suddenly interposed. Nature, always abhorring nonotony,
institutes reserves of tenper as elenents in the conposition of the
gentlest woren living. Even Agnes could, on rare occasions, be angry.
The nurse's view of Montbarry's character seened to have provoked

her beyond endurance.

"If you have any sense of shanme in you,' she broke out, 'you ought
to be ashaned of what you have just said! Your ingratitude disgusts ne.
| leave you to speak with her, Henry--you won't mnd it!’



Wth this significant intinmation that he too had dropped out of his
customary place in her good opinion, she left the room

The nurse received the smart reproof administered to her with
every appearance of feeling rather anmused by it than not.
Wien the door had closed, this fenal e phil osopher wi nked at Henry.

"There's a power of obstinacy in young wonen,' she remarked.

"M ss Agnes wouldn't give my lord up as a bad one, even when

he jilted her. And now she's sweet on himafter he's dead.

Say a word against him and she fires up as you see. All obstinacy!
It will wear out with tine. Stick to her, Master Henry--

stick to her!’

' She doesn't seemto have offended you,' said Henry.

' She?' the nurse repeated in amazenent--'she of fend ne?

| like her in her tantruns; it rem nds me of her when she was a baby.
Lord bl ess you! when | go to bid her good-night, she'll give

me a big kiss, poor dear--and say, Nurse, | didn't mean it!

About this noney, Master Henry? |If | was younger | should

spend it in dress and jewellery. But I'mtoo old for that.

What shall | do with ny | egacy when | have got it?
"Put it out at interest,' Henry suggested. 'Get so much a year for it,
you know.' 'How nuch shall | get?' the nurse asked.

"If you put your hundred pounds into the Funds, you will get
bet ween three and four pounds a year.'

The nurse shook her head. 'Three or four pounds a year? That won't do!
| want nore than that. Look here, Master Henry. | don't care about
this bit of nmoney--1 never did like the nman who has left it to ne,

t hough he was your brother. If I lost it all to-nmorrow, | shoul dn't
break my heart; I'mwell enough off, as it is, for the rest of ny days.
They say you're a speculator. Put ne in for a good thing,

there's a dear! Neck-or-nothing--and that for the Funds!'

She snapped her fingers to express her contenpt for security of

i nvestnent at three per cent.

Henry produced the prospectus of the Venetian Hotel Conpany.

"You're a funny old wonman,' he said. 'There, you dashing specul ator--
there is neck-or-nothing for you! You nmust keep it a secret from
M ss Agnes, mind. |'mnot at all sure that she would approve of ny

hel ping you to this investnent.'

The nurse took out her spectacles. 'Six per cent. guaranteed,' she read;
"and the Directors have every reason to believe that ten per cent.,

or nore, will be ultimately realised to the sharehol ders by the hotel .’
"Put me into that, Master Henry! And, wherever you go, for Heaven's

sake recommend the hotel to your friends!'

So the nurse, followi ng Henry's mercenary exanpl e, had her
pecuni ary interest, too, in the house in which Lord Mintbarry had di ed.

Three days passed before Henry was able to visit Agnes again.

In that time, the little cloud between them had entirely passed away.
Agnes received himw th even nore than her custonmary ki ndness.

She was in better spirits than usual. Her letter to Ms. Stephen
West wi ck had been answered by return of post; and her proposal had
been joyfully accepted, with one nodification. She was to visit



the Westwicks for a nonth--and, if she really Iiked teaching the children
she was then to be governess, aunt, and cousin, all in one--

and was only to go away in an event which her friends in Irel and
persisted in contenplating, the event of her marriage.

"You see | was right,' she said to Henry.

He was still incredulous. 'Are you really going? he asked
"l am goi ng next week.'

"When shall | see you again?

"You know you are al ways wel cone at your brother's house.
You can see nme when you like.' She held out her hand. 'Pardon ne
for | eaving you--1 am beginning to pack up already.'

Henry tried to kiss her at parting. She drew back directly.
"Way not? | amyour cousin,' he said.
‘I don't like it,' she answered.

Henry | ooked at her, and submtted. Her refusal to grant himhis
privilege as a cousin was a good sign--it was indirectly an act
of encouragenent to himin the character of her |over.

On the first day in the new week, Agnes |eft London on her way to Irel and.
As the event proved, this was not destined to be the end of her journey.
The way to Ireland was only the first stage on a roundabout road--

the road that led to the pal ace at Veni ce.

THE THI RD PART

CHAPTER XI 11

In the spring of the year 1861, Agnes was established at the country-seat
of her two friends--now promoted (on the death of the first lord,

wi thout offspring) to be the new Lord and Lady Montbarry.

The ol d nurse was not separated from her m stress. A place,

suited to her tinme of [ife, had been found for her in the pleasant

Irish household. She was perfectly happy in her new sphere;

and she spent her first half-year's dividend fromthe Venice

Hot el Conpany, with characteristic prodigality, in presents for

the chil dren.

Early in the year, also, the Directors of the life insurance offices
submitted to circunstances, and paid the ten thousand pounds.

| medi ately afterwards, the widow of the first Lord Montbarry
(otherw se, the dowager Lady Montbarry) |eft England, with Baron Rivar,



for the United States. The Baron's object was announced, in the scientific
colums of the newspapers, to be investigation into the present

state of experimental chem stry in the great American republic.

His sister informed inquiring friends that she acconpani ed him

in the hope of finding consolation in change of scene after the bereavenent
that had fallen on her. Hearing this news fromHenry Westw ck

(then paying a visit at his brother's house), Agnes was consci ous

of a certain sense of relief. "Wth the Atlantic between us,’

she said, '"surely | have done with that terrible woman now '

Barely a week passed after those words had been spoken, before an
event happened which rem nded Agnes of 'the terrible wonman'
once nore.

On that day, Henry's engagenents had obliged himto return to London
He had ventured, on the norning of his departure, to press his

suit once nore on Agnes; and the children, as he had antici pated,
proved to be innocent obstacles in the way of his success.

On the other hand, he had privately secured a firmally in his
sister-in-law. 'Have a little patience,' the new Lady Montbarry

had said, 'and leave nme to turn the influence of the children

inthe right direction. |f they can persuade her to listen to you--
they shall!"’

The two | adi es had acconpani ed Henry, and some ot her guests

who went away at the same tinme, to the railway station,

and had just driven back to the house, when the servant announced

that 'a person of the nane of Rolland was waiting to see her |adyship.'

'Is it a woman?'
"Yes, ny lady.'
Young Lady Montbarry turned to Agnes.

"This is the very person,' she said, 'whomyour |awer thought
likely to help him when he was trying to trace the |ost courier.'

"You don't mean the English maid who was with Lady Montbarry
at Veni ce?'

"My dear! don't speak of Montbarry's horrid wi dow by the nane

which is nmy name now. Stephen and | have arranged to call her by

her foreign title, before she was narried. | am"Lady Mntbarry,"

and she is "the Countess.” 1In that way there will be no confusion.--

Yes, Ms. Rolland was in ny service before she became the Countess's naid.
She was a perfectly trustworthy person, with one defect that obliged

me to send her away--a sullen tenper which led to perpetual conplaints

of her in the servants' hall. Wuld you |like to see her?

Agnes accepted the proposal, in the faint hope of getting sone
information for the courier's wife. The conplete defeat of every attenpt
to trace the lost man had been accepted as final by Ms. Ferrari

She had deliberately arrayed herself in w dow s nourning;

and was earning her livelihood in an enpl oynent which the unweari ed

ki ndness of Agnes had procured for her in London. The |ast chance

of penetrating the nystery of Ferrari's di sappearance seened to rest

now on what Ferrari's former fell owservant mght be able to tell

Wth highly-wought expectations, Agnes followed her friend into the room
in which Ms. Rolland was waiting.



A tall bony wonan, in the autumm of life, with sunken eyes and
iron-grey hair, rose stiffly fromher chair, and saluted the |adies
with stern subm ssion as they opened the door. A person of
unbl em shed character, evidently--but not w thout visible drawbacks.
Bi g bushy eyebrows, an awfully deep and sol enm voice, a harsh
unbendi ng nanner, a conpl ete absence in her figure of the undul ating
lines characteristic of the sex, presented Virtue in this excellent
person under its least alluring aspect. Strangers, on a first

i ntroduction to her, were accustoned to wonder why she was not a nan

"Are you pretty well, Ms. Rolland?
"I amas well as |I can expect to be, ny lady, at ny tine of life.'
"I's there anything | can do for you?

"Your |adyship can do ne a great favour, if you will please
speak to ny character while I was in your service. | amoffered
a place, to wait on an invalid | ady who has lately conme to live
in this neighbourhood."’

" Ah, yes--1 have heard of her. A Ms. Carbury, with a very pretty niece
| amtold. But, Ms. Rolland, you left my service sone tine ago.

Ms. Carbury will surely expect you to refer to the last m stress

by whom you were enpl oyed.'

A flash of virtuous indignation irradiated Ms. Rolland' s sunken eyes.
She coughed before she answered, as if her 'last mstress
stuck in her throat.

"I have explained to Ms. Carbury, ny lady, that the person | |ast served--
| really cannot give her her title in your |adyship's presence!--

has |l eft England for Arerica. Ms. Carbury knows that | quitted

the person of ny owmn free will, and knows why, and approves of ny

conduct so far. A word fromyour |adyship will be amply sufficient

to get me the situation.'

"Very well, Ms. Rolland, | have no objection to be your reference,
under the circunstances. Ms. Carbury will find ne at hone to-norrow
until two o' clock."’

'"Ms. Carbury is not well enough to | eave the house, ny | ady.
Her niece, Mss Haldane, will call and nake the inquiries, if your
| adyshi p has no objection.'

"I have not the |least objection. The pretty niece carries

her own wel come with her. Wit a ninute, Ms. Rolland.

This lady is Mss Lockwood--nmy husband's cousin, and ny friend.

She is anxious to speak to you about the courier who was in the |ate
Lord Montbarry's service at Venice.'

Ms. Rolland's bushy eyebrows frowned in stern di sapproval of
the new topic of conversation. 'I| regret to hear it, ny |ady,
was all she said.

' Perhaps you have not been informed of what happened after you
left Venice? Agnes ventured to add. 'Ferrari left the pal ace secretly;
and he has never been heard of since.'

Ms. Rolland nysteriously closed her eyes--as if to exclude sone vision
of the lost courier which was of a nature to disturb a respectabl e woman.



"Nothing that M. Ferrari could do would surprise nme,' she replied
i n her deepest bass tones.

"You speak rather harshly of him' said Agnes.

M's. Rolland suddenly opened her eyes again. 'I| speak harshly
of nobody wi t hout reason,' she said. 'M. Ferrari behaved to ne,
M ss Lockwood, as no man living has ever behaved--before or since.’

'What did he do?
M's. Rolland answered, with a stony stare of horror:--
"He took liberties with ne.’

Young Lady Montbarry suddenly turned aside, and put her handkerchi ef
over her nouth in convul sions of suppressed | aughter.

Ms. Rolland went on, with a grimenjoynent of the bew | der nent

whi ch her reply had produced in Agnes: 'And when | insisted

on an apol ogy, Mss, he had the audacity to say that the life

at the palace was dull, and he didn't know how el se to armuse hinsel f!'

"I amafraid | have hardly made nysel f understood,' said Agnes.
"I am not speaking to you out of any interest in Ferrari.
Are you aware that he is married?

"I pity his wife,' said Ms. Rolland.
"She is naturally in great grief about him' Agnes proceeded.
' She ought to thank God she is rid of him' Ms. Rolland interposed.

Agnes still persisted. 'l have known Ms. Ferrari from her chil dhood,
and | am sincerely anxious to help her in this matter. Did you

noti ce anything, while you were at Venice, that would account for

her husband's extraordi nary di sappearance? On what sort of terns,

for instance, did he live with his master and m stress?'

"On terns of famliarity with his mstress,' said Ms. Rolland,
"which were sinply sickening to a respectable English servant.

She used to encourage himto talk to her about all his affairs--

how he got on with his wife, and how pressed he was for noney,

and such like--just as if they were equals. Contenptible--that's what
call it.’

"And his nmaster?' Agnes continued. 'How did Ferrari get
on with Lord Montbarry?'

"My lord used to live shut up with his studies and his sorrows,"'
Ms. Rolland answered, with a hard solemity expressive of respect
for his lordship's menory. M. Ferrari got his noney when it was due;

and he cared for nothing else. "If | could afford it, | would
| eave the place too; but | can't afford it." Those were the |ast
words he said to ne, on the nmorning when | |eft the pal ace.

| made no reply. After what had happened (on that other occasion)
I was naturally not on speaking terms with M. Ferrari.'

"Can you really tell nme nothing which will throw any |ight
on this matter?



"Nothing,' said Ms. Rolland, with an undisguised relish
of the di sappoi ntnent that she was inflicting.

' There was anot her nmenber of the family at Venice,' Agnes resuned,
determned to sift the question to the bottomwhile she had the chance.
' There was Baron Rivar.'

Ms. Rolland Iifted her |arge hands, covered with rusty black gl oves,
in mute protest against the introduction of Baron Rivar as a subject
of inquiry. 'Are you aware, Mss,' she began, 'that | left my place
i n consequence of what | observed--?

Agnes stopped her there. 'l only wanted to ask,' she expl ai ned,
"if anything was said or done by Baron Rivar which m ght account
for Ferrari's strange conduct.'

"Nothing that | know of,' said Ms. Rolland. 'The Baron and M. Ferrari
(if I may use such an expression) were "birds of a feather,”

so far as | could see--1 nmean, one was as unprincipled as the other

I ama just woman; and | will give you an exanple. Only the day

before |I left, |I heard the Baron say (through the open door of his
roomwhile | was passing along the corridor), "Ferrari, | want a

t housand pounds. What would you do for a thousand pounds?" And | heard
M. Ferrari answer, "Anything, sir, as long as | was not found out."

And then they both burst out l|aughing. | heard no nore than that.

Judge for yourself, Mss.'

Agnes reflected for a nmonent. A thousand pounds was the sum

that had been sent to Ms. Ferrari in the anonynous letter.

Was that enclosure in any way connected, as a result, with the
conversation between the Baron and Ferrari? |t was useless to press
any nore inquiries on Ms. Rolland. She could give no further

i nfornmati on which was of the slightest inportance to the object

in view. There was no alternative but to grant her disni ssal

One nore effort had been nade to find a trace of the |ost man

and once again the effort had fail ed.

They were a fanmily party at the dinner-table that day. The only

guest left in the house was a nephew of the new Lord Montbarry--

the el dest son of his sister, Lady Barrville. Lady Mntbarry could

not resist telling the story of the first (and last) attack nade

on the virtue of Ms. Rolland, with a comically-exact inmtation

of Ms. Rolland s deep and disnal voice. Being asked by her husband
what was the object which had brought that formni dable person to the house,
she naturally nentioned the expected visit of M ss Hal dane.

Arthur Barville, unusually silent and pre-occupied so far,

suddenly struck into the conversation with a burst of enthusiasm

"M ss Haldane is the nost charming girl in all Ireland!' he said.

"l caught sight of her yesterday, over the wall of her garden

as | was riding by. Wat tine is she com ng to-norrow? Before two?

"Il look into the drawi ng-room by accident--1 amdying to be introduced
to her!'

Agnes was anused by his enthusiasm 'Are you in love with Mss
Hal dane al ready?' she asked.

Arthur answered gravely, '"It's no joking matter. | have been all day
at the garden wall, waiting to see her again! |t depends on M ss
Hal dane to make me the happiest or the wretchedest man living.'



"You foolish boy! How can you tal k such nonsense?

He was tal ki ng nonsense undoubtedly. But, if Agnes had only known it,
he was doi ng sonething nore than that. He was innocently |eading
her another stage nearer on the way to Venice.

CHAPTER Xl V

As the summer nonths advanced, the transformati on of the Venetian
pal ace into the nodern hotel proceeded rapidly towards conpletion.

The outside of the building, with its fine Palladian front | ooking

on the canal, was wisely left unaltered. Inside, as a matter

of necessity, the roons were alnost rebuilt--so far at |east

as the size and the arrangenent of them were concerned.

The vast sal oons were partitioned off into 'apartnments’' containing
three or four roons each. The broad corridors in the upper regions

af forded spare space enough for rows of little bedchanbers,

devoted to servants and to travellers with limted neans.

Not hi ng was spared but the solid floors and the finely-carved ceilings.
These last, in excellent preservation as to worknmanship

nmerely required cleaning, and regilding here and there, to add
greatly to the beauty and i nportance of the best roons in the hotel.
The only exception to the conplete re-organization of the interior

was at one extrenmity of the edifice, on the first and second fl oors.
Here t here happened, in each case, to be roons of such conparatively
noderate size, and so attractively decorated, that the architect
suggested | eaving themas they were. It was afterwards di scovered
that these were no other than the apartments fornerly occupied

by Lord Montbarry (on the first floor), and by Baron Rivar

(on the second). The roomin which Mntbarry had died was still fitted
up as a bedroom and was now di stingui shed as Nunber Fourteen.

The room above it, in which the Baron had slept, took its place

on the hotel -register as Nunmber Thirty-Ei ght. Wth the ornanents on
the walls and ceilings cleaned and brightened up, and with the heavy
ol d-fashi oned beds, chairs, and tables replaced by bright, pretty,

and | uxurious nodern furniture, these two prom sed to be at once

the nost attractive and the nost confortabl e bedchanbers in the hotel.
As for the once-desol ate and di sused ground floor of the building,

it was now transformed, by nmeans of splendid dining-roons, reception-roonmns,
billiard-roons, and snoking-roonms, into a palace by itself.

Even t he dungeon-li ke vaults beneath, now |ighted and ventil ated

on the nost approved nodern plan, had been turned as if by magic

into kitchens, servants' offices, ice-roons, and wi ne cellars,

worthy of the splendour of the grandest hotel in Italy, in the now
bygone period of seventeen years since.

Passing fromthe | apse of the sunmer nonths at Venice, to the | apse of

the sunmer nmonths in Ireland, it is next to be recorded that Ms. Rolland
obt ai ned the situation of attendant on the invalid Ms. Carbury;

and that the fair Mss Haldane, |like a fermale Caesar, came, saw,

and conquered, on her first day's visit to the new Lord Montbarry's house.

The | adies were as loud in her praises as Arthur Barville hinself.
Lord Montbarry declared that she was the only perfectly pretty wonan



he had ever seen, who was really unconsci ous of her own attractions.
The ol d nurse said she | ooked as if she had just stepped out of a picture,
and wanted nothing but a gilt frame round her to nmake her conplete.

M ss Hal dane, on her side, returned fromher first visit to the

Mont barrys charned with her new acquai ntances. Later on the sane day,
Arthur called with an offering of fruit and flowers for Ms. Carbury,
and with instructions to ask if she was well enough to receive

Lord and Lady Montbarry and M ss Lockwood on the norrow.

In a week's time, the two households were on the friendliest termns.
M's. Carbury, confined to the sofa by a spinal nalady, had been

hi therto dependent on her niece for one of the few pleasures she

could enjoy, the pleasure of having the best new novels read

to her as they came out. Discovering this, Arthur vol unteered

to relieve Mss Haldane, at intervals, in the office of reader

He was clever at mechanical contrivances of all sorts,

and he introduced inprovenents in Ms. Carbury's couch, and in

t he means of conveying her fromthe bedchanber to the draw ng-room

whi ch all eviated the poor |ady's sufferings and brightened her

gloony Iife. Wth these clainms on the gratitude of the aunt,

ai ded by the personal advantages which he unquestionably possessed,

Art hur advanced rapidly in the favour of the charm ng niece.

She was, it is needless to say, perfectly well aware that he was in | ove
with her, while he was hinself nodestly reticent on the subject--

so far as words went. But she was not equally quick in penetrating
the nature of her own feelings towards Arthur. Watching the two young
peopl e with keen powers of observation, necessarily concentrated

on them by the conplete seclusion of her life, the invalid | ady

di scovered signs of roused sensibility in Mss Hal dane, when Arthur
was present, which had never yet shown thenselves in her socia
relations with other admrers eager to pay their addresses to her
Havi ng drawn her own conclusions in private, Ms. Carbury took the first
favourabl e opportunity (in Arthur's interests) of putting themto

the test.

"I don't know what | shall do,' she said one day, 'when Arthur
goes away.'

M ss Hal dane | ooked up quickly fromher work. 'Surely he is not
going to | eave us!' she excl ai ned.

"My dear! he has already stayed at his uncle's house a nmonth | onger
than he intended. H's father and nother naturally expect to see
himat honme again.'

M ss Hal dane net this difficulty with a suggestion, which could

only have proceeded froma judgnment already disturbed by the ravages
of the tender passion. 'Wwy can't his father and nother go and see
himat Lord Montbarry's?' she asked. 'Sir Theodore's place is only
thirty mles away, and Lady Barville is Lord Montbarry's sister.
They needn't stand on cerenony.'

' They may have ot her engagenents,' Ms. Carbury remnarked.

"My dear aunt, we don't know that! Suppose you ask Arthur?

' Suppose you ask hin?’

M ss Hal dane bent her head again over her work. Suddenly as it
was done, her aunt had seen her face--and her face betrayed her

When Arthur cane the next day, Ms. Carbury said a word to him



in private, while her niece was in the garden. The |ast new

novel lay neglected on the table. Arthur foll owed M ss Hal dane

into the garden. The next day he wrote hone, enclosing in his

letter a photograph of M ss Hal dane. Before the end of the week,

Sir Theodore and Lady Barville arrived at Lord Mntbarry's,

and forned their own judgnment of the fidelity of the portrait.

They had thenselves married early in life--and, strange to say,

they did not object on principle to the early marri ages

of other people. The question of age being thus di sposed of,

the course of true |l ove had no other obstacles to encounter.

M ss Hal dane was an only child, and was possessed of an anple fortune.
Arthur's career at the university had been creditable, but certainly not
brilliant enough to present his withdrawal in the Iight of a disaster.
As Sir Theodore's el dest son, his position was al ready nade for him
He was two-and-twenty years of age; and the young | ady was ei ghteen
There was really no produci bl e reason for keeping the |overs waiting,
and no excuse for deferring the weddi ng-day beyond the first week

in Septenber. In the interval, while the bride and bri degroom

woul d be necessarily absent on the inevitable tour abroad,

a sister of Ms. Carbury volunteered to stay with her during

the tenporary separation fromher niece. On the conclusion

of the honeynoon, the young couple were to return to Irel and,

and were to establish thenselves in Ms. Carbury's spaci ous and
confortabl e house

These arrangenments were decided upon early in the nmonth of August.

About the sanme date, the last alterations in the old palace at Venice
were conpleted. The roons were dried by steam the cellars were stocked;
t he manager collected round himhis arny of skilled servants;

and the new hotel was advertised all over Europe to open

i n October.

CHAPTER XV

(M SS AGNES LOCKWOCD TO MRS.  FERRARI)

"I promised to give you sonme account, dear Emily, of the nmarriage

of M. Arthur Barville and Mss Haldane. It took place ten days since.
But | have had so nany things to look after in the absence of the master
and m stress of this house, that | amonly able to wite to you

t o- day.

"The invitations to the wedding were linmited to nenbers of the fanmlies
on either side, in consideration of the ill health of Mss Hal dane's aunt.
On the side of the Montbarry famly, there were present,

besi des Lord and Lady Montbarry, Sir Theodore and Lady Barvill e;

M's. Norbury (whom you nay remenber as his |ordship's second sister);

and M. Francis Westwi ck, and M. Henry Westw ck. The three children
and | attended the cerenobny as bridesnmaids. W were joined by two

young | adi es, cousins of the bride and very agreeable girls.

Qur dresses were white, trimed with green in honour of Irel and;

and we each had a handsone gold bracelet given to us as a present from
the bridegroom |If you add to the persons whom | have al ready nenti oned,
the el der nenbers of Ms. Carbury's fanmly, and the old servants

in both houses--privileged to drink the healths of the married pair

at the lower end of the room-you will have the list of the conpany at



t he weddi ng- br eakfast conpl ete.

' The weat her was perfect, and the cerenony (wth nusic)

was beautifully performed. As for the bride, no words can describe
how | ovely she | ooked, or how well she went through it all

W were very nmerry at the breakfast, and the speeches went off

on the whole quite well enough. The |ast speech, before the party
broke up, was nmade by M. Henry Westw ck, and was the best of all

He of fered a happy suggestion, at the end, which has produced a very
unexpected change in nmy life here.

"As well as | renmenber, he concluded in these words:--"On one point,
we are all agreed--we are sorry that the parting hour is near

and we should be glad to neet again. Wy should we not neet again?
This is the autum tine of the year; we are nost of us |eaving hone
for the holidays. Wat do you say (if you have no engagenents

that will prevent it) to joining our young narried friends before
the close of their tour, and renewi ng the social success of this
del i ghtful breakfast by another festival in honour of the honeynbon?
The bride and bridegroomare going to Germany and the Tyrol, on their
way to Italy. | propose that we allow thema nonth to thensel ves,
and that we arrange to neet themafterwards in the North of Italy--
say at Venice."

'This proposal was received with great applause, which was changed
into shouts of |aughter by no |l ess a person than ny dear old nurse.
The nmonent M. Westwi ck pronounced the word "Venice," she

started up anobng the servants at the | ower end of the room

and called out at the top of her voice, "Go to our hotel,

| adi es and gentlemen! W get six per cent. on our noney already;
and if you will only crowd the place and call for the best

of everything, it will be ten per cent in our pockets in no tine.
Ask Master Henry!"

"Appealed to in this irresistible manner, M. Wstw ck had no choice
but to explain that he was concerned as a shareholder in a new Hote
Conpany at Venice, and that he had invested a small sum of noney

for the nurse (not very considerately, as | think) in the specul ation.
Hearing this, the conpany, by way of hunouring the joke,

drank a new toast:--Success to the nurse's hotel, and a speedy rise
in the dividend!

"When the conversation returned in due tinme to the nore serious

guestion of the proposed neeting at Venice, difficulties began

to present thenselves, caused of course by invitations for the autumm

whi ch many of the guests had al ready accepted. Only two nmenbers of

Ms. Carbury's famly were at liberty to keep the proposed appoi ntnent.
On our side we were nore at leisure to do as we pl eased.

M. Henry Westw ck decided to go to Venice in advance of the rest,

to test the accommodati on of the new hotel on the opening day.

M's. Norbury and M. Francis Westwi ck volunteered to follow him

and, after some persuasion, Lord and Lady Montbarry consented

to a species of conpronise. His |lordship could not conveniently

spare time enough for the journey to Venice, but he and Lady

Mont barry arranged to acconpany Ms. Norbury and M. Francis

Westwick as far on their way to Italy as Paris. Five days since

they took their departure to neet their travelling conpanions

in London; leaving nme here in charge of the three dear children

They begged hard, of course, to be taken with papa and mamma.

But it was thought better not to interrupt the progress of their education,
and not to expose them (especially the two younger girls) to the fatigues



of travelling.

"I have had a charmng letter fromthe bride, this norning,

dat ed Col ogne. You cannot think how artlessly and prettily she
assures me of her happi ness. Some people, as they say in Irel and,
are born to good luck--and | think Arthur Barville is one of them

"When you next wite, | hope to hear that you are in better health
and spirits, and that you continue to |like your enpl oynent.
Bel i eve ne, sincerely your friend,--A L.’

Agnes had just closed and directed her letter, when the el dest

of her three pupils entered the roomw th the startling announcenent
that Lord Montbarry's travelling-servant had arrived from Pari s!

Al armed by the idea that sonme misfortune had happened, she ran out

to meet the man in the hall. Her face told himhow seriously he had
frightened her, before she could speak. 'There's nothing wong, Mss,'
he hastened to say. "My lord and ny | ady are enjoying thensel ves

at Paris. They only want you and the young | adies to be with them
Sayi ng these anmazi ng words, he handed to Agnes a letter from
Lady Montbarry.

' Dearest Agnes,' (she read), 'Il amso charnmed with the delightfu
change in nmy life--it is six years, renenber, since | last travelled
on the Continent--that | have exerted all mny fascinations to persuade
Lord Montbarry to go on to Venice. And, what is nmore to the purpose,
| have actually succeeded! He has just gone to his roomto wite

the necessary letters of excuse in tine for the post to Engl and.

May you have as good a husband, ny dear, when your tinme cones!

In the mean while, the one thing wanting now to make ny happi ness
conplete, is to have you and the darling children with us.

Montbarry is just as mserable w thout themas | am-though he doesn't
confess it so freely. You will have no difficulties to trouble you
Louis will deliver these hurried lines, and will take care of you

on the journey to Paris. Kiss the children for nme a thousand tines--
and never mind their education for the present! Pack up instantly,

nmy dear, and | will be fonder of you than ever. Your affectionate friend,
Adel a Montbarry.'

Agnes folded up the letter; and, feeling the need of conposing herself,
took refuge for a few ninutes in her own room

Her first natural sensations of surprise and excitenent at the prospect

of going to Venice were succeeded by inpressions of a | ess agreeabl e kind.
Wth the recovery of her customary conposure cane the unwel cone
renmenbrance of the parting words spoken to her by Mntbarry's

wi dow: - -' W& shal|l neet again--here in England, or there in Venice

where ny husband di ed--and neet for the last tine.'

It was an odd coincidence, to say the least of it, that the march

of events shoul d be unexpectedly taking Agnes to Venice, after those
wor ds had been spoken! WAs the woman of the nysterious warnings

and the wild black eyes still thousands of miles away in Anerica?

O was the nmarch of events taking her unexpectedly, too, on the
journey to Venice? Agnes started out of her chair, ashaned of

even the nomentary concession to superstition which was inplied

by the nere presence of such questions as these in her mnd

She rang the bell, and sent for her little pupils, and announced
t heir approaching departure to the household. The noisy delight
of the children, the inspiriting effort of packing up in a hurry,



roused all her energies. She dism ssed her own absurd m sgivi ngs
fromconsideration, with the contenpt that they deserved. She worked
as only wonmen can work, when their hearts are in what they do.

The travellers reached Dublin that day, in tine for the boat

to England. Two days later, they were with Lord and Lady Montbarry
at Paris.

THE FOURTH PART

CHAPTER XVI

It was only the twentieth of Septenber, when Agnes and the children
reached Paris. Ms. Norbury and her brother Francis had then already
started on their journey to Italy--at |east three weeks before the date
at which the new hotel was to open for the reception of travellers.

The person answerable for this premature departure was Francis Westw ck.

Li ke his younger brother Henry, he had increased his pecuniary
resources by his own enterprise and ingenuity; with this difference,
that his specul ations were connected with the Arts.

He had made noney, in the first instance, by a weekly newspaper

and he had then invested his profits in a London theatre.

This latter enterprise, admrably conducted, had been rewarded

by the public with steady and |iberal encouragenent. Pondering over

a new formof theatrical attraction for the com ng winter season
Francis had determined to revive the languid public taste for the ballet
by nmeans of an entertai nnent of his own invention, conbining dramatic
interest with dancing. He was now, accordingly, in search of the

best dancer (possessed of the indispensable personal attractions)

who was to be found in the theatres of the Continent.

Hearing fromhis foreign correspondents of two wonen who had nmade
successful first appearances, one at M| an and one at Fl orence,

he had arranged to visit those cities, and to judge of the nerits

of the dancers for hinself, before he joined the bride and bri degroom
H s wi dowed sister, having friends at Florence whom she was anxi ous

to see, readily acconpanied him The Mntbarrys renained at Paris,
until it was tine to present thenselves at the famly neeting in Venice.
Henry found themstill in the French capital, when he arrived from London
on his way to the opening of the new hotel

Agai nst Lady Montbarry's advice, he took the opportunity of

renewi ng his addresses to Agnes. He could hardly have chosen

a nore unpropitious tine for pleading his cause with her

The gaieties of Paris (quite inconprehensibly to herself as well

as to everyone about her) had a depressing effect on her spirits.

She had no illness to conplain of; she shared willingly in the ever-varying
successi on of anusenents offered to strangers by the ingenuity

of the liveliest people in the world--but nothing roused her

she remai ned persistently dull and weary through it all



In this frane of mind and body, she was in no hunour to receive

Henry's ill-tinmed addresses with favour, or even with patience:
she plainly and positively refused to listen to him "Wy do you rem nd
me of what | have suffered?' she asked petulantly. 'Don't you see

that it has left its mark on me for life?'

"I thought | knew sonething of wonen by this tine,' Henry said,
appealing privately to Lady Montbarry for consolation. 'But Agnes
completely puzzles me. It is a year since Mntbarry's death; and she
remai ns as devoted to his nenory as if he had died faithful to her--
she still feels the loss of him as none of us feel it!'

"She is the truest woman that ever breathed the breath of life,’

Lady Montbarry answered. 'Remenber that, and you will understand her
Can such a woman as Agnes give her love or refuse it,

according to circunstances? Because the nan was unworthy of her

was he |l ess the man of her choice? The truest and best friend to him
(little as he deserved it) in his lifetime, she naturally

remai ns the truest and best friend to his menory now.

If you really love her, wait; and trust to your two best friends--

to tine and to me. There is ny advice; |let your own experience

deci de whether it is not the best advice that | can offer.

Resunme your journey to Venice to-norrow, and when you take | eave of Agnes,
speak to her as cordially as if nothing had happened.’

Henry wisely followed this advice. Thoroughly understandi ng him

Agnes nade the | eave-taking friendly and pl easant on her side.

When he stopped at the door for a last |ook at her, she hurriedly turned
her head so that her face was hidden fromhim Ws that a good sign?
Lady Montbarry, acconpanying Henry down the stairs, said, 'Yes, decidedly!
Wite when you get to Venice. W shall wait here to receive letters
fromArthur and his wife, and we shall time our departure for

Italy accordingly.'

A week passed, and no letter came fromHenry. Sone days |ater,

a telegramwas received fromhim It was despatched from M| an

i nstead of from Venice; and it brought this strange nessage:--'l have
left the hotel. WII return on the arrival of Arthur and his wfe.
Addr ess, neanwhile, Al bergo Reale, Mlan.'

Preferring Venice before all other cities of Europe, and having
arranged to remain there until the famly neeting took place,

what unexpected event had |led Henry to alter his plans? and why

did he state the bare fact, w thout adding a word of explanation?
Let the narrative follow him-and find the answer to those questions
at Veni ce.

CHAPTER XVI |

The Pal ace Hotel, appealing for encouragenent mainly to English
and Anmerican travellers, celebrated the opening of its doors,
as a matter of course, by the giving of a grand banquet,

and the delivery of a |long succession of speeches.

Del ayed on his journey, Henry Westwi ck only reached Venice
intinm to join the guests over their coffee and cigars.



observing the spl endour of the reception roons, and taking

note especially of the artful mxture of confort and luxury in

t he bedchanbers, he began to share the old nurse's view of the future,
and to contenplate seriously the com ng dividend of ten per cent.

The hotel was beginning well, at all events. So much interest

in the enterprise had been aroused, at home and abroad,

by profuse advertising, that the whol e accombdati on of the building
had been secured by travellers of all nations for the opening night.
Henry only obtained one of the small roons on the upper floor

by a lucky accident--the absence of the gentleman who had witten

to engage it. He was quite satisfied, and was on his way to bed,

when anot her accident altered his prospects for the night, and noved him
i nto another and a better room

Ascending on his way to the higher regions as far as the first floor

of the hotel, Henry's attention was attracted by an angry voi ce protesting,
in a strong New Engl and accent, agai nst one of the greatest

hardshi ps that can be inflicted on a citizen of the United States--

t he hardshi p of sending himto bed without gas in his room

The Americans are not only the nost hospitable people to be found

on the face of the earth--they are (under certain conditions)

the nost patient and good-tenpered people as well. But they are human
and the limt of Anmerican endurance is found in the obsolete institution
of a bedroom candle. The American traveller, in the present case,
declined to believe that his bedroomwas in a conplete finished state

wi t hout a gas-burner. The nmanager pointed to the fine antique decorations
(renewed and regilt) on the walls and the ceiling, and expl ai ned

that the emanati ons of burning gas-light would certainly spoi

themin the course of a few months. To this the traveller replied

that it was possible, but that he did not understand decorations.

A bedroomwith gas in it was what he was used to, was what he wanted,
and was what he was deternined to have. The conpliant manager

vol unteered to ask sone other gentleman, housed on the inferior

upper storey (which was lit throughout with gas), to change roomns.

Hearing this, and being quite willing to exchange a small bedchanber
for a large one, Henry volunteered to be the other gentleman

The excel |l ent Anerican shook hands with himon the spot. 'You are
a cultured person, sir,' he said; 'and you will no doubt understand

t he decorations.'

Henry | ooked at the nunber of the roomon the door as he opened it.
The nunmber was Fourteen.

Tired and sl eepy, he naturally anticipated a good night's rest.
In the thoroughly healthy state of his nervous system he slept

as well in a bed abroad as in a bed at hone. Wthout the slightest

assi gnabl e reason, however, his just expectations were di sappointed.
The | uxurious bed, the well-ventilated room the delicious tranquillity
of Venice by night, all were in favour of his sleeping well.

He never slept at all. An indescribable sense of depression and

di sconfort kept himwaking through darkness and daylight alike.
He went down to the coffee-roomas soon as the hotel was astir,
and ordered sone breakfast. Another unaccountabl e change

in hinself appeared with the appearance of the neal. He was
absolutely without appetite. An excellent onmelette, and cutlets
cooked to perfection, he sent away untasted--he, whose appetite
never failed him whose digestion was still equal to any demands
on it!

The day was bright and fine. He sent for a gondola, and was rowed



to the Lido.

Qut on the airy Lagoon, he felt like a new man. He had not left

the hotel ten minutes before he was fast asleep in the gondol a.

Waki ng, on reaching the |andi ng-place, he crossed the Lido,

and enjoyed a norning's swmin the Adriatic. There was only a poor
restaurant on the island, in those days; but his appetite was now ready
for anything; he ate whatever was offered to him |ike a fam shed nan
He could hardly believe, when he reflected on it, that he had sent

away untasted his excellent breakfast at the hotel.

Returning to Venice, he spent the rest of the day in the picture-galleries
and the churches. Towards six o' clock his gondola took him back

wi th another fine appetite, to nmeet some travelling acquai ntances

wi th whom he had engaged to dine at the table d hote.

The di nner was deservedly rewarded with the highest approval by every
guest in the hotel but one. To Henry's astonishnment, the appetite
with which he had entered the house nysteriously and conmpletely |eft

hi m when he sat down to table. He could drink sonme wi ne, but he could
literally eat nothing. 'What in the world is the matter with you?'
his travelling acquai ntances asked. He could honestly answer,

"I know no nore than you do.'

When ni ght came, he gave his confortable and beautiful bedroom
another trial. The result of the second experinment was a repetition
of the result of the first. Again he felt the all-pervading sense
of depression and disconfort. Again he passed a sleepless night.
And once nore, when he tried to eat his breakfast, his appetite
completely failed him

Thi s personal experience of the new hotel was too extraordinary

to be passed over in silence. Henry nentioned it to his friends

in the public room in the hearing of the manager. The manager
naturally zeal ous in defence of the hotel, was a little hurt at the
implied reflection cast on Number Fourteen. He invited the travellers
present to judge for thensel ves whether M. Westwi ck's bedroom

was to blame for M. Wstw ck's sl eepless nights; and he especially
appeal ed to a grey-headed gentleman, a guest at the breakfast-table
of an English traveller, to take the lead in the investigation
"This is Doctor Bruno, our first physician in Venice,' he explained.
"I appeal to himto say if there are any unhealthy influences in

M. Westwi ck's room'

I ntroduced to Nunber Fourteen, the doctor | ooked round himwith a certain

appearance of interest which was noticed by everyone present. 'The |ast
time | was in this room' he said, 'was on a nelancholy occasion
It was before the palace was changed into an hotel. | was in

pr of essi onal attendance on an English nobl eman who died here.’

One of the persons present inquired the nane of the nobl eman.
Doctor Bruno answered (without the slightest suspicion that he was
speaki ng before a brother of the dead nan), 'Lord Montbarry.

Henry quietly left the room w thout saying a word to anybody.

He was not, in any sense of the term a superstitious man. But he felt,
neverthel ess, an insurnountable reluctance to remaining in the hotel.

He deci ded on | eaving Venice. To ask for another room would be,

as he could plainly see, an offence in the eyes of the manager

To renmove to another hotel, would be to openly abandon an

establishnent in the success of which he had a pecuniary interest.



Leaving a note for Arthur Barville, on his arrival in Venice,

in which he nerely nentioned that he had gone to | ook at the
Italian | akes, and that a line addressed to his hotel at MIan
woul d bring himback again, he took the afternoon train to Padua--
and dined with his usual appetite, and slept as well as ever

t hat ni ght.

The next day, a gentleman and his wife (perfect strangers
to the Montbarry famly), returning to England by way of Venice,
arrived at the hotel and occupi ed Nunber Fourteen

Still mndful of the slur that had been cast on one of his

best bedchanbers, the manager took occasion to ask the travellers
the next norning how they liked their room They left himto judge
for hinself how well they were satisfied, by remaining a day | onger
in Venice than they had originally planned to do, solely for

t he purpose of enjoying the excellent accombpdation offered to them
by the new hotel. 'W have net with nothing like it in Italy,"’

they said; 'you may rely on our recomending you to all our friends.'

On the day when Number Fourteen was agai n vacant, an English | ady
travelling alone with her maid arrived at the hotel, saw the room
and at once engaged it.

The lady was Ms. Norbury. She had left Francis Westwi ck at M1l an
occupi ed in negotiating for the appearance at his theatre of

the new dancer at the Scala. Not having heard to the contrary,

M's. Norbury supposed that Arthur Barville and his wife had al ready
arrived at Venice. She was nore interested in neeting the young
married couple than in awaiting the result of the hard bargaining
whi ch del ayed the engagenent of the new dancer; and she vol unteered
to make her brother's apologies, if his theatrical business caused
himto be late in keeping his appointnment at the honeynoon festival.

M's. Norbury's experience of Nunber Fourteen differed entirely
from her brother Henry's experience of the room

Failing asleep as readily as usual, her repose was disturbed

by a succession of frightful dreans; the central figure in every

one of them being the figure of her dead brother, the first

Lord Montbarry. She saw himstarving in a | oathsonme prison;

she saw hi m pursued by assassins, and dying under their knives;

she saw hi m drowning in i nmeasurabl e depths of dark water; she saw him
in a bed on fire, burning to death in the flames; she saw himtenpted
by a shadowy creature to drink, and dying of the poi sonous draught.

The reiterated horror of these dreams had such an effect on her that she
rose with the dawn of day, afraid to trust herself again in bed

In the old tines, she had been noted in the fanmly as the one

menber of it who lived on affectionate terms with Montbarry.

His other sister and his brothers were constantly quarrelling with him
Even his nother owned that her el dest son was of all her children

the child whom she |east |iked. Sensible and resolute wonan

as she was, Ms. Norbury shuddered with terror as she sat at

the wi ndow of her room watching the sunrise, and thinking of

her dreans.

She nade the first excuse that occurred to her, when her nmaid

cane in at the usual hour, and noticed howill she | ooked.

The wonan was of so superstitious a tenperanent that it would have
been in the | ast degree indiscreet to trust her with the truth.
M's. Norbury nerely remarked that she had not found the bed



quite to her liking, on account of the large size of it.

She was accustoned at home, as her maid knew, to sleep in a small bed.
Infornmed of this objection later in the day, the manager regretted

that he could only offer to the | ady the choice of one other bedchanber,
nunbered Thirty-eight, and situated i medi ately over the bedchanber

whi ch she desired to | eave. Ms. Norbury accepted the proposed change
of quarters. She was now about to pass her second night in the room
occupied in the old days of the palace by Baron Rivar.

Once nore, she fell asleep as usual. And, once nore, the frightfu
dreams of the first night terrified her, follow ng each other

in the same succession. This tinme her nerves, already shaken

were not equal to the renewed torture of terror inflicted on them
She threw on her dressing-gown, and rushed out of her room

in the mddle of the night. The porter, alarmed by the banging

of the door, nmet her hurrying headl ong down the stairs, in search
of the first human being she could find to keep her conpany.

Consi derably surprised at this | ast new mani festation of the fanous
"English eccentricity,' the man | ooked at the hotel register,

and led the |lady upstairs again to the room occupi ed by her maid.
The maid was not asl eep, and, nore wonderful still, was not

even undressed. She received her mistress quietly. Wen they
were al one, and when Ms. Norbury had, as a matter of necessity,
taken her attendant into her confidence, the womman nmade a very
strange reply.

"l have been asking about the hotel, at the servants'

supper to-night,' she said. 'The valet of one of the gentlenen
staying here has heard that the late Lord Montbarry was the | ast
person who lived in the palace, before it was made into an hotel.

The room he died in, ma'am was the roomyou slept in |ast night.
Your roomtonight is the roomjust above it. | said nothing for fear
of frightening you. For ny own part, | have passed the night as

you see, keeping ny light on, and reading nmy Bible. In ny opinion
no menber of your family can hope to be happy or confortable in

this house.'

"What do you nean?

"Please to let ne explain nmyself, ma'am Wen M. Henry

Westwi ck was here (I have this fromthe valet, too) he occupied

the roomhis brother died in (w thout knowing it), I|ike you

For two nights he never closed his eyes. Wthout any reason for it
(the valet heard himtell the gentlenen in the coffee-roonj

he could not sleep; he felt so |ow and so wetched in hinself.

And what is nore, when daytine cane, he couldn't even eat while he was
under this roof You may |augh at nme, ma'am-but even a servant

may draw her own conclusions. It's ny conclusion that sonething
happened to ny lord, which we none of us know about, when he died
in this house. His ghost walks in torment until he can tell it--

and the living persons related to himare the persons who fee

he is near them Those persons nmay yet see himin the tine to cone.
Don't, pray don't stay any longer in this dreadful place! | wouldn't
stay another night here nyself--no, not for anything that could be

of fered me!'

M's. Norbury at once set her servant's mind at ease on this |ast point.
"I don't think about it as you do,' she said gravely.

"But | should like to speak to nmy brother of what has happened.
W will go back to Mlan.'



Sone hours necessarily el apsed before they could | eave the hotel,
by the first train in the forenoon.

In that interval, Ms. Norbury's maid found an opportunity of
confidentially inform ng the valet of what had passed between her

nm stress and herself. The valet had other friends to whom he rel ated
the circunstances in his turn. In due course of time, the narrative,
passing fromnmuth to nmouth, reached the ears of the manager

He instantly saw that the credit of the hotel was in danger

unl ess sonet hing was done to retrieve the character of the room
nunbered Fourteen. English travellers, well acquainted with the peerage
of their native country, inforned himthat Henry Westw ck and

M's. Norbury were by no means the only nenbers of the Montbarry famly.
Curiosity might bring nore of themto the hotel, after hearing

what had happened. The manager's ingenuity easily hit on the obvious
means of misleading them in this case. The nunbers of all the roons
were enanelled in blue, on white china plates, screwed to the doors.

He ordered a new plate to be prepared, bearing the nunber, '13 A';

and he kept the roomenpty, after its tenant for the tine being had
gone away, until the plate was ready. He then re-nunbered the room

pl aci ng the renoved Nunber Fourteen on the door of his own room

(on the second floor), which, not being to let, had not previously been
nunbered at all. By this device, Nunber Fourteen di sappeared at once
and for ever fromthe books of the hotel, as the nunber of a bedroom
to let.

Havi ng warned the servants to beware of gossiping with travellers,

on the subject of the changed numbers, under penalty of being dism ssed,
t he manager conposed his mnd with the reflection that he had done his
duty to his enployers. 'Now,' he thought to hinmself, with an excusable
sense of triunmph, 'let the whole fanily cone here if they |ike!

The hotel is a match for them'

CHAPTER XVI 11

Bef ore the end of the week, the manager found hinself in relations
with "the famly' once nmore. A telegramfrom M| an announced

that M. Francis Westwick would arrive in Venice on the next day;
and woul d be obliged if Number Fourteen, on the first fl oor

could be reserved for him in the event of its being vacant at

the tine.

The manager paused to consider, before he issued his directions.

The re-nunbered room had been last let to a French gentl eman.

It woul d be occupied on the day of M. Francis Wstw ck's arrival,
but it would be enpty again on the day after. Wuld it be well to
reserve the roomfor the special occupation of M. Francis? and when
he had passed the night unsuspiciously and confortably in '"No. 13 A’
to ask himin the presence of w tnesses how he liked his bedchanber?
In this case, if the reputation of the room happened to be called

in question again, the answer would vindicate it, on the evidence

of a nmenber of the very famly which had first given Nunber Fourteen
a bad nane. After a little reflection, the manager deci ded

on trying the experinent, and directed that '13 A shoul d be



reserved accordingly.
On the next day, Francis Westwi ck arrived in excellent spirits.

He had signed agreements with the nost popul ar dancer in Italy;
he had transferred the charge of Ms. Norbury to his brother Henry,

who had joined himin MIlan; and he was now at full liberty to anuse
hinself by testing in every possible way the extraordi nary influence
exerci sed over his relatives by the new hotel. When his brother

and sister first told himwhat their experience had been, he instantly
declared that he would go to Venice in the interest of his theatre.
The circunmstances related to him contained invaluable hints

for a ghost-drama. The title occurred to himin the railway:

' The Haunted Hotel.' Post that in red letters six feet high, on a

bl ack ground, all over London--and trust the excitable public to crowd
into the theatre!

Received with the politest attention by the nmanager, Francis net

with a disappoi ntnent on entering the hotel. 'Sone mstake, sir.

No such roomon the first floor as Nunmber Fourteen. The room bearing
that nunber is on the second floor, and has been occupi ed by ne,
fromthe day when the hotel opened. Perhaps you nmeant nunber 13 A,
on the first floor? It will be at your service to-norrow -

a charmng room In the nean time, we will do the best we can

for you, to-night.’

A man who is the successful manager of a theatre is probably

the last man in the civilized universe who is capable of being

i mpressed with favourabl e opinions of his fell owcreatures.
Francis privately set the manager down as a hunbug, and the story
about the nunbering of the roons as a lie.

On the day of his arrival, he dined by hinself in the restaurant,

before the hour of the table d hote, for the express purpose of questioning
the waiter, wthout being overheard by anybody. The answer |led him

to the conclusion that '13 A" occupied the situation in the hotel which
had been described by his brother and sister as the situation of '14.'

He asked next for the Visitors' List; and found that the French gentl enan
who then occupied '13 A, ' was the proprietor of a theatre in Paris,
personally well known to him Was the gentleman then in the hotel ?

He had gone out, but would certainly return for the table d' hote.

Wien the public dinner was over, Francis entered the room and was

wel coned by his Parisian colleague, literally, with open arns.

'"Conme and have a cigar in nmy room' said the friendly Frenchman.

"I want to hear whether you have really engaged that woman at M| an

or not." In this easy way, Francis found his opportunity of conparing
the interior of the roomwth the description which he had heard of it

at Mlan

Arriving at the door, the Frenchman bet hought hinself of his

travel I ing conpanion. 'M scene-painter is here with ne,' he said,
‘on the |l ook-out for materials. An excellent fellow, who will take it
as a kindness if we ask himto join us. 1'll tell the porter to send
hi m up when he comes in.' He handed the key of his roomto Francis.
"I will be back in a mnute. It's at the end of the corridor--

13 A’

Francis entered the roomalone. There were the decorations on

the walls and the ceiling, exactly as they had been described to hin
He had just tine to perceive this at a glance, before his attention
was diverted to hinself and his own sensations, by a grotesquely



di sagreeabl e occurrence whi ch took himconpletely by surprise.

He becane conscious of a nysteriously offensive odour in the room
entirely new in his experience of revolting snells. It was conposed
(if such a thing could be) of two ningling exhal ati ons,

whi ch were separatel y-di scoverabl e exhal ati ons nevert hel ess.

Thi s strange bl ending of odours consisted of sonmething faintly

and unpl easantly aromatic, mxed with another underlying snell

so unutterably sickening that he threw open the wi ndow, and put his
head out into the fresh air, unable to endure the horribly infected
at nosphere for a nonent |onger.

The French proprietor joined his English friend, with his cigar
already lit. He started back in dismay at a sight terrible to his
countrynen in general --the sight of an open wi ndow. 'You English
peopl e are perfectly mad on the subject of fresh air!' he exclained.
‘"W shall catch our deaths of cold."’

Francis turned, and |ooked at himin astonishment. 'Are you really
not aware of the snell there is in the roon?' he asked.

"Snell!' repeated his brother-nmanager. '| snell ny own good cigar
Try one yourself. And for Heaven's sake shut the w ndow '

Francis declined the cigar by a sign. 'Forgive nme,' he said.
"I will leave you to close the window. | feel faint and gi ddy--
| had better go out.' He put his handkerchi ef over his nose and nouth,

and crossed the roomto the door

The Frenchnan foll owed the novenents of Francis, in such a state

of bewi | derment that he actually forgot to seize the opportunity

of shutting out the fresh air. 'Is it so nasty as that?' he asked,
with a broad stare of amazenent.

"Horriblel Francis nuttered behi nd his handkerchi ef.
"I never snelt anything like it in ny lifel'

There was a knock at the door. The scene-painter appeared.
Hi s enployer instantly asked himif he snelt anything.

"I snell your cigar. Delicious! Gve me one directly!

"Wait a minute. Besides ny cigar, do you snell anything else--vile,
abom nabl e, overpowering, indescribable, never-never-never-snelt before?

The scene-painter appeared to be puzzled by the vehenent energy

of the [ anguage addressed to him 'The roomis as fresh and sweet
as a roomcan be,' he answered. As he spoke, he | ooked back with
ast oni shmrent at Francis Westwi ck, standing outside in the corridor
and eyeing the interior of the bedchamber with an expression

of undi sgui sed di sgust.

The Parisian director approached his English coll eague, and | ooked
at himw th grave and anxi ous scrutiny.

"You see, ny friend, here are two of us, with as good noses as yours,
who snell nothing. |f you want evidence from nore noses, |ook there!’
He pointed to two little English girls, at play in the corridor

' The door of nmy roomis w de open--and you know how fast a snell

can travel. Now listen, while | appeal to these innocent noses,

in the | anguage of their own dismal island. M/ little Ioves,



do you sniff a nasty snell here--ha?" The children burst out | aughing,
and answered enphatically, '"No.' 'My good Westwi ck,' the Frenchman
resumed, in his own | anguage, 'the conclusion is surely plain?

There is sonething wong, very wong, with your owm nose. | recomend you
to see a nedical nan.'

Havi ng given that advice, he returned to his room and shut

out the horrid fresh air with a | oud exclamation of relief.

Francis left the hotel, by the lanes that led to the Square of St. Mrk
The ni ght-breeze soon revived him He was able to Iight a cigar

and to think quietly over what had happened.

CHAPTER Xl X

Avoi ding the crowd under the col onnades, Francis wal ked slowy up
and down the nobl e open space of the square, bathed in the |ight
of the rising nmoon.

Wt hout being aware of it hinmself, he was a thorough materialist.

The strange effect produced on himby the room-follow ng on the other
strange effects produced on the other relatives of his dead brother--
exerci sed no perplexing influence over the mind of this sensible man.
'Perhaps,' he reflected, 'ny tenperanment is nore imaginative than |
supposed it to be--and this is a trick played on me by nmy own fancy?
O, perhaps, nmy friend is right; something is physically amss with me?

| don't feel ill, certainly. But that is no safe criterion sometimes.
I am not going to sleep in that abom nabl e roomto-night--

| can well wait till to-norrow to decide whether | shall speak

to a doctor or not. In the nean tine, the hotel doesn't seemlikely

to supply me with the subject of a piece. A terrible snell froman
i nvisible ghost is a perfectly newidea. But it has one drawback
If | realise it on the stage, | shall drive the audi ence out of

the theatre.'

As his strong conmon sense arrived at this facetious concl usion
he becane aware of a lady, dressed entirely in black, who was
observing himwith narked attention. 'Am/| right in supposing
you to be M. Francis Westwi ck?' the | ady asked, at the nonent
when he | ooked at her.

"That is nmy nane, madam May | inquire to whom | have the honour
of speaki ng?'

"W have only nmet once,' she answered a little evasively, 'when your late
brother introduced ne to the nmenbers of his famly. | wonder if you

have quite forgotten nmy big black eyes and ny hi deous conpl exi on?'

She lifted her veil as she spoke, and turned so that the noonli ght

rested on her face.

Francis recogni sed at a glance the woman of all others whom

he nmost cordially disliked--the widow of his dead brother

the first Lord Montbarry. He frowned as he | ooked at her

Hi s experience on the stage, gathered at innunerable rehearsals
with actresses who had sorely tried his tenper, had accustoned
himto speak roughly to wonen who were distasteful to him

"I remenber you,' he said. 'l thought you were in Americal!’



She took no notice of his ungracious tone and nmanner; she sinply
stopped himwhen he lifted his hat, and turned to | eave her

"Let me walk with you for a few minutes,' she quietly replied.
"I have something to say to you.'

He showed her his cigar. 'l am snoking,'he said.
"l don't mind snoking.'

After that, there was nothing to be done (short of downright brutality)
but to yield. He did it with the worst possible grace.
"Wl l?" he resuned. 'What do you want of nme?

"You shall hear directly, M. Wstwick. Let nme first

tell you what ny positionis. | amalone in the world.

To the | oss of my husband has now been added anot her bereavenent,
the 1 oss of my conpanion in Anerica, ny brother--Baron R var.'

The reputation of the Baron, and the doubt which scandal had thrown on
his assunmed relationship to the Countess, were well known to Francis.
"Shot in a ganbling-sal oon?" he asked brutally.

' The question is a perfectly natural one on your part,' she said,

with the inpenetrably ironical manner which she could assume on
certain occasions. 'As a native of horse-racing Engl and, you bel ong
to a nation of ganblers. M brother died no extraordinary death,

M. Westw ck. He sank, with many ot her unfortunate peopl e,

under a fever prevalent in a Western city which we happened to visit.
The calanity of his loss nade the United States unendurable to me.

| left by the first steaner that sailed from New York--a French vesse
whi ch brought nme to Havre. | continued nmy lonely journey to the South
of France. And then | went on to Venice.'

"What does all this matter to ne?" Francis thought to hinself.
She paused, evidently expecting himto say sonmething. 'So you have cone
to Venice?' he said carelessly. 'Wy?

'Because | couldn't help it," she answered.

Francis | ooked at her with cynical curiosity. 'That sounds odd,"'
he renmarked. 'Wiy couldn't you help it?

"Winen are accustonmed to act on inpulse,’ she expl ai ned.

' Suppose we say that an inpulse has directed nmy journey? And yet,
this is the last place in the world that | wish to find nyself in
Associ ations that | detest are connected with it in my mnd.

If I had a will of ny own, | would never see it again
| hate Venice. As you see, however, | amhere. Wen did you
nmeet with such an unreasonabl e woman before? Never, | amsure!’

She stopped, eyed himfor a nonent, and suddenly altered her tone.
"When is Mss Agnes Lockwood expected to be in Venice?
she asked.

It was not easy to throw Francis off his bal ance,
but that extraordinary question did it. 'Howthe
devil did you know that Mss Lockwood was coming to Venice?' he exclai ned.

She | aughed--a bitter nocking |augh. 'Say, | guessed it!'



Sonet hing in her tone, or perhaps sonething in the audaci ous
defiance of her eyes as they rested on him roused the quick

tenmper that was in Francis Warwi ck. 'Lady Montbarry--!' he began
"Stop there!' she interposed. 'Your brother Stephen's wife calls
hersel f Lady Montbarry now. | share nmy title with no wonan.

Call nme by nmy nanme before | conmtted the fatal m stake of narrying
your brother. Address nme, if you please, as Countess Narona.'

" Countess Narona,' Francis resuned, 'if your object in claimng
my acquai ntance is to nystify nme, you have conme to the w ong man.
Speak plainly, or pernmt ne to wish you good evening.'

"If your object is to keep Mss Lockwood's arrival in Venice a secret,’
she retorted, 'speak plainly, M. Westw ck, on your side,
and say so.'

Her intention was evidently to irritate him and she succeeded.

'Nonsense!' he broke out petulantly. 'M brother's travelling
arrangenents are secrets to nobody. He brings Mss Lockwood here,
with Lady Montbarry and the children. As you seemso well informed,

per haps you know why she is coming to Venice?

The Countess had suddenly becone grave and thoughtful. She nade no reply.
The two strangely associ ated conpani ons, having reached one extremty

of the square, were now standing before the church of St. Mark

The noonlight was bright enough to show the architecture

of the grand cathedral in its wonderful variety of detail

Even the pigeons of St. Mark were visible, in dark closely packed rows,
roosting in the archways of the great entrance doors.

"I never saw the old church | ook so beautiful by noonlight,"’
the Countess said quietly; speaking, not to Francis, but to herself.

' Good-bye, St. Mark's by noonlight! | shall not see you again.'

She turned away fromthe church, and saw Francis |istening

to her with wondering |ooks. 'No,' she resunmed, placidly picking
up the lost thread of the conversation, 'l don't know why M ss
Lockwood is coming here, | only know that we are to neet in Venice.'

"By previous appoint ment ?'

"By Destiny,' she answered, with her head on her breast, and her

eyes on the ground. Francis burst out laughing. 'O, if you like

it better,' she instantly resunmed, 'by what fools call Chance.’
Francis answered easily, out of the depths of his strong comobn sense.
' Chance seens to be taking a queer way of bringing the neeting about,’
he said. 'W have all arranged to neet at the Pal ace Hotel.

How is it that your nanme is not on the Visitors' List? Destiny ought
to have brought you to the Pal ace Hotel too.'

She abruptly pulled down her veil. 'Destiny may do that yet!' she said.
' The Pal ace Hotel ?' she repeated, speaking once nore to herself.

"The old hell, transforned into the new purgatory. The place itself!
Jesu Maria! the place itself!' She paused and |aid her hand on her
conpanion's arm ' Perhaps Mss Lockwood is not going there with the rest
of you?' she burst out with sudden eagerness. 'Are you positively

sure she will be at the hotel ?

"Positively! Haven't | told you that Mss Lockwood travels with Lord
and Lady Montbarry? and don't you know that she is a nmenber of the famly?



You wi Il have to nobve, Countess, to our hotel.’

She was perfectly inpenetrable to the bantering tone in which he spoke.
"Yes,' she said faintly, 'l shall have to nove to your hotel .’

Her hand was still on his arm-he could feel her shivering from head
to foot while she spoke. Heartily as he disliked and distrusted her
the conmmon instinct of humanity obliged himto ask if she

felt cold.

"Yes,' she said. 'Cold and faint.'

'"Cold and faint, Countess, on such a night as this?

" The night has nothing to do with it, M. Wstw ck. How do you suppose
the crimnal feels on the scaffold, while the hangman is putting

the rope around his neck? Cold and faint, too, | should think

Excuse ny grimfancy. You see, Destiny has got the rope round nmy neck--
and | feel it.’

She | ooked about her. They were at that nonent close to the fanous

cafe known as 'Florian's.' 'Take ne in there,' she said;

"I must have sonething to revive ne. You had better not hesitate.

You are interested in reviving ne. | have not said what | wanted to say
to you yet. It's business, and it's connected with your theatre.'

Wondering i nwardly what she coul d possibly want with his theatre,
Francis reluctantly yielded to the necessities of the situation

and took her into the cafe. He found a quiet corner in which they could
take their places without attracting notice. 'Wiat wll you have?

he inquired resignedly. She gave her own orders to the waiter,

wi thout troubling himto speak for her.

"Maraschino. And a pot of tea.'

The waiter stared; Francis stared. The tea was a novelty

(in connection with naraschino) to both of them Carel ess whether
she surprised themor not, she instructed the waiter, when her
directions had been conplied with, to pour a |arge w ne-gl ass-ful

of the liqueur into a tunbler, and to fill it up fromthe teapot.

"I can't do it for nyself,' she remarked, 'ny hand trenbles so.'

She drank the strange mixture eagerly, hot as it was. 'Maraschino punch--
will you taste sone of it?" she said. 'I inherit the discovery

of this drink. Wen your English Queen Caroline was on the Continent,
my not her was attached to her Court. That nuch injured Roya

Person invented, in her happier hours, maraschi no punch

Fondly attached to her gracious nistress, nmy nmother shared her tastes.
And I, in nmy turn, learnt fromny nmother. Now, M. Westwick,

suppose | tell you what my business is. You are nanager of a theatre.
Do you want a new play?

"I always want a new play--provided it's a good one.'
"And you pay, if it's a good one?

"I pay liberally--in my own interests.'

"If I wite the play, will you read it?'

Francis hesitated. 'Wat has put witing a play into your head?
he asked.



'Mere accident,' she answered. 'I had once occasion to tell ny late
brother of a visit which | paid to Mss Lockwood, when | was | ast

in England. He took no interest at what happened at the interview,
but something struck himin ny way of relating it. He said,

"You describe what passed between you and the lady with the point

and contrast of good stage dial ogue. You have the dranmatic instinct--

try if you can wite a play. You mght nake noney." That put it into
nmy head.'
Those [ ast words seened to startle Francis. 'Surely you don't

want noney!' he excl ai nmed.

"I always want noney. M tastes are expensive. | have nothing
but nmy poor little four hundred a year--and the weck that is left
of the other noney: about two hundred pounds in circul ar notes--
no nore.'

Francis knew that she was referring to the ten thousand pounds paid
by the insurance offices. 'All those thousands gone already!'’
he excl ai med.

She blew a little puff of air over her fingers. 'Gone like that!'
she answered cool ly.

'"Baron Rivar?
She | ooked at himwith a flash of anger in her hard bl ack eyes.

"My affairs are my own secret, M. Westwi ck. | have made you

a proposal --and you have not answered ne yet. Don't say No,

wi thout thinking first. Renmenber what a |ife nmine has been

| have seen nore of the world than nost people, playwights included.
| have had strange adventures; | have heard renmarkabl e stories;

| have observed; | have remenbered. Are there no materials, here in
nmy head, for witing a play--if the opportunity is granted to ne?
She waited a nmonent, and suddenly repeated her strange question

about Agnes.

"When is Mss Lockwood expected to be in Venice?

"What has that to do with your new play, Countess?

The Countess appeared to feel sone difficulty in giving that question
its fit reply. She m xed another tunbler full of maraschino punch

and drank one good half of it before she spoke again

"It has everything to do with ny new play,' was all she said.
"Answer ne.' Francis answered her

"M ss Lockwood nay be here in a week. O, for all | know
to the contrary, sooner than that.'

"Very well. If | ama living woman and a free wonan in a week's tine--
or if I amin possession of nmy senses in a week's time (don't interrupt
I know what | amtal king about)--1 shall have a sketch or outline

of nmy play ready, as a speci nen of what | can do. Once again,
will you read it?

"I will certainly read it. But, Countess, | don't understand--'

She held up her hand for silence, and finished the second tunbler



of maraschi no punch

‘"I ama living enigma--and you want to know the right reading of ne,’
she said. 'Here is the reading, as your English phrase goes,

in a nutshell. There is a foolish idea in the mnds of many persons
that the natives of the warmclinmates are imaginative people.

There never was a greater mstake. You will find no such

uni magi nati ve people anywhere as you find in Italy, Spain, G eece,
and the other Southern countries. To anything fanciful,

to anything spiritual, their nmnds are deaf and blind by nature.

Now and then, in the course of centuries, a great genius springs

up among them and he is the exception which proves the rule.

Now see! |, though I amno genius--1 am in ny little way

(as | suppose), an exception too. To ny sorrow, | have some of that
i magi nati on which is so common anong the English and the Germans--
so rare anong the Italians, the Spaniards, and the rest of them

And what is the result? | think it has becone a disease in ne.

I amfilled with presentinments which nake this wicked life of mne
one long terror to ne. It doesn't matter, just now, what they are.
Enough that they absolutely govern ne--they drive me over |and

and sea at their own horrible will; they are in ne, and torturing ne,
at this nmoment! Wiy don't | resist then? Ha! but | do resist them
I amtrying (with the help of the good punch) to resist them now.

At intervals | cultivate the difficult virtue of comopn sense.

Soneti mes, sound sense makes a hopeful wonman of me. At one tine,

| had the hope that what seenmed reality to me was only nad del usi on
after all--1 even asked the question of an English doctor!

At other tines, other sensible doubts of nyself beset ne.

Never mind dwelling on themnow-it always ends in the old terrors

and superstitions taking possession of me again. In a week's tine,
| shall know whet her Destiny does indeed decide my future for ne,
or whether | decide it for nyself. 1In the |ast case, ny resolution

is to absorb this self-tornenting fancy of mine in the occupation
that | have told you of already. Do you understand nme a little
better now? And, our business being settled, dear M. Wstw ck,
shall we get out of this hot roominto the nice cool air

agai n?'

They rose to leave the cafe. Francis privately concluded that
t he maraschi no punch offered the only di scoverabl e expl anati on
of what the Countess had said to him

CHAPTER XX
"Shall | see you agai n?" she asked, as she held out her hand
to take leave. 'It is quite understood between us, | suppose,

about the play?

Francis recalled his extraordi nary experience of that evening in

the re-nunbered room 'M stay in Venice is uncertain,' he replied.

"If you have anything nore to say about this dramatic venture of yours,
it my be as well to say it now. Have you decided on a subject already?
I know the public taste in England better than you do--I m ght save

you sone waste of tinme and trouble, if you have not chosen your

subj ect w sely."'



"I don't care what subject | wite about, so long as | wite,’
she answered carelessly. 'If you have got a subject in your head,
give it to me. | answer for the characters and the dial ogue.’

'You answer for the characters and the dial ogue,' Francis repeated.
"That's a bold way of speaking for a beginner! | wonder if |
shoul d shake your sublinme confidence in yourself, if | suggested
the nmost ticklish subject to handle which is known to the stage?
VWhat do you say, Countess, to entering the lists with Shakespeare,
and trying a drama with a ghost init? A true story, mind! founded
on events in this very city in which you and | are interested."'

She caught himby the arm and drew himaway fromthe crowded

col onnade into the solitary mddl e space of the square.

"Now tell me!' she said eagerly. 'Here, where nobody is near us.
How am | interested in it? How? how?'

Still holding his arm she shook himin her inpatience to hear

the comi ng disclosure. For a nonment he hesitated. Thus far,

anused by her ignorant belief in herself, he had nmerely spoken in jest.
Now, for the first time, inpressed by her irresistible earnestness,

he began to consi der what he was about froma nore serious point of view
Wth her know edge of all that had passed in the old pal ace,

before its transformation into an hotel, it was surely possible that she
m ght suggest some expl anation of what had happened to his brother,

and sister, and hinself. O, failing to do this, she nmight accidentally
reveal some event in her own experience which, acting as a hint

to a conpetent dramatist, mght prove to be the naking of a play.

The prosperity of his theatre was his one serious object in life.

"I may be on the trace of another "Corsican Brothers,"' he thought.

"A new piece of that sort would be ten thousand pounds in ny pocket,

at least.'

Wth these notives (worthy of the single-hearted devotion

to dramatic business which nade Francis a successful nanager)

he related, wi thout further hesitation, what his own experience

had been, and what the experience of his relatives had been,

in the haunted hotel. He even described the outbreak of superstitious
terror which had escaped Ms. Norbury's ignorant maid.

"Sad stuff, if you look at it reasonably,’' he remarked.

"But there is sonmething dramatic in the notion of the ghostly influence
making itself felt by the relations in succession, as they one after
anot her enter the fatal room-until the one chosen relative cones

who will see the Unearthly Creature, and know the terrible truth.
Material for a play, Countess--first-rate material for a play!’

There he paused. She neither noved nor spoke. He stooped and | ooked
cl oser at her.

What i npression had he produced? It was an inpression which his
utnost ingenuity had failed to anticipate. She stood by his side--
just as she had stood before Agnes when her question about Ferrari
was plainly answered at last--1ike a wonan turned to stone.

Her eyes were vacant and rigid; all the life in her face had faded
out of it. Francis took her by the hand. Her hand was as cold

as the pavenent that they were standing on. He asked her if she
was ill.

Not a muscle in her noved. He might as well have spoken to the dead.

"Surely,' he said, 'you are not foolish enough to take what |



have been telling you seriously?

Her lips noved slowly. As it seemed, she was making an effort
to speak to him

'Louder,' he said. 'I can't hear you.'

She struggled to recover possession of herself. A faint |ight began
to soften the dull cold stare of her eyes. |In a nonent nore she
spoke so that he coul d hear her.

"I never thought of the other world,' she nmurmured, in |ow dull tones,
like a womman tal king in her sleep

Her m nd had gone back to the day of her |ast nmenorable interview

with Agnes; she was slowy recalling the confession that had escaped her,
t he warni ng words whi ch she had spoken at that past tine.

Necessarily incapabl e of understanding this, Francis |ooked

at her in perplexity. She went on in the same dull vacant tone,

steadily follow ng out her own train of thought, with her heedl ess

eyes on his face, and her wandering mnd far away from him

"I said sonme trifling event would bring us together the next tine.

I was wong. No trifling event will bring us together

| said | might be the person who told her what had becone of Ferrari
if she forced me to it. Shall | feel sone other influence than hers?
WIIl he force ne to it? Wen she sees him shall | see

hi mt oo?'

Her head sank a little; her heavy eyelids dropped slowy;
she heaved a long low weary sigh. Francis put her armin his,
and nade an attenpt to rouse her

' Come, Countess, you are weary and over-w ought. We have had
enough tal king to-night. Let me see you safe back to your hotel.
Is it far fromhere?

She started when he noved, and obliged her to nove with him
as if he had suddenly awakened her out of a deep sleep

"Not far,' she said faintly. 'The old hotel on the quay.
My mind' s in a strange state; | have forgotten the nane.'

"Danieli's?

" Yes!'

He |l ed her on slowy. She acconpanied himin silence as far

as the end of the Piazzetta. There, when the full view of

the moonlit Lagoon revealed itself, she stopped himas he turned
towards the Riva degli Schiavoni. 'I have sonething to ask you.
| want to wait and think.'

She recovered her |lost idea, after a |ong pause.

"Are you going to sleep in the roomto-night? she asked.

He told her that another traveller was in possession of the room

that night. 'But the nanager has reserved it for me to-norrow, '
he added, 'if | wish to have it.'



"No,' she said. 'You nust give it up.'
' To whont?'
'"To ne!’

He started. 'After what | have told you, do you really w sh
to sleep in that roomto-norrow ni ght?'

"I nust sleep init.’

"Are you not afraid?

"I amhorribly afraid.’

"So | should have thought, after what | have observed in you to-night.

Wiy shoul d you take the roonf? you are not obliged to occupy it,
unl ess you like.'

"I was not obliged to go to Venice, when | left America,' she answered.
"And yet | cane here. | nust take the room and keep the room until--'
She broke off at those words. 'Never nmind the rest,' she said.

"It doesn't interest you.'

It was useless to dispute with her. Francis changed the subject.
"W can do nothing to-night,' he said. 'I will call on you
t o- norrow norni ng, and hear what you think of it then.'

They noved on again to the hotel. As they approached the door
Francis asked if she was staying in Venice under her own narne.

She shook her head. 'As your brother's widow, | am known here.

As Countess Narona, | amknown here. | want to be unknown, this tineg,
to strangers in Venice; | amtravelling under a comobn English nane.'
She hesitated, and stood still. 'Wat has conme to ne?

she nuttered to herself. 'Some things | remenber; and some | forget.
| forgot Danieli's--and now | forget ny English nane.'

She drew himhurriedly into the hall of the hotel, on the wall

of which hung a list of visitors' nanes. Running her finger

slowy down the list, she pointed to the English nane that she had
assumed: --' Ms. Janes.'

" Remenber that when you call to-nmorrow,' she said. 'M head is heavy.
Good ni ght .’

Francis went back to his own hotel, wondering what the events

of the next day would bring forth. A newturn in his affairs

had taken place in his absence. As he crossed the hall, he was
requested by one of the servants to walk into the private office.
The manager was waiting there with a gravely pre-occupi ed manner
as if he had sonething serious to say. He regretted to hear

that M. Francis Westwi ck had, like other nenbers of the famly,
di scovered serious sources of disconfort in the new hotel.

He had been informed in strict confidence of M. Westw ck's
extraordi nary objection to the atnosphere of the bedroom upstairs.
Wt hout presuming to discuss the matter, he must beg to be excused
fromreserving the roomfor M. Wstw ck after what had happened.

Francis answered sharply, a little ruffled by the tone in
whi ch the manager had spoken to him 'I mght, very possibly,
have declined to sleep in the room if you had reserved it,' he said.



'"Do you wish nme to | eave the hotel ?

The manager saw the error that he had conmtted, and hastened

to repair it. 'Certainly not, sir! W wll do our best to make
you confortable while you stay with us. | beg your pardon

if I have said anything to offend you. The reputation of an
establishnent like this is a matter of very serious inportance.

May | hope that you will do us the great favour to say nothing about
what has happened upstairs? The two French gentl enen have kindly
prom sed to keep it a secret.'

This apology left Francis no polite alternative but to grant

the manager's request. 'There is an end to the Countess's

wi | d scheme,’ he thought to hinmself, as he retired for the night.
'So much the better for the Countess!’

He rose late the next nmorning. |Inquiring for his Parisian friends,
he was infornmed that both the French gentlenmen had left for Ml an
As he crossed the hall, on his way to the restaurant,

he noticed the head porter chal king the nunbers of the roons

on sone articles of |uggage which were waiting to go upstairs.

One trunk attracted his attention by the extraordinary nunber

of old travelling |labels left on it. The porter was marking it

at the nonent--and the nunber was, '13 A’ Francis instantly | ooked
at the card fastened on the lid. It bore the comon English name,
'"Ms. Janes'! He at once inquired about the |ady. She had arrived
early that nmorning, and she was then in the Readi ng Room

Looking into the room he discovered a lady in it alone.

Advancing a little nearer, he found hinself face to face with

t he Count ess.

She was seated in a dark corner, with her head down and her arnms crossed
over her bosom 'Yes,' she said, in a tone of weary inpatience,

before Francis could speak to her. 'l thought it best not to wait
for you--1 determned to get here before anybody el se could take
the room'

'Have you taken it for long?" Francis asked.

"You told ne M ss Lockwood woul d be here in a week's time.
| have taken it for a week.'

"What has M ss Lockwood to do with it?

' She has everything to do with it--she nust sleep in the room
| shall give the roomup to her when she comes here.'

Franci s began to understand the superstitious purpose that she
had in view 'Are you (an educated worman) really of the sane

opinion as ny sister's naid!' he exclained. 'Assumng your absurd
superstition to be a serious thing, you are taking the wong nmeans
to prove it true. If | and my brother and sister have seen not hing,

how shoul d Agnes Lockwood di scover what was not reveal ed to us?
She is only distantly related to the Montbarrys--she is only
our cousin.'

' She was nearer to the heart of the Montbarry who is dead than
any of you,' the Countess answered sternly. 'To the |ast day

of his life, nmy mserable husband repented his desertion of her
She will see what none of you have seen--she shall have the room'



Francis listened, utterly at a |loss to account for the notives
that animated her. 'I don't see what interest you have in trying
this extraordi nary experinent,' he said.

"It is ny interest not to try it! It is ny interest to fly from Veni ce,
and never set eyes on Agnes Lockwood or any of your fanily again!’

"What prevents you from doi ng that?

She started to her feet and | ooked at himwildly. 'l know no nore what
prevents me than you do!' she burst out. 'Some will that is stronger
than mine drives nme on to ny destruction, in spite of my own self!'

She suddenly sat down again, and waved her hand for himto go.

'Leave ne,' she said. 'Leave ne to ny thoughts.’

Francis left her, firmy persuaded by this tinme that she was out
of her senses. For the rest of the day, he saw nothing of her
The night, so far as he knew, passed quietly. The next norning
he breakfasted early, determining to wait in the restaurant

for the appearance of the Countess. She came in and ordered

her breakfast quietly, |ooking dull and worn and sel f-absor bed,

as she had | ooked when he | ast saw her. He hastened to her table,
and asked if anything had happened in the night.

"Not hi ng,' she answered.
"You have rested as well as usual ?'

'"Quite as well as usual. Have you had any letters this norning?
Have you heard when she is coning?

"I have had no letters. Are you really going to stay here?
Has your experience of last night not altered the opinion which you
expressed to ne yesterday?

"Not in the |least.'

The nonentary gl eam of ani mati on which had crossed her face when she
guesti oned hi m about Agnes, died out of it again when he answered her
She | ooked, she spoke, she eat her breakfast, with a vacant resignation,
i ke a woman who had done wi th hopes, done with interests,

done with everything but the mechanical nmovenments and instincts

of life.

Francis went out, on the customary travellers' pilgrimge to

the shrines of Titian and Tintoret. After some hours of absence,

he found a letter waiting for himwhen he got back to the hotel.

It was witten by his brother Henry, and it recommended himto
return to Mlan imediately. The proprietor of a French theatre,
recently arrived from Venice, was trying to induce the fanmous dancer
whom Franci s had engaged to break faith with himand accept a

hi gher sal ary.

Havi ng made this startling announcenment, Henry proceeded to inform
his brother that Lord and Lady Montbarry, with Agnes and the children
woul d arrive in Venice in three days nore. 'They know nothing

of our adventures at the hotel,' Henry wote; 'and they have

tel egraphed to the nanager for the accompdation that they want.

There woul d be sonething absurdly superstitious in our giving them

a warni ng which would frighten the |adies and children out of the best
hotel in Venice. W shall be a strong party this tine--too strong



a party for ghosts! | shall neet the travellers on their arrival,

of course, and try ny luck again at what you call the Haunted Hotel.

Arthur Barville and his wife have already got as far on their way as Trent;
and two of the lady's relations have arranged to acconpany them on

the journey to Venice.'

Natural |y indignant at the conduct of his Parisian coll eague,
Francis made his preparations for returning to Mlan by the train
of that day.

On his way out, he asked the manager if his brother's tel egram had

been received. The telegramhad arrived, and, to the surprise of Francis,
the roonms were already reserved. 'I1 thought you would refuse to |et

any nore of the famly into the house,' he said satirically.

The manager answered (with the due dash of respect) in the same tone.
"Nunber 13 Ais safe, sir, in the occupation of a stranger

I amthe servant of the Conpany; and | dare not turn noney out of

the hotel .’

Hearing this, Francis said good-bye--and said nothing nore.

He was ashanmed to acknowl edge it to hinmself, but he felt an
irresistible curiosity to know what woul d happen when Agnes arrived
at the hotel. Besides, 'Ms. Janmes' had reposed a confidence in him
He got into his gondola, respecting the confidence of 'Ms. Janes.'

Towar ds evening on the third day, Lord Montbarry and his travelling
conpani ons arrived, punctual to their appointnment.

'"Ms. James,' sitting at the wi ndow of her room watching for them
saw the new Lord Iand fromthe gondola first. He handed his wife
to the steps. The three children were next committed to his care.

Last of all, Agnes appeared in the little black doorway of the
gondol a cabin, and, taking Lord Montbarry's hand, passed in her
turn to the steps. She wore no veil. As she ascended to the door

of the hotel, the Countess (eyeing her through an opera-gl ass)
noti ced that she paused to | ook at the outside of the building,
and that her face was very pale.

CHAPTER XXI

Lord and Lady Montbarry were recei ved by the housekeeper
t he manager being absent for a day or two on business connected
with the affairs of the hotel.

The roons reserved for the travellers on the first floor were

three in nunber; consisting of two bedroons opening into each ot her
and comunicating on the left with a drawi ng-room Conplete so far,
the arrangenents proved to be | ess satisfactory in reference

to the third bedroomrequired for Agnes and for the el dest daughter
of Lord Montbarry, who usually slept with her on their travels.

The bed-chanber on the right of the draw ng-roomwas al ready occupied
by an English widow |ady. Oher bedchanbers at the other end

of the corridor were also let in every case. There was accordingly
no alternative but to place at the disposal of Agnes a confortable



roomon the second floor. Lady Montbarry vainly conplained of this
separation of one of the nenbers of her travelling party fromthe rest.
The housekeeper politely hinted that it was inpossible for her

to ask other travellers to give up their roonms. She could only
express her regret, and assure Mss Lockwood that her bed-chanber

on the second floor was one of the best roons in that part of

t he hot el

On the retirement of the housekeeper, Lady Montbarry noticed

t hat Agnes had seated herself apart, feeling apparently no interest
in the question of the bedrooms. Ws she ill? No; she felt

alittle unnerved by the railway journey, and that was all

Hearing this, Lord Montbarry proposed that she should go out with him
and try the experiment of half an hour's walk in the cool evening air
Agnes gl adly accepted the suggestion. They directed their steps
towards the square of St. Mark, so as to enjoy the breeze bl ow ng

over the lagoon. It was the first visit of Agnes to Venice.
The fascination of the wonderful city of the waters exerted its
full influence over her sensitive nature. The proposed hal f-hour

of the wal k had passed away, and was fast expanding to half

an hour nore, before Lord Montbarry coul d persuade his conpanion

to remenber that dinner was waiting for them As they returned,

passi ng under the col onnade, neither of themnoticed a | ady

in deep nourning, loitering in the open space of the square.

She started as she recogni sed Agnes wal king with the new Lord Montbarry--
hesitated for a nonment--and then followed them at a discreet distance,
back to the hotel

Lady Montbarry received Agnes in high spirits--with news of an event
whi ch had happened in her absence.

She had not left the hotel nore than ten minutes, before a little
note in pencil was brought to Lady Montbarry by the housekeeper

The writer proved to be no | ess a person than the w dow | ady

who occupi ed the roomon the other side of the draw ng-room

whi ch her | adyship had vainly hoped to secure for Agnes.

Witing under the name of Ms. Janes, the polite wi dow expl ai ned
that she had heard fromthe housekeeper of the disappointnent

experi enced by Lady Montbarry in the matter of the roons.

Ms. Janes was quite alone; and as |long as her bed-chanber was airy
and confortable, it mattered nothing to her whether she slept on
the first or the second floor of the house. She had accordingly
much pl easure in proposing to change roons with M ss Lockwood.

Her | uggage had al ready been renpbved, and M ss Lockwood had only to
t ake possession of the room (Nunber 13 A), which was now entirely at
her di sposal

"I inmedi ately proposed to see Ms. Janes,' Lady Mntbarry continued,
"and to thank her personally for her extrenme kindness.

But | was inforned that she had gone out, without |eaving word

at what hour she might be expected to return. | have witten
alittle note of thanks, saying that we hope to have the pleasure

of personally expressing our sense of Ms. Janes's courtesy
to-norrow. In the mean tinme, Agnes, | have ordered your boxes

to be renoved downstairs. Go!--and judge for yourself, ny dear

if that good | ady has not given up to you the prettiest room

in the house!'’

Wth those words, Lady Montbarry left Mss Lockwood to nake a hasty
toilet for dinner.



The new room at once produced a favourabl e inpression on Agnes.

The | arge wi ndow, opening into a bal cony, commanded an admirabl e
view of the canal. The decorations on the walls and ceiling were
skilfully copied fromthe exquisitely graceful designs of Raphae

in the Vatican. The nmassive wardrobe possessed conpartnents

of unusual size, in which double the nunber of dresses that Agnes
possessed ni ght have been conveniently hung at full [|ength.

In the inner corner of the room near the head of the bedstead,

there was a recess which had been turned into a little dressing-room
and whi ch opened by a second door on the inferior staircase of

the hotel, comonly used by the servants. Noticing these aspects

of the roomat a gl ance, Agnes nmade the necessary change in her dress,
as quickly as possible. On her way back to the draw ng-room she was
addressed by a chanmbermaid in the corridor who asked for her key.

"I will put your roomtidy for the night, Mss,' the wonan said,

"and | will then bring the key back to you in the draw ng-room'

VWil e the chanbermaid was at her work, a solitary lady, |oitering about
the corridor of the second storey, was watching her over the bannisters.
After a while, the maid appeared, with her pail in her hand,

| eaving the room by way of the dressing-roomand the back stairs.

As she passed out of sight, the lady on the second floor (no other

it is needless to add, than the Countess herself) ran swiftly

down the stairs, entered the bed-chanber by the principal door

and hid herself in the enpty side conpartnent of the wardrobe.

The chanbermai d returned, conpleted her work, |ocked the door

of the dressing-roomon the inner side, |ocked the principa
entrance-door on |eaving the room and returned the key to Agnes in the
dr awi ng- room

The travellers were just sitting down to their |ate dinner

when one of the children noticed that Agnes was not wearing her watch.
Had she left it in her bed-chamber in the hurry of changing her dress?
She rose fromthe table at once in search of her watch; Lady Montbarry
advi sing her, as she went out, to see to the security of her bed-chanber,
in the event of there being thieves in the house. Agnes found

her watch, forgotten on the toilet table, as she had antici pated.
Before | eaving the room again she acted on Lady Montbarry's advi ce,
and tried the key in the lock of the dressing-roomdoor. It was
properly secured. She |left the bed-chanber, |ocking the main door

behi nd her.

| mredi ately on her departure, the Countess, oppressed by the confined
air in the wardrobe, ventured on stepping out of her hiding place
into the enpty room

Entering the dressing-room she listened at the door, until the silence
outside infornmed her that the corridor was enpty. Upon this,

she unl ocked the door, and, passing out, closed it again softly;
leaving it to all appearance (when viewed on the inner side)

as carefully secured as Agnes had seen it when she tried the key in

the lock with her own hand.

VWi le the Montbarrys were still at dinner, Henry Westw ck joined them
arriving fromM | an.

When he entered the room and agai n when he advanced to shake hands
wi th her, Agnes was conscious of a |latent feeling which secretly
reci procated Henry's unconceal ed pl easure on neeting her again

For a nonment only, she returned his look; and in that nonent her own
observation told her that she had silently encouraged himto hope.



She saw it in the sudden gl ow of happi ness which overspread his face;
and she confusedly took refuge in the usual conventional inquiries relating
to the relatives whom he had left at M1l an

Taking his place at the table, Henry gave a nost anusing account

of the position of his brother Francis between the nercenary

oper a-dancer on one side, and the unscrupul ous nmanager of the French
theatre on the other. Matters had proceeded to such extremties,

that the | aw had been called on to interfere, and had deci ded the dispute
in favour of Francis. On winning the victory the English nmanager had
at once left Mlan, recalled to London by the affairs of his theatre.
He was acconpani ed on the journey back, as he had been acconpani ed

on the journey out, by his sister. Resolved, after passing two

nights of terror in the Venetian hotel, never to enter it again

M's. Norbury asked to be excused from appearing at the famly festival,
on the ground of ill-health. At her age, travelling fatigued her

and she was glad to take advantage of her brother's escort to return
to Engl and.

Wiile the talk at the dinner-table flowed easily onward,
the evening-tine advanced to night--and it becanme necessary
to think of sending the children to bed.

As Agnes rose to | eave the room acconpanied by the eldest girl,

she observed with surprise that Henry's nmanner suddenly changed.

He | ooked serious and pre-occupied; and when his niece wi shed him

good night, he abruptly said to her, 'Marian, | want to know what

part of the hotel you sleep in?" Marian, puzzled by the question
answered that she was going to sleep, as usual, with 'Aunt Agnes.'

Not satisfied with that reply, Henry next inquired whether the bedroom
was near the roons occupied by the other nenbers of the travelling party.
Answering for the child, and wondering what Henry's object could

possi bly be, Agnes nentioned the polite sacrifice nmade to her

conveni ence by Ms. Janes. 'Thanks to that |ady's kindness,'

she said, 'Marian and | are only on the other side of the draw ng-room'
Henry made no remark; he | ooked i nconprehensibly discontented

as he opened the door for Agnes and her conpanion to pass out.

After wi shing them good night, he waited in the corridor

until he saw thementer the fatal corner-room-and then

he called abruptly to his brother, 'Conme out, Stephen, and |et

us snoke!'’

As soon as the two brothers were at liberty to speak together privately,
Henry expl ai ned the notive which had led to his strange inquiries

about the bedroons. Francis had inforned himof the nmeeting with

the Countess at Venice, and of all that had followed it; and Henry now
carefully repeated the narrative to his brother in all its details.

"I amnot satisfied,' he added, 'about that wonan's purpose in giving
up her room Wthout alarnming the ladies by telling them what |

have just told you, can you not warn Agnes to be careful in securing

her door?'

Lord Montbarry replied, that the warning had been already

given by his wife, and that Agnes m ght be trusted to take

good care of herself and her little bed-fellow For the rest,

he | ooked upon the story of the Countess and her superstitions
as a piece of theatrical exaggeration, amusing enough in itself,
but unworthy of a nonent's serious attention.

Wil e the gentl enen were absent fromthe hotel, the room whi ch had
been al ready associated with so many startling circunstances,



becanme the scene of another strange event in which Lady Montbarry's
el dest child was concerned.

Little Marian had been got ready for bed as usual, and had

(so far) taken hardly any notice of the newroom As she knelt
down to say her prayers, she happened to | ook up at that part

of the ceiling above her which was just over the head of the bed.
The next instant she alarned Agnes, by starting to her feet

with a cry of terror, and pointing to a small brown spot

on one of the white panelled spaces of the carved ceiling.

"It's a spot of blood!' the child exclainmed. 'Take me away!

I won't sleep here!’

Seeing plainly that it would be useless to reason with her while she
was in the room Agnes hurriedly wapped Marian in a dressing-gown,
and carried her back to her nother in the draw ng-room Here,

the ladies did their best to soothe and reassure the trenbling girl.
The effort proved to be useless; the inpression that had been
produced on the young and sensitive mnd was not to be renpved

by persuasion. Marian could give no explanation of the panic

of terror that had seized her. She was quite unable to say why

the spot on the ceiling | ooked like the colour of a spot of bl ood.
She only knew that she should die of terror if she saw it again.
Under these circunstances, but one alternative was left. It was
arranged that the child should pass the night in the room occupied
by her two younger sisters and the nurse.

In half an hour nore, Marian was peacefully asleep with her arm
around her sister's neck. Lady Montbarry went back w th Agnes

to her roomto see the spot on the ceiling which had so strangely
frightened the child. It was so small as to be only just perceptible,
and it had in all probability been caused by the carel essness

of a workman, or by a dripping fromwater accidentally spilt

on the floor of the room above.

"I really cannot understand why Marian shoul d place such a shocking
interpretation on such a trifling thing,' Lady Mntbarry renmarked.

"l suspect the nurse is in sone way answerable for what has happened,’
Agnes suggested. 'She may quite possibly have been telling

Mari an some tragic nursery story which has left its nischievous

i npression behind it. Persons in her position are sadly ignorant

of the danger of exciting a child' s imagination. You had better
caution the nurse to-norrow.'

Lady Montbarry | ooked round the roomwith admration. ‘'Is it
not prettily decorated?" she said. '| suppose, Agnes, you don't
m nd sl eeping here by yoursel f.?

Agnes | aughed. 'I feel so tired,' she replied, 'that | was thinking
of bi ddi ng you good-ni ght, instead of going back to the draw ng-room'

Lady Montbarry turned towards the door. 'I see your jewel-case on
the table,' she resuned. 'Don't forget to | ock the other door there,
in the dressing-room'

"I have already seen to it, and tried the key nyself,' said Agnes.
"Can | be of any use to you before | go to bed?'

"No, ny dear, thank you; | feel sleepy enough to foll ow your exanple.
Good ni ght, Agnes--and pl easant dreanms on your first night



in Venice.'

CHAPTER XXI |

Havi ng cl osed and secured the door on Lady Montbarry's departure,
Agnes put on her dressing-gown, and, turning to her open boxes,

began the busi ness of unpacking. 1In the hurry of making her toilet
for dinner, she had taken the first dress that |ay uppernopst

in the trunk, and had thrown her travelling costune on the bed.

She now opened the doors of the wardrobe for the first ting,

and began to hang her dresses on the hooks in the | arge conmpartnent on
one side.

After a few minutes only of this occupation, she grew weary of it,

and decided on leaving the trunks as they were, until the next norning.
The oppressive south wind, which had bl own throughout the day,

still prevailed at night. The atnosphere of the roomfelt close;

Agnes threw a shawl over her head and shoul ders, and, opening the w ndow,
stepped into the balcony to | ook at the view

The ni ght was heavy and overcast: nothing could be distinctly seen

The canal beneath the wi ndow | ooked |ike a black gulf;

t he opposite houses were barely visible as a row of shadows,

dimy relieved agai nst the starless and noonl ess sky.

At long intervals, the warning cry of a bel ated gondolier was

just audible, as he turned the corner of a distant canal, and called

to invisible boats which mght be approaching himin the darkness.

Now and then, the nearer dip of an oar in the water told of the view ess
passage of other gondol as bringing guests back to the hotel.

Excepting these rare sounds, the nysterious night-silence of Venice was
literally the silence of the grave.

Leani ng on the parapet of the bal cony, Agnes |ooked vacantly into

the bl ack void beneath. Her thoughts reverted to the m serable man

who had broken his pledged faith to her, and who had died in that house.
Sone change seened to have conme over her since her arrival in Venice;
some new i nfluence appeared to be at work. For the first tine

in her experience of herself, conpassion and regret were not the only
enotions aroused in her by the renenbrance of the dead Montbarry.

A keen sense of the wong that she had suffered, never yet

felt by that gentle and forgiving nature, was felt by it now

She found hersel f thinking of the bygone days of her hunmiliation

al nost as harshly as Henry Westw ck had thought of thenm-

she who had rebuked himthe last tinme he had spoken slightingly

of his brother in her presence! A sudden fear and doubt of herself,
startled her physically as well as nmorally. She turned fromthe shadowy
abyss of the dark water as if the mystery and the gloomof it had

been answerabl e for the enotions which had taken her by surprise.
Abruptly closing the window, she threw aside her shawl, and lit

the candl es on the nmantel piece, inpelled by a sudden craving for light in
the solitude of her room

The cheering brightness round her, contrasting with the black
gl oom outside, restored her spirits. She felt herself enjoying
the light like a child!



Wuld it be well (she asked herself) to get ready for bed? No! The sense
of drowsy fatigue that she had felt half an hour since was gone.

She returned to the dull enploynment of unpacki ng her boxes.

After a few mnutes only, the occupation becane irksone to her once nore.
She sat down by the table, and took up a gui de-book. 'Suppose

i nformnysel f,' she thought, 'on the subject of Venice?

Her attention wandered fromthe book, before she had turned
the first page of it.

The inmage of Henry Westw ck was the presiding immage in her menory now.
Recal ling the minutest incidents and details of the evening,

she coul d think of nothing which presented hi munder other than

a favourable and interesting aspect. She smled to herself softly,
her col our rose by fine gradations, as she felt the full [uxury

of dwelling on the perfect truth and nodesty of his devotion to her
Was the depression of spirits fromwhich she had suffered so
persistently on her travels attributable, by any chance, to their

| ong separation fromeach other--enbittered perhaps by her own vain
regret when she renenbered her harsh reception of himin Paris?
Suddenly conscious of this bold question, and of the self-abandonnent
which it inplied, she returned nmechanically to her book

di strusting the unrestrained liberty of her own thoughts.

What lurking tenptations to forbidden tenderness find their hiding-places
in a wonman's dressing-gown, when she is alone in her room at night!
Wth her heart in the tonb of the dead Montbarry, could Agnes even think
of another man, and think of |love? How shaneful! how unworthy of her
For the second tinme, she tried to interest herself in the guide-book--
and once nore she tried in vain. Throwi ng the book aside,

she turned desperately to the one resource that was |left,

to her luggage--resolved to fatigue herself wthout mnercy,

until she was weary enough and sl eepy enough to find a safe refuge

in bed.

For sonme little tinme, she persisted in the nonotonous occupation

of transferring her clothes fromher trunk to the wardrobe.

The large clock in the hall, striking md-night, rem nded her that it
was getting late. She sat down for a nonment in an armchair by

t he bedside, to rest.

The silence in the house now caught her attention, and held it--

held it disagreeably. Was everybody in bed and asl eep but hersel f?
Surely it was time for her to follow the general exanple? Wth a
certain irritable nervous haste, she rose again and undressed herself.

"I have lost two hours of rest,’ she thought, frowning at the reflection
of herself in the glass, as she arranged her hair for the night.

"l shall be good for nothing to-norrow'

She lit the night-1ight, and extingui shed the candl es--

with one exception, which she renoved to a little table, placed on
the side of the bed opposite to the side occupied by the armchair
Havi ng put her travelling-box of matches and the gui de-book near
the candle, in case she m ght be sleepless and mght want to read,
she blew out the light, and |laid her head on the pillow

The curtains of the bed were | ooped back to let the air pass
freely over her. Lying on her left side, with her face turned
away fromthe table, she could see the armchair by the dim
night-light. It had a chintz covering--representing |arge
bunches of roses scattered over a pale green ground. She tried
to weary herself into drowsiness by counting over and over again



t he bunches of roses that were visible fromher point of view

Twi ce her attention was distracted fromthe counting, by sounds outside--
by the clock chimng the half-hour past twelve; and then again

by the fall of a pair of boots on the upper floor, thrown out to

be cl eaned, with that barbarous disregard of the confort of others
which is observable in humanity when it inhabits an hotel.

In the silence that followed these passing di sturbances, Agnes went on
counting the roses on the armchair, nore and nore slowy. Before |ong,
she confused herself in the figures--tried to begin counting again--

t hought she would wait a little first--felt her eyelids drooping,

and her head reclining lower and | ower on the pillow-sighed faintly--
and sank into sl eep.

How |l ong that first sleep |asted, she never knew. She could
only renenber, in the after-tinme, that she woke instantly.

Every faculty and perception in her passed the boundary line
between insensibility and consci ousness, so to speak, at a |eap.

W thout know ng why, she sat up suddenly in the bed,

listening for she knew not what. Her head was in a whirl; her heart
beat furiously, wthout any assignable cause. But one trivia

event had happened during the interval while she had been asl eep
The night-1ight had gone out; and the room as a matter of course,
was in total darkness.

She felt for the match-box, and paused after finding it.

A vague sense of confusion was still in her mind. She was in no hurry
to light the match. The pause in the darkness was, for the nonent,
agreeabl e to her.

In the quieter flow of her thoughts during this interval,

she coul d ask herself the natural question:--Wat cause had
awakened her so suddenly, and had so strangely shaken her nerves?
Had it been the influence of a drean? She had not dreaned

at all--or, to speak nore correctly, she had no waki ng renenbrance
of having dreamed. The nystery was beyond her fathomni ng

t he darkness began to oppress her. She struck the natch on the box,
and lit her candle.

As the welcone light diffused itself over the room she turned
fromthe table and | ooked towards the other side of the bed.

In the monent when she turned, the chill of a sudden terror gripped
her round the heart, as with the clasp of an icy hand.

She was not alone in her room

There--in the chair at the bedside--there, suddenly reveal ed under

the flow of light fromthe candle, was the figure of a woman, reclining.
Her head | ay back over the chair. Her face, turned up to the ceiling,
had the eyes closed, as if she was wapped in a deep sleep

The shock of the discovery held Agnes speechl ess and hel pl ess.

Her first conscious action, when she was in sonme degree m stress of
herself again, was to |lean over the bed, and to | ook closer at the woman
who had so inconprehensibly stolen into her roomin the dead of night.
One gl ance was enough: she started back with a cry of amazenent.

The person in the chair was no other than the wi dow of the dead Montbarry--

t he wonan who had warned her that they were to neet again
and that the place m ght be Venice!



Her courage returned to her, stung into action by the natural sense
of indignation which the presence of the Countess provoked.

'Wake up!' she called out. 'How dare you cone here? How did you get in?
Leave the room-or | will call for help!'

She raised her voice at the last words. It produced no effect.
Leani ng farther over the bed, she boldly took the Countess

by the shoul der and shook her. Not even this effort succeeded

in rousing the sleeping woman. She still lay back in the chair
possessed by a torpor like the torpor of death--insensible to sound,
i nsensible to touch. Was she really sleeping? O had she fainted?

Agnes | ooked cl oser at her. She had not fainted. Her breathing
was audible, rising and falling in deep heavy gasps. At intervals
she ground her teeth savagely. Beads of perspiration stood thickly
on her forehead. Her clenched hands rose and fell slowy fromtine
to time on her lap. Was she in the agony of a dreanf? or was she
spiritually conscious of sonething hidden in the roon®

The doubt involved in that |ast question was unendurabl e.
Agnes determ ned to rouse the servants who kept watch in the hote
at night.

The bell-handle was fixed to the wall, on the side of the bed
by which the table stood.

She raised herself fromthe crouchi ng position which she had assuned

in |ooking close at the Countess; and, turning towards the other side
of the bed, stretched out her hand to the bell. At the sanme instant,
she stopped and | ooked upward. Her hand fell helplessly at her side.
She shuddered, and sank back on the pillow.

What had she seen?
She had seen another intruder in her room

M dway between her face and the ceiling, there hovered a human head- -
severed at the neck, like a head struck fromthe body by the guillotine.

Not hi ng vi si bl e, nothing audible, had given her any intelligible
warning of its appearance. Silently and suddenly, the head had
taken its place above her. No supernatural change had passed

over the room or was perceptible in it now. The dunbly-tortured
figure in the chair; the broad w ndow opposite the foot of the bed,
with the black night beyond it; the candle burning on the table--
these, and all other objects in the room renmined unaltered.

One object nmore, unutterably horrid, had been added to the rest.
That was the only change--no nore, no |ess.

By the yellow candl el i ght she saw the head distinctly,
hovering in nid-air above her. She looked at it steadfastly,
spel | -bound by the terror that held her

The flesh of the face was gone. The shrivelled skin was darkened

in hue, like the skin of an Egyptian munmy--except at the neck

There it was of a lighter colour; there it showed spots and spl ashes
of the hue of that brown spot on the ceiling, which the child's
fanciful terror had distorted into the |ikeness of a spot of bl ood.
Thin remai ns of a discol oured noustache and whi skers, hangi ng over
the upper lip, and over the holl ows where the cheeks had once been



made t he head just recogni sable as the head of a nan. Over al

the features death and tinme had done their obliterati ng work.

The eyelids were closed. The hair on the skull, discoloured |ike
the hair on the face, had been burnt away in places. The bluish |lips,
parted in a fixed grin, showed the double row of teeth.

By sl ow degrees, the hovering head (perfectly still when she

first sawit) began to descend towards Agnes as she |ay beneath.

By sl ow degrees, that strange doubl y-bl ended odour, which the
Conmi ssi oners had di scovered in the vaults of the old pal ace--

whi ch had sickened Francis Westw ck in the bed-chanber of

the new hotel --spread its fetid exhal ati ons over the room

Downward and downward the hi deous apparition nade its slow progress,
until it stopped close over Agnes--stopped, and turned slowy,

so that the face of it confronted the upturned face of the woman in
the chair.

There was a pause. Then, a supernatural novenent disturbed the rigid
repose of the dead face.

The cl osed eyelids opened slowy. The eyes reveal ed thensel ves,
bright with the glassy filmof death--and fixed their dreadful | ook
on the woman in the chair

Agnes saw that | ook; saw the eyelids of the living wonan open slowy
like the eyelids of the dead; saw her rise, as if in obedience
to sonme silent conmand--and saw no nore.

Her next conscious inpression was of the sunlight pouring in at
the wi ndow, of the friendly presence of Lady Mntbarry at the bedside;
and of the children's wondering faces peeping in at the door

CHAPTER XXI 11

"...You have sone influence over Agnes. Try what you

can do, Henry, to make her take a sensible view of the matter.

There is really nothing to nake a fuss about. M wife's maid knocked
at her door early in the norning, with the customary cup of tea.
Getting no answer, she went round to the dressing-room-found the door
on that side unlocked--and di scovered Agnes on the bed in a fainting fit.
Wth my wife's help, they brought her to herself again; and she

told the extraordinary story which | have just repeated to you.

You must have seen for yourself that she has been over-fatigued,

poor thing, by our long railway journeys: her nerves are out of order--
and she is just the person to be easily terrified by a dream

She obstinately refuses, however, to accept this rational view.

Don't suppose that | have been severe with her! Al that a nan

can do to humour her | have done. | have witten to the Countess

(in her assunmed nane) offering to restore the roomto her

She writes back, positively declining to return to it.

| have accordingly arranged (so as not to have the thing

known in the hotel) to occupy the roomfor one or two nights,

and to | eave Agnes to recover her spirits under ny wife's care.

Is there anything nore that | can do? Whatever questions Agnhes has
asked of ne | have answered to the best of ny ability; she knows



all that you told nme about Francis and the Countess |ast night.

But try as | may | can't quiet her mind. | have given up the attenpt
in despair, and left her in the drawi ng-room GCo, |ike a good fellow,
and try what you can do to conpose her.'

In those words, Lord Montbarry stated the case to his brother
fromthe rational point of view. Henry nade no remark, he went
straight to the draw ng-room

He found Agnes wal ki ng rapi dly backwards and forwards,

flushed and excited. 'If you cone here to say what your brother
has been saying to ne,' she broke out, before he could speak
"spare yourself the trouble. | don't want comon sense--

I want a true friend who will believe in ne.’

"I amthat friend, Agnes,' Henry answered quietly, 'and you knowit.'
"You really believe that I am not del uded by a drean?’

I know that you are not deluded--in one particular, at |east.
"In what particular?

"In what you have said of the Countess. It is perfectly true--'
Agnes stopped himthere. 'Wiy do | only hear this norning

that the Countess and Ms. Janes are one and the sane person?
she asked distrustfully. 'Way was | not told of it last night?

"You forget that you had accepted the exchange of roonms before

reached Venice,' Henry replied. 'l felt strongly tenpted to tell you,
even then--but your sleeping arrangenents for the night were

all nmade; | should only have inconveni enced and al arned you.

| waited till the norning, after hearing frommnmy brother that

you had yourself seen to your security fromany intrusion

How t hat intrusion was acconplished it is inmpossible to say.

| can only declare that the Countess's presence by your bedside

| ast night was no dream of yours. On her own authority | can testify
that it was a reality.

"On her own authority?  Agnes repeated eagerly. 'Have you seen
her this norning?

"l have seen her not ten m nutes since.'
'What was she doi ng?'

She was busily engaged in witing. | could not even get her to | ook
at me until | thought of nentioning your nane.'

' She renenbered nme, of course?

' She renenbered you with sone difficulty. Finding that she woul dn't answer
ne on any other terns, | questioned her as if | had conme direct fromyou.
Then she spoke. She not only admtted that she had the sane superstitious
notive for placing you in that roomwhich she had acknow edged

to Franci s--she even owned that she had been by your bedsi de,

wat ching through the night, "to see what you saw," as she expressed it.
Hearing this, | tried to persuade her to tell me how she got into

the room Unluckily, her manuscript on the table caught her eye;

she returned to her witing. "The Baron wants noney," she said;



"I must get on with ny play." Wat she saw or dreaned while she was
in your roomlast night, it is at present inpossible to discover.

But judging by ny brother's account of her, as well as by what |
renenmber of her myself, sone recent influence has been at work which
has produced a narked change in this wetched worman for the worse.

Her mind (since last night, perhaps) is partially deranged.

One proof of it is that she spoke to ne of the Baron as if he were
still a living man. When Francis saw her, she declared that the Baron
was dead, which is the truth. The United States Consul at M| an
showed us the announcenent of the death in an American newspaper

So far as | can see, such sense as she still possesses seens to be
entirely absorbed in one absurd idea--the idea of witing a play

for Francis to bring out at his theatre. He admits that he encouraged
her to hope she might get noney in this way. | think he did wong.
Don't you agree with me?

Wt hout heedi ng the question, Agnes rose abruptly fromher chair

"Do me one nore kindness, Henry,' she said. 'Take ne to the Countess
at once.'
Henry hesitated. 'Are you conposed enough to see her, after the shock

that you have suffered?' he asked.

She trenbl ed, the flush on her face died away, and left it deadly pale.
But she held to her resolution. 'You have heard of what | saw | ast ni ght?
she said faintly.

"Don't speak of it!' Henry interposed. 'Don't uselessly
agitate yoursel f.'

"I must speak! M mind is full of horrid questions about it.
I know | can't identify it--and yet | ask nyself over and over again
in whose likeness did it appear? Was it in the likeness of Ferrari?

or was it--?" she stopped, shuddering. 'The Countess knows, | rnust
see the Countess!' she resumed vehenmently. 'VWhether ny courage fails
me or not, | nust nake the attenpt. Take ne to her before | have tine

to feel afraid of it!"’

Henry | ooked at her anxiously. 'If you are really sure of your

own resolution,' he said, 'l agree with you--the sooner you see

her the better. You renenber how strangely she tal ked of your

i nfl uence over her, when she forced her way into your roomin London?

"I remenber it perfectly. Wy do you ask?'

"For this reason. In the present state of her mind, | doubt if she
wi Il be nuch | onger capable of realizing her wild idea of you as the
avengi ng angel who is to bring her to a reckoning for her evil deeds.
It may be well to try what your influence can do while she is stil
capabl e of feeling it.'

He waited to hear what Agnes woul d say. She took his armand | ed
himin silence to the door

They ascended to the second floor, and, after knocking,
entered the Countess's room

She was still busily engaged in witing. Wen she |ooked up from
t he paper, and saw Agnes, a vacant expression of doubt was the only
expression in her wild black eyes. After a few nonments, the | ost



remenbrances and associ ati ons appeared to return slowy to her mnd

The pen dropped from her hand. Haggard and trenbling, she | ooked cl oser
at Agnes, and recognised her at last. 'Has the time come already?

she said in | ow awe-struck tones. 'Gve nme a little |longer respite,

| haven't done ny witing yet!'

She dropped on her knees, and held out her clasped hands entreatingly.
Agnes was far from having recovered, after the shock that she had
suffered in the night: her nerves were far frombeing equal to the
strain that was now laid on them She was so startled by the change
in the Countess, that she was at a |l oss what to say or to do next.
Henry was obliged to speak to her. 'Put your questions while you
have the chance,’ he said, |lowering his voice. 'See!l the vacant | ook
is com ng over her face again.'

Agnes tried to rally her courage. 'You were in nmy roomlast night--'

she began. Before she could add a word nore, the Countess lifted

her hands, and wung them above her head with a | ow nban of horror

Agnes shrank back, and turned as if to |l eave the room Henry stopped her,
and whi spered to her to try again. She obeyed himafter an effort.

"I slept last night in the roomthat you gave up to nme,' she resuned.

"I saw-'

The Countess suddenly rose to her feet. 'No nore of that,' she cried.
'"Ch, Jesu Maria! do you think I want to be told what you saw?

Do you think I don't know what it nmeans for you and for nme?

Deci de for yourself, Mss. Examne your own nind. Are you well
assured that the day of reckoning has cone at last? Are you ready

to foll ow me back, through the crimes of the past, to the secrets of

t he dead?

She returned again to the witing-table, without waiting to be answered.
Her eyes flashed; she | ooked Iike her old self once nore as she spoke.
It was only for a nmonment. The old ardour and inpetuosity were

nearly worn out. Her head sank; she sighed heavily as she unl ocked

a desk which stood on the table. Qpening a drawer in the desk,

she took out a leaf of vellum covered with faded witing.

Sone ragged ends of silken thread were still attached to the |eaf,

as if it had been torn out of a book

"Can you read Italian? she asked, handing the |eaf to Agnes.
Agnes answered silently by an inclination of her head.

'The leaf,' the Countess proceeded, 'once belonged to a book in the old
library of the palace, while this building was still a pal ace.

By whomit was torn out you have no need to know. For what purpose

it was torn out you may di scover for yourself, if you will.

Read it first--at the fifth [ine fromthe top of the page.'

Agnes felt the serious necessity of conposing herself.

"Gve ne a chair,' she said to Henry; '"and | will do ny best.

He pl aced hinsel f behind her chair so that he could | ook over her
shoul der and hel p her to understand the witing on the |eaf.
Rendered into English, it ran as follows:--

| have now conpleted ny literary survey of the first
floor of the palace. At the desire of nmy noble and graci ous patron
the lord of this glorious edifice, | next ascend to the second fl oor,
and continue my catal ogue or description of the pictures,



decorations, and other treasures of art therein contained.

Let me begin with the corner roomat the western extremty of the pal ace,
called the Room of the Caryatides, fromthe statues which support

the mantel -piece. This work is of comparatively recent execution

it dates fromthe eighteenth century only, and reveals the corrupt
taste of the period in every part of it. Still, there is a certain

i nterest which attaches to the nantel -piece: it conceals a cleverly
constructed hiding-place, between the floor of the roomand the ceiling
of the room beneath, which was made during the |ast evil days

of the Inquisition in Venice, and which is reported to have saved

an ancestor of ny gracious |lord pursued by that terrible tribunal

The machinery of this curious place of conceal nent has been kept

in good order by the present lord, as a species of curiosity.

He condescended to show me the nethod of working it.

Approaching the two Caryatides, rest your hand on the forehead

(m dway between the eyebrows) of the figure which is on your |eft

as you stand opposite to the fireplace, then press the head inwards
as if you were pushing it against the wall behind. By doing this,
you set in notion the hidden nachinery in the wall which turns

the hearthstone on a pivot, and discloses the hollow place bel ow
There is roomenough in it for a man to lie easily at full |ength.
The met hod of closing the cavity again is equally sinple. Place both
your hands on the tenples of the figures; pull as if you were pulling
it towards you--and the hearthstone will revolve into its proper
position again.

"You need read no farther,' said the Countess. 'Be carefu
to remenber what you have read.'

She put back the page of vellumin her witing-desk, |ocked it,
and led the way to the door.

'Cone!' she said; 'and see what the nocking Frenchnman called "The
begi nning of the end." '

Agnes was barely able to rise fromher chair; she trenbled from head
to foot. Henry gave her his armto support her. 'Fear nothing,"’
he whi spered; 'I shall be with you.'

The Countess proceeded al ong the westward corridor, and stopped

at the door nunbered Thirty-eight. This was the room which had

been i nhabited by Baron Rivar in the old days of the pal ace:

it was situated i mediately over the bedchamber in which Agnes had
passed the night. For the |last two days the room had been enpty.

The absence of luggage in it, when they opened the door, showed that it
had not yet been let.

"You see?' said the Countess, pointing to the carved figure at

the fire-place; 'and you know what to do. Have | deserved that you
shoul d tenper justice with nercy? she went on in | ower tones.
'"Gve ne a few hours nore to nyself. The Baron wants noney--

| must get on with my play.'

She smled vacantly, and imtated the action of witing with her right
hand as she pronounced the last words. The effort of concentrating
her weakened nind on other and |less famliar topics than the constant
want of noney in the Baron's lifetinme, and the vague prospect

of gain fromthe still unfinished play, had evidently exhausted

her poor reserves of strength. Wen her request had been granted,

she addressed no expressions of gratitude to Agnes; she only said,
'Feel no fear, mss, of ny attenpting to escape you. Were you are,



there | nmust be till the end cones.'

Her eyes wandered round the roomwith a | ast weary and stupefied | ook.
She returned to her witing with slow and feeble steps, like the steps
of an old woman.

CHAPTER XXI V

Henry and Agnes were left alone in the Roomof the Caryati des.

The person who had witten the description of the pal ace--
probably a poor author or artist--had correctly pointed out

the defects of the nantel -piece. Bad taste, exhibiting itself

on the nost costly and splendid scale, was visible in every part
of the work. It was nevertheless greatly admred by ignorant
travellers of all classes; partly on account of its inposing size,
and partly on account of the nunber of variously-coloured marbles
whi ch the scul ptor had contrived to introduce into his design

Phot ographs of the mantel -pi ece were exhibited in the public roomns,
and found a ready sal e anong English and American visitors to

t he hot el

Henry led Agnes to the figure on the left, as they stood facing the enpty

fire-place. "Shall | try the experinent,' he asked, 'or will you?
She abruptly drew her armaway from him and turned back to the door.
"I can't even look at it,' she said. 'That nerciless nmarble face

frightens ne!’

Henry put his hand on the forehead of the figure. 'Wat is there
to alarmyou, ny dear, in this conventionally classical face?

he asked jestingly. Before he could press the head inwards,

Agnes hurriedly opened the door. 'Vt till |I amout of the room'
she cried. 'The bare idea of what you may find there horrifies ne!'
She | ooked back into the roomas she crossed the threshol d.

"I won't |eave you altogether,' she said, 'I will wait outside.’

She cl osed the door. Left by himself, Henry lifted his hand once
nore to the marbl e forehead of the figure.

For the second time, he was checked on the point of setting

the machi nery of the hiding-place in notion. On this occasion

the interruption came froman outbreak of friendly voices

in the corridor. A woman's voice exclai ned, 'Dearest Agnes,

how glad | amto see you again!' A man's voice foll owed,

offering to introduce sonme friend to 'Mss Lockwood.' A third voice
(whi ch Henry recogni sed as the voice of the nanager of the hotel)
became audi bl e next, directing the housekeeper to show the | adies
and gentlemen the vacant apartnents at the other end of the corridor.
"If nore accommpdation is wanted,' the manager went on, '| have a
charmng roomto let here.' He opened the door as he spoke, and found
hinself face to face with Henry Westwi ck.

"This is indeed an agreeabl e surprise, sir!' said the nanager cheerfully.
"You are admiring our famous chi mey-piece, | see. May | ask,

M. Westw ck, how you find yourself in the hotel, this tine?

Have t he supernatural influences affected your appetite again?



' The supernatural influences have spared ne, this time,' Henry answered.
' Perhaps you may yet find that they have affected sone ot her nemnber

of the famly.' He spoke gravely, resenting the famliar tone in

whi ch the manager had referred to his previous visit to the hotel.

'Have you just returned?' he asked, by way of changing the topic.

"Just this mnute, sir. | had the honour of travelling in the same
train with friends of yours who have arrived at the hotel--

M. and Ms. Arthur Barville, and their travelling companions.

M ss Lockwood is with them |ooking at the roons. They will be here
before long, if they find it convenient to have an extra room at

t heir disposal.’

Thi s announcenent deci ded Henry on expl oring the hiding-place,

before the interruption occurred. It had crossed his mnd

when Agnes left him that he ought perhaps to have a witness,

in the not very probable event of sone al arm ng di scovery taking place.
The too-fanmiliar manager, suspecting nothing, was there at his disposal
He turned again to the Caryan figure, maliciously resolving to nmake

t he manager his witness.

"I amdelighted to hear that our friends have arrived at last,' he said.
'"Before | shake hands with them |et ne ask you a question about

this queer work of art here. | see photographs of it downstairs.

Are they for sale?

"Certainly, M. Westw ck!'

"Do you think the chimey-piece is as solid as it |ooks?

Henry proceeded. 'Wen you canme in, | was just wondering whether this
figure here had not accidentally got |oosened fromthe wall behind it.'
He laid his hand on the narble forehead, for the third tinme.

"To ny eye, it looks a little out of the perpendicul ar

| alnmost fancied | could jog the head just now, when | touched it."'

He pressed the head i nwards as he said those words.

A sound of jarring iron was instantly audi bl e behind the wall

The solid hearthstone in front of the fire-place turned slowy

at the feet of the two nmen, and disclosed a dark cavity bel ow.

At the sane noment, the strange and sickeni ng conbi nati on of odours,
hitherto associated with the vaults of the old palace and with the
bed- chanber beneath, now floated up fromthe open recess, and filled
the room

The manager started back. 'Good God, M. Westw ck!' he excl ai ned,
"what does this mean?

Renenbering, not only what his brother Francis had felt
in the room beneath, but what the experience of Agnes had been
on the previous night, Henry was determined to be on his guard.
"I amas nmuch surprised as you are,' was his only reply.

"Wait for ne one nonent, sir,' said the manager. 'I| nust stop
the | adi es and gentl emen outside fromcomng in.'

He hurried away--not forgetting to close the door after him

Henry opened the wi ndow, and waited there breathing the purer air

Vague apprehensi ons of the next discovery to cone, filled his mnd

for the first tine. He was doubly resolved, now, not to stir a step in
the investigation without a wtness.



The manager returned with a wax taper in his hand, which he lighted
as soon as he entered the room

"W need fear no interruption now,' he said. 'Be so kind,
M. Westwick, as to hold the light. It is my business to find
out what this extraordinary di scovery neans.'

Henry held the taper. Looking into the cavity, by the dimand
flickering light, they both detected a dark object at the bottomof it.
"I think | can reach the thing,' the manager remarked, 'if | lie down,
and put nmy hand into the hole.'

He knelt on the floor--and hesitated. 'Mght | ask you, sir, to give
me mmy gloves? he said. 'They are in ny hat, on the chair behind you."'
Henry gave himthe gloves. 'l don't know what | nmay be going

to take hold of,' the manager explained, smiling rather uneasily
as he put on his right glove.

He stretched hinself at full length on the floor, and passed his right
arminto the cavity. 'l can't say exactly what | have got hold of,"'
he said. 'But | have got it.'

Hal f raising hinself, he drew his hand out.

The next instant, he started to his feet with a shriek of terror.
A human head dropped fromhis nervel ess grasp on the floor,

and rolled to Henry's feet. It was the hideous head that Agnes
had seen hovering above her, in the vision of the night!

The two nmen | ooked at each other, both struck speechl ess by the sane
enotion of horror. The manager was the first to control hinself.
'See to the door, for God's sake!' he said. 'Sone of the people
out si de may have heard ne.'’

Henry noved nechanically to the door.

Even when he had his hand on the key, ready to turn it in the |ock

in case of necessity, he still |ooked back at the appalling object

on the floor. There was no possibility of identifying those decayed
and distorted features with any living creature whom he had seen--

and, yet, he was conscious of feeling a vague and awful doubt

whi ch shook himto the soul. The questions which had tortured

the m nd of Agnes, were now his questions too. He asked hinself,

"I'n whose |ikeness mght | have recognised it before the decay set in?
The i keness of Ferrari? or the likeness of--?'" He paused trenbling,
as Agnes had paused trenbling before him Agnes! The nane,

of all wonen's nanes the dearest to him was a terror to himnow

What was he to say to her? What m ght be the consequence if he trusted her
with the terrible truth?

No f oot steps approached the door; no voices were audi bl e outsi de.
The travellers were still occupied in the roons at the eastern end of
the corridor.

In the brief interval that had passed, the manager had sufficiently
recovered hinself to be able to think once nore of the first

and forenpst interests of his life--the interests of the hotel.

He approached Henry anxi ously.



"If this frightful discovery becones known,' he said, 'the closing

of the hotel and the ruin of the Conpany will be the inevitable results.
| feel sure that | can trust your discretion, sir, so far?

"You can certainly trust ne,' Henry answered. 'But surely discretion
has its lints,' he added, 'after such a discovery as we have nade?

The manager understood that the duty which they owed to the comunity,
as honest and | aw abi ding men, was the duty to which Henry now referred.
"I will at once find the neans,' he said, 'of conveying the renmains
privately out of the house, and | will nyself place themin the care

of the police authorities. WIIl you leave the roomw th ne? or do you
not object to keep watch here, and help me when | return?

Wi | e he was speaking, the voices of the travellers nmade thensel ves
heard again at the end of the corridor. Henry instantly consented
to wait in the room He shrank fromfacing the inevitable neeting
with Agnes if he showed hinself in the corridor at that nonent.

The manager hastened his departure, in the hope of escaping notice.

He was di scovered by his guests before he could reach the head

of the stairs. Henry heard the voices plainly as he turned the key.
Wiile the terrible drama of discovery was in progress on one side

of the door, trivial questions about the anmusenents of Venice,

and facetious discussions on the relative merits of French and

Italian cookery, were proceeding on the other. Little by little,

the sound of the talking grew fainter. The visitors, having arranged
their plans of anusenent for the day, were on their way out of the hotel.
In a mnute or two, there was silence once nore.

Henry turned to the window, thinking to relieve his mnd by |ooking

at the bright view over the canal. He soon grew wearied of the

fam liar scene. The norbid fascination which seens to be exercised by al
horri bl e sights, drew himback again to the ghastly object on the floor.

Dreamor reality, how had Agnes survived the sight of it?

As the question passed through his mnd, he noticed for the first

time sonething lying on the floor near the head. Looking cl oser

he perceived a thin little plate of gold, with three false teeth
attached to it, which had apparently dropped out (loosened by the shock)
when t he nanager let the head fall on the floor

The i mportance of this discovery, and the necessity of not too
readily conmunicating it to others, instantly struck Henry.

Here surely was a chance--if any chance remi ned--of identifying

the shocking relic of humanity which |ay before him the dunmb w tness
of a crimel Acting on this idea, he took possession of the teeth,
purposing to use themas a |ast nmeans of inquiry when other attenpts
at investigation had been tried and had fail ed.

He went back again to the window the solitude of the room began
to weigh on his spirits. As he |ooked out again at the view,
there was a soft knock at the door. He hastened to open it--

and checked hinself in the act. A doubt occurred to him Was it
t he manager who had knocked? He called out, 'Wwo is there?

The voice of Agnes answered him 'Have you anything to tell ne, Henry?
He was hardly able to reply. 'Not just now,' he said, confusedly.

"Forgive ne if | don't open the door. | will speak to you
alittle later.'



The sweet voice made itself heard again, pleading with himpiteously.
"Don't |eave nme alone, Henry! | can't go back to the happy
peopl e downstairs."'

How coul d he resist that appeal? He heard her sigh--he heard the rustling
of her dress as she nobved away in despair. The very thing that he had
shrunk from doing but a few m nutes since was the thing that he did now
He joined Agnes in the corridor. She turned as she heard him

and pointed, trenmbling, in the direction of the closed room

"Is it so terrible as that?' she asked faintly.

He put his armround her to support her. A thought cane to him

as he | ooked at her, waiting in doubt and fear for his reply.

"You shall know what | have discovered,' he said, "if you will first put
on your hat and cloak, and conme out with ne.'

She was naturally surprised. 'Can you tell nme your object in going out?
she asked.

He owned what his object was unreservedly. 'I want, before all things,'
he said, 'to satisfy your nind and mne, on the subject of

Montbarry's death. | amgoing to take you to the doctor who attended
himin his illness, and to the consul who followed himto the grave.'

Her eyes rested on Henry gratefully. 'GCh, how well you understand ne!’

she said. The nmanager joined them at the sane nonment, on his way

up the stairs. Henry gave himthe key of the room and then called

to the servants in the hall to have a gondola ready at the steps.

"Are you |l eaving the hotel ?° the nanager asked. 'In search of evidence,"
Henry whi spered, pointing to the key. 'If the authorities want ne,

| shall be back in an hour.'

CHAPTER XXV

The day had advanced to evening. Lord Montbarry and the brida
party had gone to the Opera. Agnes al one, pleading the excuse
of fatigue, remained at the hotel. Having kept up appearances
by acconpanying his friends to the theatre, Henry Westwi ck slipped
away after the first act, and joined Agnes in the draw ng-room

'Have you thought of what | said to you earlier in the day?

he asked, taking a chair at her side. 'Do you agree with ne

that the one dreadful doubt which oppressed us both is at |east set
at rest?

Agnes shook her head sadly. 'I wish | could agree with you, Henry--
I wish | could honestly say that nmy mnd is at ease.'

The answer woul d have di scouraged nost nen. Henry's patience
(where Agnes was concerned) was equal to any demands on it.

"I'f you will only | ook back at the events of the day,' he said,

"you nust surely admit that we have not been conpletely baffl ed.
Renenmber how Dr. Bruno di sposed of our doubts:--"After thirty years
of medical practice, do you think I amlikely to nmistake the synptons



of death by bronchitis?" |f ever there was an unanswerabl e question
there it is! Was the consul's testinony doubtful in any part of it?
He called at the palace to offer his services, after hearing of Lord
Mont barry's death; he arrived at the tine when the coffin was in the house;
he himself saw the corpse placed in it, and the Iid screwed down.

The evidence of the priest is equally beyond dispute. He renained
inthe roomwith the coffin, reciting the prayers for the dead,

until the funeral left the palace. Bear all these statements

in mnd, Agnes; and how can you deny that the question of Montbarry's
death and burial is a question set at rest? W have really

but one doubt left: we have still to ask oursel ves whet her

the remains which | discovered are the renmains of the [ost courier

or not. There is the case, as | understand it. Have | stated

it fairly?

Agnes coul d not deny that he had stated it fairly.

"Then what prevents you from experiencing the sane sense of relief
that | feel? Henry asked.

"What | saw | ast night prevents me,' Agnes answered. 'Wen we spoke
of this subject, after our inquiries were over, you reproached ne
wi th taking what you called the superstitious view. | don't quite

admt that--but | do acknow edge that | should find the superstitious
viewintelligible if |I heard it expressed by sonme other person.
Rermenberi ng what your brother and | once were to each other in the

bygone time, | can understand the apparition nmaking itself visible
tone, to claimthe nmercy of Christian burial, and the vengeance due
to acrime. | can even perceive sone faint possibility of truth

in the explanation which you described as the mesneric theory--

that what | saw nmight be the result of magnetic influence conmunicated
to ne, as | lay between the renains of the nurdered husband above ne
and the guilty wife suffering the tortures of renorse at ny bedside.
But what | do not understand is, that | should have passed through

t hat dreadful ordeal; having no previous know edge of the nurdered

man in his lifetime, or only knowing him (if you suppose that | saw
the apparition of Ferrari) through the interest which | took in his wfe.
| can't dispute your reasoning, Henry. But |I feel in ny heart

of hearts that you are deceived. Nothing will shake nmy beli ef

that we are still as far from having discovered the dreadful truth

as ever.'

Henry nmade no further attenpt to dispute with her. She had
impressed himwith a certain reluctant respect for her own opinion
in spite of hinself.

'Have you thought of any better way of arriving at the truth?

he asked. 'Who is to help us? No doubt there is the Countess,

who has the clue to the nystery in her own hands. But, in the present
state of her mind, is her testinobny to be trusted--even if she

were willing to speak? Judging by nmy own experience, | should say
deci dedly not.'

"You don't nean that you have seen her again?'  Agnes eagerly interposed.

"Yes. | disturbed her once nore over her endless witing;
and | insisted on her speaking out plainly.'

' Then you told her what you found when you opened the hiding-place?

"OF course | did!" Henry replied. 'l said that | held her responsible



for the discovery, though | had not nentioned her connection with it
to the authorities as yet. She went on with her witing as if | had
spoken in an unknown tongue! | was equally obstinate, on ny side.

| told her plainly that the head had been pl aced under the care

of the police, and that the nanager and | had signed our decl arations
and gi ven our evidence. She paid not the slightest heed to ne.

By way of tenpting her to speak, | added that the whol e investigation
was to be kept a secret, and that she m ght depend on ny discretion
For the monent | thought | had succeeded. She |ooked up

fromher witing with a passing flash of curiosity, and said,

"What are they going to do with it?"--neaning, | suppose, the head.
| answered that it was to be privately buried, after photographs
of it had first been taken. | even went the |length of communicating

t he opinion of the surgeon consulted, that sone chem cal means of
arresting deconposition had been used and had only partially succeeded--
and | asked her point-blank if the surgeon was right? The trap was not
a bad one--but it conpletely failed. She said in the cool est nmanner,
"Now you are here, | should Iike to consult you about ny play;

| amat a loss for sone newincidents." Mnd! there was nothing
satirical in this. She was really eager to read her wonderfu

work to ne--evidently supposing that | took a special interest

in such things, because ny brother is the nanager of a theatre!

| left her, making the first excuse that occurred to ne.

So far as | amconcerned, | can do nothing with her

But it is possible that your influence may succeed with her again,

as it has succeeded already. WIIl you nake the attenpt, to satisfy
your own nind? She is still upstairs; and | amquite ready to
acconpany you.'

Agnes shuddered at the bare suggestion of another interview
with the Countess.

"I can't! | daren't!' she exclaimed. 'After what has happened

in that horrible room she is nore repellent to ne than ever.

Don't ask ne to do it, Henry! Feel ny hand--you have turned nme as cold
as death only with talking of it!"’

She was not exaggerating the terror that possessed her
Henry hastened to change the subject.

"Let us talk of sonething nore interesting,' he said. 'l have
a question to ask you about yourself. Am1l right in believing
that the sooner you get away from Venice the happier you will be?

"Right?" she repeated excitedly. 'You are nore than right!

No words can say how | long to be away fromthis horrible place.
But you know how | am situated--you heard what Lord Mntbarry said
at dinner-time?

' Suppose he has altered his plans, since dinner-tinme? Henry suggested.

Agnes | ooked surprised. 'l thought he had received letters from
Engl and which obliged himto | eave Venice to-norrow,' she said.

"Quite true,' Henry admitted. 'He had arranged to start

for England to-nmorrow, and to | eave you and Lady Montbarry

and the children to enjoy your holiday in Venice, under mny care.
Ci rcunst ances have occurred, however, which have forced him

to alter his plans. He nust take you all back with himto-norrow
because | am not able to assune the charge of you. | am obliged
to give up ny holiday in Italy, and return to England too."'



Agnes | ooked at himin sonme little perplexity: she was not quite
sure whet her she understood himor not.

"Are you really obliged to go back? she asked.

Henry smiled as he answered her. 'Keep the secret,' he said,
"or Montbarry will never forgive nel’

She read the rest in his face. 'OCh!' she exclainmed, blushing brightly,
'you have not given up your pleasant holiday in Italy on my account?

"I shall go back with you to Engl and, Agnes. That wi |l be holiday
enough for ne.’

She took his hand in an irrepressible outburst of gratitude.

' How good you are to ne!' she nmurnured tenderly. 'Wat should | have
done in the troubles that have cone to me, w thout your synpathy?

| can't tell you, Henry, how | feel your kindness.'

She tried inpulsively to lift his hand to her lips. He gently
stopped her. 'Agnes,' he said, 'are you beginning to understand
how truly | |ove you?

That sinple question found its own way to her heart. She owned
the whole truth, w thout saying a word. She |ooked at him -
and t hen | ooked away agai n.

He drew her nearer to him "My own darling!' he whispered--

and ki ssed her. Softly and tremulously, the sweet |ips lingered,
and touched his lips in return. Then her head drooped.

She put her arns round his neck, and hid her face on his bosom
They spoke no nore.

The charned silence had |asted but a little while, when it was
nmercil essly broken by a knock at the door

Agnes started to her feet. She placed herself at the piano;
the instrunent being opposite to the door, it was inpossible,
when she seated herself on the nusic-stool, for any person
entering the roomto see her face. Henry called out irritably,
"Cone in.'

The door was not opened. The person on the other side of it asked
a strange question.

"I's M. Henry Westw ck al one?

Agnes instantly recogni sed the voice of the Countess. She hurried
to a second door, which conmunicated with one of the bedroons.
"Don't let her cone near ne!' she whispered nervously. 'Good night,
Henry! good night!’

If Henry could, by an effort of will, have transported the Countess

to the utternost ends of the earth, he would have nmade the effort

wi thout renorse. As it was, he only repeated, nore irritably than ever,
"Cone in!'

She entered the roomslowy with her everlasting manuscript in her hand.



Her step was unsteady; a dark flush appeared on her face, in place

of its custonary pallor; her eyes were bl oodshot and widely dil ated.

I n approachi ng Henry, she showed a strange incapability of cal culating
her distances--she struck against the table near which he happened

to be sitting. When she spoke, her articulation was confused, and her
pronunci ati on of sone of the |onger words was hardly intelligible.

Most nen woul d have suspected her of being under the influence of sone
intoxicating liquor. Henry took a truer view -he said, as he placed

a chair for her, 'Countess, | amafraid you have been working too hard:
you |l ook as if you wanted rest.'

She put her hand to her head. 'M invention has gone,' she said.

"I can't wite ny fourth act. It's all a blank--all a blank!"’

Henry advised her to wait till the next day. 'Go to bed,' he suggested;
and try to sleep.’

She waved her hand inpatiently. '1 must finish the play,’

she answered. 'I| only want a hint fromyou. You must know

sonet hi ng about plays. Your brother has got a theatre.

You must often have heard himtal k about fourth and fifth acts--

you must have seen rehearsals, and all the rest of it.'

She abruptly thrust the manuscript into Henry's hand. 'I can't read
it to you,' she said; 'I feel giddy when I look at ny owmn witing.
Just run your eye over it, there's a good fellow-and give ne

a hint.'

Henry gl anced at the manuscript. He happened to |ook at the |ist

of the persons of the drana. As he read the list he started and turned
abruptly to the Countess, intending to ask her for some expl anation

The words were suspended on his lips. It was but too plainly useless
to speak to her. Her head |ay back on the rail of the chair

She seened to be half asleep already. The flush on her face

had deepened: she |ooked Iike a woman who was i n danger of having
afit.

He rang the bell, and directed the nman who answered it to send
one of the chanbermaids upstairs. His voice seened to partially
rouse the Countess; she opened her eyes in a slow drowsy way.
'Have you read it?" she asked

It was necessary as a nmere act of humanity to hunmour her.

"I will read it willingly,' said Henry, '"if you will go upstairs

to bed. You shall hear what | think of it to-norrow norning.

Qur heads will be clearer, we shall be better able to nake the fourth
act in the norning.'

The chanbermaid cane in while he was speaking. 'I amafraid

the lady is ill," Henry whispered. 'Take her up to her room'

The wonan | ooked at the Countess and whi spered back, 'Shall we send
for a doctor, sir?

Henry advi sed taking her upstairs first, and then asking

the manager's opinion. There was great difficulty in persuading
her to rise, and accept the support of the chanbermmid's arm

It was only by reiterated prom ses to read the play that night,
and to nake the fourth act in the norning, that Henry prevailed on
the Countess to return to her room

Left to hinself, he began to feel a certain languid curiosity
inrelation to the manuscript. He |ooked over the pages, reading a



line here and a line there. Suddenly he changed col our as he read--
and | ooked up fromthe manuscript |like a nan bew | der ed.
' Good CGod! what does this nmean?' he said to hinself.

H s eyes turned nervously to the door by which Agnes had |left him
She might return to the drawi ng-room she nmight want to see what
the Countess had witten. He | ooked back again at the passage

whi ch had startled him-considered with hinself for a nonent--
and, snatching up the unfinished play, suddenly and softly |eft

t he room

CHAPTER XXVI

Entering his own roomon the upper floor, Henry placed the
manuscri pt on his table, open at the first leaf. H s nerves were
unquesti onably shaken; his hand trenbled as he turned the pages,
he started at chance noises on the staircase of the hotel.

The scenario, or outline, of the Countess's play began with no
formal prefatory phrases. She presented herself and her work
with the easy fanmiliarity of an old friend.

"Allow ne, dear M. Francis Westwi ck, to introduce to you the persons
in ny proposed Play. Behold them arranged symetrically in a line.

"My Lord. The Baron. The Courier. The Doctor. The Countess.

"I don't trouble nyself, you see, to invest fictitious fam |y nanes.
My characters are sufficiently distinguished by their social titles,
and by the striking contrast which they present one wth another

The First Act opens--

"No! Before | open the First Act, | nust announce, injustice to nyself,
that this Play is entirely the work of my own invention. | scorn

to borrow fromactual events; and, what is nore extraordinary still,

| have not stolen one of ny ideas fromthe Mdern French drana.

As the manager of an English theatre, you will naturally refuse to
believe this. It doesn't matter. Nothing natters--except the opening
of my first act.

"W are at Homburg, in the fanmous Salon d" Or, at the height of the season.
The Countess (exquisitely dressed) is seated at the green table.

Strangers of all nations are standing behind the players, venturing

their noney or only looking on. M Lord is anpong the strangers.

He is struck by the Countess's personal appearance, in which beauties

and defects are fantastically mngled in the nost attractive manner.

He wat ches the Countess's gane, and places his nbney where he sees

her deposit her own little stake. She |ooks round at him and says,

"Don't trust to my colour; | have been unlucky the whol e evening.
Pl ace your stake on the other col our, and you may have a chance
of winning." M Lord (a true Englishman) blushes, bows, and obeys.

The Countess proves to be a prophet. She loses again. M Lord wins tw ce
the sumthat he has risked.



' The Countess rises fromthe table. She has no nore noney,
and she offers ny Lord her chair

"Instead of taking it, he politely places his winnings in her hand,

and begs her to accept the loan as a favour to hinself.

The Countess stakes again, and |oses again. M Lord smles superbly,
and presses a second |l oan on her. Fromthat monment her |uck turns.

She wins, and wins largely. Her brother, the Baron, trying his fortune
i n another room hears of what is going on, and joins ny Lord and

t he Count ess.

"Pay attention, if you please, to the Baron. He is delineated
as a remarkable and interesting character

" Thi s nobl e person has begun life with a single-mnm nded devotion

to the science of experinental chemistry, very surprising in a young
and handsome man with a brilliant future before him A profound
know edge of the occult sciences has persuaded the Baron that it is
possi ble to solve the fanbus problemcalled the "Phil osopher's Stone."
Hi s own pecuniary resources have | ong since been exhausted by his
costly experinments. H s sister has next supplied himw th the snall
fortune at her disposal: reserving only the famly jewels,

pl aced in the charge of her banker and friend at Frankfort.

The Countess's fortune al so being swal |l owed up, the Baron has

in a fatal nmonent sought for new supplies at the gamng table.

He proves, at starting on his perilous career, to be a favourite

of fortune; wins largely, and, alas! profanes his noble enthusiasm
for science by yielding his soul to the all-debasi ng passion of

t he ganester.

"At the period of the Play, the Baron's good fortune has deserted him
He sees his way to a crowning experinent in the fatal search

after the secret of transnuting the baser elenments into gold.

But how is he to pay the prelimnary expenses? Destiny, like a
nocki ng echo, answers, How?

"WIIl his sister's winnings (with nmy Lord's noney) prove |arge enough
to help hin? Eager for this result, he gives the Countess his advice
how to play. Fromthat disastrous noment the infection of his own
adverse fortune spreads to his sister. She |oses again, and again--
loses to the last farthing.

'The am abl e and wealthy Lord offers a third | oan

but the scrupul ous Countess positively refuses to take it.

On leaving the table, she presents her brother to nmy Lord.

The gentlenen fall into pleasant talk. M Lord asks |eave to pay

his respects to the Countess, the next norning, at her hotel.

The Baron hospitably invites himto breakfast. M Lord accepts,

with a last admring glance at the Countess which does not escape her
brother's observation, and takes his |eave for the night.

"Alone with his sister, the Baron speaks out plainly. "Qur affairs,"

he says, "are in a desperate condition, and nust find a desperate renedy.
Wait for nme here, while | make inquiries about ny Lord.

You have evidently produced a strong inpression on him If we

can turn that inpression into noney, no matter at what sacrifice,

the thing nmust be done."

' The Countess now occupi es the stage al one, and indul ges
in a soliloquy which devel ops her character



"It is at once a dangerous and attractive character

| mrense capacities for good are inplanted in her nature,

side by side with equally remarkable capacities for evil.

It rests with circunstances to devel op either the one or the other

Bei ng a person who produces a sensation wherever she goes, this noble
lady is naturally nade the subject of all sorts of scandal ous reports.

To one of these reports (which falsely and abonmi nably points to the Baron
as her lover instead of her brother) she now refers with just indignation.
She has just expressed her desire to | eave Homburg, as the pl ace

in which the vile calumy first took its rise, when the Baron returns,
overhears her |ast words, and says to her, "Yes, |eave Honburg

by all neans; provided you leave it in the character of ny Lord's
betrothed wife!"

'The Countess is startled and shocked. She protests that she

does not reciprocate ny Lord's adniration for her. She even goes

the Iength of refusing to see himagain. The Baron answers,

"I nust positively have comand of nobney. Take your choi ce,

between marrying nmy Lord's incone, in the interest of nmy grand discovery--
or leave ne to sell nyself and nmy title to the first rich woman

of |l ow degree who is ready to buy ne."

'The Countess listens in surprise and dismay. |s it possible
that the Baron is in earnest? He is horribly in earnest.
"The wonman who will buy me," he says, "is in the next roomto us

at this noment. She is the wealthy w dow of a Jew sh usurer.

She has the nbney | want to reach the solution of the great problem

| have only to be that woman's husband, and to nmake nyself master of untold
mllions of gold. Take five mnutes to consider what | have said to you,
and tell me on ny return which of us is to nmarry for the noney | want,

you or |."

"As he turns away, the Countess stops him

"All the noblest sentinents in her nature are exalted to

t he highest pitch. "Were is the true wonan," she excl ai ns,

"who wants tine to consummate the sacrifice of herself, when the man
to whom she is devoted demands it? She does not want five m nutes--
she does not want five seconds--she holds out her hand to him

and she says, Sacrifice me on the altar of your glory! Take as

st eppi ng-stones on the way to your triunmph, nmy love, ny liberty,

and ny life!"

"On this grand situation the curtain falls. Judging by ny first act,
M. Westwick, tell me truly, and don't be afraid of turning ny head:--
Am | not capable of witing a good play?

Henry paused between the First and Second Acts; reflecting, not on
the nerits of the play, but on the strange resenbl ance which

the incidents so far presented to the incidents that had attended
the disastrous nmarriage of the first Lord Montbarry.

Was it possible that the Countess, in the present condition of her mnd
supposed herself to be exercising her invention when she was only
exerci sing her menory?

The question involved considerations too serious to be made
t he subject of a hasty decision. Reserving his opinion, Henry turned



t he page, and devoted hinself to the reading of the next act.
The manuscript proceeded as follows: --

' The Second Act opens at Venice. An interval of four nonths
has el apsed since the date of the scene at the ganbling table.
The action now takes place in the reception-roomof one of the
Veneti an pal aces.

'The Baron is discovered, alone, on the stage. He reverts to

the events which have happened since the close of the First Act.

The Countess has sacrificed herself; the mercenary marriage has

taken pl ace--but not without obstacles, caused by difference of opinion
on the question of marriage settlenents.

"Private inquiries, instituted in England, have informed the Baron that ny
Lord's income is derived chiefly fromwhat is called entailed property.

In case of accidents, he is surely bound to do sonething for his bride?
Let him for exanple, insure his life, for a sum proposed by the Baron,
and let himso settle the noney that his w dow shall have it,

if he dies first.

"My Lord hesitates. The Baron wastes no tine in usel ess discussion
"Let us by all neans" (he says) "consider the nmarriage as broken off."
My Lord shifts his ground, and pleads for a smaller sumthan

the sum proposed. The Baron briefly replies, "I never bargain."

My lord is in love; the natural result foll ows--he gives way.

'"So far, the Baron has no cause to conplain. But nmy Lord' s turn cones,
when the nmarriage has been cel ebrated, and when the honeynoon is over.
The Baron has joined the nmarried pair at a pal ace which they

have hired in Venice. He is still bent on solving the problem

of the "Phil osopher's Stone." H's laboratory is set up in the vaults
beneat h the pal ace--so that smells from chem cal experiments may

not inconmode the Countess, in the higher regions of the house.

The one obstacle in the way of his grand di scovery is, as usual,

the want of noney. H's position at the present tine has becone

truly critical. He owes debts of honour to gentlenen in his own

rank of life, which nust positively be paid; and he proposes,

in his owm friendly manner, to borrow the nmoney of ny Lord.

My Lord positively refuses, in the rudest terms. The Baron applies
to his sister to exercise her conjugal influence. She can only answer
that her nobl e husband (being no | onger distractedly in |ove with her)
now appears in his true character, as one of the neanest nen living.
The sacrifice of the marriage has been nmade, and has al ready

proved usel ess.

"Such is the state of affairs at the opening of the Second Act.

' The entrance of the Countess suddenly disturbs the Baron's reflections.
She is in a state bordering on frenzy. Incoherent expressions of rage
burst fromher lips: it is some tinme before she can sufficiently
control herself to speak plainly. She has been doubly insulted--
first, by a nenial person in her enploynment; secondly, by her husband.
Her maid, an Englishwoman, has declared that she will serve

the Countess no longer. She will give up her wages, and return at
once to England. Being asked her reason for this strange proceedi ng,
she insolently hints that the Countess's service is no service

for an honest woman, since the Baron has entered the house.

The Countess does, what any lady in her position would do;



she indignantly disnisses the wetch on the spot.

"My Lord, hearing his wife's voice raised in anger, |eaves the study
in which he is accustonmed to shut hinself up over his books,

and asks what this disturbance neans. The Countess inforns

hi m of the outrageous | anguage and conduct of her nmaid.

My Lord not only declares his entire approval of the woman's conduct,
but expresses his own abom nabl e doubts of his wife's fidelity

i n | anguage of such horrible brutality that no | ady could pollute

her Iips by repeating it. "If | had been a nan," the Countess says,
"and if | had had a weapon in ny hand, | would have struck hi m dead
at nmy feet!"

'The Baron, listening silently so far, now speaks. "Permt me

to finish the sentence for you," he says. "You would have struck
your husband dead at your feet; and by that rash act, you woul d
have deprived yourself of the insurance noney settled on the w dow -
the very noney which is wanted to relieve your brother from

t he unendurabl e pecuni ary position which he now occupies!"

' The Countess gravely remnds the Baron that this is no joking matter.
After what ny Lord has said to her, she has little doubt that he wll
conmmuni cate his infanbus suspicions to his |awers in Engl and.

If nothing is done to prevent it, she may be divorced and di sgraced,
and thrown on the world, with no resource but the sale of her jewels to
keep her from starving.

"At this noment, the Courier who has been engaged to travel with ny Lord
from Engl and crosses the stage with a letter to take to the post.

The Countess stops him and asks to | ook at the address on the letter.
She takes it fromhimfor a nonent, and shows it to her brother

The handwiting is ny Lord's; and the letter is directed to his | awers
i n London.

' The Courier proceeds to the post-office. The Baron and the
Countess | ook at each other in silence. No words are needed.
They thoroughly understand the position in which they are placed;
they clearly see the terrible renedy for it. Wat is the plain
alternative before then? Disgrace and ruin--or, ny Lord's death
and the insurance noney!

' The Baron wal ks backwards and forwards in great agitation

talking to himself. The Countess hears fragnents of what he is saying.
He speaks of ny Lord's constitution, probably weakened in |India--

of a cold which ny Lord has caught two or three days since--

of the remarkabl e manner in which such slight things as colds
sonmetines end in serious illness and death.

'He observes that the Countess is listening to him and asks if she
has anything to propose. She is a woman who, with many defects,
has the great nerit of speaking out. "Is there no such thing

as a serious illness," she asks, "corked up in one of those bottles
of yours in the vaults downstairs?"

' The Baron answers by gravely shaking his head. What is he afraid of ?--
a possi bl e exam nation of the body after death? No: he can

set any post-nortem exami nation at defiance. It is the process
of admi nistering the poison that he dreads. A nman so di stingui shed
as nmy Lord cannot be taken seriously ill wthout medical attendance.

Where there is a Doctor, there is always danger of discovery.
Then, again, there is the Courier, faithful to my Lord as |ong



as my Lord pays him Even if the Doctor sees nothing suspicious,

the Courier may discover sonething. The poison, to do its work with

t he necessary secrecy, mnmust be repeatedly adm nistered in graduated doses.
One trifling mscal culation or mstake may rouse suspicion

The insurance offices may hear of it, and may refuse to pay the noney.

As things are, the Baron will not risk it, and will not allow his sister to
risk it in his place.

"My Lord hinmself is the next character who appears. He has
repeatedly rung for the Courier, and the bell has not been answered.
"What does this insol ence nean?"

' The Countess (speaking with quiet dignity--for why should her

i nf ambus husband have the satisfaction of know ng how deeply he has
wounded her?) reminds nmy Lord that the Courier has gone to the post.
My Lord asks suspiciously if she has | ooked at the letter.

The Countess informs himcoldly that she has no curiosity about

his letters. Referring to the cold fromwhich he is suffering

she inquires if he thinks of consulting a nmedical man.

My Lord answers roughly that he is quite old enough to be capabl e of
doctori ng hi msel f.

"As he nakes this reply, the Courier appears, returning fromthe post.
My Lord gives himorders to go out again and buy sone | enons.

He proposes to try hot | enmonade as a means of inducing perspiration
in bed. In that way he has fornerly cured colds, and in that way

he will cure the cold fromwhich he is suffering now.

' The Courier obeys in silence. Judging by appearances, he goes
very reluctantly on this second errand.

"My Lord turns to the Baron (who has thus far taken no part

in the conversation) and asks him in a sneering tone, how mich

| onger he proposes to prolong his stay in Venice. The Baron
answers quietly, "Let us speak plainly to one another, my Lord.

If you wish nme to | eave your house, you have only to say the word,

and | go." M Lord turns to his wife, and asks if she can support
the calamity of her brother's absence--laying a grossly insulting
enphasis on the word "brother." The Countess preserves her

i npenetrabl e conposure; nothing in her betrays the deadly hatred
with which she regards the titled ruffian who has insulted her.
"You are nmaster in this house, nmy Lord," is all she says. "Do as
you pl ease."

"My Lord | ooks at his wife; |ooks at the Baron--and suddenly alters

his tone. Does he perceive in the conmposure of the Countess and her
brot her sonething |urking under the surface that threatens hin®

This is at |east certain, he makes a clunsy apol ogy for the |anguage
that he has used. (Abject wetch!)

"My Lord's excuses are interrupted by the return of the Courier
with the | enobns and hot water.

' The Countess observes for the first tinme that the man | ooks ill.

Hi s hands trenble as he places the tray on the table. M/ Lord orders
his Courier to follow him and nake the | enmpbnade in the bedroom

The Countess remarks that the Courier seenms hardly capabl e of obeying
his orders. Hearing this, the nan adnmits that he is ill. He, too,
is suffering froma cold; he has been kept waiting in a draught

at the shop where he bought the |l enpns; he feels alternately hot

and cold, and he begs pernmission to lie down for a little while on



hi s bed.

'Feeling her humanity appeal ed to, the Countess vol unteers

to make the | enbnade herself. M Lord takes the Courier

by the arm | eads himaside, and whispers these words to him
"Watch her, and see that she puts nothing into the | enpnade;
then bring it to me with your own hands; and, then, go to bed,
if you like."

"Wthout a word nore to his wife, or to the Baron, ny Lord | eaves
t he room

" The Count ess nakes the | enbnade, and the Courier takes it to his master.

"Returning, on the way to his own room he is so weak, and feels,

he says, so giddy, that he is obliged to support hinself

by the backs of the chairs as he passes them The Baron

al ways considerate to persons of |ow degree, offers his arm

"I amafraid, ny poor fellow " he says, "that you are really ill."

The Courier makes this extraordinary answer: "It's all over with ne, Sir:
| have caught ny death."

'The Countess is naturally startled. "You are not an old man,"

she says, trying to rouse the Courier's spirits. "At your age,
catching cold doesn't surely mean catching your death?" The Courier
fixes his eyes despairingly on the Countess.

"My lungs are weak, ny Lady," he says; "l have already had two attacks
of bronchitis. The second tine, a great physician joined my own doctor
in attendance on me. He considered ny recovery alnost in the |ight

of a miracle. Take care of yourself," he said. "If you have a

third attack of bronchitis, as certainly as two and two nake four

you will be a dead man. | feel the sane inward shivering, ny Lady,
that | felt on those two fornmer occasions--and | tell you again

| have caught my death in Venice."

' Speaki ng sone conforting words, the Baron | eads himto his room
The Countess is |left alone on the stage.

' She seats herself, and | ooks towards the door by which the Courier

has been led out. "Ah! mnmy poor fellow " she says, "if you could
only change constitutions with nmy Lord, what a happy result woul d
follow for the Baron and for ne! |If you could only get cured

of a trunpery cold with a little hot |enonade, and if he could
only catch his death in your place--!"

' She suddenly pauses--considers for a while--and springs

to her feet, with a cry of triunphant surprise: the wonderful,

the unparalleled idea has crossed her mnd Iike a flash of |ightning.
Make the two nmen change nanes and pl aces--and the deed i s done!

Where are the obstacles? Renmpove nmy Lord (by fair means or foul)
fromhis room and keep himsecretly prisoner in the pal ace,

to live or die as future necessity nay deternmne. Place the Courier
in the vacant bed, and call in the doctor to see him-ill, in ny
Lord's character, and (if he dies) dying under ny Lord's nane!’

The manuscript dropped from Henry's hands. A sickening sense of
horror overpowered him The question which had occurred to his mnd
at the close of the First Act of the Play assuned a new and terrible



interest now As far as the scene of the Countess's solil oquy,

the incidents of the Second Act had reflected the events of his late
brother's |ife as faithfully as the incidents of the First Act.

Was the nonstrous plot, revealed in the |ines which he had just read,
the of fspring of the Countess's norbid inmaginati on? or had she,

in this case also, deluded herself with the idea that she was

i nventi ng when she was really witing under the influence of her own
guilty renenbrances of the past? |If the latter interpretation were
the true one, he had just read the narrative of the contenpl ated
murder of his brother, planned in cold blood by a wonan who was at
that noment inhabiting the sane house with him VWhile, to make

the fatality conplete, Agnes herself had innocently provided

the conspirators with the one man who was fitted to be the passive
agent of their crinme.

Even the bare doubt that it mght be so was nore than he coul d endure.
He left his room resolved to force the truth out of the Countess,
or to denounce her before the authorities as a murderess at | arge.

Arrived at her door, he was net by a person just |eaving the room
The person was the nanager. He was hardly recogni sable; he | ooked
and spoke like a nman in a state of desperation

"Ch, goin, if youlike!" he said to Henry. 'Mark this, sir

I amnot a superstitious man; but | do begin to believe that crines
carry their own curse with them This hotel is under a curse.

What happens in the nmorning? W discover a crine conmtted in the old
days of the palace. The night cones, and brings another dreadfu

event with it--a death; a sudden and shocki ng death, in the house.

G in, and see for yourself! | shall resign ny situation
M. Westwick: | can't contend with the fatalities that pursue
ne herel!'

Henry entered the room

The Countess was stretched on her bed. The doctor on one side,
and the chanbernmaid on the other, were standing | ooking at her
Fromtine to tine, she drew a heavy stertorous breath,

like a person oppressed in sleeping. 'Is she likely to die?
Henry asked.
'"She is dead,' the doctor answered. 'Dead of the rupture of a blood-vesse

on the brain. Those sounds that you hear are purely mechanical --
they may go on for hours.'

Henry | ooked at the chanbermaid. She had little to tell

The Countess had refused to go to bed, and had placed herself at her
desk to proceed with her witing. Finding it useless to renbnstrate
with her, the maid had left the roomto speak to the nmanager.

In the shortest possible tinme, the doctor was sumoned to the hotel,
and found the Countess dead on the floor. There was this to tell--
and no nore.

Looking at the witing-table as he went out, Henry saw the sheet

of paper on which the Countess had traced her last |ines of witing.
The characters were alnost illegible. Henry could just distinguish
the words, 'First Act,' and 'Persons of the Drama.' The |lost wetch
had been thinking of her Play to the |last, and had begun it al

over again!



CHAPTER XXVI |

Henry returned to his room

His first imulse was to throw aside the manuscript, and never to | ook
at it again. The one chance of relieving his mnd fromthe dreadfu
uncertainty that oppressed it, by obtaining positive evidence

of the truth, was a chance anni hilated by the Countess's death.

VWhat good purpose coul d be served, what relief could he anticipate,

if he read nore?

He wal ked up and down the room After an interval, his thoughts
took a new direction; the question of the manuscript presented
itself under another point of view Thus far, his reading

had only informed himthat the conspiracy had been pl anned.

How di d he know that the plan had been put in execution?

The manuscript lay just before himon the floor. He hesitated;
then picked it up; and, returning to the table, read on as foll ows,
fromthe point at which he had left off.

"While the Countess is still absorbed in the bold yet sinple conbination
of circunstances which she has di scovered, the Baron returns.

He takes a serious view of the case of the Courier; it may be necessary,
he thinks, to send for nedical advice. No servant is left in the pal ace,
now t he English maid has taken her departure. The Baron hinself

nmust fetch the doctor, if the doctor is really needed.

' "Let us have nedical help, by all neans,” his sister replies.
"But wait and hear sonething that | have to say to you first."
She then electrifies the Baron by conmunicating her idea

to him Wat danger of discovery have they to dread?

My Lord's life in Venice has been a |ife of absolute seclusion
nobody but his banker knows him even by personal appearance.

He has presented his letter of credit as a perfect stranger

and he and his banker have never seen each other since that

first visit. He has given no parties, and gone to no parties.

On the few occasions when he has hired a gondola or taken a wal k,
he has al ways been al one. Thanks to the atroci ous suspicion

whi ch makes hi m ashamed of being seen with his wife, he has

led the very Iife which nmakes the proposed enterprise easy

of acconplishnent.

' The cautious Baron |istens--but gives no positive opinion, as yet.

"See what you can do with the Courier,"” he says; "and | wll decide
when | hear the result. One valuable hint | may give you before you go.
Your man is easily tenpted by noney--if you only of fer himenough.

The other day, | asked him in jest, what he would do for a

t housand pounds. He answered, 'Anything.' Bear that in mnd; and offer
your hi ghest bid w thout bargaining."

' The scene changes to the Courier's room and shows the poor wetch
wi th a photographic portrait of his wife in his hand, crying.
The Countess enters.



' She wi sely begins by synmpathising with her contenpl ated acconplice.

He is duly grateful; he confides his sorrows to his gracious m stress.
Now t hat he believes hinself to be on his death-bed, he feels renorse

for his neglectful treatnent of his wife. He could resign hinself to die;
but despair overpowers hi mwhen he renmenbers that he has saved no noney,

and that he will |eave his wi dow, wthout resources, to the nmercy of
the worl d.
"On this hint, the Countess speaks. "Suppose you were asked to do

a perfectly easy thing," she says; "and suppose you were rewarded for
doing it by a present of a thousand pounds, as a |egacy for your w dow?"

" The Courier raises hinself on his pillow, and | ooks at the Countess
wi th an expression of incredul ous surprise. She can hardly be

cruel enough (he thinks) to joke with a man in his mserable plight.
WIl she say plainly what this perfectly easy thing is, the doing

of which will neet with such a magnificent reward?

' The Countess answers that question by confiding her project
to the Courier, without the slightest reserve.

' Sone mnutes of silence foll ow when she has done. The Courier

is not weak enough yet to speak w thout stopping to think first.
Still keeping his eyes on the Countess, he nakes a quaintly

i nsol ent remark on what he has just heard. "I have not hitherto
been a religious man; but | feel nyself on the way to it.

Si nce your |adyship has spoken to ne, | believe in the Devil."

It is the Countess's interest to see the hunorous side of this
confession of faith. She takes no offence. She only says,

"I will give you half an hour by yourself, to think over ny proposal
You are in danger of death. Decide, in your wife's interests, whether you
will die worth nothing, or die worth a thousand pounds."

"Left alone, the Courier seriously considers his position--

and decides. He rises with difficulty; wites a fewlines on a | eaf
taken from his pocket-book; and, with slow and faltering steps,

| eaves the room

' The Countess, returning at the expiration of the half-hour's interval,
finds the roomenpty. Wiile she is wondering, the Courier opens

the door. \What has he been doing out of his bed? He answers,

"l have been protecting my owmn life, nmy lady, on the bare chance

that | may recover fromthe bronchitis for the third tine.

If you or the Baron attenpts to hurry nme out of this world,

or to deprive ne of ny thousand pounds reward, | shall tell the doctor
where he will find a few lines of witing, which describe your
| adyship's plot. | nmay not have strength enough, in the case supposed,

to betray you by making a conplete confession with my own |ips;

but I can employ ny last breath to speak the hal f-dozen words

which will tell the doctor where he is to | ook. Those words,

it is needless to add, will be addressed to your Ladyship, if I find
your engagenents towards nme faithfully kept."

"Wth this audaci ous preface, he proceeds to state the conditions on
which he will play his part in the conspiracy, and die (if he does die)
worth a thousand pounds.

"Either the Countess or the Baron are to taste the food and drink
brought to his bedside, in his presence, and even the nedi ci nes which
the doctor may prescribe for him As for the prom sed sum of npney,
it is to be produced in one bank-note, folded in a sheet of paper



on which alineis to be witten, dictated by the Courier

The two encl osures are then to be sealed up in an envel ope,

addressed to his wife, and stanped ready for the post. This done,

the letter is to be placed under his pillow, the Baron or the Countess
being at liberty to satisfy thenselves, day by day, at their own tine,
that the letter remains in its place, with the seal unbroken

as long as the doctor has any hope of his patient's recovery.

The | ast stipulation follows. The Courier has a conscience; and with
a viewto keeping it easy, insists that he shall be left in ignorance
of that part of the plot which relates to the sequestration of ny Lord.
Not that he cares particularly what becones of his miserly master--
but he does dislike taking other people's responsibilities on his

own shoul ders.

' These conditions being agreed to, the Countess calls in the Baron
who has been waiting events in the next room

"He is inforned that the Courier has yielded to tenptation

but he is still too cautious to nmake any conprom sing remarks.

Keepi ng his back turned on the bed, he shows a bottle to the Countess.
It is labelled "Chloroform" She understands that my Lord is to be
renoved fromhis roomin a convenient state of insensibility.

In what part of the palace is he to be hidden? As they open

the door to go out, the Countess whispers that question

to the Baron. The Baron whispers back, "In the vaults!"

The curtain falls.'

CHAPTER XXVI 1 |

So the Second Act ended.

Turning to the Third Act, Henry | ooked wearily at the pages
as he let themslip through his fingers. Both in mnd and body,
he began to feel the need of repose.

In one inportant respect, the later portion of the manuscri pt

differed fromthe pages which he had just been reading.

Si gns of an overw ought brain showed thensel ves, here and there,

as the outline of the play approached its end. The handwiting grew
worse and worse. Sone of the | onger sentences were |eft unfinished.

In the exchange of dial ogue, questions and answers were not always
attributed respectively to the right speaker. At certain intervals
the witer's failing intelligence seened to recover itself for a while;
only to rel apse again, and to |ose the thread of the narrative nore
hopel essly than ever.

After reading one or two of the nore coherent passages Henry recoil ed
fromthe ever-darkening horror of the story. He closed the manuscri pt,
heartsi ck and exhausted, and threw hinself on his bed to rest.

The door opened al nost at the sane nonent. Lord Montbarry entered

the room

"W have just returned fromthe Opera,' he said; 'and we have heard
the news of that niserable woman's death. They say you spoke
to her in her last nonments; and | want to hear how it happened.’



"You shall hear how it happened,' Henry answered; 'and nore than that.
You are now the head of the famly, Stephen; and | feel bound,

in the position which oppresses me, to | eave you to decide what ought
to be done.’

Wth those introductory words, he told his brother how the Countess's
play had cone into his hands. 'Read the first few pages,' he said.

"I am anxi ous to know whet her the sane inpression is produced on both
of us.’

Before Lord Montbarry had got hal f-way through the First Act,
he stopped, and | ooked at his brother. 'Wat does she nean

by boasting of this as her own invention? he asked. 'Ws she
too crazy to remenber that these things really happened?

This was enough for Henry: the sanme inpression had been produced
on both of them 'You will do as you pl ease,' he said.

"But if you will be guided by ne, spare yourself the reading

of those pages to come, which describe our brother's terrible
expi ation of his heartless narriage.'

'Have you read it all, Henry?

"Not all. | shrank fromreading sone of the latter part of it.
Nei t her you nor | saw rmuch of our elder brother after we |left school
and, for ny part, |I felt, and never scrupled to express ny feeling,

that he behaved infanmbusly to Agnes. But when | read that unconscious
confession of the nmurderous conspiracy to which he fell a victim

| renmenbered, with sonething |ike renorse, that the same nother bore us.
| have felt for himto-night, what | am ashanmed to think |I never felt for
hi m before.'

Lord Montbarry took his brother's hand.

"You are a good fellow, Henry,' he said; 'but are you quite

sure that you have not been needl essly distressing yourself?
Because sone of this crazy creature's witing accidentally tells
what we know to be the truth, does it followthat all the rest is
to be relied on to the end?

"There is no possible doubt of it," Henry replied.

'No possible doubt?" his brother repeated. 'I shall go
on with ny reading, Henry--and see what justification
there may be for that confident conclusion of yours.'

He read on steadily, until he had reached the end of the Second Act.
Then he | ooked up

"Do you really believe that the mutilated remai ns which you
di scovered this nmorning are the remains of our brother? he asked.
"And do you believe it on such evidence as this?

Henry answered silently by a sign in the affirmtive.

Lord Montbarry checked hinmsel f--evidently on the point of entering
an indi gnant protest.

' You acknow edge that you have not read the | ater scenes
of the piece,' he said. 'Don't be childish, Henry! |[|f you
persist in pinning your faith on such stuff as this, the | east



you can do is to nake yourself thoroughly acquainted with it.
WIIl you read the Third Act? No? Then | shall read it to you.'

He turned to the Third Act, and ran over those fragnmentary passages
which were clearly enough witten and expressed to be intelligible
to the mind of a stranger

"Here is a scene in the vaults of the palace,' he began. 'The victim
of the conspiracy is sleeping on his mserable bed; and the Baron

and the Countess are considering the position in which they stand.

The Countess (as well as | can neke it out) has rai sed the nobney

that is wanted by borrowi ng on the security of her jewels at Frankfort;
and the Courier upstairs is still declared by the Doctor to have

a chance of recovery. What are the conspirators to do, if the man
does recover? The cautious Baron suggests setting the prisoner free.
If he ventures to appeal to the law, it is easy to declare that he is
subject to insane delusion, and to call his own wife as witness.

On the other hand, if the Courier dies, howis the sequestrated

and unknown nobl eman to be put out of the way? Passively, by letting
himstarve in his prison? No: the Baron is a man of refined tastes;
he di slikes needl ess cruelty. The active policy remains--

say, assassination by the knife of a hired bravo? The Baron

objects to trusting an acconplice; also to spending noney on anyone
but hinself. Shall they drop their prisoner into the canal?

The Baron declines to trust water; water will show himon the surface.
Shal |l they set his bed on fire? An excellent idea; but the snpke

m ght be seen. No: the circunmstances being now entirely altered,

poi soning hi mpresents the easiest way out of it. He has sinply
beconme a superfluous person. The cheapest poison will do.--

Is it possible, Henry, that you believe this consultation really

t ook place?

Henry nmade no reply. The succession of the questions that had just
been read to him exactly foll owed the succession of the dreans
that had terrified Ms. Norbury, on the two nights which she had
passed in the hotel. It was useless to point out this coincidence
to his brother. He only said, 'CGo on.'

Lord Montbarry turned the pages until he came to the next
intelligible passage.

'"Here,' he proceeded, 'is a double scene on the stage--so far as | can
understand the sketch of it. The Doctor is upstairs, innocently witing
his certificate of ny Lord' s decease, by the dead Courier's bedside.
Down in the vaults, the Baron stands by the corpse of the poisoned |ord,
preparing the strong chenical acids which are to reduce it

to a heap of ashes--Surely, it is not worth while to trouble

oursel ves with deci phering such nel odramatic horrors as these?

Let us get on! let us get on!’

He turned the | eaves again; attenpting vainly to discover the meaning
of the confused scenes that followed. On the |ast page but one,
he found the last intelligible sentences.

"The Third Act seens to be divided,' he said, 'into two Parts

or Tableaux. | think I can read the witing at the begi nning

of the Second Part. The Baron and the Countess open the scene.
The Baron's hands are nysteriously conceal ed by gl oves.

He has reduced the body to ashes by his own system of cremation,
with the exception of the head--'



Henry interrupted his brother there. 'Don't read any nore!’
he excl ai med.

"Let us do the Countess justice,' Lord Mntbarry persisted.

'"There are not half a dozen lines nore that | can nmake out!

The acci dental breaking of his jar of acid has burnt the Baron's

hands severely. He is still unable to proceed to the destruction

of the head--and the Countess is woman enough (with all her w ckedness)
to shrink fromattenpting to take his place--when the first news

is received of the comng arrival of the conmi ssion of inquiry
despatched by the insurance offices. The Baron feels no alarm

Inquire as the conmission may, it is the natural death of the Courier
(in my Lord' s character) that they are blindly investigating.

The head not being destroyed, the obvious alternative is to hide it--
and the Baron is equal to the occasion. H's studies in the old library
have i nforned himof a safe place of conceal nent in the pal ace.

The Countess may recoil fromhandling the acids and watchi ng the process
of cremation; but she can surely sprinkle a little disinfecting
powder - -

"No nore!'" Henry reiterated. 'No nore!'’

"There is no nore that can be read, ny dear fellow The | ast page
| ooks like sheer delirium She may well have told you that her
i nvention had failed her!’

'Face the truth honestly, Stephen, and say her nenory.

Lord Montbarry rose fromthe table at which he had been sitting,
and | ooked at his brother with pitying eyes.

"Your nerves are out of order, Henry,' he said. 'And no wonder,

after that frightful discovery under the hearth-stone. W won't dispute
about it; we will wait a day or two until you are quite yourself again
In the nmeantine, |let us understand each other on one point at |east.

You | eave the question of what is to be done with these pages of witing
to me, as the head of the famly?

‘1 do.'

Lord Montbarry quietly took up the manuscript, and threw it

into the fire. 'Let this rubbish be of sonme use,' he said,

hol di ng the pages down with the poker. 'The roomis getting chilly--
the Countess's play will set sone of these charred |ogs flaning again.'
He waited a little at the fire-place, and returned to his brother

"Now, Henry, | have a last word to say, and then | have done.

| amready to adnit that you have stunbl ed, by an unlucky chance,

on the proof of a crine conmitted in the old days of the pal ace,

nobody knows how | ong ago. Wth that one concession, | dispute
everything el se. Rather than agree in the opinion you have forned,

I won't believe anything that has happened. The supernatura

i nfluences that sone of us felt when we first slept in this hotel--
your | oss of appetite, our sister's dreadful dreans, the snell that
overpowered Francis, and the head that appeared to Agnes--1 declare them
all to be sheer delusions! | believe in nothing, nothing, nothing!'

He opened the door to go out, and | ooked back into the room

"Yes,' he resuned, 'there is one thing | believe in. M wfe has
conmitted a breach of confidence--1 believe Agnes will marry you.

Good night, Henry. W leave Venice the first thing to-norrow

nor ni ng.



So Lord Montbarry di sposed of the nystery of The Haunted Hotel.

POSTSCRI PT

A last chance of deciding the difference of opinion between

the two brothers renmained in Henry's possession. He had his own
i dea of the use to which he mght put the false teeth as a neans
of inquiry when he and Ms fellowtravellers returned to Engl and.

The only surviving depositary of the domestic history of

the fanmily in past years, was Agnes Lockwood's ol d nurse.

Henry took his first opportunity of trying to revive her persona
recol l ections of the deceased Lord Montbarry. But the nurse had never
forgiven the great man of the famly for his desertion of Agnes;
she flatly refused to consult her nenory. 'Even the bare sight

of ny lord, when | last saw himin London,' said the old wonan,
"made ny finger-nails itch to set their mark on his face.

I was sent on an errand by Mss Agnes; and | net himcom ng out

of his dentist's door--and, thank God, that's the last | ever saw
of him'

Thanks to the nurse's quick tenper and quai nt way of expressing
hersel f, the object of Henry's inquiries was gai ned al ready!

He ventured on asking if she had noticed the situation of the house.
She had noticed, and still remenbered the situation--

did Master Henry suppose she had | ost the use of her senses,

because she happened to be nigh on eighty years old? The sane day,
he took the false teeth to the dentist, and set all further doubt
(if doubt had still been possible) at rest for ever. The teeth had
been nade for the first Lord Montbarry.

Henry never reveal ed the existence of this last link in the chain
of discovery to any living creature, his brother Stephen included.
He carried his terrible secret with himto the grave.

There was one other event in the menorabl e past on which he preserved
t he sane conpassionate silence. Little Ms. Ferrari never knew that
her husband had been--not, as she supposed, the Countess's victim-
but the Countess's acconplice. She still believed that the |ate Lord
Mont barry had sent her the thousand-pound note, and still recoiled
from maki ng use of a present which she persisted in declaring had
"the stain of her husband's blood on it.' Agnes, with the w dow s
entire approval, took the noney to the Children's Hospital;

and spent it in adding to the number of the beds.

In the spring of the new year, the marriage took place.

At the special request of Agnes, the nenbers of the famly were the only
persons present at the cerenony. There was no weddi ng breakfast--

and the honeynoon was spent in the retirement of a cottage on

t he banks of the Thanes.

During the last few days of the residence of the newy narried

couple by the riverside, Lady Montbarry's children were invited

to enjoy a day's play in the garden. The eldest girl overheard

(and reported to her nother) a little conjugal dial ogue which touched
on the topic of The Haunted Hot el



"Henry, | want you to give ne a kiss.'

"There it is, ny dear.’

"Now | amyour wife, may | speak to you about sonething?
"What is it?

' Sorret hi ng that happened the day before we |eft Venice.
You saw the Countess, during the |ast hours of her life.
Wwn't you tell me whether she nade any confession to you?

'No conscious confession, Agnes--and therefore no confession that I
need di stress you by repeating."'

'Did she say not hing about what she saw or heard, on that dreadfu
night in nmy roon?

"Not hing. W only know that her mind never recovered the terror
of it.'

Agnes was not quite satisfied. The subject troubled her

Even her own brief intercourse with her miserable riva

of other days suggested questions that perpl exed her

She renenbered the Countess's prediction. 'You have to bring ne
to the day of discovery, and to the punishment that is nmy doom'
Had the prediction sinply faded, |ike other nortal prophecies?--
or had it been fulfilled on the terrible night when she had seen
the apparition, and when she had innocently tenpted the Countess
to watch her in her roonf

Let it, however, be recorded, anbng the other virtues of Ms. Henry
West wi ck, that she never again attenpted to persuade her husband

into betraying his secrets. Oher nmen's wives, hearing of this

extraordi nary conduct (and being trained in the nmodern school of norals
and manners), naturally regarded her with conpassionate contenpt. They
spoke of Agnes, fromthat tine forth, as 'rather an ol d-fashi oned person.'

Is that all?
That is all.
I's there no explanation of the nystery of The Haunted Hotel ?

Ask yourself if there is any explanation of the nystery of your own
life and death.--Farewell.



