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the next day
arows into nopn, and
Lappens to religve the
terribie anxicty thut is felp by all with-
in tho csstio as to the fate
ing master.  Thoy woary
out wondering, idly buf incossantly,
what can have hecome of him.

The sacond day ¢nmes and goes. g0
does tho third and the fourth, the fifth
and the sixth, and then the seventh
duwns.

Florence Dclmaine, who has been
hatf-distractod with eamnilicting fears
and emotions, and whn has boen sii-
ting in ber room apart {rom the others,
with lLer head bent down and resting
w1 her hands, su:h’lenli raising her
eves, sees Dora stansding hefore hor.

The wiiow i3 leoking hagoard and
hollow-eyed. All hor dainty freshness
hasg gone, and she now lcoks in-years
whaf in realisy she is, close on §h
five. Ierlips avs pale and droo
her chiceks coloriess; her whole air
suggestive of dedp depression, the ye-
sult of sieepiess nights and days filied
with grief and suspeunss of tihe most
poignant nature.

“Alug, how well she loves him tool”
thinks Florence, contemplating hwer i !
silence. Dora. advancing, Iays her
hand upon the tabls near Florence, and i
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says, in a uerried impeassioned tone—

*Oh, Florence, what has become of
him? What has been done to him? I
hiave tried to hide my tervible anxiety
for the past two miserable days, but
now I fesl I must speak te some.one or
go mad!”

Shie smites her hands together, and,
sinking into a chair, looks as if'she is
going  to faint. Florsnce, greatly
alarmed, vises from her chair, and,
running to her, places her arm round ,
her as though to support her. Bub Do- ¢
ra repuisos her almost ronghly and:
motions Ler away. -

“Do not; touch mel” she eries hoarse-
“Do not coms nearame; you, of ail
people, should be the last to comé io ;
my assistance! I3esides, I am not here
to talk about myself, bub of him. Flox-
ence, have you any suspicion?”

Dora leans forward aid losks serutin-
izingly at her cousin, as though fearing,
yet hoping to get au answerin the
affirmative. But Florence shakes her
head.

“I have no-suspiclon—none,” she an-
swors sgaly. “If I had should I'not ach
upon it, whatover it might ¢ost me?”

“Would you,” asks Diora eagerly, as
though Impresscd by hier companion’s
worids—“whataver it might cost you?y”

Her munner i3 30 strange that Flor-
enca painses beforo replying.

“Yes,” ghe suys ob lasg. “No earthly
consideration should kesp me from us-
ing any knowladge I might by acecident
or otherwise bscome possessed of to
lay baro thig mystery. Dora,” she cries
suddenly, “if yoa kuow anything, I im-
plore. I entreat you to say so.”

“What should I know?” responds
the widow, recoiling.’

“You loved him to9,” says Florence
piteously, now more than ever con-
vineced tiwat Dora is keeping something
Eidden from her. “For the sake of that
love, disclese anythiug yon may know
abcut this awful matfer.”

“I dare not speuk openly,” replies the
widoew, growing even a shade paler,
“becanse my suspicioi is of the barvest
character, and may he altogether
wrong. Yei thers are moments when
gome hidden instine$ within my breast
whispers to me that I am on the right
track.”

“If 80, murmurs Florence, falling
upoxn her knees befors her, ¥do not hes-
itate; follow up this instinctive feeling;
and who knows but something may
come of it! Dora, do not delay. Soon,
soon—if not alrcady—it may be too
late. Alas,” she cries, bursting into
bister tears, “what do I say? Is it nob
too late even now? Whal hope can
there be affer six long days, and no
tidings?”

“I will do what I can, I am resolved”
declarss Idora, rising abruptly to her
feet. “If too late to do any good, ik
may not be too late to wring the truth
from bim, and bring the murderer to
justice.”

“YFrom him?

T ¥rom whom — what
murderer?” exclaims Florence, in a
voice of horror. “Dora, what are you
saying?”’

‘Never mind. Letme go now; and
to-night—this evening let ms eccme to
you here again, and tell you the result
of what I am new about to do.”

8he quits the room ag silently as she
sobered it, and Florence, sinking back
in her chair, gives herself up to the ex-
citement and amazement thavrare over-

owering her. Thers is something else,

00, In her thoughts that is puzzling
and perplexing her; in all Dofa’s man=
ner there was nothing that would lead
her to think that she loved Sir Adrian;
there was fear, and g desire for re-
venge In i, bat none of the degpair of
a loving womean who had lost the man
to whom she has given her heart.

Florence is still pondering these
things, while Dora, going swiftly down
stairs, turns into the side hall, glane-
ing inte library and roowms as she goes
slong, plainly in search of something
or someone.

At last her gearch is successful; in a
small room ske finds Arvthur Dynecourt
apparently readiug, as he sits in a
large arm-chair, with his eyes fixed in-
tently upon the book in his hand. See-
ing her, he ¢loses the volume, and,
throwing it from him, says carelessly:

“Pshaw — what contemptible trash
they write nowadays!”

‘ﬁow can you sit here calmly read-
in%;” eXclaims Dora Vvehsmently
“when

we are all so distressed in mindl
But I forgot”—with a meaning glance
“you gain by his-death; we do not.” _

“No, you lose,” he reterts coolly.
“Though, affer all, even_had things
been different, I can’t say I think you
had much chance at any time.”

- He smiles insolently at her as he says
this. But she pays no heed either %o
Bis words or his smile. Her whole goul
seems wrapped in ona thought, and at
Jast she gives expregsion to 1t.

“What have you done with him?” ghe
breaks forth, advapcing toward him,
as though to cordpel him to give her an
answer to the guestion that has been
torturing her f0r days past. )

“With whom?” ke asks coldly. Yeb
there is a forbidding gleam in his eyes
{.)hat should have warned her to for-

ear.

“With Sir Adrian-<~with your rival,
with the man yoy hafe* she cries, her
breath coming in liftle irrepressible
gasps. “Dyneeourt, I adjure you to
speak the truth, snc say what has be-
come of him.” -

“You rave,” he says cal'mli, lifting
hig eyebrows just a'shade, &z though in

ity Tor her foelish excitement. “I con=

ess the man was ne favorite of mine
and that I can not halp being glad of
this chancs thet hﬁi presentad itRelf in
kis extracrdianyy C w&%aearanoe of m
inheriting his placa and titls; bug li"e -
Iy, my dear creature, I gpow as littis of
what has beecome of him, as—L pre-
suws—you de youyssif.”
~ “You lie!” eries Dora, loging 811 con-
trol over herself. “You bays murder-
ed him, to get bhim out of your path.
His death ligs af your door.”

She points bher finger abt him as
though in eondsmnation as 'she utters
‘these words, but still he does not flinch,

“They will take you for aBedlamite,”
he says, with a sneering langh, “if you
conduch yourself like this. ‘Where ‘are
your proofs that I am the eold-blooded
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“But I shall make
life 10 iind them.”

“¥ou_had betfer devote your tims to
3016 ot s, he exelaimas sav-

i

agely, Iayix upon her wrist .
with an amount of foree that leaves
a2 rel mark upon the dsiicate flesh,
Do you hear me? T ou must be mad to
go on like thiis to me. I know nothing
of Adrian, but I know a good deal of
our designing conduct, and your wild
ealousy of Filorenca i Adl

eimaine.
the world saw how dovaoted he was to
her, and—mniark what I say—there have
heen tnstanees of a jealous woman kill-
ing the man she loved, rather than sece
him in the arms of nacther.”

“Demon!” shrieks Ilora, recoiling
from him. “You would f{ix the crime

on maer”

“Why not? I think the whole easa.
teils tervibly against you. Hitherto I
have spared you, I have vefrained from
hinting even at tha fact that your jeal-
ousy iaad. been aroused of late; bub
your conduct of So-day, and Hie wily
manner in which you have sought to
accuse me of being implicasted in this
unfortunate mystery conunected with i
iy unhapyy cousin, have wade me for-
rah my torhearance. Do warned in
ime, cease to persacute mo about this
matter, or—w 1eil womad that yon .
are—I shall certainly make it my busi= -
ness to investizate the entire matter,
and bring you to justicel”

e speaks with sueh an air of truth,
of thorough belief in her guilt, that
Dora is dazed, bewildered, and, falling
back from him covers her face with her
hands. The fear of publicity, of hav-
ing her labe intrigue brougit into the
glare of day, fills her with consterna-

s

tion. And then, what will she gain by
it? Nothing; she has no evidénes on

igh this man; all is mere
supposition.  Sha bifterly feels the
weakness of her position, and her ina-
bility to follow up her accusation.

“Ah, how liks a guiity creature you
stand there!” exclaims Dynecourt, re-

arding her bowed .end trembiing fig-
ure. “I see plainlyothat this must be
looked into. Miserable woman! If
you know anght of my cousin, you had -
better declare it now.” . ‘

“Traibor!” cries Dora, raising her
pale face and looking ab hixa with hor-
ror and defiance, , “You triumph now,
because, as veb, [ Btve no evidence to
support my belief; but’=she hesitates.

“Ah, brazen it oup to the- last!” says
Dynecourt insolently. “Defy me while ;

ou can. To-day I shall set the blood- |
aounds of the Iaw npon your track, so |
beware—=bewars!”

“You refuse to tell e anything? ex-
claims Dora, ignoring his words, and
ireating them as though they are un-
heard. “So much the worse for you.”

She turns from him, and leaves the
room as she finishes speaking; but,

heugh her werds have been defiang
there i3 no kindred feeling in her heart
1o bear her up.

Then the door closes betiveen them,
the flush diss out of her face, and she
looks even more wan and hopeless than
she did before seeking his presence.
She ecan not deny to herself that her
mission has been a failure. Hs has
openly scoifed at her threats, and she
is aware that she has not a shired of act-
ual evidence wherewith to support her
suspicion; the bravado with whieh ke
has sought fo turn the tables upon her-
self both frightens and disheartens her,
and now sha confesses to herself that
shle knows not whore to turn for coun-
sel.

which to conv

CHAPTER X.
In the meantime the daylight dwin-!
dles, and twilight desgends. Even that
too &epz}rts, and now darkness falls up-
on the distressed household, and still
there is no news of Sir Adrian. )
Arthur Dyrecourt, who is already
beginning to be treated with due re=
spect as the next heir to the baronetey,
has quietly hinted to old Lady FifzAl-|
mont that perhaps it will be as well, in !

the extraordinary circumstanees, if,
they all take their deparbute. This the ;

old lafly, though strongly dismnclined
to quit the eastle, i3 dsbating in her
own mind, and, being swayed by Lady
Gerbrude, who 18 seerstly rather bored
by the dullness that hing ensued on the
strangeo absence of their host, decides
to leave on the morrow, o the great
distress of both Dora and Florence Del=
maine, who shrink from deserting the
castle while its masfer’s fate is undeci-
ded. Bub they are also sensible that,
to remain the only fomale guests,
gould be o ouilrage the ¢onventionali-
ies.

Henry Vililers, Ethel’s father, is also ;|
of opinion that they shonld all quit the !
castle without delay. He is a hunting
man, an M. F. F. inhis own co,}m?r,,
and 18 naturaily anxious to get back to
his own quarters some tima beforeé the
hunting-sgason commences. Some oth-
ers have already gone, and altogether
it seeins to Fiorence that there is no
other course open to her but to pack up
and desert him, whom she loves, i the
-hour of his direst need. For thetre are
moments even now when she tells her-
self that he is still living, and only
waiting for a saving hand to_drag him
into smdoth waters once again.

A silance has fallen upon the house
more melancholy than the loudest ex-
pression of grief. The servants are
conversing over their supper in fright-
ened whispers, and conjecturing mood-
ily as to ‘the fate of their late master.
To them Sir Adrian is indeed dead, if
not buried. o )

In the servants’ corridor a strange
dull light is being flung upon the pol-
ished boards by a hanging-lamp that.is
burhing dimly; as though oppressed by
the dire evil that has fallen ipon the
old castle. No sound is to be heard
here in this spot, remote from the rest
of the house, where the servants sel:
dom come except t0 go to bed, and
nevet indeed without an inward shud-
der as they pass the door that léads to
the haunted chamber.

Just now, being at their supper, there
Is no fear that angy of them will be
about, and so the dimly lighted corris
dor i3 Wrapped in an unbroken silénce:
Not quite unbroken, however. What
is this that strikes upon the ear? What -
gound comeés to bresk the unearthly
slillness? A creeping footstep, a caus
tious tread, a alinking, halting,  uncer-
tain motion, belonging surely 0 some
one who sees an snemy; a 8py in every
flitting shadow. Nearer and nearer it
eomes now into the fuller glare of the
lamyught,vand stops ghoit at the doot |
80 dreaded by the castle servangs.

Locking uneasily around him, Ar-
thur Dynecourt—for it i3 he—unfast-
ens the door, and, entering hastily, clo-
ges it firmly behind him, and ascends
the gtajycase within, Theré id no halt-
ing in hig footsteps now, no unéertain=
ty, no caution, only a haste that batoks-
en3 a degire t6 get his errand over as-
quick as possible. L

Baving gained the firgt landing, he
walks slowly and on.tiptos again, and,
créeping up thé stons stairg, cronuches
down so a8 t0 bring his éar on 4 level
with the lower ehink of the door. |

Alas, all g still; no faintost groan
ean be heard! 'Ths silence of Dagth is
all around. In-spita of his hardihood,
the eold swast of fesr breaks out upon
Dynecourt’s brow; ahd yet hs teils him= .
self thaf now he is gatizfied, &ll is well,
hig victim is secure, is beyond ths pows
er of words or kindiy.eegxch to Tacall
bim o life; Hae may be digcoverad now
as goop as they liks. 'Who ean fix the
fact of his death upon him? Thare is
no blow, no mark of violenes to crimi-
nate any one. He ig safe, and all the
weallth ¢ had 80 coveted is at last his
own S T
. There is something fiendish in the
look of exultation that lights Arthur

i that has been his constant companion

i with which ho filled the heatts of all

i 'Will thers ever be any Tést or drsam-

Dyvecowst’s face. He hag o swall gull

lantern with him, and now it reveals
tho vile glance of trivunph that fires his
eyos. He would fain i‘.uve entered to
gaze upon his victim, to assnre himself .
of Iis victory, but he refrains. A dead-
1y fear thab he may not yvet be quite
dead keeps him back, and, with a
frown, he propares to descend once
more. i
Again he listens, hut the sullen roar -
of the rising night wind ig all that can
be heard. i‘;’.is hand shales, his face
assumas a livid kue, yeb ha tells him- |
gelf that surely this deadly silenceis
better than he listenad to last night. !
Then a ghostly moaring, almost inces-
sant and unearthly in  sound, had
pierced bis brain. It was racre like the -
cry of o dying brute than that of a

man. Sir Adrian slowly starved to
deathi In his own mind Arthnt ean

sae him now, worn, emaciated, lost to
all likeness of anything fair or conely.

Have the rats attackzsd him yet? As
this grewsoms thought presents itself, |
Dynecourt rises quickly from  his
crouching position, and, fiying down
the steps, does mot stop Tunming until
he arrvives ia the corridor below again.

1o dashes into this like one posses-
sod; but, finding himself in the light of ¢
the hanging lamp, collects himselt by
a vfmlen% eifurt, and looks around.

Yes, all is still. Mo lving form but
his is near. The corridor, as ho glan-
ces affrightedly up and Jdown, is emipty.
Ha can sec nothing bub his own shad-
ow, at sight of which he sturts and
turns pale and shudders.

The next moment he recovers him=
self, and, muttering an anathemaupon
his cowariice, he moves neiselessly to-
ward his room and the Lraady-bottle

of Inte.

Yet, here in his own room, he can
not rest, The hours go by with laggard
steps. Midnight has struck, and stil
he paces his ficor from wall to wall,
half-maddened by bis thoughts. Nof
that he telenfs. o feelings of repen-
tance stirs him, there is only a hervous
dread of the hout when it will be nec-
cessary to produce the dead body, if
only to prove his claim to the title so
dearly and so infamonsly pufchased,

_ Is he indeed dead—gpone past recall?
Is this hiouse, this place, tho old title,
the chance of winning the Woman ke

would have, all bis own? IS his hateful |
| tival=-hateful to him only because cf

his fair face and genial manners and
lovable disposition, and fthe esteem

who knew him=actually swept out of
his path? )

Aguin the lurking morbid longing to
view the body wita his own eyes, the
longing that had been his some hours
ago Wﬁen listening at the fatal door,
seizes hold of him, and grows in inten=
sity with every passing mofent.

At last it conguetrs him. Lighting a
candle, he opens kis door and peers
out. No one is astir. In all probabili=
ty every cone is abed, and pow sleeping
the sleep of fhe just=all éxeept him.

less sleep tor him again?

He goes softly downsstairs, and
makes his way to the lower door.
Meeting no one, he aseends the stairs
like onse only half conscious, until he ;
finds himself again before the door of
the haunted chamber. ] )

Then he walkes into sudden life. An
awiul terror takes posséssion of him. |
_Hba struggles with himseif, and pres-

ently so far succeeds in fegaining some
degree of composure that he can léan
against the wall and wipe hid"forehead,
and voWw to himself that he will never
descend until he has accomplished the
object of his visit. DBut the resulf of
this terrible fight with fear and éon-
science shows-itself in the increasing
pallor of his brow and the cold per=
spiration that stands thiek upon his
forehsad. . C
. Nerving himself for a final effort, he
lays his hand upon the door and pushes
it open. This heé does with bowed head
and eyeg averted, aftaid to look upon
his terrible work. A gilence more hot-
ibls to his guilty eonscience than the
most appalling noisés, follows this act;
ahd, again tke nameless terrot - seizihg"
him, he leans against it gladly, as if for
support.
. And now at last hse raises his eyes.
Slowly at first and eringingly, asif
dreading what they might see. Upon
the board at his fest they rest for a
moment; and then glide to the next
board, and 8o on, until his coward eyes
have covered a considerable portion of
the tloot., I, .

And noW, gfown bolder, he lifts hig
gfaie to the wall opposite and searches
t carefully. _ Than his éyes fufn again
to the floor. His face ghastly, and with
his eyes almost darting from theit
sockeus, he compels himself to bring his
awful investigation to an end. Avoid-
ing the corners at irst, as fheugh there
he expects his vile deed will oty aloud
to him demanding vengeance, he gazes
in a dazed way at the center of the
apartment, and dwells upon ¥ stupid-
17, until hé knows he ratist look further
gtill; and then his duil eyes fuirn to the
cormers where the dusky shadows lie,
brought thither by the glaré of his
small lantern. Reluetantiy, but care-
fully, he scans the apartment, nofemo=
test spot escapes his roused attention.
But no object, dead or living, atiracts
his notiée! Thé Foom is empiy!

He staggers. His hold upon the deor
relaxes. His lamp falls to the ground;
the door closes with a seoft but deadly
thud behind him, and=he is a prisoner
in thé haunted chamber! AS the dark-
ness closés in upon him, and heé fiads
nimself alone with what he hardly
dares to contemplate, his senses grow
confused, his_ brain reels; a fearful |
screain issueés from his 1ips, and he falls
t0 the floor insenisible.

. . CHAPTER X1,

_Dora, after her interview wWith Ar:
thur Dynecourt, feels indeed that all
is lost. "Hope is abandoned=-nothing
remains_ but despair; and in this in-
stance despair gaing in peignancy by
the knowledge that she believés she
knows the man who would help them
to a solution of their trouibles if e ever
would_or dared. No; ¢léarly he dare
not! Therefofe, No assistance can e
logked for from him, = =

Dinher at thé castle has beén & pro- -
miscuoiis 0¥t 6f éntertainment. for the
past three or four days, so Dora feels
1o compunction in declining t6 go to it
In bér owh-iroom 8he sits brooding mis-
erably over her inability to be of any
ise in the préseént crisis, when she sud-
denly remembers- that she had proms
jsed in the afterncon when with Flor-
ence to give her, later on, an account
of her effort to obtain the truth about

this mystery which is,hagrrowinlg them.
Ii i3 now eleéven O’clock and Dora de=
cidés that she raust see Florencs at onge.
Rising, wearily, she is abouf t0 cross
the éorridor to her cousin’s room, wWhen,
the door opening, shé sees Florence,
with a pale face and agitated, ¢oming
toward her. L . -
“You, Flofencel” she execlaims. “I
was just gom% to yog, to tell you that
my hopes of this afternoon are all=>
. “Let me spaalk,” interrupts Florence
breathlessly. “I must, or==" She sinks
into a chair, her eyes close, and invol=
untarily she, lays her hand upon her
heart a3 if Yo allay its tumultuous beat=

8, rouily

ity alarmed, Tashing to bher
=50, 36izes upon & fask of
bol@gne, and flings sohie of iis
coittanis freely over the fainting girl.
Florence, with & sigh, rouses herself,
ang sits upright. . .
“Thers 18 no_time to lose,” shé says
confusediy. “Oh, Doral” Here she
breaks down and bursts into tears.
_ “Tty to_eéoInpose yourself,” entréats
Dora, sesing the girl has some impors

$ant news Yo impart; but is s6 hervous

and unsirung as to be almost incapable

of speaking with any coherence. But
presently Florence grows caimer, and
then, her voice becoining clsar and fall,
she is able to unburden her heart.

“All this day I have Dbeen opnressed
by a curious restlessuess,” she says to
Dora; and, when you 1e.ft me this af=
ternoon, your vague promises of being
able to ‘elucidate the terrible secre
that is weighing us down made me even
more unsectled. I did not go dowan to
dinner=> . ] .

“¥Neither did I,” puts in Mrs. Talbos
gympathetically. -

“I'wandered up and down my room
for at least two Lours, thinking always,

and waiting for the moment swhen you 1.

would refurn, according to promise,
and tell me the success of your hidden
enterprise. Y ou did not come, and at
half pasi aine, nnable to stay any lon-

~
7

)

er in my own room with only my own
houghts for company, 1 opened my
door, and, listening iutently, found by
the deep silence that reigned ihrough-
out the house that almost-every one
was gone, if not to bed, at least to
their own roems.”

“Lady FitzAlmont and Gertrude
pagsed to their rooms about an’ howr
ago.” says Dora. “But some of the men,
Tthink, ave still in the smoking-roen.”

“I &id not think of them. I sioie
from iny Toom; and reamed idly
through the halls. Suddenly a great—
I can hot help thinking now a super-
uaburally strong—cesire to go into the
sofvants’ corridor took possession of
ma. VWithout allowing myself-an in-
stant hegitation, I turned in its diree-
tion, and walked en until I reached it.”

She .pauses here, and draws her
breath rapidly. .

“Go op,” entreats Dora impatiently.

“The lamp was burning dimly. The
servants were all downsstairs—at their
supper, I suppose—because there Wwas
no trace ¢f them anywhere. Not a
sound could be heard. The whole place
Jocked melancholy and deserted, and
filled ms with a sepse of awe I -could
not overcome. Still it attracted me. 1
lingered there, walking up and down
until its very monotony wearied me;
even then I was loath to leave 15, and
turning inte a small sitiing-100m, 1
stood staring idly around me._ At last,
someiwhere 1 the distance I heard a
¢lock strike ten, and, turning, I decid-
ed o going back once more tomy
room.” ) B

Again, emotion overcoming her ¥lox=
ence pauses, and leans back in her
chalr.

“Well, but what i3 there in sl this to
terrify yvou so mmeh?” demands her
cousin, somewhat bewilderad.

“Ah) give ma timse!] | Now I am com-
g to it” replies Florence ¢

ou know the largs sere
stands in tlia corridor just outside the
sitting-room: I have raenbioneds=put
there, I imagine to break she draught?
Well, I had corae out of the room and
was standing half-hidden by this
géreen, when 1 saw something thab
paralyzed me with fear.” )

. he rises to her feet and grows dead-
1y pale as she says this, as though the

in
&«

'sehsation of fear she has been deserib-

ing has comee to her again,
You saw==" prompts Dora, rising
too, and trembling viclently, as though
in expectation of soms futal tidings.
LT ve Continuzd ] "
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