
A STARTLING ADVENTURE. 4T 
  

sense of hearing grows during the still 

watches of the night, especially when we 

are labouring under violent inward disquie- 

tude? I fancied, sometimes, that I heard 

a distant rustling, then again something 

creeping nearer and nearer from the farther 

rooms, then a breathing or whispering. 

I began to believe the most incredible 

might prove credible, the most impossible 

possible, and I know that at one time I sat 

erect staring with wide-open eyes at the 

opposite door, expecting to see nothing less 

than Herodias entering with the head of St. 

John the Baptist on a charger. 

From that moment I took the utmost 

pains to quiet my excited imagination. I 

thought of the daily cares of life, and called 

the past.and future to my assistance; then 

I told myself how safe and comfortable I 

was compared to many thousands, resting 

there on downy cushions, protected from 

inclement weather, secure from burglars 

and murderers. But again my thoughts 

wandered helplessly from my cosy corner 

to the adjoining chambers, and pictured to 
themselves dread scenes between gods and 

goddesses, saints and martyrs, until my 

brain whirled tumultuously. I felt feverish 

and full of pity for myself, when I thought 

of my distant home and family. I had no 
anxiety on my landlady’s account, for I had 

-on several occasions stayed overnight with 

my friends when the weather was unfavour- 
able, therefore I knew she would not expect 
me. I was really getting calmer when 

something occurred which threw me out of 
my hard-gained composure. 

I started up from my seat, then lost my 
consciousness for an instant, in spite of my 
good. resolutions. What was that fearful 
‘crash! Like thunder it rolled on and on 
through the lower and upper rooms, and 
now all was as still as before. Slowly my 

senses returned, but my blood, which 
seemed frozen a moment before, now 

‘throbbed fiercely in all my veins. 
My face pressed into the cushion, I 

listened with breathless suspense, and—yes, 
‘something stirred in the house; there wasa 
creeping, shuffling movement on the stairs | 

; keys. 

  

and along the corridors. Strange sounds 

I heard, and awful was the echo they 

awakened. From all corners of the vast 

building, steps seemed approaching nearer 

and nearer, doors creaked on their hinges, 

and I heard distinctly the rattling of large 

“Tap, tap, tap!” it came on through 

the first room, through the second, nearer 

and nearer to my hiding-place. 

I sat motionless, unable to move a finger. 

I was only conscious that I should see 
something go through some awful scene— 

but what? I dared not think ofthat. I 

closed my eyes to shut out the sight of the 

dread thing that came towards me with 

such fearful certainty. 

I remained but a few seconds in this 

agonising suspense, though at that time it 

seemed to me—oh, how long! A faint 

streak of light fell upon my closed eyelids, 

and caused them to open mechanically. 

Like one in a dream, I gazed on the 

apparition standing in the doorway in strong 

relief from the darkness beyond. It wasa 

figure cast in Rembrandt’s light and shade, 

stepped forth, as it were, from an antique 

frame, and the lantern which the old man 

held up high towards me threw a red, glow- 

ing reflection on a wrinkled brow, fringed 

by long silvery hair, and on a pair of dark 

piercing eyes, which were riveted on mine, 

as mine were on them. 

“Tt is you after all!” exclaimed the old 

man, after this silent mutual greeting. 

“ After all! I thought so. If any one had 

been shut in, it must be you. How glad— 

ah, how glad I am that I have come; poor 

lady !” 
“ But how did you know, how could you 

guess?” I asked, with a voice trembling in 

spite of myself, after my late agitation, and 

when I rose my knees shook violently. 

Instead of replying, my deliverer, who 

was no other than my kind old friend who 

had warned me, merely shook his head. 

“By-and-by,” he said, as he hurried me 

through the dismal apartments. I need 

not tell you that this time I left the gallery 

without regret. When I saw how carefully, 

though hastily, my guide fastened each doa


