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with bolts and bars, I realized fully how 
securely I had been imprisoned. I scarcely 
ventured to look back, and shuddered to 

think of the agonising fear I had undergone, 

when I had first heard the creaking and 
slamminy of the doors re-echo through the 
lofty chambers. I was not far enough from 

the scene of my sufferings to be able to 

laugh at them, and involuntarily kept close 
to the side of my conductor. | 

The old man did not speak a word, and 
only stopped when we reached the cloak- 

room, where I took my hat from the peg, 

and wrapped myself up in my shawl, for I 
felt coldand shivery. In the lower corridor 
I found my goloshes in their accustomed 
corner, and here my friend broke the silence 
by saying, as he pointed to them, “ Your 
thanks are due to them, lady—next to the 

Madonna,” he added, crossing himself de- 
voutly. 

“And to you,” I replied, trying to take 
his hand, which he withdrew, however, 

hastily, as if feeling ashamed. 
I will not try to describe the delight with 

which I imbibed the night air, damp and 
chill though it was, when the last door of 
my huge black prison was closed behind 

me. The old man accompanied me to my 
lodgings, telling me on the way the cause 
of his unexpected appearance. 

He had been on duty below that day, 
and after his colleague had assured him 
that all was in order in the upper rooms, he 
had commenced locking up for the night. 
He went on to say, that often a trifling 
thing, which we scarcely notice in passing,’ 
recurs to our mind with great distinctness 
after some time, and so it happened that 
while eating his evening soup he had recol- 
lected seeing a pair of goloshes in the passage 
below before closing the outer door. This 
had certainly occurred before, and he told 
himself as much; but the more he reflected 
the more he became convinced that no 
Jady—and a lady’s goloshes they certainly 
were—would leave the building without 
them on such a miserably wet day. Arrived 
at this conclusion, he had imparted his 
anxiety to his wife; but she, good old soul, |   

like the best of women, had thought too 
much of him and too little of the rest of 
the world, and had besought him not to 
venture near the haunted place at that time 
of night. “What else could I do,” con- 
tinued the old man, “but wait patiently 
until the hour arrived in which I am 
accustomed to smoke my nightly pipe in 
company with my colleagues at a quiet 
house close at hand—where I have done 
that to-night, you know, lady?” 

He smiled, but I could find no words to 

express my gratitude, feeling ill and ex- 
hausted ; but I am sure he understood me, 

for he took my hand and shook it heartily 

as we reached my door, saying that he 
hoped I should sleep as well as he intended 
todo. “And now,” he added, “my hour 

for smoking is past, and I must hurry 
home; my good wife must not know where 
I have been, else she would not rest all 

night.” 
“Why so?” I asked. 
“ Oh, never mind,” he replied; ‘‘it’s but 

old women’s talk—don’t you believe what 
people may tell you; at the same time, 

you had better attend to the signal, and not 
get locked in again.” 

With these words he rang my bell, which 
sounded loud and shrill through the silent 
house, and when soon after my landlady 

appeared in person to let me in, he left me 
with a hearty “‘Good-night !” 

My hostess was greatly surprised to see 
me. 

“Dear me, miss, what weather to come 

home in, and how wet you are!” she ex- 
claimed. She had not expected me, and 
was just preparing to goto bed. On her 

asking me whether I had spent the evening 
with my friends I simply nodded, for I was 

too weary to tell her of what I had gone 

through, therefore, leaving her to go to rest, 

I sought my own room. 
The next day being Saturday, on which 

we were not permitted to paint in the 

gallery, I found plenty of time to recover 
from my excitement. My landlady noticed 

my unusually pale looks, and not being able 

to evade her sympathetic questions, I im:


