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on tiptoe. Yes! he heard the same nvise as 
the others did, but his face expressed neither 
fear nor hesitation, simply curiosity. 
Suddenly he halted half-way up the stairs, 
listening intently, and his companions saw 
that he became pale and grave. 

Plainly they heard what seemed the mov- 
ing of heavy pictures and cases, and hollow 

strokes with many hammers. The nearer 
they approached the inner doors the more 
distinctly the sound of many voices whis- 
pering hurriedly and anxiously reached their 
ears. 

“Forward !” cried the inspector, recover- 
ing himself, and opening one door after 
another in quick succession. 

“Villains!” he roared with an angry 

voice, holding the lantern above his head. 
Dead silence and utter darkness sur- 

rounded him. Motionless hung the pic- 
tures around the walls, and hundreds of eyes 

looked down from them, as it were, with 

silent reproof at the nightly intruders. 
As it was in the first room, so it seemed 

in all the rest; everything in its wonted 
order. If anything ghost-like was to be 
seen, it was the white face of the scared 

subordinate ; even the inspector could not 

help shaking his head at what he termed “a 
strange delusion.” . 

After another fruitless search of all the 
chambers, they turned to go, but scarcely 

was the first door closed behind them, when 

the man laid his finger on his quivering lip, 
turning his ashy countenance towards his 
‘superior. The same knocking and hammer- 
ing, the same hurried whispering as before, 
was heard with alarming distinctness. The 
inspector stamping his foot, and without 
another word or look, retraced his steps,   

  

undaunted and alone. After a quarter of 

an hour had elapsed, during which the 
man awaiting his return had heard the weird 
noise without intermission, he appeared. 

“Tt is nothing!” he said, with a firm, 
hard voice, his face of aleaden hue. “ Let 

us go home.” 

“Nota word did he ever utter on the 
subject,” continued my hostess; “the 
knowledge of what he saw he has taken 
with him into the grave, to which they 
carried him soon after. So much is certain, 

however, that no one has since ventured at 

night-time into the gallery, and that the 
same noise proceeds from the rooms yearly 

on that day. 
“ And that day,” she concluded, tooking 

hard at me—“ that day was—yesterday !” 

I could not help shuddering at this un 
expected communication, and although I 
tried to think that the old inspector had seen 
nothing, consequently had nothing to relate, 
yet I felt grateful to my goloshes for having 

spared me a personal experience in the 
matter. My enthusiasm was too genuine 

to suffer from this event. I visited the 
gallery as before, it grew more and more 
home, but for the nights I gave preference 
to the humble roof and hearth of my kind 
landlady, in whose estimation I had risen 
visibly since my narrow escape from contact 
with the spiritual world. 

I painted and studied with eagerness and 
perseverance, and used every hour granted 
to the students in the gallery, but ‘“ the busy 
bee,” as some ironically called me, never 
missed the signal again—never forgot her- 
self again in one or the other sweet in- 
toxicating flowers of art—Adbridged from 
the “ Leisure Hour,” 

 


