
wish You have lived in Cheswick, I be-
lieve*

Yea-, Doublet had been there long be-
fore.

* With whom did you live !* I inquired.
He replied that hie master was dead.

Ah, yes, they wereall sone long ago 1 The

old man sighed, and his eyes were

strangely mournful. Why was it they
always seemed to look beyond and through
me!

I arose impatiently. Iwas notional.
‘You have heard of Mrs Latane'a family,

then !* I said, while striking a match.
Yes—oh, yee ! For the first time Dou-

bles teemed to awaken. There had been a

Min Rose Latane onee, he had heard.
She was a famous belle, who died unmar-

ried. Ab. well many belles have remained
unmarried. Doubles paused, and I
smoked. Then he remarked that there
was a young lady at the nest place whose
name was also Rose. Yes—yes, Rose !

She, too, was very beautiful. No doubt
a descendant of the older Miss Latane’a
family.
Iwas surprised at the interest and ob-

servation shown by Doubles on this point,
and smoked in silence, waiting for him to

continue. Hesitatingly he did so, eyeing
me all the while.

Only an hour before he had seen the
young lady go through the wicket gate.
She was doubtless even then returning in

the lane. It was a beautiful morning-
beautiful.

Again Doubles eyed me. I flung my
cigar into the fire without a word and
caught up my cap and rushed out into the
frosty sunlight, with my heart throbbing
one refrain, * Rose ! Rose ! Rose !'

I plunged through dry leaves, and, sure

enough, met her passing through the little
gate. As we went up the garden path
together I saw old Doubles standing by
the wall of the ruined wing, evidently
watching us. But I didnot care. Iwould
not deny to a soul that which was patent
to myself. I was desperately in love, and

at first eight. For from the momentwhen
I saw Rose Latane first at the wicket gate
I realized without hesitancy that she was

the one womanwhom I wished to marry—-
nay, whom I intended to marry !

From that time on I was conscious that
my infatuation was wholly perceived by
old Doubles, and that in some unaccount-

able manner he bad Mt himself to help me

on with my suit. But no sign of what he

divined did the old man give. I did not

pause even to question myself, for in a

fortnight after my arrival at Gray Hollows
my fate laystraight before me, and Roee
Latane alone bad the solving of it.

On the night of November 30th I sat in

the library drawing plane for the future

renovation of Gray Hollows, and although
I bad not yet broached a word of my feel-
ing to Rose, I found myself arranging
rooms according to what I thought would
be the taste of her whom I hoped to bring
as the future mistress.
I felt unaccountably restless. The day

had been cold and cheerless—an abrupt
change from days preceding.

The wind swept around the old place,
and rattled the windows and screamed up

the chimneys, and made me unsettled and
nervous. I had found no exeuM to call

upon my neighbour, which fact was no

doubt the key-note of my mood. I strove

vainly to divert myself by investigating
the contents of anold diary which had been
kept by my great-grandfather, and which
was afterwards left me among my father’s
personal possessions. But I could settle
to nothing, and was dissatisfied and brood-

ing, like the weather.

I had to own, too, that I was growing
tired of the ancient figure of Doublex. An
unusual spirit seemed to have entered into

the oldman that day. He was uncomfort-
ably in evidence whenever I desired soli-
tude, and he appeared in the library hour

after hour without excuse, and was almost
officious in his effort toremain near me or

to be of service. I appreciated the unac-

countable devotion with which I bad ap-
parently inspired my old servant, but it

palled upon me, and he persisted in fixing
his eyes upon me with an eager sort of

wistfnlness which made me feel antieipa-
tive. By night I had pretty well deter-
mined to get another and a youthfully
robust valet, more in accordance with my
own age and less harmonious with that of

Gray Hollows.
I found myself inexcusably vexed with

old Doublex. Perhaps we are all more or

less vexed with that which we cannot

understand. I looked for some fault for
which I might upbraid him ; but Doublex
was provokingly correct—too correct.

During the evening I read for a while in

my great-grandfather's diary, picking out

a date here and there, and deciphering
with difficulty the fine, old-fashioned
handwriting ; but at last, when the clock
struck eleven, I put the book away and
threw myself upon the lounge in a corner,

with my hand shading my eyes, and fell to

dreaming about Rose.
Suddenly I was aware that Doublex

stood before me. I had not heard him
enter, and was about to make on Irritated
remark about his unnecessary quietness,
when, to my surprise, ho beckoned to me.

Bewildered, I sprang up to seethe figure of
the old man disappearing out of the door.
I hurriedly followed him through the ball
and out of the house.

It was now a windless night, and moon-

light, white and mysterious, lay over Gray
Hollows. Straightahead went old Doublex
to his usual haunt—the ruined left wing—-
and I after him. Then I stopped short,
utterly bewildered and smazed. I had

been brought to a standstill, not by a

scattered pile of stonework, but by the left
wing of Gray Hollows, looming dark and

undestroyed above me. Near by, with his
mournful gaze upon me, was the figure of

old Doublex.
I could not speak nor make a sound.

Some dumbness oi brain as well as of tongue
was upon me. Mechanically I waited. The
lights shone through thewindows,and within
I could see a ballroom, with figures moving
to and fro in a stately dance. Jewels flashed
and red lips smiled. Plumed heads bowed
and brilliantbrocades in groups ofcolour met

and parted in the dance. Suddenly I started,
and my brain throbbed. She was there be-
fore me! Roee ! My Rose ! Did I not know
hereyes—her smile! Beneath the powdered
coiffure and waving feathers Roee Latane
passed before me in the dance. Surely I
was dreaming ! Surely I would awaken
presently ! I strove to rush forward to

satisfy myself that I slept, to break the
mystery or the dream ; but, like an iron
grasp, the inscrutable gaze of old Doublex
was upon me. I could not move.

Two figures approached the Rose of the
dance, and one of them resembled myself.
Yes, in spite of the powdered hair and
courtly dress, it was my own face. Where
or when bad I done the same! Where
and when had I seenor heard of the other!

Aha ! The old story of the ball, on the
night when Beverly Lane came into his

inheritance 1 The two cousins ! With the
rapidity of a dream, all which then trans-

pired flashed upon my bewildered vision.
Roee turned and laid her hand upon the

arm of the young man who resembled my-
self, and the other, with a malignant look
of hatred, turned on his heel and left

them;
In the shadow of night, with the figure

of old Doublex beside me, I marked what

then passed. It was with the lightning-
like transition of thought. The guests
left with no sound of hoof or wheel. One
by one the lights were extinguished in
Gray Hollows. Presently two figures de-
scended the steps to the terrace, and thence

down the path toward the hollows, and
silently we followed them, old Doublex
and I.

In a moonlit space below, the young men

paused. There was a gleam of steel, and
then one of them spoke Was it the voice
of my inner spirit! Surely I had heard it
all before.

* Wait, Beverly Lane ’. This is of your
own seeking. Were you worthy of her I
should speak no word ; but I shall strive to

protect her. Once more I ask you by what

means you gained possession of my inheri-
tance—for I had our uncle’s assurance that

so it would be !'
* Dog ! Liar ! She is mine '. Gray

Hollows is mine !’
The words cut the air simultaneously

with two swords. There was a flashing of

steel ; the first speaker made a swift lunge,
and the second sprang back with the blood

flowing from his band. Then the other put
up his sword.

* There! I do not wish to kill you,

Beverly ! I go, but Time shall yet tes-
tify—’

He plunged into the gray underbrush of

the hollows and disappeared. There was

the faint sound of horses’ hoofs, and the
other stood in the moonlight with his
bleeding hand held high.

* Aba ! You leave the field, my brave
soldier ! She is mine now, and you shall
pay dear for this blood ! Who shall Time
employ! Who shall testify against me!'

* I !—I shall !’

The figure of old Doublex was no longer
beside me. He stood in the space, with the
moonlight on his gray hair. The younger
man started back with an oath.

* I shall, Master Beverly ! 1 shall testify

DEARS
I Soap .Makers

Mr. John L.Milton I
SirErasmusWHson

St.John s Hospitalfor the Ski*.London. Late President
“ From time to time I have D.. A VA+A/Xi va 4-

tried very many different soaps iSV 21-130011111X16131 “The use of a good soap

andafterfive-and-twentyyears M is certainly calculated to pre-
careful observation in many «* *

serve the skin in health, to

thousands of cases, both in
maintain its complexion and

SSKSHS HER MAJESTY “1, p,"S
that none have answered so

FlfeFl I fc—W ■ ■ into wrinkles. PEARS is a

well or proved sobeneficial to nameengraved on thememory

the skin as PEARS’ SOAP. _ of the oldest inhabitant ; and

Time and more extendedtrials F ■ W mv PEARS’ SOAP is an article
have only served to ratify this M

of t | )e careful

opimon which I hrst expressed B ■ ■ ■ W ■■ *■ ■ ,nanufa< ture. and one of the

to'increase in Jir JI
this admirable preparation.” — —

of balms for the skin. ’

AND

HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS THE

Prince of Wales.

Sat., May i, 1897. THE NEW ZEALAND GRAPHIC 553


