
yer honour, that's the history of Mervyn Coort. an' no wan livin'knows moreaboutit norItowld ye.'
■*= * "<

Itwas the day before Xew Year's Eve. h\ an olddisused room
on the highest storey of Mervyn Court Gladys was busily engagedrummaging among the contents of the dusty,cobwcb-covorcd boxesand chests whichhod lain there for many a* lon» year. The object
of her search wasa pieceof fur with which to trim a warm crim-
son jacket for rauhael Bray, the half-witted womanof whom PatDonohoe had spoken. The winter was a severe one, and the poor
creaturesuffered a good dealfrom thecold, soGladys waspreparingthe jacketas a New Yenr's gift, which «]■,,» know would ho themore
acceptable, as itgratified Rachael's childish love of brieht colours.
The search didnot seem successful, for after repeated divintrs into
the motley heap which waspiledon the floor. Gladys exclaimed in
an impatient, vexed trueof voice:'

Ihave rummaged these old boxes a thousand times and I
might as well havespared myself the trouble. This bit of beaver
must do. although I'm sure it is all moth-eaten. IthoughtIcouldfind an old chinchilla muff of Aunt Letty's, but it seems to havevanished. Oh, you old thing, I'dprive anything to know what you
contain;ifIonly had the keyIwould soon find out.'

This last remark was addressed to an old brass-bound chest
whichstood in the corner, and was the only one undisturbed byGladys in her search. As long as the young girl remembered, andshe was but four years old when brought to the Court, that oldchest had been standing in the same corner.

Many atime inthe days of her merry childhood, when running
about the silent, lonely house, she made her way to the lumber-room, and jumping upon the old chest kicked her little heelsmerrily against its solid sides. Even in those days its contentswere theobject of much speculation and curiosity on the part ofGladys, andas she grew older her desire to solve the mystery grew
stronger. Her youthful imagination pictured the old chest as a
fairy storehouse of all sortsof wonderful things, if she could only
openit.

Long yearsbefore Gladys wasborn that old trunk was lockedandplacedin the cornerwhere itstood, with strict orders fromMiss
Letty that noone was ever to disturbit. Theold ladykept thekeyinsomeunknown place, andno one, not evenGladys,her spoiled
petanddarling, had evergot the least hint asto the contentsofthe
mysterious chest.« Listen, my young people,' said Aunt Letty,as she sat, that
evening,round the fire withGladys and Rex.

'To-morrow will be New Year's Eve,and this year we havemadeno preparationfor marking thepassingawayof the last hoursof the old year. lamvery sorry, fornever since these walls were
built has this happened before, except, indeed, on one occasion.'The old lady paused andsighed deeply.

1Itis true,dear children, that you havenever knownanything
here but the simplest pleasures, but still, you know, we alwaysmade some change from thedaily roundatChristmasand the NewYear. This year,Ineed not tell you,has pressed heavily upon us;
we cannot afford any outlay, and without money nothing can bedone in the wayof merry-making. The thought that Christmas
Day passed awaylike any other day saddenedme verymuch, andso
Ihave made up my mind that our Gladys, at least, shall have a
littlepleasure,and to-morrow evening sheshall open the old trunk
here in this room.'

If Miss Mervyn had announced that the heavens would fall
Gladysand Rex could not havelooked moreastonished.But the girl's astonishment soonchanged to wild delight. She
kissed and hugged the old lady in the exuberance of her gratitude,
thereby considerably deranging her cap.'

llow sweet of ycu, Aunt Letty
' Oh, how sweet of you!

That is really the only pleasureIwished for ; there could benothing in the world nicer. Only think. Rex,'bho added, turning
to him, 'we may open the old chest and sec what it has held afl
these years. Ishall scarcely sleepawink to-night. Rox,whydon'tyou thank AuntLetty ? You are justas curious as lam about the
old chest, but you wouldn't admit it for the world.''Oh, children, that will do,' cried Aunt Laetitia nervously. "I
am quitesatisfied with your thanks;itis verygood of you, dears,
tobe sopleased with the trifling pleasure apoor old womancangive
ycr.'

New Year's Eve dawned cold and clear. A thick mantle ofsnow covered the earth, andpendanticicles adorned every branch.
The sitting-room, which the inmates of Mervyn Court hadredeemedfrom the general desolation, looked cosy and bright,not

alone in the glow of the ruddy firelight,but in the still brighter
glow reflected from the youn^ and happy faces gathered there.
Gladys, brimming over with expectant delight, was radiant.'Look, Rox,' shocried, 'look how the lirelight is shining this
evening on Lady Geraldine's portrait. Ono would think she was
smiling at us. How sweetand lovely she must have been !''Very lovely,' repliedRox. 'and you arc very likeher.'

'You dreadful hypocrite, do you think that I believe a
word

'

A clattering noise interruptedGladys.'
The cheat, the chest.' she cried, flying across the room to open

the door.
MissMervyn came in. followedby two men carrying the chest,

at last removed from its long abiding place.'Here,here, on the hearth,' said Gladys, and the young men
laid down their burthen,received each ahalf-crown as aNew Year's
gift,and departedhighly pleased.'Now, my Gladys,' said Aunt Letty, " asIknow your patience
and curiosity are on the rackIshall let you open the old chest,' and
she handed the girl the key.

Glady'Bfingers were trembling so that it was only after some
time and withRex's help that nhe was able to turn the key in thelock,

Slowly she raised the lid anda faintperfume floated upwards.C>ladys removed some sheets of tissue paper and there lay revealed adress of pale blue brocade, dulled and faded, the bodice trimmedwith costly pearlembroidery and rareold lace, a pearl necklace, achaplet of pearls for thehair,an ivory fan exquisitely painted— all,all dimmed,yellowed with ape.
l)earlsilence fell on the little group as they stood round thesefaded relics of the past. At last Gladys raised her eyes to LadyGeraldines picture, and Miss Mervyn, interpreting the glance,

answered it. h
" Yes, child, that is the dress Lady Geraldine wore when herportrait was painted. The last time Isaw her in it was thatdreadfulnight 30 years nyo,' and Auut Letty'seyes filled with tearsand she shuddered at the remembrance of the long-past horror" whenpoor Geraldine,half dazed with ffrief, went away from us1packed this dress, which she wore on that unlucky ni^ht with

some oldletters anda diary in which thepoor girl had recorded herboundless love for him who was pone,into this old trunk, and as IcoulI not bear the idea of strangers' hands ever touching thesethings,Ihad the chest put awayin the cornerof the lumber-roomand it has not been opened since. To-day Ihave draped thesepoor relics of thepast into the light again;but we here all loveand honour her memory. My poorGeraldine,my lovely bird yours
wasa sad f.ite."

Carried away by these memories so vividly recalled,the oldlady fell into a reverie,and seemed quiteoblivious of those aroundher. Putting her finger toher lip to enjoinsilence on Rex, Gladysslipped quietly out of the room.
Suddenly Miss Mervyn started and cried out half in wonder,half in fear. There beneath the portrait stood Lady Geraldineherself. Could the dead come back ? For a moment Miss Letfcythought she wasdreaming, until Gladys with a merry laugh dis-pelled the illusion.'
Do you thinkIama ghost, Auntie ?'
Itwas indeedGadys, who inher ill-fatedkins-woman'g dress somarvellously resembled her as to startle not only Miss Mervyn butalso Rex.'Child, child 1 youare really— '
Aunt Letty was interrupted by another and still strangerapparitionat the door. Itwas that of a woman whose tall form

was slightly bent and wasted toa shadow.'
Why,Rachel,how is it you havecome to see us this evening ?you generally avoid the house,1 said Miss Mervyn in a kindvoice.

'AsIwaspassingIlooked through the window and saw thatmy Lady Geraldineis here, andIcame in toask her if she wanted
me to-night,' and thepoor wasted figure dropped a low curtsey toGladys.'How strange ! Ithink this is the first time sinceshe lost herreason thatRachel has uttered her mistress's name. The sight of
Gladys in that dress must have stirred upher memory.''Your ladyship will not walk on the terrace to-night with Sir
Reginald,' said the mad-woman.'For Heaven's sake do not disturb her train of thoughtt
Perhaps we may glean something, ifnot all,fromher, for if there is
one on earth who canreveal the truthit is this woman,says Miss
Mervyn, trembling with excitement.'Where is Sir Reginald V asked Rex suddenly, in a stern
voice.

The old woman turnedonhim angrily.'
Who areyou that want to tearmy secret from me V'
Iwill do youno harm,' rejoinedRex soothingly;'you cantell

me everything.''
Butnot beforeher,' and Rachel's voice sank to a whisper as

she pointed toGladys.
In obedience to a sign from Aunt Letty, Gladys, pale and

trembling,slipped behind aportiere, whence shecould,unseen,hear
all thatpassed.'Where is Sir Reginald '' repeated Rex,who was so overcome
as to be obliged to loan againstan armchair.

'At thebottom of the old well under the sun dial. Isaw him
fall in. and then all was dark before me— and before him too.
Ha, ha

The listeners' hearts throbbed wildly,and for a moment or two
IRex felt unnerved. With a great effort he regainedcomposure,and
fixinga sterngaze on Rachel addressed her again.'Speak on. How didhe fall in?"

'It was night. Outside themoonhid herself indark clouds and
wouldn't look at the earth. My Lady had written a note to Sir
Reginald telling liim she loved him and would marry him. She
trusted me with all her secrets, and whatshe didn't tellmeIfound
out by reading her letters. My Lady had another lover at Mervyn
Courtwho wanted to marryher too,but shehatedhim. Thatnight,
it wasNow Year's Eve, she gave me two letters, one for the man
she lovedand the other a scornful refusal to theman who pursued
her with his love. That day Iwas raginjr with Sir Reginald
because he had abused the Jews—

my people. To punish him,Iput
the note with my Lady's bitter words in the envelope addressed to
him andkept back her loving words.'

When Sir Reginald read the letter he grew pale as death
and clenched his hands, and then, without a word, he dashed
down the small secret staircase that led from his room to the
garden. Icalled tohim but he did not mindme, but ran blindly
down towards the lake. Iwas frightened at what Ihad done,
and Ifollowed him,but suddenly he disappearedbefore my eyes.
That minute Iknew what had happened, but my tongue was
paralysed with terror. He had gone headlong into the old well,
that dreadful well, which is so deep and black that people say
the devil comes up through it when he comes on earth, and there
he lies at the bottom of it. What a funny grave for a lord of
Mervyn, isn't it." And the mad woman burst into a wild fit of
laughter and then fell unconscious on the floor.

That was a sleepless night for the inmates of Mervyn Court.
Rachel's storyhad thrilled her libteners andset theirhearts wildly
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