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The Storyteller

THE LAVENDER LADY,

( Conclusrion),
II.

THAT pight, at bedtime, Ethelberta loitered on the broad stairway,
waiting for Betty to cowe and brush her hair. Somekow, she did
not fanoy walking through the picture-galiery alone. Through the
long, narrow oriel window, hall-way up the stair-case, the moon
shone in such igreat brilliance that the dim hanging-lamp in the
hall below did not deaden its beams.

Ethelberta put her face close to the glass as she waited, admir-
ing the olear cold light glinting throngh the trees. Thinking of
all she had heard that day, she looked toward the rbododendron
thioket, Waa she crazy? Had her senses deserted her? Surely,
surely her eyes could not so deoceive her! Juston the edge of the
thicket stood a tall fgure in lavender silk— none other than the
ghostly Indy! At that moment the moon sailed under a cloud.
Ethelberta gave & stiflad soream, and flew down two flightsa of stairs
until she reached the servant's hall,

In her childhood's days, befors ehe went off to sohcol, she had’

preferred the brightnesa and life of the servants’ hall to eitting
alone with her father ; and especially just before bedtime she wonid
wander down and coax- Foster away from his game of carde with
the other servants ta play s tune on the fiddle for her, Lately she
had thought it beneath her dignity to do this, though more thau once
she had sighed regretfully after the warmth and brightnees and
ohattar so stiractive to her in her childhood's days, She was not
far from being a child now ; but when a girl firat grows up it seema
to her that between her present state and that from which she has
harely emerged there is & great gulf fixed, Now, however, forget-
ting all this, she flew breathlessly into the servants' hall She did
not find them settled down to s game of cards as in old days, but
all listening attentively to mome thrilling tale that Betty, the
young chambermaid, was relsting. 8be stopped ss Ethelberta
came in. *

Now that she was no longer alone, the girl began to feel half
ashamed of her fear ; 8o she merely said : .

‘Come, Betty : I wantto go to bed, and am tirel of waiting for

¥

* 0 Miss Ethelberta, I'm that flusterad I don't know which way
tolook1 Me and Mr, Foster have both seen the ghost. My mother
says aa I'll have to give notice, for she don't want no ghosteses
casting apells over me. .

‘You oughter be mshamed of yourself, Betty,' faid the cook,

‘frightening the poor dear young lady like that. I am ashamed of

ou |’

Tou I bave seen it too," maid Ethelberta, Aund thereat she forgot
all her newly assumed dignity and eat down as of old on the little
hassock by the fireplace, with the brightly burnished copper cook-
ing veseels ranged along the mantelshalf, There she stayed for two
hours, hearing all that each one of them could tell of the Lavender
Lady, Eleven o'clock struck, then twelve,

‘How late it is! I must go to bed. Come, Betty !' she said,

The two of them walked slowly up the atairs, Ethelberta think-
ing to herself :

* Now 1 must show Betty that I am not afraid. She is only a
poor ignorant country girl. .

An they neared the picture-gallery she would have given
anything to scamper past the pictures as fmst as she could, but
desinted,

As they neared the Lavender Lady, Betty began to go very
slowly, and Ethelberta had to wait for her and almost pull her paat,
As ghe took hold of the girl's hand sbe found she w:s trembling
with fright, The moon was full on the picture, and the canvas
shook perceptibly. The same heavy sigh, almost unmistakable,
oame from it. At this they both ran until they reached Ethelberta’s
room.

When she was ready for bed, and Betty stood with the lamp
in her hand, the thought came to her : ‘How can I stay alone to-
night! Could Betty stay with me?' But there was only a single
bed. So, with reassurances that there was no oscasion to be
frightened, which she herself waa far from feeling, she bade Betty
good-night and dismissed her.

Bhe heard the maid'a heavy shoes running alopg the corridor,
and as the noise died away in the distance ehe heard & crash and a
faint sound of falling glass. But not for anything wounld she get
out of bed to see what had happoned. Echelberta was a devout
Catholic, To-night she had taken her ropary to bed with her
and held it in her hands ; it seemed to make her feel safer.

After » while she fall asleep, but her sleap was troubled and
fitful, An bour or twe before dawn she woke, feeling tercibly
warm. Bhe flung part of the bedclothes back, but the heat eeemed
only to increace. Her breath came fast, and presently she conld
bardly breathe at all : something seemed to choke her. She gavea
little soream and stretched out her hand to the wall., It was
so hot she pulled her hand away quickly, What could have
happened ?

Bhe jumped up and lighted & lamp—the room was full of
smoke | As she opened her door a clond of smoke rushed past her,
Bhe fled, lamp in hand, in the direction of the stairway ; but a gush
of fiames stopped her short as she reached the big window, Half
paralyzed with fear, ahe looked out into the night, wondering if she
shouid leap out of th? window ; then she turned and saw the flames
burning ap picture after picture. With a dread fascination, she
watohed them craw! on to the pictare of the Lavender Lady, and
the canvas burn up like paper. As she gazed, behind where the
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pioture had been  small, Yow, long reom, with monldy stone walls,
more like & cave than a room, met her oyes,

* Is this real or am I dremming ?' she wondered.

Crouching on a stool in m corner of this cave-rcom she saw
the figure of a woman, Bhe had a child on her knee, and was
lea_ning back towsrd a hole in the wall, calling in a distressed
voice !

* Conrad, bring & light guick, till I ind my little sister and get
her out of these terrible flames, I cannot come withoat her !’

Therenpon the strange woman stood up, still holding her child,
She was tall and dressed in lavender, with collar and ouffs of antique
lace. She moved gently toward Ethelberta, and, taking her by the
hand, said softly -

‘Come, dear little sister ! We haveno time to lose. Follow me
and all will be well!

Holding thelamp in one hand, her other clasped in that of the
strangely subatantial ghost-lady, the young girl walked soross the
low room, As they reached the hole the lady bent her head
glightly and walked into it, Ethelberta following.—scarcely sur-
prised any more now, but merely thinking, like Alice in Wonderland,
{ Curiouser and curiounser !’

8he found herself in a long, dank-smelling passage, declining
in a graduoal slope, The walls were damp and elimy, with a kind of
whitish lichen growing on them. Ethelbertacould not but think of
Alice sinking down the interminable well. As she went she heard
tie chapel bell pulled violently, and shouta growing fainter and
fainter. Btill they plodded aleng this dark underground passage.
It reminded Ethelberta more of the family vanlt than anything
she had ever scen before. The strange lady said no more, but just
walked on.

Aty last they oame to some steep, mossy ateps, and presently they
emerged nto the moonlight. Ethelherta rubbed her eyes and locked
round her. They were in a dense thicket. BShe stretched out her
hand and pulled at eomething—-it was a rbododendron leat. The
rky all above her wae lurid with flames. 8he pushed through the
bushes till she conld see the Hall, and then she knew in a moment
where she was, BSeveral men from the village had come up, and,
with the servants, were doing their best to extinguish the flames,

Ethelberta stood watching them ss one spellbound. But
presently the flames seemed to dwindle and gradually die out.
Stone does not easily burn, and though the fire had made some
little headway unnoticed, they could extingumish it without great
difficulty.

‘ Alas, alas for father's pictures!'said Ethelberta to herself.
*For he lovesthem as children.' Then for the first time ghe thonght
of her father.

Running quickly toward the house, she oalled out to everyone
she met :

‘ Where is my father !’

For some time rhe could get no answer, but at last she met
Foster, the butler, He wae badly smirched and scerched by the fire
and his face wan full of troable,

‘My dear young lady, Icannot tell, The last time I saw him
he was rushing through the flames to your room to save yon. I
went after bim, but we found you gone. He was not satisfied
though, and kept on loockiog and hunting., Then I loet sight of
him.’

‘0 Foster, Fo-ter, we must find him !
us come and senrch for him everywhere.’

Poor Foater feared the worat, so he persuaded his young mia
tress tostay quietly while Betty brought her some warm clothing
saylng he could eearch better alone.

Ethelberta eank on an old carved oaken bench in the hall,
How glad was she to Bee Nana hurrying toward her, with a big
warm rhawl on her arm, which she wrapped ronvd Ethelberts,
taking the young girl’a slender form on, her knee and comforting
her as though she were a little child |

The big arched door, studded with iron nails, was unbolted and
fAung wide open, The first grey atreaks of coming dawn began to
appear in the sky. The figure of a tall man struggling under sume
heuvy burden was visible coming toward the door. As he came
clorer they saw that he carried in his arms a man whose garments
were burned almost off him.

They passed through the doorway, and Nana whiepered oxci-
edly :

Where can he be? Let

y:

‘ As I live, Miss Ethelberta, that is Mr, Frondberg, who married
your sieter, Miss Ernestinel’

Hepeemed at first not to see them, and hurried by, bearing his
burden straight to the library, Depositing it very gently on the
sofa, he rang the bell loudly.

Foster, returning in great trouble from a fruitless search for
hia master, recognised the library bell with a bounding hope. Could
it ba the old equire himself ! He entered the room jmet hehind
Nana and Ethelberea.,

Stretched nnconscious on the mofa lay Mr. Branscombe. His
deliverer stood beside him, gently extricating his injured arm from
the few remaining charred rags which ciung around it.

‘ Thauk God !’ eaid the old servant. ‘I bad given him up for
dead.
Ethelberta knelt by her father, asking in a terrified voice :

' Oh, tell me he will not die. He cannot, must nct dis,”

Foster now noticed for the firat time the other occupant of the
room Nana wondered would he recognise that face, so deeply
impressed on her own memory. Apparently not ; he had not had
the opprrtanity to know it that she had,

“0 sir, eaid the old man, 'you have saved my master's life |
Indeed it waas bravely done. How can we thank you. You are
burned yourself, sir, I can ses. I will go at once for the doctor, to
attend to both you and master,

The stranger signified his assent, and Foster left the room.

Ag he did so the old squire opened his eyes. Seeing Ethelberta
#afe and somund beside him, they lighted up with joy, and he said,
with & balf smile :
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