
Auotjbt6.
—

Inanswer to my inquiries, Miss Featherstone said the
only strange thing she felt was a suffocation at night, and that she
had now adopted the custom of sleeping on a lounge near the
window.

'
Butdon't tell this tomy aunt,'she added hastily."Wby i
'

4She hatee fresh air,
—

she says it is anEnglish mania ; and
she goes into my room every ni^ht and clo^pp the window and
■hatters.'

4Indeed1 But how do youmanage ?
1The girlhesitated a momentbeforeanswering,rather timidly :
1Mr. Neilson are youa Catholic, mayIask ?

'
4Of courße you may ask ; and Iam veryglad to tell you that

Ihave the happiness of being a Catholic, like my fathers before
me.'

1Then youwill hardly think me superstitious if Itell youof a
strange dreamIhavehad ?

'
1No, mychild. IhaveBeen andheard toomany strange things

not to know that we touch on the supernatural oftener than we
care to acknowledge.'

4 Well, now Ihave courage to tell yousomething thatIhave
never spoken of before. Imust preface it by relating a little of
my oonvent life. The nun to whose careIwas confided on my
arrival inPrincethorpewas heldinveryhigh repute forher sanctity
andsweetness. Her name in religion was Sister Angela, andshe
instilledinto my young mind a great loveof my Guardian Angel;
andthis has eversince been one of my specialdevotions. She died
whenIwas 12 years old;and beforeher deathshe obtained per-
mission togive mea little stone-china angel, whosehandsare spread
out in the act of blessing, while in the clouds at his feet is a little
stoup for holy water. Iprize this as one of my dearest treasures,
andalwayshangitonorovermy b«d. The first nightIexperienced
thatcurious feelingof want of airIhadgone to my room about 11
o'clock

— ''Ibeg yourpardon?
—

wasithere or at theManor ?
'

'Oh, at the Manor I Ihaveneverhad these attacks anyplace
else.

1On entering my room,Iat once noticed that my angel was
lying against thepillow, and thought the string Bad broken;but
on examination found it was intact. Iconcluded ithad slipped
off thenail ;soreplaceditand went to bed aausual. Ihadslept
perhaps an hour when Idreamed that the angelstood beside my
bedandpulled meby the arm, making me a sign torise ;and that
Ifollowedhim with great difficulty into my dressing-room, where
hemotioned to a couch and instantly disappeared. Iawoke and
foundIwasreally in my dressing-room:and the window, whichI
rememberedmy maidhad closed before she left me, was wide open.
Itwas oneo'clock;soIfetched a wrap, threw itoverme and went
tosleep. Next morning Ireturned to my bedroom early. (Irise
often before my maid calls me at eight.) But on opening the door
Ifound the roomsuffocating. Knowing thatIbad not unfastened
the window catch,Idid not go in, but dressed and escapedby the
terrace. Ileft the door open betweenthe roomsinorder to ventilate
the bedroom.

4As my aunt belongs nominally to the Greek church but is
practically an infidel,Idid not allude to my night's experience.
But Bhe started on seeing me, remarked Iwaß very pale, and
questionedme closely. Imerely replied thatmy bedroom window
hada very difficult clasp; then she grew cross and declared our
English mania for air was most absurd, and that she considered my
habit of sleeping with open windows very bad for the health.
Since then she has made it a point to follow me into my roomat
night to see that the windows and shutters arebarred. Isubmit
for peace' sake. Iknow that Ishall not be in her house much
longer. ButIopen the door between my bedroom and dressing-
room every night, leaving the window of the latter open :and
whenever Ifeel the air oppressive in my bedroomIsleepon the
oouohin my dressing-room. Ihavehad a feeling of security there
since my dream.'

We talked for a long time, andIbelievenow that the Colonel's
suspicions were well-grounded. Imust manage to sleep in the
manor house, and examine Alys' room and the Lady Zara's. By
keeping Alys here until the ball she will be safe. Imust think
overmynext step.

August 10.— Alys Featherstone has no organic disease. I
examined her thoroughly yesterday. We are great friends. Her
health is decidedly better, and Mathom agrees with me that she
must lnever again be left with her aunt. We haveplanned that
Lady Featherstone shall be induced to come here until the second
day before theball, whenboth ladies will proceed with the Colonel
toHasley Towers. lam invited,but shall feign some excuse :and
inthe absence of the chief conspirators it is strange ifHamet and
myself cannot fathom this mystery.

August 20.
—

Lady Zara is here. Her son accompanied her
hither, but went to London soon after. He will come down for
theballatHasley Towers. We are all to go to the Manor on the
oth September, sleep there that night, and next day go on to
'Hasley Towers. This morningAlys gaveme a pretty medal of the
Angel Guardian, whichIpromisedalways to wear;she Bhowed me
her little statue, whichIagree with her in venerating. Mathom
hints at amatch betweenher and youngLordNetterville. Ishould
be glad; he ia a fine young fellow, and manages to be herepretty
often. We must be extremelycautious. Lady Zara willnot seeher
plantupset withouta straggle.
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August 27.
—

The Moatis fall of people,and wehare hadsome
poodshooting here. Itis all verypleasant after life in India. I
thinkIshall buy a placein this neighborhood, if Isucceed inmy
present pursuit. Mathom mentioned a small propertycalled

'
The

Oaks,' about 10miles fromhere, which he heard was in themarket.
I'llsee aboutit. Alys is rapidly losing that pallid tint, and eats
andsleeps well.

September 3.— lf all goes well,Itrußt my next entry willbe
1Victory.' Ihad a novena of Masses begun yesterday, and have
promiseda marble statueof the Guardian Angel to thenewchurch
which Alys tells me she will build inFeatherstone when shecomes
of age. She hopes toget the Benedictines to make a foundation
there;it would be ablessing to the whole neighborhood.

September 7.— The puiLy at the Manor hats just driven off to
Hasley Towers, leaving me, with my faithfulHamet, masterof the
field. We arrived lale yesUuilay evening. Iwarned Alys to Bleep
in her dressing-room ; althougha fragment of a conversation be-
tween Lady Featherßtone and her son, which Hamet overheard,
shows no present danger. Young Featherstone came here some
hours before our arrival,and received us cordially. During the
evening Hamet saw mother and son pacing up and down the
avenue inearnest talk. Gliding from shrub to shrub,my dusky
friend came within hearing distance only as they were about to
separate;but the few wordshecaught wereimportant.

1You must try to have patience,' LadyFeatherstone said im-
presßively,' until we return;then we'll end this.''What Idon't understand,' answered her hopeful eon,'in why
you havedelayed so long.'

1Ihavenot delayed, Harold;nor canIunderstand whyIhave
failed;however,my measures areso well takennow thatIcannot
failnext time.''

And norisk ?
'

4 None whatever. Heart failure!
'

He laughed,andshe glided away like the snake she resembles.
About anhour beforewewere tostartHametcalledthe Colonel,

and, with a grave face, told him an old wound in my shoulder had
reopenedwhileIwas making aneffort to close a refractory bag;he
had bandaged it, but it would not be safe for me togo toHasley
Towers. The Colonel expressed sincere regrets and insisted on
remaining with me. Ienergetically refused tohaveany nursesave
Hamet ;so,assuring them Ishould be perfectly well when they
returned (Icould easily do so), and apologising to the lady of the
house for the trouble Iwasgiving, witha light heartIsaw them
take their departure.
Ihave recoveredmarvellously ;butmust keep tomy room for

the next twodays for the sake of appearances. Hamet tells me the
Greek maid and Mr.Featherstone'sGreek valethave gone to Hasley
Towers with the family ;he has assured the remaining servants
that they may all take a holidayon the10thand he will attend to
me. The laboratory is locked :this evening he must take the im-
press of the lock andget akey made in Southminster.

September 9.
—

Hamet has procured the key. Iwillexamine
the rooms to-night. The servants' quarters are far removed,
and Harriet has sleptina roomnear mine since my supposedacci-
dent.

September 10.
—

Great heavens' what a fiend that Greek is !
NowIknow all. Last night Hamet andIwent intoAlys' room.
There wasnothing unusual to be seen. Theapartment is tastefully,
evenrichly, furnished ;and Iwonderedhow she could feel a want
of air in such a fine, lofty room, with three large windows. The
bedstead is pretty and light,apparently ;itis constructed of strong
rods of polished brass, which run round the sides and foot in a
scroll pattern,gradually rising towards thehead until they form a
fantastic knot of large white enamelled water-lilies,with biggreen
leaves.

Somehow, the bedsteadattractedme, and asIput my hand on
the side topush it towards the light Ifound, tomy surprise,it was
screwed in its place. A cry brought Hamet to my side,and pre-
sentlyhis keen eyesdiscovered a small orifice, not wider than that
of a pipe-stem, in the lily bud which hung gracefully downbeside
the pillow. We traced the stem to the top of thebed, and then the
agile Afghan swung himself up to the very apex, and found that
the sterndisappearedin the wall of LadyPeatherstone'alaboratory.
Carefully marking the place it entered, we openedthe laboratory
door.

The roomis small and arrangedin theusual fashion, At first
we saw nothing at all remarkable, except a long, flexible tube
which hung from the wall and evidently corresponded with the
brass stem that pierced the bricks. Immediatelybeneathit lay a
long, rounded steel box, and the moment Isaw it the whole
diabolical plotburst uponme. Itwasone of the tubes of carbon
dioxide, or carbonic acid, such as are furnished to brewers;and
merely requiredto be placed in communication with the everhang-
ing tube, when the gas wouldrise and diffuse itself through the
pipe untilitescaped by the deadly lotusbudand stifled its unsus-
pecting victim. Every precaution was taken. A new and very
intricate clasphad been placed on the window of Miss Alys'dreps-
ing room;a stucco ornament lay ready to cover theorifice on the
laboratory wall when the tube should be removed;and a green
enamelled pistil lay beside it, to be inserted in the opening of the
lily bud. Truly all was cunningly contrived, and well may Alys
thankher Guardian Angel. We stole away,leavingno sign of our
presence and carefully locked the door. Now to catch the would-be
murderess in the act!

September 12.
—

Thank God we have succeeded, and Alys has
left forever that accursed woman's abode ! On the afternoon of
the 11th Iawaited on the terrace the return of the par uy to the
Manor. Iwas warmlycongratulated onmy recovery; though I
still feigned the invalid slightly. Lady Zara complained of
fatigue;her son,she said, had been called to London by an urgent
telegram. (Itlooked better that he should be absent at the con-
templated tragedy,Isuppose.) Alys was radiant,and the Colonel
seemed in excellent spirits. Iwas silent till afterdinner; then

(Conclusion.)
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