The Fourth Mission

CHAPTER X1V
THE SPIRITUALIST SOCIETY

The room in which | found mysdf was smdl and cosy, with a delicioudy soft carpet, low chairs
of some green wood, a Japanese screen from Kobe, severad good oil paintings, and a variety of
knicknacks—a lady’ s boudoir.

There was a fragrance of some subtle essence hanging about everything | touched, like the
bresth of a fading violet. It was especidly evident near the writing-table, where pretty multi-
coloured dationery, dainty penholders, ink in a vase of green bronze, and a collection of richly-
bound books, were arranged most methodically. The little book-case was exquisitely designed,
with quaint Jacobean carving. Then there was a workbox, whose open lid reveded a bewildering
assortment of  knitting-needles, reds of cotton, and skeins of coloured silks. But the dressng-
table was the mogt noticesble. The mirror was large, its face perfectly free from any trace of
scraich or dust. The drawers were of mahogany, with wrought-iron handles. There were things
that told me my dainty lady was not above trying to improve upon nature, there were slver-
mounted boxes and bottles labelled with suggestive names. Nor did she neglect her hands—
witness the handsome set of manicuring requisites. It would take me too long to enumerate one
half of what | saw in that sumptuous room, or to speak of the array of shawls, dresses, lace, and
jewes. She must have had at least twenty bracelets.

| grew impatient to see her—my new dient—the more especialy as she was a women. | hated
her dready! | stood and waiched the legping red flames in the grate, and compared them with the
grey wreathing smoke. It was like watching an impetuous young soldier mocking a grizzled
veteran. Then the oddly-shaped glowing cods took on themselves a resemblance to the outline of
the pit of the logt. Ah yesl there was much to contemplatein the fire.

Raisng my eyes to the wdl above the mantepiece, | beheld the portrait of a very lovey girl.
But the feature that riveted my attention was the chin—so prominent and massve, yet 0
gracefully formed—such as is indicative of will, of what is commonly cdled “push”—and 4ill it
was beautiful. | saw vast posshilities in that chin. The eyes were dark, neither brown nor grey,
but deep blue, deeper blue than the degpest of the sea, with a setting of long, curling eyelashes.
Yet there was no true soul in the depth—only anima passon. Power—or money perhaps—
would kindle those eyes as no spiritud emotion could. The brows were draight, fine, dark, ad
veay dgriking. The nose was findy chisdled;, the mouth wresthed in a smile that even in a
panting was not easy to interpret. It might be amusement—or mockery—or something a little
more Sniger, perhgps. The teeth just showed, white, and even, and not too noticesble. Her
complexion was pae; if truly rendered, too pae, | thought, for a hedthy woman.

While | was ill looking at the portrait, the cuckoo on the clock poked its head out of its box
and cried four times. While the last siroke vibrated, the door opened, and a girl stood on the
threshold.

It was, unquestionably, the origind of the portrait.

The atist desarved dl credit. His work was faithful in its perfection, even cynicaly so, for he
had contrived to render the woman's character as dgnificantly as her beauty. A sngle glance
showed me that she was one of those whom dlegorists describe as having chosen the gate and



path which was broad and smooth. | persuaded mysdf that this misson would not be a difficult
oneto perform.

The firdight made a very effective tableau of the girlish figure, with its dender, perfect
symmetry. She wore a dark costume, with a collar of deegp crimson velvet. The deeves were
loose, just drooping over the wrists and accentuating the dim whiteness of the petty hands, with
long-pointed fingers and carefully polished filbert nails. She wore an engagement ring, and her
right hand aso gleamed with jewels.

Gently closng the door, she came across the room and wearily threw hersdf down into the
amcharr which she drew up to the fire. | took up my postion by her side, and read the history of
her soul.

My new client, Ida Temple, was an orphan; her parents dying in her infancy, left her penniless,
a the mercy of the world. Fortunately for her, a dster of her mother turned up unexpectedly and
was inclined to play the role of Good Samaritan. This worthy lady, Miss Elizabeth Woodward,
was wedthy and eccentric. She had Strange hobbies, loved to do outlandish things, and was,
above dl, a man-hater. She would not alow a man to enter her house, nor vist where she was
likely to meet any; would never dlow her niece to tak of any—and this was the skeleton in Miss
Ida’ s cupboard.

Miss Woodward was rich—reported fabuloudy so; and had no one with any clam on her
except my dient. She patronised many charitable inditutions, and that often leads, in the case of
whimscd old ladies, to a making of strange wills. So her niece mugt be careful to fal in with her
views and never to outrage any of her senghilities—above dl, never to express any liking for the
opposite sex. This was a difficult piece of smulation, for lda's passons craved for mae society;
moreover, her heart was given to an individud man. It involved clandestine meetings in parks, a
bals, theatres, and concerts, and when a mind once lends itsdf to petty deceits, it is not dways
willing to sop & smdl things. Miss Temple had a comforteble, a luxurious home, with a liberd
dlowance and every domedtic indulgence—except one. She might not entertan—at least, not
those whose company she wished for—qgirls of her own age and ederly spingers counted for
nothing, of course.

Like a graceful tiger she loved to wander in sunshine, to reve in the warmth of adoration; to
torture, for the pleasure it gave her to inflict pain. The hearts of men were her playthings, she had
aright to them dl, as absolute as the right of the feuda lord over the possessions of hisvassdls.

Naturdly, one so lovely, and presumably rich, was not without admirers, for Miss Woodward
had not gone the length of denying her the right to mingle fredy in society. She bad heard their
pleadings unmoved, dismissed their suits dmogt with insult. Yet even the goddess of Beauty is
not invulnerable, and one day Cupid drew his bow, and the am was sure,

She met her match. In trying dl her atifices to win an obstinate heart, womanlike, she lost her
own! Hubert Murchison, a thorough man of the world, was not blind to the possible advantages
of the pogtion; and so they became engaged, though as yet it was a matter dmost of secrecy.
There was no one to inform Miss Woodward! Murchison was by professon a barister, who in
the prevalling scarcity of briefs, added to his income by coaching a few pupils. He had travelled
in the East, where he had had the good fortune to fdl in with an Indian prince anxious to study
the English law. The bariger's manner with strangers was singularlly attractive, and he had
eadly secured this lucrative addition to his occupations.

My client leaned back in her chair in the utter abandon of laziness, her dainty feet rested on the
fender, her hands lay on her lap, the fingers of one toying with the engagement ring and making
it flash in the firdight. The smdl of violets that pervaded the room hung about her too. It was dl



the very refinement of degant luxury. There she st, her eyes hdf closed, thinking in a dreaming
manner, yet dways plotting and scheming.

“There must be some way out of it,” she thought. “But how foolish aunt is, and how wearisome
it becomes to be hampered like this a every turn. Other girls never are. Stupid old woman—pro-
voking, obgtinate idiot! | fed inclined to—to——I don't know what! | can't think of anything—
that's just it. 1 wish women had the daring brans of men. Here am |—I settled my heart on
Hubert. My heart! dear me, that same heart that ten—or is it twelve ?—men tried for in van.
He's got it. Wdl—handsome Hubert—how his other old flames envy me! | suppose it is naturd,;
| am as beautiful, as fascinaing—oh, well, as everything as any other girl in London; | may be as
rich. It can't be ddluded vanity; I've been told the same thing so often, that |1 can't help knowing
it. Yet | ought to be happy, and I’'m not; just because | can't get the one thing | redly want, on
account of thewhims of an ugly soured old maid. | must think—think!”

She was concentrating her mind now with dl its powers; it was my chance, and | did not mean
to loseit. | placed my hand on her forehead, and whispered in her ear:

“Could your aunt’s whims not be led to take the direction of the spiritualist society? Hubert—
séance—mesmerisn?’

The girl garted, then shivered and crouched nearer to thefire.

“Dear me, how extraordinary! | could have sworn (and she did swear, for the indulgence is no
longer drictly confined to the sterner sex), “that there was some one here who whispered to me.
It is uncanny, and the message was such a strange one. How horribly dark and cold the room is. |
wonder am | any sort of a clairvoyant, as Hubert would say; have | got into touch with the spirit
world he taks of? Hubert—séance—mesmeriam. It is slly, and yet | can’'t be migtaken, | heard
the words s0 clearly, and | was not thinking of anything of the sort. It's odd, and rather horrid—
yet—ah!”

The girl had grasped my proposition at last, and the perfect crue facelit up.

“And, after dl, it was a good idea. | might persuade aunt to go to a meeting of this spiritudist
society. It is fashionable and whimsca enough to suit even her. Hubert will be there—I'll
introduce him as the secretary—at his own specid request, of course. Yes, it is very good. He
will persuade her that she is a medium; she will like that because it is uncommon, and probably
she will let hersdf be hypnotised. And Hubert vows that once a person has been successfully and
voluntarily mesmerised, he or she is smply in the operator’s hands for ever after. Oh, you spirit,
or whatever you are that suggested it, | should like to kiss you! st that something for the belle
of the season to say? | hope you are properly flattered.”

And after this, her thoughts became a mere ripple of frivolous nonsense, a shdlow brook
running and chattering in the sunshine, al merriment and noise and bubble.

Outsde the house, tal gaunt trees waved their denuded branches, the crescent moon gleamed
like a regper's dgckle. It was a glorious evening, but very, very cold. Yet in the boudoir the
temperature rose, and the girl’s spirits rose therewith. She was as blithe and as irrepressible as a
lark by the time the maid came to amnounce that tea was ready in the drawing-room.

CHAPTER XV

Hubert Murchison was tired. His work had been unusudly tiring. The Indian prince seemed to
have suddenly gone back in his studies, and to have developed a mania for asking purposeless
questions, while the English pupil, thick-headed at the best of times, had drifted into absolute
imbecility over Stephen’s Commentaries. To the coolest temperament, idiots are aggravating;



and Murchison’'s temperament was by no means cool, and his stock of patience Imited. Still, he
had tact and sense enough to refran from any indiscrest manifestations of anger. He had been
unusudly polite to the two young men in pointing out their errors. But the effort told on him; and
when he returned to his rooms a Dean's Yard, Westminder, it was to indulge in a marvelous
outburst of swearing. The Indian prince was conggned with many invectives to the nethermost
regions, and the English pupil ddivered into the persond custody of Digphernes.

Murchison” s room was divided by an archway into two parts. The father portion had a
window overlooking a dismd courtyard, littered with ruging kitchen utensls and seedy bits of
furniture. There was a drop from the window-sil of more than fourteen fet—and any one
attempting the jump would have to be a good acrobat to avoid the row of sharp spikes directly
underneath. There was no exit from this part except through the front portion, neither was there
any furniture, and the floor was plainly covered with brown oildloth. Yet the dull room interested
me. | knew it was here that Murchison held his spirituaistic seances.

The front part of the room was very different. A soft Oriental rug stretched from doorway to
fireplace, and a cheerful fire burned in the latter. There were two tables, a smdl round one and
an ordinary writing-table. Againg the middle wal was a luxurious sofa, and the comfort of the
gpartment was completed by easy-chairs and a handsome bookcase.

On the larger table lay the remains of Murchison's dinne—he had dined earlier than usud,
and, expecting no vidgtors, had not rung for the cloth to be removed. Indeed, he was gtting with
his shoes off, his waistcoat unbuttoned, and his feet agangt the chimney-piece, cursng the fate
which had neglected to make him rich.

A gentle tap came to the door.

“Who the deuce? he muttered, hastily dropping his feet and scrambling into his coat. “Come
in!”

The door opened to admit two people. But he saw only one, a girl beautiful as the day, and
exquistely dressed. He viewed her gladly, approvingly, but it was with sensud appreciation
rather than love.

“My darling!” he cried, crossng the room to meet her, and kissing her. “What on earth brings
you here? But never mind, take off your boa and st down.”

The girl amilingly obeyed.

“| wanted to ask you something, Bertie” she said, drawing off her gloves dowly and noticing
with pleasure his open admiration of her hands. She let him take one and hold it.

“I wish you could come and see me a home,” she sighed. “It istoo bad of auntie.”

“Won't she ever change her opinion of man?’

Hubert muttered, his face hardening. “It istoo ridiculous. | wonder how it originated.”

He drew Ida nearer to him as he spoke. “I'm afraid not,” she said. “Her aversons and her
likings are both immovable; she isthe most obstinate person | ever met. Still, thisis so crud.”

Murchison gave the expected sympathetic kiss. “Would it do any good if | were to see her?’
“Oh no, no! it would be usdess, in fact, probably make things worse. But you won't lugh a me,
will you, if | tdl you aplan | have thought out?’

“Laugh a you? rather not! Tell medl about it, darling.”

“You're sure you won't laugh? She held a finger in front of her face—he caught and kissed
it—and smiled as the very incarnation of trustful naiveté.

“I should think 1 would not! Tell me, dear! Nothing foolish could come out of such a dear little
head.”

“Wel—auntie has taken a sudden notion that it is her duty to attend a Spirituaist meeting.”



“Whew! But, |lda—wheat in thunder will the old lady want next?’

“Hush! Don't be a naughty boy and interrupt. She smply must go. You'll get tickets for us,
won't you?’

“With dl the pleasurein life, darling. | don’t seeit yet, but | am interested.”

“Suppose we attend the meeting—you will be there.”

“Dear one, yesl Anywhere that you are.”

“Be sengble for once, Bertie. You will be there, and St where auntie can see you. Observe her
closdly, and let her be aware of the fact.”

“Hullo! am | to mesmerise her?’

“Oh, be quiet, you stupid! During the interva you will come up to us and ek to me as if you
were a very dight acquaintance. | shdl introduce you as the secretary. Then you can tactfully let
auntie know that you have made the interesting and important discovery that she is a medium.”

“Ha, hal” The man burd into a laugh of genuine amusement. “A medium! Pardon me, my
darling, but from what you have told me, | should say she is as unlike a medium as any one
possibly could be.”

“That doesn't matter in the least. You will do as | bd you, Sr. She will be interested in you,
forget that you are one of those horrid men, and will want to atend a séance. You will hold one
for her here; no one but us there. Instead of spirit-caling, you will—"

The man had grown absorbed in her words; there was an undercurrent in her tone, an evident
leading up to a climax.

“I will what?’ he said, rather uneasily. “Not kill her, | suppose?’

“No, no. Only hypnotise.”

“Hypnotise? Good gracious—what next, and why?’

“Because | wishit.”

“Darling, that is the best reason in the world, but you can't cal it an explanation.”

“Wall, then, you dear old goose, it is because, if you once hypnotise her and get her into your
power, | should think you could easily blot out her averson to your sex, or ese you @n't do
much! Do you understand now?” and she smiled her best a him.

What a pretty face it isl” gaculated Murchison with unfeigned admiration, pressing his lips to
hers. “I see it now. But, my love, Ida, no one but a woman (and | believe no woman but you),
could have thought it out; yet they say we men have the braind | won't disgppoint you, darling.
It is a difficult, perhaps a rather dangerous game to play. But | believe | can do it, and it shdl be
done.”

More caressng after this—more lying in his ams, her soft cheek againgt his and her dark curls
mingling with his short far har, more of the nonsenscd phrases in which lovers ddight, sngle
gaculations, strokings of the cheek and mesetings of the eyes.

It was late for a lady to be out done when Miss Temple rose to go. Murchison, of course,
intended to see her home, and having wrapped her cloak snugly about her, he blew his whistle
for a hansom. The drive to Charing Cross and the journey thence by rail to Blackheath occupied
an hour or more, ad it was close on deven when Miss Temple rung the bdl of her abode in St
John's Park.

She kissed her fingers and threw one lingering look in the direction of her fiancé, whose figure
showed dealy in the moonlight, before she entered the hdl, and the door closed noisdessy
behind. Crossng the paved floor, with its handsome design of Egyptian figure-work, she passed
into the dining-room. This apatment was brilliantly lighted with eectric sorays, but, apart from
the fire, would have impressed the observer as cold and cheerless. The paper was too light, and



there was no heavy, confortable furniture. Perhaps the modern unsympathetic char is more in
keeping with our ascetic ladies of the hyper-aristocratic order. Other furniture would have been
out of place—and other there was none. The chairs were covered in leather, pae blue legther that
would have showed any stain had Miss Woodward's guests not al been too highly cultivated to
cary dust on ther skirts. Only men leave such marks There were no antimacassars, no Soft,
luxuriant rugs. A few smdl tables were ranged round the room, on one abums, on another
books. The books were dl of one type: Adam the Real Culprit, The Degeneration of Man, Why
Women Make the Best Doctors, Should Men Abandon Professions, What Shall We Do with our
Daughters? and o forth. In one corner of the room was a smal divan, on which lay an unframed
black-and-white sketch: “A Skit on the Feature of the Times—The Millennium.” It represented
men as engaged in dl menid occupations, washing dishes, wheding perambulaors, while some
paraded the dreets with begging placards, “Pity the Unemployed.” Meanwhile the members of
the other sex were waking am in am, laughing and smoking. | thought it had probably been
sent to Miss Woodward as a practica joke. There were no musical instruments in the room, and
the wals were devoid of pictures, except for some large photographic views in severe oak
frames, aranged a regular intervals. As | said before, the dominant note of the room was one of
absolute coldness. Seated rigidly in ahigh-backed chair, not too near the fire, sat an elderly lady.

She was such a thorough contrast to the conventiona prudish old maid, that even | paused for a
moment in agonishment. Her har was grey, but cut short, and her dress was a careful
contradiction of everything usudly digtinctive of her sex. The bodice was a gentleman’s short
coa and wadcoat, while her nether garments were unquestionably knickerbockers, fitting
cdosdy and displaying limbs neither full nor shapely enough to bear such accentuation. Yet this
was the man-hater!

This lady turned on her chair as her niece entered. “It is very lae” she sad drily—her harsh
tones exactly suited that bony nose and jaw. “Where have you been?’

“Only to ameeting of the spiritudist society.”

“And—you had no escort?’

“Why, auntie, women are the rulers of the world. Surely we need no escort.”

“Be reasonable, my dear. Men are brutes who would take any advantage over those weaker—
physicaly weeker, of course. It is unsafe for you to be out done at such an hour, and | trust you
will never risk it again.”

“But the meeting was S0 interesting, auntie.”

“Oh, I'm glad to hear it, Ida | am glad for you to attend indructive meetings which will
enlarge your intdlect and make you thirg for more knowedge. Knowledge! tha is what we
women want, and it has long been denied to us. But, thanks to a few noble-minded and
courageous women, the cloud of darkness overhanging our sex will soon be dissipated.”

But the excitement was too much for the old lady; she stopped, groaned, and complained of a
panin her heart.

“I suppose | must see adoctor,” she grumbled.

“Who, auntie?’

“Who? Dr Alicia Marshdl, of course, the only reiable doctor in Blackheath. But, about your
meeting; you say it wasinteresting.”

“Very.”

“Any men there?’

“Very few—nonein the least objectionable.”

“| daresay not. Ahem! | daresay not! Did you talk to any of them?’



“Only to the secretary—a strong advocate of the rights of our sex.”

“Then he is more sengble than the mgority. But you shouldn't have taked to him—you
shouldn’t. But there—you did!” She broke into a little nervous laugh. “Do you think—perhaps
you could take me with you to one of those interesting meetings?’

“Why, auntie” and the girl could not hide the flash of triumph in her eyes “I should be s0
pleased. You are just the sort of person they want—some fearless leading spirit to command
attention.”

“Ahem—wdl, my dea, | will think it over and keep it in my mind. Was there a big
gathering?’

“N—no—not more than thirty?’

“And chiefly women?’

Y es—very few men.”

“Y oung women?’

“I was by far the youngest there.”

“Then they were wise folk who had reached the age of putting asde girlish frivolities and
waste of time Timel—yes, it flies. It seems but yesterday | was your age.” The old lady paused.
| wondered was it to wipe away a tear; but she only lit a cigarette. “It is strange (puff) how the
young fraemnise with men (puff )—and pleasure in ther empty flatery (a more emphatic puff
than ever)—cherish an ided—and hope to find it! Absurd! (puff, puff, puff). | was fortunatey
not so condituted—I aways looked on men as slly and dangerous. They admired me, sad
plessant things about me, sent me verses, pestered me with atertions, and got no answer. |
wonder how many girls could say as much, eh? The old lady put down her cigarette she
smoked less from liking than as amatter of principle.

“Y ou were unique, auntie,” ldareplied, trying to conced her weariness with agmile.

“Unique? | suppose | was. Ah, the old days are gone—yes, I'll go to your mesting. It is select,
of course?’

“Lady Jugenhop, Lady Fitzhurse and Mrs Harrison—they go,” was the demure response.

“Yes—wdl, | will gotoo.”

My dlient displayed some anxiety as she glanced towards her aunt’s cosume. This difficulty
had not occurred to her before. How could she be seen in the company of such a guy? It would
make he the laughing-stock of the room. Besides, the hdl-porter might refuse to admit her.
Were women dlowed to masguerade in men's attire? And at her aunt’s age it was too ludicrous.
It must be managed somehow.

“Auntie” she sad dowly, stooping to pick a thread from her skirt (how useful stray threads
can be a times), “I don't want to vex you—you know | don’'t mean to be rude—but, will you—I
mean, what are you going to—"

“Wdl, what is the matter—speak up, child.”

“Are you going to—wear—7’

Miss Woodward farly jumped. What a question! With her coldest expresson she sad icily:
“What am | going to wear? Be good enough to explain yoursdlf.”

The girl was equal to the occasion. She appeared genuingy pained and distressed.

“Forgive me, auntie dear,” she sad gently, “but it is a rule of the society tha ladies do not
attend in rationdl costume.”

Miss Woodward wore an expression of wounded dignity.

“And now, perhaps, you can interpret the words, ‘rational costume.” ”

“Oh, they only mean an imitation of masculine clothes.”



She saw her blunder too late. Her aunt broke in vehemently.

“What!” she shouted. “You dare to hint that 1—I wish to imitate man! I? And man the
abomination of my lifel Oh, to think of such ingratitude. You whom | adopted, clothed, fed,
educated, to say thisl Are you awoman or aviper? Are you—"

Her niece gently interposed and checked the tirade.

“I beg pardon, auntie, if 1 even let you think for the moment that | meant anything of the sort. |
only tried to explain how certain people use the words.”

“Then you yoursdf think differently?’

“Why, you taught me yoursdlf, auntie.”

“Could any one compare me with aman?’

“ Certainly not,” the girl spoke with emphasis, for she was thinking of Hubert.

“Wel, | am glad you have some sense l€ft, Ida | had begun to suspect that you were devoid of
my gift of sober reasoning. Now, give me a hint in this dress matter, for if 1 go to your society’s
mestings, | suppose | must not run counter to the whims of its members.”

“Couldn’t you wear your black gown?’

“Theonel threw aside years ago?’

“Yes—it isas good as new—and of a description that never goes totdly out of fashion.”

“As if | cared aoout fashion, slly girl! But | will think it over; and, as | suppose you want to go
to bed, you may shake hands.”

For this curious woman never kissed—a kiss was the very sgn and emblem of treachery—
above dl, the treachery of man. And this was an eccentricity on which my client congratulated
hersdf. Hubert' s lips were one thing, and those of this cold spingter quite another.

She ascended to her own room, and an hour later | sat & the foot of her bed and watched her
deeping, and the dream phantoms | called floated in through the window.

CHAPTER XVI
AT THE ST JACOB'SHALL

After long condgderation, and changing her mind hadf a dozen times over the mater, Miss
Woodward decided o attend the meeting, and to ater her style of dress for the occasion. It was a
double victory for my client, and had been marveloudy easy in the gaining. Before proceeding, |
must say something about what had lately been passing through me, for I, who was al mind, can
hardly say “through my mind.”

From my firg introduction to Digphernes, until the close of my fird misson, | had been soldy
dominated by love for my mader, and thirst for didinction in his sarvice, with a bitter hatred of
dl outsde his rule. At times the remembrance of my own eathly wrongs and of Crawley
Langton amost drove me to frenzy—I would fain have sought every corner of the universe to
find and torture my enemy. At other times, | was a prey to a kind of lethargy mingled with
sadness. These moments grew more frequent, and | seemed to fal under some adverse influence,
which accompanied me to the earth and became more clearly defined in the course of the second
misson. | amog didiked the evil | was doing, and longed to be free It grew into a pining for
liberty, and, like al who experience woes themsalves, | learned to sympathise.

Once, as | was watching my client in her room, | actudly turned to leave her free from baeful
promptings. A message of warning from Digphernes came to remind me of my pledge—and |
offered a moment's resstance before my feding changed, and | returned with al my being glad



with the joy of my drange servitude. Again | loved Digphernes and wrought the harder for his
sake.

A while after, | was again moved with sadness, and fel into a State of despondent indifference.
| hated my misson, and shrank from the name of my meder, and | cried for death. But the
revulson of feding came again, and | s&t mysdf to the task of winning the soul of Ida Temple to
atone for my momentary defection.

Enough—Iet me return to the misson itsdf.

The medting of the spiritudis society to which my dient and her aunt had been invited was
held in the larger room of S Jacob's Hal, near Bucking-ham Pdace Gate. It was an excdlent,
fashionable and centrd spot for the headquarters of the society. And the society itsdf was
fashionable just then. Asarule, its meetings were extremey well attended.

On the evening of which we spesk there were perhaps four hundred people present, mostly
gentlemen, with a sprinkling of ladies. | cannot say that the latter were prepossessng. They were
amost, without exception, bony, ill-shapen, ansamic women, short-sghted, and wearing very
unbecoming spectacles on their unhedthy faces.

| have sad ladies were in the minority. Gentlemen filled the larger part of the hdl, and strange
specimens they were, too. Old and young, some smartly, others shabbily dressed, with shiny, ill-
fitting dothes—a curious collection of human beings indeed. By 8.30, the room was full, not a
Seat vacant, and the temperature rose, the ar became hotter, more ifling, more humidly
suggedtive of packed humanity.

There was a glare of dectric light, not becoming, merdy brilliant, emphassing the pdlor and
generd defectiveness of the faces present. Entering the hdl with my beautiful client, whose
atractive figure and far face caused a turning of heads | was a once impressed with the
uninteresting nature of the audience. Ida Temple seemed curiously out of place among these
people.

Yet, indead of seeming wearied or disgppointed, her eyes searched the crowd eagerly. The
sedts reserved for her and Miss Woodward were in the centre of the room, and to reach them
they had to pass down a long line of dars. On their way, the girl leaned on the back of one chair
for an ingant, and a young man whom | recognised as Murchison glanced quickly round. A quiet
look of inteligence was interchanged, too quick to attract Miss Woodward's attention, and when
they sat down the aunt had no idea that the good-looking young man whose eyes were
respectfully scanning her face was other than a perfect dtranger to her niece. In spite of her
averson to his sex, she did not object to his scruting—in fact, she rather enjoyed it. After dl,
there were men and men, and this did not seem like one of the common order; he was handsome,
disinguished-looking, and possibly intelligent. Then, too, he appeared to be broad and tdl, and
there was woman enough in her to appreciate the sgn of strength. Her feeble old heart fluttered
at this stranger’s evident attention as it had not done for very many years. All around, there was a
hoarse murmur of voices like the rumbling of the breeze in an old-fashioned chimney, or its
moaning amorg the rafters. But the sound ceased suddenly when Professor Thirrout stepped on
to the platform, and, with a bow, commenced his harangue. Episodes, concerning Madame Joan
Urquhat of Reves a clarvoyant of enormous reputation, figured in the commencement of his
gpeech. He mentioned that she had successfully answered questions put to her by eminent men
reldive to ther absent friends, and had given them full particulars about those deceased, such as
were impossible to have been hinted to her beforehand. One gentleman, having logt an unde, for
whom he had entertained great affection, questioned her about this relaive and his present state.
She gave a perfect description, both physcd and mord, of the chief characterigtics of the



deceased in this world, then she dated that he was a present in a land full of flowers and
fountains, but she could not tell its name. He was recognisable, only his features were no longer
those of mortals. Furthermore, he was very happy, and would not wish to return to earth.

All this nonsense gppeded to my sense of humour; | saw S0 keenly the absurdity of these
clarvoyants pretending to commune with us, and cdaming power over those fifty times more
powerful than their puny selves. But, by the mass of those present, it was received with fath, and
not alittle awe.

In dl, the firg speech lasted an hour, during which time the worthy professor was careful not
to alow the sensationa eement to wane. | noticed how absorbed Miss Woodward became, as he
proceeded. The subject was not wholly new to her; she had read articles upon it with the avidity
she adways displayed towards any out-of-the-common proceedings. In her enjoyment, she had
forgotten the observant dranger, and only remembered him when Professor Thirrout left the
platform.

To her surprise, as she looked round, the gentleman left his seat and dowly came towards her,
much hampered in his progress by the close rows of chairs. Hdting in front of Ida, he made some
commonplace remark, but he spoke with a quiet deference that pleased the strange old lady.

“Evidently a man of good breeding and of no ordinary tdent,” she thought, and actualy smiled
as her niece spoke.

“Auntie, may | introduce Mr Murchison, our secretary?’

The young man bowed.

“l hope Miss Woodward did not think me unpardonably rude” he said. “I know | did stare
harder than etiquette dlows, but | had an excdllent excuse.”

Miss Woodward was softening rapidly.

“I fed quite flattered, 1 assure you,” she said, with something grotesquely like a coquettish
smper. “But do please tell me your reason.”

“But you may be offended.”

Hubert was dsanding in the easy attitude of one wel used to ladies society; his insncerity
seemed to me s0 clearly stlamped upon his face that | wondered others did not comment upon it,
till | recollected that “society” men and women probably had not keen eyes for their common
faling.

“Tell mel” she perdsted.

“I was assuring mysdf,” he answered gravey, “tha you would make an excedlent medium.
Onerarely meets one wholly in sympathy with our friends in pirit-land.”

Miss Woodward's countenance brightened visbly. “He redly is a very nice young man,” she
thought; adding doud, “Do you truly think s0?’

“Yes—truly, Miss Woodward. | may say | am convinced of it.” Then, lowering his voice as he
observed some people near a hand paying unnecessary aitention to the conversation, “One has
only to glance & some faces to read rare Spirituality—sympathy—earnestness—a mind different
from the ordinary type—but, perhaps this subject is distasteful to you. | know many people find
it 0.

“Oh no, Mr Murchison! | take a great interest in anything capable of enlarging our minds and
extending our ideas. | think you are in some way connected with this society, you said?’

“| am the secretary, that is how | met Miss Temple”

“And do you usudly have such alarge gathering?’

“Indeed, yes. Sometimes we can hardly find standing room. But would you like me to point out
to you some of our more distinguished patrons?’



The young man's chivalrous attention was winning its way. Miss Woodward fdt twenty years
younger in mind; perhaps dl men were not such degraded creatures as she had imagined.

She readily acquiesced, for like most ladies who love to be consdered “sdect,” she was
dightly inclined to what ordinary people cdl “snobbishness.”

Murchison smiled at her evident eagerness.

“Do you see the lady over there—in green?’ he whispered; “she is the wife of Lord Edcadtle;
the one to the left with the mushroom-shaped hat is Sir Ralph Mahony’ s eldest daughter.”

Miss Woodward was ddighted. The heavy amosphere of the room became precious since it
could be bresthed in common with these. Lady Edcadtle, the friend of royalty!

“Dear me” she murmured. “What a refined person Lady Edcadtle is. One can see that she
inherits the good old blue blood of England.”

“Not from her father,” ruddy egaculated a man on Miss Woodward's right, “the over-fed old
brewer, nor from her mother, the—"

But Murchison tactfully intervened and drew off his new friend's attention, just as she was
turning, brigling with wrath, upon the discourteous interrupter. Then the conversation was
stopped by Professor Fitkins s gppearance on the platform.

For another hour the audience was treated to accounts of supernatural occurrences gathered
from dgrictly authentic sources, and brimming over with unadulterated horror. Most of them
concerned gpparitions whose only delight and occupation was to gppear in tangible form and
terrify nervous men and women into fits.

I mysdf, a denizen of the spirit world, knowing what a rae and difficult metter such
materialisation is, could afford to be amused a the idea. Doubtless the Stories were told in
perfect good fath, arisng ether from an overwrought condition of brain, or the supremacy of a
gronger will commanding the imaginaion of a wesaker. When the last word had been spoken and
the meeting dispersed, we mingled with the crowd, passng dowly towards the door-way; a cold
rush of ar came in from the outsde.

Murchison attended the two ladies until the last moment. “Permit me” he sad gdlantly,
helping Miss Woodward to sruggle into her intricate and antiquated cloak-garment. He did not
peak to my client, but had Miss Woodward perceived the look and pressure which accompanied
the find handshake, she might have changed her mind concerning this most dedrable
“secretary.”

“Only think, my dear,” she sad glefully to Ida that night, as they spped ther coffee in front
of the drawing-room fire, “of my being a probable medium. Yet, do you know, | have aways felt
in touch with the nobler ements. On one occason | thought your mother spoke to me she
seemed to say, ‘Lizzie, Lizzie, don't read by tha light, you will hurt your eyes’ She was dways
S0 anxious about my sight, poor dear.”

“What do you think of the secretary?’ said Idawith a carelessness that was dmost overdone.

“A mog charming young man—not a bit like most of his sex. Clever undoubtedly, and well-
mannered, and so wonderfully correct in reading character. But,” with a return of her asperity,
“heisaman! Dear, dear, what a pity.”

“Are you dill s0 hitter, auntie?’ asked the girl, with a winning smile, as the firdight kissed her
cheeks and the crimson band at her throat, and darkened by contrast her hair and eyes. She was a
nymph of the night indeed.

Miss Woodward frowned. She had almost been trapped into a weskness, and womanlike, tried
to get out of an awkward pogition.



“My opinions are of course undtered,” she sad sernly. “I can’'t imagine why | endured ®eing
0 much of this Mr Murchison, except, indeed, that it opens the way to something | have long
desired.”

“And thet is—7"

“Don't be inquigtive, Ida There is nothing so detestable as an inquidtive person. You never
learnt such an odious habit in this house, | am sure.”

“I beg your pardon, auntie. | redly didn't mean to be inquidtive, and of course | have no wish
to ask about anything you do not want to tell.”

“Sengbly spoken, my dear. But,” the old lady went on as if haf ashamed, “as you are s0
sensble, | think | may tdl you. | want to attend a séance.”

There was a moment’s slence, broken only by the ticking of the clock and the begting of the
two hearts, the eder throbbing with anxiety, the younger with triumph. The ydlow flame burned
and flickered, uncertain as a woman's word, while the cods glowed red and the grey ashes
dipped through the bars. Then a hdf cinder fdl with a noise, and my dient answered, as if
recaled to the present by the sound:

“I am sure Mr Murchison would arrange a séance on your behdf, if it is not too great a favour
to ask of him.”

“My dear! Heisaman, and men were only intended to accommodate us. Don’t be ridiculous.”

The od lady st severdy upright, she was wrestling with the prgudices of her whole life.
Could she st adde her antipathy towards man, even for a moment? Like most staunch upholders
of a fancful doctrine, she had quite a cirde of discipless women past their prime, ether
embittered by circumstances or wilfully eccentric. She had been the leading spirit among them.
Seeing that al her associates respected her, and in a great measure drew their inspiration from
her, any sudden change of atitude would surely cause a panic, and might lead to the dispersa of
the Men Haters Club which she had initiated. If she accepted a favour from Murchison—and it
became known—the proof of her degeneracy would be complete.

“If | attend a séance it must be kept private—mind, my dear, strictly private.”

The girl guessed the reason at once.

“You need not fear any indiscretion on Mr Murchison's part, | know,” she retorted, a little too
warmly, risng and leaning her arm on the mantelpiece.

“Oh, have you any foundation for that tatement?’

“No, auntie, except, of course, his officid podtion in the society, and intuition. It was a fairly
gtrong, reliable face, | thought,” she concluded, with ayawn.

“Yes, | thought so too. Wdl, it is bed-time nown—we mug tak this over to-morrow. Au
revoir!”

CHAPTER XVII
THE POWER OF HYPNOTISM

Up to this point | had found my task easy: indeed, beyond the suggestion about the séance, there
had been nothing for me to do. So | did not expect to meet any serious difficulty as | prepared to
accompany the ladies to Murchison’s rooms.

A thick ydlow fog, like foul wet linen, hung over London. Traffic was wdl-nigh suspended,
and the eectric light al but usdess. There was a choking dampness in the air, and poor old Miss
Woodward coughed incessantly. The progress of their motorcar was irritating in its downess,



and she became so short-tempered and fidgety that | feared she might decide to abandon her
vidt. Once, when Ida made some dluson to the draught blowing through the ill-fitting window,
the reply she received was s0 savage and unladylike, that | began to wonder what success |
should have had if the aunt and not the niece had been my charge. Even as | wondered, | fdt a
sudden grasp on my shoulder, and before-l had time to think of defence, | was violently
precipitated out of the vehicle into the steaming road.

My astonishment a the attack was so great that | must have wasted a few seconds in
bewilderment, then redisng that serious oppostion was on foot, | rushed back to my dation. As
| got to my client’sside, | heard her aunt exclam:

“It' stomfoolery, after dl, Ida. Tel him to return—I don't think I’ll go on.”

The girl was yidding. Indeed, 1 was only jugt in time. “Tdl her she must go on,” | whispered,
pressng my left hand hard on her far forehead; “that dl is arranged—that if she fals this time,
she will never get another opportunity.”

But my dient proved an unwilling listener. She was tired, and a little nervous, and more than
haf inclined to withdraw from the expedition. What had seemed a feasble means of overcoming
her aunt’s prgudice, now appeared unpractica and even dangerous. Fear of discovery, terror lest
any mishgp should occur and her aunt be injured, joined with the pricking of a late awakened
conscience, and she leaned forward to cal to the driver.

| persevered, and a desperate druggle took place in that narrow vehicle. Feding that hand
again on my shoulder, | gripped it above the wrigt, and throwing out my right arm, found the rest
of the impapable interfering form. | knew it was that of Sagatheda, who met my atack by
pressng her other hand on my mouth, forcing my head back from my dlient’s ear. But | placed
my right leg between her two feet, and | clutching her, we both fell together. The floor of the
vehicle offered no obstruction to our ethered forms, and we sank through to the ground. So the
remainder of the controversy was left to the girl’s free will; but | was overjoyed, on regaining my
place, to find that she had been swayed by me.

“Ha, ha, Sagatheda” | laughed, “I am ill the stronger.”

“Oh, Agonogtes,” she sighed, though | could not see her, “will thine eyes never be opened to
thine own perversity? Oh, if | could but compel thee to see and understand!”

And before 1 could finish the mocking sentence hdf formed on my lips, she dipped through
my grasp and passed away, leaving me done.

The car was ill pursuing its way, and Miss Woodward leaned back resgnedly againgt the
cushions.

We rolled down empty dreet after empty sreet, only meeting here and there the flash of a
policeman’'s lamp in the sombre mis, or some hdf-befogged dreet light glimmered obliquely in
a the window as we plunged again into the yellow obscurity. The solemn voice of Big Ben rang
out from afar, and | thought of the dime of the river, and how one Paul Penruddock had
contemplated it in his hours of asuffering; and adl my hared and revenge welled up afresh. |
gloated over the victim a my Sde—a woman, heartless, beautiful, and wedthy, dead to al
pleesure, belonging to an intriguing sensuad society outsde the world of human sorrow and
griving—ocorrupt in its luxury and ever under the survellance of Diaphernes. It was revenge, and
it was sweet and satisfying.

In my exultation | twined my fingersin her hair and thanked my master for the hour.

At lagt! The car drew up a the door of Murchison's abode, and the driver muttered, “Thank
"Eaven for this 'ere mercy!” as he managed to make out the number on the door. Miss
Woodward shivered and drew her shawl closdly about her as she stepped across the damp



pavement—everything was so cold, so foul, so unnaturdly slent, with nothing to be seen except
the fog. The outlines of the motorcar were amost lost, and when she dipped the fare into the
driver's hand, it seemed to Miss Woodward as if he were a being from another world, while his
voice as he growled, “Trust a bloomin’ lidy to give a pore cove no more than his fare” might
have come from across the sea.

Both the ladies were glad to see the door open, and to be once again m the land of the known.
The dectric light was mogs dazzling after the outdde darkness, and their eyes blinked and
strained as they ascended the Saircase.

As | have aready described Murchison's room | need not revert to it, except to observe that a
heavy curtain now divided it into two digtinct parts.

As they crossed the threshold, their host came to meet them. There was nothing about him to
suggest the element of the weird. He appeared, on the contrary, the very embodiment of cheery
hospitdity, in perfect harmony with the blazing fire, the shug room, and the dainty waiting table
of refreshments.

“How good of you to come, Miss Woodward!” he exclamed, helping her off with her cloak,
and scarcely able to repress a dart a the sght of the odd masculine dtire it had covered. “I
scarcdly flatered mysdlf that you would do me the honour on such an uninviting evening.”

Miss Woodward smiled—such a amile as sddom relaxed the lines of that rigid mouth.

“Of course | have,” she said; “you know, ladies keep their promises sometimes.”

Murchison glanced at his fiancée, whose eyes seemed to say, “Go on—al’swdl!”

“Shdl we have some tea, Miss Woodward?' he went on poalitely, as the old lady was warming
her hands by the fire. “I am sure, after your drive—and a most unplessant one it must have
been—you will be glad of something to help you forget it.”

“Thank you, you are very condderate” said the old lady aoud, adding haf to hersdf, as if
oblivious of his presence, “how very different from most young men!”

The mead was an immense success. The tea was most ddicious, full of the very aroma of the
far East. Never had Miss Woodward tasted crisper buttered-toast, nor more luxurious strawberry
preserve. The man, the food, the conversation, the fire, the room were so wholly a variance with
her expectations, that she found hersdf wondering if she were in a dream. Her mind was carried
back to the days of her youth, when, girl-like, she had liked unconventiond tea parties, and the
wave of memory made her very sad.

“Why, auntie, how slent you arel” The girl’ s voice recdled her from her musng.

“I beg your pardon, Mr Murchison,” she said apologeticaly, “I was so busy ligening to my
niece s pratle that 1 forgot my own conversationa duties.”

There was a note of sarcasm in the words tha made Murchison mutter: “Queer old cat! |
believe she is jedous of Idal” But with the courtesy which seemed as second nature to him, he
said doud, “Are you feding in the mood for our séance.”

He could have laughed doud when the old lady’ s eyes opened like gooseberries.

“It is incredible” she sad, “that such a very earthly young man can have any sympathy with
the occult world.”

“I admit the incongruity,” he replied, with a smile, “but, irreconcilable as it may seem, | am
full of sympathy—smply bubbling over with it.”

“How wonderful!” sad the old lady, leaning back in her chair, and gazing & him without a
doubt asto his sincerity, “when will you commence?’

“As soon as you are ready, Miss Woodward.”



“I am ready now,” she said. But she was inwardly apprehensive, and noticed the change in his
face as he crossed the room to the bell. Before, he had been cheeriness personified, now he
seemed to have grown stern. The cloth removed, a a word from Murchison, the three drew up
their chairs to the little round table. It was then that he put his firg and only question to Miss
Woodward.

“Have you any knowledge as to how these séances are worked?’

“None whatever,” shereplied, and he carefully concedled the satisfaction her answer gave him.

Fixing his eyes seedily on hers, he dowly issued hisingructions.

“I want you,” he said, “not to take your eyes off mine, be perfectly passve, and let me, as it
were, ook into your brain. Do you understand?’

The old lady felt uneasy. The whole room seemed to have undergone a trandformation, te fire
had dwindled down and the dectric lights had been replaced by an ail lamp. It was so gloomy
that it made her shiver.

“l—am rather nervous,” she said. “ Must you look a me s0? Y ou frighten me.”

Murchison merely indicated by a nod of his head that she must obey. The silence was intense.
My client was but an observer of the drama, enjoying rather than otherwise the spectacle of her
aunt humbled into submission by a man. A clock outside struck nine. No other sound broke the
awed hush, and the power of Murchison's gaze grew and grew; it absorbed dl his energy, and
little by little did what was required of it.

His victim logt dl drength of resstance. She had a horrible idea that the man's eyes were
getting larger and larger, more and more brilliant, and would continue to do so until they
pounced down upon her and swalowed her up. She became unconscious of the room, of the
furniture, of hersdf—of everything except those eyes. An irresidible lethargy stole over her as
the coils of a serpent wind themsdlves round the helpless body of its prey. If her life had been at
deke she could neither have moved hand nor foot. Her last thought seemed to be “Am | a
medium, and is this the spirit-world?” Then Murchison gently removed the hand he had been for
afew minutes resting on her forehead, and turned with asigh of rdlief to Miss Temple.

“I think sheis safe for the present, but it was hard work.”

“You haven't killed her? queried Ida, a little anxioudy, peering into the white old face. “No,
no, dear; don't worry! She has merdly succumbed to the influence of mesmeric force and isin a
date of torpor. | can arouse her quite easily.”

Fedling my opportunity had arrived, | drew closer to my client, and bregthed into her ear:

“Perhaps your aunt can answer questions?’

Miss Temple started dightly.

“Could you make her speak?’ she asked Murchison.

“Why?’ he said alittle sharply. “What do you want to know?’

“But can you?’' she perssted, smiling up in hisface.

“Yes | think s0,” he replied hestatingly. Deegp down in his breast the remains of a conscience
sometimes troubled him. A flicker of the fire emphasised the rare beauty of Ida's face, but he
could not help remarking how little pity there was in it, only eagerness and a little curiogty. She
would be a cool-headed surgicd nurse, he caught himself thinking.

Now she laid two fingers on her aunt’s pulse. “It is quite regular,” she whispered.

“Do you know her norma pulsation?” asked the man.

“Ohyes, quitewel! | love dabbling in doctoring. Now ask her something.”

“Wdl, what shdl it be?’

“Oh, anything. Her age—only be quick.”



“All right! She won't come to until | adlow it. Miss Woodward,” he suddenly adopted a hard,
high monotone, “please inform me of your age.”

There was no change in the peaceful outline of her face as she answered as camly as if it were
amogt ordinary question, 1 am seventy-two.”

“Isthat correct?’ asked Murchison of Ida.

“Y es—go on—another.”

When was your birthday?’

“March twenty-third.”

“Is that right, 1da?” Murchison felt possessed by a sudden interest, as if it might lead to some-
thing.

His fiancée nodded affirmatively.

| should have been feeble indeed had | not used the time to further my own object. Placing my
am round Ida’'s dim wast, | was about to whisper in her ear again, when a soft hand pressed
upon my lips and | was drawn irresstibly backwards. The wadlls, the chair, the table, seemed to
recede rapidly, my body seemed to be weghted with flesh, heavy and hdpless. How long the
backward motion would have continued, | knew not. Suddenly | remembered the promise of
Diagphernes and sent forth an apped for help.

It came. Nerved with new drength, | checked the movement and brought mysdf resolutey to a
ganddill, then, with a sudden movement, freed mysdlf from that soft encompassng am, so that
my swift sandals bore me back unhindered to the sde of my client.

Not an instant too soon.

She was just congdering if it would not be well to let her aunt be awakened without further
risk.

“Nonsense,” | said. “All girlswant to know their future—yours rests with her.”

“Nay, heed him not!” | heard the persuasive accents of Sagatheda “Spurn his fase counsdls.
God before the devil dways.”

“Pooh!” | sneered, “you are no child to heed such drivel, or else the devil is another name for
common sense.”

“Sometimes people blame common sense when it is the devil’s doing,” continued my enemy.
And | fet that my dlient leaned to her rather than to me. Her soul was diding from my grasp. It
meant victory for one of us within a moment, and, a this criss | could not help wondering a the
woman's own ignorance of the contest for her soul.

“Do not wreck a lifé's happiness for a whim,” | cried. “Think of Hubert—for her words must
nearly concern him too.”

Sowly and meditatively she yidded, and | heard the wdl-known sgh of anguish. “Agan—
again—oh, Agonogtes, wilt thou dways prevail ?’

“Yes” | exulted, “for eternity. By man’s own choice my master is stronger than thine.”

“ 'Tis a lie, and thou knowest it!” she retorted, with a fine scorn in her voice. “Yes, 'tis hard to
bear the shame and the struggle of it. Oh, Agonostes, didst thou but know al!”

| laughed doud at this outburst, and my mirth made the very shadows quiver. Yet the man and
woman heard it not. Ida was spesking, and she was hdf-frightened a her own propostion—
“AsK her what she means to do with her money.” The man took a step backwards.

“Why?’ he asked, trying to speak naturdly. “Why should you ask such a question?’

“For both our sakes, Hubert. | want to hear about her will.”

“Ahl” The man's face hardened, the power of her beauty crushed fear, pity, manliness,
everything that restrained him. He became her tool, and, Adam-like, he fel. But surdy never



gnce Adam did a snna give himdf so voluntarily to his fae | ligened with the <df-
congratulation of a conqueror to his next words:

“Yes, | understand. Miss Woodward, you are rich?’

“Yes” There was no dterdion in the intonation.

“To whom will you leave your money?” A look of pain became visble on the victim's face,
her eyebrows contracted, her eyes pleaded for pity. She seemed to wrestle with the words drawn
from her unwilling tongue. Once | thought she would stop, my cdlient thought so too, and
nervoudy gripped her lover's hand. The drain of the moment was intense, the darkness of the
room deepened, and the shadows assumed weirder forms, but it was too tense to last. Relief
came.

“If 1da marries she inherits nothing. If she remains single she receives hdf, the other hdf to go
to the Dogs Home.”

That was dl. The old lady relapsed into her previous date of passveness. The eccentricity of
the last clause would doubtless have been amusng a another time, and in other circumstances—
but as it was, its humour was too grim to please. To the listeners it was of the gravest import—it
meant alifelong old maid or else a pauper bride.

Murchison, like most worldlings, was quick and decided in action. No sooner had he heard her
goesk than, beautiful and fascinating as Miss Temple was, he knew she would be worthless to
him if she came to him dowerless. It would spoil dl the promising prospects of his future. The
girl seemed hdf to read what was passng in his mind, and it added to the misery and indignation
caused by her aunt’s words. Her breast heaved with ill-suppressed anger, and the wild gleam of
excitement hung in her bright eyes, while a srong flush changed the pdlor of her cheeks A
woman of her temperament, driven to bay, is apt to be dangerous, and | noted with pleasure the
crudty in her tightened lips and the flash of her teeth as she burst out passioretdly:

“Oh, its a dagadly willl"—the ddicate nals crushed into the tender pams—‘it is
outrageous—and to think she is my aunt! Oh, it is hard!” The voice wavered, and | thought she
was on the verge of tears. However, she controlled hersdf, and sad, “Why can't you say
something, Hubert, instead of staring like that?’

Murchison smiled—not quite the pleasant smile to which she was accustomed.

“What am | to say?’ he asked, tugging a his moustache, and shifting from one foot to another.
“Y ou heard what she said. What can | do?’

“You are a man. | wish | were onel” she cried fiercdy. “Surely a man's brain could meet dl
emergencies. Think of something, quick!”

Agan tha gsmile made her turn cold and apprehensve. She fdt frightened, sick. Murchison
sad coolly, “You forget—it is woman's wit that is supposed to find its way through dl
difficulties”

The girl’s eyes flashed. She was about to answer him with the scorn he deserved—for even her
infatuation could not misread his hegtation—when she suddenly paused, and with a complete
change of expresson, due to my interference, she leaned forward and looked a him long and
hard. Then her words broke ominoudy through the dlence of the room, and a strange yelow
flameflickered up in the fire asif in answer.

“ln't she in your power? Make her change it!"” (How | laughed at Sagathedas fruitless
effortd)

Murchison only dared for a moment. He was seeing his fiancée in a new light, and the
revelation was somewhat staggering. But time pressed, and again he yieded to the woman's
inggtent will.



“Yes” he sad, “I beieve | can. It's rather an awful thing to do, but, by Jove, Ida, you are
worth it. What do you suggest?’

Sagathedatried to intervene.

“She has been kind to thee,” she murmured, “ stay, before this has gone too far.”

“Rather think of thy lover,” | put in.

“All her care of thee as a helpless and deserted child—a girl whom she tended with a mother’'s
devotion—of home, comfort, everything. Ingratitude is indeed base in the sght of God. Turn
back!”

“Haf her income to a Dogs Home” | reminded her. “If thou wilt obey her unreasonable
whims, she will estimate thee as equd to a dog! And she might yet change and leave it dl to
dogs.”

“Or to thee, from love won lovingly. Try the better way.” How eager Sagathedla could become
in extremity.

“ Hedtate,” | said, “and lose thy lover!

“Be patient,” urged Sagatheda, “and save thy soul.”

“Thy soul or thy lover?” The words rang in her ears.

“Thy soul!” pleaded Sagatheela.

“Thy lover!” | cried in passonate frenzy.

Agan she chose—her lover. | heard a long, low wail as of a woman whose very heart was torn
by sorrow—and Sagathedla glided sadly away as the girl said quickly:

“Make her, force her to draw up another will. She may not live long—she is much feebler than
she used to be.”

“But how about witnesses? There must be at least two. Whom can we find?’

The girl pondered a moment.

“It doesn't much matter whom we have, 0 long as you are here. Let me think. Ahl” as |
indnuated a suggestion, “I have it now. Auntie will come here, you mesmense her, and then we
send for a lawyer. You know she never would employ a lawyer, so that anybody will do—that is
to say, any one we can trugt. Auntie will tel him under your influence that she wishes to draw up
anew will. Hewill do it and you can make her Sgnit.”

“What abrain you havel” the man said envioudy. “But you have il forgotten the witnesses”

“Indeed | haven’t. | know the very people.”

“And they are

“Hugh! It is quite time you roused auntie. See me to-morrow evening, and we will settle every-

thing.”

When Miss Woodward awoke from her torpor she gazed in a dull, vacant way at the four eyes
fixed so earnedtly upon her. It was some moments before she redlised what they were. At first
they hung above her in space, glowing like lamps, then the outline of faces and bodies grew
around them, and they were no longer nameless, disconnected things, but human eyes—and
dowly, very dowly, she identified them. Memory reassarted itsdf—the room, the chair, tables,
and curtain—then she suddenly recollected why she had come there.

“What has happened?’ she asked eagerly.

“You have been in a state of clairvoyance, Miss Woodward” said her host, coming to her sSdes
“and a better subject | have never seen.”



The old lady scanned him closdly.

“Do you redly mean it, Mr—er—"

“To be sure. What did you fed like?’

Miss Woodward shook her head sorrowfully.

“I can't recollect. I only fed like a person just awakened from a long dreamless deep. Please
tell me something of what has occurred.”

“Why,” sad Murchison, leaning back eesly in his char, “it was like this—Obeying my
indructions to the letter, you dlowed yoursdf, so to spesk, to decentrdise. Your soul left your
body and undertook a journey. You told us of many dsrange things, of wanderings in a very
beautiful land with bright sunshine and far-dretching meadows, you described minutely the
occupation and the clothing of its inhabitants. Some you found engaged in pursuits such as
ploughing, others spent their time in playing tunes on wondeful indruments whose names you
could not ascertain. You talked with one of these people who told you she had only just found
her freedom, and had been lately an inhabitant of this earth.”

Miss Woodward interrupted in bewilderment:

“Can this be true?’

Murchison put on an expression of injured dignity, and my client haf uttered an gaculaion of
rebuke.

“Your niece will corroborate me, | think,” said the man gravely.

“Isit true, Miss Temple ?

The young lady incdined her head diffly. “Certainly,” she sad. “Auntie, | wonder a you
questioning Mr Murchison’sword.”

“I beg your pardon, Mr Murchison,” sad Miss Woodward, in puzzled sdf-defence. “But it
seems s0 odd that | said it al, and can't recollect it.”

However, before she took her departure, her incredulity wore off, and she even persuaded
hersdf she had seen and heard the things suggested.

“I don’'t know how to thank you, Mr Murchison,” she said.

“Pray, don't mention it, Miss Woodward,” he responded gdlantly. “I am amply recompensed
for the little trouble | took, if you were pleased.”

“It was ddightful!” she said. “ It is not often | am so well entertained. Now, you must come
round and see us!”

“I shdl be most happy!” he replied, while Ida could hardly believe her ears.

“Yes, old lady, | won't forget your invitation,” murmured Murchison, as the door of the motor-
carriage shut with a bang.

CHAPTER XVIII
THE SPIRIT IN THE LITTLE BACK ROOM

Several weeks passed, bringing no important change. Murchison pad a formd vist one
afternoon, and had later been invited to dinner. On each occasion Miss Woodward received him
cordidly, and by her demeanour, betrayed only too well the power he had gained over her. In
fact, she agreed with everything he chose to say on dl subjects but one—and that one was
marriage. She dung tenacioudy to her bdief that no woman should marry before thirty, and few
after it, giving as a reason the unhappy married lives many of her family had led. Above dl, she
held to her intention of forbidding matrimony to her niece absolutely, once and for all.



“Marriage,” she sad, gazing into the fire, “may suit a few, not the mgority of us. As for you,
Ida, | forbid you ever to do so foolish athing. Do you hear me, child? 1 forbid you.”

“I don't want to marry, auntie,” she replied, uttering readily the lie | put into her mouth. And
there for the time being the matter had ended.

All the while the conspirators plot was progressing. A lawyer had been found in the person of
an old schoolfdlow of Murchison's, a man of limited means and a ill more limited cirde of
cients, with a wife and many children, and a daly growing dread of the Bankruptcy Court. A
promise of a few hundred pounds made him only too glad to fdl in with Murchison's proposd,
and he readily consented to be as silent asthe grave.

One evening my dient was gtting in her boudoir, gazing pensvely into the fire. It was a habit
of hers from which she seemed to derive an extraordinary amount of pleasure. | sometimes
wondered why, knowing how genuindy unimaginative she was. Yet in the red cods she saw
pictures, faces of friends and enemies, labyrinths and turnings, even prophecies. “1 must poke it
again to see what changes come” she said, suiting the action to the word. The roof of a very
beautiful cavern fel in with a crash, the wadls staggering under the debris, tottered on ther
foundations, leaned forward, and sank amost noisdesdy into a shapdess mass, then, as if
griving for a fresh lease of exisence, agitated by some invisble agent, they swayed to and fro.
With a convulsve effort they threw from ther midst a curious black ember, in shape remarkably
like acoffin. The girl drew her little foot back hastily as the missle dmost touched it.

“What can have caused tha?’ she said; adding with a shudder, “What a funny shape? What
canit mean?’

| took up my gation at her side.

“It means,” | whispered, “Death.”

“Nothing of the sort,” and | recognised Sagatheda stones again, “it merely means danger.”

“Yes” | acquiesced easlly, “danger of being thwarted, therefore take heed to strike firgt.”

“Nay,” sad Sagatheda, “pause lest thou cast thysdlf into the pit that has no bottom. If thou
carry out the evil intentions thou hast been weak enough to harbour in thy bosom—beware.”

“If thou wouldst turn coward when one bold stroke would win al,” | argued, “then beware
indeed!”

The girl seemed perplexed. She leaned back in her chair, and her brows contracted.

“I wonder what | had really better do?’ she murmured haf aoud.

“Is it not true?’ | ventured to whisper indnuatingly, “that Miss Woodward has a weak—a very
weak heart?’

The girl shuddered and tried to think of something ese, but | went on ruthlesdy:

“To those so0 aflicted, death often comes quickly—a sudden shock—"

“Oh, I mustn't—I musin't! | can't think of such horror,” she cried wildly, hiding her face in her
hands, while her glossy hair gleamed in the firdlight like polished ebony.

Sagathedainterfered to reassure her.

“Then banish the painful thoughts, ease thy misery by fdling on thy knees and confessng the
sn meditated to Him, the Forgiver.”

“Fool! | hissed, and | struck a my enemy to drive her off. “Fool, dways a meddier, why
comest thou on such a futile erand? This woman is by nature mine, and will never ligen to thee;
depart then, and leave me the spoils of the easy victory that must be mine.

A soft hand, the hand whose touch | had come to know and hate, was placed gently on my
shoulder—and the low voice said:



“Thou overatest thy drength, Agonostes. Inmmortd as thou at, thou art not aone among
immortals. | too have an endless life, and | knew thee when thou wert ill Paul, and in sorrow.
How different art thou now!”

“Yes, thanks be to Digphernes, | am!” | cried in a thrill of savage joy. “I was weak then, but |
can hold my own againgt thee now! And what of thy boasted love and care for that same Paul?
Didst thou not watch him suffer, Sarve, and die? How now?’

“I drove for Paul even as | drive for Agonostes,” was the reply; “and for dl that was, or was
not, thou shouldst blame the devil and his agents, and not me.”

“Oh, cease such babbling!” | thundered, and turned again to my client.

“The happiness of thy life” | told her, “lies in the hands of one woman, and she would rob thee
of dl that woman dams as her best right. She can, and will, grip thee of dl things unless thou
submit. Is this judtice? And wilt thou surrender passvely? Wilt thou yied, or win, thy lover?
Why should she live to spail two lives? And is it a question of living? A shock might kill he—
but who saysit will?”

Throughout the afternoon and evening, Ida Temple could not drive the thought from her mind.
Her aunt, noticing her unwonted silence, enquired its cause with solicitude, but only received an
abrupt reply. So the old lady sghed, and sat 4ill, her hands on her lgp and her eyes gazing into
vacancy—wondering perhgps why God made her niece so beautiful and yet so cold, so
unresponsive.

| felt my success was assured when my client, bidding her aunt a curt good-evening, retired
upstairs and wrote a note to Hubert Murchison. It was not a letter-only a few words in a clear
bold hand, written on fragrant delicate paper that would convey to him more clearly than any
words the persondity of the writer. The message was such as made me laugh at Sagathedla, for |
could read Degath between the lines.

Two evenings later, the paty of three met agan in Murchison's room. Everything, even to the
buttered toast, was the same as on the previous occason, and the room was even cheerier and
more comfortable. Ida never remembered having seen Miss Woodward in a lighter or happier
mood. Her conversation was most versdile; she chatted on politics and education, soared to
discusson concerning ethered bodies, and gravely debated on the theories of Darwin. She never
flagged, but taked on merily, pausng only to taste the crisp toast or drink the delicious tea
served in the tiny cups of real Worcester.

Murchison never ceased to interest her. She was dways discovering some new sSide to his
nature, and that something more likesble than dl before He was not only a spiritudid,
evidently, but a schola—a politicdar—a prince among entetane's—a man with a vast
assortment of fascinating hobbies. There was no subject of which he did not seem to have some
knowledge, and she could only admit to hersdf that he was a most wonderful young man.

By the time the table was cleared and the chairs duly aranged opposte the heavy baize
curtain, she fdt that she would like to own this young man as her son. She was beginning to be
sorry she had sad so much to him on the matrimonid topic. Perhagpos no one would be better
fitted to train Ida in the way she should go Miss Woodward's way—than this very clever young
man.

Her thoughts had reached this point when she became conscious of his gaze fixed on her. She
at once looked up, and their eyes met. Again it was a repetition of the other evening, and she



gradudly fdl away into a heavy deep, far away from the room or from any cognisance of its
occupants.

When she was in the depth of the mesmeric trance, dead to al that was passing around her,
Murchison beckoned to my client, who left the hearthrug where she had been standing, and came
at onceto hisside.

“Quick!” he said. “Be quick and arrange the chairs for our vistors. They were to be here a
gght, and it is on the point of driking. Now, whaever you do, don't show any sgns of
agitation.”

The girl shrugged her shoulders with adightly scornful smile.

“Do look agitated?” was dl she said.

“No,” admitted the man. “I can’t say you do. But—quick, darling. Ah, here they come.”

A sharp ring below, and the heavy tread of skirt-hampered feet told the sex of the first vigtors.
In a moment the door opened to admit them. One was a middie-aged dame with ruddy cheeks,
pae blue eyes, and a digdinctly inquistive cast of nose, scarcdy the sort of person one would
have brought into a delicate business, had not a closer observation shown that one of her eyes, as
evidenced by the whitish opagueness of the retina, was practically sghtless—probably through
cataract, whereas the other was myopic and defective. The other vigitor, a prim little person in
methodigtical black attire, was short-dghted dso, and moreover admost sone  dedf.
Consequently, there was nothing much to fear from ether witness. 1da had chosen well. Murchi-
son, with his unvarying courtesy, stepped forward to greet them as they entered. He had firgt
taken the precaution to cover Miss Woodward' s eyes with alarge pair of blue spectacles.

Everything seemed perfectly regular to the two ladies, and they were quite willing to accept
Ida's prettily-anxious explanation that “dear auntie was worried and tired, and, she feared, not at
al wel.”

The lawyer then arived, a colourless, shabby little man, above dl things papably poor; and
the “how do you do's’ and preliminary commonplaces being over, they assembled at the larger
table.

The lawyer gpproached the old lady, and in a suave voice asked whether she ill wished the
document to be drawn up. Nether of the witnesses observed the cool steady gaze that their host
never removed from Miss Woodward's face. Nor did they notice that her words came with an
effort, as if she was trying to leave them unspoken and could not. In a dow, amost Sammering
voiceshesad:

“Yes, | wish to make my will, believing before God that my days are dmogt a an end.”

The witness who was not deaf changed colour a little at this speech. She was an old
acquaintance of Miss Woodward, and had adways regarded her friend as such a hde and hearty
old lady. In a certain unplessant manner it reminded her that she hersdf was no longer young.
She winced, and said with adry little cough:

“Why, Lizzie, you ye many long years before you yet. We women aren't so frall as we used to
be.”

Miss Woodward did not even glance at the speaker, but replied in the Steady voice of a soulless
automeaton:

“I have come to the end of my span of life. | know it. That is enough.”

The words came dowly and dmost painfully, and my client looked a her aunt with something
like terror lurking in her eyes. The tenson of the whole proceeding was terrible for any whom its
issue concerned deeply. Murchison kept outwardly cam, but his soul was fretted with feverish

axidy.



“Come, dr,” he sad, touching the lawyer on the shoulder, “we must not wagte time. Miss
Wood-ward is very tired.”

Miss Woodward then proceeded to dictate n the same hard, high voice her “wishes “—which
were speedily transcribed on the parchment. No one interrupted; with the exception of a needful
word or two from Murchison, dl in the room mantaned an impressve slence. The deef lady
sood on the hearthrug, the inquistive one—I can think of no term to suit her better—stood in
front of her, and by her sde was Ida. When the will had been drawvn up and only the signature
was needed to completeit, | leaned over the lawyer’ s shoulder and read what he had written.

“This is the last will and testament of me, Elizabeth Anna Woodward, of Amber Park,
Blackheath, in the county of Kent, spinster. | give, devise, and begueath all my real and personal
estate of every description to my niece, Ida Alicia Temple, absolutely, subject only to the
following: | desire that the sum of £500 be paid within three months after my decease to the
treasurer of the Dogs' Home, Channings Road, Lee. Further, that the sum of £300 be paid within
the said time to the Promoters of the Spiritualist Society.

Then followed some unimportant bequests to friends and servants. Findly:—

“And | hereby appoint Hubert Murchison sole executor of this my will, and revoke all previous
wills by me a any time made, and declare this to be my last will and testament. In witness
whereof, | hereunto set my hand, this day of in the year of our Lord one thousand nine
hundred and

“Signed by the said Elizabeth Anna Wood ward in our presence, who in her presence and the

presence of each other hereby subscribe our names as witnesses.
“HARRIET SARAH PARKER of , spinster.
“MAUD JUBILEE JENKINS of , Spinster.”

Murchison leaned forward and placed the pen in the old lady’s hand, guiding it on the sheet of
paper. He explained the action by a confidentia nod towards the witnesses, as much as to say,
“Sheisabit bewildered and needs help.”

Every onewas looking & her, but never expecting anything unusud to happen.

Her hand was actudly on the vellum and the pen had made a few drokes, when something
occurred which was as unexpected to me as to them. The dectric light went out, leaving the
room a the mercy of the firdight, which shot up in weird blue flames. The wind howled and
dhrieked in the chimney like a thousand fiends in torment. To the horror of al present a violent
agitation took possesson of the baize curtain. It shook and drained as if under the influence of
invisible hands, and the sound of many pacing footsteps was heard in the little alcove behind.

| looked eagerly at the spectators. In each face | read fear,—not fear of any ordinary degree,
such as is evoked by an accident or hairbreadth escape, but absolute servile terror, fright that
blanched the cheeks, froze the blood, and fixed the staring eyebdls. No one could speak or
move. The two witnesses tried to scream for help and could not.

My dlient’s guilty conscience arose blank and awful. In vain | tried to difle it. Sagatheda was
there to accentuate it. “Pray,” | heard her say, “pray for God's hep in this avful moment.” And |
believe the name of Christ was on Ida’ s lipswhen | spoke in her ear, and she left it unuttered.

Anything was better than suspense—and | believe the firg feding was one of rdief when the
curtain was flung violently asde to disclose the horror beyond.

Even |, immortal as | was, quailed on seeing That which stood there—while Miss Woodward
darted out of her trance, uttered one little low cry, and sat ill. There in the centre of the acove,



the moonbeams streaming around it like a phosphorescent halo, stood, or rather crouched, for its
back was bent and its hands rested on its wide-pread knees, as fearful a figure as | had ever seen
in the grest Avenue of Gloom itsdlf.

It resembled neither man nor woman, but was grimly suggestive of both. With a low circular
skull, eyes of lurid green, a wide distended mouth, and lips wreethed in a horrid mocking smile,
the thing faced us in dl its baneful wickedness. It might have dayed there a minute, possbly
less—Ilong enough, a any rate, for it to be unforgettably imprinted on the minds of those who
saw. The skin of the thing was of that sckly white usudly attributed to leprosy. It shone with dl
the offensiveness of its putrescent nature.

What it was, whence it came, | knew rot, nor could | form a better theory than that of its being
some earthly dementd spirit, crested by the internd gases of the earth, and made visble by the
evil medium of some onein the room.

The time of its gppearance must have seemed centuries long to those on whom it bent its
begtid leer. It departed suddenly as it came, and the heavy curtains swung together.

The lawyer was the first to speak. He was nearest the eectric chanddier, and sprang to it and
pressed the button. He did this severa times before his efforts were rewarded, and the room was
illuminated once more.

Then looking around, he cried in a hoarse, strange voice:

“My God, what has happened? Let us adl get out of this as soon as we can.”

And Hubert Murchison, ghadtly pade, sprang to the side of Miss Woodward. The old lady lay
back in her chair, her head hanging forward and sideways, and the jaw dropped low over her
neck. There was no room left to doubt what had happened.

“She's dead!” he gasped, as his auditors gathered round, and he pointed with shaking
forefinger to therigid face.

“It is the hand of God,” sad the lawvyer solemnly; so solemnly that two of those present bowed
their heads. Then, gripping his host’s wrigt, with hands as cold as the dead themsdves he
pleaded: “Come, come—Iet us get out of thid It isawful, itishdl!”

And as if dirred to life by the words, with one accord they trooped after him out of the room,
and into the biting cold of the direet, leaving the place in the possession of Death and Mystery.

A few weeks later, inquests and inquiries satifactorily staved off or satidfied, one a least of
the group had come to view the tragedy with cadmer eyes. No previous will could be found, and
my dient, as next-of-kin and with the haf-signed document to prove intention, was heiress to the
gregter pat of her aunt’'s large fortune. She was only a little impatient that, in accordance with
the prgjudices of society, a decent interval must eapse before she fixed her marriage day.

| left her gazing reflectively into the greast mirror in the boudoir where | had found her fird, the
sweet smd| of violets hanging around her as of old.

“Yes” she sad to her laughing reflection, “I have no soul. | gave it to the devil, and he can
keep it safe for me. It pays best after dl.”

My sandds were pulling me onwards. | had won—and a less potent messenger might waich
her now, as a smdl army can occupy a land wholly subdued by the victor. | took her in my arms
and kised the full red lips for joy and for their very beauty, and with that last tender farewdll,
legped away and upwards, out of the bounds of the finite, hurrying to tell Digphernes what | had
done.



