The Picture on the Wall

By Katharine Tynan

“Upon my word, Millicent”—with an impatient laugh—there are times | could swear your heart
wasn't in it; times when, for dl your childiike trangparency, | could dmost beieve there was
another man somewhere to whom you had given dl that ought to be mine.”

“Oh, hush, hush,” answered a soft voice, “don’'t say such things, my darling; they are treason
agang our love.”

“Poor little woman,” said the man repentantly. “I oughtn't to have said that, for 1 know it is not
true. But you are cold-blooded, little gir—deucedly cold-blooded. Here have | been taking
about out honeymoon—our honeymoon that you seem so determined to postpone—and cheating
mysdf by tdking of it into a hdf-belief that it had arived, and yet, when | look in those milky
eyes of yours to see if | have put a spark of fire into them, | find only a wandering look of darm.
Isit any wonder you baffle and distress me?’

The girl lifted up the eyes he had cdled milky. The unusud epithet was the right one in her
case. The wide, innocent-looking eyes were of a curious pae blue, nearer the colour of spilt milk
than anything ese one could think of. There was a dightly scared expresson about them, and the
sengtive lines of the mouth, the fineness of the siky hair, the frequent movements of the dender
hands, al spoke of a highly-<trung, nervous organization.

“I am afraid,” she said, “with me love means fear. You are so strong and confident. While I,
gnce | have known and loved you, | have redlized with anguish the thousand and one chances
that may snatch us away from each other for ever.”

“The more reason for hagtening our marriage. If | had your shadowy fears, Millicent—as |
have not, for you ae hedthy, my white rose, despite your too active imaginaion—I should
scarcely breathe till we belonged to each other. After that the deluge.”

Thegirl trembled vidlently within his arms, murmuring his name haf inaudibly.

“ 'Geoffrey, Geoffrey,’” he repeated after her. “But what have | sad to frighten you, my
sweetheart? Nothing can separate us. It is only your timidity that delays our heaven. Why,
Millicent, why? Do you know sometimes | could crush you to bend your will to mine? What a
will, little girl, though you look so soft and yidlding!”

“1 will yield everything once we are married, Geoffrey.”

“Yes, darling,” said the man, suddenly mollified; “but when is that to be?’

“Let us forget about it, Geoffrey, for a little while. Let us be lovers. Marriage 0 often means
the end of love, or, &t least, the end of romance.”

“It shal not with us, you foolish child. | promise you that, if thet isdl you fear.”

She gave alittle tired Sigh as of one who givesin out of weariness.

“Poor Geoffrey,” she said, stroking his cheek. “It is hard that you should be worried with my
inexplicable whims. Wait a little longer patiently. When you come to Dormer Court next month |
promise you that then | will fix the date—if you gill desreit.”

The man laughed.

“If | dill degre it, sweetheart! Well, thanks for so much grace. | have had visons of your
perpetud unwillingness that should land us somewhere into old age unmarried.”

The girl crept dose to him and they were slent—the slence of lovers tha means so much
satifaction. After a time they sood up and sauntered easly down the garden path. It was



September, and the late roses were out in bloom, and now and again a bird trilled swedtly, a little
song very different from the full rgpture of early summer.

“Thelatest of late warblers sings as one
That trolls at random when the feast is over,”

quoted Millicent Gray.

The homely red house came into sght, with its verandah, and the many garden paths diverging
from it into winding walk and shrubbery. There was a lady in the verandah, comfortably sested
in a rocking-chair, her eyes bent on the nove in her hand, and a pretty tea equipage drawn within
reach of her. She looked up as the Lovers approached.

“Dear people” she sad gaily, “1 am glad you have thought at last of me and the tea. | have had
some difficulty in restraining Jones's impatience. Though, indeed, if | had taken my tea a quarter
of an hour ago, and given you the tannin, | don’t suppose you would be awhit the wiser.”

She tinkled a little bell a her ebow, and in a minute or two the spruce Jones arrived with the
tegpot. Mrs. Evelyn drew hersdf up from her languid position and poured out the tea. She was an
exceedingly pretty woman, nut-brown and with flashing white teeth, this cousn of Geoffrey
Annedey and school-friend of his betrothed.

“Wel, Heen,” said Annedey, “we haven't been idle. Millicent has a least named a time for
naming the time for our marriage. Most men mightn't think it a tremendous concession, but | am
grateful for small favours.”

“She's a shy bird, Geoffrey,” Mrs. Evelyn answered, getting up to kiss her friend. “So | think
you have gained a concesson. And Millicent is well worth waiting for. But here comes my greet
boy!” she cried, as the house door was opened by a amiling nurse, and a delightful brown-faced
youngster toddled on to the verandah and ran to his mother.

“Thank you, Nurse,” she said. “Now you go to your teawhile | take care of Master John.”

The boy trotted from his mother to Millicent, and stood by her knee, leaning his chubby arms
upon her dress. Resently the two went down on the lawn for a romp—a ddightful romp—with a
ball and a puppy, which was accompanied by pedls of laughter.

“She will make an exquiste mother some day,” sad Mrs. Eveyn, trandating into words
something of thelook in the man’s eyes.

He gave her a swift glance which had ashy grditudeinit.

“I am nearly tired waiting, Helen,” he said. “Sheisin no great hurry to give me my happiness.”

“But she has promised something now?’

“She has promised to fix a date when | go down next month to their place. Have you ever been
there, Helen?’

“Never. For dl our staunch friendship, Millicent has adways had her reserves with me. | know
little about her family except that they are poor and proud.”

“The father's letter to me was iff enough. | suppose they live in a kind of feudd atmosphere
in their Northumbrian woods. | might have resented the tone of it, only | fed so unworthy of my
girl. After dl, if the old fellow writes as if he were of the blood royd, I, Millicent’s lover, should
be the last to complain.”

“Y ou have the ided temper for alover.”

“It has been sordy tried, Helen, | assure you. You women wear well through an indefinite
engagement. For some incredible reason you make your heyday of it; while with us it is a time
that dirs the degping savage in us more than any other set of circumstances in which we could
be placed.”



“Poor Geoffrey! But here comes your pretty lady-love. And my young savage has pulled down
dl the gold-silver of her hair. How ddightful she looks dishevelled!”

It was indeed a charming face that looked a them as Millicent came towards them, vainly
endeavouring to twist up the coil the child had pulled about her shoulders.

September passed goldenly, and the trees were in full pomp when there came in wild weether
with the October new moon. The storms very soon made havoc of garden and woodland, and
every day brought tidings of destruction by land and sea. It was on one of those wild days that
Geoffrey Annedey and Millicent Gray left King's Cross for the long journey northwards. It was
murky in the great sation, and without in the yellow dtreets there was a fog of rain, and a sodden
plashing under foot where the miserable ranks of pedestrians trudged stolidly.

The lovers were undismayed by the weather. Millicent for once seemed to have pitched care to
the winds, and her eyes had a brighter light, her cheeks aroser flush than usud.

When the train steamed out, and they were rushing through grey sheets of Water, past ghodts of
warehouses and ranges of dingy dwdlings, dimly seen through the migt, Geoffrey leant forward
and took the two little hands warm from the muff. They were done in the compartmen.

“This might be our honeymoon, little woman,” he said, fondling the dim fingers.

“In this weether?’ she asked.

“Yes;, why not? | should have no eyes for the weether.”

“Nor I,” she said, softly audacious.

“No, sweet?*“ he cried ddightedly. “ So you wish for the dreaded time, after al?’

“Wish for it! Ah, that isapoor way of putting it.”

He had not often seen her in this mood, and was enchanted.

“You are making up to me now for being so cold sometimes. You have starved me, Millicent.
Y ou women don’'t know what it is never to meet with an answering ardour.”

“I have never fdt cold even when | seemed s0. | have been afrad to show you dl | fdt.
Bdieve this, my dear. But to-day | am done with fear. No matter what comes you must believe in
the fullness of my love for you.”

The ran laged dl day till lae evening, when the lights of a little waysde station shone blurred
through the mig.

They drove to Dormer Court through a heavily wooded country. The place looked ancient, and
did, indeed, date back some hundreds of years. The dining-hdl was pandled with fine old oak,
and the fireplaces on each sde massvely caved. A gdlery ran round it, from which corridors
diverged each side to the deeping agpartments. There was a good ded of armour in shadowy
corners, and on the high dresser there was a show of heavy slver plate, the sde of which might
have turned the poverty of the Gray family to affluence. But Sir Roland Gray would as soon have
thought of sdling one of his daughters, perhaps sooner, as of reducing the heritage that had come
to him by turning the dightest portion of it into hard cash.

He was a frody old gentleman, with a haughty ar which Annedey did not find reassuring.
Dormer Court seemed to him a rather chilly place, and, glancing a Millicent as they entered, he
thought she looked suddenly nervous and depressed. Those great fireplaces would have needed
roaring cressets of wood in them to make the place human, but they showed only polished brass
dogs, evidently quite innocent of use—for sometime, at least.

Annedey noticed these things as he passed through the hdl on his way to the drawing-room,
an gpatment as datdy as the dining-hdl, and more chilly. There Millicent's sger and his
hostess awaited them. She was a rather unhappy-looking woman, past her firg youth and
delicate-looking.



His room, to which he followed a manservant carrying his portmanteau, was gloomy. The bed
had huge testers hung with heavy curtains, the shuttered windows were aso heavily draped; the
dark mahogany furniture was of the most massve build. But as soon as the servant had eft the
room, and Annedey had an opportunity to notice these things, he observed a portrait above the
fireplace which seemed to dominate the room, and which drew his own gaze to it with a curious
sense of fascination.

The portrait was that of a handsome man, dressed according to the period of the second
Charles. His skin had the peculiarly warm ruddy tinge we associate with Vandyck's portrats,
and out of this stting his eyes looked dartlingly blue. His love-locks sraying over a sed
corselet were golden brown, and dtogether he looked a most gdlant cavdier. But the painting of
the eyes was the painter's grest achievement. As Annedey stood looking at the picture with a
candle lighted the better to see it, he could have sworn the eyes looked back at him like those o
a living man. He turned to the dressng-table with a haf-uneasy laugh & his own ddusion. He
had laughed out unconscioudy, and as he did o he thought the laugh was faintly echoed within
the room. He looked around him sharply. No, the room looked harmless enough, and it was not
likely to be anything but imagination. Yet the eyes of the portrait seemed to gaze towards him,
and he fancied now that they had a saturnine gleam in them.

“Nerves, my friend,” he muttered to himsdf. “This is a new deveopmert. You'll be looking
under the bed and prodding the window-curtains for burglars next, like any hysterical woman.”

But he could not shake off the sense of being watched. He made a resolution not to yield to his
folly by looking a the portrait, but as he went to and fro he fet assured that the eyes were
following him.

“Confound you, sr,” he sad a last, hadf jocosdly, “I wish you'd keep your eyes out of my
back.”

He could have sworn again that he heard the faint, maicious laugh.

“Well,” he said as e finished his toilet, “if Dormer Court possesses such a thing as a haunted
room, I'minit. It would make anice little case for the Psychicd Society.”

At dinner the conversation somewhat flagged. Annedey did his best vdiantly to keep it going,
but reflected within himsdf that certainly Dormer Court was not cheerful. Millicent had become
very quiet snce she entered her home, and Sir Roland, though he treated his guest with very
punctilious courtesy, had apparently little to say; the eder Miss Gray scarcely spoke, and once
when Annedey addressed her directly started violently.

“Poor little Millicent!” said the lover to himsdf. “No wonder she is a little sirange sometimes.
She will be different in a happier aamosphere.”

Presently, in the search for a subject of conversation, he remembered the portrait.

“That is a very fine portrait over the fireplace in my bedroom. A genuine Vandyck, is it not, Sir
Roland?’

The baronet bent his frosty brows upon him.

“Itisnot aVandyck,” he said coldly.

Millicent had turned quite pae when the picture was mentioned. She now leant forward, and
said in a shocked voice:

“You have not put him in that room, father?’

“Why not?” said the old man sharply. “ Guests of honour have dept in that room many atime.”

The girl sank back in her seat very pade. Annedey had no opportunity later of asking the
meaning of this odd little scene. He guessed, indeed, that the room had some ill name, but was
not perturbed. The man in the portrait was a decent looking fellow, he thought, and if he chose to



wak, why, one might have worse company. He was not a dl likedy to be afrad of a ghod;
indeed, to see one was an experience he rather coveted, for he had had most other adventures that
can fal to acvilized men.

The evening was no improvement on the dinner. Millicent sa slent and scared-looking. Her
sger played melancholy music a the grand piano, and Sr Roland, having detained the young
maen inordinately long in the dining-room, discussing some dry aspect of politics which happened
to interest him, continued the discussion till ten o'clock, a which hour everyone was expected to
retire. By ten o'clock Annedey was indeed in rather a bad temper. He didn't like his future
father-in-law, with his bushy eyebrows, his pursed, opinionated mouth, and his light eyes, with
their suggestion of evil temper.

“Oncel cary off my girl,” he said to himsdlf, “’tis precious little Dormer Court will see of us”

He had nothing but a handshake of her a parting for the night. Into that, however, he managed
to infuse as much loving reassurance as he could under her father's discouraging glance. When
he went up to his room he agan examined the portrait. The life-likeness of the eyes was s
pronounced that he reached up to fed the painted canvas, and so make sure. He was reminded of
a sory he had once read, in which someone had been spied upon by living eyes gazing through
the holes where the painted eyes of the portrait had been.

“Only harmless canvad” he sad to himsdf; “but the painter of those eyes if he wasn't
Vandyck, must have had an uncanny sort of genius of hisown.”

He determined to look no more at the portrait, but blew out his candle and jumped into bed. He
was soon deeping soundly, in spite of the rain that beat againg the windows, and the blast that
howled in the chimney.

He could not have told how long he had dept when he was awakened by a cold bregeth on his
forehead. He opened his eyes in thick darkness, and thrust out his hands;, they met only the air,
though that druck srangdy chill. Then from the dark into which he gazed a face shaped itsdf~
an evil face, swallen, digorted, mdignant; the eyes with a red gleam in them, looked furioudy
into his. Annedey was a brave man, but the hair of his heed stood up, and the sweet came in
drops on his forehead. He pushed both hands againgt the face, and felt nothing, but it seemed to
recede a little into the darkness. Then, gill watching it, he fdt for the box of matches which had
stood beside his bed. He scarcely knew how he was able to see the face, because he fdt the
darkness of the room to be intense; the light seemed to come in some drange way from the
gopaition itsdlf, and to illumine only that.

He struck a match sharply, and the flame sputtered a little, and then stood up steadily. The face
was gone now. He jumped out of bed and lit the candles on his dressng-table. Then he peered
about him into the dark corners. There was nothing. He opened the great wardrobe, |ooked
behind curtains, lifted the valance of the bed. There was nothing anywhere. He sat down on the
sde of hisbed and wiped hisface.

“By Jove! “he sad; “that was a nasty experience!”

He lifted his eyes to the portrait. The eyes were sill watching him, and he had the ddusion that
their expresson had changed. They looked like the eyes of an enemy. The eyes of the
gpparition—he shuddered recdling them—had the expresson of a tiger before he springs.
Annedey felt with a sck horror that another minute of darkness, and the creature would have
grappled with him.

He was struck now by a certain likeness between the eyes of the portrait and those tiger-eyes.
And the face—yes, there had been a shadowy likeness. If the handsome face there on the wall



had been battered, bruised, beaten out of human likeness, it might be something like that face in
the dark.

Annedey looked at his watch: one o' clock. The room was very cold, and smelt damp. He was
determined not to lie down again in the canopied bed, where he had seemed so horribly a the
mercy of the evil thing. He looked around for materias to make a fire. There were none. A fire
would have been companiorgble in his vigil. He looked at his two candles. They were tal and
solid, and would lagt till daylight. He wished he had had a book to keep him company, for he was
determined not to deep again; but the mogt diligent search in the room brought him nothing, and
he remembered, with an impatient exclamation, that he had left his big parcd of newspapers in
the hall as he entered.

He dressed himsdf fully, and then threw himsdf in an am-chair to get through the hours as
best he could. He had ddiberately turned the chair so that he should not see the portrait. How he
wished for some companionship in his dreary vigil; if only he had Jdm, his bulldog, whom fe had
left forlorn behind him in London! He gazed a the candles deadily while the dow minutes
passed. When he thought half an hour had gone he looked a his watch. It was only ten minutes
past one. If he had been more a home in the house he would have left that unpleasant room and
betaken himsdf anywhere, out in the sorm even. But he had the English didike of doing
anything out of the ordinary, and when he contemplated an escape from the house he imagined a
midnight larm, and al the consequent rumpus.

He must have dozed in his chair, for he awoke in a cold sweat suddenly, with that cammy
breath lifting the hair on his forehead, and an ice-cold hand on his throat. When he sprang into
wakefulness the hand dowly relaxed its gragp. There was nothing to be seen except that the
candles were guittering in the wind from the chimney.

He flung back the window shutters and opened the windows. He thought now of the room as of
a grave. The fresh ar rushing in seemed to steady him. His heart was begting fast, and he could
not rid himsdf of a conviction that those fingers had meant to strangle him. The rest of the night
and during the grey dawn he waked up and down his room.

The morning brought relief, and dso anger. He was in no stae of mind to unrave the things
that had happened to him, but he was furious at the house and the people. That old devil, as he
mentally caled Sr Roland, must have known what guedts tha inferna room of his harboured,
and yet had put him there to deep. And Millicent—She had let him deep there.

His anger became cold, but none the less steedly, at the thought of her.

But the bitter things he could have sad in his firgt brief anger froze on his lips when they met.
He was early in the breskfast-room, and had packed his portmanteau for his departure before
coming downdars. But she was waiting for him. A great rush of pity flowed into his heart as he
saw her. She looked so pae, so forlorn, so utterly hopeless and wretched. And he had been
thinking of her as degping wdl!

He went towards her with a haf-articulate expression of tenderness.

“No,” she said, waving him back, “not now. Come this way, we shall be disturbed here, and |
must speak to you.”

She led the way to alittle room that opened off the hdll.

“This is my own room, where no one comes unless | ask them,” she said. “We are safe here.
Now tell me, my dear, how did the night go?

Her voice was full of tenderness, but it was a tenderness that repelled rather than attracted. He
fet that she wanted no lover-like demongrations, and that the few feet of space between them
might have been as wide as the seg, 0 effectudly did she seem to set him apart.



“You know,” he said awkwardly by way of answer, “| did not deep well.”

“Yousaw it?" she asked, her eyes dilating.

“I certainly fancied | saw something very unpleasant.”

“Don't try to describe it,” she said. “Go back to the room. Lift the picture over the fireplace
and look at the reverse sde. Then come back here and tell meif that is what you saw.”

He obeyed dumbly. The portrait was a heavy one to lift, but his ams were srong, and he
swvung it around on its cord. When it turned into the light he amost cried out. On the back of the
portrait was painted the face he had seen in the night.

He hurried from the room with a shudder. He fdt that he never wanted to enter it again, and his
repugnance to the house was so strong that he could hardly bresthe within its four walls. He
returned to where he had Ift her.

“Wel?" she said.

“I don't know what devilry is a the root of it, but the face on the back of the portrait is the face
that came to mein the night.”

For aminute she hid her eyes. Then she spoke in avoice which pain had made apathetic.

“Itisthe end of our love.”

He would have uttered a fierce protest, but she silenced him with a commanding gesture.

“It is the end, and nothing you can ever say or do will make it otherwise. The man on the wall,
whose evil spirit dill haunts that room, was an ancestor—Sir Anthony Gray. He was a bad man,
and after a wicked life he died raving mad. Whether the second portrait of him in his madness
was painted cynicdly or serioudy none of us know. Its exigence is only known to oursdves.
Unhappily, Sir Anthony left us his madness Now and then it skips a generdion; ny faher
escaped, but our only brother is a dangerous madman, and a any time the curse may seize upon
Alison or me. | was wicked when | thought | could marry you and keep this from you, but not
wicked enough to do it with a light heart. You will some day be grateful for the night of terror
that saved you from a worse thing. | shal never marry now, and | only hope that you will be able
to forgive me, because | loved you and was sorely tempted.”

“I' will not give you up,” sad the man with an oah.

“You will,” she sad sadly. “You will be sad for a little while, but presently you will redize
what an escape you have had, and be glad.”

“Millicent, Millicent, are you in earnest? Am | redly to go away out of your life, and you out
of mine?’

There was despair in his cry, but there was aso acquiescence, and she caught the sound. She
looked at hisimploring face with amaternd pity.

“It must be, my dear,” she sad.

“I will wait for you,” he cried. “1 shdl never marry, and | shal aways be ready to come to you.
Oh, Millicent, Millicent, is there no hdp?’

But even as he sad it he knew there was none. The reding shock of the thing, corning upon
him after his night of terror, had scarcdly left him the power of thinking dearly, but somewhere
at the back d his mind he was conscious that what she had told him was irrevocable. However,
his wounded passion cried out for her, he felt that her most unhagppy doom had set her as far
beyond man’s love as though she were dready dead.

“Good-bye” she sad mournfully; but she did not offer to kiss him or to touch his hand. “The
cariage will be round for you presently, and you will wait here till it comes | shdl explain to
my father, for you will not careto seehim.”



She left him standing there, dumb, and glided like a ghogt from the room. A few minutes later
the servant brought him his coffee on a tray, with a message tha the carriage was ready. He
drank the coffee hdf-conscioudy, thinking to himsdf that she had not been so logt in her bitter
trouble as to forget his materiad wants. Millicent had dways been kind; he remembered that her
kindness was one of the qualities he had loved in her.

A minute later the carriage had swept him into the depths of the forest. Millicent Gray, unseen
herself, watched it depart, and noticed that his head was bowed and his shoulders drooped. It was
her last sght of him. As the forest took him she turned away to accept the burden of her londy
life, and the terrible possibilities it held.



