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    This single-author collection gathers ten short works by Gertrude Franklin Horn Atherton, presented under the anchoring tale the bell in the fog. It offers a compact survey of her shorter fiction, showcasing her range across the uncanny, psychological, and social. Atherton, an American writer of the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, is known for fiction that probes character and society with a sharp, sometimes eerie, sensibility. The purpose of bringing these pieces together is to provide a coherent, accessible portal into her voice at shorter length, where atmosphere, idea, and decisive incident converge with particular intensity.

The volume comprises short stories; some verge on the weird or ghostly, others are studies of character, moral puzzles, or social satire. The sequence runs from taut, compact tales to more expansive narratives, but all remain within the domain of short fiction. There are no plays, poems, essays, letters, or diaries included. Readers encounter varieties of narrative mode—gothic suggestion, psychological realism, and ironic comedy—without leaving the form of the short story. The titles listed here define the set, from the striding place and death and the woman to talbot of ursula, reflecting a spectrum of tone and scale.

A distinctive current in these stories is Atherton’s handling of the uncanny as an extension of human consciousness. The title piece unfolds in an atmosphere of recollection and echo, where perception unsettles certainty. The striding place turns on a search for a missing friend in a perilous landscape, its tension derived from the thin border between knowledge and fear. Elsewhere, death is confronted not as spectacle but as an intimate pressure on thought and will. The supernatural, when it appears, is less an apparatus than a lens through which desire, guilt, and memory come into unnerving focus.

Alongside the eerie runs a vein of social scrutiny. Stories such as the tragedy of a snob and a monarch of a small survey anatomize status, pretension, and the rituals by which people assert power over narrow domains. The greatest good of the greatest number invokes the language of principle to weigh personal interest against public claim, showing how ethical formulas falter under lived complexity. Across these pieces, Atherton observes manners and ambition without moralizing, using irony to test the distances between what characters profess and what they choose when reputation, affection, and advantage intersect.

Stylistically, Atherton favors compressed scenes, lucid description, and a disciplined pace that builds atmosphere without overt ornament. Dialogue serves character rather than exposition, and narrative perspective often narrows to the point where a single perception can tint an entire episode. Her prose balances clarity with suggestive indirection, allowing implication to carry as much force as event. Recurrent motifs—fog, thresholds, bells, doubles, and closed rooms—create a web of images across otherwise disparate settings, while a cosmopolitan awareness aligns with an American acuity about self-making, constraint, and the costs of belonging.

As a whole, the collection remains significant for the way it bridges traditions: it places an American voice in conversation with late Victorian and fin‑de‑siècle currents, yet it is alert to modern psychological insight. The stories demonstrate how questions of identity, gender, class, and mortality can be refracted through compact form without loss of depth. They also show Atherton’s versatility—her ability to stage dread, to sharpen social observation, and to articulate moral uncertainty within the same volume. For readers new to her work, these pieces provide a concentrated introduction; for the familiar, they offer a refined cross‑section.

Read sequentially, the collection moves from spectral atmospheres to ethical and social entanglements and back again, revealing different facets of the same authorial temperament. Each story stands alone, yet patterns accumulate: chance meetings, withheld motives, and climactic recognitions recur with fresh emphasis. The opening tale establishes the tonal latitude of the book; later works, including one of the longer pieces, extend that range to more complex webs of relation. The arrangement invites attentive reading of mood and implication as much as plot, rewarding patience with the subtle afterimage that is Atherton’s signature.
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    Published in New York by Harper & Brothers in 1905, The Bell in the Fog and Other Stories gathers work by Gertrude Franklin Horn Atherton (1857–1948) at a midpoint in a career that bridged the Gilded Age and the Progressive Era. Born in San Francisco and widowed in 1887, Atherton divided her time between California and long sojourns in London and Paris, cultivating a transatlantic vantage that shapes the collection’s settings, accents, and preoccupations. The stories belong to a moment when American writers asserted international stature while still reckoning with regional origins. Their atmospheres—fog, salons, and coasts—reflect the global mobility steamships and railways enabled between the 1880s and 1905.

Across the volume Atherton draws on overlapping literary currents—American realism and naturalism on the one hand, fin-de-siècle decadence and the Gothic on the other. Her West Coast contemporaries Ambrose Bierce and Frank Norris modeled a sharp-eyed, sometimes macabre regionalism; Henry James and Edith Wharton offered transatlantic social anatomies. The Society for Psychical Research, founded in London in 1882 by figures such as Frederic Myers and Edmund Gurney, popularized investigations of ghosts, doubles, and telepathy that suffuse several tales. The mood of anxiety and experiment that followed Oscar Wilde’s trials in 1895 and the Yellow Nineties sharpened the collection’s interest in secrecy, reputation, and the uncanny.

Atherton’s lifelong engagement with the New Woman animates the social fabric underlying these narratives. The consolidation of the National American Woman Suffrage Association in 1890, the spread of women’s colleges, and debates over divorce and property law made female autonomy a live public question. At the same time, transatlantic marriages between American heiresses and cash-poor British peers—symbolized by Consuelo Vanderbilt’s 1895 wedding to the Duke of Marlborough—exposed tensions among money, title, and identity. Scenes of snobbery, heraldic crests, and calculated alliances in the collection belong to this milieu, where self-fashioning confronted entrenched hierarchies in both the United States and the United Kingdom.

Although many stories travel abroad, Atherton’s imagination was anchored in California’s charged history. San Francisco’s transformation from Gold Rush port (1848–1855) to a metropolis of railroad fortunes under the Big Four—Leland Stanford, Collis P. Huntington, Mark Hopkins, and Charles Crocker—created Nob Hill elites and stark class divides. The city’s volatile mixture of Spanish-Mexican legacies, Pacific trade, and reform politics informed the social theater she knew firsthand. Early publication in the Overland Monthly, founded in 1868 by Bret Harte, placed her within a distinctly Western print culture even as New York houses distributed her books. The 1906 earthquake, soon after this collection, would only deepen her urban preoccupations.

The collection’s European geographies reflect well-traveled circuits of Americans in Edwardian Britain and the Third Republic. London’s lingering pea-soup fogs and clubland codes, Yorkshire’s treacherous Strid at Bolton Abbey, and Brittany’s austere coastal parishes and ossuaries provided atmospheres resonant with antiquity and superstition. Paris offered boulevards, laboratories, and hospitals where modernity could be anatomized. These were reachable by regular Cunard and White Star transatlantic services and dense railway networks, so that an American observer could plausibly move from San Francisco to London or Brittany within weeks. The 1904 Entente Cordiale framed Anglo-French relations during the years of composition and reception.

Scientific and medical revolutions supplied Atherton with a vocabulary of mind and body under stress. Jean-Martin Charcot’s demonstrations at the Salpêtrière in the 1870s and 1880s, Sigmund Freud’s early case studies in the 1890s, and William James’s Principles of Psychology (1890) reoriented discussions of fear, suggestion, and identity. High mortality from tuberculosis and other diseases kept death intimately present in bourgeois households. The result is fiction preoccupied with thresholds—between sleep and waking, sanity and obsession, love and possession—where fate can feel as empirical as any diagnosis. The stories’ apparitions and moral tests echo a world trying to reconcile experiment with mystery.

The book’s pathway into readers’ hands followed the new economy of mass print. The International Copyright Act of 1891 (the Chace Act) regularized transatlantic rights, enabling American authors to profit from London as well as New York editions. Atherton circulated stories through prominent periodicals—among them Harper’s Monthly and The Saturday Evening Post—before gathering them in volume form in 1905. Such magazine firsts encouraged concise, atmospheric scenes and socially topical plots legible to audiences on both sides of the Atlantic. The same networks that carried her to Europe carried her texts back, making reception in Boston, New York, and London part of a single conversation.

The ethical arguments coiling through the collection belong to a Progressive Era preoccupied with governance and the calculus of social welfare. Jeremy Bentham’s and John Stuart Mill’s utilitarian legacies, Herbert Spencer’s social Darwinism, Francis Galton’s eugenic speculations (named in 1883), and Andrew Carnegie’s Gospel of Wealth (1889) colored debates about duty, charity, and selection. Municipal reform, public health campaigns, and philanthropic institutions pressed individuals to weigh private desire against collective consequence. Atherton’s characters move within that pressure system, where love, lineage, and ambition are measured against rank, reputation, and the supposed greatest good. The result is a distinctly 1900s moral weather—restless, consequential, and modern.
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    The Bell in the Fog
An American living in an English manor becomes fascinated by the house’s past—especially enigmatic portraits of children—and the spectral bell that tolls through the mist, drawing him into an unsettling nexus of memory, beauty, and the supernatural.
The Striding Place
During a nocturnal search near a deadly chasm known as the Strid, a man looks for his missing friend and encounters an uncanny presence in the rushing waters that blurs the line between life and death.
The Dead and the Countess
On a remote Breton coast, a proud countess clashes with officials over the treatment of the village dead, asserting tradition and dignity against modern mandates and natural threat.
The Greatest Good of the Greatest Number
Amid a public-health crisis, a reformer confronts a utilitarian dilemma that pits personal loyalty against civic duty, exposing the harsh calculus behind social progress.
A Monarch of a Small Survey
A self-assured ruler of a modest, isolated domain exercises absolute control until shifting circumstances and human complexity challenge the limits of his authority.
The Tragedy of a Snob
A status-obsessed social climber pursues acceptance in elite circles, only to find ambition and pretense colliding with personal cost.
Crowned with One Crest
A romance entangled with heraldry and inheritance, in which questions of lineage, honor, and identity shape the course of a union as much as affection.
Death and the Woman
Keeping vigil at her husband’s deathbed, a woman confronts the palpable presence of Death and tests devotion against fear in a silent standoff.
A Prologue
A brief, reflective piece that frames the collection’s preoccupations with memory, fate, and the unseen forces that shape lives.
Talbot of Ursula
A gothic-tinged tale centered on Talbot and the domain known as Ursula, where pride, secrecy, and inherited obligations drive a fateful test of loyalty and desire.



The Bell in the Fog and Other Stories
Main Table of Contents








I



The Bell in the Fog



II



The Striding Place



III



The Dead and the Countess



IV



The Greatest Good of the Greatest Number



V



A Monarch of a Small Survey



VI



The Tragedy of a Snob



VII



Crowned with One Crest



VIII



Death and the Woman



IX



A Prologue



X



Talbot of Ursula















I


Table of Contents



The Bell in the Fog


Table of Contents



I

[image: T]

he great author had realized one of the dreams of his ambitious youth, the possession of an ancestral hall in England. It was not so much the good American's reverence for ancestors that inspired the longing to consort with the ghosts of an ancient line, as artistic appreciation of the mellowness, the dignity, the aristocratic aloofness of walls that have sheltered, and furniture that has embraced, generations and generations of the dead. To mere wealth, only his astute and incomparably modern brain yielded respect; his ego raised its goose-flesh at the sight of rooms furnished with a single check, conciliatory as the taste might be. The dumping of the old interiors of Europe into the glistening shells of the United States not only roused him almost to passionate protest, but offended his patriotism—which he classified among his unworked ideals. The average American was not an artist, therefore he had no excuse for even the affectation of cosmopolitanism. Heaven knew he was national enough in everything else, from his accent to his lack of repose; let his surroundings be in keeping.

Orth had left the United States soon after his first successes, and, his art being too great to be confounded with locality, he had long since ceased to be spoken of as an American author. All civilized Europe furnished stages for his puppets, and, if never picturesque nor impassioned, his originality was as overwhelming as his style. His subtleties might not always be understood—indeed, as a rule, they were not—but the musical mystery of his language and the penetrating charm of his lofty and cultivated mind induced raptures in the initiated, forever denied to those who failed to appreciate him.

His following was not a large one, but it was very distinguished. The aristocracies of the earth gave to it; and not to understand and admire Ralph Orth was deliberately to relegate one's self to the ranks. But the elect are few, and they frequently subscribe to the circulating libraries; on the Continent, they buy the Tauchnitz edition; and had not Mr. Orth inherited a sufficiency of ancestral dollars to enable him to keep rooms in Jermyn Street, and the wardrobe of an Englishman of leisure, he might have been forced to consider the tastes of the middle-class at a desk in Hampstead. But, as it mercifully was, the fashionable and exclusive sets of London knew and sought him. He was too wary to become a fad, and too sophisticated to grate or bore; consequently, his popularity continued evenly from year to year, and long since he had come to be regarded as one of them. He was not keenly addicted to sport, but he could handle a gun, and all men respected his dignity and breeding. They cared less for his books than women did, perhaps because patience is not a characteristic of their sex. I am alluding, however, in this instance, to men-of-the-world. A group of young literary men—and one or two women—put him on a pedestal and kissed the earth before it. Naturally, they imitated him, and as this flattered him, and he had a kindly heart deep among the cere-cloths of his formalities, he sooner or later wrote "appreciations" of them all, which nobody living could understand, but which owing to the sub-title and signature answered every purpose.

With all this, however, he was not utterly content. From the 12th of August until late in the winter—when he did not go to Homburg and the Riviera—he visited the best houses in England, slept in state chambers, and meditated in historic parks; but the country was his one passion, and he longed for his own acres.

He was turning fifty when his great-aunt died and made him her heir: "as a poor reward for his immortal services to literature," read the will of this phenomenally appreciative relative. The estate was a large one. There was a rush for his books; new editions were announced. He smiled with cynicism, not unmixed with sadness; but he was very grateful for the money, and as soon as his fastidious taste would permit he bought him a country-seat.

The place gratified all his ideals and dreams—for he had romanced about his sometime English possession as he had never dreamed of woman. It had once been the property of the Church, and the ruin of cloister and chapel above the ancient wood was sharp against the low pale sky. Even the house itself was Tudor, but wealth from generation to generation had kept it in repair; and the lawns were as velvety, the hedges as rigid, the trees as aged as any in his own works. It was not a castle nor a great property, but it was quite perfect; and for a long while he felt like a bridegroom on a succession of honeymoons. He often laid his hand against the rough ivied walls in a lingering caress.

After a time, he returned the hospitalities of his friends, and his invitations, given with the exclusiveness of his great distinction, were never refused. Americans visiting England eagerly sought for letters to him; and if they were sometimes benumbed by that cold and formal presence, and awed by the silences of Chillingsworth—the few who entered there—they thrilled in anticipation of verbal triumphs, and forthwith bought an entire set of his books. It was characteristic that they dared not ask him for his autograph.

Although women invariably described him as "brilliant," a few men affirmed that he was gentle and lovable, and any one of them was well content to spend weeks at Chillingsworth with no other companion. But, on the whole, he was rather a lonely man.

It occurred to him how lonely he was one gay June morning when the sunlight was streaming through his narrow windows, illuminating tapestries and armor, the family portraits of the young profligate from whom he had made this splendid purchase, dusting its gold on the black wood of wainscot and floor. He was in the gallery at the moment, studying one of his two favorite portraits, a gallant little lad in the green costume of Robin Hood. The boy's expression was imperious and radiant, and he had that perfect beauty which in any disposition appealed so powerfully to the author. But as Orth stared to-day at the brilliant youth, of whose life he knew nothing, he suddenly became aware of a human stirring at the foundations of his aesthetic pleasure.

"I wish he were alive and here," he thought, with a sigh. "What a jolly little companion he would be[2q]! And this fine old mansion would make a far more complementary setting for him than for me."

He turned away abruptly, only to find himself face to face with the portrait of a little girl who was quite unlike the boy, yet so perfect in her own way, and so unmistakably painted by the same hand, that he had long since concluded they had been brother and sister. She was angelically fair, and, young as she was—she could not have been more than six years old—her dark-blue eyes had a beauty of mind which must have been remarkable twenty years later. Her pouting mouth was like a little scarlet serpent, her skin almost transparent, her pale hair fell waving—not curled with the orthodoxy of childhood—about her tender bare shoulders. She wore a long white frock, and clasped tightly against her breast a doll far more gorgeously arrayed than herself. Behind her were the ruins and the woods of Chillingsworth.

Orth had studied this portrait many times, for the sake of an art which he understood almost as well as his own; but to-day he saw only the lovely child. He forgot even the boy in the intensity of this new and personal absorption.

"Did she live to grow up, I wonder?" he thought. "She should have made a remarkable, even a famous woman, with those eyes and that brow, but—could the spirit within that ethereal frame stand the enlightenments of maturity? Would not that mind—purged, perhaps, in a long probation from the dross of other existences—flee in disgust from the commonplace problems of a woman's life? Such perfect beings should die while they are still perfect[3q]. Still, it is possible that this little girl, whoever she was, was idealized by the artist, who painted into her his own dream of exquisite childhood."

Again he turned away impatiently. "I believe I am rather fond of children," he admitted. "I catch myself watching them on the street when they are pretty enough. Well, who does not like them?" he added, with some defiance.

He went back to his work; he was chiselling a story which was to be the foremost excuse of a magazine as yet unborn. At the end of half an hour he threw down his wondrous instrument—which looked not unlike an ordinary pen—and making no attempt to disobey the desire that possessed him, went back to the gallery. The dark splendid boy, the angelic little girl were all he saw—even of the several children in that roll-call of the past—and they seemed to look straight down his eyes into depths where the fragmentary ghosts of unrecorded ancestors gave faint musical response.

"The dead's kindly recognition of the dead[1q]," he thought. "But I wish these children were alive."

For a week he haunted the gallery, and the children haunted him. Then he became impatient and angry. "I am mooning like a barren woman," he exclaimed. "I must take the briefest way of getting those youngsters off my mind."

With the help of his secretary, he ransacked the library, and finally brought to light the gallery catalogue which had been named in the inventory. He discovered that his children were the Viscount Tancred and the Lady Blanche Mortlake, son and daughter of the second Earl of Teignmouth. Little wiser than before, he sat down at once and wrote to the present earl, asking for some account of the lives of the children. He awaited the answer with more restlessness than he usually permitted himself, and took long walks, ostentatiously avoiding the gallery.

"I believe those youngsters have obsessed me," he thought, more than once. "They certainly are beautiful enough, and the last time I looked at them in that waning light they were fairly alive. Would that they were, and scampering about this park."

Lord Teignmouth, who was intensely grateful to him, answered promptly.

"I am afraid," he wrote, "that I don't know much about my ancestors—those who didn't do something or other; but I have a vague remembrance of having been told by an aunt of mine, who lives on the family traditions—she isn't married—that the little chap was drowned in the river, and that the little girl died too—I mean when she was a little girl—wasted away, or something—I'm such a beastly idiot about expressing myself, that I wouldn't dare to write to you at all if you weren't really great. That is actually all I can tell you, and I am afraid the painter was their only biographer."

The author was gratified that the girl had died young, but grieved for the boy. Although he had avoided the gallery of late, his practised imagination had evoked from the throngs of history the high-handed and brilliant, surely adventurous career of the third Earl of Teignmouth. He had pondered upon the deep delights of directing such a mind and character, and had caught himself envying the dust that was older still. When he read of the lad's early death, in spite of his regret that such promise should have come to naught, he admitted to a secret thrill of satisfaction that the boy had so soon ceased to belong to any one. Then he smiled with both sadness and humor.

"What an old fool I am!" he admitted. "I believe I not only wish those children were alive, but that they were my own."

The frank admission proved fatal. He made straight for the gallery. The boy, after the interval of separation, seemed more spiritedly alive than ever, the little girl to suggest, with her faint appealing smile, that she would like to be taken up and cuddled.

"I must try another way," he thought, desperately, after that long communion. "I must write them out of me."

He went back to the library and locked up the tour de force which had ceased to command his classic faculty. At once, he began to write the story of the brief lives of the children, much to the amazement of that faculty, which was little accustomed to the simplicities. Nevertheless, before he had written three chapters, he knew that he was at work upon a masterpiece—and more: he was experiencing a pleasure so keen that once and again his hand trembled, and he saw the page through a mist. Although his characters had always been objective to himself and his more patient readers, none knew better than he—a man of no delusions—that they were so remote and exclusive as barely to escape being mere mentalities; they were never the pulsing living creations of the more full-blooded genius. But he had been content to have it so. His creations might find and leave him cold, but he had known his highest satisfaction in chiselling the statuettes, extracting subtle and elevating harmonies, while combining words as no man of his tongue had combined them before.

But the children were not statuettes. He had loved and brooded over them long ere he had thought to tuck them into his pen, and on its first stroke they danced out alive. The old mansion echoed with their laughter, with their delightful and original pranks. Mr. Orth knew nothing of children, therefore all the pranks he invented were as original as his faculty. The little girl clung to his hand or knee as they both followed the adventurous course of their common idol, the boy. When Orth realized how alive they were, he opened each room of his home to them in turn, that evermore he might have sacred and poignant memories with all parts of the stately mansion where he must dwell alone to the end. He selected their bedrooms, and hovered over them—not through infantile disorders, which were beyond even his imagination,—but through those painful intervals incident upon the enterprising spirit of the boy and the devoted obedience of the girl to fraternal command. He ignored the second Lord Teignmouth; he was himself their father, and he admired himself extravagantly for the first time; art had chastened him long since. Oddly enough, the children had no mother, not even the memory of one.

He wrote the book more slowly than was his wont, and spent delightful hours pondering upon the chapter of the morrow. He looked forward to the conclusion with a sort of terror, and made up his mind that when the inevitable last word was written he should start at once for Homburg. Incalculable times a day he went to the gallery, for he no longer had any desire to write the children out of his mind, and his eyes hungered for them. They were his now. It was with an effort that he sometimes humorously reminded himself that another man had fathered them, and that their little skeletons were under the choir of the chapel. Not even for peace of mind would he have descended into the vaults of the lords of Chillingsworth and looked upon the marble effigies of his children. Nevertheless, when in a superhumorous mood, he dwelt upon his high satisfaction in having been enabled by his great-aunt to purchase all that was left of them.

For two months he lived in his fool's paradise, and then he knew that the book must end. He nerved himself to nurse the little girl through her wasting illness, and when he clasped her hands, his own shook, his knees trembled. Desolation settled upon the house, and he wished he had left one corner of it to which he could retreat unhaunted by the child's presence. He took long tramps, avoiding the river with a sensation next to panic. It was two days before he got back to his table, and then he had made up his mind to let the boy live. To kill him off, too, was more than his augmented stock of human nature could endure. After all, the lad's death had been purely accidental, wanton. It was just that he should live—with one of the author's inimitable suggestions of future greatness; but, at the end, the parting was almost as bitter as the other. Orth knew then how men feel when their sons go forth to encounter the world and ask no more of the old companionship.

The author's boxes were packed. He sent the manuscript to his publisher an hour after it was finished—he could not have given it a final reading to have saved it from failure—directed his secretary to examine the proof under a microscope, and left the next morning for Homburg. There, in inmost circles, he forgot his children. He visited in several of the great houses of the Continent until November; then returned to London to find his book the literary topic of the day. His secretary handed him the reviews; and for once in a way he read the finalities of the nameless. He found himself hailed as a genius, and compared in astonished phrases to the prodigiously clever talent which the world for twenty years had isolated under the name of Ralph Orth. This pleased him, for every writer is human enough to wish to be hailed as a genius, and immediately. Many are, and many wait; it depends upon the fashion of the moment, and the needs and bias of those who write of writers. Orth had waited twenty years; but his past was bedecked with the headstones of geniuses long since forgotten. He was gratified to come thus publicly into his estate, but soon reminded himself that all the adulation of which a belated world was capable could not give him one thrill of the pleasure which the companionship of that book had given him, while creating. It was the keenest pleasure in his memory, and when a man is fifty and has written many books, that is saying a great deal.

He allowed what society was in town to lavish honors upon him for something over a month, then cancelled all his engagements and went down to Chillingsworth.

His estate was in Hertfordshire, that county of gentle hills and tangled lanes, of ancient oaks and wide wild heaths, of historic houses, and dark woods, and green fields innumerable—a Wordsworthian shire, steeped in the deepest peace of England. As Orth drove towards his own gates he had the typical English sunset to gaze upon, a red streak with a church spire against it. His woods were silent. In the fields, the cows stood as if conscious of their part. The ivy on his old gray towers had been young with his children.

He spent a haunted night, but the next day stranger happenings began.



II

He rose early, and went for one of his long walks. England seems to cry out to be walked upon, and Orth, like others of the transplanted, experienced to the full the country's gift of foot-restlessness and mental calm. Calm flees, however, when the ego is rampant, and to-day, as upon others too recent, Orth's soul was as restless as his feet. He had walked for two hours when he entered the wood of his neighbor's estate, a domain seldom honored by him, as it, too, had been bought by an American—a flighty hunting widow, who displeased the fastidious taste of the author. He heard children's voices, and turned with the quick prompting of retreat.

As he did so, he came face to face, on the narrow path, with a little girl. For the moment he was possessed by the most hideous sensation which can visit a man's being—abject terror. He believed that body and soul were disintegrating. The child before him was his child, the original of a portrait in which the artist, dead two centuries ago, had missed exact fidelity, after all. The difference, even his rolling vision took note, lay in the warm pure living whiteness and the deeper spiritual suggestion of the child in his path. Fortunately for his self-respect, the surrender lasted but a moment. The little girl spoke.

"You look real sick," she said. "Shall I lead you home?"

The voice was soft and sweet, but the intonation, the vernacular, were American, and not of the highest class. The shock was, if possible, more agonizing than the other, but this time Orth rose to the occasion.

"Who are you?" he demanded, with asperity. "What is your name? Where do you live?"

The child smiled, an angelic smile, although she was evidently amused. "I never had so many questions asked me all at once," she said. "But I don't mind, and I'm glad you're not sick. I'm Mrs. Jennie Root's little girl—my father's dead. My name is Blanche—you are sick! No?—and I live in Rome, New York State. We've come over here to visit pa's relations."

Orth took the child's hand in his. It was very warm and soft.

"Take me to your mother," he said, firmly; "now, at once. You can return and play afterwards. And as I wouldn't have you disappointed for the world, I'll send to town to-day for a beautiful doll."

The little girl, whose face had fallen, flashed her delight, but walked with great dignity beside him. He groaned in his depths as he saw they were pointing for the widow's house, but made up his mind that he would know the history of the child and of all her ancestors, if he had to sit down at table with his obnoxious neighbor. To his surprise, however, the child did not lead him into the park, but towards one of the old stone houses of the tenantry.

"Pa's great-great-great-grandfather lived there," she remarked, with all the American's pride of ancestry. Orth did not smile, however. Only the warm clasp of the hand in his, the soft thrilling voice of his still mysterious companion, prevented him from feeling as if moving through the mazes of one of his own famous ghost stories.

The child ushered him into the dining-room, where an old man was seated at the table reading his Bible. The room was at least eight hundred years old. The ceiling was supported by the trunk of a tree, black, and probably petrified. The windows had still their diamond panes, separated, no doubt, by the original lead. Beyond was a large kitchen in which were several women. The old man, who looked patriarchal enough to have laid the foundations of his dwelling, glanced up and regarded the visitor without hospitality. His expression softened as his eyes moved to the child.

"Who 'ave ye brought?" he asked. He removed his spectacles. "Ah!" He rose, and offered the author a chair. At the same moment, the women entered the room.

"Of course you've fallen in love with Blanche, sir," said one of them. "Everybody does."

"Yes, that is it. Quite so." Confusion still prevailing among his faculties, he clung to the naked truth. "This little girl has interested and startled me because she bears a precise resemblance to one of the portraits in Chillingsworth—painted about two hundred years ago. Such extraordinary likenesses do not occur without reason, as a rule, and, as I admired my portrait so deeply that I have written a story about it, you will not think it unnatural if I am more than
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