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velous beauty—hbeauty now heightened by the effect of the chanee-
fu.I colors that played around her, The very boat in which ghe zat
glittered with a bronze-like, metallic brichtness as it heaved gently
to and fro on the silvery green water ; the midnizht qlmshiﬁ.‘é
ba.thcd_the fallen glory of her long hair, till each thici tr;s"s each
clustering curl, appeared to emit an amber spark of ].ifrh‘lo, The
strat‘lge, weird effect of the sky seemed to have stolen intobhei' e -r:sj

making them shine with witch-like brilliancy—the varied 1"ldi‘1};(‘&;
flashing about her brought into strong relief the purenms‘ of‘ 1‘1(;1-
ll)rof:‘le, drawing as with a fine pencil the outlines of ];er noble
forehead, sweet mouth, and rounded chin. Tt touched tha
scarlet of her bodice, and brightened the quaint old silver clasps
she wore at her waist and throat, #ill she seemed no lon: er zin
earthly beiqg, but more like some fair wandering sprite frcin the
Iegep_dary Norse kingdom of Alfheim, the '(Lbodz of the Luminous
e he Luminous

She was gazing upward—heavenward—and her expression was
one of rapt and almost devotional intensity. Thus she remained
f01: some moments, motionless as the ]aictm:e of an expectant ;mrrel

pa,mte_d by Raphael or Correggio: then reluctantly and with a
deep sigh she turned her eyes toward earth again. Insodoing sh:s:
met the fixed and too visibly admiring gaze of her companion A She
atarted,. and a wave of vivid color flushed her ulleek:s_ ({:‘ui('kl /
recovering her serenity, however, she saluted him slif;htlf md“i
moving her oars in unison, was on the point of departurz sl
_ tirred by an impulse he could not resist, Jie laid one hfu.nl detain=-
ingly on the rim of her boat. i e

* Are you going now ? ” he asked.
}‘E‘:lgo 1:313(;(}, hf}:l' e_.yebrm 7s in some little surprise and smiled,

o a;;xi is,"t; 1e repeated. * Why, yes. I shallbe late in getting

f‘Stop a moment,” he said, eagerly, feeling that he could not let
this beautiful creature leave him asutterly asa midsummer night's
dream without some clew as toher origin and destination . “%”'ﬁ
you not tell me your name 2 > ' <
‘S;]m: firew herself erect with a look of indignation.
Sir, I do not know you. The maidens of Norwa
their names to strangers,”

f‘:‘ LPardo:ny me,” he replied, somewhat abashed. ¢TI mean no
?_:Ieltlﬁsilg;\-e Im”‘-e watched the midnight sun together, and—and
t.eiz .p.m.sed, feeling very foolish, and unable to conclude his sen-
13581‘1;1; : looked at him demurely from under her lIong, curling

“‘Y{)u will often find a peasant girl on the shores of the ‘;lt
Fjord watching the midnight sun at the same time as yoﬁ;selfe >

¥

y do not give
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she said, and’ there was a suspicion of langhter in her voice. *1t
isnotunusual, It is not even necessary that you should remember
g0 liftle a thing.”

¢ Necessary or not, I shall never forget it,” he said, with sudden
impetuosity. * You are nopeasant | Come ; if I give you my name
will you still deny me yours 2 ”

Her delicate brows drew together in a frown of haughty and
decided refusal. “No names please my ears save those that ave
familiar,” she said, with intense coldness. *¢ We shall not meet
again., Farewell1”

And without further word or look, she leaned gracefully to the

oars, and pulling with a long, steady, resolute stroke, thelittle boat
darted away as lightly and swiftly as a skimming swallow out on
the shimmering water. Hestood gazing after ib till it became a
distant speck sparkling likea diamond inthe light of sky and wave,
and when he could no more watch it with unassisted eyes, he took
up his field-glass and followed its course attentively. He saw ib
cutting along as straightly as an arrow, then suddenly it dipped
round to the westward, apparently making straight for someshely-
ing rocks that projected far into fjord. It reached them ; itgrew less
and less—it disappeared. At the same time the luster of the heavens
gave way to a pale, pearl-like uniform gray tint, that stretched
far and wide, folding up as ina mantle all the regal luxury of
the sun-king’s palace. Thesubtleodor and delicate ehill of the com-
g dawnstole freshly across the water. A light haze rose and ob-
scured the opposite islands. Something of the tender melancholy
of autumn, though it was late June, toned down the aspect of the
before brilliant landscape. A lark rose swiftly from its nest in an
adjacent meadow, and, soaring higher and higher, poured from its
tiny throat a cascade of delicious melody. The midnight sun no
longer shone at midnight ; his face smiled with a sobered serenity
through the faint early mists of approaching morning.

CHAPTER II.

Viens donc—je te chanterai des chansons que les esprits des crimetid-
res m’ont apprises —MATURIN.

< BarrLED | ? he exclaimed, with a slight vexed laugh, as the boat
vamished from his sight. ¢ By a woman, too! Who would have
thought it 77

Who would have thought it, indeed ! Sir Philip Bruce-Erring-
ton, baronet, the wealthy and desirable parti for whom many mateh-
making mothers had stood knee-deep in the chilly thoughsparkling
waters of society, ardently plying rod and line with patient persist-
ence, vainly hoping to secure him as a husband for one of their
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highly proper and passionless daughters—he, the admired, long-
sought-after ¢ eligible,” wassuddenly rebuffed, flouted—by whom ?
A stray princess, or a.peasant? He vaguely wondered, as he lighted
a8 cigar and strolled up and down on the shore, meditating, with
a puzzled, almost annoyed expression on his handsome features,

He was not accustomed to slights of any kind, however trifling,.

his position being commanding and enviable enough to attract flat-
tery and friendship from most people. He was the only son of a
baronet as renowned for eccentricity as for wealth. He had been
tie spoiled darling of his mother; and now, both his parents being
dead, he was alone in the world, heir to his father’s revenues and
entire master of his own actions. And as part of the penalty he
had to pay for being rich and good-looking to boot, he was so much
run after by women that he found it hard to understand the
haughty indifference with which he had just been treated, by one
of the most fair, if not the fairest of her sex. He was piqued, and
his amour propre was wounded. :

“I'm sure my question was harmless enough,” he mused, half
crossly. ‘“She might have answered it.”

He glanced out impatiently over the fjord. There was no sign
of his returning yacht as yet.

“ What a time those fellows are !” he said to himself. ¢“If the
pilot were not on board, I should begin to think they had run the
* Eulalie’ aground.”

He finished his cigar and threw the end of it into the water;
then he stood moodily watching the ripples as they rolled softly up
and caressed the shining brown shore at his feet, thinking all the
while of that strange girl, so wonderfully lovely in face and form,
80 graceful and proud of bearing, with her great blue eyes and
masses of dusky gold hair,

His meeting with her was a sort of adventure in its way—ihe
first of the kind he had had for some time. He was subject to
fits of weariness or caprice, and it was in one of these that he had
suddenly left London in the height of the season, and had started
for Norway on a yachting cruise with three chosen companions,
one of whom, George Lorimer, once an Oxford fellow-student, was
now his ¢ Chum *—the Pythias to his Damon, the Jfidus Achates of
his closest confidence. Through the unexpected wakening up of
energy in the latter young gentleman, who was usually of a most
sleepy and indolent disposition, he happened to be quite alone on
this particular occasion, though as a general rule, he was accom-
panied in his rambles by one if not all three of his friends. Utter
solitude was with him a rare occurrence, and his presentexperience
of it had chanced in this wise. Lorimer the languid, Lorimer the
lazy, Lorimer who had remained blandly immoved and drowsy
through all the magnificent panorama of the Norwegian coast,
including the Sogne Fjord and the toppling peaks of the Justedal
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glaciers ; Lorimer who had slept peacefully in a hammoclc on
deck, even while the yacht was passing under thle looming splens
dors of Melsnipa ; Lorimer, now that he h ad arrived a:t the Alten
Fjord, then at its loveliest in the full glory of the continuous sun-

- ghine, déveloped a new turn of mind, and began to show sudden

and abnormal interest in the scenery. In this humor he expressed
his desire to ““ Take a sight” of the midnight sun from ﬂle Isle‘a,nd
of Seiland, and also declared his resolve to try the nearly impossible
he great Jedke glacier. 3
ascETi?rSét?miiughed atb the idea. * Don’t tell me,” hesaid, tila.t
you are going in for climbing. And d.o you 1smpposel be.h_eve? ’1: 1at
you are interested—youw of all people—in t‘ne_neavgnb’}zo:hes 304
“Why not?” asked Torimer, with a candid smile, I'm not’ in
the least; interested in earthly bodies, except my own. The sun’s a
jolly fellow. I sympathize with him in his present f;onfhtmn.
He's in his cups—that's what's the matter .a.ml he can t bfa per=
suaded to go to bed. I know hisfeelings perfectly ; El,l‘l(] Iw qnt fio
survey his gloriously inebriated face from another p'omt of \_u,)\\ .
Don’t laugh, Phil; Pm in earnest’! :\11.'_1‘ I 1‘(3.;111} have _qultb] a
curiosity to try my skill in amateur mo?u}t-am'eermg. ; .]' edh.e ] t 3.1(]3-
very place for a first effort. It offers c‘lifmuli.nes, a'm ”-—Ethfs wu‘
a slicht yawn—*1 like to surmount difficulties ; it's rather amus-
iﬂg.” . 1 3 N aye
His mind was go evidently set upon the excirsion that Sir Philip
made no atbempt to dissuadé him from if, bub excused ].'I].L]leflf
from accompanying the party on the plea that he wanted tc‘> ﬁ”msh
a sketch hie had recently begun. So that when the ¢ Eulalie ” got
up her steam, weighed anchor, and swept gracefully away tow'fud
the coast of the adjacent islands, her owner was left, at ths desire,
to the seclusion of a quiet nook on the shore of the 'Alurn Fjord,
where he succeeded in making a bold and vivid picture of th_e
seens before him. The colors of the sky had, however, dc(‘fod his
paletée, and after one or two futile attempts to transfer to his can-
vas a fow of the gorgeous tints that iliumh}ed the landscape, _he
gave up the task in despair, and resigned himself to the dolee far
niente of absolute enjoyment. From his hzz‘-:!’-pleasmg. hzﬂf-melfm-
choly reverie the voice of the unknown mam:en had startled }J%m,
and now—now ghe had lefs him to resume it if he chose—left lu_m,
in chill -displeasure, with a cold yet brilliant flash of something
like scorn in her wonderful eyes.

Since her departure the scenery, in some unaccountable way,
seemed less attractive to him, the songs of the birds, who were all
awale, fell on inattentive ears; he was haunted by _her .fnce gnd
voiee, and he was, moreover, a little out of humor with himself for
having been such a blunderer as to give her offense, and thusleave
an unfavorable impression on her min_d. : S

“T suppose I was rude,” he considered after awhile. “She
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:ﬁemed to tlll;ln.k 80, at any 1'a§e. By Jove | what a erushing look
: e g‘av‘e me! A peas:-mt.r’ Not she ! If she had said she was an
mpress I _.shouldn t have been much surprised. But a common
Esﬁ.‘:‘;&nﬁ,_zwtl}; t]}mt regal figure and those white hands! I don’t
lieve it. Perhaps our pilot, Vald s : e
) Iden 5 W i
SR pilot, nar, knows who she is; I
muMlelgEelfl OHI?;E he helthought himself of the cave whence she had
rged. was close at hand—a natural erot '
” : 2 7 grotto, arched and ap-
%lgle::cg};tloft}. It-_'Ie resolved to explore it. Glancing at hil;‘ wait'clh
» saw 1t was not yet one o’clock in the morni voi
LTt ( t worning, yet the voice of
hrilly from the neighborine hills irch
‘ ¥ 1ills, and a circl
group of swallows flitted around him, thei ; s olistonine
rouy) : d him, their lovely wings gli i
: : : ; ) s glistenin
};ﬁ\ée Je:vels in tilet;vaxln Light of the ever-wakeful eufl’ éGoinn‘ ti
entrance of the cave, he looked i t e >
edin. It wasformed of
rock, hewn out by the si n 1 St
; e silent work of the water i
gl : 5 ter, and its floor was
]sltée‘\‘\ 11:; til}l;:kt“ ith 11](:086 pebbles and polished stones. Entering it
e was able to walk upright for some few I t
; 0 » s few paces, then suddenly it
bL‘.GDJfE-d to 5]11]1.1!1; in size and to become darker. Thelight i'romvthg
Eg)enéng gu:;uual.ﬂy narrowed into a slender stream tc:) small for
im o see clearly where he waseoi y : : :
e e asgoing, thereupon he struck a fusee.
o o/ Serve no sign of human habitation, not even a
pe or chain, or hook, to intimate that it was a customary shelt(:r

0 - = q 8 { > Ipe
1 ut qui l Iy, and he ll.‘? 1h {2}
for a boat. The f 1see went o C 3 13 (,d another
L()OLIKJ.D':‘ more car efuﬂg and closely ('lbﬂllt ]ll]ll, hC DETCe1V E!Il on 4
projecung s helf of G o i aINE 1scan in sl .
g i ¥ TOA }1, a 5:11311 antique I np, Etiy & ape,

;1311.;21(13 ]m iron and \n‘qnght with curious letters. There was oil in it
5 LIa ;tiig-bumed wick ; it had evidently been recently 11=;e:1 H(;
3;;3 1{;] ;.}Jafg]f :{t once of this useful adjunct to his e:ghlor\a.ti(ms
; gh 11;1,17_3 it, was able by the clear and steady flame it emitted t;
sﬁe;e};vg; y i;11nglve;‘r\' distinetly, Right before him was an uné\’xen
% : steps eat_hng down to a closed door,
] b}pawr_,ed mfldlh.itened attentively. There was no sound but the
slow lapping of the water near th ithin, S
ater nes e entrance ; within, the thick
of the cavern wallsshut out th : e
1 out the gay caroling of t i
) all 2 gay caroling of the birds, and
theta‘:ﬁ;embful noises of awakening nature. Silence (’hﬂh!le"":’; 131'11
e Q o o AT T Fe i
g:-;i\ ;11 ﬂ(::l ST 1}31 are depressing influences, and the warm blood
ving through his veins ran a trifle mor 5 a5 he
18 : 1ore slowly and ¢ v as
Al - : ¥y and coldly as he
1 comfortable eerie sensati ich i -
i sor le sensation which is experienc
. : ch is experience
Eg ttll_lle ‘]otllws,i: ﬂéld m;st careless traveler when he first gics do\:g:
1 e catacombs in Rome. A sort of damp, eart? :
i ; A sort of d_amp, earthy shudder creeps
feouch ystem, and a dreary feeling of general hopelessnes
mc.inutn )ﬁ. the m?mff; a morbid state of body and I‘.li]l[f\;’hi(_h li:
nly to be remedied by a speedy retur : :
¢ ¥ a speedy return to the war ight
a draught of generous wine, e
g;h?rc 1I:lhihp, l;owever, held the antique lamp aloft, and descended
msy steps cautiously, counting twe i , o
o e ¥y © g twenty steps in all, at ¢l
ttom of which he found himself face to face with tht.; clﬂ:tsz::;
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door. It was made of hard wood, o hard as to be almost like iron,
It was black with age, and coversd with quaint carvings and in-
scriptions, but in the middle, standing out in bold relief among the
numberless Runic figures and devices, was written in large well-
cut letters the word—
THELMA.

«RBy Jovel” he exclaimed, “I have it! The girl's name, of
course! This is some private retreab of hers, T suppose—a kind
of boudoir like my Lady Winsleigh’s, only with rather a differ-
ence.”

And he laughed aloud, thinking of the dainty gold-satin hang-
ings of a certain room in a certain great mansion in Park Lane,
where an aristocratic and handsome lady-leader of fashion had as
nearly made love to him as it was possible for her to do without
losing her social dignity.

His laugh was echoed back with a weird and hollow sound, as
though a hidden demon of'the cave were mocking him, a demon
as intense but also horrible. He heard the

whose merriment w
with a kind of careless admira-

unpleasantly jeering repetition
tion. ;
¢ That echo would make a fortune in ¢ Faust,’ if it could be per-
guaded to back up Mephistopheles with that truly fiendish ‘ Ha
ha!l?? he said, resuming his examination of the nameon the door.
Then an odd fancy seized him, and he called loudly :
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<t Thelma |7 shouted the echo.

¢ Tg that her name? ”

¢ Her name | ? replied the echo.

« T thought =0.” And Fhilip laughed again; while the echo
laughed wildly in answer. *‘Just the sort of name to suit a Nor-
wegian nymph or goddess. Thelma is quaint and appropriate, and
a8 faras I can remember there’s no rhyme to itin the Emglish
language. Thebma!” Andhe lingered en the pronunciation of
the strange word with a curious gensation of pleasure. *‘Thereis
something mysteriously suggestive about the sound of it; likea
chord of music played sofily in the distance. Now, can I get
through this door, 1 wonder?”

He pushed it gently. 16 yiclded very slightly, and Le tried again
and yet again. Finally he put down the lampand set his shoulder
against the wooden barrier with all his force. A dull creaking
sound rewarded his efforts, and inch by inch the huge door opened
into what at first appeared immeasurable darkness. Holding up
the light he looked in, and uttered a smothered exclamation. A
sudden gust of wind rushed from the sea through the passage and
extinguished the lamp, leaving him in profound gloom. Nothing
daunted, he sought his fusee case: there was just one left in it
This he hastily struck, and shielding the glow carefnlly with one
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hand, relighted his lam
grotto.
The murmur of i
aur of the wind an ike spiri i
followed him as he entered. : Fi‘;&vesci lﬂ?e SR e
e L oun himsell in a spacious wind-
e ’ e : ] dently been’ hollowed out in therocks and
i metgod ({;H},Lnﬂnmds. 1Its (gmstruction was after the ancient;
g 4 , but the wonder of the place s in the w:
gt : place consisted in the walls
lmeﬁsoneib‘mll'tn ely covered with shells—shells of every shape ““Lbi
: e de leate as rose-leaves, some rough and pric I Chot
polished as ivory, some gleami i o
s 11(,_1'1 : ti gf(ammg]‘vlth a thousand iridescent colors
) 2as the foam on high billows, M i ’ :
e T : ugh billows., Many of them wer
stically in such siti o o e
: ; 3 such a position as to show their i i
iically In guch 28 £ 1eir i » sides
gi;;’zehlgg with soft tints like the shades of fine silk ors tﬁml %ﬂe&l
o s s ! g 1 satin—others
e ?lth“tn.e‘ opaline sheen of mother-o-pearl, All \\'1:-1"‘
m-;ﬁc?ll = 1 exquisite patterns, evidently copied from fixed m tl.lee
atical desions—there wwere b : e
N crot‘;lgghdq«them “}LILL stars, crescents, roses, sunflowers
arts, g aggers, ships and imple : 1 i
- PR ar ements AT, aitl
fully depicted with extraordinary nefzt"{'css‘ a 11'{?5 e dli doni
jioehi : b ary neatness and care, as rh es
Pﬂ%'?l(»]‘;llﬁi emblem had served some special purpo s e
Sir i o e b L UL POSBE.
S M‘I‘:_Q walked alo:_ug very slowly, delighted with his discovery
S(& le);h ;mg t{: fz_.\amnw each panel as he passed—amused h-fn:'l'
: h speculations as to the meani  this beautifal c: .
£t 1 itions as 1 saning of this beautif rer]
fa?clfully yet skillfully decorated : Al
*Some old place of worshi :
: orsh 26227 1
C iR I lp,’Insuppo.:e, he thought. ¢ There
Sl s ‘1:1 nf_cf}en m different parts of Norway. It has
with the Christian faith : .
thix ) stian faith, for : é S 7
I don’t perceive a single cross.” Sl sbcion
He was right. Ther e
e th?, - Ltllere were no crosses ; but there were maxy
{24 > sun—the sun risi ing :
L ;;J?J 1_101;;11@ 1.the suLzll }settmg, the sun in full
] 11 Bis ra; dered round him in tinys 3
of them no bigger than a pin’s head e L
““What a waste of time and labe
e aw tlzat«, of time and labor,” he mused. *Who would
5 Fof.;oe such a tl_nng nowadays? TFaney the patience and d >1'(
;]‘1 G.b)' o lll‘%(rl 11'10(%111‘{‘(1 to fit all these shells in their places! dt li
7 are embedded in strong e o e
3 trong mortar, too, as if the work wi
o g , 100, as if the work were meant

Full of pleased interes

P, and stepped boldly into the mysterious

L. € SEELS 5V W I m out
16 pur €0 il
5 ]‘ 1 This Vay, Wi di |g dnd Jein
through (sza.f‘l ent arches, all more or less ric !11} ornamented, til IAB
5 3 3

came to g tall, round col hicl
: olumn, which seemingly s 5
gallery, for all the arches cofn'ewcd)Lfemmal%"tbm;lmted e
. i : /] rged toward 1t. If was garlar
from top to bottom with roses and their leaves '”b ko 1 e
and lilac shells, interspersed with g 1“ 11i ik ts,"ﬂh Wi
' . Spcint v A1 8IT S shini
polished malachite. The i‘Ivke;‘ ofltllfc ‘Iuer:{lo et
e Al f lamp he carried made if glis
ten like a mass of jewel-work, and absorbed 3 : 1‘110\1 e
tion of this unique specime: : f e e
e Cl n of ancient arf, Sir Philip did ne’ at
e that another light beside his own glimmered f
gut furthest archway a little bewond him—an Dpe‘ﬁ(;l& ;10111
the ning tha
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led into some recess he had not as yeb explored. A peculiar lusfer
sparkling on one side of the ghell-worlk, however, at last attracted
his attention, and glancing up quickly, he saw, to his surprise, the
reflection of a strange radiance, rosily tinted and brilliant.

Turning in its direction, he paused, irresolute. Could there be
some one living in that furthest chamber to which the long pas-
sage he had followed evidently led ? some one who would perhaps
vesent his intrusion as an impertinence? some eccentric artist or
hermit who had made the cave his home? Or was it perhapsa
refuge for smugglers? He listened anxiously. There was no
gound. He waited a minute or two, then boldly advanced, deter-
mined to solve the mystery.

This last archway was lower than any of those he had passed
through, and he was forced to take off his hat and stoop as he went
underit. When he raised his headhe remained uncovered, for he
saw at a glance that the place was sacred. He was in the presence,
not of Life, but Death. The chamber in which he stood was,
square in form, and more richly ornamented with shell designs
than any other portion of the grotto he had seen, and facing the

east was an altar hewn out of the solid rock, and studded thickly
with amber, malachite and mother-o-pearl. It was covered with
the incomprehensible emblems of a by-gone creed worked in mosb
exquisite shell patterns, but on it—as though in solemn protest
against the past—stood a crucifix of ebony and carved ivory before
which burned steadily a red lamp.

The meaning of the mysterious light was thus explained, but
what chiefly interested Errington swas the central object of the
place—a coffin—or rather a plain granite sarcophagus which was
placed on the floor lying from north to south. Upon it—in strange
contrast tothe somber coldness of the stone—reposed alarge wreath
of poppies freshly gathered. The vivid scarlet of the flowers, the
gleam of the shining shells on the walls, the mournful figure of the

ivory Christ stretched on the cross among all those pagan emblems
—the intense silence broken only by the slow drip, drip of water
trickling somewhere behind the cavern—and more than these out-
ward things—his own impressive conviction that he was with the
imperial Dead—imperial because past the sway of empire—all made
a powerful impression on his mind., Overcoming by degrees his first
sensations of awe, he approached the sarcophagus and examined il.
Tt was solidly closed and mortared all round, so that it might have
been one compact coffin-shaped block of stone so far as its outward
appearance testified. Stooping more closely, however, to look ab
the brilliant poppy wreath, he started back with a slight exclama-
tion. Cut deeply in the hard granite he read for the second time
that odd name—
THELMA.,
It belonged to some one dead, then—not to the lovely living
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woman who had so lately confronted him i the burning glow
of the midnight sun? He felt dismayed at his unthinking pre~
cipitation—he had, in his fancy, actually associated her, so full of
radiant health and beauty, with what was probably a moldering
corpse in that hermetically sealed tenement of stone. This idea
was unpleasant, and jarred upon his feelings. Surely she, that
golden-haired nymph of the fjord, had nothing to do with death.
He had evidently found his way into some ancient tomb.
*Thelma ” might be the name or title of some long-departed queen
or princess of Norway, yet, if 80, how came the crucifix there—
the red lamp, the flowers ?

He lingered, looking curiously about him, ag if he fancied the
shell-embroidered walls might whisper some answer to his
thonghts. The silence offered no suggestions. The plaintive ficure
of the tortured Christ suspended on the cross maintained an im-
movable watch over all things, and there was a subtle, faint odor
floating about as of crushed spices or herbs. While he still stood
there absorbed in perplexed conjectures, he hecame oppressed by
want of air. The red hue of the poppy wreath mingled with the
softer glow of the lamp on the altar—the moist glitter of the shells
and polished pebbles seemed to dazzle and econfuse his eyes. He
felt dizzy and faint—and hastily made his way out of that close
death-chamber into the passage, where he leaned for a few min-
utes against the great central column to recover himself. A brisk

breath of wind from the fjord came careering through the gallery, .

and blew coldly upon his forehead. Refreshed by it, he rapidly
overcame the sensation of giddiness, and began to retrace his steps
through the winding arches, thinking with some satisfaction as he
went, what a romantic incident he would have to relate to Loori-
mer and his other friends, when a sudden glare of light illumined
the passage, and he was brought to an abrupt stand-still by the
sound of a wild “Halloo!” The light vanished ; if reappeared.
It vanished again, and again appeared, flinging a strong flare upon
the shell-worked walls as it approached. Again the fierce * Hal-
loo!” resounded through the hollow cavities of the subterranean
temple, and he remained motionless, waiting for an explanation of
this unlooked-for turn to the events of the morning.

He had plenty of physical courage, and the idea of any addition
to his adventure rather pleased him than otherwise. Still, with
all his bravery, he recoiled a little when he first caught sight of
the extraordinary being that emerged from the darkness—s, wild,
distorted figure that ran toward him with its head downward,
bearing aloft in one skinny hand a smoking pine-torch from which

the sparks flew like so many fire-flies. This uncanny personage,

wearing the semblance of man, came within two paces of Erring-
ton ‘before perceiving him, then, stopping short in his headlong
gareer, the creature flourished his torch and uttered a defiant yeil,
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Philip surveyed him coolly and without alarm, ‘:L-E‘lf)‘llglx r.i(: 1\\?1:'1[
an object might well have aroused a p;trdc)na.ble. dn:jh uft}.;]t i 1{i;.j,
timidity. He saw a misshapen dwarf, not quite }l{')EI; ‘(A:% “.‘1];-;.1;
with large, ungainly limbs ou‘t of all proportion t_o 11‘1&, 1?1.19? inh;e
was small and compact. His features were of a .nos‘ n‘tii!'l‘ ‘qh‘,
fineness, and from under his shaggy 1:11_'01\\‘5 gleamed f1 n,s,l €8s 1.:1‘5
of large, full, wild blue eyes. His thick, 1'031;_-;]1, ij;z.m:‘n‘ llflfn :\',1
long and curly, and hung in c’iim_n‘dcred 1‘:1_‘('th1&51011 over 1}1;1 ( 4: ?1;_1.‘?1
shoulders. His dress was of reindeer skin, very fun_crlhiu{ )bcut, 1.1 L
ornamented with beads of Jiﬁerm}t S'olors—a.ud t\\'}.f:vf.(._‘.( a fm;} ._:)llli‘.i
as though in an effort to be artistic, was a 1ong ?,1:11) (:11 l-j'bpld
scarlet woolen material, which showed up the O]\tl eme 1351_101 a_,‘q
ill-health of the meager countenance, and the brilliancy 0} the e}}{ e
that now sparkled with rage as they met {'1_10199 of ET‘I'II.]],S__;'LOll.f ; ufl‘:
from his superior height, glanced down with pity on § 1e un ;1“ -
nate ereature, whom he at once took to be the actual ov: ner O m]l
cave he had explored. Uncertain what to do, whether to{s%e;ll ;
or to remain silent, he moved slightly as though to pass 01?., m}l_‘ 1e
shock-headed dwarf leaped lightly in 1'11_5 way, and, plant-njl:‘g ],1_1131-
gelf firmly before him, shrieked someun‘.ntelhglblg t}TJ}'flz-alt, 0 \':: 131; (;
Frrington could only make out the last words, *Nifleheim
(43 - 2

lﬁ%’ggﬁio he is commending me to_the old NOIWB%mn-,.?? fg-r-}-lO,:t
thought the young baronet, with a smile, zllmus.ed atthe litt .e mffxil ;
evident excitement. “Very polite of him, ll‘m.’sure. ];’)h't:,} a ;11
all, T had nobusiness here. T'd I)etiier ?}!Ologlze. ;\%ui ﬂffi)l 1',1:(\:( t ;
he began to speak in the simplest English words hc c.clll d choose,
taking care to pronounce them very slowly .:md distinctly. A

1 cannot understand you, my geod sir, but T gee you u‘rg
angry. I came hereby accident. I am going 2-]?\‘-':13' ui]?x: ;jt onc'.g.r

His explanation had a strange eﬂc_ct. The d‘\\'ehf”t ;: \:‘, 110311;1,
twirled himself rapidly round fhree times as ﬂ:.f_n:;?_fl} Wi 'df{] 51::@ : 5
holding his torch a little to one side, tun_:g'd up liis 11:]1 m'_. 1;",t E’ (t):ue
tenance, and, fixing his gaze on Sir j[)ljmp, Sill.dlf-)-(- 'mteb) ?'al.qt,
of his face with absorbing interest. Then he burstinto a violer

E hiter. >

ﬁt‘?fxltaiggs};iat last1” he cried, in fluent E{lglisli. “Gom;}' I‘lU\V?
Going, you say? Never ! never! You will never go m\'n}- a:.ly‘
more. No, not without something stolen. The dt—:aq 11;1\{3{;11}11

moned you here. Their white bony .ﬁngners have drz{%"g(ﬁ ‘3;' 011;

across the deep. Did you not hear their voices, c(ﬁd‘a}}f 10 (.) g
_ the winter wind, calling, calling yon, and saying: C.o‘me, c.omte.,

proud-robber, from over the far seas; come al_lil gather the }_J(_{il,\él-l-

ful rose of the northern forest?” Yes, yes! You have obve-} 0(] 1e

dead—the dead who feign sleep, but are ever wai:gf ul—y uu‘ 1]1?9

come as a thief in the golden midnight, and th‘e‘thmg' yi{;)!]'l' beLY:ulE

the life of Sigurd. Yes—yes;itistrne. Thespirit cannot le.
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must kill, you must steal. See how the blood drips, drop by dro
from the heart of Sigurd! And the jewel you ste,nl—sgl fvhatp'
Je\\‘(;l !—y_ou shall not find such another in Norway 1* ¢ :

His excited voice sank by degrees to a plaintive and forlorn whis-
per, and drup‘l:m g his toreh with a gesture of despair on the sround
h'e looked at it burning, with an air of mournful and utterbdesola:
1.:1‘01.1. Proi_'r)l_mdly touched, as he immediately understood the con-
dition of his companion’s wandering wits, Errington spoke to hi
soothingly. % : S ; S

“ You 1‘1‘1§.=;take me,” he said, in gentle accents: I would not
steal anything from you, nor have I come to kill you. See,” and
he held out his hand, * T woulda’t harm you for the world. I,ditcln't
know this cave belonged to you. Forgive me for having entered it
Ial}l going torejoin my friends. Good-bye!” = :

. '1!119. s_trange,_ half-crazy creature touched his outstretched hand
timidly and with a sort of appeal.

‘ Good-bye, good-bye | ¥ he muttered. < That is what they all
say—even the dead—good-bye, but they never go—never, never |
You cannot be different to therest. And you do not wish,tb hurt
poor Sigurd ?”

ié e e . 2 1 ! .

i 5,('{:;?1 fﬁ{l{jlg ‘n:lt; lgfo?f}n ;1;'?11:‘%;51}1'(1,;: said Philip, half laughing ;
. Y § you.
% ‘:X ou'are sure 2 ”_ he persisted, with asort of obstinate eagerness.

Youhave eyes which tell truths ; butthere are otherthines which
are truer than, eyes—things in the air, in the grass, in t]:; waves
and they talk very strangely of you. I know x_-‘ou,, of coum:e I,
knew you agesago—long before T saw you dead on the ﬁel(i of
battle, and the black-hairéd Valkyrie galloped with you to Val-
halla.  Yes, T knew you long before that, and you knew me f();' I
was your king, and you were my vassal, wild and 1'ebelliou;~:——not
the proud, rich Englishman you are to—day."’

Errington slfartecl._ How could this Sicurd, as he called himself
be aware of either his wealth or nationality ? :
The dwarf observed his movement of s*:ll'prise with a cunnin
smile. : .

“Sigurd is wise—Sigurd is brave. Who shall deceivehim? He
k“nows you well ; he will always know you. The old gods teach
Sigurd all his wisdom—the gods of the sea and the wind—the

sleepy gods that lie in the hearts of the flowers—the small spirits
that sit in shells and sing all day and all night.” He pzmse;l and
his eyes filled with a wistful look of attention, He drew close:;

¢ Come,” he said, earnestly, ‘‘come, you must listen to J.u
music ; perhaps you ean tell me what it means.” 4

He picked up his smoldering torch and held it aloft again, then
beckoning Errington to follow him, he led the way L‘.cjo a: Bnl‘ﬂi
grotto, cut deeply into the wall of the cavern. Here tnere W(-;rﬂ
no shell patterns. Little green ferns grew thickly out of the stone
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crevices, ard a minute runlet of water trickled slowly from above,
freshening the delicate frondage as it fell. With quick, agile fin-
gers he removed aloose stone from this aperture, and as he did so
a low shuddering wail resounded through the arches—a melan-
choly moan that rose and sank, and rose again in weird, sorrowful
minor echoes.

¢ Hear her,” murmured Sigurd plaintively., ¢ She is always
complaining ; it is a pity she cannot rest. She is a spirit, you
know. I have often asked her what troubles her, but she will not
tell me; she only weeps.” :

His companion looked at him compassionately. The sound that
50 affected his disordered imagination was nothing but the wind
blowing through a narrow hole formed by the removal of the stone,
but it wasuseless fo explain this simple fact to one in his condi-
tion. g

«mell me,” and Sir Philip spoke very gently, ¢is this your
home 27 ;

The dwarf surveyed him almost scornfully. ¢ My home!” he.
echoed. * My home is everywhere—on the mountains, in the
forests, on the black rocks and barren shores. My goul lives
between the sun and the sea ; my heart is with Thelma, 1*

Thelma! Here was perhaps a clew to the mystery,

«Who is Thelma ?” asked Errington, somewhat hurriedly.

Sigurd broke into violent and derisive laughter. ¢ Do you think
T will tell you # he eried, loudly. ¢ You—one of that strong,
cruel race who must conquer all they see § who covet everything
f£air under heaven, and will buy it, even at the cost of blood and
tears. Do you think I willunlock the door of my freasure to you 2
No, no ; besides,” and his voice sunk lower, what should you do

with Thelma? She is dead.”

And, as if possessed by a sudden access of frenzy, he brandished
his pine-torch wildly above his head till it showered a rain of brigl &
sparks above him, and exclaimed, furiously :

¢ Away, away, and trouble me not. he days are not yet ful-
flled—the time is not yetripe, Why seek to hasten my end?
Away, away, I tell you. Leave me in peace. T will die when
Thelma bids me, but not till then.”

And he rushed down the long gallery and disappeared in the
furthest chamber, where he gave vent to a sort of long sobbing
cry, which rang dolefully through the cavern and then subsided
into utter silence,

Feeling as if he were in a chaotic dream, Errington pursued his
interrupted course through the winding passages with a bewildered
and wondenng mind,  What strange place had he inadvertently
lighted on, and who were the still stranger beings in connection

with it? TFirst the beautiful girl herself; next the mysterious
coffin, hidden in its fanciful shell temple, and now this deformed
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madman, with the pale face and fine eyes, whose utterances,
though incoherent, savored somewhat of poesy and prophecy, And
what spell was attached to that name of Thelma? The more he
thought of his morning’s adventure the more puzzled he became.
As a rule, he believed more in the commonplace than in the
romantic—most people do. But truth to tell, romance is far more
common than the commonplace. There are few who have not, at
one time or other of their lives, had some strange or tragic episode
woven into the tissue of their every-day existence, and it srould be
difficult to find one person, even among humdrum individuals,
who, from birth to death, has experienced nothing out of the com-
mon.

Errington generally dismissed all tales of adventure as mero
exaggerations of heated fancy, and had he read in some book of 2
respectable nineteenth-century yachtsman having such an inter-
view with a madman in a sea~cavern he would have laughed af
the affair as an ufter improbability, though he could not have
explained why he considered it improbable. But now it had
occurred to himself, he was both surprised and amused at the
whole circumstance; moreover, he was sufficiently interested
and curious to be desirous of siffing the matter to its foundation.

It was, however, somewhat of a relief to him when he again
reached the outer cavern. He replaced the lamp on the shelf
where he had found it, and stepped once more into the brilliant
light of the very early dawn, which then had all the splendor of
full morning. There was a deliciously balmy wind, the blue sky
was musical with a chorus of larks, and every breath of air that
waved aside the long grass sent forth a thousand odors from hid-
den beds of wild thyme and bog-myrtle.

He perceived the ¢Eulalie” at anchor in her old place on the
fjord ; she had returned while he was absent on his explorations,
Gathering fogether his rug and painting materials, he blew a
whistle sharply three times ; he was answered from the yacht, and
presently a boat, manned by a couple of sailors, camo skimming
over the water toward him. Itgsoon reached the shore, and, enter-
ing it, he was speedily rowed away from the scene of his morning’s
experience back to his floating palace, where, as yet] none of his
friends were stirring,

* How about Jedle?” he inquired of one of his men. “ Did they
climb it?”

A slow grin overspead the sailor’s brown face,

* Lord bless you, no, sir. = Mr. Lotimer, he just Iooked at it and
sati down in the shade ; the other gentleman played pitch-and-toss
with pebbles. They was main hungry too, and eat a mighty sight
of 'am and picldes. Then they came on board and all turned in at
once.”

1 Errington laughed. He was amused at the utter failure of
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y qsed. His thoughts

Torimer's recent sudden energy, bui‘; not surprised s thoug]
were, however, busied with something else, and he next asked :

“Where's our pilot?” . =5

«Valdemar- Svensen, sir? He went down to his bunk as soon
as we anchored, for a snooze, he said.” : )
'}S‘Yill right, If he comes on deck before I do, just tell him r}ot
to go ashore for anything till I see him. T want to speak to him
after breakfast.”

“ Ay, ay, sir.” : ; :

\Vh}e:reli)ou Sir Philip descended to his private cabm.l He d1 ow
the blind at the port-hole to shut out the da.zzlmg sunlight, fo_r it
was nearly three o'clock in the morning, and quickly undressing,
he flung himself into his berth with a glight, not alltogether un-
1)1!;:'&5&!1:%, feeling of exhaustion. To the kfst as his eyes clo:qetl
drowsily he seemed to hear the slow drip, drip oflthe water I)Uhlmd
the 1'ocl‘iy cavern, and the desolate cry of the 1nc-9m1)re!1eu51b10
Sigurd, while through these sounds that mingled with the g,l‘n'gle
ofclitﬁl’e waves lapping against the sides of the E_ulﬁhe., theﬁ
name of “Thelma” murmmured itself in his ears till slumber
drowned his senses in oblivion,

CHAPTER IIL

Hast any mortal name,
Fit appellation for this dazzling frame,
Or friends or kinsfolk on the citied earth ?
Krats,

“Tars is positively absurd,” murmured Lovimer, In mildly
injured tones, seven hours later, as hesat on {:he edg_-;e. of 131'5 bc:r..tlh,
surveying Errington, who, fully dressegl and in .the highest spirits,
had burst in to npbraid him for his laziness while he was yet bub
scantily attired. “1I tell you, my gooq fellow, there are some
things which the utmost stretch of friendship will not s_tand.
Here am I in shirt and trousers with only one S(.J{."k on, and you
dare to say you have had an adventure. Why, l:t you had cut a
i)iece out of the sun you ought to wait till a man is shaved before

ioning it." :
m(‘}‘ngzlx}t %e snappish, old boy,” laughed Errington, gaily. *Putb
on that other sock and listen. I don’t want to tell those other

E2]

fellows just yet, they might go making i1}quirie5 9'Eout. her :
¢ (Oh, there is a ‘her’ in the case, is there?” said Lorimer,
openm;‘.; his eyes rather widely. *“ Well, Phill T t}’lought you had
had enough, and something too much, of women.’
¢ This is not a woman | ? declared Philip, with heat and eager-
ness, ** atleast not the sort of woman I have ever known. - This is
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