Eyes of Terror.

By L. T.

2N HE strange story which T am
&)'i about to tell happened just

X} when the late war in South
| Africa was at its height. I was
5| in a very nervous condition at
the time, having lost my dear
father, who was killed  in action shortly
before the taking of Pretoria. The news of
my father’s death reached us on a certain
evening in May, just when the days were
approaching their longest, and summer, with
all its beauties, was about to visit the land.
It was immediately afterwards that the visita-
tions which I am about to describe took
place. They were of a very alarming
character, and so much did they upset my
mental equilibrium that I-determined to put
my case into the hands of a certain Professor
Eliicott, who was not only a physician and
surgeon in the ordinary sense, but was also
a man of great learning and keen original
research.

I had met the Professor once at the house
of a neighbour, and on that occasion had
admired him, not only for his intellectual
appearance, but also for the massive strength
of his face and the calmness of his bearing.
I knew that a strong man, who was also
sympathetic and tactful, would not laugh at
a girl’s fears, however unreasonable he might
consider them, and had not the least doubt
that I should receive a patient hearing when
I told him my story.

My name is Nora Dallas. I am twenty-
one years of age. I have lived all my life
in a beautiful old place about a mile and a
half from the town of Ashingford. Professor
Ellicott lived in the High Street, and I was
fortunate enough to find him at home.

I sent in my card and was immediately
admitted into his presence. He was a man
of about thirty, with resolute grey eyes and a
determined chin. He gave me a quick
glance when I entered the room ; then, without
uttering a word, pointed to a chair.

“I am called Nora Dallas,” I said.

“I know,” he replied, in a gentle voice.
“You are the daughter of that Colonel
Dallas whose gallant action, when he sacri-
ficed his life for his country on the march to
Pretoria, is the talk and admiration of the
country.”
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My eyes filled with tears.

“It is only three weeks since I heard of
my father’s death,” I said. “ You will forgive
me, sir, but I cannot bear any sympathetic
reference to the subject, at least for the
present.”

“T understand,” he replied, his hard face
softening. ¢ And now, what can I do for
you?”

“I want to consult you as a doctor.”

“But I am not a consultant—I mean that
I do not practise medicine in the ordinary
sense.” )

“] am aware of that fact,” I answered.
“ And just for that very reason, Professor
El]icott, I have been compelled to come to
you.’

“1 do not quite understand.”

He looked at me with the dawn of a smile
on his lips.

“I think you will give me a frank opinion,
and be unbiased by the red-tapism which
causes many medlca men to hide the truth
from their patients.”

“ Ah, you think well of me,” he said, with
a smile, “and I perceive that you are a brave
woman. Nevertheless, I must inform you
that I am scarcely qualified to enter into
your case. My work lies altogether in the
regions of original research.”

“May I at least tell you my story?” I
insisted. “You can make up your mind
afterwards whether you will help me or
not.”

His reply to this was to get up and pace
the room, stopping once or twice to look at
me. then continuing his slow, measured tread
uo and down. I did not interrupt him. I
sat as still as though carved in marble.

“You must forgive my apparent rudeness,
Miss Dallas,” he said, “ but I was endeavour-
ing to recall what I had already heard about
you. I remember everything now. I met
you a month ago at Sir John Newcome’s.
You live at Courtlands, one of the finest
places in the neighbourhood. You are an
only child. Doubtless, now that your father
is dead, you are wealthy. You have lived at
Courtlands almost all your life. Of course,
Miss Dallas, you have your own family
physician ?”

“Yes,” I answered.
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and assured me that nothing would make
him happier than such a marriage. Rudolf
had told him of his attachment to me—
an attachment which I knew well did not
exist. ’

“I heard my fatherin silence. ThenI gave
an emphatic negative to the whole proposal.
My father listened in amazement. 1 said
that I neither liked nor trusted my cousin,
and that nothing—no words, no conditions—
would make me accept him. After a pause
my father said that my feelings must be my
guide, but he continued :—

“¢I cannot rgree with your opinion, and
I sincerely hope that time may alter it.’

“From the hour of his departure there
began for me a detestable period, during
which I was persecuted by Rudolf’s odious
attentions. As he and Lionel- practically
lived in our house, you can imagine that it
was impossible for me to escape altogether
from his presence.  But at last it became so
intolerable that I wrote to my father on the
subject. I told Rudolf quite frankly that I
was doing so, and even made him acquainted
with the greater part of my letter. In that
letter I told my father that he did not rightly
gauge his nephew’s character, that he was not
what he believed him to be, and, in order to
prove my words, I mentioned a few instances
which, unconvincing to a stranger like your-
self, might have the effect of opening his
eyes.

“That letter was posted two months ago.
Up to the present I have had no reply to it,
but am even now waiting and hoping to
hear my father’s views on the subject.
Important letters must be on the road from
South Africa for me. I have only received
the news of my dear father's death by
cablegram.”

My voice broke. I paused, struggling with
emotion ; then I continued :—

“I am sorry to trouble you, Professor
Ellicott, with this long preamble. I am now
approaching that strange thing about which
I wish to consult you.

“We received the cablegram acquainting
us with the news of my father’s death on a
certain morning towards the end of last
month. On the evening of that same day
another long cablegram from South Africa
was put into Rudolf’s hands. He was sitting
with my aunt and me in the drawing-room
when he received it. He opened it, was
evidently very much upset, but refused to
divulge its contents. He called Lionel to his
side, and they left the room together. I saw
them pacing up and down in the shrubbery,
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evidently consulting with regard to the con-
tents of the cabl , but never from that
hour till now have I heard the slightest inkling
of what it was about.

“Three days later my father’s will was read
and my cousins heard of the large sums of
money which would fall to their share. They
fully expected to be remembered in my
father’s will, but not to such a generous
extent, and their satisfaction was very great.
As to Rudolf, his face quite beamed with
delight, and they were both in feverish haste
to possess themselves of the money. Mr.
Brewster, our family lawyer, however, said
that it would be impossible for them to
receive their legacies for several weeks, as
probate would have to be taken and other
preliminaries attended to. Finally he made
the remark : — :

“ ¢ Nothing can really be done until Colonel
Dallas’s letters and papers arrive from South
Africa. This can scarcely be expected until
a month from the present date.’

*“On that very evening my elder cousin
came to me again and once more implored
me to become his wife. He spoke of my
father and his well-known wishes on the
subject, and pleaded with such power that
had 1 not known him well I might have been
touched into a semblance of kindness by his
manner. I did know my cousin, however,
and told him so in unmistakable terms. He
seemed to struggle with emotion for a minute ;
then he said, rising as he spoke:—

“¢All right, Nora, I see I must accept
your verdict. You may be sure that I will
not trouble you on this subject again. It
would be brutal to do so,” he added, ‘ for you
are looking very ill. I see it it your eyes.’

“¢] am not exactly ill,’ I answered. ‘I
am naturally in very great trouble, but I am
no more really ill than you are.’

“¢] am all right,’ he said, with a shrug of
his shoulders. ‘But your nerves, poor Nora,
are in a sad condition. You have received a
most serious shock, and it is telling on you.
You ought to be exceedingly careful. 1
mean it is your duty to be much more careful
than most women.’

“¢I don’t understand you,” I answered.
“And 1 wish,” I added, ‘that you would
leave me now.’

“¢I will in a minute,’” he said, and then he
approached quite close to my side.

“¢“One word before I go,” he went on, and
he fixed his great, strong, dark eyes on mine.
‘ Whether you like me or whether you hate
me we are cousins, Nora. Qur family history
is well known to each of us. I in particular,
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brain giving way ? What am I to do? How
am I to endure this? How am I to live?’

“The next week or ten days passed
without any further disturbance, and I was
beginning to recover my mental balance.
Rudolf was away from home during the
greater part of that time, engaged on some
very special business in the North of
England. I was undoubtedly happier and
less nervous when he was absent, but when
he returned his affectionate and concerned
manner about me made me self-reproachful,
and I almost wondered at myself for the
intolerable feeling of repugnance which I
always felt towards him.

“T'wo or three nights after his return I saw
the eyes again. On this occasion they stared
at me from the centre of the rose-lawn. The
night was black as pitch, and there were the
eyes raised between five and six feet above
the ground, and staring full at me with un-
blinking directness.  After this visitation I
determined to see you at once. Now, can
you help me? Have I been visited by an
apparition or am I mad? Tell me what you
really think.”

For reply the Professor said, quietly :-—

“I will examine your own eyes before 1
pronounce an opinion.”

I rose at once. He placed me in a chair
in front of a large window and, taking up
sbme powerful lenses, carefully looked into
both my eyes. When the examination was
over he said :—

“You are very nervous. Some of the
higher nerve centres are in a state of irrita-
tion. Your father's death, joined to the
shock of this apparition, trick, or what you
like to call it, has been too much for you.
You ought really to leave home.”

““ But am I going mad?”

“There is no trace of a disordered brain.
Nevertheless you are nervous, and nerves are
kittle cattle, and ought to be attended to.”

“But, Dr. Ellicott, why should I be
nervous? Why should 1 see those ghastly
eyes? What is the mystery?”

“I should like much to.unravel it,” he
said, with a shrug of his shoulders.

“ How I wish you would !”

He looked thoughtful for a minute or two ;
then he said :—

“Would it be possible for you to invite
me to stay at Courtlands?”

“Would you come?”

¢ Could you give me a room where I could
continue my business without interruption? ”

¢ I could hand you over the library in the
old tower. There you need never hear a
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footfall, for the tower is at the end of an
unused wing at a remote part of the building.”

“In that case I will bring my things and
spend a few days at Courtlands. I do not
believe in your apparition as an apparition,
nor do I think that you are becoming insane.
Your case interests me. May I arrive in time
for dinner this evening?”

“I don’t know how to thank you,” was my
answer.

“ Expect me at Courtlands about seven
o'clock. And now leave me, like a good girl,
for I have many things to attend to.”

I returned home with a great sense of
relief, just in time for lunch. The only
people at table were Aunt Sophia and my
Cousin Lionel..

“Why, Nora,” cried my aunt, “ how much
better you look ! Have you had good news ?”

“Yes and no,” 1 replied. “By the way,
Aunt Sophy, can we entertain a visitor for
the next few days?”

“A visitor now?” she said, raising her
brows in astonishment.

Lionel laid down his knife and fork and
looked hard at me.

“To receive a visitor in the house now
would be unusual, would it not, Nora?” he
said, gently. “ My uncle has not been dead
a month yet.”

I took no notice of him, but turned again
to Aunt Sophia.

“ Dr. Ellicott, the well-known Professor, is
staying at Ashingford,” I said. “I met him
some time ago at the Newcomes’. He is a re-
markably clever man,and I may as well confess
that I consulted him medically this morning.
No more Dr. Jessops for me. 1 preferred
to consult one who was well up-to-date on
medical matters. The Professor interests
me and I interest him. He wishes to come
here for a few days in order to watch my
symptoms. He will arrive in time for
dinner. Please, Aunt Sophy, will you order
the green room to be got ready for him, and
also the library in the old tower?”

I spoke in a decided manner, and neither
my aunt nor Lionel ventured to remonstrate,
for, after all, I was really mistress.

Suddenly I turned to my cousin.

“Is Rudolf away again?” I asked.

“No,” he replied; ‘“Rudolf is unwell.
His eyes are hurting him.  He 1s obliged to
stay in a darkened room.”

“I did not know that Rudolf suffered
from his eyes.”

“He never did until lately. We neither
of us can imagine what is the matter with
them,” was Lionel’s response.
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science delights me most. But give me an
account of the properties of radium.”-

“They are too varied to mention here. I
will but allude to one or two. In close con-
tact with the skin, radium has the effect of
absolutely destroyin ; the epidermis and the
true skin beneath, thus in time producing an
open sore. Moreover,” said the Professor,
‘“ were you really dabbling with this strange
substance the state of your eyes would be
accounted for.”

“1 have never even seen the thing,” was
the abrupt answer.

The conversation turned to other matters.
After dinner we all went to the drawing-room.
Professor Ellicott came and seated himself
near me.

“You will receive a letter from your
father by the next post?” he asked.

“Yes.”

““Where will you read it?”

“In his study. 1 have always read his
letters there. I made him a promise that I
would do so. He said he would like to think
of me sitting under my mother’s portrait,
reading his letters and thinking of him.”

A few minutes afterwards the postman’s
ring was heard, and a servant entered with
several letters on a salver. ‘The one I had
expected was handed to me, and there was
also a foreign letter for Aunt Sophia. Rudolf,
who had come into the room just before the
servant brought the letters, came up to me.

“You will go away by yourself and read
your letter,” he said, kindly. ‘ You will
read it in your father’s study, won’t you?”

I nodded. He smiled.

“I felt sure you would go there, Nora.
He will be with you in spirit.”

As Rudolf uttered the last words he
glanced towards Lionel, and the two left
the room a minute or two before I did.

To reach the tower I had to go down a
long corridor which was seldom used. At
the farther end of the corridor was a baize
door which opened on to some narrow stone
stairs. They were worn with age. Mount-
ing them, I soon reached my father’s study on
the top floor of the tower. It was octagonal
in shape, with many windows. These
windows were closely barred and the panes
of glass were small. When I entered the
room I gave a start of surprise. I expected
to see it in darkness, but instead of that a
small table had been drawn up within a foot
or two of the high, old-fashioned grate, and
on it were placed a pair of brass candlesticks
with candles in them already lighted. But

why were the blinds not drawn down at the
ol. xxvi,—89,
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windows ? I felt a momentary inclination tc
repair this omission myself, but my father’s
letter occupied all my thoughts and I soon
forgot everything but the fact that I was
about to read the beloved words—in short,
to receive a message from the dead.

The contents of my father’s letter atsorbed
my complete attention, and I soon perceived
that only the very early portion was written
by himself ; most of it had evidently been
dictated to a certain Edward Vincent, whose
name, as one of the young lieutenants in
my father’s regiment, was already familiar
to me. The letter told me that my father
was mortally wounded, and that he was now
partly writing, partly dictating his last good-
bye to me in the tent where they had re-
moved him after the skirmish with the enemy.
In the letter he told me that he had received
my last communication, and, in consequence,
had made inquiries, which took some little
time to come to fruition. On that very
morning, however, he had received a long
letter from London, which contained a
complete confirmation of what I had told
him, and also many other revelations
had been forthcoming, which filled him
with the utmost displeasure and horror. He
therefore resolved immediately to change his
will, leaving none of his property to my
cousins, but all to me. The last words of his
letter desired me to turn to the opposite page,
on which a formally-worded will was written.
This will left everything to me. I turmed to
it and read it. It was very short, and was
signed by my father, and had also the signa-
tures of two wunesses.

Tears flowed from my eyes. In one sense
I was relieved, and yet my heart was torn.
I covered my face. Just then a slight noise,
which might have been attributed to the
tapping of a bough against the window-pane,
caused me to turn my head. I did so
tremblingly. I felt convinced that I was not
alone. Something, or someone, was looking
at me. Fascinated, 1 gazed straight before
me. Again came that ghastly tap, which, I
felt sure, proceeded from no human hand.
I looked towards the upper panes of one
of the windows, and there were the eyes.
Never had they seemed more malicious or
horrible. I lost my nerve, gave one shrill
and terrified scream, and rushed towards the
door, altogether forgetting my letter, which
lay upon the table.

I had just reached the door when a fresh
thing happened. The room became full of
a sudden and terrible wind. It caught at the
table-cover, flapping it violently. The letter,
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I gave the alarm. I could not find my
cousins, but soon the rest of the house was
in a state of ferment. Some of the men-
servants and two of the gardeners immedi-
ately ascended to the roof. They carefully
examined not only the roof of the house, but
that of the tower. But look as they would
they could not see a single trace of any indi-
vidual hiding there. It is true that a rope,
fastened to one of the chimneys, was hanging
close to one of the parapets of the tower.
This alone pointed conclusively to the fact
that someone had been there. Nothing else,
however, was to be discovered.

Accompanied by Aunt Sophia I returned
to the Professor.

“ Four of our men have been on the roof,”
I said, “and they brought away this rope.
You can see it. There was no one there.”

“ Ah!” He shrugged his shoulders. “I
thought there must have been a rope. He
could not have bent over so far without being
secured against the possibility of falling.”

“The rope was fastened round one of the
chimneys,” I continued.

“ Professor, what does this mean?” said
poor Aunt Sophia.

“ Where are your nephews, madam ?” was
his answer. . “Why are they not helping in
this search?”

“ e cannot find my cousins anywhere,” 1
answered. “The last I saw of them was
when I was going upstairs to read my father’s
letter. They then left the drawmg-room and
went out of the house arm-in-arm.’

“T will go and have a further search made
for them,” said my aunt. “They certainly
ought to be acquainted with this most remark-
able occurrence.”

She gave me a suspicious and, I fancied,
unbelieving glance. Did she really think
that I was imagining the whole thing? The
Professor’s attitude, however, comforted me.

“Don’t be alarmed, child,” he said. “The
clue which we seek is close at hand. T am
convinced of it. Now we must do something.
I shall remain in this room for the night, and
one or two of the servants must watch onthe
roof of the tower. But you must go to bed
and rest, otherwise you will be down with
nervous fever. Now, tell me, please, Miss
Dallas, who are the most trustworthy and
absolutely reliable servants in your house?”

“Harris, the old gardener, for one,” I
answered. “He has been with us since before
I was born.”

“Who else ?”

“Franks, the butler.”

“Then Harris and Franks shall watch on
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the roof of the tower to-night.
to bed.”

Against my will I was s forced to go to my
room. Arother sleeping-draught, adminis-
tered by the Professor, ensured my repose,
and in the morning I was sufficiently calm
even to defy Aunt Sophia’s locks of suspicion,
for suspect me now of incipient insanity she
evidently did.

The mysterious disappearance of both my
cousins caused a great deal of talk and
speculation on the following morning, and I
went to the tower to visit the Professor in a
state of great excitement on the subject. His
manners were absolutely non-committal. He
refused to say anything about my cousins,
and he also refused to leave the study.

“ When I go someone else must take my
place,” he said. “This room must not be
left unguarded for a single moment, nor must
the roof above.”

Towards the latter part of the day he
suggested that I should take his place iin
the study while he himself examined the roof.
In about half an hour he returned to me. -1
saw that he held a tiny glass tube in his
hand.

“ Can you make anything of this?” he
said, laying it on the table before me.

“ Nothing,” I answered. “What is it?”

“A very valuable piece of evidence, I
take it.”

“What do you mean?”

“T will try to tell you. I found this tube
in the gutter just above that window. It is,
as you see, sealed up at each end. It looks
innocent enough ; nevertheless, it contains
a very minute portion of that new substance
—radium. You heard what I said to your
Cousin Rudolf with regard to the effect of
radium on the human skin, but I did not
tell him that it does something else. When
held for a short time in front of the eyes,
the eyes take to themselves a certain amount
of its properties, and they glow in the dark
with a great luminosity which gives them a
most terrifying appearance. It strikes me,
Miss Dallas, that in this little bottle I hold
the solution of your ghost. The eyes of a
man who held radium a short distance from
his pupils would also become very much
inflamed. Consider the condition of your
Cousin Rudolf’s eyes. I found this tube in
the gutter. We are getting near the clue;
eh, don’t you think so?”

I felt myself turning pale.
I trembled.

“Could any man living be so wicked?”
was my neit remaik:

Now go

I know that
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by her father’s death. I had been reading
a good deal about the newly discovered
substance—radium, and thought it possible
that it might serve my purpose. I purchased
a minute portion and b:gan at once to
work on my cousin’s fears. Radium, as
you know, when held near the eyes, can
give them a luminous and very ghastly
appearance. I got Nora to believe that
she was the victim of a terrifying dis-
order, and you are aware how successfully
my purpose worked. I further arranged,
with Lionel’s help, to deprive Nora of the
fresh will as soon as she had read it ; our
belief being that her story would not be
credited, and that when she spoke of a new
will having been sent to her the whole thing,
in combination with her story of the ghostly
eyes, would be put down to insanity.

“ Now, this was our plan: We knew that
her habit was to read all letters received
from her father in his study. We investi-
gated this room thoroughly and made an
important discovery. A few feet up the
wide chimney was a secret chamber. The
entrance to this chamber was approached by
climbing down the inside of the chimney
from the roof. This mode of entrance was
facilitated by projecting bricks left for the
purpose. We resolved to utilize the chamber
for our requirements.

“ As soon, therefore, as the post arrived
from South Africa, Lionel and I left the
drawing - room. We immediately went by
the trap-door on to the roof. Lionel dis-
appeared down the chimney into the secret
chamber, where we had previously taken an
immensely powerful exhaust-pump. In the
bottom of the chimney there was placed a
short time ago a large register, thus closing
up the space, except for a small hole in the
centre, In order to let the smoke pass up.
Leading from the exhaust- pump we had
arranged a large tube, the mouth of which
fitted exactly into the hole in the register.
We had also put in order a small electric
bell which communicated from the roof
to the chamber. After Lionel had dis-
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appeared down the chimney I prepared my
eyes, and at the right moment bent over the
parapet.

“All the time Nora was reading her
letter I was looking at her, and when I
perceived that she had quite taken in its con-
tents I attracted her attention by gently
tapping on the window with a spray of ivy.
She turmed instinctively. Again I tapped,
and she looked up and saw me. As my
brother and 1 guessed she wculd, she uttered
a scream and immediately tried to leave the
room, forgetting the letter, which still lay on
the table. Iimmediately rang the bell. Nora
was too terrified to hear it. At the signal
Lionel began to work the exhaust-pump by
means of a hand wheel. It sucked the air
out of the study, and drew the letter and
other small papers up the chimney right into
the tube. Thus we secured the letter and the
new will.

“I then joined Lionel in the secret room.
not forgetting to take with me the wires from
the electric bell. We both immediately set
to work to draw back the tube into the
secret chamber, and by the time Nora had
recovered consciousness all trace of our plot
had virtually disappeared.”

“What about the will?
destroyed it ? ” said the Professor.

“Strange to say, we have not,” replied
Lionel. “The fact is, we were in the dark
and starving. We had hoped, but for your
interference, to get away in a few minutes.
We have been incarcerated for twenty-four
hours. Rudolf was in agony with his eyes.
We wanted to read the will before tearing
it up.”

“Then you can give it to me?”

“Yes. We have it here intact, and, if our
cousin will permit us, we will leave the
country to-morrow and never trouble her
again.”

They did so. I did not wish to pursue
them, as I doubtless could, with the punish-
ment of the law. My terrors were over.
Never more would the ghastly eyes alarm
me.

Have you





