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THE GILFORTH GHOST..
.

By Emma A. Ores*.

It vaa a ghost that nobody knew
anything about; and It waa perhapa
for that rory reaaon that it waa ao
universally and ao firmly believed
in. Nobody had seen it; bat al-
most everybody wae convinced of
ita eziatence.

Old John Oilforth bad
ed it. He had lived a aoiitary Ufa
in hi* rambling old honae, and died

over-abundance of worldly goods,
despite his wide extent of shingles,
and the ghost was probably the
moot substantial of bis legacies. If
it were indeed the ghost of poor old
Gilforth, there was nothing to be
feared from it; he had been noted
for his unsocial habits, bnt for noth-
ing more alarming.

Bat who ever heard of a ghost’s
being regarded with pitying leni-
ency and friendly forbearance and
an entire absence of prejudice?
The Gilforth ghost was held in a
deep and fearful awe. of which the
most sanguinary of shades might
have been prond-

There were those who professed a
scornful disbelief in the ghost, and
in whom any mention of it stirred
no profonnder emotion'than a con-
temptuous amusement.

The disbelievers were, of course,
among the younger generation of
of the townspeople—disbelievers, as
a rule, are of the younger genera-
tions.

Kitty Clark was perhaps the bold-
est of these, and that was not at all
surprising. She was the gayest of
the clique of bright young girls who
enlivened in town with their frol-
ics ; she was the prime mover in
their escapades, the founder of
many a daring scheme; and she al-
ways did things boldly, add noth-
ing by halves.

She had gotten up and success-
fully carried through a festival for
the benefit of the town poor ; she
had taken care of old Mrs. Jackson
through a long illness, the poor
woman being friendless and had bad
her for a sort of a pensioner ever
since.

On the other hand, she bad pre-
sented herself at Squire Barr’s, one
evening recently, in a tattered dress
and dilapidated bonnet—the squire
being a noted miser—and bad re-
turned to the group of giggling
girls around the corner of the bouse
waving a two-dollar billexultantly;
her unworthy object was to outwit
the squire; and she had lately re-
fused Addison Marsh, with his bald
head and bis snug property, in the
most hard-hearted and uncomprom-
ising manner, though to be sure,
none of the girls had wondered
much at that.

To Tracy Matson she was partic-
ularly and entirely charming. Her
brown eyes and her freeh lipe, and
her pretty airs and graces, had
probably done their part for her ;

bnt Tracy was certain that it was
not her prettinees alone that infstu-
nted him.

Kitty’s kindness of heart was
known to everybody, and to Tracy
among the rest. To be sure, when
the subjects were brought up she
rather laughed at her country-house
feetival and the pensioning of old
Mrs. Jackson, bnt this smiling self-
disparagement was an added charm
in Tracy’s eyes. And the half-
amused admiration with which he
regarded her independence and her
daring waa quite enough to com-
plete his captivation.

Of course everybody knew it!
What else was to be gathered from
the fact that Tracy’s gray colt was
beginning to stop of its own accord
at John Clark’s front gate.

But everbody was not quite- sure
of Kitty’s views, nor was Tracy
himself. She had chatted and
walked and driven with him ; but
in quite the same way, as far as he
knew, had she chatted and walked
and driven with Addison Marsh,
to the final undoing of that ill-fated
person

The mere fact of Addison’e refu-
> sal might have been regarded as en-

couraging, and so Tracy sometimes
thought. Bat that, after all. was
rather a negative comfort.

The gray colt wa| funding at
the familiar gat* on Mptafo warm
September evening, dMk. kit head
dropped lasily and ef feeling
very much at h°m%m|ft bis Miter
wae sitting on aV| the front
veranda, with Kitty Wfk smiling
np at him from the twpep.

They had bea dßpnseing the
lateafc event—an eveJp which had
all bat paralysed th| easy-going
little town—the tehtib if Sqnire
Barr's. It had taken pbes days
ago, and bad ev-

The Sqnire had always been dis-
trnstfnl of banks, and all his mon-
ey—and everybody knms|fchat there
was no small amonal of it—had
been hoarded, in the bonds
and greenbacks, ia a wfoden box,
which he kept ia a ttoset ia bis
room ; and this itVas that had beeiL
taken—nothing else. ,V”'

There were not many who had
not known abont it; the sqnire on
on rare occasions when his self-con-
gratulation at getting ahead of the
banks had gotten the better of his
nsnal prudence, having • disclosed
the fact of its ezisteacs to a few
confidential friends, and
dentials friends, in a like spirit,
having passed the information along
so that Sqnire Barr’s box had oome
to be a well known article.

The sqnire was plunged to the
depths of misery and despair.
There waa not the slightest clew.
His fortune was lost to him for-
ever, apparently.

He had dragged himself to the
Post Office and tacked an offer of
reward, scrawled in a trembling
hand, npon the door, and had taken
to his bed immediately after in a
prostration of misery.

But, in the minds of people gen-
erally, pity for the sqnire was dis-
tracted by a horrified admiration

lar. For the possibility of his be-
ing in their midst had suggested it-
self to nobody, and his knowledge
of the sqnire’s box and its hiding-
place was regarded as nothing less
than supernatural.

‘Poor old thing I*said Kitty, with
more compassion than politeness ;

*l*m dreadfully sorry for him !*

A recollection of her recent raid
upon the unfortunate man floated
through her careless little head,
and gave her a slight twinge of
compunction.

'Dreadful thin*g for him !’ said
Tracy, oracularly.

He was thinking more of the
novel charm of Kitty’s passing ser-
iousness than of the sqnire’s mis-
fortune.

'Leary says,’ continued Kitty,
'that there is no hope of his ever
finding it. Leary’s real good-heart-
ed. He went down to see the squire
last night, and expressed his sym-
pathy.’

The subject of her remarks came
round the corner of the house at
that moment, and paused with a
smile and nod.

He was a thick-set young fellow,
with a wide-brimmed straw hat
pushed back from rather of a good-
looking face. He had presented
himself at John Clark’s back door
some six months ago, with a small
bundle in the conventional red
handkerchief, and asked for work.

Kitty’s motbor had taken an im-
mediately fancy to him, and her
father being equally well impressed
with his pleasant face and his quiet
ways, he had been chopping and
sawing in the woods beyond the
house ever since with perfect satis-
faction to everybody, and had be-
come very popular in the neighbor-
hood.

'Kitty says you’ve been down to
see the squire,’ Tracy called out,
with his eyes fixed admiringly on
the top of Kitty’s head.

'Ves,* responded Leary, with an
immediate clouding of his good-

i humored face, and withdrawing his
• bud from his pocket to stroke his

chin with sober regret; 'be seems
to take it pretty hard. I’mpower-

I fnl sorry for him !’

• *No clew yet, 1 suppose V said
¦ Tracy.’

Leary ahook his head hopelessly,
i 'l’m afraid there men’/ be. 1
i spent an hour there studying things

over and trying to see the light.

and all to no good. It’a the pro- |
vokingeet thing 1 ever came across,
nothing to get hold of. and it rilea
meal! up.’

His expression was so qneer a
mixture of concern and honest in-
dignation and baffled anxiety, that
Kitty laughed eoftly as he walked
slowly away, shaking his head.

‘We ought to be quite happy
now/ she said, smiling up at Tracy
brightly. "We have two mysteries
—the Oilforth ghost and the Barr
burglary. Could we desire anything

The Gilforth ghost was a favor-
ite joke between them, and Tracy
laughed.

‘Do you know,’ pursued Kitty,
looking op at him, with a sadden
assnmption of seriousness, ‘that 1
always had an idea—a horrible lurk-
ing suspicion—that you are not
Hfnite so skeptical about the Gil-
forth ghost as you pretend to be ?
that you half believe in it!’

She threw out her chin in pretty
defiance as she said it.

Tracy laughed again. These sod-
den assaults of bers always delight-
ed him. Bnt Kitty was quite on-;
smiling.

‘1 don’t believe, for instance,’
sbo went on, with a well-assumed
air of believing what she said, ‘that
you would care to go to the old
bouse alone after dark. Would
you, now ?’

‘Alone after dark 1*repeated Tra-
cy, in a hoarse whisper, and forcing
a tremble. ‘I am about to faint.’ ,

Kitty looked a littlediscomfited.
‘But, seriously,’ she said, in an

injured tone, ‘you would not quite
enjoy it? Just think ; with tne old
house a long black mass before you; '
.with the poplars hemming you in,
and the wind moaning through the
boughs of that big mountain ash.
Confess ! Wouldn’t you half ex-1
pact to sec the ghost ?’

‘What shall 1 do,’ said Tracy, in
a tone of tragic despair, ‘to dispel <
those vile suspicions—to convince
yon that, ao far from fearing the
Gilforth ghost, 1 love him as a j
brother ?’

Kitty laughed, rather shame-
facedly.

‘Idon’t know,’ she said, meekly. I
‘Shall I bring yon a shingle from

the house ?—a bunch of berries from
the mountain ash ? That would
be a case of the glove and the lion’s
den, and yon know how disastrous-
ly that turned out for the lady; but
1 should be vindicated.’

‘Very well, then/ said Kitty,
skeptically. ‘Von may do it ifyou
dare. 1 shall be proud to wear it.’

‘What—the shingle ?’ said Tracy,
with an accession of interesl-

* The berries/ responded Kitty,
severely.

‘Ob, to be sure, madam I’he con-
tinued, jumping off the rail and
striking a tragic prose. ‘Yon have
said the word—l go! This night
shall see the dark deed—yea, by
me balidora ! Dark enough now.’

‘Oh, yes/ said Kitty, glancing
around at the gathering shades, and
trying not to laugh. ‘But I don’t
believe you’ll do it.’

But be was down the steps al-
ready, waving bis hat and uttering
a sepulchral ‘Adieu!’

‘Yon won’t go !* Kitty called af-
ter him. defiantly. •

He jumped into the boggy, and
the gray colt trotted off. He smiled
to himself as he drove along the
quiet road. It was so very much
like her!

Of course it was all nonsense,
and perhape be would be making a

fool of himself to pay serious at-
tention to it.

Bat it would ooet him nothing,
and if there had been any slight
foundation of the truth in her
words—if she really knew him so
littleas to credit him with a lurk-
ing belief in the Gilforth ghost—-
he would be raised considerably in
her estimation. And could there
be a greater inducement ? Tracy
felt that any opportunity for gain-
ing her favor was not to be lost.

He pictured to himself the pre-
sentation of the bunch of berries.
Kitty would probably take itcoolly.
Sbe would smile and thank him
with all imaginable calmness, bnt

i ahe would be defeated and apolo-
getic ; and in that reduced state sbe
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i might be disposed to listen favor-
ably ifbe were to say anything es-
pecial. * Tracy was beginning to
think it%ime that something sped-
al.kMUb.Mid.

The gray colt turned and pricked
bis ears inquiringly, as Tracy turn-
ed him in the anfamiliar direction
of the old Oilforih Hones.

It stood in one of the less fre-
quented streets, some six rods back
from its broken-down fence. A
thinly wooded pasture lay npon one
side of it, and a neglected cornfield
npoir the other.

The old house itself, with its
strange, rambling length and its
awkard angles, was almost hidden
by the trees standing thickly around
it.

A belated cow looked ap from
the straggling pasture and lowed a
mild surprise, as Tracy hitched the
colt to the fallen fence.

The moon came ont for a moment
: and spotted the ground with bulky
shadows, and left them in darkness
again; a crow in the tree-tope,
roused at the sudden brightness,
gave forth a drowsy caw ; the gray
colt turned his head from side to
side, and moved uneasily.

'lt's ghoatly enough, to be sure,’
said Tracy to himself, as he moved
the old gate on its rusted binges,
and made his way through the tan-
gled grass of the overgrown path.

But he waa thinking more of the
possible beauty of the place after a
course of improvements, than of
its present ghostliness.

The mountain ash, a tall tree
with a profusion of the thickly
bunched scarlet berries, stood close
to the house, with its branches
rustling against the broken lights
of a window. Its lower boughs
were not far above his head, and
Tracy leaped op and pulled them
down.

I #
•

He could feel the cool clusters
among the leaves, and he filled his

( pockets with them—she should have
j ample proof.

He paused when he had finished,

, and stood looking around him con-
templatively. If the trees were to
be thinned out and the ground
graded, it might really be made a
respectable place.

The bouse, of course, would have
i to be torn down

He stopped short in his medita-
tions, with his eyes riveted to the

j window before him, and a strange
chill creeping over him. A white
form, tall and straight, was stand-
ing within, its pale draperies sharp-
ly defined against the dark inner
walls of the room. He clutched
the sill with a hand that trembled
in spite of himself, passed his hand
across his eyes with a vague idea of
sweeping the sight away, and look-
ed again ; and as be looked, the fig-
ure threw its white arms upward,
and a stifled shriek fell upon his
ears.

• • ? • •

Kitty had sat in rather uneasy
reflection after the gray colt had

1 trotted away. She could scarcely
congratulate herself npon the suc-
cess of her little challenge; it had
been foe successful.

Of course he would carry it
through. She knew him wellenough
to be certain of that. Perhaps she
was conscious of a little feminine
gratification that be should be led
into doing anything so abeuyd mere-
ly to satisfy a supposed whim of
her own.

She wondered whether be were
there yet, and whether he would
not fee! a little timid, and then she
started op with a sudden inspira-
tion.

Of course, what fun it would be !

It was queer she bad not thought
of it before.

She flaw op to her room eagerly,
and opened her closet door and
polled over its contents with nerv-
ous haste. There was no time to

lose. Her hands flew swiftly for a
moment, and then she stood before
her glam and gased at herself with
delighted eyes.

She was clad in a trailing white
dress that swept away behind her,
a white shawl lay over her bead and
shadowed her face, and her dark

i eyes looked eargerly out from be-
I neatb it. She caught the trail in
• one hand, and ran lightly down the
i stairs.
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j She felt e gnilky exhilaration M

j ehe ren down the walk, olow) the
gate be hi ad her softly, and fitted
swiftly down the road. The pros-
pect of a fresh escapade delighted

her. She wondered whptt the girls
would sa; when het*mhem a hoot
it; hat she tell them if
it were not entlreiv successful.

She pasted a moment for breath
as she turned into the lonely street
of the old Gilforth house, and ran
on with a rising enjoyment or her
frolic.
*The pfoee was before her at last,
and she stopped witha timidly Ideat-
ing heart. How dark and ghostly
it was with its shadowy, straggling
form and the thick black ness o’ the
trees aronnd it!

She peered into the darkness.
Yes, then was a black hoik by the
fence, and she could hear a res dess
whinny. She was in time. She
paused a moment, and then stepped
over the broken bars of the fence,
and tiptoed softly through the shad-
owy line of the trees to the bath of
the boose.

She groped for the latch of the
door, and polled it open easily.
She felt a tbiiil of pride aa she
stepped inside; not many of the
girls would hare dared to do it.

A board creaked under her foot;
a window rattled, and a rut scuttled
down the wall. Something struck
her like a wound of heavy breathing,
but she smiled the notion sway.
She stepped into the little ’rout
room; that wss the room when poor
John Gilforth had died, alone and
looked about curiously.

There was one chair standing be-
fore the broken window, and she
went toward it; and then, in a mo-
menk, she found herself standing
motionless—cold and faint and
trembling. A shadow in a corner
of the room moved with a mu.kered
sound, and was coming toward.her.

The moon struggled m.tfrom be-
hind its cloud, and shone full upon
it—upon a short, bulky form, with
a wooden box held tight in its
trembling hands ; upon the white, *

terror-stricken face of—Leary !

He gazed (or a moment in pant-
ing silence: then dropped the box
with a corse, and seixed her by the
arm, bis fane distorted with anger.

She felt a dreadful, sickening
fear aa she looked into the evil,
threatening face ; she threw up her
arms wildly, and uttered a terrified
cry.

Nothing was quite clea/ after
that. She was dimly conscious
that something name crashing
through the window ; that the
dreadful grasp wes loosened from
her arm. and that there waia heavy
fall;and that she sank against some-
thing or somebody with a strange
singing in her ears.

She was lying on the oil parlor-
sofa when she came to herself.

There was something cool and
wet upon her head, and a smell of
camphor in the room. *

The first rays of the d*wn were
struggling through the ts nutters,
and her mother sat bsside'hsr.

There was a bunch of red berries
in a vase on the mantle, snd it had
all rushed back over in a mo-

ment. She raised herse) f on her
elbow, easily.

‘There I* said her mother, sooth-
ingly, beginning to wield the big
fsn she held. .

‘Where is Trsoy ?’ ssid Kitty,
faintly, and anxiously. *ls—is he
all right V

•Ob, yes,’ replied her mother.
‘lieout his wrist breaking through
that window ; but he didn't make
much of that. He left those ber-
ries for you.*

Kitty smiled faintly.
‘But it wasn't Leary, was it?'

she said slowly. 'ltcouldn’t have
been Leary.'

‘But it was,’ taid her mother in
a crestfallen way. *1 newer *., so
upset in my life; and ymr father’s
just done for ! 1 declare. Kitty, 1
could 'moat wish you found
him out. 1 did think su;h a sight
of him. But 1 suppose he squire
is glad to get bis money tack.'

The squire was glad to get his
money back ; so glad teat, after
Leary's trial was safely ->ver, and
that worthy bad received ts sentence
satisfactory even to the squire, he
instated apon presenting 1racy with
twice the reward ha had offered.

Nobody was surprised, t herefore,
when that young man completed
the purchase of the old Gilforth
place, and set about impzoviog it;

, nor at the announcement of his en-
gagement to pretty Kitty Clark.

‘But 1 shall have to confess to

1 you, Kitty, he said,' with a laugh,
i when they had gone one duy to note

the progress of the bui'ding—‘l
i shall havo to confess that your sat-

. picions were quite just, for one
i dreadful moment that night, when

: yon rose before me, tall ami white,
• and tnrew up your arm. with a

> I shriek ; for that moment I believeds; quite thoroughly in the GilforthI ghost.'


