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me there will be no ghosts and grey ladies
at noon to-morrow !”

The words died away on his lips, for as
he glanced at Simon he saw a curious sight.
The old retainer, his back still bent in the
attitude of placing the log upon the fire,
was staring wildly out of the open door into
the hall, quivering in every limb, as one
stricken with the palsy.

“Odds death!” exclaimed the sergeant.
“What is it you see, man?’

But as his eyes followed the direction of
the butler’s gaze, Abimelech-Bind-the-Foe-
in-Chains also grew pale as ashes; for there,
passing noiselessly along the gallery at the
top of the staircase, glided the Grey Lady
of Hillingdon !

The sergeant’s long sword lay on the table
in front of him, but he seized the arms of
his chair and crouched like a frightened
lion. The candles guttered in their sconces
in the outer hall, but they threw a strong
light on the carved balusters, flinging a
pattern of black shadows against the oaken
panelling and the closed door of the Red
Room.

Clad in the dim grey gown of ancient
shape, her neck encircled by the stiff ruff
of Tudor times, the ghost passed on, and
Mistress Amaryllis turned her face and
looked down the stairs towards them. ~ The
face was the face of the picture! They
could not move nor utter sound, though
the cold sweat beaded on their brows; and,
laying her hand on the panel beside the Red
Room door, it seemed to open at the touch,
and in an instant the apparition had
vanished as mysteriously as it had
appeared !

Captain Cephas Cripplegate lay tossing
uneasily in the great bed in the haunted
chamber. He had drained the saclk posset
to the dregs, but it failed to bring slumber
to his eyes, and at every blast of wind that
shook the high casement the Roundhead
started and peered nervously round, with
his nose protruding over the hedclothes.
The moonlight flooded the room, and the
fire burned low, and, like the sentinels out-
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side, the captain was already regretting that
he had come upon that errand, and heartily
wished himself back in his quarters at the
village inn.

How the wind moaned! It seemed to him
like the despairing sorrow of old Sir Jasper
after he had fired the fatal shot, and several
times he was in the mind to get up and dress
himself.

Then on a sudden a low click fell upon
his ear from the opposite side of the room,
and, turning his eyes in that direction,
Cephas Cripplegate gave a gasp of terror,
his hair rose, and he went gooseflesh all
over. For an instant a square of bright
light illumined the darkness at the far end
of the chamber. The door closed noise-
lessly, and then the Grey Lady of Hilling-
don stood before him, with one hand raised,
as though motioning him to silence.

He could not move; his voice died away
in his throat. And, as the storm shrieked
with unusual violence in the chimney, the
Grey Lady of Hillingdon glided slowly past
the foot of the bed, keeping those piercing
eyes turned full upon him.

The wretched little linen-draper, who had
swaggered so boldly in all the bravery of his
buff coat and his big boots, wished that the
earth might open and swallow him up.

And still the apparition glided on and
on, the moonlight glistening on the silver
embroidery of her gown and the handle of
the riding-whip she carried in her raised
right hand.

For an instant she paused motionless over
the very spot by the iron-bound cofier,
where her father’s bullet had slain her two
centuries before ; and then the panel opened,
the eyes glowed with peculiar intensity, and,
gliding apparently through the solid wall,
the Grey Lady of Hillingdon had gone !

For several moments after the apparition
had disappeared into the sleeping-room of
his officer, Sergeant Abimelech-Bind-the-
Foe-in-Chains remained motionless, with
mouth and eyes wide open.

The sight had shaken him to the very
centre of his being, but the muffled tread of
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a sentinel outside brought him back to his
senses again, and, overturning the heavy
carved chair with a tremendous crash, Ser-
geant  Abimelech-Bind-the-Foe-in-Chains
seized his long sword with one hand and
snatched up a silver candlestick with the
other.

“Stay, man—stay !” cried Simon, start-
ing forward to hold him. “’Tis death to
interfere with the ghost of the Grey Lady !”

“Silence, fool! This is some trick!”
exclaimed the sergeant.

And with one bound he dashed from the
room, and sprang up the stairs, three steps
at a time.

Simon was about to follow him, still pale
and tre‘mbling, and, as yet, all unsuspect-
ing, when Sir Jefirey’s voice stayed him,
and made him turn towards his captive
master.

“Cut these bonds, thou fool!” exclaimed
the knight, his face livid, and distorted
with pzin and anger. “To think that thou,
of all men, should lend thyself to such
madness as this!”

“Madness, master  cried the honest old
butler, who had been as greatly terrified as
the sergeant.

“Ha! And worse than madness!” cried
Sir Jefirey, struggling with the thongs
about him. “To let my sweet Phyllis mas-
querade in the midst of such dangers! My
loyalty to King Charles carries me not to
such a length as that!”

On a sudden it all dawned upon Simon,
the butler, and he knew now what Mistress
Phyllis had meant when she said the Grey
Lady of Hillingdon would walk to-night!

But as he raised his hands in mute
horror, two pistol-shots rang out in quick
succession from the floor above, and, reel-
ing backwards with a cry of agony, Sergeant
Abimelech-Bind-the-Foe-in-Chains staggered
from the open door of the Red Room, and
fell heavily upon the landing!

In an instant there was a mighty uproar
from the stone kitchen, where the Round-
heads were eleeping, and those on guard on
the terrace without came rushing into the
mansion, blowing upon their matches.

“By heavens |” exclaimed Cephas Cripple-

gate, appearing half-dressed in the door-
way, a smoking pistol in each hand. *“What
have I done?”

But there was no answer to his words.
In his sudden terror, he had fired too surely,
and Sergeant Abimelech lay dead upon his
back, his head hanging over the topmost
stair, with the shaven chin pointing up-
wards to the ceiling.

No one saw the Grey Lady, who rode forth
on her white horse from the now unguarded
stables, and flitted silently away among the
oaks and beeches, across the snowy park.

Walter Newbury, alone, aroused by the
pistol-shots, started up on to his unwounded
elbow, and heard the soft trampling of
hoofs under the casement. But he knew
what it meant, and wondered whether pretty
Cousin Phyllis would come back to him,
as she had promised.

And meanwhile, when the trees of the
avenue had hid her from all sight of the
mansion, the shade of Mistress Amaryllis
became very flesh and blood indeed, and,
shortening her reins, set that white palfrey
at the park paling, as surely never ghost
rode yet!

“Now Heaven help me, and I shall save
them I” cried the Grey Lady. “’Tis but ten
miles to Coventry, and gallant Rupert lies
there with his Cavaliers!”

Daylight came streaming in through the
windows of Hillingdon Hall, for it was
morning, and outside the red sun was
doing his best to warm the frozen world.
The wind had dropped, and wintry stillness
chained the landscape; but within the Hall
preparations were in progress for a terrible
tragedy.

The Roundhead musketeers leaned grimly
on their muskets, drawn up in a row before
the three chairs in which sat Sir Jefirey and
his boys, all three of them very pale, but
bravely defiant.

Clad once more in his soiled buff coat
and huge calfskin boots, with his large ears
standing out on either side from his round,
bullet head, Captain Cephas Cripplegate
strode hackwards and forwards betweenothe

( 222 )



file of musketeers and the three prisoners,
his eyes resting thoughtfully upon the
ground, and his hand playing nervously
with his unshaven chin.

The words of Sergeant Abimelech were
dinning in his brain: “Ireton will have no
bloodshed I” But blood had been shed, and
by Cripplegate’s own hand, too; and his
craven soul thirsted to avenge his own folly
on the three helpless captives before him.

At the other end of the room, under the
guard of half a dozen men, stood the terri-
fied manservants and the scowling grooms,
and among them old Simon, the butler, his
lip trembling, and his face as white as the
snow without.

The Roundhead captain stopped suddenly
before Sir Jefirey.

“For the last time, malignant,” he said
sternly, “wilt thou surrender the prisoner
we seek, or must I pass judgment upon
thee 1”

“Neither will I
give him up, nor
do I recognise your
right to pass what
you please to call
judgment.”

“Silence I” cried
Cephas  Cripple-
gate. “And listen
to me.” And as he
spoke he drew
from his belt
a  well - thumbed
Bible. “Lest men
should say that I
judged thee out of

my own mouth,
this  Book shall
speak. How say
ye? And he

turned to the mus-

keteers. “The
Book shall open
where it listeth,
and by the first
text upon which
my finger falls

shall ye three live
or die!”

“Agreed |” cried the musketeers, in hoarse
chorus. And dead silence fell upon the
room. 2
Laying the vellum-bound volume on his
outstretched palm, the Book slowly opened,
and he placed his forefinger in the centre of
the page.

With a smile of triumph, he read as
follows, through his nose:

“In the 1st Book of Kings, the eighteenth
chapter, and the fortieth verse, it is writ-
ten: ‘ And Elijah said unto them, “Take
the prophets of Baal, let not one of them
escape.” ’  Musketeers, look to your prim-
ing.” And, closing the Book with a snap,
he took out a large silver watch. “To your

Captain Cripplegate strode backwards

and forwards between the musketeers

and the three prisoners, his eyes

on the ground, and his hand playing

nervously with his unshaven chin,
(See previous page.)



prayers, old man; to your prayers all three
of you, for in five minutes by this timepiece
you will have done with this world and its
vanity I”

One of the maids screamed, and fell faint-
ing on the floor, and Sir Jefirey, roused by
the sound, turned his fine old head firmly
towards the other end of the room, and spoke
with & mingled ring of scorn and sadness
in his voice :

“Silence, good folk! There never lived
a Hillingdon yet who betrayed his friend,
nor one who was afraid to give his life for
the King’s cause |”

“Nor yet a Newbury!” cried a ringing
voice.

And, turning in surprise, they saw the
King’s messenger, pale and haggard from
loss of blood, leaning against the open door.

“Unbind Jefirey Hillingdon!” he said.
“I am the man you seek !”

“Zounds, men, upon him I” cried Captain
Cephas Cripplegate, taking out his sword.
“He shall pay for the life of Sergeant
Abimelech I”

But ere any of them could move a hand,
a flourish of trumpets sounded on the ter-
race, the hall door was flung open, with loud
shouts of “Down with the crop-ears!” And
a troop of Cavaliers, who had swung out of
their saddles, poured into the house.

“Throw down your arms! The first shot
that is fired is the signal for the death of
every man-jack of you!” cried a command-
ing voice, with a strong foreign accent, and,
flushed with his hard gallop, Prince Rupert
himself strode into the dining-room, and
stood still in blank amazement.

“By my sword,” cried the gallant young
prince, “’tis the first time we have met, Sir
Jefirey Hillingdon, and it seems to me we
were within an ace of not meeting at all in
this world! Disarm this crop-head scum !”

And in the twinkling of an eye the
ruffianly musketeers stood there, a group of
crestfallen prisoners.

“How can I thank your Highness?” said’

the old knight as he rose, stiff from his
bonds.

“Tut, man! You owe us no thanks. All
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tne praise is due to this sweet little lady of
thine. Where is the maid?”

And, taking her by the hand, he led the
blushing girl forward, and placed her in
her father’s arms. .

High revel did they hold in the Hall that
Christmas Day, for Rupert and his Cava-
liers stayed to garrison it, lest General
Ireton should come in search of the missing

company. He would have found them
securely locked in one of the great cellars,
where they spent a doleful Christmas

enough, until Mistress Phyllis made entreaty
with Sir Jeffrey that some meat and drink
should be carried to them.

The chirurgeon, who had accompanied the
Cavaliers from the prince’s quarters at
Coventry, dressed Walter Newbury’s hurts.
and pronounced them to be less serious than
they had feared. The intense cold had
stopped the bleeding, and in a few weeks he
would be in the saddle again, for the Round-
head bullet had passed through the arm
without breaking any bones, and the other
was found in the long yellow boot that had
held the King’s dispatch.

He sat at the long table, propped up with
cushions, thankful to Heaven to be there at
all, and though his eye roved from the scar-
let holly-berries to the huge chine of beef,
and his pale visage nodded in response to
the clamour of the company who drank to
his speedy recovery, that eye always re-
turned to pretty Phyllis, beside him.

She had laid aside the old-world garb of
her ancestress, and very sweet she looked in
her white silk gown, with its knots of cherry-
coloured ribbon, which were scarcely redder
than her cheeks, when Prince Rupert rose,
and called for the health of the Grey Lady
of Hillingdon.

Out flashed the bright swords, and the
rafters rang with the roar of cheering as
those gallant Cavaliers sprang to their feet,
and clashed their blades together.

If you go to Hillingdon Hall to-day, you
will see two portraits on the panelled wall,
close to that of Mistress Amaryllis.

They were painted after the restoration
by Sir Peter Lely, the famous Court painter,
and one represents a handsome officer in the



scarlet uniform of the Royal Guards—
Colonel Walter Newbury by name ; the other
is Dame Phyllis, his wife. She stands
beside a white horse, and in the distance is
a representation of the Hall, looking very
much as you may see it now.

No one knows what became of Captain
Cripplegate; but the long, steel-mounted
pistols that once figured in his belt now hang

Prince Rupert rose, and called for the
health of the Grey Lady of Hillington.
As those gallant cavaliers sprang to thelr
feet, out flashed their bright swords and
the blades clashed together. (See previous
page.)

harmless enough beneath the portraits on
the wall. Their explosion on that famous
Christmas Eve would seem to have broken
the spell for ever, for when Mistress Phyllis
reined in her panting charger at the terrace
steps, and Prince Rupert sprang from his
saddle into the snow, the Grey Lady of
Hillingdon had taken her last ride!

THE END
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