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way, half hidden by the curtain, and now came

forward.

I< I have been here some moments," she said, speak

ing deliberately, and yet with a strong,and subdued

excitement. If I have seen all that has happened. It

i~ not worth your while to read that message, 1\'lr.

Gray j that is not a message from the unseen. l\IIrS.

Flite is very clever, and has learned her business

admirably, but I saw her throw the rose, although

perhaps 110 one else did."

:< Oh, yes, some one did/' said Gray very drily,

H and I have seen her do it before."

Miss Riga was in the room by this time, and Mrs.

Flite started from her chair and approached her.

"There is a conspiracy against us,1/ she said, in a

voice almost inarticulate, with a mingling of passion

and terror.

Daphne turned upon them.

n No, it is no conspiracy," she said. I am speak

ing the truth and intend to speak the truth. I came

into this roo.m with that intention to-night. \Vhen I

saw so many drawn into this network of decei.t, I

resolved, come what might, I would speak, and tell
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what I knew, and just as I entered the room I saw

this trick played before my eyes. The credulous,

who have believed so much, never paused to ques

tion but truly no one fresh from the outer world,

could be 50 easily deceived," and as she said this

she turned to Lord Ferdie.

He rose, and coming to her side, II No, II he said, tr I

was not deceived. I> He spoke very quietly, but the

words evidently struck terror into the hearts of the

hvo conspirators. They both looked at him with

glances of dismay.

"I have much morc to say than this, II said Daphne.

and the amazed, eager little crowd drew back from

her as she drew herself up and addressed them, with

a peculiar manner, which made her seem like an

inspired priestess.

"I have to tell you," she said, "that I have seen

this thing from the beginning, and that not only are

the grand words that are llsed, reduced to mere

meaningless jargon, because they are in the mouths

of people who use them for a bad end; not only are

the great thoughts drawn from the old religions de

based and degraded, because they are used as the
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screen for selfish and wicked actions. All that would

be unintelligible, because we all know that. the ordi

nary human being is imperfect and evil. But I have

to say, too, I have myself seen the Master who initi

ated this movement and that he, so far as I can judge,

is as evil as the creatures whom he uses. II As she

said this she turned with a magnificent gesture to the

portrait of Morial, the doors of which were always

unlocked and thrown open for these special gather

ings, and instead of addressing the people about

her, she addressed her next words to the portrait

itself.

Julian, left to himself, experienced a sense of lone

liness which had never befallen him before. All

hope, all ambition, seemed killed by Kuthumi's terrible

words. Morial as a guide and a teacher was de

stroyed for him. What had he learned from this mon

ster of selfishness, that he should wish to know?

Nothing I The only thing that he desired to do was

to save Daphne from the terrible consequences of the

position in which she was placed, but he was power

less to do this, was powerless as though he were
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dead, here in this remote, unexplored region. 'Vhen

his mind reverted to this, a longing to see and know

what was happening drew him, almost without

thought, from the room in which he had been sleep

ing, to that in which the crystal hung. He had no

thought of Morial, or of anything else in the world

except what was happening in his own horne. The

crystal was clouded when he reached it, and he set

himself to will that this cloud should clear, amI he

should see the truth. It did clear, as if in obedience

to his will, and he saw the gathering which we have

seen in the great drawing-room. He heard Daphne's

words, and a kind of terror came upon him when he

saw her address herself to the portrait, for he knew

by experience and by intuition that if she commanded

lVlorial he must obey her, and if she did this to-night

the final battle between them must come, and he

dreaded that she would be the one that would be

crushed. \Vhile he was thinking this, he heard her

voice ring Qut, clear and plain, II Morial, I command

you. I have found that by some mysterious power

I can make you obey me; you who profess to be the

ruler of the world, I command you to listen to me now,
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that I denounce you as a spirit of evil. You ha\

knowledge and you have power, you me a l\'faster.

but you are a black 1\'Iaster. You put evil !houiht~

into men's minds, you corrupt them, you lead them

i;ltO fatal positions, from which they can never escape,

and then you make them your helpless tools. I

know that l\Hss Riga wants the money which rich

believers bring; but you want morc, you want their

souls and their consciences, and their wholr. lives to

be sacrificed to your monstrous selfishness, and you

would make them as evil as yourself. Answer

me," she said with an air of command which sur

passed any possibility which seemed to lie within her

self, a manner which seemed visibly inspired. H An

swer me, I command you." And then at this moment

there came upon Julian the awful sense which he had

experienced before when Daphne called him. IVlorial

had come at her command, and again it seemed as

if she saw him in person, for she turned from the

portrait, and directly faced the place where Julian

stood, and where l\'1orial stood beside him.

H I denounce you," she cried. "I know you to be

a Master of the Black Art, and a servant of the devil ;
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invoke the pure Spirit of Truth to withstand your

I esuitical casuistries. I call upon the inner power

')f good which dwells in every man to withstnnd

your subtle temptations; and I demand that the Pure

Spirit which enlightens the world shall destroy you."

Julian, listening intently to thesc words, forgot that

he stood close to the Master to whom she addressed

these words. but Morial's presence was recalled to

his memory by a terrible stifled cry which 3eemed

like no human sound that he had ever heard. He

turned and looked, expecting to see something

terrible and agonising, some mortal struggle for life.

What he did see was simply the statue-like figure of

the beautiful youth, whose fascinations had been so

great. Looking back. he saw that the crystal was

clouded, and terrified that he should not know the

result of Daphne's inspired effort, he approached

l\1orial hastily, and, touching him, to his horror, it

was as though he had touched, not merely marble

only, but ice. He recoiled from the chill of this

contact, and as he did so he heard a cry of despair,

a wail as of a lost spirit, and he recognised the voice

of Kuthumi. And he heard this voice speak. U He is
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gone," it said, (I where shall we find another in the

world to join us. The mystic number is destroyed,

He is gone." The voice died away. Julian looked

at the crystal, but it was dark again. He approached

Morial's figure, but it was fixed, immovable, and

colder than death. A horror fell upon him, which

was uncontrollable j this exquisite form, this beautiful

face, filled him with a sense of terror, now that this

smile had gone, and those eyes were helpless. Led

by an uncontrollable impulse, he rushed out of the

room, and throwing back the curtain from the door

way escaped into the outer air. But as he did so

he almost fell across the lifeless figure of the panther

which lay upon the threshold. Recovering himself

he went on, and reached the lawn. The sun was

high, and it seemed to have scorched the very ground

on which he stood, for the verdure had vanished,

where the velvet turf had been, it was all parched

and harried. In spite of the heat of the SUIl, a bitter

wind, ice-cold, blew across the valley. It nppeared

to have killed the flowers which had bloomed in

such quantities, for on every side they drooped and

hung lifeless on their stalks. The sight was horrible,
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and affected Julian with a new terror. He turned, and

rushed back to the other side of the hermitage, to that

place where he knew the great black horse Agape

dwelt in a charmed stable. The great horse had

been his friend before, and it seemed to him that in

this strong animal life {here would be some comfort.

He flung wide the door, and rushed in, longing to

touch the creature, and feel its burning breath. It

had before now saved him from death. The horse

stood there, but Julian's artistic eye told him in

stantly that life was gone; that the splendid form

before him w~s a statue of ebony, fixed and im

movable as the rock in which the charmed stable

was hewn. With an awful cry he flung himself at

the feet of this majestic statue, and in one moment

the shock had silenced the questioning brain, and he

had found the eternal quiet of death.

THE END.
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