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ceptive, and probably only a man of my Ppro-
fession, accustomed to observe, and often obliged
to judge more by indications of emotion than by
words, would have recognised its true significance,
In the midst of her chatter she became suddenly
silent, and one might have been excused for sup-
posing that her mind was weary; but that, in
truth, was the moment when she really roused

beauty? And I am very happy—or rather I
should be but for one thing—that illness of mine
—when I gave you so much trouble’— ‘Oh,
don’'t mention that," I interrupted, thinking she
had come to overwhelm me with undeserved
thanks : ‘my only trouble was that I could do
nothing for you. I hope you recovered soon after

herself, and began to follow the conversation with
close attention. There was an old bore of a
doctor at table that evening who would insist on
talking professionally, a thing which does not
often happen in my house, for I think, of all
‘“shop,” ours is the most unsuitable for general
conversation because of the morbid fascination
it has for most people. Ladies especially will
listen with avidity to medical matters, perceiving
nothing gruesome in the details at the moment :
but afterward developing nerves on the subject,
and probably giving the voung practitioner good
reason to regret unwary confidences. I tried to
stave off the topic, but the will-power of the
majority was against me, and finally I found
myself submitting, and following my friend's un-
wholesome lead.

“You must have some curious experiences, in
your branch of the profession especially,” the
lady on my left remarked.

“We do,” I said, answering her expectations
against my better judgment, and partly, I think,
because this was the moment when Evadne woke
up. ‘“I have had some myself. The extra-
ordinary systems of fraud and deceit which are
carried on by certain patients, for no apparent
purpose, would astonish you. Their delight is
essentially in the doing, and the one and only
end of it all is invariably the same: a morbid
desire to excite sympathy by making themselves
interesting. I had one girl under my charge for
six months, during which time she suffered daily
from long fainting fits and other distressing
symptoms which reduced her to the last degree
of emaciation, and puzzled me extremely because
there was nothing to account for them. Her
heart was perfectly sound, yet she would lie in a
state of insensibility, livid and all but pulseless,
by the hour together. There was no disease ‘of
any organ, but certain symptoms, which could not
have been simulated, pointed to extensive disorder
of one at least. It was a case of hysteria clearly,
but no treatment had the slightest effect upon her,
and, fearing for her life, I took her at last to Sir
Shadwell Rock, the best specialist for nervous
disorders now alive. IHe confirmed my diagnosis,
and ordered the girl to be sent away from her
friends with a perfect stranger, a hard, cold, un-
sympathetic person who would irritate her, if
possible ; and she was not to be allowed luxuries
of any kind. I had considered the advisability
of such a course myself, but the girl seemed too
far gone for it, and I own I never expected to see
her alive again. After she went abroad I heard
that when she fainted she was left just where she
fell to recover as best she could, and when any
particular food disagreed with her, it was served
to her incessantly until she professed to have got
over her dislike for it ; but in spite of such heroic
treatment, she was not at that time any better.
Then I lost sight of her, and had forgotten the
case, when one day, without any warning what-
ever, she came into my consulting room, looking
the picture of health and happiness, and with a
very fine child in her arms. ‘I suppose you are
surprised to see me alive,' she said. ‘I am

‘arried now, and this is my boy—isn't he a

you went abroad?’ *‘As soon as I thought fit,’
she answered significantly, ‘and that is what I
have come about. I want to confess. I want to
relieve my mind of a burden of deceit. Doctor—
I was never insensible in one of those fainting
fits ; I never had a symptom that I could not have
controlled. I was shamming from beginning to
end.” ‘Well, you nearly shammed yourself out of
the world,” I said. ‘Tell me how you did it?’
‘I can't tell you exactly,” she answered. ‘When
I wanted to appear to faint I just set my mind
somehow—I can’t do it now that I am happy
and bave plenty of interests in life. At that time
I had ncthing to take me out of myself, and those
daily doings were an endless source of occupation
and entertainment to me. But lately I have had
qualms of conscience on the subject.’”

‘““ And was she cured?"” Evadne asked.

‘“Oh yes,"” I answered. ‘‘There was no fear
for her after she confessed. 'When the moral con-
sciousness returns in such cases, and there is no-
thing but relief of mind to be gained by confession,
the cure i1s generally complete.”

‘“ But what could have been the motive of such
a fraud ?"” somebody asked.

‘“It i1s difficult to imagine,"” I answered. ‘‘Had
it been more extensive the explanation would have
been easier; Jut as myself and the young Jady's
parents were her only audience, I have never been
able to account for it satisfactorily.”

I noticed, while I was speaking, that Evadne
was thinking the problem out for herself.

‘“She would not have given herself se much
trouble witnout a very strong motive,” she now
suggested, ‘‘and human passions are the strongest
motives for human actions, are they not 2"

““Of course,” I said, ‘‘ but the question is, what
passion prompted her. It could not have been
either anger, ambition, revenge, or jealousy."

‘““ No,” she answered, in the matter-of-fact
tone of one who merely arrives at a logical con-
clusion, ‘‘and it must therefore have been love.
She was in love with you, and tried in that way
toexcite your sympathy and attract yourattention.”

‘“It is quite evident that view of the case never
occurred to you, Galbraith,” Dr. Lauder observed,
laughing.

And I own that I was taken aback by it, con-
siderably—not of course as it affected myself, but
because it gave me a glimpse of an order of mind
totally different from that with which I should
have credited Evadne earlier in the evening.

‘‘ But how do you treat these cases?" she pro-
ceeded. ‘‘Is there any cure for such depravity?"

“Oh yes,” I answered confidently. ‘‘They
are being cured every day. So long as thereis no
organic disease, I am quite sure that wholesome
surroundings, patience and kind care, and steady
moral influence will do all that is necessary. The
great thing 1s to awaken the conscience. Patients
who once feel sincerely that such courses are
depraved may cure themselves—if they are not
robbed of their self-respect. The most hopeless
cases I have, come from that class of people who
give each other bits of their mind—very objection-
able bits, consisting of vulgar abuse 1{:r the most
part, and the calling of names that rankle. The
operators seem to derive a solemn kind of self-
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satisfaction from the treatment themselves; but it
does for the patient almost invariably.”

‘This led to a discussion on bad manners, during
which Evadne relapsed. ' I saw the light go out
cf her eyes, and she showed no genuine interest in
anything for the rest of the evening ; and:when' 1
had. wrapped her up, and seen her drive away, I
someaow felt that the entertainment had been a
fatlure so far as she was concerned, and I won-
dered why she should so-soon be bored, - ‘At her
age she should have had vitality enough-in herself
to carry her through an evening, |

** Colonel Colquhoun will regret that he has not
been able to come,” she said as she wished me
good-bye, e

And I noticed afterward ‘that she was always
most punctilious about suchlittle formalities. She
ncver omitted any trifle of etiquette;, and I doubt
if she could have dined without ¢ dressing’ for
dinner, | | |

CHA_PTER Vv

CoLONEL COLQUHOUN called next day himsélf to
explain: his absence on the previous ‘evening. ' I
forget what excuse he made, but it:sufficed.

I saw Lvadne, too, that same afternoon. She
had been to make a call in the neigchbourhood,
and was waiting at a little country station ‘to
return by train. Something peculiar in her atti-
tude attracted my attention before I recognised
her, ‘She was standing alone at the extreme end
of the platform, her slender figure silhouetted with
dark distinctness against the sloping evening sky.
She might have been waiting anxiously for some-
one to come that way, or she might have been
waiting' for a train with tragic purpose. :She
wore a long dark green dress, the 'train of which
she- was. holding up in her left hand. 'She
showed no surprise when I spoke to her, although
she had not heard me approach.” §ie

““What do:the people here think of me?" she
asked abruptly. ‘‘ What do they say:?'' - :

. ““They 'have yet to discover your faults,” I
answered. | , :

- She compressed her lips, and looked down the
line again. | :

“ That is my train, I think,” she said presently.

- ‘When I bad put her into a carriage, she shook
hands with me, thanking me gravel y, then threw
herself back in her seat and was borne away,

_ That was literally all that passed between us,
yet she left me standing there, staring after her
stupidly, and curiously impressed. - There was
always a suggestion of something unusual about
her which piqued my interest and kept it alive,

During the summer and autumn I met her at
various places and saw her alsoin her own house,
and she scemed, so far as an outsider could judge,
as happily situated as most women of her station,
and not at all likely to require any special service
at.'the hands of a friend, Her husband was a
good deal older than herself, but the disparity
made no apparent difference to their comfort.
When he was absent she never talked about him,
but when he was present she treated ‘him with
unvarying consideration, and they appeared to-

ether everywhere.  Mindful of my promise to

ady Adeline, . I showed them both'every attention
in my power. I called regularly, and Colonel
Colquhoun as regularly returned my calls, some-
times bringing Evadne with him. 1o RS
- The winter ‘that. year came upon us suddenly
and  sharply, .and ‘until - it set .in I hag only

seen her under the most ordinary circumstances :
but :at the beginning of the cold weather she had
an illness which was the means of my learning to
know.more of her true character and surroundings
in'a few days than I should probably have dona
in years of mere social intercourse. 1 stopped for
a moment one morning as I drove past As-Vou.
Like-It to leave her some flowers, and her own
maid, who opened the door, showed me upstairs
to a small’ sitting-room, the ante-chamber to
another room ‘beyond, ‘at the door of  which
she knocked, | |

I heard no answer, but the girl’ entered and
announced me, - I followed her in and found my-
self face to face with Evadne. She was in bed.
The maid withdrew, closing the door after her.

““What nonsense 'is this—1I1 am exceedingly
sorry, doctor ! ¥ Evadne exclaimed feebly. *‘ That
stupid girl must havethought that you were com-
ing to see me professionally. But, oh ! do let me
look at' the flowers!" and che stretched out her
left hand for them, offering me her right at the
same time to shake, and burying her face and her
embarrassment together. - Her hand was hot and
dry. |

assured me, looking up brightly from the flowers,
““but I am very glad to seeyou.” = | |

“Why are you in ‘bed?” I asked, responding
cheerfully to this cheerful greeting.

‘*“Oh, T have a little cold," she ansivered.

I drew a chair to the bedside, laid my hand on
her wrist, and watched her closely as T questioned

her—cough incessant ; respiration rapid; temper-

ature high, I judged ; pulse r2o. : iy

““Howlong have you had this eold ?"" I asked.

‘““About a’week,"” she said.  “It makes me
ache all over, vou know, and that is why I am in
bed to-day." .- | ' s

I saw at once that she was seriously ill, and I
also saw -that she was bearing up bravely, and
making aslittle of it as possible, |

“ Why isn’t your fire 1it 2" T asked.

“Oh, T hever thought of having' one,” " she
answered. ‘ -

““And what is that you are drinking ? ™

‘“Cold water."” B s

" Well, you mustn't drink any more cold water,
or anything else cold until 1 give you leave;" 1
ordered. *“And don’t try to 'talk. *T will come
and see you again by and by.” _ 5k

[ went ‘downstairs to look for: Colonel Col-
quhoun; and found him just about to start for
barracks. |

" Tam sofry to say your wife is very 1l," I said..
‘““She has an attack of ‘acute bronchitis, and it
may mean pneumonia as well ;' T have not exain- .
ined her chest. * She must have fires in her room,
and a’ bronchitis kettle at onece. Don't ~let the
temperature get below 70° till' I see Ker again.
Her maid can manage for a fow hours, T suppose ?
But you had better telegraph for a nurse.  One
should be here before night. " P

‘“What'a damned nuisanece these women are,”
lequhpun'nnswered cheerfully, - “* There's always
something the matter with them| itk oA

I returned between five and six in the evening,
walked in, and not seeing anybody about, went

up-to Evadne's sitting-room. The door leading

Into the bedroom was open, and I entered. She
was alone, and had propped herself’ up in bed
with pillows. - The difficulty of breathing had be-
come greater, and she found relief in that attitude.
She looked at me with eyes unnaturally large and
solemn as I entered, and it was o full rmoment be-

‘T don't require you in the least, doctor,” she
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- smiled.

& bedstead, hard and narrow as a camp ;
. room was bare-looking, the floor being polished,

son?"” I demanded,

~ with the dinner,”’

- her afterward.

* and one beside the bed, upon it.

e
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fﬂre é—he recognised me'.: The fires had not been

- lighted in either of the rooms, and she was evid-
.~ ently much worse, el
~ ““Why haven’t these fires been lighted?” I
demanded.

. ““"This is only October,” she answered, jesting,
‘“and we don't begin fires till November,"

I rang the bell emphatically.

““ Do not trouble yourself, doctor,” she remon-
strated gently. ‘“ What does it matter?"

I went out into the sitting-room to meet the
maid as she entered. -

““Why haven't these fires been lighted?" I
asked again., |

“ I don't know, sir,” she answered.
no orders about them."

‘*Where is Colonel Colquboun ?”

““] received

““ He went out after breakfast, sir, and has not

come back yet."
- **Has the nurse arrived ? " -
[ N o sin, | ¢
““Well, light these fires at once." |
“1 don't light fires, sir,” she said, drawing
herself up ; *‘it isn't my work."”
““ Whose work is it? ' I demanded, i
‘““ Either of the housemaids, “sir, ;but they're

- both out,” she answered, ogling me pertly.

I own that I was exasperated, and I showed it
in such a way that she fled precipitately, I
followed her downstairs to find the butler. I
happened to know the man., His wife had been
in my service, and I had attended her through a
severe illness since her marriage.

“Do you know if there's such a thing as a
sensible woman in this establishment, William-

‘““Well, sir, the cook's sensible when she's
sober,” he answered, pinching his chin dubiously.

*¢Does she happen to be sober now ? "

He glanced at the clock, “*T'll just see, sir,”
he said.

When he returned he announced, with perfect
gravity, that she was ‘‘ passable sober, but busy

““Then look here,”” I exclaimed, out of all
patience, ‘‘we must do it ourselves.”

“*Yes, sir," he said. "‘““Anything I can do."

When I explained the difficulty, he suggested
sending for his wife,” who could manage, he
thought, until the trained nurse arrived, and help
It was a good idea, and my man
was despatched to bring her immediately. .

““They're a bad lot o' servants, the women in
this 'ouse at present,” Williamson informed me,
““The missus didn’t choose 'em ’erself'—and he
shook his head significantly. ‘‘ But she knows
what's what, and they're going. That's why
they're takin' advantage.”

I returned to Evadne. IHer eyes were closed
and her forehead contracted. Every breath of
cold air was cutting her lungs like a knife, but she
looked up at me when I took her hand, and
never knew anybody so patient and

She 'was lying on a little iron

uncomplaining, S i

‘and with only two small rugs, one at the fireplace
It looked like a

~ nun's cell, and there was a certain suggestion of
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- Sistent with the idea:; but it was a north room,
- and very cold,
--'T-‘la__sped; my hand, and dozed off for a few

in the sweetness and order of it quite con-
Evadne had unconsciously

‘minutes, holding it tight, but the cough re-

A IR R I , : 1
o {é;‘f?‘“ﬁllseﬂ her. ‘When she looked at .me again her
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mind was wandering. She knew me, but she did
not know what she was saying. .

““1.am so thankfull” she exclaimed. ‘* The
peace of mind—the peace of mind—I cannot tell
you what a relief it is "

Williamson came in on tiptoe and lit the fire,
and Lvadne's maid followed him in and stood
looking on, half sheepishy and half in defiance.
I noticed now that she was a hard-faced, bold-
looking girl, not at all the sort of person to have
about my : delicate little lady, and when Mrs.
Williamson arrived, I ordered her out of the
room, and never allowed her to enter it again.
During the week she left altogether, and I was
fortunately able to procure a suitable woman' to
wait upon Mrs. Colquhoun. :She has been with
her ‘ever since, by the way. = .

I felt pretty sure by this time that no nurse had
been sent for, and 1 therefore despatched one of
Colonel Colquhoun's men in a dogecart to
Morningquest to telegraph for one, But she
could not arrive before daylight even by special
train, and it had now become a matter of life and
death; and as Mrs. Williamson had no knowledge
of nursing to help her good will, I determined to
spend the night beside my patient, |

When Colcnel Colquhoun came in and found
me making myself at home in his house, he ex-
pressed himself greatly. pleased. -

‘““When I returned this afternoon to see how
Mrs. Colquhoun was progressing, I found that
none of my orders had been carried out, and now
she is dangerously ill,” I said severely. : i ‘==

‘“Faith,” he replied, changing :countenance,
‘“I'm very sorry to hear it, and I'm afraid I'm ‘to
blame, for I was in the deuce of a hurry when I
saw  you this morning, and never thought of a
word you said from that moment to this. Now
I'm genuinely sorry,” he repeated. *‘‘Is there
nothing I can do? Mrs. Orton Beg”—

‘“She's gone abroad for the winter.”

‘“ Ah, to be sure'|”

““ And everybody else is away who would be of
anyuse,” Iadded, ‘“and I therefore propose, if you
have no objection, to stay here to-night myself."

““You'd oblige me greatly by doing so,” he
answered earnestly., “‘I don't know what there
is for dinner, but I shall enjoy it all the more
myself for the pleasure of your company.”

He made no special inquiriés about his wife’s
condition, and never went near her; but as he
was in a tolerably advanced state of intoxication
before he retired forthe night, it was quite as well,
perhaps. | =

Mrs. Williamson ‘had probably done her day'’s
work before I sent for her, and, with all the will
in the world to wake and watch, she fell fast
asleep before- midnight, and 1 let her sleep.
There were only the fires to be attended to—at
least that was all that I could have trusted her to
do. Watching the case generally, and seizing
opportune moments to administer remedies,
would not have been in- her line at all.

Evadne knew me always, but she lost all count
of time, RBE

““You seem to come every day now, doctor,”
she said once during the night, “and I am
glad ‘to; see.you ]2 irs oo

For two hours toward dawn, when the
temperature is sensibly lower, T gave my little lady
up ; but she was better by the time the trained
nurse arrived, and eventually she pulled through
—greatly owing, I am sure, to her own perfect
atience, She was always the same all through
ler illness, gentle, uncomplaining, grateful for
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every trifle that was done for her, and tranquillity
itself. My impression was that she enjoyed being
ill. T never saw a symptom of depression the
whole time; but when she had quite recovered,
and although, as often happens after a severe
illness, when so-called *‘trifles” are discovered
and checked which would otherwise have been
allowed to run on until they grew serious—
although for this reason she was certainly
stronger than she had ever been since I became
acquainted with her, no sooner did she resume
her accustomed habits than that old unsatisfactory
something in her, which it was so easy to perceive
but so difficult to define, returned in full force.

1 had ceased to be critical, however. Colonel
Colquhoun’s careless neglect of her had continued
throughout her illness, and I thought I under-
stood.

CHAPTER VI

I HAD necessarily seen much of Evadne during
her illness, and the intimacy never again lapsed.

Jealousy was not one of Colonel Colquhoun's
vices. He always encouraged any man to 'come
to the house for whom she showed the slightest
preference, and I have heard him complain of her
indifference to admiration,

*“ She'll dress herself up carefully in the evening
to sit at home alone with me, and go out to a
big dinner-party in the dowdiest gown she's got,"’
hemtold me once. ‘‘She doesn't care a hang
whether she's admired or not—rather objects, 1f
anything, perhaps."

Colonel Colquhoun rubbed his hands here with
a certain enjoyment of such perversity.  But I
could see that Evadne did not relish the subject,
It was one afternoon at As-You-Like.-It. I was
tired after a long day, and had dropped in to ask
for some tea. Colonel Colquhoun came up to
entertain me, and Evadne went on with her work
while we chatted familiarly.

“You were never so civil to any of your
admirers, Evadne, as you were to that great boy
in the regiment,” Colonel Colquhoun continued,
quite blind to her obvious and natural though
silent objection to being made the subject of
conversation—'‘a young subaltern of ours,” he
explained to me, “‘a big broad-shouldered lad, six
feet high, who just worshipped Evadne | "

““Poor boy!"” said Evadne, sighing, ¢ He
was cruelly butchered in ga horribly fruitless
skirmish with his fellow-creatures during that last
small war. I was glad I was able to be kind to
him. He was always very nice to me."”

 Well, there's "a reason for everything | "
Colonel Colquhoun observed gallantly,

" Don’t you like boys?” Evadne asked, looking
upat me. °‘ The ones we have here at the depbt
when they first come, fresh f rom the public schnolsr
are delightful, with their high spitits and the. .
love affairs, their pranks and the something
beyond which will make men of them eventually,
I can never sce enough of our boys. But Colonel
Colquhoun very kindly lets me have as many of
them here as I like,”
. '"Faith, T can't keep them out, for they're all
in love with you,” said Colonel Colquhoun,

““And am in love with them al]|” she
answered brightly, leaning back in her chair, and
holding up her work to look at it. As she did so,
the lower half of her face was concealed from me,
and her eyes were cast down, I only glanced at

her, but, in the act of doing so, I suddenly became |

-either with pen or
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aware, by one of those curious flashes of imperfect
recollection which come to us all at times to
torment us, that I had seen her somewhere,
before I knew who she was, in that attitude
exactly ; but where, or under what circumstance,
[ failed to recollect. The impression, however,
was indelible, and haunted me ever afterward.,

““Now, there's Diavolo,” Colonel Colquhoun
continued—the exchange I had suggested had
been effected by this time, and Diavolo was

uartered at the depdt-—not exactly to Colonel
Colquhoun’s delight, perhaps, but he was very
good about it, ‘* Now, there's Diavolo. He tells
me to my face that he was the first to propose to
Mrs. Colquhoun, and always meant to marry her,
and means it still. He said to me coaxingly,
only last Friday, when I was coming out of
barracks, ‘Take me home with you to-day, sir.’
And I answered, pretending to be severe, but
pulling his sleeve, you know, ‘Indeed I won't,
You'll be making love to Mrs. Colquhoun.” And
he got very red, and said quite hufhily, ‘Well, I
think you might let a fellow look at her,’ And
of course I had to bring him back with me, and
he sat down on the floor at her feet there, and
got on with the most ridiculous nonsense. You
couldn’t help laughing ! ‘I should like to kill you
and carry bher off,’ he said, for all the world as if
he meant it. And no more harm in the boy,
either, than there is in Evadne herself,” Colonel
Colquhoun added good-humouredly,

This is a specimen of the man at his best.
Latterly I had seldom seen him in such a genial
mood at home—abroad he brightened up. Buat
inhis own house »ow—for a process of deteriora-
tion had been going on ever since his arrival in
Morningquest—his mind was apt to resemble a
dark cave which is transformed diurnally by a
single shaft of sunshine which streams in for a
brief space at a certain hour. The happy moment
with him occurred about the time of the tenth
brandy-and-soda, as nearly as I could calculate,
and it lasted till the eleventh, when he usually
relapsed into gloom again, and became overcast
until the next recurrence of the phenomena. But
whatever hid mood was, Evadne humoured it,
She responded always—or tried to—when he was
genial ; and when he was morose, she was dumb,
I thought her a model wife.

CHAPTER VII

AFTER her illness Evadne spent much of her
time in the west window of the drawing-room at
As-You-Like-It with her little work-table beside
her, embroidering. I never saw her reading, and
there were no books about the room: but the
work she did was beautiful. She used to have
a stand before her with flowers arranged upon it,
and copy them on to some material in coloured
silks direct from nature. She could not draw
pencil, or paint with a brush,
but she could copy with her needle quite accur-
ately, and would do a spray of lilies to the life, or
in the most approved conventional manner, if it
pleased her. Her not being able to draw struck
e as a curious limitation, and I asked her once
if she could account for it in any way,

‘I believe I am an example of ﬂﬂw much we
owe to early influences,” she answered, laughing ;
~ and probably I have the talent both for drawing
and painting in me, but it remains latent for want
of cultivation, My mother drew and painted
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peautifully as a girl, but she had given both up

. before I was old enough to imitate her, and only
~ copied flowers as I do with her needle, and I used

to watch her at her work until I felt impelled
to do the same. If she had gone on with her

~ drawing I am sure I should have drawn too; but
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‘time, and she was too much alone.

~ wood and water, that lay before her.

as it was, I never thought of trying.”

“ Moral for mothers,” I observed: ‘' Keep up
your own accomplishments if you would have
your daughters shine.”

Evadne was not enough in the fresh air at this
I ventured
once, in my professional capacity, to say that she
should have {riends to stay with her occasionally ;
but she passed the suggestion off without either
accepting or declining it, and then 1 spoke to
Colonel Colquhoun. He, however, pooh-poohed
the idea altogether.

‘She’s all right,” he said. ‘‘You don’t know
her. She always lives like that ; it's her way.”

I also counselled regular exercise, and to that
she replied, ‘‘1 do go out. Why, you passed me
yourself on the road only the other day."”

I certainly had seen her more than once, alone,
miles away from home, walking at the top of her
speed, as if impelled by some strong emotion or
inexorable necessity, and I did not like the sign.
“*One or two hours' walk regularly every day is
what you should take,” I told her, ‘' The virtue
of it isin the regularity. 1f you make a habit of
taking a short walk daily you will have got more
sunshine and fresh air, which is what you specially
require, in one year than you will in two if you
continue to go out in a jerky, irregular way. And
you must give up covering impossible distances in
feverish haste, as you do now. Walk gently, and
make yourself feel that you have full leisure to
walk as long as you like. You will find the effect
tranquillising. It is a common mistake to make
a business of taking exercise. I am constantly
Jecturing my patients about it. If you want
exercise to raise your spirits, brace your nerves,
and do you good generally, it must be all pure
pleasure without conscious exertion. Pleasurable
moments prulﬂng life."

‘““Thank you,” Evadne answered gently. *'I
know, of course, that you are right, and I will do
my best to profit by your advice, if it be only to
show you how much I appreciate your kindness,
But I must have a scamper occasionally, a regular
burst, you know. Plecase don't stop that! The
indulgence, when T am in the mood, is my pet
vice at present.”

The great drawing-room at As-You-Like-It,
which I had mentioned in my letter to Lady
Adeline as containing the one bright spot in that
gloomy abode, was an addition tacked on to the
end of the house, and evidently an afterthought.
It was entered by a flight of shallow steps from
the hall, and was above the level of the public
road, which ran close past that end of the house,
the grounds and approach being on the other side.
It was lighted by three high, narrow windows look-
ing toward the north, and three more close together
looking west, and forming a bay so deep as to be
quite a small room in itself., It almost overhung
the high road, only a tall holly hedge being
between them, but so near that the topmost twigs
of the holly grew up to the window-sill. It was a
quiet road, however, too far from the town for
much traffic, and Evadne could sit there with the
windows open undisturbed, and enjoy the long
level prospect of fertile land, field and fallow,
_ She sat in
~the centre window, and I think it was from thence

that she learnt to appreciate the charms of a level
landscape as you look down upon it, about which
I heard her discourse so eloquently in after days.
It was her chosen corner, and there she sat silent
many and many an hour, with busy fingers and
thoughts we could not follow, communing at times
with nature, I doubt not, or with her own heart,
and thankful to be still.

The road beneath her was one 1 had to traverse
regularly, and it became a habit to Jook up 4s I
drove past, If she were in her accustomed seat
she usually raised her eyes from her work for a
moment to smile me a greeting. Once she was
standing up, leaning languidly against the window
frame, twirling a rose in her fingers, -but she
straightened herself into momentary egergy when
she recognised me, and threw the rose at me with
accurate aim. It was the youngest and most
familiar thing I had known her do—an impulse
of pure mischief, I thought, for the rose was La
I'rance, and the sentiment, as I translated it, was,
““You will value it more than 1 do!"” Ior she
hated the French.

There often occurs and recurs to the mind
incessantly a verse or an apt quotation in connec-
tion with some act or event, a haunting definition
of the impression it makes upon us, and Evadne
in the wide west window, bending busily over her
work, set my mind on one occasion to a borrowed
measure of words which never failed me from that
time forward when I saw her so engaged—

There she weaves by night and day
A magic web of colour gay.
She has heard a whisper say,
A curse is on her if she stay
To look down to Camelot.
She knows not what the curse may be,
And so she weaveth steadily,

And little other care hath she,
The lady of Shalott.

But where was Camelot? Fountain Towers,
just appearing above the tree-tops to the north,
was the only human habitation in sight. I had a
powerful telescope on the highest tower, and one
day, in an idle mood, I happened to be looking
through it with no definite purpose, just sweeping
‘it slowly from point to point of the landscape,
when all at once Iivadne came into the field of
vision with such startling distinctness that I
stepped back from the glass. She was sitting in
her accustomed place, with her work on her lap,
her hands clasped before her, leaning forward
Jooking up in my direction with an expression in
her whole attitude that appealed to me lhike a cry
for help. The impression was so strong that I
ordered my dogcart out and drove over to As-
You-Like-It at once. But I found her perfectly
tranquil when I arrived, with no trace of recent
emotion either 1n her manner or appearance.

When I went home 1 had the telescope removed.

I had forgotten that we overlooked that corner of
As-You-Like-It.

CHAPTER VIII

THE 1dea that Evadne was naturally unsociable
was pretty general, and - Colonel Colquhoun
believed it as much as anybedy. I remember
being at As-You-Like-It one afternoon when he
rallied her on the subject. "He had stopped me
as I was driving past to ask me to look at a horse
he was thinking of buying. The animal was being
trotted up and down the approach by a groom for
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our inspection when Evadne returned from some-
where, driving herself.

She pulled up beside us and got out. :

*“1 never see you driving any of your friends
about,” Colonel Colquhoun remarked. * You're
very unsociable, Evadne."

**Oh, well, you see,”. she answered slowly, ** 1
like to be alone and think when I am driving. It
worries me to have to talk to people—as a rule.”

**Well,” he said, glancing at the recking pony,
““if your thoughts went as fast as Blue Mick seems
to have done to-day, you must have got through
a good deal of thinking in the time.”

Evadne looked at the pony.. “Take him
round,” she said to the groom: and then she
remarked that it must be tea-time, and asked us
both to go in, and have some.

Lhe air had bronght a delicate tinge of colour
to her usually pale cheeks, and she looked bright
and bonny as she sat beside the tea-table, taking
off her gloves and chatting, with her hat pushed
slightly up from her forehead. It was an expan-
sive moment with her, one of the rare ones when
she unconsciously revealed something of herself in
her conversation.

There were some flowers on the tea-table which
I admired.

‘““Ah!" she said, with a sigh of satisfaction in
their beauty; ‘I derive all my pleasure in life
from things inanimate. An arrangement of
deep-toned marigolds with brown centres in a
glass like these, all aglow beneath the maiden-
hair, gives me more pleasure than anything else
I can think of at this moment,”

““Not more pleasure than your friends do,” I
ventured. |

‘I don’t know,” she replied. **In the matter
of love, surgit amari aliguid, Friends disappoint
us. Butin the contemplation of flowers all our
finer fr::.:-:lings are stimulated and blended, and yet
there is no excess of feeling to end in regrets or
a painful reaction. When the flowers fade, we
cheerfully gather fresh ones. But I hope I do not
undervalue my friends,” she broke off, ] only
mean to say-—when you think of all the un.
certainties of life, of sickness and death, and
other things more dreadful, which overtake our
dearest, do what we will to rotect them: and
then that worst thing whether it be in ourselves or
others : T mean change—when you think of it all,
surely it is well to turn to some delicate source of
delight, like this, for relief—and to forget,” and
she curved her slender hand round the flowers
caressingly, looking up at me at the same time as
if she were pleading to be allowed to have her own
way.

did not remonstrate with her. I hardly knew
the danger then myself of refusing to suffer,
It was some weeks before I saw her again after
that. I had been busy. But one day, as I was
driving into Morningquest, I overtook her on the
road, walking in the same direction. I was in a
close carriage, but I pulled the checkstring as
soon as I recognised her, and got out, She
turned when she heard the carriage stop, and
seeing me alight came forward and shook hands.
She looked wan and weary,

““Those are fine horses of yours,” swas her
smileless greeting. ‘‘ How are you?"

‘“Have you been having a ‘burst’ ? " I said—
she was quite five miles from home., She looked
up and down the road for answer, and affected to
laugh, but I could see that she was not at allin a
laughing mood, and also that she was already
over-fatigued. I thought of begging to be allowed
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to drive her back ; but then it occurred to me that,
even if she consented, which was not likely, as she
had a perfect horror of giving
never have been persuaded that I was not going
out of my way at the greatest personal ncon-
venienfe merely to pay her a polite attention ;
but even i1f she had consented, she would prububly _
have had to spend the rest of the day alone i
that great west window, with nothing to take her
out of herself, and nothing more enlivening to
look at than dreary winter fields under a sombre
sky, and that would not do at all. A better 1dea,
however, occurred to me.

*“I am going to see Mrs, Orton Beg,” I said,
““ She is not very well,"

Evadne had 'been staring blandly at the leve]
landscape, but she turned to me when I spoke.
and some interest came into her eyes, -

‘““ Have you seen her lateiy ? " I continued.

““N-no,"” she answered, as if she were consider-
Ing ; ‘‘not for some time."” ' X *

““Come now,"” I boldly suggested. = *“* It will do
her good..  I'won't talk if you want to think,” I
added.

Her face melted into a smile at this, and on
seeing her stiffness relax, I wasted no more time
In_persuasion, but returned to the carriage and
held the door open for her. She followed me
slowly, although she looked as if she had not
quite made up her mind, and got in: but still as
If she were hesitating.  Once she was seated,
however, I could see that she was not sorry she
had yielded ; and presently she acknowledged as
much herself,

‘“I believe I was tired,” she said.

‘““Rest now, then,” I answered, taking a paper
out of my pocket. She settled herself more
luxuriously in her corner, put her arm in the
strap, and looked out through the open window,
The day was mild though murky, the sky was
leaden grey. We rolled through the wintry
landscape rapidly — brown hedgerows, leafless
trees, ploughed fields, a crow, two crows, a whaole
flock home-returning from their feeding ground ;
scattered cottages, a woman at a door looking
out with a child in her arms, three boys swinging
ona gate, a man trudging along with a bundle,
a labourer trimming a bank: mist rising in the
low -lying meadows : grazing cattle, nibbling
sheep ;—but she did not sec these things at first,
any of them ; she was thinking. Then she began
to see, and forgot to think. Then her fatigue
wore off, and a sense of relief, of ease, and of
well-being generally, took gradual possession of
her. ‘I could see the change come into her
countenance, and before we had’ arrived in
Morningquest she had begun to talk to me
cheerfully of her own accord. We had to skirt
the old grey walls which surrounded the palace
gardens, and as we did so she looked up at
them—indifferently at first, but immediately after-
ward with a sudden flash of recognition, ' She
sald nothing, but I could see she drew herself
together as if she had been hurt,

" Do you go there often?” I asked her,

"' No—Edith died there ; and then that child,”
she answered, looking at me as if she were
surprised that I should have thought it likely.

‘““She shrinks from sorrowful associations and
painful sights,” I thought, But T did not know,
when T asked the question, that our poor Edith
had been a particular friend of hers. -

We stopped the next moment at Mrs. Orton
Beg's, and she leant forward to look at the
windows, smiling and brightening again,

trouble, and woulq
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I heiped her out and followed her to the door,
~ *  which she opened as if shewere at home there.
e She waited for me for a moment in the hall ill I
put my hat down, and then we went to the
drawing-room together, and walked in, in the
same familiar way.

Mrs. Orton Beg was there with another lady,
a stout but very comely person, handsomely
dressed, who seecmed to have just risen to take
her leave. |

The moment Evadne

saw this lady she sprang

forward. ‘' Ok, mother!” she cried, throwing
her arms round her neck.
““Evadne — my dear, dear child!"”. the lady

exclaimed, clasping her close and Kissing her,
and then holding her off to look at her, * Why,
my child, how thin you are, and pale, and
weak "'—

“Oh, mother—I am so glad! I am so glad !"”
Evadne cried again, nestling close up to her, and
Kissing her neck ; and then she laid her head on
her boson» and burst into hysterical sobs.

I instantly left the room, and Mrs. Orton Beg
followed me,

‘“They have not met since—just after Evadne’s
marriage,” she explained to me, ‘“Evadne

- offended her father, and there still seems to be no
hope of a reconciliation.”

‘“ But surely it is cruel to separate mother and
- child,” I exclaimed indignantly. ‘“He has no

5 right to do that.”
' - “Noyand he would not be able to do it with
one of us,’" she answered bitterly : “‘but my sister
1S of a yielding disposition. She is like Mrs.
Beale, one of the old-fashioned ‘womanly women,'
~ who thought it their duty to submit to everything,
¢  and make the best of everything, including in-
E justice and any other vice it pleased their lords
- to practise, But for this weakness of good women
- the world would be a brighter and better place by
- this time. We see the disastrous folly of sub-.
mitting our reason to the rule of self-indulgence
and self-interest now, however ; and, please God,
we shall change all: that before I die. He will
be a bold man soon who will dare to have the
~Impertinence to dictate to us as to what we should
~ or should not do, or think, or say.. No one can
retend that the old system of husband and master
1as answered well, and it has had a fair trial.
Let us hope that the new method of partnership
will be more successful.”

““Yes, indeed ! " T answered earnestly,
5 Mrs. Orton Beg looked up in my face, and her
~ Own countenance cleared..
= _“You and Evadne seem to be very good
 Iriends,” she said. “I am so glad.” Then she
~ looked up at me again, with a curious little smile
- Which ] could not interpret. ‘‘ Does she remind
- You of anybody—of anything, ever?" she asked.
= ... Why—surely she is like you,' I said, seeing a
~ likeness for the first time, | |
& Yes,” she answered, in a more indifferent
g tone, . There is 2 likeness, I am told.”
. 1. tried afterward to think that this explained
B the haunting haif-recollection I scemed to ﬁnvc of
~ Something about Evadne » but it did not.  On the
.~ Contrary, it re-awakened and confirmed the feeling
.~ that I haq seen Evadne before I knew who she
- Was, under circumstances which I now failed to
_' -:*Li'r‘.e’call- . .
< Thlhlﬂng‘ she would like to be alone after that
- bterview with her mother, I left the carriage for
pither; and walked back to Fountain Towers; and
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carriages lately, and must begin to practise swhat
I preached again in the way of exercise, if I did
not wish to lay up a fat and flabby old zge for
myself,

. I madea point of not sceing Evadne for some
little time after that event, so that she might not
feel bound to refer to it in case she should shrink
from doing so.  But the next time we met, as it
happened, I had another glimpse of her feeling
for her friends, which showed me how very reuch
mistaken I had been in my estimate of the depth
of her affections, It was at As-You-Like-It. I
bad walked over from Fountain Towers. and
dropped in casually to ask for some tea, and,
Colonel Colquhoun’ arriving at the same monient
from barracks, we went up to the drawing-room
together, and found Evadne in her accustomec!

place, busy with her embroidery as usual. She
shook hands, but said nothing to show that she
was aware of the interval there had been since she
saw me last. - When she sat down agaimn, bow-

cever, she went on with her work, and there was a

certain satisfied look in her face, as if some little

wish had been gratified and she was content. I

knew when she took up her work that she liked

me to be there, and wanted me to stay, for she

always put it down when visitors she did not care

for called, and made a business of entertaining

them.  But we had scarcely settled ourselves to

talk when the butler opened the door, and

announced ‘‘Mr. Bertram Frayling,” and a tall,

slender, remarkably handsome -young fellow, with

a strong family likeness to Evadne herself. entered

with boyish diffidence, smiling. nervously, but

looking important tco, Evadne jumped up im-

petuously.

" Dertram /” she exclaimed; holding out her
arms to him, - ‘“ Why, what a big fellow you have
grown ! " shecried, finding she could hardly reach
to his neck to hug him. *‘“And how handsome
you are | "

‘“ They say I am just like you,” he answered,
looking down at her lovingly, with his arm around
her waist. Neither of them took any notice of us.

*“This is your birthday, dear,"” Evadne said.
““I have been thinking of you the whole day long.
I always keep all the birthdays. Did you re-
member mine?"

‘“I—don't think I did,” he answered honestly.
“ But this is my twenty-first birthday, Evadne,
and that's how it is T am here. I am my own
master from to-day."

‘“*And - the first thing you do with your Liberty
is to come and see your sister,” caid Coloncl
Colquhoun, ‘'* You're made of the right stuff, my
boy,” and he shook hands with him heartily.

Evadne clung with one hand to his shoul ler,
and pressed her handkerchief first to this eye and
then to that alternately with the other, locking so
glad, however, at the same time, that it was im-
possible to say whether she was going to laugh or
cry for joy.

‘“ But aren’t there rejoicings?”’ she asked.

““Oh yes!"” he -answered.” “ But I told my
father if you were not asked I should not stay for
them. I was determined to sec you  to-day."
He flushed boyishly as he spoke,” and smiled
round upon us all again.

‘' But wasn't he very angry?”' Evadne said.

‘““Yes,"” her brother answered, twinkling.  The
girls got round him, and tried to persuade him,
but they only made him worse, especially when
they all declared that when they came of age they
meant to do something, too! He said that he

was afflicted with the most obstinate, ill-cons
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ditioned family in the county, and began to row | began to revive, and then, suddenly, it appeared

mother as if it were her fault, But I wouldn't
stand that!"”

“* You were right, Bertram,” Evadne exclaimed,
clenching her bands. ** Now that you are a.man,
never let mother be made miserable, Did she
know you were coming?"”

““Yes, and was very glad,” he answered, ‘‘ and
sent you messages.”

But here Colonel Colquhoun and I managed to
slip from the room, Evadne sent her brother
back that day to grace the close of the festivities
in his honour, but he returned the following week,
and stayed at As-You-Like-It, and also with me,
when he confirmed my first exceedingly good
impression of him. Evadne quite wakened up
under his influence, but, unfortunately for her, he
went abroad in a few weeks for a two years’ trip
round the world, and I think losing him again
so soon made it almost worse for her than if they
had never been reunited, especially as another
and irreparable loss came upon her immediately
after his departure. This was the sudden death
of her mother, the news of which arrived one day
in a curt note written by her father to Colonel
Colquhoun, no previous intimation of illness
having been sent to break the shock of the
_announcement, I can never be thankful enough
for the happy chance which brought about that
last accidental meeting of Evadne with her
mother. But for that, they would not have seen
each other again; and I had the pleasure of
learning eventually that the perfect understanding
which they arrived at during the few hours they
spent together on that occasion, afterward became
ope of the most comforting recollections of
Evadne's life— A hallowed memory,” as she
herself expressed it, “‘such as it is very good for
us to cherish. Thank Heaven for the opportunity
which renewed and intensified my appreciation of
my mother’s love and goodness, so as to make my
last impression of her one which must stand out
distinctly for ever from the rest, and be always
a joyful sorrow to recall. Do you know what a
Joyful sorrow is? Ah! something that makes one
feel warm and forgiving in the midst of one's
regrets, a delicious fecling; when it takes pos-
session of you, you cease to be hard and cold and
fierce, and want to do good.”

Mrs. Frayling died of a disease for which we
have a remedy nowadays—or, to speak plainly,
she died for want of proper treatment. Her
husband gloried in what he called ““a rooted
objection to new-fangled notions,” and would not
send for a modern practitioner even when the
case became scrious, preferring to confide it
entirely to a very worthy old gentleman of his
own way of thinking, with one qualification, who

had attended his household successfully for
twenty-four years, during which time only onc
other member of his family had ever been seriously
ill, and be also had died. DBut 1 hope and believe
that my poor little lady never knew the truth
about her mother’s last illness. She was over-
whelmed with grief as it was, and it cut one to
the quick to see her, day after day, in her black
dress, sitting alone, pale and still and uncom.
plaining, her invariable attitude when she was
deeply distressed, and not to be able tosay a
word or do a thing to relieve her. As usual at
that time of the year, everybody whom she cared
to see at all was away except myself, so that
during the dreariest of the winter months she was
shut up with her grief in the most unwholesome
isolation, As the spring returned, however, sha

to me that she entered upon a new phase
altogether,

CHAPTER 1IX

DURING the first days of our acquaintance
Evadne’s attitude, whatever happened, surprised
me. I could anticipate her action up to a certain
point, but just the precise thing she would do was
the last thing I had expected ; I knew her feeling,
in fact, but I was ignorant of the material it had
to work upon, and by means of which it found
expression, I had begun by believing her to be
cold and self-sufficing, but even before her illness I
had perceived in her a strange desire for sympathy,
and foreseen that on occasion she would exact it
in Jarge measure from anyone she cared about,
It was making much of a cut finger one day that
che had led me to expect she would be exact-
ing in illness, languishing, as ladies do, to excite
sympathy ; and when the illness came I found I
had been right in so far as I had believed that she
would appreciate sympathy, but entirely wrong
about the means she would employ to obtain it.
Instead of languishing when she found herself
really suffering, she pulled herself together, and
bore the trial with heroic calm. As I have said,
she never uttered a complaint; and she had the
strength of mind to ignore annoyances which few
people In perfect health could have borne with
fortitude. Certainly her attitude then had excited
sympathy, and respect as well. It was as admir-
able as 1t was unexpected,

I had also perceived that she could not bear
anything disagreeable. She seldom showed the
least irritability herself, nor would she tolerate it
for a moment in anyone else. Servants who were
not always cheerful had to go, and the kind of
people who snap at each other in the bosom of
their families she carefully avoided, turning from
them instinctively as she would have done from
any perception revolting to the physical senses
and that she would fly disgusted from sickening
sights or sounds or odours [ never doubted. But
here again I was wrong—or rather the evidence
was utterly misleading. 1 found her one day
sitting on the bridge of a little river that crossed
a quiet lane near their house, and got down
from my horse to talk to her, and as we. stocd
looking over the parapet into the stream, the
bloated carcass of a dead dog came floating by.
She could only have caught a glimpse of it, for
she drew back instantly, but she looked so pale
and nauseated that I had to take her to the house,
and insist upon her having some wine. And I
once took her, at her own earnest request, to visit
a children’s hospital ; but before we had seen a
dozen of the little patients she cried so piteously
I was obliged to take her away; and she could
never bear to speak of the place afterward. And
lastly, T had scen how she shrank from going 10
the palace because of the association with Edith’s
terrible death, and the chance of seeing her poor
rc];:ﬂﬁwc-lnnlfing little boy there,

¢t when it came to be 2 qquestion of facing
absolute horrors in the interests of the sufferers,
she was the first to volunteer, and she did so with
a quiet determinatinn there was no resisting, and
every trace of inward emotion so carefully obliter-

ated that one might have been forgiven for sup-
posing her to be altogether callous.

This happened after her mother's death, in the
spring, when she had already begun to reyive, and




* npew phase of interest and energy upon which I
s ed she was entering. I hoped at the time
= that the great grief had carried off the minor ail-
* ments of the mind as the great illness did of the
~ body, end that the change would prove to be for
~ the better eventually, although the first outcome

- of it was not the kind of thing I liked at all—f{or
her.

I had not seen her for a week or so when she
was ushered ore morning into my consulting
- room. She had not asked fer an appointment,

. and had been waiting to take her turn with the
= other patients.

- ““Well, what can I do for y0%2?” 1 said.
somewhat surprised to sce her,
very ilL.”

““No, thank goodness,” she answered cheer-
fully ; ““and I don’t mean to be ill, 1 have come
10 be vaccinated.”
sl “*Ah, that is wise,” I said,

2 - “You have heard, I suppose, that smallpox
has broken out in the barracks?” she said, when
she was going. ‘' There are fifteen cases, four of
~ them women, and one a child, and they are going
to put them under canvas on the common, and I
-~ shall be obliged to go and see that they are
o properly nursed. That is why I am in such a
B et urry. Military nursing is of the most primitive
kind in times of peace, OQur doctor is all that he
should be, but what can be do but prescribe? It
- takes all his time just to go round and get through
his ordinary duties,”

““*Did I understand you to say that you are
going to look after the smallpox patients?” I
asked politely.

““Yes," she answered defiantly. ‘I am going
& to be isolated with them out on the common,
. My tent is already pitched., I shall not take
= smallpox, I assure you.”

‘"I don’t see how you can be so sure,” I said.

She gave me one of her most puzzling answers,
one of those in which I felt there was an indica-
* tion of the something about her which I did not
- understand.

a8y ““ Oh, because it is such a relief ! ” she said.

[ ““How a relief?"” 1 questioned.

- “*Oh—I shall not take the disease,” she re-
peated, ‘‘and I shall enjoy the occupation.”
~ But this, I knew, was an evasion. IHowever, I
had no time to argue the point with her just then,
50 [ waited until my consultations were over, and
~  then went to see Colonel Colquhoun. I thought
| if he would not forbid he might at all events per-
suade her tc abandon her rash design. I found
- him at his cwn place, walking about the garden
~ with his hands in his pockets and a cigar in his
~  mouth, He was in a facetious mood, the one of
. his T most disliked. ,
& “Now, you look quite concerned,” he =aid,
' with an extra affectation of brogue, when 1 had
* told him my errand. ‘‘Sure, she humbugs I)-'c:u.
- ne does! If you knew her as well as I do
. You'd not be troubling yourself about her so
- much, I tell you, she'll come to no harm in the
- World, Now what do you think were her reasons
- for going to live in the smallpox camp?"”
. ‘“Then she 4as gone ?" 1 exclaimed.
=~ ““Oh yes, she's gone,” he answered. “‘The
- Brass never has time to grow under that young
« eass

I was
“You don’t look

Woman's feet if she's an idea to carry out, I will
e ~ Say that for her. But what do you think she said
- When I asked her why she'd be going among the
- smallpox patients? “Oh,’ she said, ‘I want to see
t they look like !’
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nhurse, you know, and quite enjoy dressing up for
the part.”

I felt sure that all this was a horrid perversion
of the truth, but 1 let it pass.

“You'll not interfere, then ?” 1 persistéd.

““Not I, indeed ! he answered. *‘She never
comes commandering it over e, and I'm not
going to meddle with her private affairs, to long
;1;.} she doesn’t come here bringing infection, that's
all.

‘‘ But she may catch the disease herself, and die
of it, or be disfigured for life,” I remcnstrated.
~ "“And she might catch her death of cold here
in the garden, or be burnt beyond all recogniticn
by a spark setting fire to her ball-dress the next
time she wears one,” he answered philosophically.
“When you look at the chances, now, they're
about equal.”

He smiled at me complacently when he had
said this, and something he saw in my face in-
clined him to chuckle, but he suppressed the
inclination, twirling his fair moustache instead,
first on one side and then on the other, rapidly.
In his youth he must have been cne of those
small boys who delighted to spear a bee with a
pin and watch it buzz round. The Loy is pretty
sure the bee can’t hurt him, but yet half the
pleasure of the performance lies in the fact of its
having a sting. It would not have been con-
venient for Colonel Colquhoun to quarrel with
me, because there had been certain money trans-
actions between us which left him greatly my
debtor ; but he thought me secured by my interest
in Evadne, and indulged himself on every possible
occasion in the pleasure of opposing me. Not
that he bore me any ill-will, either. I knew that
he would borrow more money from me 2t any
time in the friendliest way, if he happened to want
it. I was his honey bee, and ke was fond of
honey; but 1t delighted him also to tee me
buzz, .

I was obliged to consider my own patients and
keep away from the smallpox camp during the
epidemic, for fear of carrying infection, and conse-
quently I saw nothing of Evadne, and only heard
of her through the military docter, for she would
not write. His report of her, however, was always
the same at first. She was the life of the camp,
bright, cheerful, and active, never tired apparently,
and never disheartened. This went on for scme
time, and then, cne evening, there came another
report, She was just as cheerful as ever, but
looking most awfully done.

At daybreak next mcrning I drove out to the
common, and, leaving my dogcart outside the
camp, went in to look for her. I knew that she
was generally up all night, and was therefore
prepared to find her about, and I met her making
her way toward her own tent. She was dressed
like a I'rench donne, in a short dark blue gown
madg of some washing material, with a white
apron and white cap, and a chitelaine with
useful implements upon it hanging from her
girdle, a very suitable costume for the work : but
she wore no wrap of any kind, and the morning
air was keen,

I noticed as she walked toward me that her gait
was a little uncertain. Once she put out her hand
as if seeking something to grasp, and once she
staggered and slogped. I hastened to her assist-
ance, and saw as I approached her that she was
colourless’even to her lips; her eyes were bright
and sunken, with large black circles round shem,

And she'd another reason, | andthelids were heavy, I drew her hand through
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my arm without more formal greeting, and she
grasped it gratefully for a moment, then dropped
it and stepped back.

“Iforgot,” she said, ‘it seems so natural to
see you anywhere, But don't touch me, I shall
infect you.” :

‘I shall have to go home and change in any
case,” I answered briskly. 2
*“1've been up all night with a poor woman,
she said, *‘and I'm just tired out. Don’t look
concerned, though. I shall not take smallpox.
My own illness, you remember, was a blessing in
disguise, and I am sure the absorbing distraction
of helping torelieve others "— She stopped short,
looked about her confusedly, and then exclaimed,
““ It is quite time I went to bed. I declare I don't
know the hospital tent from the sandy common,
nor a rabbit running about from a convalescent
child, and the whin bushes are waltzing round me
derisively.” Sheswayed a little, recovered herself,
tried to laugh, then threw up her hands, and fell

forward into my arms.

I carried her to her tent, guided by one of the
men. On the way Dr. James joined us. We
laid her on her bed and looked anxiously for symp-
toms of the dreadful disease, but there were none.

““No, you see,” Dr. James declared, ‘“it's just
what I expected—sheer exhaustion and nothing
else. But she'd better be got out of this atmo-
sphere at once,”

She was in a semi-unconscious, semi-somnolent
state, half syncope, half sleep, and there was
nothing to be gained by rousing her just then,
so we wrapped her up warmly in shawls, sent for
my dogcart, and lifted her on the back seat, where
I supported her as best I could while my man
drove us to As-You-Like-It.

Colonel Colquhoun was not up when we
arrived, but 1 waited to see her swallow some
champagne after she had been put to bed, and
in the meantime the bustle had aroused him.
When he learnt the occasion of it, his wrath knew no
bounds. He could not have abused me in choijcer
language if I had been one of his own subalterns.
But I managed to keep my temper until I could
get a word in, and then I mildly suggested that
the best thing he could do, as he was so afraid
of infection, was to give himself leave, and be off,
““ Nobody will expect. yox to stay and look after
your wife,” I said. ‘‘You'd better go to town.”

It was what he would have done if I had not
advised it, but the habit of Opposing me was
becoming so inveterate that he changed his mind,
and, rather than act upon a suggestion of mine,
ran the risk of living in barracks until all fear of
infection was over.

Happily Evadne suffered from nothing worse
than exhaustion, and soon recovered her strength ;
but I never could agree with Dr. James about the
merit of her conduct during the epidemic,

CHAPTER X

ItT was about this time, that is to say, immedi-
ately after the outbreak of smallpox was over, and
in tl‘:‘;e height of the summer, that Mr. and Lady
Adeline Hamilton-Wellsreturned from a prolonged
absence abroad, and settled themselves for a few
months at Hamilton House. I happened to be
in London when they arrived, and saw them there
as they passed through. Lady Adeline made
particular inquiries about Evadne. ‘I don't
think you, any of you, understand that girl,”

| answered.

e

she said. \.‘'She is shy, and ‘should be set
going. She requires to be #ndwuced to come for.
ward to do her share of the work of the world :
but, mstead of helping her, everybody lets her alone
to mope in luxurious idleness at As-You-Like-It. "

‘“She 1s never idle,"” I protested.

“I know what you mean,” Lady Adeline
‘“She sits and sews ; but that is idle
trifling for a woman of her capacity. She was
out of health and good-for-nothing when I saw
her last with Mrs. Orton Beg in Paris, and there-
fore I held my peace ; but now I mean to take
her out of herself, and show her her mistake "

‘“ I hope you will be able to do so,” I said, and I
was not speaking ironically; but all the same I
scarcely expected that she would succeed. Theday
after my return home, however, which was only
a week later, I called at Hamilton House, and it
scemed to me then that she had already made a
very good beginning. Itwasa brilliant afternoon,
and I had walked through the fields from Foun-
tain Towers, and found Lady Adeline alone for
the moment, sitting out on the terrace under an
awning, somewhat overcome by the heat.

'“You have arrived at an acceptable time, as
you always do,"” she said, in her decided, kindly
way. ‘'l am enjoying a brief period of repose

efore the racket begins again, and I invite you
to share it."” |

““"T'he racket?” I inquired.

‘““ No, the repose,” she replied.
staying here, and Evadne”—

‘‘ Mrs. Colquhoun and racket | ” I ejaculated.

“Well, itis difficult to associate the two ideas,
I confess,” she answered ; ‘‘but you will see for

‘“ Angelica 1is

yourself. Angelica makes the racket, of course,
but Evadne enjoys it.
as soon as I could, without waiting for her to call

I went to As-You-Like-It

upon me, and I found her just as you had led me
to expect, all staid propriety and precision, hiding
deep dejection beneath an affectation of calm con.
tent—at least, that was my interpretation of her
attitude—and inclined to be stiff with me ; but I
approached heras her mother’s oldest and dearest
friend, and she softened at once.”

'“ And you brought her here ?”

‘‘ That is quite the proper word for 1t wshie
rejoined. ‘I just brought her. I insisted upon
her coming. I gave her no choice. ' And I also
asked Colonel Colquhoun, but he declined. He
sald he thought Evadne would be all the better
for getting away from home, and I agreed with
him. He comes over, however, occasionally, and
they seem to be very good friends, I don't dis-
like him at al],” ’

This was said tentatively, but I did not care
to discuss Colonel Colquhoun, and therefore, to
change the subject, I asked Lady Adeline how
she found Angelica, h

““Very much improved in every way,” she
answered, ‘‘The happiest understanding has
come to exist between Eerself and her husband
since that dreadful occurrence. They are simply
Inseparable, ~ She said to me the other day that
her only chance of eyer showing to any advantage
at all would be against the quiet background of
her husband's unobtrusive goodness. And [
thinlk myself that a great many people would
never have believed in her if he had not. All her
faults are so apparent, alas! while the very rea];
and earnest purpose of her life is so seldom seen.

“‘She has been | lately, 1
s working very hard la yr

" Yes," Lady Adeline answered: ““but I am
thankful to say she has set up a private secretary,
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and who do you think it is? Our dear, good Mr.,
Ellis "

“I am heartily glad to hear of it,” I said,
““both for his sake and hers.”

““Yes," she agreed. ‘‘ It did not seem right that
he should ever go away from amongst us, and
you know how we all felt the severance after
Diavolo went into the service, and there seemed
no help for it, as his occupation was over. I am
afraid, poor fellow, his experiences since he left
us have been anything but happy. All that is
over now, however, and it does seem so natural
to have him about again!"

““ He must make an admirable secretary,” I
said,

_*““ Admirable ! ” she agreed—‘‘in every way, for
I don’t think Angelica would ever have got on

. quite so well with anybody else. He was always

able to make her respect him, and now the habit
18 confirmed, so that he has more influence with
her for good than almost anybody else—a re-
stralning influence, you know. Her great fault
still 1s impatience. She thinks everything should
be put right the moment she perceives it to be
wrong, and would raise revolutions if she were
not restrained. It 1s always difficult to make her
believe that evolution if slower is surer. But here
they are.”

. As Lady Adeline spoke, Angelica, accompanied
by Mr. Kilroy and Mr. Ellis, came out of the
plantation to the left of the terrace upon which
we were sitting, and walked across the lawn
toward us, while at the same moment Diavolo
and Evadne came round the corner of the house
from the opposite direction and went to meet
them, Evadne carried a parasol, but wore neither
hat nor gloves. She looked very happy listening
to Diavolo's chatter.

Angelica carried a fishing rod, and I thought,
as she approached, that [ had neyer seen a more
splendid specimen of hardy, healthy, vigorous
young womanhood.

Evadne looked sickly beside her, and drooping
like a pale and fragile flower in want of water.
The contrast must have struck Lady Adeline also,
for  presently she observed, ‘‘Evadne was  as
strong as Angelica once. Do you suppose her
health has been permanently injured- by that
horrid Maltese fever? "

' No, ' I said positively. ‘“If she would give
up sewing, and take a fishing rod, and go out
with Angelica in a sensible dress like that, she
would be as strong as ever in six months. But

-l_fal_ucy she would be shocked by the bare sug-
gestion,” .

- Angelica hugged Diavolo heartily when they
met, and then, being the taller of the two, she
put her arm round his neck, and all three strolled
slowly on toward us, Mr, Ellis and Mr. Kilroy
having already come up on to. the terrace and sat
down, While greeting the two latter I lost sight
of the Heavenly Twins, and when I looked at
them again something had evidently gone wrong.
Angelica stood leaning on her rod berating
Diavolo, who was answering with animation,
while " Evadne looked from one to the other in
amazement, as the strange good child looks at
the strange naughty ones. Whatever the differ-
énce was it was soon over, and then they came
on again, talking and walking briskly, followed
by four dogs,

“I am vulgar, decidedly, at times,” Angelica
acknowledged as she came up the steps. ‘‘I
shouldn't be half so amusing if l?ﬂ.ﬂfmr:e not.”' She
held out her hand to me, and then threw herself

e

into the only unoccupied chair on the terrace, but
instantly jumped up again. ‘‘I beg your pardon,
Evadne,” she said, ‘‘These are my society
manners, . When I am on the platform or other-
wise engaged in Uznweomanly pursuits outside the
Sphere, 1 have to be more considerate,”

Some more chairs were brought out, one of
which Diavolo placed beside me. ‘‘This 1s for
you," he said to Evadne ; ‘‘I know you like to be
near the Don,” Evadne flushed crimson.

““Did you ever hear that story?” Angelica
asked me.

Evadne's ‘embarrassment visibly increased.
‘“ Angelica, .don t tell it,” she remonstrated ; ‘‘it
isn't fair,”

Angelica laughed. ‘“ When Evadne first came
here,”” she proceeded, ‘‘ she sat next you at dinner
one night, and didn’t know who you were; but it
seems you made such a profound and favourable
impression upon her that afterward she had the
curiosity to ask, when she learnt that you were a
doctor. ‘A doctor!’ she exclaimed, in surprise.

~ ‘He is more like a Don than a doctor ! " and you

have been “Don " to her intimates ever since."”

“Well, I feel flattered,” 1 said.

“I feel as if I ought to apologise,” Evadne
began—'‘ only I meant no disrespect,"”

‘““My dear,”’ . Angelica interposed, . ‘“he is
delighted to be distinguished by you in any way.
But, by the pricking of my thumbs, something
wicked "—and Colonel Colquhoun came out on
to the terrace through the drawing-room bechind
us. Ile shook hands with us all, his wife included,
and then sat down.

‘*I say, Evadne "— Diavolo began.

““ My, dear boy,’ said ILady Adeline, ‘‘you
mustn::‘. call Mrs, Colquhoun by her Christian
name.

““Christian!" jeered Diavolo, - “‘ Now, that zs
a good one! There's nothing Christian about
Evadne, We looked her up in the dictionary
ages ago, didn't we, Angelica? ‘T'’he name means
Well - pleasing - one, as nearly as possible, and it
suits her sometimes. Evadne—classical Evadne
—ivas noted for her devotion to her husband, and
distinguished herself finally on his funeral pyre—
she ex-pyred there,"

We all groaned aloud. ‘‘It was a somewhat
theatrical exit, I confess,”” Diavolo pursued.
‘“ But, I say, Angelica, wouldn't it be fun to burn
the colonel, and see Evadne do suttce on his
body—only I doubt if she would!"” He turned
to_ IEvadne. ‘‘ Mrs. Colquhoun,” he began cere-
moniously, ‘‘“may I have the honour of calling
you by your heathen name—as in the days beyond
recaling ?" | |

** When you are good,” she answered.

“Ugh!” he exclaimed.  ‘‘I should have had
more respect for your honesty if you said ‘no’
at once. ' And it is very absurd of you, too,
Evadne, because you know you are going to
marry me when Colonel Colquhoun is promoted
to regions of the blest. She would have married
me first, only you stole a march on me, sir,"
he added, addressing . Colonel Colquhoun.
‘“ However, I feel as if something were going to
happen now, at last! ‘There was a banshee
wailing about my quarters in a minor key, very
flat, last night. She had come all the way from
Ireland to warn Colonel Colquhoun, and mistaken
the house, I suppose.” |

(] h.Iy dear II'-_- :

We all looked round. It was Mr. Hamilton-
Wells addressing Lady Adeline in his most precise
manner, He was standing in the open Irench
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i r 3 hind us, tapping one hand with the | wrong ones rather too emphatically,” Lady
;‘;3::2?:3&”11: l:?:lc;nin the c:tl;}l;r.g Adeline suggested. ‘‘Dut all this is only 3

‘“ My dear, the cat has five kittens.”

‘““ My dear!" Lady Adeline exclaimed.

‘“ They have only just arrived, and "—

“ Never mind them now,” she cried hurriedly.
‘* But, my dear, you were anxious to know."

‘““1T don't want to know in the least,” she

protested. _ s

‘“ But only this morning you sgud —

““ Oh, that was upstairs,” she interrupted.

“ What difference does that make?" he wanted
to know. ‘‘You don't mean to say you are
anxious about the cat when you are upstairs, and
not anxious when you come down?"

Lady Adeline sank back in her chair, and
resigned herself to a long altercation. Before it
ended everybody else had disappeared, and I saw
no more of Evadne on that occasion. But during
the next few weeks I had many opportunities of
observing the wonderful way she was waking up
under the influence of the Heavenly Twins,

They gave her no time for reflection ; it was the
life of action against the life of thought, and it
suited her.

The ladies frequently made my house the object
of an afternoon walk, and stayed for tea. Lady
Adeline declared that the ‘“girls"” dragged her
over because they wanted a new victim to torment
with their superabundant animal spirits. The
superabundance was all Angelica’s, I knew, but
still Evadne was an accomplice, and they neither
of them spared me in those days. They would
rob my hothouses of the best fruits and flowers,
disarrange my books, turn pictures they did not
like with their faces to the wall, drape my statues
fantastically, criticise what they called my absurd
bachelor habits, and give me good advice on the
subject of marriage; Lady Adeline sitting by
meanwhile, aiding and abetting them with smiles,
although protesting that she would not allow them
to make me the butt of their idle raillery.

Evadne had a passion for the scent of gorse,
She crammed pockets, sleeves, shoes, and the
bosom of her dress with the yellow blossoms,
and I often found these fragrant tokens of her
presence scattered about my house after she had
been there. Once, when we were all out walking
together, she stopped to pick some from a bush,
and as she was putting them into her bodice she
made a remark which gave me pause to ponder,

“You will want to know why I do that, I
suppose,” she said. *‘‘ You will be looking for a
motive, for somesecret spring of action. The sim ple
fact that I love the gorse won't satisfy you. You
would like to know why I love it, when I first
be,:gan to love it, and anything else about it that
might enable you to measure my feeling for it.”

This was so exactly what T was in the habit of
doing with regard to many matters that I could not
say a word. But what struck me as significant
about the observation was the obvious fact
gathered by inference, that, while I had been

studying her, she also had been studvi ,
I had never suspected it. ymg me, and

She walked on with Angelica after she had

spoken, and 1 dropped behind wi
Adeline. ] i e g

‘‘ Your Evadne and Colonel Colquhoun's wife
are two very different people,” I said. “T'he one
15 a lively girl the other a sad and bitter woman,’

““Sad, not bitter,” Lady Adeline corrected.

““I have heard her say bitter things!" [
maintained.

""You may, perhaps, have heard her condemn

hase. She is in rather a deep groove at present,
ut we shall be able to get her out of it."

“I don’t know,"” I answered dubiously, ‘]
don't think it is that exactly. I believe there is
some kind of warp in her mind. I perceive it, but
can neither define nor account for it yet. It is
something morbid that makes her hold herself
aloof. She has never allowed anybody in the
neighbourhood to be intimate with her. Even I
who have seen her oftener than anybody, never
feel that I know her really well — that I could
reckon upon what she would do in an
emergency. And I believe that thereis something
artificial in her attitude ; but why? What is the
explanation of all that i1s unusual about her?"

ady Adeline shook her head, and was silent
for some seconds, then she said: ‘I once had a
friend—but her moral nature quite halted. It
was because she had lost her faith in men. A
woman who thinks that only women can be
worthy 1s like a bird with a broken wing, - But I
don’t say that that is Evadne's case at all. Since
she came to us she has seemed to be much more
like one of those marvellous casks of sherry out
of which a dozen different wines are taken. The
flavour depends on the doctoring. Here, under
Angelica’s influence—why, she has filled your
pocket with gorse blossoms!"

It was true. In taking out my handkerchief, I
had just scattered the flowers, and so discovered
that they were there. ‘‘ Then you give her credit
for less individuality—you think her more at the
mercy of her surroundings than I do,” I said.

But before she could answer me, Evadne herself
had joined us. I suppose I was looking grave,
for she asked in a playful tone—

““Did he ever frolic, Lady Adeline, this solemn
seeming—2Don? Was he always in earnest, even
on his mother’'s lap, and occupied with weighty
problems of life and death when other babes were
wondering with wide-open eyes at the irresponsible
action of their own pink toes? "

Which made me reflect. For if I were in the
habit of being a dull boor myself it was no wonder
that I seldom saw her looking lively,

The following week Evadne went home, and as
soon as she was settled at As-You-Like-It she
seemed to relapse once more into her former state
of apathy, I saw her day after day as I passed,
sitting sewing in the wide west window above the
holly hedge ; and so long as she was left alone she
seemed to be content; but I began to notice at
this time that any interruption at her favourite
occupation did not please her. The summer heat,
the scent of flowers streaming through open
windows, the song of birds, the level landscape,
here vividly green with the upspringing aftermath,
there crimson and gold where the poppies gleamed
amongst the ripening corn—all such sweet sensu-
ous influences she looked out upon lovingly, and
enjoyed them—so long as she was left alone. On
hot afternoons, Diavolo would go and lie at her
feet sometimes, with a cushion under his head ; and
him she tolerated ; but only, I am sure, because
he always fell asleep

[ had to go to As-You-Like-Tt one day to trans-
act some business with Colonel Colquhoun, and
when we had done he asked me to go up into the
drawing-room with him. ¢ Come, and I'll show
you a pretty picture,"” he said.

It was a pretty picture, They had both fallen
asleep on that occasion. It was a torrid day out-
side, but the deep bay wherq they werg was ¢ool
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and shady. The windows were wide open, the out-
side blinds were drawn down low enough to keep
out the glare, but not so far as to hide the view,
Behind Evadne was a stand of flowers and foliage
plants. Diavolo was lying on the floor in his
favourite attitude, with a black satin cushion
under his head, and was, with his slender figure,
refined features, thick, curly fair hair, and fine,
transparent skin, slightly flushed by the heat, a
ﬂarfect specimen of adolescent grace and beauty.

e looked like a young lover lying at the feet of
his lady. Evadne was sitting in a low easy-chair,
with a high back, against which her head was
resting. Half her face was concealed by a fan of
white ostrich feathers which she held in her left
hand, and the moment I looked at her the haunt-
ing certainty of having seen her in exactly that

osition once before recurred to me. She was
ooking well that afternoon. Her glossy dark
brown hair showed bright as bronze against the
satin background of the chair. She was dressed
in a gown of silver grey cashmere lined with
turquoise blue silk, which showed Dbetween the
folds ; cool colours of the best shade to set off the
ivory whiteness of her skin.

Colonel Colquhoun considered the group medi-
tatively. ‘‘She keeps her looks,” he observed
in an undertone; ‘‘and Diavolo's catching her
u .I'I
pI looked at him inquiringly.

‘“ She's six or eight years older than he is, you
know,"" ‘he explained ; ‘‘but you wouldn't think it
now,"

I wondered what he had in his mind.

““Times are changing,” he proceeded. *‘‘Now,
when I was a lad, if a lady had liked me as well
as LEvadne likes that boy, I'd have taken ad-
vantage of her preference.”

‘““ Not if the lady had been of her stamp,” I said
drily.

‘“ Well, true for you,"” he acknowledged. ‘‘But
it isn't the lady only in this case. It's that young
sybarite himself. He's as particular as S?IE 1S,
He said the other day at mess—it was a guest
night, and there was a big dinner on, and some-
body proposed ¢ Wine and Women' for a toast,
but he wouldn't drink it: ‘Oh, spare me,' he
said, in that slow way he has, something like his
father's; ‘wine and women, as you take them,
are things as coarse in the way of Eleasure as pork
and porter are for food." We asked him then to
give us his own ideas of pleasure; but he said he
didn't think anybody there was- educated up to
them, even sufficiently to understand them !—and
he wasn’t joking altogether, either,"” Colonel Col-
quhoun concluded.

At that same moment Evadne opened her eyes
wide, and looked at us a second before she spoke,
but showed no other sign of surprise.

““I am afraid I have been asleep,” she said,
rising deliberately, and shaking hands with me
across the prostrate Diavolo, ‘*Do'sit down,”

She sank back into her own chair as she spoke,
and fanned a fly from Diavolo’s face. ‘I never
knew anyone sleep so soundly,” she said, looking
down at him lovingly. ‘' He rides out here nearly
every'day when he is not on duty, simply for his
siesta. Angelica is jealous, I believe, because
he will not go to her. He says there is no repose
about Angelica, and that it i1s only here with me
that he finds the dreamful ease he loves."

There was a sound of talking outside just then,
and a few minutes later Angelica herself came in
with her father.

' Oh, you durling! you are a pretty boy !" she

exclaimed, when she saw-Diavolo, and then she
went down on her knees beside him, put her arms
round his neck, pulled him up, and hugged him
roughly, an attention which he immediately re-
sented. ‘“ Ah, I thought it was you!" he said,
opening his eyes. ‘'Good-bye, sweet sleep,
good-bye!"” Then he sat up, and, turning his
back to Evadne, coolly rested himself against
her knee. *‘‘I suppose we can have tea now,"
he said. ‘' There's always something to look
forward to. Papa dear, touch the bell, to save
the colonel the trouble.”

Colonel Colquhoun laughed, and rang it himself
good-naturedly.

‘“ Diavolo!"” Evadne exclaimed, pushing him
away, ‘'] am not going to nurse a great boy like
you. "

‘““Well, Angelica must, then,” he said, chang-
ing his position so as to lean against his sister.
Angelica laid her hand on his head, and her face
softened. ‘‘ Evadne wsed to like to nurse me,"” he
complained. ‘‘She's not nearly so nice since she
married. I say, Angelica, do you remember the
wedding breakfast, when we agreed to drink as
much champagne as the bridegroom? 1 swore
I would never get drunk again, and I never
have."

‘“Iaith,” said Colonel Colquhoun, “ there are
some who'd like to be able to say the same
thing."”

Some dogs had followed Angelica in, and had
now to be turned out, because Evadne would not
have dogs indoors. She said she liked a good
dog’s character, but could not bear the smell of
him.

‘““ And how are the children?” Mr. Hamilton-
Wells asked aflably, when this diversion was
over.

‘““There are no children!"” Evadne exclaimed,
in surprise.

‘“ Are there not, indeed. Now, that i1s singu-
lar,” he}observed. Then he looked at me as if
he were about to say something interesting, but
I hastily interposed. I was afraid he was going
to speculate about the natural history of the
phenomenon which had just struck him as being
singular. He knew perfectly well that Evadne had
no children, but he was subject, or affected to be
subject, to moments of ,obliviousness, in which he
was wont to ask embarrassing questions.

‘“The weather 1s quite tropical,” was the
original observation I made. Mr. Hamilton-
Wells felt if the parting of his smooth, straight
hair was exactly in the middle, patted it on either
side, then shook back 1maginary ruffles from his
long white hands, and interlaced his jewelled
fingers on his lap.

““You were never in the tropics, I think you
told me?” he said to Evadne, with exaggerated
preciseness. ‘‘Ah! now, I have been, off and
on, several times. The heat is very trying. I
knew a lady, the wife of a Colonial Governor,
who used to be so overcome by it that she was
obliged to undo all her things, let them slip to the
ground, and step out of them, leaving them look-
ing like a great cheese. She told me so herself,
I assure you, and she was an exceedingly stout
person.,"

The Heavenly Twins went into convulsions
suddenly. |

‘“Is that tea at last?" Evadne asked.

Colonel Colquhoun and I both gladly moved to
make room for the servants who were bringing it
in, and the conversation was not resumed until

they had withdrawn, Then Angelica began; '*1
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came to make a last appeal to you, Evadne. I
want to tell you about a poor girl"'—

““Oh, don't break this lovely summer silence
with tales of woe ! " Evadne exclaimed, interrupt-
ing her. “I cannot do anything. Don't ask
me. You harrow my feelings to no purpose.
I will not listen. It is not right that I should be
forced to know." _

“Well, I think you are making a mistake,
Evadne,” Angelica replied. ‘‘Don't you think
so?” looking at me. ‘‘She is sacrificing herself
to save herself. She imagines she can secure her
own peace of mind by refusing to know that there
isa weary world of suffering close at hand which
she should be helping to relieve. Suffering for
others strengthens our own powers of endurance ;
we lose them 1if we don't exercise them—and that
1s the way you are sacrificing yourself to save your-
self, Evadne. When some big trouble of your
own, one of those which cannot be denied, comes
upon you, it will crush you. You will have lost
the moral muscle you should be exercising now
to keep it in good working order and develop it
well for your own use when you require it. It
would not be worse for you to take a stimulant
or a sedative to wind yourself up to an artificially
pleasurable state when at any time you are not
naturally cheerful—and that is what a too great
love of peace occasionally ends in,”

Evadne waved her ostrich feather fan backward
and forward slowly, and looked out of the window.
She would not even listen to this friendly counsel,
and I felt sure she was making a mistake,

I only saw her once again that summer under
Lady Adeline’s salutary influence, It was a few
days later, and Evadne was in an expansive mood,
She had been spending the day with Lady Adeline,
and the two had been for a drive together, and
had overtaken me on the road and picked me up
on their way back to Hamilton House. I had
been for a solitary ramble, and was then returning
to work, but Evadne said I must go back to tea
with them: *‘For your own sake, because it is a
shame to waste a summer day in work—a glorious
summer day so evidently sent for our enjoy-
ment."”

" The greatest pleasure in life is to be in perfect
condition for the work one loves,” I answered i but
I was settling myself comfortably in the carriage
as I spoke, such is the consistency of man. But
indeed it was not very difficult to persuade me to
idle that afternoon. I had been inclining that way
for weeks, under the influence of the Intoxicating
heat doubtless ; and presently, when I found my-
self comfortably seated on the wide stone terrace
outside the great drawing-room at Hamilton
House, under a shady awning, looking down
upon lawns vividly green and lovely gardens all
aglow with colour and alive with perfume, which
1s the soul of the flowers, I yielded sensuous
service to the hour, and gave myself up to the
enjoyment of it unreservedly.

Mr. Hamilton-Wells was there, making tea in
the precisest manner, and looking more puritanical
than ever. How to reconcile his coldly formal
exterior with the interior from which emanated
his choice of subjects in conversation is a matter
which I have not yet had time to study, although
I am convinced that the solution of the problem
would prove to be of great scientific value and

importance. I was not in the habit of thinking of |

him as either a man or a woman myself, however,
but as a specimen of humanity broadly, and
domestically as a husband whom I always sus-

pected of being a sharp sword of the law, although

I had never obtained the slightest evidence of the

fact.
Lady Adeline was lolling in a low cane chair,

fatigued by her drive, and longing aloud for tea :
and Evadne was flitting about with her hat in her
hand, laughing and talking more than any of us,
She was wearing an art gown, very becoming to
her, and suitable also for such sultry weather, as
Mr. Hamilton-Wells remarked.

‘“1 suppose you are a strong supporter of the
gesthetic dress movement,”’ he said, doubtless

alluding to the graceful freedom of her delicate

primrose draperies,
‘“Not at all,” she answered, seating herself on
the arm of a chair near Lady Adeline, and open-

ing her fan gently as she spoke.

I was inspired to ask for more tea just then,
Mr. Hamilton-Wells poured it out and handed it
to me. ‘' You take milk,"” he informed me, ‘‘ but
no sugar,” Then he folded his hands and re-
commenced. ‘‘To return to the original point of
departure,” he began, ‘‘which was modern dress,
if I remember rightly "—he smiled round upon
us all, knowing quite well that he remembered
rightly—*‘ that brings us by an obvious route to
another question of the day; I mean the position
of women,. How do you regard their position
at this latter end of the nineteenth century,
Fvadne?"

*“I do not regard it at all, ir I canshelp it,"” she
answered incisively, |

Mr. Hamilton-Wells dropped his outspread
hands upon his knees,

“If I remember rightly,"” he said, ‘‘you take
no interest in politics either. That is quite a
phenomenon at this latter end of the nineteenth
century,"

““I have my duties—the duties of my social
position, you know,” she answered, ‘‘and my
own little pursuits as well, neither of which I can
neglect for the affairs of the world.” |

** But are they enough for you?" Lady Adeline
ventured, |

Evadne glanced up

: to see what she meant, and
then smiled.

““The wisdom of ages is brought

‘to the training of each little girl,"” she said; “‘and

to fit her for her position, she is taught that a
woman's one object in life is to be agreeable.”
- “*You mean that a woman of decided opinions
IS-not an agreeable person?” Lady Adeline asked.
" Decided opinions must always be offensive to
those who don't hold them,” Evadne rejoined.
‘*A woman must know that the future welfare
of her own sex, and the progress of the world at
large, depend upon the action of women now,
and the success attending it,” Angelica observed
comprehensively. : =
"' Xes, but she knows also that her own comfort
and convenience depend entirely on her neutrality,”
Evadne answered, ‘‘ It is not high-minded to be
neutral, I know, when it is put in that way ; but
a woman who is so becomes exactly what the
average man, taken at his word, would have her
be, and he is, we are assured, the proper person
to legislate,” . _ |
She looked at us all ‘defiantly as she spoke, and
furled her fan ; and just at that moment Colonel
Colquhoun joined us. He had come to foteh her,
and his entrance gave a new turn to the con-
versation, | |

‘““It has been oppressivel SR
observed., ppressively hot all day,” he

‘eXes; Lady Adeline answered, ‘‘and I do so
IorLg for the mountains in weather like this."
Oh, do you?"” said Evadpe, ““Are you

e T
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subject to the magnet of the mountains? I am
not. ‘I do not want to feel the nothingness of
man ; I like to believe ‘in his greatness, in his
infinite possibilities, I like to think of life as a
level plain over which we can gallop to some goal
—T don’t know what, but something desirable ;
and the actual landscape pleases me best so. The
great tumbled mountains make me melancholy,
they are always foreboding something untoward,
even at the best of times; but the open spaces,
windswept and evident—I love them, I am at
home on them. I can breathe there—I am free.”

This was the natural woman at last, in her
aspirations unconsciously showing herself superior
to the artificial creature she was trying to be.

‘*1 hate the melancholy mountains,” the ever-
ready Angelica burst forth. ‘I loathe the incon-
stant sea. The breezy plain for a gallop! . It is
there that one feels free!”

Colonel Colquhoun looked at Evadne medita-
tively, and slowly twisted each end of his heavy
blond moustache. **I haven't seen you riding
for some time now," he said, ‘“and it's a pity, for
you've a fine seat on a horse."

I was obliged to make up that night for the
time lost in the afternoon, and the dawn had
broken when at last I put my work away, I
opened the study windows wider to saluteit, A
lark was singing somewhere out. of sight—

Die Lerche, die im auge nicht,
Doch immer in den ohren ist—

and the ripples of undecipherable sound struck
some equally inarticulate chord of sense, and fell
full-fraught with association. = The breeze, mur-
murous amongst the branches, set theleavesrusthing
like silk attire. Did I imagine it, or was there
really a faint sweet perfume of yellow gorse in the
air? A thrush on a bough below began to flute
softly, trying its tones before it burst forth, giving
full voice to its enthusiasm in oneée clear call,
eloquent of life and love and longing, and all
expressed in just three notes—crotchet, quaver,
crotchet and rest—which shortly shaped them-
selves to a word in my heart, a word of just three
syllables, the accent being on the penultimate—
‘‘ E-vad-ne! E-vad-nel”

Good heavens ! :

I roused myself. Not a proper state of mind
certainly for a man of my years and pursuits.
Why, how old was I? Thirty-five—not so old in
one way, yet ten years older at least than—stop—
sickly sentimentality. *‘ Life isreal, life is earnest,”
and there must be no dreams of scented gorse, of
posing in daffodil draperies, for me. Must take a
holiday and rest—take my ‘‘agreeable ugliness ™
off (I was amused when the Heavenly Twins
told me their mother talked of my ‘‘agreeable
ugliness” ; but, now, did I like it? No. I was
cynical when I said it), take my °‘‘agreeable
ugliness” off to the mountains — ‘' Turn thine
eyes unto the mountains "—the magnet of the
mountains. Yes, I felt it, I delighted to do so.
I was not morbid. To the mountains! to the
cold which stays corruption, the snows which are
pure, and the eternal silence! By ten o'clock

- that night I was well on my way.

CHAPTER XI

I WENT abroad that year for my holiday, but
spent the last weck of it in London on my way
home, * All the vapours of sentimentality had

e

disappeared by that time. My nerves had been
braced in the Alps, my mind had been calmed
and refreshed by the warm blue Mediterranean,
my sense of comparison emphasised in Egypt,
where I perceived anew the law of mutability, the
inevitable law, by the decree of which the human
race is etermal, while we, its constituent atoms,
have but a moment of intensity to blaze and burn
out. Perishable life and permanent matter are we,
with a limit that may be prolonged in idea by
such circumstances as we can dwell on with
delight, one love-lit day being longer in the record
than whole monptonous years. It 1s good to live
and love, but if we possess the burden of life
unrelieved by the blessing of love, or the hope of
it, well—why despair? Man is matter animated
by a series of emotions, the majority cf which are
pleasurable. Disappointment ends like success,
and the futile dust of nations offers itself in
evidence of the vanity of all attributes except
wisdom, the wisdom that teaches us to accept the
inevitable silently, and endure our moment with
equally undemonstrative acquiescence, whether it
comes full-fraught with the luxury of lhving, or
only brings us that which causes us to contemplate
of necessity, and without shrinking, the crowning
dignity of death.

1 had come back ready for work, and could
have cheerfully dispensed with that week's delay
in London; but I had promised it to an old
friend, in failing health, whom I would not dis-
appoint. |

The people at Morne, the Kilroys, the Hamilton-
Wellses, the Colquhouns, all my circle of intimate
friends, had fallen into the background of my
recollection during my tour abroad; but, now
again, when I found myself so near them, the old
habitual interests began to be dominant. I had
sent notes to apologise for not wishing them good-
bye before my sudden departure, but I had not
written to any of them or heard from them during
my absence, and did not know where they might
all be at the moment; and I was just wondering
one night as I walked toward Piccadilly from the
direction of the Strand—I was just wondering if
they were all as I had left them, if the civil war,
as Angelica called it, was being waged as actively
as ever between herself and Evadne upon the all-
important point—and that made me think of
Evadne herself. 1 had banished her name from
my mind for weeks, but now some inexplicable
trick of the brain suddenly set her before me as 1
oftenest saw her, sitting at work in the wide west
window overlooking the road, and glancing up
brightly at the sound of my horse's hoofs or
carriage wheels as I rode or drove past, to salute
me. A lady might wait and watch so at ac-
customed hours for her lover ; but he would stop;
and she would open the window, and lean out
with a flower in her hand for him, and perhaps
she would kiss it before she tossed it to him, and
he would catch it and go on his way rejoicing—a
pretty poetical dream and easy of fulfilment, if
only one could find the lady, suitably circum-
stanced.

I had arrived at Piccadilly Circus by this time,
at the turn into Regent Street where the cmni-
buses stop, and was delayed for a moment or two
by the casual crowd of loiterers and people
struggling for places, and by those who were
alighting from the various vehicles. Not being 1n
any hurry myself, it amused me to observe the
turmoil, the play of human emotion which
appeared distinctly on the faces of those who
approached ‘me and were lost to sight again as
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soon s seen in the eddy and whirl of the crowd.
There was temper here, and tenderness there : this
person was steadily bent on business, that on
pleasure, and one fussy little man escorting his
family somewhere was making the former of the
latter. ‘There were two young lovers alone with
their love so far as any outward consclousness of
the crowd was concerned ; and there was a young
wife silent and sad beside a neglectful elderly
husband. It was the ‘buses from the West End [
was watching. One had just moved off toward
the Strand, and another pulled up in its place,
and the people began to alight—a fat man first
in a frenzy of haste, a sallow priest whose soul
seemed to sicken at the sight of the seething mass
of bumanity amongst which he found himsclf, fr_:mr
he hesitated perceptibly on the step, like a child in
a bathing machine who shrinks from the water,
before he descended and was engulfed in the
crowd. A musician with his instrument in a case,
two fat women talking to each other, a little
Cockney work-girl and her young man, and then
—a lady. There could be no mistake about her
social status. The conductor, standing by the
step, recognised it at once, and held out his arm
to assist her. The gaslight flared full upon her
face, the expression of which was somewhat set.
She wore no veil, and if she did not court
observation, she certainly did not shun it. She
was quietly but richly dressed, and had one seen
her there on foot in the morning, one would have
surmised that she was out shopping, and looked
for the carriage which would probably have been
following her ; but a lady, striking in appearance
and of distinguished bearing, alighting composedly
from an omnibus at Piccadilly Circus between
nine and ten at night, and calmly taking her way
alone up Regent Street, was a sight which would
have struck one as being anomalous even if she
had been a stranger. But this lady was no stranger
to me. I should have recognised her figure and
carriage had her countenance been concealed. I
had turned hot and cold at the first foreshadowing
of her presence, and would fain have found
myself mistaken, but there was no ossibility of
a doubt. She passed me without haste and so
close that I could have laid my hand upon her
shoulder. But Ilet her go in sheer astonishment.
What, in the name of all that is inexplicable, was
Evadne doing there alone at that time of night ?
Such a proceeding was hardly decent, whatever
her excuse, and it was certainly not safe, This last
reflection aroused me, and I started instantly to
follow her, intending to overtake her, and impose
my escort upon her. She was out of sight,
because she had turmed the corner, but she could
not have gone far, and I hurried headlong after

her, nearly upsetting a man who met me face to
face as 1 doubled into Re ent Street. It was

Colonel Colquhoun himself in a joyful mood
evidently, and for once I conld have blessed his
blinding potations, He recognised me, but had
apparently passed Evadne,

‘““Ah, me boy, you here!” ha exclaimed, with
an assuniption of facetious donhomie particularly
distasteful to me. ‘‘ All the world lives in London,

I think! It's where you'll always come across
anyone you want. Sly dog | Following a lady,
I'll. be bound! By Jove! 1 wouldn’t have

thought it of you, Galbraith | But you'll not find
anything choice in Regent Strect. Come with
me, and I'll introduce you"-—

" Excuse me,” I interrupted, and hurried away
from the brute. How had he missed Ilvadne?
Perhaps he was looking the other way., But what
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a position for her to be in,  Supposing he had
recognised her, my being so close would haye
made it nong the better for her. And could [ be
sure that he had not seen her? 1 did not think he
was the kind of man, with all his faults, to la a
trap even for an enemy whom he suspected . gut
still, one never knows,

Evadne was far ahead by this time, but the
places of amusement were still open, and therefore
there were few people in Regent Street, It is not
particularly well-lighted, but I was soon near
enough to make her out by her graceful, dignified
carriage, which contrasted markedly with that of
every other woman and girl I saw.  In any other
place her bearing would have struck me as that of
a person accustomed to consideration, even if I
had not known her; but here, jud ing by the
confident way she held her head up, Ishould have
been inclined to set her down either as a most
abandoned person, or as one who was quite
unconscious of anything peculiar in her present
proceedings., In another respect, too, she was
very unlike the women and girls who were loitering
about the strect, peering up anxiously into the
face of every man they met. Evadne seemed to
see no one, and passed on her way, superbly
indifferent to any attention she might be attract-
ing. The distance between us had lessened
considerably, and 1 could now have overtaken
her easily, but I hesitated, I could not decide
whether it would be better to join her, or merely
to keep her in sight for her own safety, 1 was
inclined to blame her severely for her recklessness.
She bad already passed her husband, and might
meet half the deplt, or be recognised by Heaven
knows whom, before she got to the top of the
street ; and, as it was, she was attracting
considerable attention. Scarcely a man met her
who did not turn when he had passed, and look
after her; and any one of these might be an
acquaintance. My impulse had been to insist
upon her getting into a hansom, and allowing me
to see her , but it had occurred to me,
upon reflection, that I might compromise her more
fatally by being seen with her under such cir
cumstances than could happen if she went alone,

While T hesitated, a tall thin man with a grey
beard, whom I thought I recognised from photo-
graphs seen in shop windows, met her, stared
hard as he passed, stood a minute looking after
her, and then turned and followed her, If he
were the man 1 took him to be, he would probably
know her, and my first impression was that he
did so, and had "recognised her, and been, like
myself, too astonished to speak. If so, he quickly
recovered himself, and, as he evidently intended
to address her now, I was half inclined to resign
my responsibility to him, Then I thought that
if I joined her also nothing could be said. Two
men of known repute may escort a lady anywhere
and at any time. I quickened my steps, but pur-
posely let him speak first,

Coming up with her from behind, he began in

a tone which was more caressing than respectful.
"It is a fine night,” he said.

Evadne started visibly, looked at him, and

shrank two steps away : but she answered, in a
voice which T could hardly recognise as hers, it
was so high and strident, ‘I should call it a
chilly night,” she said,
" Well, yes, perhaps,” he answered, ‘' for the
time of the year. Are youy going for a walk?"”

I—I don't know,” she replied, looking doubt-
fully on ahead,

She was walking at a pretty rapid rate as it was,

i
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and her elderly interlocutor had some difficulty in | her husband, and it hurt her less to know than to
keeping up with her, suspect. Put I could not really believe that
‘““ Perhaps if we turned down one of these side | Evadne would do such a thing for any reason
strects to the left, it would be quieter, and we | whatever. She was fearlessly upright and honest
could talk,” he suggested. about her actions; and her self-respect would
‘“1 don’t think 1 want cither to be quiet or to | have restrained her if ever an isolated impulse

T . N N ROy TR — e —,

r b g cai ol T e o e B

talk,” she said, suddenly recovering her natural
voice and tone.

“Well, what do you want, then ?” he asked,

She looked up at him, and slackened her speed.
““ Perhaps, since you are so good as to trouble
yourself about me at all,” she said, “'I may
venture to ask if you will kindly tell me where
in London I am?"” i

His manner instantly changed. ‘“You are in
Regent Street,” he answered.

“And that lighted place behind us, where the
crowd is—what is that 2"

““You must mean Piccadilly Circus."”

‘“And if I walk on what shall I come to?”

““Oxford Street. You don't secem to know
London. Don't you live here?”

““I do not live in London."”

“You have lost your way, perhaps; can 1
direct you anywhere ?" :

““No, thank you,” she answered. *‘‘I can get
into a hansom, you know, when I am tired of
this.”

“If T might venture to advise, I should say do
so at once,” he rejoined, slightly raising his hat
as he spoke, and then he slipped behind her, and
furtively hurried across the street, a considerably
perplexed man, I fancied, and, judging by the
way he peered to right and left as he went, one
who was suffering from sonie sudden dislike to
being recognised.

Evadne paid as little heed to his departure as
she had done to his approach., A few steps
farther brought her to a stand of hansom cabs.
She hesitated a moment, and then got into one.
I took the next, and directed the driver to follow
her, being determined either to see her back to
her friends, or to interfere if I found that she
meant to continue her ramble, Her driver struck
into Piccadilly at the next turn, and then drove
steadily west for about half an hour. By that
time we had come to a row of handsome houses,
at one of which he stopped, and my man stopped
also at an intelligent distance behind, but Evadne
never looked back. She got out and ascended
the steps with the leisurely air peculiar to her.
‘The door was opened as soon as she rang, and
she entered. A moment later a footman came
out on to the pavement and paid the driver, with
whom he excﬁanged a remark or two. As he
returned, the light from the hall streamed out
upon him, and 1 saw, with a sense of relief which
made me realise what the previous tension had
been, that he wore the Hamilton-Wells livery,
and then I recognised the Hamilton-Wells' town
house. The driver of the now empty hansom
turned his horse, and walked him slowly back in
the direction from which he had come. The
incident was over; but what did it all mean?
The whole thing seemed so purposeless. What
had taken her out at all? as it some jealous
freak? Women have confessed to me that they

- watch their husbands habitually. One said she

did it for Jove of excitement : there was always a
risk of being caught, and nothing else ever amused

“her balf so much. Another declared she did it

because she could not afford to employ a private
detective, and she wanted to have evidence always
ready in case it should suit her to part from her

S'I'

bad impelled her to such a proceeding., But
still—

“Will you wait until the lady returns, sir?”
the driver asked at last, peeping down upon me
through the trap in the roof, If he had not
spoken 1 might have sat there half the night,
Euz.zling out the problem. Now, however, that

e had roused me, I determined to leave it for the
present, 1 remembered my duty to the friend
with whom 1 was staying, and hurried back,
resolving to go to Evadne herself next day, and
ask her point blank to explain. [ believed she
would do so, for in all that concerned her cwn
pursuits—the doings of the day—I had always
found her almost curiously frank. After this wise
determination, I ought to have been philosopher
enough to sleep upon the matter, but her lady-
ship's escapade cost me my night's rest, and took
me to her early next morning, in an angry and
irritable mood.

I sent up my card, and Evadne received me at
once in Lady Adeline’s boudoir.

““I'nis is an unexpected pleasure,” she said,
““How did you know I was in town?"

““1 saw you in Regent Strcet last night,” I
answered bluntly, ‘“What were you doing
there?"”

““What were you doing there yourself?” she
said.

The question took me aback completely, and
the more so as it was asked with an unmistakable
flash of merriment. | ;

‘“ Answer me my question first,” I said. ‘‘You
could have no business out alone in London at
that time of night, laying yourself open to insult.”

““1 don't recognise your right to question me at
all,” she answered, unabashed.

““1 have the right of any gentleman who does
his duty when he sees a lady making "' —

‘““ A fool of herself? Thanks,"” she said, laugh-
ing. ‘‘The privilege of protecting a woman, of
saving her even in spite of herself from the effects
of her own indiscretion, i1s one of which a man
scldom avails himself, and 1 did not understand

ou at first. Excuse me. But how do you know

could have no business out at that time of night ?
Do you imagine that you know all my duties in
life?”

I was bewildered by her confidence—by her
levity, I may say, but I persisted.

““I cannot believe that you had any business or
duty which necessitated your being in a disreput-
able part of London alone late at night,” I said.
““But I hope you will allow me the right of an
intimate friend to warn you if you run risks—in
your ignorance."

“Or to reprove me if 1 do so with my eyes
open?” she suggested.

““To ask for an explanation, at all events, if 1
do not understand what your motive could be.”

“You are very kind,” she said. **You want
me 1o excuse myself if I can, otherwise you will
be forced to suspect something unjustifiable.”

““That is the literal truth.,” I answered. "~

She laughed. ‘‘But you have not answered
my question,” she said. ‘* What were you doing

| there yourself? "

'*I had been dining at the Charing Cross Hotel

2k husband at any time. Another said she loved ! with a friend who had just returned from India,”
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I told her, ‘““and I was walking back to the house ! said. ‘‘I ventured to hope you would make use

of the friend with whom I am staying. e lives

in a street off Piccadilly.” ’
‘“ But what were you doing in Regent Street?’
‘““ Following you."
She laughed again. ‘‘Did you see that old
man speak to me?” she asked.
FeYes®
‘‘ Horrid old creature, is he not? He gave me
such a start! Did you recognise him?"

T Yes .
““T did not at first, but when I did, I thought I

would make him useful.” She meditated for a
little, then she said, ‘‘ It did me good.”

““What? " I asked.

““That start,” she replied.  ‘‘It quite roused
me. But, now, tell me. I should never have
supposed that you had no business an}_ﬂvhercft
any time; why are you not equally charitable?

I was silent.

‘“ Tell me what you think took me there?"

‘“An unholy curiosity,” I blurted out,

““That is' an unholy inspiration which has only
just occurred to you, and you cannot entertain
the suspicion for a moment,”’ she said.

This was true.

‘‘ But, after all,” she pursued;‘‘what business
have you to take me to task like this? It is not
a professional matter.”

““1 don't know that,” I answered. This was
another inspiration, and it disconcerted her, for
she changed countenance.

““You have a nice opinion of me!" she
exclaimed. |

““I have the highest opinion of you,” I
answered, ‘‘and nobody knows that better than
yourself. But what am I to think when I find
you acting without any discretion whatever?’’

« “ Think that I am at the mercy of every way-
ward impulse.”

“But I know that you are not,” I replied ;
“and I am unhappy about you. Will you trust
me? Will you explain? Will you let me help
youilf I can? I believe there is some trouble at
the bottom of this business, Do tell me all about
it

“Well, T wi/l explain,” she said, still laughing.
"I was driving past, and seeing you there, I
thought I would horrify you, so I stopped the
carriage''—

‘“* You got out of an omnibus !” I exclaimed.

“ Well, that was my carriage for the time
being,” she answered, in no way disconcerted.
“You do not expect me to own that I was in an
omnibus, do you?"

““I wish you would be serious for a moiment,”’
I remonstrated. ‘‘I wish you would tell me the
truth,”

“As I always do tell the truth if T tell anything,
I think we had better let the subject drop,” she
said, with a sigh, as if she were tired of it.

“sYou mean you cannot tell me?”

‘““"That is what I mean.”

I reflected for a moment. “‘ Does Lady Adeline
know that you were out last night?"” I asked.

‘“No,"” she replied. *‘She was out herself, and
[ returned before she did.” '

** Then you have not told her either?”

She shook her head. )

*“1 would really rather you confided in her than
in me, if you can.”

““Thank you,"” she answered drily,

““Can you?" I persisted,

‘“No, I cannot,” was the positive rejoinder,

I rose to go, '“Forgive my officiousness,” |

of me, but I am afraid I have been forcing my
services upon you too persistently.” |

She rose impulsively, and held out both hands
to me. ‘I wish I could thank you,” she said,
looking up at me frankly and affectionately, ]
wish I could tell you how much I appreciate your
goodness to me, and all your disinterestedness. I
wish I deserved i1t!"” She clasped my hands
warmly as she spoke, then dropped them ; and
instantly I became conscious of an indescribable
sense of relief, and prepared to depart at once’:
but she stopped me again with a word as I
opened the door.

‘“ Dr. Galbraith,” she began, with another flash
of merriment, ‘‘ tell me, you were horrified, now,
were you not? " |

I jammed my hat on my head and left her, I
did not mean to slam the door, but her levity had
annoyed me, I fancied her laughing as I de-
scended  the stairs, and wondered at her mood,
and yet I was reassured by it. She would not
have been so merry if there had been anything
really wrong, and it was just possible that the half-
explanation she had given me and withdrawn was
the true one. She might have been in an omnibus
for once for some quite legitimate reason, and
while it waited at Piccadilly Circus she might have
seen me as she had described, and got out in a
moment of mischief to astonish me. If that were
her object, she had certainly succeeded, and it
seemed to me more likely than that she should just
have gone and returned for the sake of doing an
unusual thing, which was the only other explana-
tion that occurred to me.

I saw Lady Adeline before I left the house, and
found that Colonel Colquhoun was not staying
with them, nor did she seem to know that he had
been 1n town, |

CHAPTER XII

A CRUEL misfortune robbed me of a near relation
at this time, and added the rank of baronet, with
a considerable increase of fortune, to my other re-
sponsibilities, The increase of fortune was wel-
come In one way, as it enabled me to enlarge a
small private hospital which I had established on
my Fountain Towers estate, for the benefit of poor
patients,  Attending to these, and to the build-
Ings which were at once put in progress, was the
one absorbing interest of my life at that time.
During the next three months I only called once
on Evgtdne. and that was a mere formal visit which
[ felt in duty bound to pay her. I did not drive
past the house, either, oftener than I could help ;
but when I was obliged to go that way I saw her,
Sitting' sewing in her accustomed place, and she
would smile and bow to me—>brightly at first, but
after a time with a wistful, weary expression, or |
fancied so. It was of necessity a hurried glimpse
that I had, although my horse would slacken his
speed of his own accord as we approached the
holly hedge that bounded her bowaer ; but I began
to be uneasily aware of a change in her appear-
ance, 1 might be mistaken, but I certainly
thought her eyes looked unnaturally large, as if
her cheeks had fallen away, and the little patient
face was paler, Inthe early summer, when she was
well, ‘she had been wont to flush upon the least
occasion, but now ber colour did not vary, and I
suspected that she was again shutting herself up
too much,  Mrs, Orton Beg was at Eraylingay:
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Diavolo was keeping his grandfather company at
Morne, the Kilroys were in town, the Hamilton-
Wellses had gone to Egypt, and Colonel Colqu-
houn had taken two nionths’ Jeave and gone
abroad also, so that she-had no one near her for
whom she had any special regard. Colonel Col-
quhoun had called on me before he left, and told

““Ohno! Thatwould be impossible. Itisin the
tones of voices as I hear them ; in the expression
of faces as I see them ; in the subtle, indescrib-
able perception of the significance of events, and
their intimate relation to each other and influence
on the lives of my dream friends, that the whole
charm lies. Such impressions are too delicate for

.-_L
™

tion she came to me.

me he was sure Evadne would hope to see a good
deal of me during his absence, and he wished I
would look after her — professionally I inferred,
and of course I was always prepared to do so,
But, so far, she had not required my services,
happily, and for the rest—well, my time was fully
occupied, and I found it did not suit me to go to
As-You-Like-It. 'When I noticed the change in her
appearance, however, I began to think I would
look in some day, just to see how she really was;
but before I could carry out the half-formed inten-
It was during my consult-
ing hours, and I was sitting at my writing table,
seecing my patients in rotation, when her name
was announced. She sauntered in in her usual
leisurely way, shook hands with me, and then
subsided into the easy-chair on my right, which
was placed facing the window for my patients to
occupy.

‘“] have a cold,"” she said, ‘“and a pain under
my right clavicle, and the posterior lobe of my
brain—oh dear, 1 have forgotten it all!"” she
broke off, laughing. ‘‘ How ska/l I make you
understand ? "’ ' |

““You are in excellent spirits,” I observed, ‘‘if
you are not in very good health.”

‘“No, believe me,”" she answered. ‘‘ The plea-
sure of seeing you again enlivened me for a
moment ; but [ am really rather down."

I had been considering her attentively from a
professional point of view while she was speaking,
and saw that this was true.. The brightness
which animated her when she entered faded
immediately, and then 1 saw that her face was
thin and pale and anxious in expression. Her

cyes wandered somewhat restlessly ; her attitude |

betokened weakness. She had a little worrying
cough, and her pulse was unequal.

““What have you been doing with yourself
lately?"” I asked, turning to my writing table and
taking up a pen, when I had ascertained this last
fact. |

“ Dreaming,” she said.

The answer struck me,. ‘‘Dreaming,” I re-
peated to myself, and then aloud to her, while I
affected to write. ‘' Dreaming?" I said. ‘' What
about, for example?"

““Oh ! the Arabian Nights, the whole thousand

and one of them, would not be long enough to |

tell you,” she replied.” *‘I think my dreams have
lasted longer already.”

‘“ Are you speaking of day-dreams?' I asked.

“Yes,

“You imagine things as you sit at work,
perhaps?” -

““Yes,” She spoke Hanguidly, and evidently
attached no special significance either to my ques-
tions or her own answers, which was what I
wished. ‘‘Yes, that is my best time. While I
work, I live in a world of my own creating ; in a
beautiful happy dream-—at least it was so once,"
she added, with a sigh. R

‘1 have heard you say you did not care to read
fiction. You prefer to make your own stories, is
that the reason?"” |
+ “*T suppose so,” she said; ‘“but I never
thought of it before." '

,  '“And you never write these imaginings ?"

reproduction, even if I had the mind to try. De-
scribing them would be as coarse a proceeding as
eating a flower after inhaling its perfume.”

““Did I understand you to say that this is the
habit of years? Has your inner life been com-
posed of dreams ever since you were a child? ™

‘“No,"” she replied. ‘‘I don’t think as a child
I was at all imaginative, I liked to learn, and
whern I was not learning I lived an active, outdoor
life,”

‘““Ah! Then you bhave acquired the habit since
you grew up?”
'“Yes. , . It came on by. degrees.. I .used jto

think of how things might be different ; that was
the way it began. I tried to work out schemes of
life iIn my head, as I would do a game of chess;
not schemes of life for myself, you know, but such
as should save other people from being very miser-
able. I wanted to do some good in the world,"—
she paused here to choose her words,—*‘ and that
kind of thought naturally resolves itself into action,
but before the impulse to act came upon me I had
made it impossible for myself to do anything, so
that when it came I was obliged to resist it, and
then, instead of reading and reflecting, I took to
sewing for a sedative, and turned the trick of
thinking how things might be different into
another channel.”

She was unconsciously telling me the history of
her married life, showing me a lonely woman grad-
ually losing her mental health for want of active
occupation and a wholesome share of the work of
the world to take her out of herself, To a certain
extent, then, I had been right in my judgment of
her character. Her disposition was practical, not
contemplative ; but she had been forced into the
latter attitude, and the consequence was, perhaps
—well, it might be a diseased state of the mind ;
but that I had yet to ascertain. _

‘““And are you happy in your dreams?"” I
inquired.

“I was,"” she said; ‘‘but my dreams are not
what they used to be,”

‘“ How ?" 1 asked.

‘At first they were pleasant,” she answered.
‘“ When I sat alone at work, it was my happiest
time, I was master of my dreams then, and let
none but pleasant shapes present themselves,
But by degrees—I don’t know how—I began to
be intoxicated. My imagination ran away with
me. Instead of indulging in a day-dream now
and then, when I liked, all my life became ab-
sorbed in delicious imaginings, whether I would
or not. Working, walking, driving: in church ;
anywhere and at any time, when I could be alone
a moment, I lived. in my world apart. If people
spoke to me, I awoke and answered them ; but
real life was a dull thing to offer, and the daylight

| very dim compared with the movement and bright-

ness of the land I lived in—while I was master of
my dreams."

““ Then you did not remain master of them
always? "

““No. By degrees they mastered me ; and
now I am their puppet, and they are demons that
torment me, When I awake in the morning, I
wender what the haunting thought for the day
will be ; and- before I have finished dressing it is
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~ upon me asa rule. At first it was not incessant,
but now the trouble in my head is awful.

But she had said enough for
the present. The ecoOnfession was ingenuously
made, and evidently without intention. I merely
asked a few more questions about her general
health, and then sent her home to nurse her cold,
promising to call and see how it was the next
day.

{thn I opened my case book to make a note
of her visit and a brief summary of the symptoms
she had described and betrayed, 1 hesitated a
moment ebout the diagnosis, and finally decided
to write provisionally for my guidance, or rather
by way of prognosis, the one word, ‘* Hysteria ! "’

CHAPTER XIII

NEXT day I found that Evadne’s cold was de-
cidedly worse, and as the weather was severe I
ordered her to stay in her own rooms.

““Am I going to be ill ?"’ she asked.

‘“No," I answered, pooh-poohing the notion.

““Doctor, you dash my hopes !' she said. I
am always happy when I am ill. It 75 such a
relief.”

I had heard her use the phrase twice before,
but it was only now that I saw her meaning.
Physical suffering was evidently a relief from the
mental misery, and this proved that the trouble
was of longer standing than I had at first sus-
pected, She had used the same expression, I
remembered, when I first attended her during
that severe attack of pneumonia.

Colonel Colquhoun had returned, she told me,
but I did not see him that day, as he was out.
Next morning, however, I came earlier on pur-
pose, and encountered him in the hall. He was
not in uniform, I was thankful to see, for he was
very apt to assume his orderly room manners
therewith, and they were decidedly objectionable
to the average civilian, whatever military men
might think of them.

"“Ah, how do you do?” he said. ‘“So you've
been having honours thrust upon you? Well, I
congratulate you, I'm sure, sincerely, in so far
as they are a pleasure to you ; but I condole with
you from the bottom of my heart for your loss.
F'm afraid Mrs. Colquhoun is giving you more
trouble. Now, don't say the trouble’s a pleasure,
for I'll not believe a word of it, with all you have
to occupy you.”

"It is no pleasure to see her ill,” I answered.
“ How is she to-day?”

“‘Onmyword I can’t tell you, because I haven't
seen her. I haven't the enfrée to her private
apartments. But come and see my new horse,”
he broke off—he was in an exceedingly good
humour—‘‘I got him in Ireland, and I'm inclined
to think him a beauty, but I'd like to have your
opinion. It's worth having.”

The horse was like Colonel Colquhoun himself,
showy ; one of those high steppers that put their
feet down where they lift them up almost, and
~gct over no ground at all to speak of, Having
occupied, without compunction, in inspecting this
animal, half an hour of the time he considered
too precious to be wasted on his wife, Colonel
Colquhoun summoned Evadne’s maid to show
me upstairs, and cheerfully went his way,

But that remark of his about the enzr¢ to his
wife’s apartments had made an impression, I
was in duty bound to follow up any clue to the

cause of her present state of mind, and here was
perhaps a morbid symptom,

“Why have you quarrelled with your hus-
band?” I asked in my most matter-of-course tone,
aslsoon as I was seated, and had heard about her
cold.

I have not quarrelled with my husband,” she
answered, evidently surprised,

““Then what does he mean by saying that he
hasn't the enz74e to your private apartments?”

‘T am sure he made no complaint about that,”
she answered tranquilly.

This was true. He had merely mentioned the
fact casually, and notas a thing that affected his
comfort or happiness in any way.

*“ Colonel Colquhoun and I are better friends
now, if anything, than we have ever becen,” she
added of fxer own accord, with inquiry in her
eyes, as if she wanted to know what could have
made me think otherwise.

I should have said myself that they were ex-
cellent friends, but what precisely did ‘‘{riends "
mean? I scented gomething anomalous here.
However, it was not a point that I considered it
advisable to pursue. I had ascertained that there
was nomorbid feeling in the matter, and that was
all that I required to know. I only paid her a
short visit that morning, and did not return for
two days; but I had been thinking seriously
about her case in the interval, and carefully pre-
pared to inquire into it particularly; and an
evident increase of languor and depression gave
me a good opening,

‘“Tell me how you are to-day,”
‘““ Any trouble?”

‘“The worry in my head is awful!” she ex-
claimed. ‘‘Let me go downstairs. I am better
there."

She was essentially a child of light and air and
movement, requiring sunshine indoors as well as
out to keep her in health. An Italian proverb
says where the sun does not come, the doctor
does, and this had been only too true in her case.
It was pure animal instinct which had made the
west window of the drawing-room her favourite
place. Nature, animal and vegetable, is under
an imperative law to seek the sun, and she had
unconsciously obeyed it for her own good. Bt
she required more than that transient gleam in
the western window ; a sun bath daily, when it
could be had, is what I should have prescribed
for her ; and from her next remark I judged that
she had discovered for herself the harm which the
deprivation of light was doing her.

““I can see the sun all day long beyond the
shadow of the house,” she continued, ‘‘but I
want to feel it too. I would like it to shine on
me in the early morning and wake me up and
warm me. ‘There is no heat so grateful ; and I
only feel half alive in these dark, damp rooms.
I never had bronchitis or was delicate at all in
any way until we came here. Let me go down,
won't you?”

““ Well, as your cold is so much better, you may
go downstairs if you like. But you mustn’t go
out,” I answered. ‘‘How are you going to
amuse yourself?”

“ Oh!"—she looked around the room as if in
search of something—*‘I don’t know exactly.
Work, I suppose.” |

“You don't read much ?”

‘“ No, not now,"” she answered, leaning forward
with her hands clasped on her lap, and looking
dreamily into the fire.

""Does that mean that you used to read

I began.
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1 I pursued, ‘‘You have plenty of books
fg;'e 1ooked toward the well-filled cases. ‘* Yes,"
she said, ‘‘old friends. I seldom open any of

"
-

" them now."’
~ Do you never feel that they reproach you for
* losing interest in them P
" She smiled. ‘I think perhaps they atre re-
~ lieved because I have ceased from troubling them
" __from requiring more of them than they could
 give me,” she answered, smothering a sigh.
“ « May I look at them?” I asked, anticipating
her permission by rising and going toward them.
«“YVes, certainly,” she answered, rising herself,
and following me languidly. The books were
arranged in groups—science, history, biography,
travels, poetry, fiction; with bound volumes of
such periodicals as the Confemporary KReview,
 the Nineteenth Century, and the Westminster,
I read the titles of the volumes in the science
*  divisions with surprise, for she had never betrayed,
nor had I ever suspected, that she had added the
incident of learning to the accident of brains..
But if she knew the contents of but half of these
books well she must be a highly educated woman.
I took out several to see how they had been read,
and found them all carefully annotated, with mar-
ginal notes very clearly written, and containing
apposite quotations from and references to the
best authorities on the various subjects. This
was especially the case with books on the natural
sciences : the physical ones having apparently
interested her less.
‘“These are not very elegant books for a lady’s
boudoir,” she said, referring to the plain dark
bindings. ‘‘I dislike gorgeously bound books,
and could never make a pet of one. They are
like over-dressed people; all one’s care 1S con-
centrated upon their appearance, and their real
worth of character, if they have any, escapes
UHE.:H
«“Were you ever an omnivorous reader?” I
asked.
“ No, I am thankful to say,” she answered, her
natural aptitude for intellectual pursuits overcom-
ing her artificial objection to them, as she looked
at her books and became interested in them in
spite of herself ; “‘for 1 notice that the average
reader who reads much remembers little, and is
absurdly inaccurate. It is as bad to read every-
thing as to eat everything ; the mind, when it is
gorged with a surfeit of subjects, retains none of
them."
She had a fairly representative collection of
French, Italian, and German books, all equally
well read and annotated, each inits own language,
the French and Italian being excellent, but the
German imperfect, although, as she told me, she
liked both the language and the literature very
much the best of the three. ‘‘ German suggested
ideas to me,” she said, ‘‘and that is why I paid
less attention to the construction of the language,
I think. ButI am afraid you will find no elegan-
cies in any tongue I use, for language has always
been to me a vehicle of thought, and not a part
~ ofart to be employed with striking effect. Now,
* here is Carlyle, the arch phrasemaker. I always
* admired him more than 1 loved him ; but his
~ books are excellent for intellectual exercise, He
B forced those phrases from his brain with infinite
~ pains, and, when you take them collectively, you
. find yourself obliged to force them into yours in
- like manner.”
* She had become all interest and animation by
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.?' time, and I had never known her so delightful
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as she was that morning while showing me her

books. She had no objection to lending me any
that I chose, although I told her that I only
wanted them to read her notes. I ook a variety,

but found no morbid tendency in any remark she

had made upon them. _

I paid my visit late in the afterncon next day,

and found Evadne in the drawing-room. She
was standing in the window when % entered, but

came down the room to greet me. '

* T have been watching for you,” she said. ‘1
hoped you would come early. And I bave also
been watching that party of jubilant ducks
waddling down the road. Come and see them.
I believe they belong to us. They must have
escaped from the yard. But aren’t they enjoying
the ramble! That old drake is quite puffed up
with excitement and importance! He goes along
nodding his head, and sairing again and again to
the ducks, ‘Now, didn’t I tell you so! and aren’'t
you glad you took my advice and came?’ And
all the ducks are smiling and complimenting him
upon his wisdom and courage. They ought to be
driven back, but I haven't the heart to spoil their
pleasure just yet by informing against them,”

I was standing beside her in the window now,
and she looked up at me, smiling as she spoke.
She was brighter under the immediate influence
even of the watery winter sun, now a red ball,
glowing behind the brown brznches of the leafiess
trecs, than she had been in her gloomy north
room ; and I took this lively interest in the adven-
turous ducks to be a glimpse of the joyous, healthy
mind, seeing character in all things animate, and
gifted with sympathy as well as insight, which
must naturally have been hers.

“When am I to go out?’ she asked. ‘I
begin to long for a sight of my fellow-creatures.
I don't want to speak to them. I cnly want to
see them. But I am sociable to that extent—
when I am in my right mind."”

““ Tell me about this mental malady,” I begged.

““ Ah,” she began, laughing up at me, but with
a touch of bitterness. ‘I interest you now! 1
am a case ! You do not flatter me. But I mean
to give you every help in-my power. If only you
could cure mel” She clasped her hands and
held them out to me, the gesture of an instant,
but full of earnest entreaty.

“Come from the window,” I said.
chilly here.”

““Yes, come to the fire,” she rejoined, leading
the way; ‘‘and sit down, and let us have tea,
and talk, and be cosy. You want me to talk
about myself, and 1 will if I can. I was happy
just now, but you see I am depressed in a moment.
It is misery to me to be so variable. And I
constantly feel as if I wanted something—to be
somewhere, or to have something ; I don’t know
where or what : it is a sort of general dissatisfac-
tion, but it is all the worse for not being positive.
If I knew what I wanted, I should be cured by
the effort to obtain it.”

She rang the bell, and began to make up the
fire: and I sat down and watched her because
she liked to do those things in her own house.
“« Strangers wait upon me,” she said; ‘‘but my
friends allow me to wait upon them."”

When the servant had brought tea and retired,
she began again.

‘“ Now question me,” she said, ‘‘and make me
tell you the truth.”

T am sure you will tell me the truth,” 1
asserted.

8 s

““1 am sure I shall try,” she replied ; ““hut I
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am not So sure that I shall succeed. If you | me a moment w15tfulil_v, and I knew she half 1"?
provoke me, I shall fence with you; if you confuse | expected me to explain or make some, excuse ; |
me, I shallunwittingly say ‘yes " when I mean ‘no.” | but I could not, unfortunately, do either without
In fact, I am surprised to find myself confiding | making bad worse. 1 could assure her, however,
this trouble to you at all! * It has come about by | honestly, that I had not lost my respect for her,

accident, but I am very glad ; it is such a relief to “l{lnd I came to see you when you required

speak. DBat how Zas it come about?” she broke | me,” I added. : 4 _

off. '“Did you suspect?” ° But she was not E_atlsﬁ?d. I know Tyour
“* Suspect what? " | philanthropy,” she said. *‘‘But T would rather

. “*That 1 am insane.” have you come as of old because you believe

* ““ You are not insane,” T answered harshly. in me, and like and respect me. I value your
She looked at me as if my words or manner | friendship, and it pains me to find that you can

amused her. ‘I remember now,” she said.. *‘I | only treat me now like any other suffering sinner.

complained of the worry in my head, and then | Is it going to be so always?"” =
‘'ou questioned me.” P t 1 1.8 : : J
3 ¥ ?t is not an uncommon eomplaint,” I rejoined. (*“ Will the child kill me with her .mnoceTlt tatlls? D
“Is it not?" she answered. ““Well, 1 don't She had not alluded to the discontinuance of
know whether to be sorry for the other sufferers, | my visits before. I thought she had not missed
or relieved to think that I am not the only one, | me, .and, being in a double mood, had been
which is what you intend, I believe. “But, doctor, | somewhat hurt by the seeming indifference,
the misery is terrible, especially now that it has | although I would not have had her want me when
become almost incessant. It drives me—fills my | I could not come. Now, however, I was greatly
mind with such dreadful ideas. I have actually | distressed to find the construction she had put

meditated murder lately,” upon my absence, and all the more so because I
* Murder in the abstract, I suppose?”’ could not explain. _
“ No, murder actually, murder for my own ““Do not say that!” I exclaimed. ‘‘You have

benefit, or what I fancy in that mood would be always had, you always will have, my most sincere
for my benefit ; the murder of one poor miserable | respect. It is part of an unhealthy state of mind
creature whom I pity with all my heart and really | which makes you doubt the attachment of your

care for—when I am in my right mind.” friends.,” _
My heart sank. It was not necessary for me She was glad to accept this assertion.  ** Ah,
to know, and I had no inclination to ask, who the | yes!"” she said. “I know the symptoms, but I
‘" one poor miserable creature” was. had forgotten. for the moment. Thank YOI, ;X
""And when the impulse is on you, what do you | am so glad to see you again!” She sighed,
do?" I =aid. leaned back in her chair, folded her hands on her ',

It 1s not an impulse exactly,” she answered ; | lap, and looked at me—¢*if only as a doctor,"” she
“at least, it is nothing which I have ever had | added slowly. ““You have some mysterious
the slightest inclination to act upon. I am just | power over my mind. All great doctors have the
possessed by the idea—whatever it may be—and | power I mean; I wonder what it is. Your very T
then I cannot sit still. T have to rush out.” presence restores me in an extraordinary way.

** Into Regent Street, for example 2" I suggested, | You dispel the worry in my head without a word,
her last remark having thrown a sudden side-light | by just being here, however bad it is. I used to “
upon that occurrence, | long for you so on those days when you never

““Yes,” shesaid. ‘“*ButIdida'tknow I was going | came, and I used to watch for you and be dis-
to Regent Street. I had read of Dickens prowling | appointed when you drove past; but then I
about the streéts of London late at night when he | always said, * He will come to-morrow,” and that
was suffering from the effects of overwork, and | was something to look forward to, I used to
recovering his tranquillity and power in that way, | think at first you would get over my escapade, or
and I thought I would try the experiment ; so I | learn to take another view of it; but then, when
weat out and just walked on until I was tired, and you never came, I gradually lost heart and hope,
then I got into an omnibus, so as to be with the | and that 1s how it was I broke down, I think.”
people, and when it stopped and they all got out, I This guileless confidence affected me painfully.
got out 100, and walked on again, and then that " But I want to discover the secret of a great
horrid old man spoke to me. It was a great | doctor's success,” she pursued. *‘ What is your
shock, but it had the happiest effect. I woke up, | charm? There is something mesmeric about you,
as it were, the moment I got rid of him, and felt | Ithink, something inimical to disease at all events.
quite myself again ; and then I hurried back, as | There is healing in your touch, and your very
you know. You still disapprove? Well, in one | manners make an impression which cures.”

voYs Peraaps you are right; but still it did me " Knowledge, I suppose, has nothing to do with
tgl;md. big S{FE Smlglpei' nndh looked into the fire | it?” I sugges%red, 5rni?lli:;ng_l R |

oughtiuily ; -and then she smiled,” *Forgive ‘““ No, nothing.” : :
me, do!” she said. “T know I behaved bfdly ng, she answered emphatically

: ‘I have carried out directi f ess-
next day, I could not help it. The sudden reilef | fully which had been evicnsty s

to my mind had sent my spirits up inordinately | another doctor
for one thing; and then your face! Your con- You alter the
sternation was really comical! If I had injured |

you irreparably in your estimation of the value of “Well. I | 1o ] |
. your own opinion of people, you could not have » 1 hope to alter the present attitude of

your mind completely,” I answered. ' ‘‘ And to
cared more. But T am SOITy,"very, very sorry,” | res Do p o e el e
she added, with feeling, ‘‘that }"Du.Si};{lld hz{ve ume. I want you to tell me how you feel

previously given to me by
and tried by me without effect,

: attitude of.one’s mind somehow—
that is how you do it, I believe.”

when one of those tormenti thoughts has

lost your respect for me,” assed. D ng thoughts I
: .. Do you -
““ What could make you think that I had lost my %)ained o S i 197 Saying FE

respect for you?"” I asked in surprise “ Onlva : T Sl ) B m g
- ! L] n L 'l‘ 't :
" Because, you know, you have never come to 4 casional pang,” she said, | “T do

: . not allow myself to sorrow or suffer for thoughts
S€€ mE sincc, as' you used to do."”' She looked at ( which ] cannot confrol, I“am*'ﬁtiff'éi‘ing“frg:gﬁ’ﬁ
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morbid state of mind, and it is my duty to fight
against the impulses which it engenders. But my
responsibility begins and ends with the struggle,
And I am quite sure that it is wiser to try and

forget that such ideas ever were than to encourage

them to haunt me by recollecting them even for
purposes of penitential remorse,”

““And when it is not a criminal impulse that
affects you '—

“Criminal!/”" she ejaculated, aghast at the
word.

I had used it on purpose to see its effect upon
her, and was satisfied. The moral consciousness
was still intact,

““Ves,” I persisted. - ** But when it is not an
impulse of that kind, what is it that disturbs your
mind ? "’

“ Thoughts of the suffering, the awful, needless
suffering that there is in the world. The per-
ception of it is a spur which goads me at times
so that I feel as if I could do almost anything to
Jessen the sum of it. But then, you see, my hands
are tied, so that all I can do is think, think,
think."

e We must change that to work, work, work,”
I said.

(It is too late,” she answered despondently.
““ Body and mind have suffered—mind and body.
All that is not wrong in me is weak. 1 would
have it otherwise, yes. But give me some
anodyne to relieve the pain; that is all you can

" do for me now.”

“] will give you no anodyne, either actual or
figurative,” I answered, rising to go. ‘‘If you
had no recuperative force left in you there would
be less energy in your despair. It rests with
yourself now entirely to be as healthy-minded as
ever again if you like.” |

I never could remember whether I said good-
bye to her that day, or just walked out of the
room, like the forgetful boor I sometimes am, with
the words on my lips. |

CHAPTER XIV

- A MEDICAL man who does not keep his moral

responsibility before him in the consideration of a
case must be a very indifferent practitioner, and,
with regard to Evadne, I felt mine to such an
extent that, before the interview was over, I had
decided that T was not the proper person to treat
her. I doubted my judgment for one thing,
which showed that for once my nerve was at
fault : and I had other reasons which it is not
necessary to give. I thercfore determined to run
up to town to consult Sir Shadwell Rock about
her. He was a distinguished colleague and
personal friend of mine, a man of vast experi-
ence, and many years my senior ; and I knew that
if he would treat her, she could not be in better
‘hands. :

~ “When 1left As-You-Like-It' I found that I had
just time to drive to Morningquest and catch the
last train to town. It was a four hours' journey,
but fortunately there was a train in theearly
morning which would bring me back in time for
my own work. | .

T knew Sir Shadwell was in town, and tele-
graphed to him to beg him to see me that night
at half-past eleven if he possibly could, and, on
arriving, 1 found him at home—very much at
home, indeed, in a smoking jacket and slippers
pver a big fire in his own private sanctum, enjoy-

f

ing his bachelor ease with a cigarette and the last
shilling shocker.

I apologised for my untimely visit, but he put
me at my ease at once by cordially assuring me
that I had done him a favour. ‘‘I was going to
a boring big dinner this evening when your tele-
oram arrived, and your coming in this way sug-
gested something sufficiently important to detain
me, <o I sent an excuse, and have had a whole-
some chop, and—eh—a real good Zime,” he added
confidentially, tapping the novelette. = °‘ Extra-
ordinary production this, really. Most enter-
taining. I can't guess who did it, you know, I
can’t indeed—but, my dear boy, to what do I
owe the pleasure? What can I do for you?"

““ First of all give me a wholesome chop if
you have another in the house, for I'm famish-
ing."’

‘““Oh, a thousand pardons for my remissness !~
he exclaimed, ringing the bell vehemently. *‘Of
course you haven't dined. I ought to have thought
of that. Something very important, I suppose?™

‘* A most interesting case.”

““ Mental?™

‘“Yes, A lady.”

«“Well, not another word until you've had
something to eat. Suitable surroundings play
an important part in the discussion of such cases,
and suitable times and seasons also. Just before
dinner one isn’t sanguine, and just after one is too
much so. When you have eaten, take time to
reflect—and a cigarette if you are a. smoker.”
He had been holding his book in his hand all the
time, but now he pottered to a side-table with an
old man’s stiffness, peeped at the paragraph he
had been reading, marked his place with a paper
cutter, and muttered—*'* Very strange, for if she
didn't steal the jewels, who did? Mustn't dip,
though ; spoilsit.” He put the book down, and
returned to me, taking off his spectacles as he
came, and smoothing his thick white hair. ‘‘Now
don't say a word if you've read it,” he cautioned
me. *‘I always owe everybodya grudge who tells
me the plot of a story I'm interested in. But, let
me see, what was I saying? Oh! Take time,
that was it! . There is nothing like letting your-
self settle if you are at all perplexed. When the
memory is crowded with details the mind becomes
muddy, and you must let it clear itself, Thatis
the secret of my own success. In any difficulty
[ have always waited. . Don't try to think. Much
better dismiss the matter from your mind al-
together, make yourself comfortable in the easiest
chair in the room, get a rousing book—the subject
is of no importance, so long as it interests you—
and in half an hour, if the physical well-being is
catisfaetory, you will find the mental tension
gradually relax. Your ideas begin to flow, your
judgment becomes clear, and you suddenly see for
yourself in a way that astonishes you.”

‘“ Then pray oblige me by resuming your seat
and cigarette,” I answered, ‘‘and let me transfer
my difficulty to you while the moment lasts—jeour
moment!"”

“When you have dined,” he said good-
humouredly. ‘‘1 won't hear a word whiie you
are famishing. Tell me how you are yoursel,
and what you are doing.. My. dear boy, 1t is
really a pleasure to see you! Why arent you
married?.’ |

‘“Now, really, do you expect me to answer such
an important question as that with my mind in its
present muddy condition !” I retorted upon him.
‘“ My many reasons are all rioting in my recols
lection, and I can't see one clearly.”
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The old gentleman smiled, and sat patting the
arms of his chair for a little. *‘‘You're lookmg
fagged,” he remarked presenﬂ)':. “Work won't
hurt you, but beware of worry ! _

My dinner was brought to me on a tray at this
instant, and the dear old man got up to see that it
was properly served. He tried the champagne
himself, to be sure it was right, and gave careful
directions about the coffee. His interest in every-
thing was as fresh as a boy's, and nothing he could
do in the way of kindness was ever a trouble to
him. )

*“You have been coming out strong in defence
of morality lately,” I remarked, when I had dined.
““ You have somewhat startled the propricties,

“Startled the pruderies, you mean,” he
answered, bridling. ‘‘The proprieties face any
necessity for discussion with modest discretion,
however painful it may be," g

““ Well, you've done some good, at all events.
I answered. I did not tell him, but only that very
day I had heard it said that his was a2 name which
all women should reverence for what he had done
for some of them.

‘“Well," he said, *‘the clergy have had a long
innings. They have been hard at it for the last
eighteen hundred years, and society is still rotten
at the core. Itis our turn now. But come, draw
up your chair to the fire and be comfortable.
Well, yes,” he went on, rubbing his hands, ‘I
suppose eventually morality will be taught by
medical men, and when it 1S, much misery will be
saved to the suffering sex, My own idea is that
2 woman is a human being ; but the clerical theory
is that she is a dangerous beast, to be kept in sub-
Jection, and used for domestic purposes only,
Married life is made up to a great extent of the
most heartless abuse of a woman's love and un-
selfishness. - Submission you know !"”—

When I had given him the details of Ilvadne's
case, so far as I had gone into it, he asked me
what my own theory was.

“I feel sure it is'the old story of these cases in
women, ' I answered. ‘*The natural bent has
been thwarted to begin with."

xes!” he commented, ‘“that is a fruitful
source of mischief even in these days, when
women so often listen to the voice of the Lord
Himself speaking in their own hearts, and do
what He directs in spite of the Church, The
restrictions imposed 1pon women of ability warp
their minds, and the rising generation suffers, But
how has the natural bent been thwarted in this
case?"”

“I have not ascertained,” T said,
Woman of remarkable general intelligence, but she
makes no use or it, and she does not seem to have
any one decided talent that she cares to cultivate,
and consequently she has no absorbing interest to
occupy her mind, no purpose for which to live
and’ make the most of her abilities, She attends
punctually to her social duties, but they do not
suffice, and she has of necessity many spare hours
of every day on her hands, during which she sits

[t quiets her nerves, and helps her
to think. 1If she is satisfied and happy 1n her
surroundings her reflections il probably be
tranquil and healthy, but if her outward circum-
stances are not congenial, she will banish al]
thoughts of them in her hours of ease, and her
mind will gradually become g2 prey to vain
imaginings — pleasant enough to begin with,
doubtless, but likely to take a morbid tone at any

——————
time if her health suffers. ‘This has been the case
with Evadne "—

“With whom ?" Sir Shadwell interrupted,

“With my patient,” I stammered. “I have
been accustomed to hear her spoxen of by her
Christian name. "

" Humph !" the old gentleman grunted cnig-
matically,

‘““She has one of those minds which should
be occupied by a succession of lively events, all
helping on some desirable object,” I proceeded—
*“ the mind of a naturally active woman_ "

“Well,” he answered, ‘it seems to be another
instance of the iniquitous folly of allowing the one
sex to 1mpose galling limitations upon the other,
It Isnot an uncommon case so far as the mental
symptoms go. How does she get on with her
husband? Does she contradict him?"

" No, never,” I answered, *‘‘She is always
courteous and considerate."”

‘““Ah, now, I thought so,” he chuckled. ‘A
happily married woman contradicts her husband
flatly whenever she thinks proper. She knows she
1s safe from wrangling and bitterness. I think
you will find that the domestic position is the
difficulty here. You don’t seem to have Inquired
into that very carefully,”

I made no answer, and he looked at me sharply
fcr a moment, then asked me how old my patient
was.

“ Twenty-five," I told him.

" Twenty-five,” he repeated: * and you are
Intimate with both her and her husband. Now,
have you ever had any reasen to doubt her
honesty—her verbal honesty of course, I mean? "

““Quite the contrary,” I answored. I have
always found her almost peculiarly frank.”

‘A woman may be accurate, you know, in all
she says of other people,” he observed : ““but that
IS no proof that she will be so concerning
herself.’

“I know,” was my reply ; ““but I feel quite
sure of this lady's word.”

““And during the time that you have known her
she now confesses that she has suffered more or
less? "

'‘Yes. She mentioned one interval during
which she said a new interest in life took her
completely out of herself.”

'* What was the interest ?”

I did not ask her.”

‘‘She fell in love, I SUppose, and you happened
to know the fact,”

I neither know nor Suspected such a thing.”

"' That was it, you may be sure,” Sir Shadwell
decided. ““When g young and attractive
woman, who speaks to her husband with marked
courtesy and consideration, instead of treating
him familiarly, talks of having an interest in lifo
which takes her completely out of herself, you
may take it for granted almost always that ‘the
NCW Interest is love,” *

“It is more likely to have been the smallpox

cpidemic,” I rejoined, and then I gave him an
account of that episode,

Ah, well, perhaps,” he said. ““We are

cvidently dcalln_g with a nature full of surprises.”

He pursed up his mouth and eyed me attentively.
My dear boy,” he said at last, ““I think I sce
your difficulty, Yoy had better turn this case

‘ . ““That is what I
should like to have sugyested,”

"“Then send the lady up t i d
my best for her," Y Up to town, and I will dg
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CHAPTER XV

SIR SHADWELL RocCk was exactly the kind of
man Evadne had had in her mind, I felt sure,
when she spoke of the peculiar influence which
distinguished men of my profession exercise upon
their patients. He was a man of taking manners
to begin with, sympathetic, cultivated, humane :
and, I need hardly add, scrupulously conscientious
and exact. I could confide her to his eare with
the most perfect reliance upon his kindness, as
well as upon his discretion and skill — if she
would consent to consult him at all : but that was
a little difficulty which had still to be got over, I
anticipated some opposition, because I felt sure
she had not realised that there was anything
threatening to be serious in her case, and would
therefore see no necessity for further advice. This
made the arrangement difficult. It would not do
to arouse any apprehension about her own state
of mind ; but how to induce her to go to London
to consult an eminent specialist without doing so
was the question. Had Lady Adeline been at
home the suggestion would have come best from
her, but in her absence there was nobody to make
it except that impossible Colonel Colquhoun. If
he chose to order Evadne to consult Sir Shadwell
Rock, I knew she would do so at once, for she
never opposed him, and he was so apt to be un-
reasonable and capricious that she would probably
not think that the order signified much. But the
further question was, would he give it? After I
had finished my morning’s work, I drove to the
deplt to see. The men were on parade when I
entered the barrack square. They were drawn
gp in line, and the first thing I saw was Colonel

olquhoun himself prancing about on his charger,
and not in the most amiable mood possible, I
imagined, from the way he was blackguarding
the men. He sat his horse well, and was a fine

'soldierlike man in uniform, and a handsome

man, too, of the martial order, when his bald head
was hidden by his cocked hat, and his blond
moustache had a chance; the sort of man to take
a woman's fancy if not the kind of character to
keep her regard.

- An unhappy old mounted major had got into
trouble just as I came up. His palfrey was an
easy ambler, but he was the sort of old gentleman
who would not have been safe in a rocking-chair
with bis sword drawn and his chief complimenting

him,

““You ride like a damned tailor, sir,"”" Colonel
Colquhoun was thundering at him just as I drove
up.

An officer in undress uniform, Captain Bartlet,
and Brigade Surgeon James, who was in mufti, were
standing at an open window in the ante-room, and
I joined them there, and looked out at the parade.

““I don't know how you fellows stand that kind
of thing, and before the men, too,” I remarked,
a propos of a fresh volley of abuse from Colonel
Colquhoun.

‘““Oh, by Jove! we've got to stand it, many of
us, for weighty considerations quite apart {from
our personal dignity,” Captain Bartlet rejoined.
““A man with a wife and five children depending
upon him will swallow a lot for their sake. It

- would be easy enough to answer him, but self-

interest keeps us quiet—a deuced sight oftener
than discipline, by the way. However," he
added cheerfully, ‘‘all C. O.'s are not so bad as

that brute out there, nor the half of them, for the

matter of that,"

T s

‘““But still, it's a wonder what you stand, you
combatants,” Dr. James observed. %

““*Shut up, doctor,” Captain DBartlet rejoined
good-naturedly. ‘‘Don’t presume upon your
superior position. Your promotion doesn’'t depend
upon the colonel’s confidential report, nor your
peace 1n life upon his fancy for you. You can
disagree with him in your own line, but we can't
in ours.,”’

‘““Is Colonel Colquhoun often so?" I asked.
He had just been assuring that unfortunate major
that a billet in the Commissariat department,
with a pound of beef on one spur and a loaf of
bread on the other to prevent accidents, was the
thing for him.

‘“More or less,” was the answer. ‘‘He's
notorious all through the service. He brought
his own regiment up to a high state of efficiency,
I must say that for him, and led it into action like
a man; but, between ourselves, I expect there's
never been a time since he got his company
when there wasn't a bullet ready for him. You
remember, James, in India? Of course it was an
accident !’

The doctor nodded, ' The men call him Bully
Colquhoun,” he supplemented,

‘‘ But surely his character is known at the Horse
Guards? " I said.

‘“Ah, you see he's a smart officer,”” Captain
Bartlet rejoined ; ‘‘ and what are officers for? To
knock about and to be knocked about. Just look
at him now ! See how he’s bucketing those men
about! He was a militiaman, and that's a militia-
man all over! A man who's been through
Sandhurst has carried a rifle for a year himself,
and he knows what it is, and gives his men their
stand ecasy ; but a militiaman has no more feeling
for them than a block.,”

‘““Well, I can't see why you seniors don't
remonstrate,” I rejoined. ‘‘The War Office is
bound to support you if you show good cause."

‘* Yes, and cashier you too for very little, if you
make yourself obnoxious by giving them trouble,”
Bartlet replied. ‘‘ Roylance was the only fellow
that ever really stood up to Colquhoun. He was
a young subaltern that had just joined, but an
awful devil when he was roused, and he swore in
the anteroom that if the colonel ever blackguarded
him before the men, or anywhere else, or presumed
upon his position to address him in terms which
one gentleman 1s not permitted to use to another,
he'd give him as much as he got. . Well, the very
next day, on parade, Roylance got the men into
a muddle. Colquhoun’s a good soldier, you
know, and nothing riles him'like inefficiency ;
and, by Jove! he was down on the lad like shot !
He poured his whole vocabulary on him, and
then, for want of a worse word, he called him ‘a
damned dissipated subaltern." Well, Roylance
just stepped back so as to make himself heard,
and shouted coolly, ‘Dissipated! that conies
well from you, sir, considering the reason for the
singular arrangement of your own ménage !’ with
which he handed his sword to the adjutant, and
walked off to his quarters! You should have
seen Colquhoun's face! He went on leave
immediately afterward, and of course the matter
was hushed up. Roylance exchanged. He'd
lots of money. It's the men without means that
have to stand that kind of thing."

My voice was husky and I could scarcely con-
trol it, but I managed to ask, ‘ What was the
insinuation ? "'

‘“What, about Roylance? Just a lie! The
lad’s life was as clean as a lady's.”
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“I meant about the marriage? " .

““Oh, don’t you know? Colquhoun himself
told us all about it in his cups one night. Just
as they were starting on their wedding trip she
got a letter containing certain allegations against
him, and she gave him the slip at the station, and
went off by herself to make inquiries, and in
consequence of what she learnt she declined to
live with him at all at first. But he has a great
horror of being made the subject of gossip, you
know, and her people were also anxious to save
scandal, and so, between them, they managed to
persuade her just to consent to live in the house,
he having given his word of honour as a gentle-
man not to molest her; and that has been the
arrangement ever since. Funny, isn'tit? ‘Truth
stranger than fiction,” you know, and that kind of
thing. Yet it seems to answer. They're excellent
friends.” * A

The parade had been dismissed by this time,
but I had changed my mind, and did not wait to
sce Colonel Colquhoun, I had to hurry back to
make arrangements with regard to my patients in
the hospital, and then I returned to town, and

midnight saw me closeted once more with Sir
Shadwell Rock,

CHAPTER XVI

THE revolting story I had heard in the barracks
haunted me. I had thought incessantly of my
poor little lady taken out of the schooiroom to
face a position which would be horrifying, even
in idea, to a right minded woman of the world,
What the girl's mental sufferings must have been
only a girl can tell. And ever since—the incubus
of that elderly man of wunclean antecedents !
All that had been incomprehensible about Evadne
was obvious now, and also the mistake she had
made.

During the most important part of the time
when a woman is ripe for her best experiences,
when she should be laying in a store of happy
memories to fall back upon, when memory
becomes her principal pleasure in life, Evadne
had lived alone, shut up in. herself, her large
intelligence idle or misapplied, and her hungry
heart seeking such satisfaction as it could find in
pleasant imaginings. As she went about, punctu-
ally performing her ineffectual duties, or sat
silently sewing, she had been to all outward
seeming an example to be revered of graceful
wifehood and womanliness ; but when one came
to know what her inner life had become in con-
sequence of the fatal repression of the best powers
of her mind, it was evident that she was in reality

&

a miserable type of a woman wasted. The
natural bent of the average woman is devotion to
home and husband and children ; "but there are
many women to whom domestic duties are dis-
tasteful, and these are now making life tolerable
for themselves by finding more congenial spheres
of action, There are many women, however,
above “the average, who are quite capable of
acquitting themselves creditably both in domestic
and public life, and Evadne was one¢ of these,

ad she been happily married she would un-
doubtedly have been one of the first to distinguish
herself, one of the foremost in the battle which
women are waging against iniquity of every kind,
Her keen insight would have kept her sympathies
actively alive, and her disinterestedness would
have made her careless of criticism, That was

—hq

 her nature, DBut Nature thwarted CCases to he
beneficent. She places us here fully equipped
for the part she has designed us to play in the
world, and 1f we, men or women, neglect to
exercise the powers she has bestowed upon us,
the consequences are serious. I did not under-
stand at the time what Evadne meant when she
said that she had made it impossible for herself
to act. I thought she had deliberately shirked
her duty under the mistaken idea that she would
make life pleasanter for herself by doing so; but
I learnt eventually how the impulse to act had
been curbed before it quickened, by her promise
to Colonel Colquhoun, which had, in effect, forced
her into the disastrous attitude which we had all
such good reason to deplore. It seemed cruel
that all the most beautiful instincts of her being—
her affection, her unselfishness, even her modest
reserve and womanly self-restraint—should have
been used to injure her ; but that is exactly what
had happened. . And now the difficulty was : how
to help her, How to rouse her from the unwhole-
some form of self-repression which had brought
about her present morbid state of mind.

I was sitting up late the night after my second
visit to Sir Shadwell Rock, considering the matter.,
Sir Shadwell's advice was still the same : *“ Send
her tome."”” But the initial difficulty, how to get
her to go, remained., How to draw her from the
dreary seclusion of her Home in the Woman's
Sphere, and persuade her that hours of ease are
only to be earned in action. I thought again of
Lady Adeline, and sat down to write to her,

The household had retired, and the night was
oppressively silent, I felt overcome with fatigue,
but was painfully wide awake, as happens very
often when I am anxious about a_ bad case, But
this was the third night since I had been in bed,
and I thought now I would go when I had finished
my letter to Lady Adeline, and do my best to
sleep. As I crossed the hall, which was in dark-
ness save for the candle I carried in my hand, I

fancied I heard an unaccountable sound, a dull

thud, thud, coming from I could not tell whence
for the moment, The senses are singularly acute
in certain stages of fatigue, and mine were all
alive that night to any impression, my hearing
especially so ; and there was no mistake. I had
stopped short to listen, and, impossible as I knew
it would have been at any other time, I was. sure
that I could distinctly hear ‘a. horse galloping on
the turf of the common more than a mile away, a
mounted horse with a rider who was urging him
to his utmost speed; and -in some inexplicable
manner I also became conscious of the fact that the
horseman was a messenger sent in all haste for me.
Mechanically I put my candle down and opened
the hall door, " It was a bright night. ‘The fresh,
Invigorating, frosty air seemed to elear my mental
vision still more strongly as it blew in upon nie.
Diavolo in mess dress, his cap gone, his fair hair
blown back by the wind. breathless with excite-
ment and speed, with thought suspended, but
dry lips uttering incessantly a ¢ry for help —
" Galbraith | Galbraith ! Galbraith [ My pulses
kept time to the thud of the horse's hoofs on the
common. I waited, 1 had not the shadow of
a doubt that I was wanted. But I did not ask
myself by whom, | | T 13 R

The sound only ceased for a perceptible second
OT 50 at the lodge gates,

be cleared them ? What a jump |
must be well mounted | |
The gravel is fying |
Good speed indeed |

2"

Thud! He
On the drive now!
Across the Jawn—Diavolo,
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Scarcely five minutes since I heard him first till
he stopped at the steps in the starlight, hoarsely
panting, ‘‘ Galbraith ! Galbraith ! "

‘1 am here, my boy! What isit?"

“Come! = Come. to her at once!
Colquhoun i1s dead.”

The mind, quickened by the shock of a startling
piece of intelligence, suddenly sums up our sus-
picions for us sometimes in one crisp homely

hrase, This is what mine did. ‘‘The murder
1s out!” I thought, the moment Diavolo spoke.
Evadne—was this the end of 1it? Such a state
of mind as hers had been lately, might continue
for the rest of her life, to her torment, without
influencing her actions; but, on the other hand,
an active phase might supervene at any moment,

. Diavolo had dismounted and sat down on one
of the steps, utterly exhausted. ‘‘Here, take the
reins,” he said, ‘‘and mount. I'm done. Il
look after myself., Don't waste a moment,”

I needed no urging. -

‘1 have actually meditated murder lately.
Murder—murder for my own benefit,”

The horrible phrases, in regular succession,
kept time to the rhythmical ring of the iron shoes
on the frozen ground as the horse returned with
me, still at a steady gallop, to As-You-Like-It.

I had recognised the animal. It was the same
fine charger which Colonel Colquhoun himself
had been riding so admirably on parade the last
time I saw him. Only yesterday morning !
‘‘ Murder actually, murder for my own benefit.”
No! nol—stumble. Hold up! only a stone.
Shall we ever be. there? Suspense—'‘ Murder
actually "—no, it shall not be that! Hope isthe
word I want. DBeat it out of the hardened earth !
Hope, hope, hope, hope, nothing, nothing but
hope !

'EVE had arrived at last. No one about.
open, lights flaring, and a strange silence.

Leaving the horse to do as he liked, I walked
straight upstairs, and on the first landing I met
Kvadne's maid.

““T hoped it was you, sir. Come this way,”
she whispered, and pushed open a door which
stood already ajar, gently, as if afraid-of disturb-
Ing some sleeper.

%t was Colonel Colquhoun's bedroom, large
and luxurious, like the man himself. He was
stretched upon the bed, in evening dress, his grey
face upward. One glance at Zkat sufficed. DBut
almost before I had crossed the threshold I was
conscious of an indescribable sense of relief,
There were four persons in the room, that poor

Colonel

Doors

old ‘“ begad' major, who could not ride, and
Captain Bartlet, both hastily summoned from the

depOt evidently, and still in mess dress; Dr.
James in ordinary morning costume, with a covert
coat on ; and Evadne herself in a black evening
dress, open at the throat. It was her attitude
that relieved my mind the moment I saw her,
She was seated beside. the bed, crying heartily
and healthily. The three gentlemen stood just
behind . her, gravely concerned; silent, sympa-
thetic, helpless, waiting for me, = No one spoke.
‘For the dead, reverence, 1 stood by the bed
looking down on the splendid frame, prone now
and inert,"and again I thought of the last time
I had seen. him, a fine figure of a man, finely
mounted, and exercising his authority arrogantly:.
I looked into the blank countenance. No other
man on earth had ever called forth curses from
my inmost soul such as I had uttered, to my
shame, in one great burst of rage that had sur-
prised ‘me and shaken my fortitude the night

before as I journeyed back alone, without the
slightest prospect, that I could see, of saving her.
The, blank face, decently composed. His right
hand, palm upward, was stretched out toward me
as if he were offering it to me; and thankful I
was to feel that I could clasp it honestly. I had
not a word or look on my conscience for which I
deserved a reproach from the dead man lying

there, I took his hand : a doctor doing a per-
functory duty? No, a last natural rite, an act of
reconciliation. In that solemn moment, still

holding his hand and gazing down into his face,
I rejoiced to feel that the trouble had passed from
my soul, that the rage and bitterness were no
more, and that only the touching thought of his
kindly hospitality and perfect confidence in my
own integrity—a confidence impossible in a man
who has not himself the saving grace of a better
nature—would remain with me from that time
forth for ever, | |

I laid my hand on Evadne's shoulder, and she
looked up.

‘““Ah! have you come?"” she cried, her voice
broken with sobs that shook her. ‘‘Is it really
true? Can nothing be done?  Oh, poor, poor
man! Whata life! What a death! A miserable,
miserable, misspent life, and such an end—in a
moment—without a word of warning—and all
these years when I have been beside him, silent
and helpless. If only I could have done somec-
thing to help bhim-—said something. Surely,
surely there was something 1 might have done?”
She held her clasped hands out toward me, the
familiar gesture, appealing to me to blame her.

‘“ Thank Heaven!"” 1 i1nwardly ejaculated.
‘“'This 1s as it should be.”

In ‘the presence of eternal death, her own
transient sufferings were forgotten, and healthy
human pity destroyed any sense of personal injury
she might have cherished.

We four men stood awkwardly, patiently by
for seyeral minutes, listening to her i1nnocent self-
upbraidings, knowing her story, and touched
beyond - expression by the utter absence of all
selfish sentiment in any word she said.

When she was quite exhausted, I drew her
hand through my arm, and took her to her own
room, |

Cardiac syncope was the cause of death.
Colonel Colquhoun had been out that evening,
and had, through some mistake of the coachman’s,
missed his carriage, and walked home in a
towering rage. ‘The exertion and excitement,
acting together on a heart already affected, had
prought on the attack. He was storming violently
in the hall, with his face flushed crimson—so the
servants told us—when all at once he stopped,
and called ‘* Evadne !" twice, as if in alarm ; and
Mrs, Colgquhoun ran down from the drawing-
room ; but before she could reach him he fell on
the floor, and never spoke again.

CHAPTER XVII

MucH of my time during the next few months
was devoted .to the consideration of Evadne's
affairs.. Her father made no sign, and she had
no other relation in a position to come forward
and share the responsibility ; but, happily, she
had very good friends. I had noticed that Diavolo
was  singularly agitated when he brought the
terrible news that night to Fountain Towers, but
thought little of it, as I knew the boy to be
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emotional, The shock to his own feelings did
not, however, prevent him thinking of others, and
the next thing I heard of him was that he had
been to Morningquest and waited till the telegraph
office opened, in order to send the news to his
own people, and beg them to return at once, if
they could, on Evadne's account: and this they
did, in the kindest manner, with as little delay as
possible, - 3

. "I bave only come to fetch Evadne, Lady
Adeline said when she arrived. ‘I am going to
take her away at once from- this dreadful house
and this dreary English winter to a land of sun-
shine and flowers and soft airs, and I hope to
bring her back in the spring herself again—as you
have never known her!"” _

Mr. Hamilton-Wells stayed behind, at con-
siderable personal inconvenience, to consult with
me about business. Colonel Colquhoun had died
intestate and also in debt. What he had done
with his money we could not make out, except
that a large sum had been sunk in an annuity,
which of course died with him. But one thing
was quite evident, which was that Evadne would
have little or nothing besides her pension from
the service, and that would be the merest pittance
for one always accustomed to the command of
money as she had been. Mr. Hamilton-Wells
wished to impose a handsome sum on her yearly
by fraud and deceit, out of his own ample income,

" Really, ladies are so peculiar about money
matters,” he said. ‘I feel quite sure she would
not accept sixpence from me if I were to offer it
to her. But she need not know where the money
comes from., It can be paid into her account at
the bank, you see, regularly, and she will take it
for granted that she is entitled to |

“I am not so sure of that,” I answered, with
some heat; ‘““but at anyrate the plan is not
possible.”

"* Now, my dear Galbraith.” Mr. Hamilton-
Wells remonstrated, ‘‘ do not put your foot down
in that way. I am the older man, and I may
also say, without offence, the older friend, and T
am married ; and Lady Adeline will strongly
approve of what I propose.”

“I do not doubt it,” T maintained ; ‘‘but it
cannot be done."

'“She is not the kind of person to marry for
money,” Mr. Hamilton-Wells observed, looking
up at the ceiling,

“Who? Mrs, Colquhoun?” I asked,  ‘*t ]
don’t understand you."

““Oh,” he answered, * it occurred to me that
you might be thinking such a consideration would
weigh with her in the choice of a second husband.”

I stared at the man. Ha was sitting at a
writing table in my library, with the papers we
had been going through spread out before him,
and I was standing opposite ; and, as he spoke,
he leant back in his chair, with his elbows on the
arms of it, brought the tips of his long white
fingers together, and smiled up at me, bland as a
child, innocent of all offence. I am inclined to
think he did secretly enjoy the effect of unexpected
remarks without in the least appreciating the
permanent impression he might be making, But
I don't know. Some of these apparently hap-
hazard observations of his were pregnant with
reflection, and I believe, if his voice had been
strong and determined instead of recise and
insinuating ; if he had brushed his hair up, -
instead of parting it in the middle and plastering
it down smoothly on either side of his head ; if

been hardened by exposure and | b

use instead of whitened by excessive cafe; if ha
had worn tweed instedd of velvet, Mr, Hamiltop
Wells would have been called acute, and dreadeq
for his cynicism. But looking as he did
inoffensive as a lady's luggage, h ’
to pass unsuspected ; and if hj
infernal machine, concealed by a quilted cover,
the world would have to have seen it to credit the
fact,

I put my hands in my pockets after that last
remark, and walked to the window glumly ; but
as I stood with my back to, him, I could not help
wondering if he was making faces at me, or up
to any other undignified antics by way of relaxa.

] -

He was calmly perusing a patper through his
pince-nez, with an expression o countenance at
once so benign, silly, and self-satisfied, that I
felt I should like to have apologised for the
suspicion.

‘“There is nothing for it, Galbraith,” he said.
““that I can see, ghe must either be poverty.
stricken or have an income provided for her.”

*“She has enough to go on with for the present,"’
I answered,

“You can provide the money yourself if you
would rather,” he suggested, in the tone of one
who gives in good-naturedly to oblige you. ‘I
don’t care, you know, where the money comes
from, so long as the source is disinterested and
respectable,”

I had returned to the table, but now again I
walked to the window,

““But, I think,” he continued, while I stood
with my back to him, * as you say, for the present
nothing need be done. Give her time for a rope
—eh? What I do deprecate is leaving her to be
driven by poverty to marry for money. My dear
Galbraith,” he broke off, protesting, ‘‘you have
been on the prance. for the last hal -hour. Fora
medical man, you have less repose of manner
than is essentiai, T should say. In fact, you quite

give e the notion that you are impatient. But
perhaps I am detaining you?"

' Oh, not at all,” I assured him,

“Well, as T was saying,” he pursued, “‘give
her time to marry again., That would be the
most satisfactory settlement of her difficulties.
She is, I quite agree with you, a very attractive
person.  Now, there is the Duke of Panama
already, Lady Adeline says —but she seems to
have an objection to princes, especially if they are
at all obese. I do not like obese people myself,
Now, do you ever feel nervous on that score?”

" What score?” |

"“The score of obesity. You are just nicely
proportioned at present for a man of your age
and height, 7, of course, am far too slender.
But if you were to get any stouter by and by, it
would be such a dreadfy] thing ! T hope flesh is
Not in your family on both sides. On one I know
itis.  Now, my people are all slender, There is
a great deal in that, I notice.”

He was doing up the documents now with much
neatness and dexterity,

" These had better go to my lawyer,” he
remarked,

" Why not to mine?" 1 suggested,

‘*“Oh, allow me,” he said, with great suavity—

"' as the older man, Of course, as a question of

right, we neither of us have any claim to the

Ermlege of being allowed to help this lady.
ventually, however, one of us may secure the right;

ut there is many a slip, you know, and perhaps
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{t would be less awkward afterward if a person
whose disinterestedness 1s quite above suspicion
had had the direction of affairs from the first,”
There could be no doubt of what he meant by
this time, and the argument was unanswerable.
‘“Do you feel inclined to return with me to
Mentone? " he asked.
“I am afraid I cannot get away just now."
‘*Ah! I suppose it s too socon. Well, she is
quite safe with us, and we will bring her back to
Hamilton Flouse in the spring.” Mr. Hamilton-
Wells smiled complacently as he took his seat in
his carriage. I almost expected him to thank me
for the sport I had been giving him, he looked
so like a man who had been enjoying himseif
thoroughly. I thought about that last remark of
his aflter he had gone, and pitied Lady Adeline,
It must be trying to be liable at any moment to
have words, which one deliberately chooses to
hide one's thoughts, set aside as of no consequence,
and the thoughts themselves answered naively.

- However, there was no real reason for hiding my

thoughts any longer on that subject. I had done
my best manfully, I hope, while the necessity
lasted, to mask my feeling for her, even from
myself; but there was now no further need for
seif-restraint. I might live for her and love her
honestly and openly at last; and, accordingly,
when Sir Shadwell Rock came to me for a few
days at Christmas, I did not attempt to conceal
my intention from him.

‘‘It is a great risk,” he said gravely, ‘‘a very
great risk, Of course, now that the first cause
of all the trouble is removed, the mental health
may be thoroughly restored. So long as there is
no organic brain lesion there is hope in all such
cases. But I tell you frankly that the first call
upon her physical strength may set up a recurrence
of the moral malady, and you cannot foresee the
consequences. However, you know as much
about that as I do, and 1 can see it's no use
warning you. You have made up your mind."

“Yes,” I answered. ‘‘I shall be able to take
good care of her if only I am fortunate enough to
win her."”

'* Well, well, she seems to be a loyal little
body,"” the old gentleman replied; ‘‘and I wish
you success with all my heart. She will have
much in her favour as your wife, and since you are
determined to run the risk, let us hope for the best. "

And that was just what I did while I waited for
the spring, and to such good purpose that I
became light-hearted as a schoolboy. 1 watched
the birds building ; I noticed the first faint green
shadow on the hedges, and the yellowing of the
gorse ; I listened in the freshness of the dawn to
the thrush that sang ‘‘ Evadne.” And when at
last Mr. Hamilton-Wells walked in one day
unexpectedly, and explained, somewhat superflu-
uuslﬁ', that he had come, I could have thrown up
my hat and cheered !

*“ But without the ladies,”” he added.

‘* Have you left them behind you?" I demanded,
trying not to look blank,

es,’ he answered very slowly, then added,
‘“At Hamilton House," suppose nobody ever
thought of kicking anything so ‘‘slender” as Mr,
Hamilton-Wells, or associated such a vulgar idea
as would have been involved in the suspicion of a
deliberate intention to “‘sell” you with a person
of such courteous and distinguished manners.
But one did occasionally wonder what he was

like at school, and if blessings and abuse were

often showered on him then at one and the same
time, as had come to be the case in later life,

He had come to ask me to dinner that evening,
and when I arrived he was standing on the hearth-
rug, gracefully, with a palm-leaf fan in his hand.
Evadne greeted me quietly, Lady Adeline with
affectionate cordiality, and Diavolo, who was the
only other member of the party, with a grave yet
bright demeanour which made him more like his
Uncle Dawne in miniature than ever,

“‘In the spring,’” Mr. Hamilton-Wells ob-
served precisely, waving his fan to emphasise each
word, and addressing a remote angle of the cornice,
‘““ “ In the spring a young man's fancy lightly turns
to thoughts of love.’”

Diavolo flushed crimson, Lady Adeline looked
annoyed, but Evadne sat pale and still as if she
had not heard.

I was right about her not being likely to leave
ner affairs in anybody’'s hands. %’ery soon after
her arrival she insisted upon having an accurate
statement of accounts, and begged me to go over
to Hamilton House one morning to render it,
as she found Mr. Hamilton-Wells quite un-
approachable on the subject.

She received me in the morning-room alone,
and bcﬁn at once in the most business-like way.
**Mr. Hamilton-Wells' reticence convinces me
that I am a beggar,” she said cheerfully. *‘‘Tell
me the exact sum I have to depend upen.,”

I named it.

‘“Oh, then,” she proceeded, ‘‘ the question is,
What shall I do? cannot possibly live in the
world, you know, on such a sum as that."”

““What do you propose to do?" I asked, her
tone having suggested some definite plan already
formed.

" Go 1nto a sisterhood, I think,” she answered.,

‘' Nonsense ! ” I exclaimed.

sShe raised her evebrows.

‘““1 beg your pardon,” I said. ‘‘But you are
not fit for such a life. Why, in a month you
would be seeing visions and dreaming dreams."

““But I am afraid I shall do that now in any
case, wherever I am,"” she sighed ; and then she
added, smiling at her own cynicism, ‘‘and I
think I had better go where such things can be
turned to good account. I have had no horrid
thoughts, by the way, since I left As-You-Like-It,
but of course I shall relapse."

‘“ No, you will not,” 1 blurted out, ‘‘if you
marry happily.”

Her face flushed all over at the word.

‘““Will you, Evadne,” I proceeded—*‘ or rather
could you—be happy with me?" She rose, and
made me a deep courtesy. ‘' Thank you,” she
answered scornfully, ‘‘for your kind considera-
tion, Sir George Galbraith! 1 always thought you
the most disinterested person I ever knew, but I
had no idea that even you could go so far as
that!”
~ And then she left me alone with my consterna-
tion. '

How in the name of all that is perplexing had I
offended her?

Lady Adeline came in at that moment, and I
put the question to her, telling her exactly what I
had said. She burst out laughing,

* My dear George!" she exclaimed, * forgive
me ! I can’t help it! But don't you think your-
self you were a little bit abrupt? You do not
seem to have mentioned the fact that you feel any
special affection for Evadne. It did not occur to
you to protest that you loved her, for instance? "

““No, it did not,” I answered: ‘‘ I should think
that the fact is patent enough without protesta-

| tions,"

r—
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“She may have overlooked it, all the same,”
Lady Adeline suggested, still laughing at me.
‘T would advise you to find out the next time

you have a chance.’ :
““Where is she?” I demanded, going toward

the door. _

‘“Oh, you won't see her again to-day, you ma
be sure,” she rejoined; ‘‘and it is just as well,
vou bear, if you mean to make love to her with
that kind of countenance !"

But I would not be advised. _

I strode straicht up to her room, which I
happened to know, and knocked at the door.

She answered ‘‘ Come in!" evidently not ex-
pecting me, and when she saw who it was she
was furious.

T cannot understand what you mean by such
conduct ! "' she exclaimed.

““Well, then, I'll make you understand!"™ I
retorted.

Mr. Hamilton-Wells insinuated afterward that
‘Evadne only accepted me to save her life. DBut
I protested against the libel. I have never, to
my certain knowledge, uttered a rough word
either to or before my little lady in the whole
course of our acquaintance. But why, when she
loved me, she should have gone off in that
ridiculous tantrum simply because I did not
begin by expressing my love for her, I shall
never be able to understand. She might have
been sure that I should have enough to say on
that subject as soon as I was accepted,

The day after the engagement was announced
Diavolo called upon me, Needless to say he
found me in the seventh heaven. I had been
walkiig about the house, unable to settle to
anything, and when I heard he had come, I
thought it was to congratulate me, and I hurried

down ; but the first glimpse of his face caused
my heart to contract ominously.

“*Well, you have played me a nice trick,” he
said, with concentrated bitterness, *‘ both of you.
You knew what my intentions were, and you gave
me no hint of your own. You preferred to steal
a march on me. I could not have imagined
Such a thing possible from you. I should have

supposed that you would have thought such
underhand conduct low.”

“Diavolo!" I gasped, ““are’you in earnest?"”

“Am I in earnest!” he cjaculated. ‘‘Look
atme! I suppose you think I am incapable of
deep feeling,’

““If only I had known!" I exclaimed, **Yet
—how could I guess? The difference of age—
and, Di_mrﬂln, my dear boy, believe me, 1 do
sympathise with you most sincerely, This is a
bitter drop in the cup for me. But—but—even
if I had known—will it make it worse for you if
I say it?—it is me she loves. She would not have
accepted anyone but me, Even if I %ad with-
drawn in your favour''—
~ He waved his hand to stop me. * Don't dis-
tress yourself,” he said. *‘ It is fate, We are to
be punished with extinction as a family for the
sins of our forefathers. My case will be the same
as Uncle Dawne's—only,” he added suddenly
and clenched his fists, ‘“only, if you treat he;‘
badly, I'll blow your brains out,”

‘“ I hope you will,” I answered,

_ He looked hard at me with a pained expression
in his eyes. ** Ah, I'm a fool,” he said : “forgive
me ! Idon’t know what I'm saying, I'm mad with
disappointment, and grief, and rage, Of course
if she loves you, I never had a‘chance., Vet the
possibility of giving me one, had you known,
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| opmnion.  *‘Don't let” us go to

: T il
occurred to you. Well, I will show you that |
can be as generous as you are.” He held oyt
his hand. ‘' I—I congratulate you,"” he faltereq
““Only, make her happy. But I Lknow ygﬁ
will."
He felt about for his hat, and, having found
it, walked with an uncertain step toward the door
blinded with tears. ;
I stood long as he had left me.

Ah, brother ! have you not full ofy
Found, even as the Roman did,
That 1n life’s most delicious draught
Swurgit amari aliguid?¥ |

Lady Adeline met me sadly the next time I
went to Hamilton House.

‘““ Do you blame me? " I faltered.

““No, oh no!" she generously responded.
““ None of us—not one of us-—not even Angelica,
suspected for a moment that he was in earnest,
It had been his wolf-cry, you know, all his life,
Evadne herself has no inkling of the truth.”

‘“T hope she never will,” T said.

‘“If it rests with Diavolo, she will not,” his
mother answered, proud of him, and with good
cause,

It is a salient feature of the Morningquest family
history that not one of them ever had a great grief
which they did not make in the long-run a source
of joy to other people. Diavolo’s first impulse
was to go and see service abroad; but he soon
abandoned that idea, although it would have
afforded him the distraction he so sorely needed,
and resigned his commission instead ; and then
took up his abode at Morne, in order to devote
himself to his grandfather entirely, and it was in
Diavolo’s companionship that the lattér found the
one great pleasure and solace of his declining years.
‘The old duke had been wont to say of Diavolo at
his worst, ‘“That lad is a gentleman at heart,
and, mark my words, he will prove himself so
yat.ls

And so he has.

His was the first and loveliest present Evadne
received. He did not come to her second
wedding, but then, nobody else did except his
father and mother, for it pleased us all to keep
the ceremony as quiet and private as possible,
so that his absence was not significant; and,
afterward, he rather made a point, if anything,
of not avoiding us in any way. In fact, the only
change I noticed in him was that he never again
made any of those laughing protestations of Jove
and devotion to Evadne with which he used to
amuse us all in the dark days of her captivity.

CHAPTER XVIII

WE were married in London, and when the final

arrangements were being discussed, I asked her
where she would like to go after the ceremony.
- “'Oh, let us go home, Don,” she said—she
insisted on calling me *‘Don.” 1 told her the
name conveyed no idea to me, but she answered
that I was obtuse, and she was sure I should
grow to love it in time, even if I did not under-
stand it, if it were only because it was fetisk, and
nobody could use it but herself: to which extent;
by the way, I was very soon able to endorse het
nasty foreigh
hotels, 1 hate travelling, and 1 hate sight-
seeing—the kind of sight-seeing one does for
the sake of sceing. ¢ will go home and be
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e "?:{_ bappy. No place could be half so beautiful to
S me as yours is now,"

* That she should call it ““home™ at once, and

~ long to be settled there, was a good omen, I

©  thought. But she was happy, beyond all possi-

- bility of a doubt, in the anticipation of her life
Ee i with me.

.~ Soon after our return I took her into Morning-
BL % quest, and left her to lunch with her aunt, Mrs,
on Beg, I had business on the other side of
~ the city which detained me for some hours, and

= when at last T could get away, I hurried back,

1*_*?' ﬁcing naturally mmpatient to rejoin her, Mrs.
= Orton Beg was alone in the drawing-room, and
- 1 suppose something in the expression of my

* " face amused her, for she laughed, and answered
= a question I had not asked.
~ ““Out there,"” she said, meaning in the garden.
I turned and looked through the open French
= = window, and instantly that haunting ghost of an
~ indefiniterecollection was laid, Evadne wassleep-
ing in a high-backed chair, with the creeper-
~ curtained old brick wall for a background, and
. half her face concealed by a large summer hat
~ which she beld in her hand.

“T thought you would remember when you
saw her so,” said Mrs, Orton Beg, ‘' It was just
. after that unbappy marriage fiasco. She had run
__g}'- away, and sought an asylum here, and when you

~ were so struck by her appearance, I could not
* help thinking it was a thousand pities that you
had not met before it was too late.,”

‘“*And then you asked me to use the Scottish
i gift of second sight—1 was thinking at the
& moment that she was the kind of girlie I should

¢t choose for a wife, and so I said she should marry
~ aman called George "—

P 2 “Which made it doubly a Delphic oracle for
~ vagueness tome,” said Mrs. Orton Beg, *‘ because

- Colonel Colquhoun’s name was also George.”
. ‘*Now, this is a singular coincidence!” I
exclaimed, |
‘““Ah | " she ejaculated. *‘‘ But I do not takk of

‘ coincidences '—there is a special providence, you

know."

. ‘“*Which deserts Edith and protects Evadne?”
Rt You are. incorrigible 1™
& “You are a demon worshipper! The Infinite
& Good gives us the knowledge and power if we will
B useit, Evadne was a Seventh Wave !
 '"“‘The Seventh Waves of humanity must suffer,’
©  yousaid.” Welooked at eachother, ‘‘The oracle
i was ominous. But surely she has suffered
UL .-epm;g.h_? Heaven grant her happiness at

v e
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S . “Amen,"” I answered fervently.
== As soon as we were settled, I tried to order her
Ry life so as to take her mind completely out of the
. old groove. I kept her constantly out of doors,
= and never let her sit and sew alone, for one thing,
= or lounge in easy-chairs, or do anything else that
. is enervating.
~ I made her ride, too, and rise regularly in the
. morning; not too early, for that is as injurious
~ in one way as too late is ip another; the latter
.~ enervates, but the former exhausts, Regularity
s the best discipline, 1 taught her also to shoot
. at amark, and took her intd the coverts in the
~ autumn; but she could not bear the sight of
.~ suffering creatures, and unfortunately she wounded
- a bird the first time we were out, and I was never
- able to persuade her to shoot at another. How-
. ever, there was aotive exercise enough for her
. Without that, so long as she was able to take
~ I, and when it betame necessary to curtail the

| perpetually at her pretty ways.

amount, she drove both morning and afternoon,
and took short walks and pottered about the
grounds in between times. 5

I had bought As-You-Like-It while she was
abroad with the Hanpilton-Wellses, and had had
the whole place pulled down, and the site con-
verted into a plantation, so that no trace was left
of that episode to vex her. In fact, I had done
all that I could think of as likely in any way to
help to re-establish her health, and certainly she
was very happy. Everything I wished her to do
seemed to be a pleasure to her; and mind and
body grew rapidly so vigorous that I lost all fear
for her. She said she was a new creature, and she
lﬂﬂkfd it-

When we had heen married about a year, Sir
Shadwell Rock came to pay us a visit. Evadne
was quite at her best then, and I introduced her
to him triumphantly.

He asked about her progress with kindly
interest when we were alone together, and
declared heartily that she was certainly to all
appearance thoroughly restored, that he was quite
in love with her himself, and hoped to see her in
the van of the new movement yet.

She took to the dear old man, and told him his
great reputation did not frighten her one bit; and
she would lean on his arm familiarly out in the
grounds, pelt him with gorse blossom, fill his
pockets with rose leaves surreptitiously, till they
bulged out like bags behind, and keep him smiling

Ige had been
going abroad for a holiday, but we persuaded him
to stay with us instead, and when we parted with
nim at last reluctantly, he declared that Evadne
had made him young again, and the wrinkles were
all smoothed out,

His last words to me were, ‘‘ So far so goed,
Galbraith,” and I knew he meant to warn as well
as to congratulate. *‘‘Don't keep her in cotton
wool too much., Make her face sickness and
suffering while she is well herself. Take warning
by the smallpox epidemic. She has no morbid
horror of that subject, because she knows practi-
cally how much can be done for the sufferers. If
she devote herself to good works, she will be
sanguine because so much is being accomplished, |
instead of dwelling despondently on the hopeless
amount there is still to do.”

Soon after this, however, I began to hope that a
new interest in life was coming to cure her of 2ll
morbid moods for ever. I was anxious at first,
but she was so quietly happy in the prospect
herself, and she continued so well in spite of the
drain upon her strength, that I soon took heart
again. , ;

““You have got to be very young, Don, since 1
was so good as to marry you,” she said to me
one day,

She had come in with some flowers for me, and
had caught me whistling instead of working. l

Sir Shadwell had consented, in his usual kind
and generous way, to share the responsibility of
this time with me,  He came down to us for an
occasional ‘‘week-end,” just to see how. she
progressed, and -his observations, like " my
own, continued to be satisfactory, It was a
crucial test, we knew, If we could carry her
safely through this trying time, she would be able
to take her proper place with the best of her sex
in the battle of life, to fight with them and for
them, which was what we both ardently desired to
see her do,

There had been never a word of the mental
malady since Colquhoun's death. I had judged

=



238

it well to let her forget she had ever suffered so if
she could, and I had no reason to suspect that she
ever thought of it. She had had hoﬁurs. and even
days, of depression since our marriage, but had
always been able toaccount for them satisfactorily ;
and now, although of course she got down at times,
she was less often so than is usually the case under
the circumstances, and was always easily consoled.
She paid me a visit in my study one day. She
had a habit of coming occasionally when I was at
work, a habit that happily emphasised the difference
between my solitary bachelor days and these.
She was shy of her caresses as a rule, but would
occasionally make my knee her seat, if it
happened to suit her convenience, while she filled
the flower-vases on my table ; or she would stand
chind me with her hands clasped round my neck,

and lean her check against my hair. She'did so
now.

“You love your work, Don, don't you?" she
said.

‘“Yes, sweetheart,” I answered :
it is the great delight of my life.” .

““But, Don, you find it all - absorbing ; don't
you? "

** No, not all-absorbing, »ow."

““But sufficiently so to be a comfort to you if
you ever had any great grief? After the first
shock, you would return to your old pursuits,
would you not? And, by and by, you would find
solace in them? "

I unclasped her hands from my neck, and drew
her round to me. There was a new note in her
voice that sounded ominous,

“What is the trouble, little
whispered, when I had her safe in my arms,

‘I don't think I could die and leave you, Don,
if T thought you would be miserable."

“ Well, then, don't allow yourself to entertain
any doubt on the subject,” T answered : ‘* for ]
should be more than ‘miserable.’ I should
never care for anything in the world again,”

“ But if I should have to die "—

“¢Thereisno need todistress either yourself or me
by such anidle supposition, Evadne,” I answered.
*“ There is not the slightest occasion for alarm.”

“I am not alarmed” she sald, and then she
was silent,

A few days later, I found her sitting on the
fioor in the library, reading a book she had taken
from one of the lower shelves. [t was a book of
Sir Shadwell Rock’s on the heredity of vice, I
took it from her gently, remarking as [ did so, *
would rather you did not read these things just
now, Evadne,”

"1 suppose you agree with Sir Shadwell Rock >
she said.

‘“ Let me help you up,” [ answered,
““Do you?” she persisted.

““next to you,

woman?" |

“Of course. FHe is our chief authority,” I
answered. ‘‘ But promise me, Evadne, not to look

at any of those books again without consulting me,
I shall be having you like the medical students

who imagine they have sSymptoms of every disease
they study.”

‘It would mark a strange change in my mind,”
she answered ; ‘“for I used to be able to study any
subjeft of the kind without being affected in that
way.

That her mind had changed, alas! or rather,
that it had been injured by friction and pressure
of the restrictions imposed upon it, was the
suspicion which necessitated my present precau-
tion, but I could not say so.

She held out her hands for me to help her to rise,

-
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' Why are women kept in the dark about these
things?"” she said, pointing to the books op
heredity. ‘‘ Why are we never taught as yoy are ?
We are the people to be informed. "

“You are quite right,” I said. It js Criminal
to withhold knowledge from any woman who hasg
the capacity to acquire it. But there is 1 time for
everything, you know, my sweetheart. "

'* Now, that poor Colonel Colq uhoun,” she went
on, as if I had not spoken. ‘‘ He for one should
never have been born. With his ancestry, he
must have come into the world foredoomed to g
life of dissipation and disease. It is awful to think
we may any of us become the parents of peopla
who can't be moral without upsetting the whole
natural order of the universe, Oh . Don | it is
dreadful to know it, but it is sinful to ba ignorant
of the fact.”

‘““ But there is no fear for our children, Evadne,”
I said.

‘“Ah! that is what I want to know " she ex-
claimed, clasping her hands round my arm.

'* Come out into the grounds then. sweetheart,"”
[ answered, affecting a cheerfulness I was far from
feeling, ““and I will tell you the whole family
history. "

I had to go out that evening to see a serious
case in consultation with a brother practitioner. [
had ordered the dogcart for ten o'clock, and
Evadne came out into the hall with me from the
drawing-room, where I had been reading to her
since dinner, when it was brought round,

“Must you go?"” she said listlessly.

“I am afraid I must,” I answered : ‘'it is a
matter of life and death. But why shouldn't you
come too? It will be much better than staying
here alone. I ought to have thought of it sooner.
Do come! I will send the dogcart back, and
have the brougham.”

" It would delay you,” she said, hesitating.

“Oh no! Two horses in the brougham will
get over the ground faster than one in the dog-
cart. Come! Let me get you some wraps."

““But when we arrive, my presence will be an
inconvenience," she objected.

“In no way,” I answered. ‘It will not be a
long business, and you can wait very well in the
carriage with a book and a lamp.”

She canie out and looked at the night, still un-
decided. The weather was damp and uninviting.
. "1 don't think I'll go, Don,"” she said, shiver-
Ing. * Good-bye, and safe home to you ! "

As [ drovealong, I cast about in my own mind for
a suitable companion for Evadne, someone who
would vary the monotony for her when I had to
be out. She had no lad y-loves, as so many women
have, Mrs. Orton Beg was at Fraylingay again,
and Lady Adeline was the only other friend I knew
of who would be congenial just then ; but she had
multifarious duties of her own to attend to, and it
would not have been fair to ask her, especially as
she was sure to come if she knew she was wanted,
however great the inconvenience to herself, I
knew nothing at that time of twao other friends of
Evadne'’s, Mrs. Sillenger and Mrs. Malcomson, to
whom I afterward learnt that she was much
attached. Owing, T think, to the unnatural Kabit
of reticence which had been forced upon her, she
had not mentioned them to me, although she con-
tinued to correspond with them. It took her some

time to realise that every interest of hers was
atter of moment to me; ‘A “certain Colone] Hid

Mrs. Guthrie Brimston had recently settled in the
ne1ghbourhnad._ in order, as they gave out, to be
Murmngquest family, with whom they




~ ‘‘I am haunted by a terrible fear,” she wrote,
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¢laimed relationship, on the ground, I believe, that
they also were Guthries, Colonel Guthrie Brimston
led people to suppose that he had left the service
entirely on the duke's accournt, his disinterested
intention being to vary the monotony for the
poor old gentleman during his declining years.
I'hey had claimed Evadne's acquaintance with
effusion, but she had notresponded very cordially.

‘“Let them have a carriage and horses when-
ever they like, Don,” she said, ‘‘and give them
plenty to eat ; but don't otherwise encourage them
to come here.”

Recollecting which, I now inferred that Mrs.
Guthrie Brimston would not answer my present
purpose at all,

This was the first time Evadne bad shown any
objection to being left alone, She used to insist
upon my going away sometimes, because, she
said, I should be so very glad to come back to
her!| But she was never exacting in any way,
and never out of temper. And she had such
pretty ways as a wife! little endearing, womanly

ways which one felt to be the spontaneous outcome

of tenderness untold, and inexpressible. It was
strange how her presence pervaded the house;
strange to me that one little body could make
such a difference.

Foolishly fond, if you like. But if every man
could care as much for a woman, hallowed would
b?! her name, and the strife-begetting uncertainties
of heaven and hell would be allowed to lapse in
order to make room for healthy human happiness.
Our hearts have been starved upon fables long
enough ; we demand some certainty; and as
knowledge increases, waging its inexorable war of
extermination against evil, our beautiful old earth
will be allowed to be lovable, and life a blessing,
and death itself only a last sweet sleep, neither to
be sought nor shunned—‘‘'The soothing sinking
down on hard-earned holy rest,” from which, if
we arise again, it shall not be to suffer. No life
could be fuller of promise than mine at this
moment., Nothing was wanting but the patter of
little feet about the house, and they were coming.
Doubts and fears were latent for once, My hopes
were limitless, my content was extreme.

““ May you have quiet rest to-night, my darling ;
may your heart grow strong, and your faith in
man revive at last.”

Abeut half-way to my destination, I met the
gentleman who had asked me out in consultation,
returning. He was on his way to my house to tell
me that the patient was dead. y presence
could therefore be of no avail, and I turned back
also, I had not been absent more than an hour,
but I found, on entering the house, that Evadne
had already retired. t was a good sign, I
thought, as she had been rather fidgety the whole
day. I had some letters to write, and went at
once to my study for the purpose, taking a candle
with me from the hall. The servants, not expect-
ing me back until late, had turned out most of the
lights downstairs. The lamp in my study, how-
ever, was still burning. It stood on the writing
table, and the first thing I saw, on entering the
room, was a letter lying conspicuously on the blot-
ting pad. It was from Evadne to me.

She had evidently intended me to get it in the
morning, for a tray was always left for me in the
dining-room in case I should be hungry when I
came in late, and my chances were all against my
going to the study again that night. ut my
candle down, and tore the note open with trem-
bling hands. The first few lines were enough.
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have tried again and again to tell you, but I never
could. You would not see that it is prophetic, as
I do—in case of our death—nothing to save my
daughter from Edith's fate — better both die at
once.”” So 1 gathered the contents. No time to
read. I crumpled the note into my pocket. My
labouring breath impeded my progress a moment,
but, thank Heaven! I was not paralysed. In-
voluntarily I glanced at my laboratory. It was
an inner room, kept locked as a rule, but the door
was open now—as 1 knew I had expected 1t to be,
I seized the candle and went to the shelf where I
lkept the bottles with the ominous red labels. One
was missing.

‘“ Evadne !” 1 shouted, running back through
the study and library into the hall, and calling her
again and again as { went. If it were not already
too late, and she had heard my voice, I knew she
would hesitate. I tore up the stairs, and I must
have flown, although it seemed a century before I
reached her room. I flung open the door.

She Aad heard me.

She was standing beside a dressing table in a
listening attitude, with a glass half raised to her
lips, and her eyes met mine as I entered.

My first cry of distress had reached her, and the
shock of it had been sufficient, Had that note
fallen into my hands but one moment later—but I
cannot bear to think of it, IEven at this distance
of time the recollection utterly unmans me. The
moment I saw her, however, I could command
myself. I took the glass from her hand, and
threw it into the fireplace with as little show of
haste as possible.

““To bed now, my sweetheart,” I said; ‘“‘and
no more nonsense of this kind, you know."

She looked at the fragments of the broken glass,
and then at me, in a half~wondering, half-re-
gretful, half-inquiring way that was pitiful to see.
Shaken as I was, I could not bear it. While the
danger lasted, it was no effort to be calm; but
now I broke down, and, throwing myself into a
chair, covered my face with my hands, thoroughly
overcome,

In a moment she was kneeling beside me.

**Oh, Don !" she exclaimed, ** whatisit? Why
are you so terribly upset? "

Poor little innocent sinner! The one idea had
possessed her to the exclusion of every other con-
sideration, I said nothing to her, of course, in
the way of blame. It would have been useless. She
was bitterly sorry to see me grieved; but her
moral consciousness was suspended, and she felt
no remorse whatever for her intention, except in
so far as it had given me pain. The impulse had
passed for the moment, however, and I was so
sure of it that I did not cven take the fatal phial
away with me when I went to my dressing-room ;
but for forty-six days and nights I never left her
an hour alone. The one great hope, however,
that the cruel obliquity would be cured by the
mother's love when it awoke amply sustained nie.
- She was well and cheerful for the rest of the
time, greatly owing, I am sure, to the influence of
Sir Shadwell Rock, who came at once, like the
Kind and generous friend he was, without waiting
to be asked, when he heard what had happened ;
and announced himself prepared to stay until the
danger was over. Iheard Evadne laugh very soon
after his arrival, and could see that ‘‘the WoITy in
her head,” as she described it, bad gone again,
and was forgotten. The impulse, which would
have robbed me of all my happiness and hopes
had she succeeded in carrying it out, never cost

1.1 her a thought, The saving suffering of an agony
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of remorse was what we should like to have seen,
for in that there would have been good assurance
of healthy moral consciousness restored.

It seemed to be only the power to endure
mental misery which had been injured by those
weary days of enforced seclusion and unnatural
inactivity, for I never knew anyone braver about
physical pain,’ It was the strengtl} to contem-
plate the sufferings of others, which grows In
action and 1s best developed by turning the knotv-
ledge to account for their benefit, that had been
sapped by ineffectual brooding, until at last,
before the moral shock of indignation which the
view of preventable human evils gave her, her
right mind simply went out, and a disordered
faculty filled the void with projects which only
a perverted imagination could contemplate as
being of any avail

Whatever doubts we may have had about her
feeling for the child when it came were instantly
set at rest. Nothing could have been healthier
or more natural than her pride and delight in
him.  When she saw him for the first time, after
he was dressed, I brought him to her myself with
his little cheek against my face.

“Oh, Don!" she exclaimed, her eyes opening
wide with joy., “T love to see you like that!
But what is she like, Don? Give her to me ! *

“She, indeed!"” I answered.  ““Don’t insult
my son. e would reproach you himself, but he
1s speechless with indignation,”

““Oh, Don, don't be ridiculous!” she cried,
stretching up her arms for him. *‘Is it really
a boy? Do give him tome! I want tosee him
so!”™ When I had put him in her arms, she
gathered him up jealously, and covered him with
kisses, then held him off a little way to look. at
him, and then kissed him again and again,

“ Did you ever see a baby before ?” I asked
her.

“ No, never| never!” she answered emphati-
cally ; *“never such a darling as this, at all events |
His little cheek is just like velvet: and see | he
can curl up his hands! Isn't it wonderful, Don?
He's like you, too, " I'm sure he'is, He's quite
dark."” ‘ |

‘““He's just the colour of that last sunset you
were raving about, 1 told you to be careful.”

““Oh, Don, how canyoul” she exclaimed. Tt
was beautiful to see her raptures, She was like
a child herself, so unaffectedly glad in her pre-
cious little treasure, and so surprised | ‘The fact
that he would move independently and have ideas
of his own seemed never to have oceurred to her,

So far so good, as Sir Shadwell said ; and we
soon had her about again ; but the first time she sat
up, after her cushions had been arranged for her,
and her baby laid on her lap, when I stooped
to give them both a kiss of hearty congratulation,
she burst into tears,

** It is nothing, Don: don't be concerned,” she
said, trying bravely to smile again. "I was
thinking of my mother. This would have been
such a happy day for her." |

‘This made me think of the breach with her
father., ‘I had forgotten that she had a father,
but it occurred to me now that a reconciliation
might add to her happiness, and I wrote to him
accordingly to that effect, making the little grand-
son my excuse.. Mr, TIrayling replied that he
had heard indirectly of his daughter's second
marriage, but was not surﬁ_rised to receive no
communication from herself on tlie subject, be-
cause her whole conduct for many years past had
really been most extraordinary, If‘:

rupted.

however, she |
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had become a dutiful wife at last, ag I had inti.
mated, he was willing to forgive her, and Jet by-
gones be bygones; whereupon I asked him to
Fountain Towers, and he came.

He was extremely cordial. 1 had a long talk
with him before he saw Evadne, during which
I discovered from whence she took her trick of
phbrase-making. He expressed himself as satisfied
with me and my position, my reputation and
my place. He also shook his watch chain at ny
son, which denoted great approval, I inferred
and made many improving remarks, inters rsed
with much good advice on the subject of babies
and the management of estates, |

Evadne had been very nervous about meeting
him again, but the baby broke the ice, and she
was unfeignedly glad to make friends. Upon
the whole, however, the reconciliation was not
the success that I had anticipated. Father and
daughter had lost touch, and, after the first fow
hours, there was neither pleasure nor pain in their
intercourse; nothing, 1in fact, but politeness,
The flow of affection had been too long inter-
It was diverted to other channels now,
and was too deeply imbedded in them to be
coaxed back in the old direction, Love is a
sacred stream which withdraws itself from the
sacrilegious who have offered it outrage,

It was an unmitigated happiness, however, to
Evadne to haye her brothers and sisters with her
again, and from that time forward we had gener-
ally some of them at Fountain Towers,

Mrs, Kilroy of Ilverthorpe, otherwise known
to her friends as Angelica, was one of the first
people privileged to see the baby.

'* Oh, you queer little thing | " she exclaimed,
pointing her finger at it by way of caress. ‘‘I've
been thinking all this time that babies were
alwvays Speckled Toads. And you are all rosy
and dimpled and plump, you pretty thing ! I
wish T had just a dozen lif:e you!l" |

Poor erratic Angelica, with all her wayward-
ness, ‘‘but yet a woman!” There was only the
one man that I have ever known who could have
developed the best that was in Aungelica, and him
she had. just missed; as so often happens in this
world of contraries., I am thinking of our poor
Julian, known to her as the Tenor, whom she
had met when it was too late, and in an evil hour
for us and for herself apparently, the consequences
having been his death and her own desolation.
Yet 1 don't know. Those were the first conse-
quences certainly, but others followed and -are
following.  The ‘memory of one good man is a
light which sheds the brightest rays that fall on
the lives of thousands—as Mr. Kilroy has reason
to know ; with whom, after the Tenor, Angelica
1s happier than she could have been with any
other man, And then, again, she has Diavolo.
The close friendship between them, which had
been interrupted for some years, was renewed
46l In sorae inexplicable way by the effect of
my marriage on Diavolo, and since then they
have been as inseparable as their respective duties
to husband and grandfather allow. And so the
web of life is woven, the puzzling strands resolv-
Ing themselves out of what has seemed to be a
hopeless tangle into the most beautiful designs.

Some of Evadne’s ideas of life were consider-
ably enlarged in view of the boy's future. o

“I'am 50 glad you are a rich man,"’ she said
tome one day, ‘‘and have a title and all that.

It doesn't matter for you, you know, Don, because
you are you,

start in life,”

o
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But it will give the baby such a
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{ She summoned me at a very carly period of his

.~ existence to choose a name for him, and having

- when he kicks and screams.

frowned and walked out of the

in that a sign of self-respect also.

~ distressed her.
- culous cure in a moment, and now only hoped

decided upon George Shadwell Beton, she had
him christened with all orthodox ceremony by
the Bishop of Morningquest as soon as possible,
That duty once accomplished must have relieved
her mind satisfactorily with regard to a Clhristian
name for him, for she has insisted on calling him
by the heathen appellation of Donino ever since,
for the flattering reason that his temper when
thwarted is exactly like mine,

‘I am sure when you were his age you used to
kick and scream just as he does when his wishes
are not carried out on the instant,” she said.
‘“* You don't kick and scream now when you are

-~ vexed ; you look like thunder, and walk out of

the room,” |

‘“ Baby seems to afford you infinite satisfaction
You laugh and hug
him more, if anything, in his tantrums than when
he is good," I remarked.

‘‘I take his tantrums for a sign of strength,”
she answered. ‘‘He is merely standing on his
dignity, and demanding his rights as a rule. It
was the same thing with his father when he
room, He
wouldn’'t be sat upon either, and I used to see
It is a long
time now since I saw you frown and walk out of
the room, Don."

‘It is a long time since you attempted to sit
upon me,’" I said.

. T am afraid I neglect you,” she answered
apologetically; ‘‘you see Donino requires so
much of my time.”

She continued to be cheerful for months after
the birth of the boy, and we waited patiently for
some sign which should be an assurance of her

~ complete restoration to mental health; or, so

far as I was concerned, for an opportunity of
testing her present feeling about the. subject that
[ had given up expecting a mira-

for a gradual change for the better.

. The opportunity I was waiting for came. one
winter's afternoon when she was playing with the
baby. It was a moment of leisure with me, the
afternoon tea-time, which I always arranged to
spend with her if possible, and especially if she

~ would otherwise have been alone, as was the case

on this occasion.
I had been responding for half an hour, as well

T could, to incessant appeals ,for sympathy

and admiration—not that I found it difficult to

. admire the boy, who was certainly a splendid
s sspecimen of the human race, although perhaps I

. .ought not to say so ; but my commandof language

 never answered his mother's expectations, some-

- in her arms.

 how, when it came to expressing my feelings.

“‘“Do you think you care as much for him as I
do, Don?" she burst out at last,

- “More,"” I answered seriously.

S Why? How?"' she demanded, surprised by

1y tone,

“ Because I never could have hurt him."

‘““Hurt him ! " she exclaimed, gathering him up
“Do you mean that I could hurt
him | byt my baby! Oh!"” . She got up and

ot I8 - stood looking at me’indignantly for a few seconds

i "
L]

with the child's face hidden against her neck; .

B ﬁ ~and then she rang the bell sharply, and sent him

{8
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i !!KNhat,da you mean, Don?" she sald, when
‘we were alone together again. ‘' Tell me. You
would not say a cruel thing like that for nothing."

““I am referring to that night before he was
born,” I said, taking the little bottle from my
pocket. This seems to me to have been the
cruellest operation that I have ever had to
perform.

““Oh, Don! " she cried, greatly distressed. ‘I
understand. I should have killed him. But why,
why do you remind me of that now? "

‘“1T want to be quite sure that you have learnt
what a mistaken notion that was, and that you
regret the impulse.”

She sat down on a low chair before the fire,
with her elbows on her knees and her face
buried in her hands; and remained so for some
time. She wanted to think it out, and tell me
exactly.

“I do not feel any regret,” she said at last.
‘“I would not do the same thing now, but it is
only because I am not now occupied with the
same thoughts, They have fallen into the back-
ground of my consciousness, and I no longer
perceive the utility of self-sacrifice,"

‘““ But do you not perceive the sin of suicide ? "

‘“ Not of that kind of suicide,” she answered.
‘“You see, we have the divine example, Christ
committed suicide to all intents and purposes by
deliberately putting Himself into the hands of His
executioners ; but His motive makes #Zem respon-
sible for the crime; and my motive would place
society in a similar position,” "

‘“ Your view of the great sacrifice would startle
theologians, I imagine,” was my answer, ‘' But,
even allowing that Christ was morally responsible
for His own death, and thereby set the example
you would have followed to save others from
suffering ; tell me, do you really see any com-
parison between an act which had the redemption
of the world for its object, and the only result
that could follow from the sacrifice of one little
mother and child?"

‘““What result, Don?"

‘““ Breaking your husband’'s heart, spoiling his
life, and leaving him lonely for ever.”

She started up and threw herself on  her knees
beside me, clasping her hands about my neck.

““Oh, Don, don't say that again!" she cried,
“ Don't say anything hke that again—ever—will

you?" : _ _
““You know I should never think of it again if
I could be sure''— ¢

She hid her head upon my shoulder, but did
not answer immediately,

*T am seeking for some assurance in myself to
give you,” she said at last; ‘‘but I feel none.
The same train of thought would provoke me
again—no, not to the same act, but to something
desperate ;- I can't tell what, But I suffer so,
Don, when such thoughts come, from grief, and
ralgci,_ and horror, I would do almost anything for
relief,

‘““ But just think "-— I began.

‘““No, don't ask me to think !"" she interrupted.
‘“ All my endeavour is not to think, Let me live
on the surface of life, as most women do. 1 will
do nothing but attend to my household duties
and the social duties of my position. I will read
nothing that is not first weeded by you of every
painful thought that might remind me. I will
play with my baby by day, and curl up comfort-
ably beside you at night, infinitely grateful and
content to be so happily circumstanced myself—
Don, help me to that kind of life, will you? And
burn the books. Iet me deserve my name and
be ‘ Well - pleasing -one' to you first of all the
yorld, and then to any with whom I may come



242

THE HEAVENLY TWINS

- o i -

in contact. Let me live while you live, and die
when you die. But do not ask me to think, I
can b2 the most docile, the most obedient, the
most loving of women as long as I forget my
knowledge of life; but the moment I remember
I becom= a raging fury; I have no patience with
slow processes; ‘Revolution’ would be my cry,
and I could preside with an awful joy at the
execution of those who are making the misery
now for succeeding generations.” .

** But, my dear child, it would surely be happier
for you to try to alleviate "'—

“}Na, nn,'}'rshe again interrupted. ‘' I know all
you can say on that score ; but I cannot bear to
be brought into contact with certain forms of
suffering. I cannot bear the contradictions of
life; they make me rage."”

““What I want to say is, that you should act,
and not think,” I ventured.

“* How can I act without thinking ?"' she asked.

“You see, if you don't act you must think,"” I
pursusd; “‘and if you do think without acting,
you become morbid. ‘The conditions of an
educated woman's life now force her to know the
world, She is too intelligent not to reason about
what she knows. She sees what is wrong ; and if
she is high-minded, she fecls forced to use her
influence to combat it. If she resists the impulse

her conscience cannot acc]uit her, and she suffers
herself for her cowardice.'

“I know,"” she answered.
discuss the subject any more.

We were silent for some time after that, and
then I made a move as if to speak, but checked
myself,

“What is it? " she asked.

1 was going to ask you to do something to
oblige me; but now I do not like to."”

“Oh!" she exclaimed, much hurt ; ““do you
really think there is anything I would not do for
you, if I could ?"

“Well, this is a mere trifle,” I answered, ]
want you to take that sturdy, much be-ribboned
darling of yours to see my poor sick souls in the
hospital. A sight of his small face would cheer
them, Will you?"”

“ Why, surely," she said. * How could you
doubt it? I shall be delighted.”

" And there was another thing "'—

““Oh, don't hesitate like that,” she exclaimed.
““You can't think how you hurt me,"

"' I very much wish you would take charge of
the flowers in the hospital for me, that was what
I was going to say, I should be so pleased if you
should make them your special care, If you
would cut them yourself, and take them and
arrange them whenever fresh ones are wanted,
you would be giving me as much pleasure as the
patients.  And you might say something kind to
them as you Fass through the wards. Iven a
word makes all the difference in their day.,"

“Why didn't you ask me to do this before?"
sh= said reproachfully.

“1 was a little afraid of asking you now,” 1
answered,

“1 shall begin to-morrow," she said,
me the best time for me to go."

There is a great deal in the way a thing is put,
Whs my trite reflection afterward, If I 1ad
Eivcn svadue my reason for particularly wishing

er to visit the hospital, she would have turned it
inside out to show me that it was lined with
nbilr:ctiuns; but now, because I had ask

“But don't let us

“Tell

oblige me simply, she was ready to

and
would bave gong if

it had ¢ost hey half her cémfort '

in life. “This was a great step in advance,
the smallpox epidemic, so now at the hospita|
she had no horror of anything she 2w, It was
always what she imagined that made her morbid,

— T e Ty

CHAPTER XIX

FOLLOWING these days there came
perfect peace for bﬂtg of us,

was satisfactory ; she led the life she had planneq
for herself; and so lonF as she shut out g
thought of the wicked world and nothing occurred
to remind her of the “‘awful, needless suffering "
with which she had become acquainted in the
past, she was tranquilly happy.

Donino rapidly grew out of arms. He was
an independent young rascal from the first, and
would never be carried if he could walk, or driven
from the moment he could sit a pony—zarip is the
word, I know, but his legs were not long enough
to grip when he began, and his rides were there.
fore conducted all over the pony's back at first.
His object was to keep on, and in order to do S0
without the assistance he scorned, he rode like a
monkey,

Evadne was

a time of
Evadne's health

proud of the boy, but she missed
the baby, and complained that her arms were
empty. It was not long, however, happily—and
a propos of the number of my responsibilities, I
was taken to task severely one day, and discovered
that I had in my son a staunch supporter and a
counsellor whose astuteness was not to be despised,

I was finishing my letters one afternoon 1n the
library when Evadne came in with her daughter
in her arms, and Donino clinging to her skirt, 1
expected the usual ““Don, T am sure you have
done enough. Come and have some tea,” and
turned to meet it with the accustomed protest,
‘“ Just five minutes more, my sweetheart,” But
Evadne began in quite another tone,

““I have just heard such a disgraceful thing
about you,"” she ¢aid.

' A disgraceful thing about me 1" I exclaimed.

""Yes. I hear you were asked the other day
how many children you had, and you answered
‘ Twoor three/” Now, will you kindly count your
children, and when you are quite sure you know
the number off by heart, repeat it aloud to me, so
that I may have some hope that you will not
commit yourself in that way again.” -

“Oh,"” T answered, ‘T know how many 2abies
there are ; my difficulty is about you, I am never

quite sure whether to count you as a child or
not, "

“Now, T call
said, carrying her
indignation which deceived Donino,

He had been standing with his back to the
Writing table and his feet firmly planted before
him, gravely watching us, and now when his

mother left the room he came to my knee and
looked up at me confidentially,

““Ou bin naughty, dad?” he asked,

“It looks like it,"” I answered.

" Ou say ou sorry,"” he advised,

"' What will happen then?" | wanted to know. |

"' Den de missus 'ill kiss ou,” he explained. s
" Den dat all right,"

“Truly ‘a wise son maketh a glad father,”” 1
observed,

Donino knitted his brows, and grumbled a
puzzled but polite assent. I saw signs of reflec-
ticn afterward, however, which warnzd me pot 9

that a mean little score,” she
baby off with an affestation of

T T
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not be unmixed, You should have explained that
your sole purpose was to make a very charming
young lady healthy-minded again and happy, if
you wanted to know what I thought of your

be too sure that I knew exactly where the limits
of the little understanding were. But one thing
was evident. The boy was being educated on

. marriage ? "'
~ didn't explain, you know, so

~ gratification, in which case you would

the principle of repent and have done with it,
Old accounts are not cast up in this establish-
ment.

Donino watched me putting my writing things
away; he was waiting to see me through m
trouble. When I was ready, he took as much
of my hand as he could hold in his, protectingly,
and K:d me to the drawing-room with a dignified
air of importance. Sir Shadwell Rock was staying
with us at the time, and my daughter was creep-
ing from her mother to him as we entered the
room, and receiving a large share of his attention.
Donino glanced at him, fearing, perhaps, that his
presence as audience would make matters more
unpleasant for me.

“Mumme,' he said, ‘' dad's tum."

Evadne looked up inquiringly.

“I've come to say I am sorry,” I exclaimed.

‘“Oh," said Evadne, a little puzzled, ‘' that's
right.” :

Donino looked from one to the other ex-
pectantly ; but as his mother made no move, he
edged up to her side, and repeated with emphasis,
‘“Dad's sorry.”

*“That's right," his mother answered, putting
her arm round him, and caressing him fondly.

He drew away from her dissatisfied, and
walked to the window, where he stood, with his
thumbs in his belt, and his chin on his chest.

‘““Oh, Don," Evadne whispered, ‘‘ do look at

ourself in miniature! But what is the matter?
hat have I done to disturb him? or left
undone? "

‘T said I was sorry, and you haven't kissed
me," I replied.

Evadne grasped the situation at last, and got
up.

P“I suppose I must kiss you,” she said. ‘' I

you won't be naughty again,”
he boy made no sign at the moment, but
Eresenﬂy he sauntered back to the tea-table as if

¢ were satisfied.

When the children were gone Sir Shadwell
asked for an explanation.

‘“It is beautiful to watch the mind of a young
child wnfold,” he observed; ''to notice . its
wonderful grasp, on the one hand, of ideas one
would have thought quite beyond its comprehen-
sion, and, on the other, its curious limitations,
Now, that boy of yours reasons already from what
he observes.”

‘* Clearly,”" I answered. ‘' He observes that
my position in this house is quite secondary, and

ho

_ therefore, although he sees his mother ‘naughty’

every day, he never thinks for a moment of
suggesting that she should ‘own up’' to me.”

““Don, you are horrid | " Evadne exclaimed,

The next day she went out carly in the after-
noon to pay calls.

Sir Shadwell and I accompanied her to the
door to see her into her carriage, and she drove
off smilins, and kissing her hand to us.

““Now," I said, as we lingered on the doorstep,
watching the carriage glint between the trees,
““what do you thin agnut the wisdom of my

““Oh,"” he answered, his cl;.rc!. twinkling, ‘' you

naturally concluded
ou were merely marrying for

that Kﬂur own

ave been

disappointed when you found what I foresaw,

that, under the circumstances, the pleasurg would

chances of success.” |

‘“You're a confounded old cynic,” I said, turn-
ing into the house.

Sir Shadwell went out into the grounds, and
there I found him later, patiently instructing
Donino in the difficult art of stringing a bow, his
white head bowed beside the boy's dark one, and
his benign face wrought into wrinkles of intent-
ness.

I was busy during the afternoon, but I fancied
I beard the carriage return. Evadne did not
come to report herself to me, however, as was her
wont after an expedition, and I therefore thought
that I must have been mistaken, and more espe-
cially so when she did not appear at tea-time.
After tea, Sir Shadwell settled himself with a
book, and I left him, In the hall I met the
footman who had gone out with Evadne,

‘“When did you return?"” I asked.

‘““I can't say rightly, Sir George,” the man
replied. ‘*'We only paid one call this afternoon,
and then came straight back. Her ladyship
seemed to be poorly.’

[ ran upstairs to my wife's sitting-room. She
was lying on a couch asleep, her face grey, her
eyelids swollen and purple with weeping, her hair
disordered. As I stood looking down at her, she
opened her eyes and held up her arms tome. She
looked ten years older, a mere wreck of the
ealthy, happy, smiling woman who had driven off
cissing her hand to us only a few hours before.

‘““Tell me the trouble, my sweetheart,” I said,
kneeling down beside her. *‘* Where did you go

to-day?"

i gnl_v to Mrs. Guthrie Brimston,” she
answered. ‘‘But Mrs. Beale was there with
IZdith's boy, and we talked— Oh, Don | " she broke
off. *'I wish my children had never been born |
The suffering | the awful, needless suffering! How
do I know that they will escape?”

Alas! alas! that terrible cry again, and just
after we had allowed ourselves to be sure that it
had been silenced at last for ever.

I did not reason with her this time. I could
only pet her, and talk for the purpose of distract-
ing her attention, as one does with a child. So
far, I had never for a moment lost heart and
hope. I could not believe that the balance of her
fine intelligence had been too rudely shaken ever
to be perfectly restored ; but now at last it seemed
as if her confidence in her fellow-creatures, the
source of all mental health, had been destroyed
for ever, and with that confidence her sense of the
value of life and of her own obligations had been
also injured or distorted to a degree which could
not fail to be dangerous on occasion. There are
injuries which set up carcinoma of the mind, we
know, cancer spots confined to a small area at
first, but gradually extending with infinite pain
until all the surrounding hﬂﬂlﬁ‘l tissue is more or
less involved, and the whole beautiful fabric is
absorbed in the morbid growth, for which there
IS no certain palliative in time, and no ?ussiblc
prospect of cure except in eternity, Was this
to be Evadne's case? Alas! alas! But still,
doctors sometimes mistake the symptoms, and
find, happily, that they have erred when they
arrived at an unfavourable diagnosis. So I said
to myself, but the assurance in no way affected
the despair which bad settled upon my heart, and
was crushing it
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Late that night I was sitting alone in my study.
I had been reading Solomon's prayer at the
dedication of the temple, and the book still lay
open before me. It was a habit of mine to read
the Bible when I was much perturbed. The
solemn majestic march of the measured words
seldom failed to restore my tranqumility in a
wonderful way, and it had done so now. I felt
resigned. *‘ Hearken therefore unto the supplica-
tion of Thy servant "—I was repeating to myself,
in fragments, as the lines occurred to me—** that
Thine eyes may be upon this house day and
mght. . . . hear Thou from Thy dwelling-place,
even from heaven; and when Thou hearest
forgive."

I must have dozed a moment, I think, when I
had pronounced the words, for I had heard no rustle
of trailing garments in the library beyond, yet the
next thing I was conscious of was Evadne kneel-
ing beside me.  She put her arms round my neck,
and drew my face down to her.

“ Don," she suid, with a great dry sob, “I am
sorry. I have annoyed you somehow "—

‘* Not annoyed me, my wife,”

“ Hurt you, then, which is worse. I have taken
all the heart out of you— somehow — I can see
that But I cannot —cannot tell what it is I
have done.” She looked into my face piteously,
and then hid her own on my shoulder, and burst
into a paroxysm of sobs and tears,

If only I could have made h :
what the trouble was! But there ?r ?ﬂ;n Emhgnd
ang i hlad failed. o VO

ne little white foot peeped out fro |

her dressing-gown, the pink sole slloxxt*?nge D?lt,h
had got out of bed and slipped on e
only, and the night was cold. 1 might hay
thought that she would lie awake frctting if 3;.&
were left alone on a night when her mind was =
disturbed, and here had I been seeking sol 4
m}'sci:jllf and fl'::}rgetting that great as m; 0?5
troudie was hers must sur it ev L

infinite does the finite, T L

But that error I could repair, I h 3
should never be repeated. S T o

- Cﬂme_. my sweetheart,” I said, gathering her
up close in my arms. ‘“‘So long as you will let
me be a comfort to you, you will not be able o
hurt me again; but if at any time you will not
listen to my words, if nothing I can do or say
strengthens or helps you, if I cannot keep you.
from the evil that it may not grieve you, then I
shall know that. I have lost all that makes life
worth having, and I shall not care how soon this
lamp of mine goes out.”

She looked up at me in a strange startled way
and then she clung closer; and I thought she
Eml?ttillhzf if sh{zrcould help it, I should not lose

e little ask for now—the pow ak
life endurable, RPN

THE END
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A Book-Lover's Library.

% § ESSRS. FREDERICK WARNE & CO. beg to announce that in
an exceptionally popular form and under the general title of

CAMEOS OF LITERATURE

5 FROM STANDARD AUTHORS,

-~ they will re-issue, In Twelve Fortnightly Volumes, con}mencing May 15, these
compact and delightful selections from the Masterpieces of English Laterature, etc.

PROSPECTOS.

This little Series of Twelve Volumes, each 6} x 3% inches, issued mn a
form admirably adapted for the pocket and the general reader, embraces

Selections from the Masterpieces
of the

World’'s Great Writers
IN EVERY BRANCH OF LITERATURE.

EAcH VOLUME COMPLETE IN ITSELF, contains a full Contents and Index,
and a finely etched Original PHOTOGRAVURE FRONTISPIECE.

A General Index of the Selections and Authors is included in the r2th vol

2

l\_

€€ As an ideal aid to the pleasant and earnest study of English Literature,
these twelve little volumes are invaluable, and they supply the true require-
ments of the book -lover more adequately than the ponderous hbranes
(planned out on the basis of this work) which have recently been so largely |

exploited.”

.

INTENDING SUBSCRIBERS SHOULD WRITE AT ONCE FOR THE

COMPLETE PROSPECTUS GIVING FULL DETAILS RESPECTING THE

VARIOUS STYLES OF ISSUE, THE NAMES OF THE AUTHORS, AND
A LIST OF THE SELECTIONS.

The various styles of issue will be as follows:—
1. In artistic folded cover, limp, price 1s. net, per Voi.
2. In half-white cloth, gilt, watered silk sides, giit top, price 1s. 6d. net, per Vol
8. In limp lamb skin, gilt edges, price 2s. 6d. net, per Vol.

ORDER THROUGH YOUR BOOKSELLER.
I ' IT IS A PURCHASE YOU WILL NEVER REGRET.

A FEW IMPORTANT PRESS OPINIONS MAY ASSIST YOU TO
DECIDE WITHOUT DELAY.

““ The collection is admirable.”—AManchester Guardian.

‘‘ The literature represented is drawn from a wide field, and shows
extreme diversity.”—Satwrday Review.

‘“ A representative collection, thoroughly up to date.”—ZLsverpool Mercury.

‘It forms, in itself, a gem-like little library.”—Bookseller. 3 -

FREDERICK WARNE & CO.,
LONDON: CHANDOS HOUSE, BEDFORD STREET, STRAND.




How to Furnish Smartly
Without Disturbing Capital.

“NORMAN STACEY.2 = =
ARTISTIC Housrs FURNISHERS, -~ .=
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By means of a clever scheme (endorsed by Mr. Labouchere, Mr.

Clement Scott, and many others) known and adopted in all parts of the

English-speaking world, which enables you to Furnish your

throughout, from Drawing Room to Kitchen (even to
Silver,

house or flat

the extent of Linen,
Cutlery, Blinds, etc.) out of iIncome, without disturbing your

capital, by dividing the whole amount into 6, 12, 24 monthly, or 12

quarterly, payments. During the above-mentioned period, you can, of
course, at any time pay off the

amount and avail yourself of the cash
discount,
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Visitors to the Military Exhibition, Earl’

S Court, should not fail to
view the Officers’ Model Quarters,

by Norman & Stacey.
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A beautifully Coloured Catalogue given upon personal application.

NORMAN & STACEY L™

118 QUEEN YVICTORIX ST., LONDON, E.C.
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«BIRKBECK BANK

Southampton Bldngs., Chancery Lane, I.ondon, W.C.
CURRENT ACCOUNTS
O
2.

minimum monthly balances, when

-.#I-i.',. W ‘
LY

on the not

drawn below £100.
DEPOSIT ACCOUNTS

on Deposits, repayable on demand.
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STOCKS AND SHARES

Stocks and Shares purchased and sold for customers.

The BIRKBECK ALMANACK, with full particulars, post free.

FRANCIS RAVENSCROFT, Manager.

Telephone No. 5 Holborn.

Telegraphic Address.: *° BIRKBECK, [.ONDON.”

NEW 25-GUINEA IRON-FRAMED

CHAPPELL PIANO

ON TERMS SIMILAR IN PLAN TO The TImEs “ENCYCLOPAEDIA BRITANNICA.

25 MONTHLY PAYMENTS, each £1, 1s.

CHAPPELL & CO.

Can also be purchased

T T ' an J| TR HHTTHIETI !-";:;I’l | beg to aunnounce thetr
on the sante system— “hlwl!l h-,“l ] |‘|', il l.l,.||l, i| DI Ul '” after - season Sale of
I T amina o Second - hand Piano-

I N (Tt Hi W  CCONL 14 I
33-GUINEA PIANINO, ik ‘Wu“ Il e ek fortes. ['hese 1nstru-
30 Monthly Payments, | e e cErE e ments, which have had
each £1, 4s. 0d. B e - T s it S but very little wear, are

being uiTLILLi at

30-GUINEA COTTAGE EXCEPTIONALLY

PIANO, 30 Monthly

Payments, each

(TILIALLLLL
ﬁlnh Liil il i
e = s =

LOW PRICES
for Cash, as they must
he cleared to make room

£1, 8s, 0d. . i for new stock.
il |1“H Ll r||“‘|"[‘| |1[lll* J \ il ] il
50-GUINEA UPRIGHT .}?-m:,I'lw W ”r i | “ SR
GRAND PIANO, 3-5 I I:"a!;"."wih T R ATt il 1.|= ILLUSTRATED
Monthly  Payments, '=;: . i-':;'.:.:l:;[I:I-i'llfIF M ‘ | t-l CATALOGUE and
each £1, 10s. 0d. I 1“‘ NH ' I Testimonials, with
pir 1.;14 I - T Pricesand Particulars
ik Ttk

CARRIAGE FREE IN
LLONDON.

1N HIB it J|
|lr|f q'][lli| |||. ||1 l|1 Ill
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THE NEW 25-GUINEA IRON-FRAMED

in London.

and delicacy of touch.

Seven Octaves, Compass A to A.

—— - ——

g

UL

of New and Second-
hand Pianos, Post
Free on Application.

PIANINO s remarkable for its richness of tone

Trichord and Check Action,.

L

il[tlr. Free

CHAPPELL & CO. LIMITED, Pianoforte Manufacturers, 50 NEW BOND STREET, LONDON, W.
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