
siY, tliey turn, from me; and mnuch as

(lin thein, 1 amn unable to do So. Finally

les and touches me a woman wbo, baif il

balf ln eontempt, 1V sesms, takes meb

VO tead me away. How, or f rom. wbat

le goet tlie idea, 1 do fot kflow, but 1 am sur

<IOws wha it is about me whicli makes in

'd, unable to joiu te others: but just as

bier each time Vo find this out, 1 awake

tarne4 nothing from bier except VliaV lie

Mitriain.' That, Mr. Traut," the girl col

[110ectediy, "vas always the way that dreal

B1t iV neyer sspecially alarlned mie, as 1 sa<

rnt' look me beyond that point for thie fir~

le years lago ami again hs sumnier."

lY, after Mr. Ritchie and bis motber ha

Ir6 Vo visit you, you saiýd?" the psychologi

LPid1y, ae lie sav that Mrs. Blylie, wbo hi

I rom making any comment, 'was about

During Mr. Ritchie's visit bere tbree yea

Trault,", the girl continued, *,but noV wb

bers lu July: it vas aftsr lie had gone a-~

eback again In August. 1 bad been engag

esa lIttle over four moiiths," she explain

tircularly, "ami duriug those montbsV

uID Vo) the point of 'Miriam's' entralice in

c'0111111 ver'y frelquently. It flever Vook

tta-n 'Miriam,' even during Charles' first vi

,Ju'ly . He had suddenly Vo go Vo Arizonia
seine Propert.ies whicb lie was interested

ig the Vtwo wseks lie was gons, 1 vent

aun five tines as far as 'Miriam'; but ne'

ther iii Vhe terrible niglit that Charles

Ou Iliat niglit, as, soon as lie was asIe

SOOm across the hall1 front mine-Wh.

is 110W sleeping, MT. Trant-I dreamt
but nomwW ~iriai' led -me fartlier.

IN therse came Vo me, as soon as 1 fell asle

'e Old feeling of f alling away, and dropp
,nd valnIy struggling Vo stay with my f rie'

th Chiarles, again the awful paralysis and

sto>PPiug; again the great crowd of pe<

'at mae aud neyer seeing me, and again

0111e Pressing about me, and 'Miriaml,'

balt condemning me. But hs ime sh

and eVIll witli lier disdaluful, cold piVy-

51 Fnemn and so sVili vas site that i

tO~1lv but I furced myseif Vo go witb

iiO! fear. The pe-opîs about me ail I

and 'Mirîim,' witliout spesklng a w

une tlirougli au orchard of peacli treesl al

6PXM; but the flovwers 41<1 net give me ple&

SOMfeh.ow. Instead, tliougli tbey vere br

tSSli and Vhe snlight shone upon thein,
»rug1iV an increase Vo my borror, aend a

d'irOSd!ii sense o! inpendlug misfortuils.

'A_

THE COURIER

1 as 1 feit that, suddenly i sauT I was no longer out

doors; the peacli blossoITS were stili about me; but

n,0w they were *forming tbe walis and ceffings of a

7 dark room-a roomi furnisbed like a library, and a

1 long, flat coueli; and on the coucli was a figure

B oove'red by a sheet.

1 S 'Miriam' forced me forward and miade me

A' lift Vhe sbeet, 1 saw it was my fatb5t lying

dead before me! But as I loolied again. 1 now

r sauT that iV was lot lie, but Charles-o.bare Ritebie,

ligthere cold and dEýadl." The girl gasped. For

ia moment she could flot proceed.

stTrant bent forward swiftly -and laid bis band oni

ber wrist. "And then?" bie urged.

"I awoke and found Cbarles. Ritcbie dead, Mi.

st Trat," the gira msnaged o reply. "His door was

lc'colked, and wen 1 got no answer to my iuocke and

t4 cries, 1 got elp and bad It brokief down. And on

VOhis bed lie lay-lis face almost as 1 bail se en it in

my dream--dead!"
rs 11 quant, tere was vo more of the drean?" the

Bn psyclogist questiofed gently.

ed "Noc; no mýore -of that dream, Mr. Trant; ani neyer

edevefi so mu-ecb again alter that for three yeflrs; neyer

le anytblng like the last part of it lu any f ormn till Vhe

hei identical dream, * Witb the substitution olY, O! Mr.

nO Blythe for poor Oherles Ritchie, came to me yester-

sit 'day ýmornýing aud Ibis umorniflg agadn, and forced me

Vo, Vo send flor you, Mr. Traut. i fear wltb al the in-

tuitîoei of a woman-afld a 'womafl wbo loves-that

inli m-eans deatli again, if we paY ne beed Vo, it!"

ve "Unes MT. Trant can assure us," Mrs. Blythe

r-put ini, witb a distrustful look at Vhe girl, "tbat notli-

ep, ing thetn Randali in t.hls îonely place, twenty

eemiles from everyofle except chance camping parties,

are w'bule lie Ils sleeping lu tbe sauie room eilud surrounded

by the samne clrcumstaus in wblcli Chiarles Ritchie6

met bis deatb in so-peculiar a minIHer!"

"Motber, are you crazy?" Blythe oried, severelly.

Je P' "Editb, my dear-fy dear!." He lient over and

nd patted the girls baud. "You must uot mind wbiat

the mother says, for that la ouly becuse sble is frlghtened

>pîe for me, just as you are. And do noV thinli 1 cannot

ail appreciaVe the feare you both felel for me. NouT

half tliat you bave toid hlm ail yeur side, i Vlitnk Mr.

e Trant cafi safely allay youir fears--can you noV?"

ed Blythe turned Vo the psvcboiogist. "Ritcble's deatli

Wucame frein a perfectly evidelit aud even foreseenm

bier, cause. His heart was weali, as uobody knows better

sap- than Miss Coburfi hersell. She bas told me, when

&rd, discussiflg Vhs sauely, tbat lie bad be-en warued by

.1 In bis dloctor that be muet tQmxpora-rily avol1d ail fatigue

sure a-ad exc1te-neuýt. Not only di<l Riteble reVýrfl froni.

'ilbis nMdsumimer trip Vo Arizona eutirely exbausted,

hel but lie was se obviously dlstressed and agitated about

l1ded sometling wbicli bad occurred upon tibis trip, that

&d vnthe servants noticoed il. Ris conditionl, tliere-

f ore, waehc as Vo xneke it almost inevitable for

lier Vo dreaul of bis dealli, if shie dreanied of hlm

et a], aud for bis dealli to iappen at that tune, was

y>PerfeVly nalural. As 1 amn now sleeping in the roomn

,where lie died, iV le noV slirauge that she recoll5CV

Viiat experlelice ln ber dreaine. le tbat noît sol Mr.

Traut?"
The psyrbologdst avelded replyli<g direfti Lo Roiy

of Vhs tliree. He gazed away frein tiielu arnong thE

dar< -pines; thât surrouuded Vhe bungalOw.

"Dreams are 111<5 shlftiflg ielés," lie said, turnin!

back Vo them in laliy. -Througli them o-e oan de6tecot

but noV easily deinie, Vhe reality tbat exists bebiuc

thein. 1 tbtul< 1 cau detert as mucli as that iu thli

dream-the presenee o! a reality. Let mue ask yoiu

Miss Coburn, wliet.er you etilIl accept Vhe e-Kffana

tion Mr. Blythe lias; giveli of Oli0irlEi Ritchie',

deatb?»

-I kn.ow no oter cause for it, Mr. Trat," te gix

replled, '"ûlough Mr. Blythe overstlates it wlien h

saye I vas prepared for Cbarles'e doatl. Tlioug

~4 hie fa'mily doctor lied warned hlm, as Mr. Bly-tle hi

sald, and the local dOcVoT liere lýaid Iliat heart e:

haustin vas umdoubtedly the cause o! blis det1

yet thal ni-ghi I was more iaucouratged algout bl,

;'", 1 iiiýi "ser been."

/1

one o! the pomes iii he last book o! verses publisbed

by my father."

"JusI, a single staza among flfty otlier poems,

Mr. Trant, villi notliug about it Vo imprees me

originally except that it la rather more obscure and

nielncholy even than mot o! has other verses. If

you wisli 1 wiii repeat te stauza."
"L1et us hear iV, then."l

The girl leaned back ad a sbadow oamue into ber

eyes as she TeCited:

".site cornes Vu mock me, witli laugliter free

Thougli clotlisd In devid years a.nd ln ltiprosy;

For mnY leart goes ont Vo Vhe V'lrongs o! men-

Thougli 1 chlecke it and draw it baek again,
M'y heart goes out foriever;

And Vriumpblng still over man and God,

As lover Vhe prophet who bore thle rod,

Site lauglis; for my hand ouid lie le! t unclas.pt

And she nows. I mut draw IV back at the luat

The tliread o! m'y lîfe Vo sever."1

"Obscure and rnslancholy, sen -uSay!" Trant

raised bis head at lust. "Dd your father sud hie

,own life?"
"*Yea, Mér. Traut," the girl answered. "~My f athe-r

killed hbimeelf. H-e vas one of those eveet but

wviliful characters who have a liard ime ftgbting

their places iu -the world. At nixieVeeli lie lied already

quarrelýled violemily wth uuy grandfather."
«Why, M»s (Oubur-n "

Hl E lad publisbed bis first smail volume
o! poems, and their unconventioiafl toue so

1 off end'sd my steruly religious grandfatler ami my

Iaimost 'fanaiticaily i'ellous aunts, that my father

left home and vent Wes. IV was lu Vhe West that

'le met ami married -my mother. IV was not until

ea year str mly grand<alhber's deatli that m'y father

flnally retum'ed Vo Detroit. M'y mother had dled on

1 te loneiy Arizona ranch, where we ad beeu livig,

e jut before m'y second birtitday, ad my father,

hà thougli sVili ouly a boy lu years, vas a breken and

S discourag5d man." Edlth Ceburu drev lier brealli

K. sbarply and lber eyes brlghtened vith tsars. "Be

hl lived for a f ev mon-tlis a loneiy and misanthtropie

n ife iu Detroit, ith no Companien except inysef-

bis baby daughter-and< alinot ne servants xcept

r LinottVe, wlio, as I told you, 'las lied charge f me

t5've'r since my mother's deat. Bis only occupation

o- duing bat lime vas Vo brng eut another editin

of is poearna. Aimnst imiedtel51y after tiis book
hp~ eolfliilted suicide."

oiatlon pain f Vuiing me-or mes"u~
tite of but ithl vliat 1 ave nov in baud il


