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l'KEPrSINO SHADOWS.
Mr L ingwujtliy had told his tâle.wilhsj 

holding uothiug. He judged Helei 
aright lu thinking her strong enough V 
bear it. and he knew that her women 
md wife's instinct would

mcealed anything.
When he had finished they were all 

lilent. Helen sat on the couch, will! 
er flowers clasped in her hand. 

hearing of the change in Perclvsl she 
had turned very pale. Only at the end 
of the story, when the clergyman put 
into her hand the flowers he held end 
told her they had been gathered by her 
husbapd, did she raise her bowed head 
and let them see her face. It bore an 
expression of almost unearthly sorrow, 
heightened and purified by an equal!? 
unearthly joy. She looked transfigured, 
and Mr Lmgwnrihy, as hie eyes rested 
upon her, felt that that to all intent* 
and purposes his nattlo was won ; the 
proclamation of victory would be but a 
question of time.

She did not ask many questions, nor 
say very much ; but he knew that she 
was feeling “with every fiore of her 
nature" that her place was with her 
husband.

Presently she rose and left the room, 
taking her flowers with her. Mr Long' 
worthy, as he held the door open for her, 
said—

“You have no reason to feel afraid 
now."

As he spoke his eyes rested upon the 
flowers. She separated one from the 
rest—a large, soft,exquisitely pure white 
flower with long-pointed petals—and put 
it into his hand without speaking. Then 
she, went on her way upstairs. She 
wanted to be alone, and the wanted to 
leave the Longworthy» alone.

“The battle ia won,” said the clergy
man as he came back to his wife alter 
closing the door upon Helen.

“You think so ?” she asked, rather 
anxiously.

“I am sure of it. There was no re
nunciation ill her face. She may not go 
back to him tomorrow but the will go 
back.”

“I shall he glad for her sake. It is 
easy to see that in spite of her efforts to 
appears) she is not really happv But 
it will be terrible to lose her. She will 
leave s fearful blank. Until she came, 
wo:.t on Mrs Ling worthy, looking up at 
her husband with a smile, “I was per-
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feolly content with you, but since 
knew bar I have often wished for 
daughter.”

Mr Lingworthy stooped and kissed his 
wile

“We shall not lose her when she goes 
away, he said. “Sha is npt one of those 
people who forget."

“It her sister really to vers fceauti
fuir

“She is, indeed. As you know, I 
used to think Helen’s fears made her 
to exaggerate, but it was not so. Alice 
is a perfectly beautiful woman, as well 
hi » perfectly heurtlexs anti nellW 0|le „

‘ | hen she cannot tie perfectly beauti-

“I had bean walking and stepped to 
st • little. It ia not really late, yon 

know, oaly the day» are so short now."
8be fait too tired and depressed even 

to resent the doctor's masterful tone, oftone,
which it ms* other time she would have 
ex preset^ ha* instant disapproval.

If you ate sufficiently rested," he 
want ea, “ perhaps you will favor me 
with year ooaweoy home.”

-,you been?” ahe ashed,

•f brain. But do not be surprised 
when yon find I do not advise Helen to 

immediate steps to return. In a 
little while I imagine things will arrange 
themselves in a very much simpler way 

tell her if he than ahe at present dreams of."
“You queer man," said hit wife affiil- 

In*, what mystery have you got in hand 
now r

“Now your woman s wit must find out 
the rest. I must give Helen a hint, but 
tnrteioly no one else.”

The conversation dropped and was not 
renewed, indeed the whole subject seem- 
•d to have disappeared from view.

Helen es id nothing about it, though 
jt was easy to see that ahe thought of 
«ttle else, and Mr Longworthy carrying 
°™t what he had said to his wife, did not 
■rge any decisive step upon her. Per
haps it would have been better if he had 
dune. Though he did not know it, it 
waa oruel kindness to leave Helen to 
herself just now. She would not confess 
her weakness to her friends, but she 
would have been inexpressibly grateful 
to Mr Longworthy if he would have 
taken the matter into his own hands 
and have decided for her.

, She was in fact sorely tossed. To be- 
*««» with, the was not well. The first 
ahook caused by seeing the report of her 
husband’s wedding, coming st it did 
■ hen aha waa hardly strong enough to 
take in the simplest thing, had upset 
•ad unhinged her more than any one, 
even Dr Holme, dreamed of, Then 
there was the constant wearing anxiety, 
the fits of feverish hope which alternat
ed with fits of morbid depression and 
hopelessness—the natural longing for 
her home and her husband which ahe 
dared not indulge for fear it should 
■aver be fulfilled. All these things told 
on her nerves end her health, and ahe 
suffered more perhaps because she ex
erted herself to conceal it. Partly by 
natural strength of will and partly by 
the help she got from Mr Longworthy 
the succeeded in concealing from her 
friends the fact that instead of regaining 
her natural health and spirits she was 
growing weaker and leas able to coma to 
the decision required of her.

Nor was this all. There was another 
oau»e for hesitation, and one which had 
only lately arisen, being in fact a result 
of her unstrung nerves. She knew her 
fear waa groundless, but the knowledge 
was not strong enough to overcome the 
morbid, nervous dread.

She was haunted by a constant fear of 
going out of her mind, of losing her 
memory again. She knew it was only 
because she was not well that she 
thought of it at all ; but the thought and 
feat were there. Secretly she tested her 
memory in every way ; she learned 
music and passages from books by 
heart ; she refused to make a memoran
dum fif anything. Day by day she 
proved that ijpr memory wai Unimpair
ed, and yet she could not shake off the 
ftar which oppressed hfir. She knew 
she was in no fit stale to consider the 
question which was before her, and ahe 
tried to put it out of her mind for the 
time, but in vain. She could not help 
thinking .of it. and considering it under 
the most fantastic lights, which frighten
ed her and seemed a proof that her fears 
were well founded. Tuen she shrugged 
her shoulders saying to herself—

“I must wait and see. It is of no 
use making a disturbance and turning 
Alice out, if after all 1 have to be shut 
up TO ylunitio asylum."

In such a mood as this she strolled 
out one day. In the misery of her 
thoughts she had forgotten her promise 
to Mr. Longworthy that she would not 
be alone when she felt like that. She 
put on her hat, wrapped her fur cloak 
around her and set out for a walk. She 
walked for some time before discover
ing that she was too tired to walk any 
further, and that ahe roust rest before 
going back.

She had walked along at haphazird, 
almost without knowing where she had 
got to, but when she paused and looked 
round ahe saw she had reached a little 
wood which skirted the road for a short 
distance. Millet’s Gate was not a thick
ly wooded place, and these small stunt
ed trees looked more insignificant than 
ever in their winter nakedness. Against 
one of these trees Helen leaned, and 
looked straight before her. The road 
along which she had come had been as
cending ; this little wood stood at the 
top of the rise, and from where she 
stood she looked down in the valley 
It svae rather late in the afternoon and 
growing misty—too misty to see the 
lights in the houses scattered up and 
down. She could no longer eee the 
hilla on the other side of the valley, 
and it needed only a very slight effort 
to imagine that she was looking over the 
sea. Instinctively her thoughts turned 
to Osmotherly ; the dim expanse ot 
mist, with the pale red lines of the 
winter sunset, became the bay with the 
sun setting st the other aide. She look
ed and looked, her heart yearned to her 
home, never had she wanted Percival as 
she did at this moment. She stretched 
out her arms to the West, and through 
the thin, crisp winter sir broke an ex
ceeding bitter cry.

She stood there with a look on her 
face of one who carries » heavy burden, 
and finds the way grow steeper and the 
burden heavier the further she advances. 
At last a long sigh broke from her lips, 
her arms fell down to her sides, for

“Nn, hot humanly speaking, but I am 
Speaking physically. She has a face for 
a sculptor, not a painter. Now, Helen 
would oomti out very poorly in s statue, 
but you cannot imagine anything more 
charming than the portrait hanging in 
her husband's study."

“And you liked him ?”
“Very much. We had a good deal of 

talk cn other matters besidea machinery; 
and I came to the conclusion that he is 
a very fine fellow indeed, whose life, if 
not «polled, is very much crippled and 
narrowed by the loss of hie wife.”

“ Did he speak cf her at all ?”
“Not very much. I think he would 

not. He was looking through some pa- 
papers tor a drawing of some other ma
chine, and 1 saw much of Helen's hand
writing. I fancy they worked together 
a good deal. He could not find it all 
first, and while trying to think where he 
had put it he said almost to himself,

“ ‘I can’t have lost, it, because Helen 
did it.’ "

"And did he find it ?”
“He did. When he showed it to me 

I made some remark about the correct
ness of the drawing, and he said.

“ ‘Yes, my first wife drew it ; she had 
a wonderful talent in that way.' "

“After that he mentioned her several 
times, and always in connectron with his 
work. I assure you it was very difficult 
not to tell him the truth straight out.”

“Oh dear ! 1 hope you did no such
thing ”

“I did not, because of my promise to 
Helen ; hut as we drove to the station 1 
could not help thinking how it would 
simplify matters if I did."

“I am thankful you did not,' 
his wife, “you would only have made 
mischief ; I am sure Helen would have 
been very much annoyed. Y’ou are as 
impulsive as a boy, Rupert.’

“ Well, in this case I governed my 
impulses, so you must not scold me. As 
for Mrf Fletcher’s tale," he went on, al
ter a pause, “it only confirms the suspi- 
cion 1 hive had all along, that Alice [ell 
into love with Percival, most likely be
cause he showed no inclination to fall in 
love with her, and she managed things 
so that he married her. Depend upon 
it, that ia the eolation of the mystery.

“I am afraid it ia.”
‘ ‘Oh, it is ; there can be no doubt of 

It, and Helen thinks the isme, only her 
pride will not allow her to say so.”

---- “ W*», .fid she give yon the impna,
sion of being very fond of her husband ?”

Mr Longworthy did not reply at once.
At last be «aid—

“No, she did not. Remember [ i s«nk, a step came along the road, a 
only saw her for a couple of hours and . men'e figure paused before her, and the 
our conversation was necessarily of the: jootor’a voice said - 
lightest description ; in addition to ««ggra. Moore, is that you ?" 
which she gave me the impress'™ °l be-. joetlnetively she drew herself upright, 
ing a woman wh) could hide her feelings 1C j bar voice sounded very much as u«- 
very well when she chosfc she has not | ,Jsj «g .be replied- 
a simple character and I cannot say I ,— » |t j, p - 

-t a glance. I do not want to ! '
eneak of it now, because as yet the ides ; uW^*‘ere Tou d<»n< here, so late, by
«floating ia a very unformed state in | yo*W» <

there eeme no snswer nut of the still- Yuu know it

se t ee, “ perhaps

as aha moved oe by his tide. “It is 
seldom I see ram walking. "

“I was called mot suddenly, end as 
the oses eras not argent, and my horse 
bed been oat ell dqy, I preferred to 
■elk. I ee sorry now that I did. " 

"Wbyi-
“ Because if I had been riding I could 

have given up my horseito you ; you are 
not fit to walk, and at foot pace you 
would base managed very well aa far at 
the rectory.”

“ You are very thoughtful; but, if you' 
had been elding, you would probably 
have pasted either earlier or later, end 
so we should not have met at all.”

He said nothing, and they walked for 
some !i t’e time in ailenoe. At last he 
•poke again, with both Age? ta tien and 
constraint— Æk

“1 ought to tell you^drs. Moore, 
that I overheard what you said just now. 
Sound is carried far in this atmosphere.”

At it was nearly dark he did not eee 
the expression which crossed her face, 
but she said nothing, and presently he 
•poke again, and again with visible ef
fort—

“I am afraid you have some great 
trouble.”

“Yea, a very great trouble.”
“You could not tell it to me ?”
“No, it ia not a trouble of which I can 

apeak to people.”
“You hive told the rector,” he said 

jealously.
“How do you know ! ’
“He told me."
“He did not tell you, I suppose, what 

it waa t"
"Certainly not.”
“I owed it to him as his guest," she 

replied, “and I also wanted his advice 
and help.”

“My advice and help would, of course, 
be of no use to you,” he said bitterly.

“I do not think they would.”
They walked on in silence.
The doctor’s heart was hot and sore. 

Hi» love for Helen had grown into an 
overmastering passion, and he felt it 
hard that he could not know the mystery 
which hemmed her in. He had asked 
himself all the questions he could think of 
again and again, till he was tired of ask
ing and getting no answer. Helen had 
stayed so long at Miller's Gate without 
apparently the slightest attempt having 
been made by her friends to remove 
her. Had she many friends ? That cry 
of bitterness sod desolation which had 
broken from her as though forced out by 
extremity of loneliness and sorrow, still 
rang in his ears and haunted him, that 
she acknowledged no hood of sympathy 
which moved her to open her heart to 
him, in no wise diminished his love. 
More than ever he longed to beat down 
her reserve, and force her to open her 
heart to him. Sooner or later he knew 
he would speak and tell her of his love, 
in spite of all the shadowy feelings which 
told him she was not free, she felt no 
inclination to return it. He would not 
be sattsneu until he beard it from her 
cwn lips He would not speak then 
inexpressibly though he yearned to her 
in her sorrow and trouble, he would not 
•peak then. Without knowing how or 
why, he felt that the hour had not yet 
come.

His meditations were Interrupted by 
the sound of Helen’s voice. It was low 
and spiritless ; she evidently found it 
difficult to speak at all.

“I must beg of you not to go so fast. 
If you are in haste do not let me keep 
you, but I cannot go so fast."

Had he followed his inclination he 
would have caught her in his arms and 
carried her for the rest of the way. As 
it was he only slackened his speed and 
said—

“I beg your pardon ; I am accustom
ed to swing along with unnecessary 
speed ; when I am thinking I forget my
self. But your confession of weariness 
makes me uneasy. I know you would 
not confess you were tired until you were 
ready to drop, and you have not walked 
half the distance you did that day 
I drove you home.”

“True ; but, as you said, I had to be 
carried home that time, whereas now I 
am walking. These two distances are 
equal to that one, I daresay. ”

“No, they are not, and even if they 
were,that happened some time ago. You 
ought to be much stronger now than you 
were then. This distance ought to cost 
you no fatigue.”

“I daresay not, but it does.”
She paused, making up her mind to 

tell the doctor something of her peculiar 
mental state, then went on—

“To tell you the truth I am not near
ly so etr >ng now as I was then.”

His heart beat faster but he merely 
•aid—

“I am sorry for that. Can you give 
any reason for it ?”

“It it partly caused by the trouble 
you spoke of. I can think of nothing 
else, and it prevents my sleeping and 
keeping strong. Then, silice I a in net 
quite well, I fancy things, 1 daresay 
you can understand that. I knnw they 
are not true, and yet I feel they are. 
I do not know whether such an unrea
sonable state as that comes within your 
comprehension.”

“Perfectly. May I ask what you 
fancy !"

“I fancy—dropping her voice a little— 
that I am going out of my mind "

“What in the name of Heaven has put 
•ooh an idea into your head !” he asked, 
forgetting professional calm in astonish
ment and dismay.

“It would not be so very improbable.
new ; only a mocking echo which threw 
her own words back to her.

No, she was wrong , an answer did 
Even as her arms tell and her

_____ hsppei
had been ill, and I suppose it is always 
pwesible for such things to take place 
again. Is it not so ?”

“Certainly," resuming his usual man
ner, “but you see in your case it never 
did happen. And it is impossible it ever 
should without greater reason than I 
think exists now, if you will allow me to 
say so.”

“You cannot know anything of the 
reason or its sufficiency ; but what you 
aay-reassures me a little, I suppose be
cause you speak in that tone of authority 
■and «re « doctor. I will give up my

>ned before, after 1

theory of insanity for this evening at 
any-rats. Tomorrow I shall probably 
believe in it again as strongly as ever. 
But something remains about which I 
should like your advice ”

“Then there are os see in which you 
consider my advice may be of some use 
to you ?” he asked with some bittern* as.

“As I am going to ask you now, yen 
may help me very much.”

“I will do my best, if you will let me 
knowhow.”

“My serves are all out of order, and 
everything about which I think assumes 
exaggerated proportions. I have a de
cision to make upon a very difficult and 
Dueling matter, and I know, I feel that 
I am not fit to make it. I have sense 
enough left to know thst all the things I 
think I will do in connection with it are 
impossible, and not the things I should 
do if I Were quite well and able to think 
calmly and rationally about it. I want 
you to tell me if you can, how to over 
come thia.”

“Cannot Mr Longworthy help you 1’ 
“To sneer at Mr Longworthy ia bot the 

way tr win my confidence,” she aaid, in 
a voice which was made a little unsteady 
by the anger she felt. “I am aaking 
your advice now because you are the 
only peraon I know of who can help me 
ill this ; but it you apeak in that way 
you will force me to be silent.”

“I beg your pardon,” he said. “Please 
forget what I aaid.”

Mr Longworthy had promised to 
abide by my decision, and—I dare not 
make it. I know that whatever I should 
dec;de in my present state would be 
wrong and fantastic and ill judged. I 
know that, but I cannot put myaelf 
right. I want you to show me huw to 
do so, if you will”

“1 am at ycur service,” he replied, 
mechanically, and then was silent. He 
understood what ahe meant. He follow
ed closely her analyaia of her state of 
mind. At last h| said—

“Such a state as you describe is not to 
bo changed in a week or a month. Will 
yon think me cruel if 1 begin/6y saying 
that you must have patience fit

“No ; I can be patient.” ^
“I suppose it is useless telliniZyou to 

put this trouble out of your ininfi for a 
while ?” \

“Quite useless. If ycu knew what it 
was yon would understand that thst is 
impossible.”

“Cannot you tell me what it is ?”
There was a ring of longing ih his 

voice. Loving her as he did, it seemed 
doubly hard that alia thus held him 
aloof, and refused to admit him into her 
confidence.

“No, I cannot,” she replied, and her 
voice too had an accent of pain. “Can
not you understand that there are things 
about which one cannot speak except to 
a peraon with wnom one feela in sym
pathy ?’’

“And you do not feel in sympathy 
with me ?” he asked, in a tone of which 
the would be iightueaa only brought for
ward more prominently the unconquer
able bitterness.

“No. I am sorry if you feel hurt, but 
it is so. If you cannot cure me in the 
dark, I must remain uncured.’’

“I will do my best. I will think over 
what you have toid me, and let. you 
know the result of my reflections. ”

By this time they had reached the 
rectory. As he spoke the last words he 
held out his hand. She put here into 
it, an* after saying “good night" they 
parted.

The doctor went home and shut 
himself into his study ; his heart seemed 
on fire. All his advances were repelled, 
gently and courteously, but decidedly. 
The little, fragile woman whom he loved 
had erected a barrier which he *ith all 
hie man's strength waa unable to over
throw. Her confessions of the afiei- 
noon alarmed him. Such a state as she 
deecribed was well known to him with 
all its possible serious consequences. 
How much could he help ner ? He had 
begged her to confide in him, had press
ed his assistance upon her, and when 
at last she had been prevailed upon to 
ask him for something, he had been un
able to give it her.

"Canat thou not minister to a mind 
diseased ?"

The words flitted through his brain, 
and for the first time he saw all their 
force and truth.

She repulsed him always. He could 
not recall a single instance on which she 
had seemed to welcome him. or to re
ceive his attention willingly. This very 
evening she had disclaimed all 
idea of sympathy. And yet he loved 
her ; and though he knew that he had 
no hope, be must tell her that he loved 
her.

He waa glad when the maid knocked 
at the door, and told him he waa wanted 
at once in a neghboring cottage, where a 
child had just been badly scalded. He 
roused himself and went out, glad to be 
recalled to practical life, and to feel that 
for others, if not for her, he carried 
healing in hie hand.

Two days had passed before he saw 
Helen again, and then he called at the 
rectory on purpose. He found her alone, 
the rector had not yet come in, and Mrs 
Longworthy had gone to visit the child 
to whom he had been called away from 
his unprofitable meditations.

It was growing dusk, and Helen rang 
at once for the lamp. When it was 
brought, and the doctor looked into hie 
patient’s face, he was both shocked and 
alarmed at the change in her.

“1 ought to have come sooner," he 
laid. “Why did you not send for me ?"

"YTou could have done me no good,” 
•he replied. “I do not know why I 
told you all I did that other night. Till 
then I had kept it to myaelf , now I 
seem to have lost my self-control, and 
to my great diatrees I can no longer 
hide it from the Longworthy». I have 
caused them nothing but trouble and 
anxiety since I came into their house, 
and it only makes me worse to see their 
distress. "

"I do not understand,” she repeated.
He was going to speak again, when 

the door banged, and the roetor'a voice 
was heard outside. By a great efiort, 
Dr Holme regained hie self eemmand, 
and laying abruptly “I will see you 
again,” he left the room.”

CHAPTER XXVL
FAILUBB.

Meanwhile at Brentwood the days were 
growing evil. A large party had assem
bled beneath the hospitable roof ; it waa 
long since so much gaiety had been 
known in Osmotherley. Had there been 
any one present who eared to lock, or 
had the clearness of vision to see below 
the surface, he might have found that 
two, et any rate, of the party did not 
share the general mood. Since her re
turn home Alice had developed a new 
characteristic : ahe waa jealous Perci
val alone knew what was the eonaeqeence 
of any attention on his part, beyond 
that absolutely iioceaaary from a boat to 
his guosti. -to any woman of the party. 
He at first thought Alice waa joking, 
when, profiting by a few minutes when 
they happened to be alone together, she 
asked rather sharply —

*• May I ask why you paid so much 
attention to Mies Forest last night 1”

“ Because no one else paid her any," 
he replied lightly. “Seriously, Alice, 
you should not ask her to such a party 
as this. In plainness and also almost 
absence of attraction ahe surpasses any 
woman I ever saw. No one takes anv 
notice of her ; ahe ia always alone. I 
feel bound to charge myaelf with her en
tertainment, and I sature you it is no 
light burd u.”

“It did not seem to weigh very heavi
ly upon you last night, I must aay, It 
became quiet noticeable, your manner 
was an marked. It was hardly good 
taste on your part, and ”

“My dear Alice,” he aaid, feeling a 
little bewildered, “please explain your
self more clearly. I appear to have 
caused you some annoyance. I can only 
assure you it was entirely unintention
al."

“I consider thst when a man ia mar
ried all his attentions ought to be paid to 
his wife.

“I hope I may never be guilty of 
want of attention to you but at the same 
time I must be civil to our guests. ’’ 

“Civility seems to you a very compre
hensive wmd. But, after all, it is only 
what I might have expected, I suppose 
you considered forewaned as forearmed, 
and having at the beginning told me you 
did not love me, I ought to have been 
prepared for anything."

“You must aay more than that, hav
ing aaid to much. Do you consider you 
have reason to complain of want of at
tention from me ?”

“I think that whan a man mairies 
with the understanding that he does not 
love his wife, ho ought to be very care
ful in his manner to other women.’

“It it possible” lie said, as a light 
broke in upon him, “that you are jeal 
oua ? YTou cannot be serious.”

“Why should I not be serious ? Do you 
suppose it is pleasant to are you devote 
yourself for a whole evening to all th« 
other women in the room, and never 
speaking to me ?"

“If I devoted myself to them all my 
attentions to one in particular cannot 
have been very marked,” he replied, 
with a smile, and then seeing that such 
an answer waa likely to endanger his 
peace, he went on, before ahe could 
speak —

“When a man and his wife have their 
house full of visitors, their own drawing 
room is scarcely the place in which to 
devote themselves to one another. There 
is a time and a place for everything.”

“I did not say I wanted you to devote 
yourself to :ue ; but, as I aaid before, 
you give me fair warning, and I suppose 
I have no right to complain. "

“See here, Alice,” he raid, after a 
short silence, “we had better have this 
cleared up at once. If we go away with 
a misunderstanding '{here is no telling 
how it may end. Will you believe me 
if I repeat what I remember saying once 
before, that your happiness will always 
be my first consideration, ana that if 1 
ever fail in making you happy in will be

“My fault, not yours," she interupted
with a smile.

He bit hie lip, but went on without 
noticing her words—“because I have 
misunderstood you ?”

She said nothing for a moment, and 
then went on—

“Oh, I know that whatever goes 
wrong will be my fault. I hear on every 
aide that I have a model husband. I can 
only ask that if ever you hear equally 
complimentary remarks about me, you 
will refeat them with the same cand
our ’

“I can only hope that when you think 
over this matter you will acquit me of all 
intention of slighting you.”

She said nothing, and he presently 
left the room. Outside the door he 
paused He knew he ought to go into 
the billiard room ; lie could hear the 
click of the balls from where he stood, 
and he knew that this particular hour 
was that at which the men of the party 
were wont moat to congregate in that 
room ; but he did not go. He turned 
away and went to hi» study. The lamp 
was lit, but lowered ; he turned it up, 
stirred the fire, and began to walk up 
and down the room. Hi» face waa pale, 
and his forehead contracted, and aa he 
walked he muttered,

“ This, too, good heavens !”
He continued to walk, and as he did 

so, he cast his mental gaze along hia fu
ture life, and what he saw there made 
him compress his lips and stifle a sigh 
that was almost a groan. Hia eyes were 
fixed upon the floor ; just then be dared 
not raise them to Helen’s portrait. Had 
he done so he muaf have made a compro
mise, and he waa determined that he

And mine?" be aaked, unaijlelonger- would not. At test he rose, took down a
to contain himself, and bending his eyes 
upon her.

“Yours ?” she aaid looking up. “I 
don’t understand you.”

“You think it causes me no distress to 
see the state into which you hsve got, 
and to know that, with all my boasted 
skill, I can do nothing for you, that I 
cannot minister to a mind diseased ?, I 
am powerless to help you. To an or
dinary patient I should recommend 
and change, to you—”

He paused abruptly, and Helen sat 
looking at him in-amazement.

He could not real, and he presently 

shut his book and leaned beck i«' tt 
chair prosing his baud over ins 1>*“- 
When be had first suggested thst Alice 
should ask a housetul of people to* 
them omntiuiy he had thought that , 
too would find amusement and di»i««* 
lion in their society. He was ^ disap
pointed. Now these people had come 
he felt they were a great bore, and 
he would be far better alone But they 
gave no sign of going. They were «P- 
parently enjoying themselves very much,, 
and he had hitherto consoled bimielp 
with the thought that Alioe at »*-y r,,#’ 
was happy. That wu a mistake, too, 
and as lie thought of the future he mat
tered half aloud—

“What a life ! Good heavens, what a 
life !"

• » • *
Before long tilings ettne to a climax— 

a climax which no one observed, which 
was unknown except to Alice herself. 
Even Percival knew nothing of it, de
spite the part he waa to play.

Once more Alice’s mood seemed to 
hsve changed. She waa real lew and 
uneasy, with occasional fits of reflection 
which appeared to result in nothing. 
Percival noticed ihe change, aud asked 
if she were quite well. Perfectly well, 
•lie replied, it was only the weather that 
tried her ; it hed been oold and disagree
able—what people are pleased to term 
seasonable—now it waa warm and dis
agreeable. These rapid changes did not 
suit her.

It waa very warm for the time of year; 
the evening» were almost like summer 
evenings, and the whole party st Brant- 
wood need to go out of doors after din
ner and at roll about in the moonlight as 
they might have done two or three 
months earlier.

On a particularly beautiful night Alice 
found herrolf wandering about f rather 
remote pert of the rround» with her old 
admirer Mr Dalrymple. No one els» 
had come in this direction ; they 
bed it all to themeelvee. It wu not 
particularly late, the air waa balipy and 
aoft, and high above their heads rode 
the full moon in a perfectly clear iky.

They walked slowly on for some time, 
talking of nothing in particular, nothing 
which all the world might not have 
beard ; but instinctively they lowered 
their roicee ; a loud, sharp tone would 
hsve Bounded too discordant in such a 
scene. Before long they reached the 
boundary, a high moeagrown wall of 
grey atone, with ferns and weed» growing 
at the top and in the crevice». Here 
they atood at ill for a minute or two, end 
on the solemn stillness of the night was 
borne to their ears the long monotonous 
roll of the water in the bay.

“The tide is up,” aaid Alice, speaking 
almost in a whisper, and u much to her
self u to her companion.

He waa a man that held that life was 
not worth living unless enlivened by a 
constant succession of intreaguea. If the 
woman were married, »o much the safer 
and better for all people concerned. Aa 
Alice spoke an idea flashed into hia 
head.

“Suppose." he said, “we went for a 
row on the bay.”

It waa rather a bold proposal to make 
to Alice, ro he knew when he made it ; 
and not having the key to her mind he 
was a little surprised when ahe answered 
with equal composure—

“It would be delightful ; if we go 
through this gate we get into a private 
road, and can be down at the bay in five 
minutes.”

She went towards the gate at ehe 
spoke, sud Dxlrymple followed her 
He had seen no break in the wall, but 
he now eaw that there was in fact a email 
low gate that led into a narrow shady 
lane ; close to the gate, and plainly 
visible in the moonlight, wee a board 
with the words “Private Road” painted 
on it."

“I had no idea you had an ark of your 
own, so to speak,” he aaid, as they went 
side by side along the lane. “I thought 
you had to go the whole round by the 
village when you wanted to get down to 
the bay.

“Did you not notice when we were on 
the shore yesterday a little bridge over 
the railway ? That bridge u part of our 
private road."

“It ia a capital arrangement ; but are 
you warm enough ?" he aaked, glancing 
at the flimsy scarf she had thrown round 
her shoulders on leaving the house.

“I scarcely need even this," waa her
teply.

“I suppose we are sure of finding » 
beat down there ?"

“There are our own boats ; you can 
have one with a sail or one without— 
whichever yon like."

“There ia not wind enough for a sail. 
By Jove, how calm it ia,” he went on, 
hia spirits rising. “There ia not a breath 
of wind. It might be July.”

“If it were we should probably be 
■hivering over the fire, all with bed 
colds,” aaid Alice drily.

By this time they had reached the bay, 
and Dalrymple got the boat ready and 
turned to help Alice into it. The tide 
had already turned, and ahe made some 
demur about the damp atones, lifting 
her skirt half an inch to show that her 
dainty embroidered slippers were not fit 
to take such a step in.”

“Let me lift you,” he aaid in a low 
voice.

"Very well," ahe replied, still in the 
same quiet tone in which alie had spoken 
throughout. “Wait a moment till I 
gather up my dress.”

She wore her favorite material—velvet 
of a peculiar shade of red, which suited 
her admirably. The dress was out 
square both back and front, and filled 
in with rare lace. She wore roses both 
at her breast and in her hair, and on her 
arms diamonds flashed back the cold, 
pale moonlight. She loqked very beauti
ful, almost unnaturally beautiful, as aha 
stood there and gathered into her hand 
the long train of her skirt, which ahe 
had dropped for a moment. Then ehe

book from one of the shelves, and tried 
to read. As he bent hia head in the 
light of the lamp it was easy to see how 
his face had changed since hia second 
marriage. There wu a look of nervous 
irritability in it sometimes which wu 
the outward visible sign of a feeling of 
which he waa painfully conscious, and 
which alarmed him by its growing fre
quency. Sometimes he felt as if he 
must yield to it must turn and send some 
one without any reason, and he knew 
thst the «elf-repression to which he sub
jected himself was not good for him.

said-
“Now, lift me.”
He took her in his arms aud lifted her 

into the boat, then he took his own 
place, grasped the oars, and the boat be
gan to skim over the water.

TO B* CONTINU KD.

TkeCeM WI».
During the^reoent oold weather here 1 

bad three fingers frozen. We had some 
Hagyard’s Yellow Oil In the bouse and I 
tried it with good recuits. Wm Mack- 
lain, Montreal, P. Q. 3


