knowing yet what had aroused him, lay still
for a moment blinking at the matchboard
walls and ceiling of the bungalow bedroom,
right h the first level rays of the summer sun-
xt'}i:eg.mBZig;eti}; sounded again—that rapid, frightened
kmock upon his bedroom door—-he had swiftly de-
cided that what had aroused him. at this unusual hour
was only the twittering of the birds out‘si.de his open
window, which came to him mingled with the soft
dry rustle and scent of the pine trees. But now, at
the repetition of the knock, he leaped out of beq.
He pushed his feet into S‘l-ippf‘.l‘s,' pulled on a bath-
robe over his pajamas, and hurriedly unlocked and
oor.
Opf{r;:dmtoh:;e(:' and Bdith Gonurn, his fiancee, waiting
anxiously in the hall outside, gasped with relief at
R“i};)t‘ho-fy}:)ium'ure safe—you are sn:fe yet!” The girl
caught him to her, palpitating still in fl.er re'lief and
shaken by dry sobs. “I saw you dead! I have had
that terrible dream again and saw y'an dead—saw
you lying dead, Randall, as I found Charles dead
the time I dreamt it before!” She sfiuddered.
Blythe’s mother clutched the young ginl by the
shoulders and searched her face with hostile eyes,
“You say it is the same dream you had before
when you were engaged to Charles Ritfchle and-—they
found him dead?” she demanded. % it was not
merely that you dreamed that something had hap-
pened to Randall; it was the same dream that you
had before Charles Ritchie’s death? I did not under-
stand that before! Then something must be done
about it!” She dropped the girl as suddenly as she
£ f )
hﬂgoi'nl::glrl:ltlytzge had flushed at first with the n-atnral
aversion of a healthy man to having a fuss made
over him; but now he sprang swiftly forward and
put his arm protectingly about the ginl,
It was the second morning she had anon‘sed the
hovsehold in terror for Blythe's safety, waking from
his death.
3 fi‘;?str;]e:,f mother!” he rebuked, sharply. “Are vs'"fa’
living in the Book of Daniel? And F)dlth—-Ec‘lit}'l.
he cried to the girl. “I can’t let this g0 on, wor rgx}nﬁz
yourself sick and wronging yourself so thh.mot, er!
We are educated people living in the twentieth 'c’t’an-
tury. You know there can be nothi-n,g in dneams .ﬁ :
“No, I don’t know that, Randall! 'the gn‘lvde o;f
him desperately, as she watched sus.pxcion of ;mrse
dnr,ken in the mother’s eyes. “Nglther would you
know it, if you had seen that terrible dream rcl?imi
true as I have. Whatever your m-otfher' malst' t nl.l
of me, I shall not conceal that I am dreaming aial c
until—as she says—something has been doz;cle1 zti. 13[up
#t. For even yesterday, when yo.u told mg a f.
'I‘;'ant, the psychologist ftr»o]rar; ()lzlxﬁs;ig((;, ?aaeéiﬁfngg
Join the camping party a ac ‘ k HE L tae
) : came again, to ask for
%,?t :f; t‘l:,iagm;ﬁ too, want now, is it not, Mrs.
ik it hi i exation. He was visit-
B]ytneh bléismsmgg)ev:ltzt vthis summer bungalo.w
;?gEd\inlli Coburn’s, which capped a wooded knoll in

YOUNG BLYTHE, startled wide awake but not
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one of the few g
Michigan,

fishing party at the neighbouring lake; and he hag
discussed with Edith the reputation the young
bsychologist had made for himself in Chicago through
his startling successes in tracing the workings of the
minds of men through their most secret thoughts
and motives to the solution or

Two hours later, in response to a letter from Blythe
himself, as Edith sat with Blythe ang his mother
on the wire-inclosed borch, a red-haired man in
canvas coat and leggings emer
which, protected by private Ownership, stil filled the
hollows and topped the low erests of the glacial
moraines about the bungalow.

Before the introductiong were
stretched out hep hand to him.
you can only help us!”

“Mr. Blythe’s note did not tell me what you want
of me,” the psychologist answered, with ap invodun-
tary glance of admiration at the girl's unusual com-
bination of clear olive skin with auburn hair,
I must tel] you that, after coming here for 3 rest,
I would prefer not to take UP any investigation at
all, unless the matter is of sych overwhelming im-
bortance that it cannot be put agide.”

“The matter ig Miss Coburn’s beace of mind ang

my mother’s right understanding of her, Mr. Trant,”
Blythe replied.

“Both you can restore by two words,
if you will” ;

“Two wonds?” Trant smiled, ag
the stern-faced, elder woman,
“Yes. Sit down, Mr, Trant.

well over the girl
“Oh, Mr, Trant, if

he glanced at

[ ask you ag a psy-
Coburn that

a4 modern,
repeated, “to tell My

not possibly have any meaning,”

“I am afraid yoy are appealing tq the wrong side
of me to have me tell you anything like that,” Trant
answered. “For the serioug
fearn their i.nterpretation,
portant ang absorbing ocey
bsychologist.”

Oh‘ course, of courge!” Blythe protested.

“I under-
atand dreamg

may be fascinating to

for
anyone to fancy, just because she happened to have

a peculiar set of dreams hefore a friend dieq, that
now amother friend-—in perfect health—myst be in
some indefinite danger because of the return to her
of the same get of drea

ms under similar conditiong.”
“So that is how the !

be conneected with som
“Good Lord, Trant!”
greater impatience,

“Then you think that this return of
does mean that—that Randall is in danger?
demanded. “mop it is he wh
I saw Charleg Ritchie dead t
And i :

my dream

Trant smiled ag he shook hig head. “I haye little

you are going to g worse extreme
than Mr. Blythe.” He glanceq over his shouider

at the sun which had suddenly appeared high in the
sky from behind a

bank of clouds. “I wag going
after bass this morning, but it ig getting too brignt

ged from the pines

The’Daughter of

ing for
for them to bite now. Besides, I was SPej}_;z:lysxs
myself,” he confessed, “when I said that e part 0
of dreams ig Sometimes the most absqrbmrzsw o
& Dsychologist’s work. You have s0 }ntef s 1
that I shall pe glad to hear the details O
markable dream ”

Mr.
first,

“I want you to understand at the V%Z{tled them-
Trant,” the girl began when they had s st itlous

selves again, “that I am not at all a S‘HE")egecau
Person. I know people are likely to think SrS old an
48 my mother died before I was two ye;erwards,
my father’s death followed two yan o ho is 0O
was brought up mostly by my nnrse. WO far from
my maid and housekeeper. But Llnet‘te,hzn anyone
making me superstitious, is harsher ¢t for giving
else with me—as Mr. Blythe can tell Y‘O‘u‘;oudy 1oyal
Way to myself so much as I have. Dear, D red blood:
Linette! In spite of her few drops of COI'Oum Detroil
she is as fine as any woman I ever knew. nee ol my
where I live in winter with one or. the (-’tle sort of
father’s sisters, I am considered a sensib and 00
person, rather independent and hoads‘r,rongéqtlv sy
at all easily frightened. And I can hofh«}m- y Sor
that, except for this dream, I cannot regs with a8
of fright or superstition in connection though
other dream or with anything else; and v times
had dreamed the first half of this dream m%;nme.an i
before, it never did more than depress me——ll in the
never really alarmed me till it came f.i-n’a (iyeabh-"
form in which it foretold Charles Ritchie’s dreant
“When,” asked Trant, “did you ﬁf‘s‘t beglﬂto"
ing the part which had the depressing effect®
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auy"
HAT began as far back as I can ?ememlﬁr have
T' thing, Mr. Trant,” she said. “It m;h_ I caB
been Very recurrent during my c-h‘ildlhOI.)d. \?v‘mch it
S0 vividly recall the sense of dep'resswIl ent from
brought to me and which was so entirely abstim .
my waking consciousness. Then, for a ¢ at all
cdme much less frequently or, perhaps, m{l where
for a year or two till I was a junior at Corne ¥
I met and became engaged to Charles thohlt"antly;
after that it began again to come almost ‘conshere
and that July, when Linette and I came l{?,t with
oben my grandfather’s bungalow, to visi i
Charles and his mother free from my ANy g
dream came in its final form, but still starting
the original st le. ing 1@
“At tie startn:igbh'is dream I am always tg;nﬁrst
join or to keep up with other people. In asins;
dreams these people were my aunts and c'(z wit
then Charles was with them, as Randall }b 4
them now. The scene of the dream is alwtdkybme
Same—a round-topped hill up the side of Wh‘lms-ct’eps
a great flight of steps which we eclimb. Theé “ther
are hard for me and I lag in the rear and get 5; e
and farther behind the others in spite © car®
struggles; and no one of them ever seems i& ways
or to notice that I cannot keep up with them. ind tilh
[ am left struggling farther and farther beh”(;o 20
always at the same place, I am stopped—I from
know why or how, but I cannot lift my foot m 10
the place on which | stand, or call out to the
let them know my trouble.” Miss
“Such paralysis is a common dream event, 0 T
Coburn,” the bsychologist assented. “Can _vof
member whether it has always been a part of
dream?” ple 0
“I think that while T was a child T was a over
80 up and down the steps as I wished though In
could keep up with the others. But ever smcehave
dream began again while [ was at Cornell, I
been stopped.”

Trant nodded to her to proceed. ont g0
“My companions, stijl not noticing my plight, o
merrily forward, laughing and shouting,” the iop
continued, “untijj finally they disappear over thedf il
of the %ill, leaving me entirely alone. A d“‘eame'
feeling of loneliness and isolation comes over o
But while T stiy stand, unable to move, I becothe
aware that, though lonely, T am not al-one onbout
hillside. A great crowd of people is moving £ by
on it, and among them are” numbers I recogmzmy
acquaintances, beople I have seen on the streetythey
former Schoolmates ang teachers. = Sometimes 568
come quite close to me; but either they do not tolfi

me at all, or, after looking at me compassiona




