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chapter xx.
pOJ*f:S AND T'f'AR—AN UNEXPECTED EVENT
rnU.^\uUt^mn ^eather* *»'d UllUSlWUlv 
cold, but the glow of a cneerful fire diffused 
its pleasant warmth over a commodious Led- 

er’ fu<f t!ly 8ale outside was not felt 
within. A lady, young and fair, aa they 
had been tor the last half hour, as she were 
n a reverie; and it wotild boem that it was 

fl?***!^leasant one, for a contraction of pain 
tutted, over and anon, over her brow. It 
was Anna Danesbury, William's wife.

in the adjoining room, the door opened 
between them, sat a woman before another 

,?» au infant. It was three weeks
old; and very precious was the little life to 

folui'hJe, h?d not before had a 
Jhild to live. Suddenly a visitor’s knock 
resounded through the house, and the 
purse arose, laid down the little bundle of 
flannel, and entered her miastress’s 
chamber.
ff*“Üi.iC?un,e’ maam« you will not see vis
itors this afternoon,” said she, in a half-re
monstrating, half authoritative tone. “You 
%re ndt Stroup enough for it.”

Mrs. William Danesbury cleared her 
brow And iobked up. “I sùppdàe not, nurse. 
And yet ifc sbeme to mo that they could not 
do me much harm.”

But instead of visitor®; it proved to be 
Mrs. 1 hilip Danesbury, who was scarcely re
garded in the liglit df one. She had been 
Hebe *°r Same weeks wlt,‘ her niece, Miss

“Why did Mary not come with you?” de
manded the invalid, as her aunt embraced 
jer.

“Because J fearèd. there miizht be too 
much chatting," replied Mrs. Philip. “I 
heard you were not to Well as you might be. 
M»ry will could adu see. you ttd-lneirow. 
VV hat has been the matter with you, my 
dew? Baby three weeks old, dnd you lying

Anna did not answer at first. “I have 
had so riiueli fever,” she slowly said; “Auut, 
I have wanted you ut home.”

“My dear, I did hope and intend to be 
back before yoiir illness, but—”

for that,” interrupted Anna. “I 
did verÿ Well without ÿou. Aunt;” she re- 
p.fated* in A whisper of emotion, her tremb- 
iing hands seining those of Mr. Philip 
Danesbury, “my husband is going all 
wtop/i It is that which makes me ill.”

“la he worse ?”
*'A great deal. Some one or other is 

always calling to induce him to go out in 
the evening. Sometimes it is Laughton, 
sometimes it is Lionel—when Lionel is in a 
fit state to call for any one—abmotihiea it’s 
others. Not one night since baby was l'om 
baa lie been in until the public-houses were 
closed; and aialmost always in a state that he 
can not pome to my rome to my room to say 
•Good-night.’ Here I lay listening for him, 
waiting for him, unable to get to sleep, and 
when 1 hear him, he is not well enough to 
come and speak to me.”

“f am tt-uly grieved to hear this,” ex
claimed Mrs. Philip Danesbury. “But do 
not talk ef it now; Anna.”

“I must talk of it,” she vehemently am 
awered, while a burning, hcotie spot ap
peared on her . cheek. “Aunt, I have not 
spoken of it, and the silence is nreying upon 
me; to tell you will be a relief.”

“I thought William’s resolutions were 
So good !" lamented Mrs. Philip D.inesLury.

“He does make good resolutions, and 
sometimes lie will keep them for ever so 
long- And then again he breaks out, ami ! also overcame, ami 
for several days will not be sober. Did you T'ti:.. *u-— 
hear about the loss at the works, aunt?” she 
added, dropping her voice.

“No.”
“It was all through William. Something 

in the making of the machinery. I do not 
understand it; for Mis. Danoebury, who 
told me, did not enter into details—perhaps 
she did not know them herself—and I was 
too much annoyed to inquired. But it seems 
they had a great deal of valuable work in 
prooeess, and William went in one day in an 
incapable state, gave wrong orders, and it 
was spoiled. The loss was some hundreds 
of pounds.”

“Boor Mr. Danesbury I poor Mr. Danes- 
btiry 1” uttered Mrs. Phi ip. “What eons !
When will his cares end !”

“William came home almost like a mad
man. He was sobered then, and knew the 
mischief he had caused. I never saw him 
so cut up, so full of sorrow. I inquired 
what was amiss, but he would not tell me.”

“And 1 suppose he drank more to drown 
It.”

“No* indeed, aunt. He did not touch a 
drop of anything for days afterward, lie is 
full of good hopes and resolves, if he had but 
etrength to keep them.”

“Do you; know how the poor old gentle
man is, Anna.”

“Much the same, I believe. He was here 
on Sunday and I could ecxroely keep my 
eyes from him, he looks so broken with 
care; every time I see him it strikes me 
more forcibly. Mrs. Danesbury is ill now.
You are aware perhaps, that the influenza 
has broke; out at Eastborough ?”

“It wus the first news one of the servants 
received us with when we reached home to
day. She said it was racing badly and two 
or three had died. I told her she was a 
Job’s comforter, to give us that for wel-

“Mts. Danesbury was attacked with it 
gome days mo.” returned Anna, “and I hear 
she is very ill.”

“She has never got over the shock of 
Robert’s death last spring,” observed Mrs.
Philip Danesbury.

Anna clasped her hands together, as if her 
emotions were too much for her. “Aunt, 
when I think of Robert’s fate, of Lionels 
certain death—”

“Lionel is no bettor, I fear ! interrupted 
Mrs. Philip Danesbury.

“Better !” ejaculated Anna. * He can not 
live long as he goes on now; or, if ho does 
live, he will become insane. Mr. Pratt saya 
his brain is softening rapidly. When 1 dwell 
jpou Lionel’s state, upoi Hebert a dreadful 
duath, and renumber that William may 
come to the same, my senses seem us though 
thov would desert me.'’

♦‘Now do you know what?’ exclaimed 
Mrs. Philip, in a peremptory tone wo use to 
an ofloadiug child; “if you say another word 
upon this topic, I shall bo gone. ( 1 ou are 
doing yourself incalculable harm.

“I am always dwelling upon it, was 
Anna’s answer, “How can I hvlp it.

“You must try and help it, You ''M 
never net strong if you don t, replied Mrs.
Philip: “nothing retards recovery so much 
as brooding over ills, real and imaginary.

She was resolute not to permit it. ana 
Anna, perforce, was silent, and presently 
dropped into adoze. Mrs. Philip took the 
opportunity to leave, telling the nuise to 
look ill again in the evening.

William Danesbury canm home at tea- 
time, and ran up to his wife h room, lie 
was quit. him.,». H, eÿ.d 
the sofa, and Anha drew his hand between 
hers, and hold it there. „ .“Have tea in my room, XV illiam, she 
whispered. "Kur.. will make it end ».ud
,t,'°/0you’ like,” he cheerily answered.
"When do you men to «et out of this room,
*“s‘nn. But I am not quite as strong a. 1 
might bo. As I should be if—I—

“]f what?” he said, loaning over her.
She drew his face down. 10 that it rested 

on h.r., .ad whf.pe_r.il: "Il I were »° 
anxious about you,” . , ,__ >He could not protend tomisunderst.nd 
her, but lie strove to turn it off »lth some 
disjointed, careless word»—that ho was all
”inJh:ï,1eTro,""o,dd7wiili.ml'#.lr,mu,o.

nulled aside noi "«•»«■ —, -r#"Do°not*fwirf AnnïTi Ln-’w.^ -P- 

sibllity that is upon me. N*y. 
not dry. My dent
WThu”.Cw h„, himself, hr wa. ever ready to
F.‘. Â kind, loving husl.end, an attractiee

you must 
ÿlfe'.'l will’be all you

inan was William'Danesbury, iso long aa he 
kept his brain and mind dear.

lea wan over; the nurse had the baby in 
the other room, and William Danes).ury 
was alone with his wife. Jle began to show 
symptoms of weariness; looked at his watch, 
pulled aside the curtain to gaze out at the 
night, walked about the room, and stirred 
thP,bre. His wife understood it all. She 
called him to her.

“William, you said, before tea. that you 
would he all you ought to be. Begin now 
do pot go out to-night.”

He did not answer.
“Oh, William, tor ray sake, for your own 

Bake ! It you do not make the first effort, 
you will never carry out your resolve, 
■begin at once. Do not go out to-night.’

“Anna, 1 am sure it is not right tor you to 
excite yourself like this.”

“No, it is not; it is very bad for me. But 
how can I help it? If you would but stay 
with me this one evening !”

“Well, I will, Anne "
“You will ! you mean it?” she eagerly 

asked.
“I will. ^ I promise you. ”
“^h, XVilliam ! how happy you might 

make me !” she said, the anxious exnression 
fading from her eyes. “See, my trouble is 
gone, and I am all at rest.”

Scarcely had she so spoken, when a ser 
Vdil.‘îrCame m, and addressed her master. 

“Mr. Laughton is waiting for yon, sir.” 
Anna turned her large, yearning eyes 

upon him. The anxious look had come back 
again.

Tell him—” began William to the 
servant. “Stay 1 will go and speak to In or.

“No; send the message; William, send 
the message,” she broke foith in terror.

“1 will not go out, Anna. Have I 
promised ?” he answered.

lie went down stairs. Soon Anna heard 
the f. ont door close cn Mr. Laughton, and 
hot’ husband came back again. She took his 
hand ami held it, by way of thank*.

“How dull you must be lying here all 
day !” ho exclaimed.

“1 read a good deal, and that passes the 
time. I wish 1 cduld see by candle light to 
do so, but my eyes are not strong yet.” 

“Shall 1 read you something, Anna?”
“I was thinking how much I should like 

to hear something read. But perhaps you 
trill not like to read that.”

'Yen, I will. What is it?”
^ “A chapter in the Bible,’’she said, in a low

William smiled. “I suppose you think 
that is not much in my line. It is more in 
Arthur’s. I do believe he reads the Bible 
night and morning.”

“As you wiil sometime, William, I hope.” 
“Well, I will,to-night," he said. “Where 

elm' 11 find a Bible ?”
She pointed to her own on the dress

ing table, and he brought it forward. 
“Which chapter ?” he asked.

She opened the book at the third chapter 
of Revelation. William Danesbury read it 
reverently. To him it was especially appli
cable; he felt it to be so, and knew why his 
wife had chosen it.

“He that overcometh, the same shall be 
clothed in white raiment; and I will not 
blot out his name out of the book of life, but 
1 will confess his name before my Father, 
and before his angole.

“Him that overcometh will I make a 
pillar in the temple of my God, and he shall 
go no more out; and I will write upon him 
the name of my God, and the name of the 
city of my God, which is New Jerusalem, 
which cometh down out of heaven from my 
God, and I will write upon him m v w

“To him that overcometh will I grant to 
sit down with me iii in y throne; even us 1 
also overcame, ami am set down with my 
Father iv liis throne.”

Those three verses were especially appli
cable. XVou’d he overcome ?

“William,” she murmured, “we all have 
something to overcome ere we can inherit; 
all, all. Christ himself asks, ‘Even as I also 
overcame.’ ‘Because thou hast kept the 
word of my patience, I also will keep thee 
from the hour of temptation, which shall 
come upon the world, to try them that 
dwel. upon the earth.’ William, those 
promises were not made for nothing.”

William Danesbury was closing the book 
again, when the same servant appeared and 
called him out. He went downstairs. Anna 
wondered, for she bad not heard any one 
come to the house; but her attention had 
been occupied with other things. Immedi
ately she caught the sound as of more than 
one going out, and the front door cloned, and 
her husband did not return. She rang the 
bell, and her maid came up.

“Is Mr, Danesbury gone out ?”
“Yea, ma’am.”
“Gone out !” she could not help re

peating.
“With Mr. Lionel,” added the servant. 

“Master said I was to tell you, if you in
quired, that he should not be long.”

Her heart sickened within her. XVhat 1 
in the very face of his promise to the con
trary; in "the vary echo of that warning 
chapter ! Could he not “overcome for that 
one night ! She buried her aching head on 
the sofa pillow, and moaned aloud in her 
fuMnoss of despair.

When Mrs. Philip D.uiesbury entered, 
which she did soon alte ward, she found her 
flushed, harassed, and excited. “Not to 
stop in for this one night ! ’ she reiterated. 
“After promising me ! It is of no use hop
ing, aunt; he is a lm an.”

Two h< urs passe -iy, and \X7illiam did 
not eeme in. Mrs. P à ip was unwilling to 
leave her, she was .s restless. Too ill to sit 
up. she yet would not go to bed. The nurse 
came in" and exerted he; eloquence, and 
went a Way again in a temper, when she 
found it of no effect. Suddenly, they heard 
the cliurch-beU toll out.

“There’s the passing-bell !” exclaimed 
Anna. “I wonder who is gone. S mobody 
is released from a world of care and suffer
ing.” And she sighed so painfully, that it 
almost seemed to intimate a regret that she 
was not released. ,

“It’s somebody of consequence, whoever it 
is,” cried the nurse, having returned to make 
her comments, “or they would not trouble 
themse'vcs to ring it out so late ns this.”

Another half hour, and then XX’illiam 
Danesbury entered. They heard him come 
in and go into the parlor.

“There !” exclaimed Anna to her aunt, 
“yon hear ? He does not come upstairs; that 
will tell vou how he is.”

“I will go down and sec, said Mrs. 
Philip. . , .

William was leaning over the lire when she 
entered, his elbow resting cn the mantel
piece. Ills face looked pale and sad; not, 
Mrs. Philip thought, as does that of a man 
in drink. , „ _ , ,

“Aunt, how do you do ? I heard you were 
back. I am glad you came in; Anna is 
lone y alone.” . ,

Neither was his tone, neither was the ex
pression of his eyes like that of a man in 
drink. Mrs. Philip looked keenly, end felt 
convinced that he was sober.

“Anna has been worrying herself much at 
your staying out," she said to him. “Slio is 
in so excit' d a sta e. thinking you have now 
cine in from the—the pul ik-hm^e*.

“No,'’ he sL’hed. “1 have come fr m a very 
difleront scene. Of course you have not

could do her |o good. Poor thing ! 8he was 
sensible, andltook leave of us all. Aunt ” 
lie added, Io\4iing his voice, “she'askcd me 
to pai d n herlor having forced me to drink 
wine and becrln my childhood.”

“William ! l)id she ? She is another gone 
to her grave willing that her life could he 
lived over agafci; that she might reject the 
evil and ehoosatho good.”

“She held ni hand and Arthur’s and 
begged us to iclgive past unkindness.’ Hut 
the parting will Lionel—it was grievous to

“Robert and fflimol have sent her to her 
grave between tie in," impressively resumed 
Mrs. Philip Danlibury.

“Lionel is sajing so. I took hint home 
and left him thole in a state of excitement 
that you can scaituly imagine. Crying one 
minute, talking tie next; and, should he liv 
to drink in the mii.it of it, he will evidently 
bring on another cl those dangerous attack1-.”

“William,” spoke up Mrs. Philip, “all 
this ought to toll upon you as a warning. 
\Vill you not .• ccojt it ?”

“Yes, 1 will."
“How doos you ru allier bear this loss?"
“Calmly. Ho his experienced too much 

sorrow for auythilg to affect him greatly 
now. M y father will not bo long after her,” 
be added, with a igh.

“Drink ! drink ! the evils of indulging in 
strong drink !” aspirated Mrs. Philip Danes-

William passed by the remark without 
observation. “May we toll Anna? ’ he 
asked. “Or will it excite her injuriously ? ’

“Tell her—oh, yes. Her fears and excite
ment all tend to one point, XVilliam.”

l ie knew what that was.
Reader ! how the close approach of death 

changes us ! Mm. Philip Danesbury did not 
suspect how literally near the truth she was. 
when she said that .Mrs Danesbury had 
gone to her grave wishing that her life could 
be lived, out again, that she might reject the

want of food. Lionel’s habits 
with the weekly pound, and f< 
gether she had only dry bread 
mixed feeling of shame, pride, ar 
Lionel prevented her telling of tl 
wise her mother would not have su| 
to want. Mr. Danesbury partP 
pected it, though not to its fcXLH»T- 
many an extra half crown, bejryhhe 
weekly allowance, did he slip intoHfcd, 
unsuspected by Lionel. Ah ! there fvi. it 
many like good Mr. Danesbury. pad, 
bad bargain had Katherine Bing in' try
ing his son. '"T

it was thought, at the time of the -to 
rence, that Lionel Danesbury would 
read a lessou from bis brother’s awful 
and cast away the vice which had led 
on to it. He did not. And yet, poi 
fatuated man ! the sight of that g 111 
corpse, with its crimson gash, was z 
absent from his mind’s eye. In the si 
light of day and in the gloom of midnigl 
was ever before him; and ho knew that1 
must take warning by it, if he would avoi 
sinful death. And yet he did not. I 
since his mother's loss he had been e' 
worse tliau before.

“Lionel is ill again !” observed XVilliaml 
“Y'ery ill,” answered Katherine. “VV | 

you come up, sir, and see him ’:”
He followed her upstairs. Lionel was 

the bedroom, in his night-shlrt and bootilminl 
striding about and looking wild and hoggarabraiij 
William saw what droaful disorder wal N«J 
upon him u;vvn:. lie vl

“I want n. > clothes*” said Lionel. “Slideonl 
has got them. ” She had hidden the boots. J 

“1 did not dare to leave them in his wav,” 
whispered Katherine to XXHlliam. “IlcVniil 
would have been out, and over the town. VdrJ 
Last night, at 11 o’clock, lie stolç out, aud I l 
was till 3 in the niorniiig looking for him in I 
all the rain. I found him at last on the 
bridge wet throli. h. I told grandiiiothcr to 
be sure and keep hia boots from him, but I

I1

evil and choose the good. It was a stràii^eiy j suppose she got afraid.” 
impressive scene that William hud crime ! Lionel liad. fixed liis gaze on the wall of 
from, one which might su Hive for a whole ! the loom, the pupils of his eyes dilating, 
life’s lesson; Mr*. Daiieihnvy /ay on her bed, ; .and horror struggling into his countenance.

“German
Syrup”

Those who havt not 
A Throat used Bonchee’s Ger

man Syrup for some 
and Lung sevele and chronic
Specialty. trouble of the Throat ■ 

and Lungs can herd- 
! ly appreciate what a truly wonder

ful medicine it is. The delicious 
sensations of healing, easing, clear
ing, strength-gathering and recover
ing are unknown joys. For Ger
man Syrup we do not ask easy cases. 
Sugar and water may smooth a 
threat or stop a tickling—for a while. 
This is as far as the ordinary cough 
medicine goes. BoschêW s German 
Syrup is a discovery, a great'Tliroat 
and Lung Specialty. Where fur 

, years there have been sensitiveness, 
pain, coughing, spitting, liemorr- 1 
hage, voice failure, weakness, slip- 

|u ping down hill, where doctors and 
medicine and advice have been swal
lowed and followed to the gulf of 
despair, where there is the sickening 
conviction that all is over and the 
end if- inevitable, there we place 
German.Syrup. It cures. _ You ate 
a live man yet if you take it. »

a ti> ing woman; Lionel cio-e to her, thé 
others dispersed round her, husband, 
Arthur and William, mid Mr. Pratt; the 
physician had returned to town again from 
his fruitless mission. Mrs. Danesbury had 
repented; her days had been (.ne scene of 
hitter repentance ever since tlit- death of 
Robert; but remorse she never could put 
away from her; she could uot recall the evil 
done. If she had made her peace with God, 
so far as she herself went, she could not 
make it for the lost Robert; she could not 
make it for Lionel.. She tor k William’s hand 
in liera: “Forgive mo, as 1 have asked God 
to forgive mo, for having forced you to 
drink wine nlid beer in voiir childhood,” she 
gasped. “William, bo you warned while 
there is yet time; and put them from you. 
Do not let me have another lost seul upon 
my hands ! It seems 1 would give my own 
soul if God would but grant me my existence 
over again, that I might bring up my chil
dren to strive for life everlasting. 1 brought 
them up for this world, not for the next; and 
I ruined them for both. Oh, Lionel, if I 
could but take your sins upon me, and bear 
them now before my Maker !

Sliespnko truth. She huiruinod her ons, 
and they, in their turn had sent her to her 
grave.

There was a deplorable scene enacted 
when she was being placed in it. Lionel 
was in A wretchedly nervous condition, and 
obliged to take brtndy ere lie could venture 
to the funeral. As the mourner* stood 
around the grave, Mr. Danesbury at their 
houib and the coffin was being lowered into 
it. . Lionel seized one of the cords, a ni ! 
broke into a burst of sobbipg aiid wailing* I 
The coffin fell into Hie vault, and but ;< r 1 
Arthurs firm grasp, wiu> stood next him. lm ! 
would have flung himself upon it. Lionel 
had to be surrounded and taken away ere 
the service could be concluded; and that 
night, for the first time in liis life he was 
secured in a strait-waistcoat.

A.I this acted as a warning to William 
Danesbury, and he strove to master Ins 
baneful passion. For some time he kept 
sober, lie stayed in-doors in the evening, 
refused to join any loose friends, meaning 
those who wore lovers of excess, mid took 
only ale with hie meals. He seemed quite 
resolved to put temptation from him. Hut 
one Sunday—Anna had been dowu-stairs 
some time then—the wine was on the table 
after dinner, and ho finished nearly a bottle 
of port. He rose from his scat,'and was 
about to dr cant another, when his wife

f-lided up to him, and laid her hand upon 
tis shoulder.
“William, do not.”
He looked at her, looked at the wine; and 

then, with an irresolute, unwilling gestine, 
he pnt Hie bottid back again upon the side
board. There it nmainod; but ever and 
anon his eyes turned restlessly to it, as if 
they were fascina ed.

Later in the evening, when Anna retired 
for the night, the struggle came to an end. 
He drew the cork, drank the whole of the 
wine, and then drew the cork of a bottle of 
brandy At one o’clock in the morning he 
stumbled up to bed, as—as 1 hope you and 1 
shall never stumble up.

heard the tidings’"
“What tidings? X\ e have heard no-

and startled.
thing.

“Mrs. D.wicd ury is dontl.
Mrs. Philip was shocked , .

“Mie. Danesbury dead ! she uttered, a.ter

& "I, onel came here, and said his mother 
w«s dyimr, ami ». to Bo to hot- with-

.oomm»’, fli-iav. for the had ixsltcu *°r
i dying, nun ueggeu mu 

out a moment’s delay, for the had ask 
nic,"r.sumeil Wiliism ••Ithouglitl .liou.d 
soon bo boni» i>B»tn. and 1 did not Ilk. to 
t.e|l Anna the cause of my going out, lest u 
should alarm her.” ..“Then tin- passing bell was for Mis. 
D.nosbury! Xy hat can have caused her
*ai'S i" h»“dieil from thl, infla.m, that is
gtlng shout. 'MS- Wil ism. sn.M-.r, Mw 
.. been evidently sinking ever since 

.ffh.iV do.th, sml when this di.rs.e 
attacked hcvehe had no stamina whim.villi

live o’clock, and wus here by ten. t> t e

CHAPTER XXI.
ANOTHER PEATH-UKD.

One evening in November, about two 
months after Mrs. Dam.-; ury a death. XVil
liam was on his way to Danesbury House. 
His road lay through the town. East- 
borough had much inoreasuil of late year-, 
especially in the matter of public-house- and 
beer-shop*. For one that used to be in the 
place, three might be counted now. The 
chief object of attraction, however, lav in a 
shadowy gin palace. A gin palace in the 
very heart of the long street, with a new 
stuccoed front, and illuminated lamps; and 
mirrors, and gas, and gilding inside, the 
very model of those which the reader has 
had the pleasure of visiting in London. The 
other shops, and there,was no lack of them 
had not yet got into tho fashion of glare and 
glitter; but some adventurous spirits had hit 
upon the scheme of opening one on the 
meretricious principle, «lid so attractive was 
the^novelty found, that it was crowded night

William Danesbury passed, with an effort, 
these various houses of entertainment; really 
with an effort, for sounds of revelry, mingled 
with the jingling or glasses, came front them 
pleasant y on his ear, and in one room, 
where the blind was still undrawn, his eye 
caught sight of a goodlv company. The 
temptation to enter, and n one w*h very 
strong on William Danesl . then, but he 
resi-ted it and strode ra: i y on. How 
strong ft was, how the tempt tiwn, backed by 
tho evil one, was pulling ai his heart-string-, 
he alone could toU; but lie did not tell how 
lie resisted it. In passing Lionel's cottage 
he saw an old lady standing at the do. r. He 
stopped.

“if you want Mis. Danesbury,1’ she cried 
out before ho could sjn ak, “she gone out for 
tho doctor. And 1 am keeping tlie door for 
her, and am afraid for my very lift-.”

“IT Lionel ill ?* inquired William, guess
ing who she was.

“He’a in the strangest way I ever saw." 
continued tho old lady, “t ut, thank good- 
nos?, I liavo never been with *uch vs him; 
he’s fancying ho sees cals, and dogs, ,md 
devils. He has not been sober, I hear, since 
his mother died, two months ago: not to say 
sober for a day. The ni.*lit before last ho 
was dragged home bv two men, his head 
hanging down, and hie face purple and 
crimson. They threw him on tho bod nv.d 
there ho lay, like a clod, tor seventeen hours! 
Beast !”

At that moment Lionel's wife hastened up. 
And then the oi l lady, her grandmother, 
v ,i<> had come from her farm to stop a few 
da\ .1 Eastborough, found that the gentle- 
man was Mr. XX'illia n Danesbury, and she 
had vn calling hie brother “beast” to his

•1 VV he is one,” was her mental com-

• I invo been for Mr. Pratt, sir," Kath- 
eri v said to XX’illiam. “lie is out; but they , 
will send him when ho returns.’

She looked ill, thin, haggard. And no 
wonder; for beside thcanxi tv, tho hnrr. su
ing life sue led with her husband, bolides 
the s'eepless nights, and she was often up 
all night long, she eu lie red from poeiti»^

- owly backed from it as far as possible, 
iui.i cowered «gainst the opposite wall.

“Look there !” he shivered to William.
“What?”
“See hovtr black she is ! That cat has been 

there twice before* Drive her away. On, 
XVilliam, drive her away.”

His voice had risen to a piteous scream, 
XVilliam went to the spot that appeared to 
excite hia terror. “There is nothing here* 
Lionel; see”—kicking his feet against the 
wainscotting—“nothing at all. I will re
move the chair. There. You see there’s 
nothing. ”

Lionel’s excited eyes were Wandering 
round tho room, under the bed. on the bad. 
along the walls, on the ceiling, just as if 
they were following the progress of some

“Lionel, you would be bettér in bed,” 
cried liis brother. “Come, get in; and I will 
go again and see after Pratt.”

XVilliam laid hold on him. A peculiar 
tremor was tunning through all his limb®, 
the precursor of what was coming.

“Yes—yes"— speaking in a wandering, ab
stracted tone—“yes, I’ll get into bed; and 
you get Pratt here.” But instead of ap. 
preaching the bed, ho drew further from it. 
William gently pulled him forward. Lionel 
suddenly stopped dead.

“There she is !” ho whispered. “On the 
bed. Look ! She has got spots on her coat

“Nonsense*” said William, “there’s noth
ing: vou know it, Lionel. If you—”

With a spring Lionel eluded William’s 
irrasp, and rushed to the foot of the stairs. 
The old lady, whd had stood on them, afraid j 
to venture further, set up a shrill seream, i 
and dvoi'.nted ilowii them as if sl.e had been 
shot. Thi* àrrbated Lionel. Hut for that 
circumstance lie would prolnbiy have been 
in the street just bh he was, before tliev 
coulai catch him. William drew him back 
toward the bed

“I can’t,” lie piteously said. “She's got 
inside, and come more with her. See how 
thick their.tails are. There's one bunging 
out now. They are the imps, and the devils 
will be here presently.”

“Come along,” said William, cheerily; 
“I’ll drive thorn all awav for you.”

Katharine turned the bed-clothes dowr # 
the very bottom of the bed. and patted it 
with her hands. “You sue,” she said to her 
husband, “it is all your fancy.”

Ho touched the bed himself, and looked 
wildly about tho room again. And just 
then tho surgeon came in.

“XVhat ia the matter here?” asked Mr. 
Pratt. “1 have just inet o’.d Grandmother 
Durltsworth flying down the street, as if she 
were flying for her life, afraid of stopping 
here, she said. “Ill again !”

“More cats air, and other things,”inter
posed Lionel’s wife. “He is afraid now they 
are in the bed.”

“Keep them away from me, Pratt, will 
you ?” gasped Lionel.

“To be sure. Get into bed, and I’ll see 
about it. Hello ! boots in bed ! That will 
never do. Let me have those; we will seud 
them after the cats.”

Quiet as a lamb funder Mr. Pratt’s ex
perienced eye, Lionel suffoied his boots to 
he taken from him, and lay down in bed. 
The doctor administered some medicine to 
him, then tucked him up, and told him to be 
quiet and to sleep. As they were leaving 
the room, William looked hack. There sat 
Lionel upright in bed. ready to spring out

“1 can't stop here.” he shivered. “They 
are coming again. Don’t leave me.”

“No,” he answered, “I am going to stay 
with you. Lie down, and I will sit here 
upon the l ed. The cate will not come 
whore I um.”

Mr. Pratt and XVilliam Danesbury went 
down stairs, tho former carrying the boots. 
“I have told hie wife never to let him have 
Ids Loots in these attacks,” he observed. 
“8 ie knows they must be kept from him.”

“Lionel Mutd them, 1 believe while she 
was gone for you.”

“Not on ten of these poor madmen 
will start bir without their boots,” remarked 
Mr. Pratt; 'but let them put on their 
boots, aud they’ll watch an opportunity to 
bo oil", even if they bo stark naked. Poor 
worn hi! she lias a dreadful life with him. 
And this is going to be a bad attack.”

“Do you fear so !" asked XVilliam.
“Av. ID has been drinking awfully 

late'.y. It will be worse than any be lias 
bad. His wife must have some men in the 
house, for before morning he will be out
rageous. Mr. William, 1 will not answer 
for it that he shall got over thi?. J did not
think ho would the last time, when ,nS 
mother died, you know. 1 11 look in at 
George Groats," added Mr. Pratt, “and 
send up the men that were hero before, if 
they are to be had.”

:
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