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CHAPTER XXIV.
] Tweaty-four hours sounds more im-
é"f;ri;.lant than one day, yet the same
Dassig of the pendulum marks toe
5 Iife[.lg of years and the fulfilment of
Siiny belme' Hogv much, or how little
=2l ; accomplished while the hands
Ve round the clock?

THERE had been twenty-four hours
?50 absolute calm in the sick-

m, during which Laurie
fﬁgmef{i o be in a peaceful sleep—
v ISt natural continuous sleep
1Ce his illnegs began.

IS, Pridham ]
Signg  of b

Dervous gt
Ing ang w

had shown
I_)reaking down from the
afliltl'l of this ceaseiess watch-
Ing, was ordered by Dr.
axxx‘g‘siradto 80 for a drive every day
e reluctantly withdrawn from
Theo inl’llal afternoon vigil, leaving
ey tl1er place.
anowmn Y Theo had begged to be
Poom 1':0 take her turn in the sick
Datio;lp eading that to have no occu-
that w}‘liVas Insupportable to her, and
in the S}?Mas Agnes had outside work
moreoveraf{e of visiting the poor, and
in T iked to spend many hours
cult ¢ » she herse!f found it diffi-
'Sh‘eo Pass the time,
idle busf:atl;l at Laurie’s side, her hands
fOllow th €r thoughts busy, trying to
ot 'hearte two wanderers with whom
nd sy; had set sail over the sea.
% withqenly all the grief that naa
lessnegg 't‘ln her heart, all the rest-
Wellg 5, he regret and the longing,
ing & D in one great sob, and sink-
Wn, she bur}ed her face in the
Tureg on Laurie’s bed, and mur-
Veryhog rokenly, come back
You're 1Y\Tubloy, Fen, Laurie!
Shg 5,2 80 far away! 'Come back!'”
that camnO't See the ripple of life
clogg o ;’ Over the still white face
of S eI'S,_ nor the gradual lifting
Werg gaz'eyendS’ until Laurie’s eyes
dawn at Ing at the ceiling with the
; . a real awakening in them.
hig Moment he lay quiescent—

Duzzleq . & blank, slowly invaded by
to py tlgemql‘ies. Then it occurred
Velli g shift hig gaze, which, tra-

b fOK.nwal‘dS, met the familiar
im, IS own room and reassured

of Theo’s word till
y X s was stl
, La‘i‘r"i:bbing in his brain—Tubby,
and i .and he wondered where
Meg h;d“ Some remote past, those
4 B meant'somet-hing to him.
® darkyq . Of light broke through
ed t}?s of his long lapse; and
eSS WIS lingoring unconscious.
0d ;i
mhrqthe the light came an over-
ang Xe to pick up the broken
wit B h Plece them together.
he® himgere S21: While he tried to
& Wy ollf on one arm. “I want
b an e s she?”
he’l‘ feat hnStaPt Theo had sprung to
®* braiy . 1Mbs shaking under her,
g 2Zy with the shock of
State, ~ “°°INg Laurie in his nor-

v
g‘l" ﬂrs‘teﬁl ‘I the short sentence and
by Wdergt o U8l 100k Dbetween them,
‘Crl‘%," 00d that Laurie had “come
“« hebe
wlnld‘m"t kilso Fen? she stammered.
'I‘Ieteteh A'g;"és ,I'Jaur‘ie. But—but I
Wity San :

1.“‘ hig ltr;’:"’_k on his pillow, weak
iy 8Ve T p0 Lt effort.

"1'11 en ill?” he asked, “long

80’y

;}“: trigq ctglou" came and went, and
L bling - Steady her voice lest its
Nrjg shoulq convey alarm to

g, d
e ”
8r," she answered softly,
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“you haven’'t been very well lately.
But you are better now. Mother told
me to let her know if you wake up.
I'll go and find her.”

“Don’t go,” he pleaded. ‘“Ring for
someone and send a message. I want
you to tell me what has been happen-
ing. 1 feel as if I had lost count of
things.”

And as she moved softly to the beil,
he added: ‘“Why ring at all? I am
all right; I only want to get my mind
clear about things. Come and sit
down. Do, please, child!” Again he
tried to raise himself, stretching out
an imploring hand to her, and Theo
felt that it would be dangerous to
thwart him.

“Now,” he said, as she sat down,
“to begin with—what made me
il1? 'Something happened—something
dreadful—but I can’t quite remember
what. Tell me, Theo!”

“You had a fall,” she replied soqth~
ingly, “on your way to the statlon‘
But, Laurie, please don’t talk aboui
it—yet. You are not strong enough,
nurse would not like you to. I ought
to let her know—really.”

“I have had a nurse, then!” he
said. “How long ago was this fall?
Wait—it is beginning to come back to
me. It was the night my leave ended
—1I went to the station—I remembered
that I had left something here—some-
thing important—that I must come
back for. I came back—Wait! Did
I come back, or was that all a dream?”

E passed his hand over his eyes,
H his voice quivering with weak-
ness and agitation.

Theo, really alarmed, wished that
Agnes would return. It seemed to
her that this sudden complete recov-
ery of Laurie’s lost memory might
presage a crisis—possibly a dangerous
one. (She had heard of people com:
ing to themselves just before the end.
But directly she moved, his hand
grasped her wrist. s

“Theo,” he said, in a hesitating
troubled tone, “is it part of my dreaw
that someone was murdered?”

It was a terrible moment for her
‘His eyes were full of a wild ‘a:ppeal,
his fingers throbbed on her wrist.

“For God’s sake,” he added piteous-
ly, “tell me. I am so afraid of the
cloud coming back over my brain
1 want to get clear.”

Theo hesitated no longer. It
seemed to her that any truth must
be better than this horrible uncer-
tainty for him. :

“You are thinking of Lisbeth Bain
ton,” she said quietly, though .her
heart was throbbing with anxiety.
“She came to a sad end just abou:

that time.” : e
he exclaimed, Liz

“That's - it!"
Bainton, of course. Murdered—stab

bed on the canal path. And the knife
—the knife was here—put back!
Fenella was there. Did she kpow?
Had she seen or heard something?”
Again he pressed his brow, distracted
with the effort to regain full posses-
sion and control of his brain.

“I think,” Theo went on, “that Fen
saw you from her window and went
down to meet you. You came back
for her photograph, Laurie dear.”

“That’s it!” he exclaimed eagerly.
“l came back for her photograph.
And then—what happened after that?
Go and fetch Fen, Theo! Tell her
I must see her at once!”

“I'll ring for someone to come to
yvou first,” she said, ‘“because mother
asked me not to leave you alone.”
Laurie, who had closed his eyes in
order to concentrate his confused
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thoughts, made no fucther oppcsiion,
and when the bei was answered,
Theo directed that the unurse shouia
be sent for, and that either Miss
Agnes or Mrs. FPridham should be
found, if possible.

As it happened, they all three  ar-
rived on the scene within a moment
or two, for the housemaid ran dowu
in a scared way to say that Miss Thec
iooked frightened to death, and she
believed M. Laurie had passed away
in his sleep.

Quickiy and silently, with anxious
questioning glances at Theo, they hur-
ried to the bedside, and as the nurse
bent over him, and Mrs. Pridham, sink-
ing into a chair, let her hand rest on
his, Laurie opened his eyes again.

“"Mothei, dear, I'm so giad you've
come,” he said, faintly but naturally;
“l expect you've been worrying abou.
me. But I'm all right now.” It was
too much for Mrs. Pridham.

All the agony of love and suffering
which she had held in check .only
by doing the utmost violence to her
feelings, weiied up from her heart to
her lips, as she cried out: “My boy!”
and then her face worked and she
broke into a passion of tears.

‘tHush!” said the nurse reprovingly,
“You ought to laugh, not cry, Mrs.
Pridham. 1 always rejoice when a
patient turns the corner. Why, we
shall have him up and about in no

time now. What will Dr. Fraser say,
1 wonder!”
She bustled about, and, mixing

some restorative, held it to his lips,
talking meanwhile to give Mrs. Prid-
ham time to recover herself and to
prevent Laurie from being too upset
at the sight of his mother’s emotion.

Agnes, gently moving to Mrs. Prid-
ham’s side, whispered: “Be brave,
mother! Remember how critical it
is!” and persuaded her to move away
where her sobs were not so painfully
evident to Laurie.

AURIE drank obediently at the
nurse's command, and allowed
her to prop him up with a pillow.

‘Theo glided out of the room, ana
ran straight downstairs and to the
library.

‘Her father, sitting, as he had been
accustomed to do latterly, thinking,
with his head on his hand, seeing her
flushed face, sprang to his feet.

“Not ?” he questioned. And
Theo, with a catech in her voice,
caught him up quickly.

“Yes, Laurie’s himself again. He’s
talking quite rationally. He woke up
from his sleep with his mind clear.
Oh, father, ring up Dr. Fraser and teli
him to come at once.”

For her father had taken a step
backwards, as though he would ree;
and fall, and she realized the dange:
that good news may be. Instinct told
her that to do something, to help in
some way, would be a safety valve.

She was right. Mr. Pridham, his
ruddy face purple, and his hanas
trembling, seized the telephone and
rang up the doctor.

And then Theo, in her turn, gave
‘She sat down in her father’s
chair and, letting her face fall on her
clasped hands, cried her heart out.

The first glimpse of light in the im-
penetrable darkness had been too
much for all.of them. There is no
moment when a mental strain comes
so near to snapping the fine liga-
ments of the brain as the reactionary
one when the intolerable burden has
just been eased!

Mrs. Pridham came down to her hus-
pband before long, for the nurse depre-
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WESTBOURNE

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
278 Bloor Street West,

Toronto, Canada

School re-opens Monday,
Sept. 14th, 1914.

A residential and day school,
well appointed, well managed
and convenient. Number of
resident pupils limited to twen-
ty-eight. Students prepared for
University Examinations. Spe-
cialists in each department. Af-
filiated with the Toronto Con-
servatory of Music. F. McGilli-
vray Knowles, R.C.A., Art Direc-
tor. For announcement and in-
formation address the Principal,

MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.

TORONTO .
Conservatory of Music

A. S. VOGT, Mus. Doc.,
Musical Director.

REOPENS TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 1st.

A national institution, unrivalled in
Canada as regards the distinction of its
faculty and the superior character of its
buildings and general equipment.

Send for YEAR BOOK and LOCAL
CENTRE SYLLABUS of 1914-15 and
pamphlet descriptive of the Women's
Residence.
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Conservatory School of Expression
Special Calendar.

F. H. Kirkpatrick, Ph.D., Principal,

Public Reading, Oratory, Physical and
Vocal Culture, Dramatic Art and Litera-
ture.

Ridley College

St. Catharines, Ont.
RESIDENTIAL SCHOOL i"OR BOYS

The School has won Matricula-
tion Scholarships in four out of the
last flve years. Three were won in
June, 1913.

Separate buildings and special
attention to boys under fourteen.
19ﬁeopens Wednesday, Sept. 9,

REV. J. O. MILLER, M.A,, D.C.L.,
Principal.

FORTY-EIGHTH YEAR

-
mtghnp DA Cgu};elllllfesi(zleltial and
ay Schoo Sirls.
gtrmhanCo;x‘;ge Matcx"ric:xrlesxtion
Elementary Work,
Schonl

Domestic Arts, Music and
PRESIDENT : The Right Rev. the Lord Bishop

Painting,
of Toronto.
PRINCIPAL - . MISS WALSH

VICE-PRINCIPAL = M}SS NATION
Wykeham Hall, College St., Toronto

Junior Day School, 423 Avenue Road.

 Head Mistress, Miss R. E. Churchard,
(Higher certificate National Froebel Union.)

Reopens Sept. 10th, for Resident Pupils
and 10 A. M., Sept. 11th, for Classes, J

STAMMERING

overcome positively. Our natural methods
permanently restore natural speech. Gradu-
ate pupils everywhere. Write for free ad-
vice and literature,

THE ARNOTT INSTITUTE, Berlin, Can.

FREE BOOK ON MOTORING

ANEWg OF TEACHING Explains how we assist YOU in
W;SYKE pg R 57 MAIL th: Auto Business as Repairman,
Chauffeur, Salesman or Auto Me-

LU ODRY  chanician, with DYKE NEW
i IDEA WORKING MODELS.

i(}o'o;it sallanrif:;t Oull'lemploﬁ'ment plantells how. Beware of

L.itators, ustell you the names of some of our students.
Send for this book to-day.

Webb-Dyke Motor School, 4632 X Walnat St., Phila., Pa,




