
REGINALD ROSS.

diately after this, bis mother vanished,
and a loud waiiing as of a terrified
child struck upon bis ear. V/bile lie
was trying to discover whence the
noise proceeded, iBeatrice appeared be-
side hirn, holding in lier band a hand-
kerchief, deeply stained witb blood-
marks. 'Haslitt lias shot your dog,
Lion, ]Reginald,' she told him, in very
composed tones. 'I1 hope you are not
angry.' And then be put forward a
hand and seized that of Beatrice, and,
in bis dream, kissed it many times.
' You noble girl :' lie cried. 1 You
good, wise, generous, charitable girl !'
But as bis words ended, a clear-peal-
ing laugli sounded from the furtber
part of the roorn, and Eloise, dressed
in a white rnuslin dress, witb a great
pink rose on ber bosom, burried up to
him, exclaiming : ' I'm home earlier
than 1 expected, thougli I've been
nearly frightened to, deatli by that
awful thunder-storrn. It struck a
tree ail into splinters only a few
yards away from me. Oh ! it was
horrible!' And now Eloise lowered
lier voice to the faintest of whispers,
and scanned bis face witi lier briglit
blue eyes, that had somehow turned
very gravely serious. 'But Julian
came with me,' she said. HBe is wait-
ing outside. Shalllie corne inV1

'Yes,' Reginald answered. 'Mother
told me that lie bad accompanied you.
1 want to see him. I bave not seen
him, you know, since we were both
five years old.'

And now the roomseemed to darken,
and neither Beatrice nor Eloise were
any longer present. But a voice was
speaking somewliere arnid the dimness,
a clear, resonant, rnanly voice, and yet
like none other that iReginald liad ever
heard.

9 1 arn here,' the voice said, 'but you
cannot see me, for matter rnay not
look on spirit, There are some tbings
hard to explain, iReginald . . . . In
trutli, wliat is tliere whicli a poor modtal
like you may really say that lie knows?1
1 cannot tell you wliy we were parted
from each other . . . it was for a reason,

a certain reason . . . . but I arn not
permitted to tell. Yet be sure of one
thing: if you are incomplete in your
life witbout me, s0 am I incomplete in
my life witliout you. Ail your past
perplexity, ail your weak indecisions 'ail your abrupt outbursts of fine
strength, ail, ail, are attributable to
this. V/e should have been one; we
are two. Tbat tree, wbicb you saw
the lightning split in two portions iast
summer, will, doubtless, put forth
leaves and branches from either por-
tion in years to corne. But the blessed
unity will be wanting to each, which
once gave the perfect tree its beauti-
fui equipoise. Had we botl ived, we
would have been as one man, full of
mutual love, help, sympathy. But even
then, there would have been rnany as-
sailing doubts for each of us, as to the
special incompleteness and insuffi-
ciency of eitlier ; and when deatb, at
unequai periods, finally divided us, the
anguish, the great sense of loss would
have surpassed, for hùn. left, any suf-
fering you have ever yet known. '

For a moment the voice paused, and
it now seerned to iReginald, as if tbe
rnost pitcliy darkness surrounded him.

«'I must leave you,' the voice re-
cornrenced; I bave already remained
too long .. . For a spirit like myself
to speak of form, is to deal in what
means very differently to you and to
me. But you will understand me bet-
ter if I say it thus : I-lereafter, wlien
you leave this earth, one forrn shall
cover us, and we shaîl be one entity..
Our severed halves shall reunite, our
separate fragments shaîl make one
strong, noble and divine union ....
Be patient till then. Be patient and
wait...

With a start, iR.eginald awoke. The
early summer sunshine flooded the
room. The larnp burned smokingly on
a near table. Ris packed portmanteau
iay close beside the bed. The liard
reaiisrn of these mute facts brouglit


