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trician aspect which made him look lie eone of Vandyke'a
portraits in modern costume.

He thanked Sylvia courtcouely for ber attention to him
during his illnes, and was kinder than umual to ber, forbe'ar-
ing to criticise ber conduct ln trifles, and te lecture.

" My dear," h csaidi I have given you no present since I
put my miother's diamond keeper upon your finger. .it be-
longed to her mother's mother, you know, and lias a higher
value from association than trom the worth of the stoes,
which are of the purest water, but small."

Sylvia gave a little regretful sigh. She had once supposed
that diamond hoop tobe the forerunner of a shower of gifts,
plenteous as that golden tain which descended on Danme.

" I have not given yon jewels, Sylvia, partly becaRuse I do
not care te see a woman bedizened with precious stones, but
more because I do not wish to be associated in your mind with
rich gifts. When I am dead and gone yon will b rich-rich
enough to be the match for some adventurer, should you be
ao foolish as ta marry again."

Hereupon Sir Aubrey opened anoval moroccocase, in wbich
rrposed on black velvet a necklace of single diamonds, each
as large as a prize pea. The silver setting was se light as to
be hardly visible. The necklace seemed a circlet of liquid
light.

Sylvia's eyes slparkled, she gave a gasp of mingled surprise
and delight.

" How lovely I" she exclaimed.
d It is yours, my love," answered the baronet, in bis placid

way. "I boughtthat necklace for aduke'sdaughter, butdeath
stole my promised bride--I give ILt now to my true and kind
wife."

Lady Perriam, not easily melted, burst into a flood of tears.
"God keep me true to you. in thought as in deed," she

cried passionately. Il But I am not worthy of your kindnecs.
ci Yen bave been my patient nurse, my faithful companion,"

answered Sir Aubrey, gently. "Dry your tears, my dear. A
diamond necklace is not a tbing to cry about."

"I am very proud of your gift, t Lis more splendid than any-
thing I ever dreamed of. But it i your kindness that touches
me, said Sylvia.

She remembered how mean she bad thought him because he
had doled ber out a small allowance of pocket money; how
she bad ascribed the dreariness of ber life to nis desire to save
expenditure; and, behold, be threw a gift worth ever so many
thousands of pounds into ber lap, as ctarelessly as if it haid
been a handful of summer blossoms.

", When shall i wear these diamonds ?" she asked herself-
or rather enquired of Destiny-.as she clasped the necktace
around ber throat before the glass in ber dressing roomI. IfPer-
haps, if Sir Aubrey ms inclined to be indulgent, he will take
me to London this year, and let me see the world. It is hard
to have wealth, and jewels, and a title, and youth, and good
looks, anti yet teobe buried alive at Perriam Plac-."

The next day was the brightest of the new year, but Sir'Au-
brey protested against the yellow chariot wheun Mr. Stimpson,
who was still in attendance, recommended a quiet drive,

"I detest being shut up in a coach," he said. "I'd rather
take a littie walk in the garden with Lady Perriam.'.

IlSo be it, then," replied the doctor, who wished to make
bis regimen agreeable te so profitable a patient. 1 1 don't
know that a walk mightn't be better than a drive. Only b
sure you don't fatigue yourseif. Just a gentle stroll up and
down that delightful terrace, with Lady Perriam's arm for a
support."

It was about three o'clock in the afternoon when Sir Aubrey
and bis wife went ont for this promenade. A bright, tranqnil
springlike afternoon, only the gentlest west wind faintly stir-
ring the evergreuns, a calm blue sky, with fleecy clouds, and
a gentle sunshine upon the landscape. There had been much
rain lately,;and the pastures looked emerald bright against
the dark arable lands, while here and there the first tinge of
green showed faintly on the southward frontiîg hedgerows.

"A beautiful world, my dear," said Sir Aubrey, as he sur-
veyed the varied prospect. I have ceen a good deal of it,
but I have found nothing so good as Perriam."

IlPerriam is very nice," replied Sylvia, meekly but you
will show me a littlemore of the world ettme day, won't you,
Sir Aubrey?"

tYes, my love. we will travel a little more by-andi-bye,
wihen i am stronger. I wish your life ta b happy. I fear
you bave had rather a duli winter but then happily you are
not used to society."

No," answere i Sylvia, 9perhaps that's why I long for il
more than other people."

"lTrue, the unknown is ever delightful. Yon remembîei
what Pope r-ays: 'Man never Is but always to be blessed.'"

III bate Pope," replied Sylvia impatiently, upon which Si
Aubrey gave ber a brief lecture on the folly of hating a poet
whose philosophy is as correct as bis versification is brilliant.

The effort appeared to exbaust him, for lhe drooped a little
on his second perambulation of the terrace.

I am net 0so strong as I fancied myself this morning," he
said, "I fuel a little shaky in spite of the support o your
arm. l'Il go back totheb house after this walk.

They ling'red a little for Sir Aubrey te rest <n the spo
where they bad stood when ha asked Sylvia to be bis wife
Sir Aubrey looked down at the little green churebyard with a
dreamy gaze The very spirit of tranquility pervaded the
scene. The gray old church tower, wiith its quaint corbtl
and water spouts and varied tinta of mass and lichen stoo'
ont clearly defined against the clear cold sky. Deatil wore it
sottest aspect in that placid valley.

liId as the atmosphere was the invalid shivered.
I 1il go indoors. my love," b said "1 am not strong

enough for walking yet."
They went back to the house, Sir Aubrtly 'easing a ittle on

Sylvia's arm, and sighing once or twice during the j'îurney,
as if it were rather a troublesome business. The invalid re
turned to his easy chair by the fire in the saloon, where Syl
via gave him bis book, a volume of thee "lSpectator," whosî
leaves bu turned listlessly now and then, reading a page here
and there, and smiling faintly at the familiar passages. Sht
arranged the little table by his chair, on which he kepta book
or two, the day's newspapers, and a glass of w ak sherry and
water, and th n prepared tW take her place on the opposite
side of thhearth, where bt was ber wont to beguila the slow
hours with fancy work. Novels, and, indeed, modern ligh
literature ofall kinds, Sir Aubrey set bis face against; thu
woman's favourite amusement was, ln a manner, forbidden tL
Lady Perriam.

But the baronet begged his wife to enjoy the afternoon eun
shine. Finish your walk, my dear," he said graciously,

you cau come back to me whn you are tred of the terrace. 1 th
am always glad to bave yon near mo, but on have beeu too S
long a prisoner."

Sylvia obeyed. Se was very tired of that spacious saloon, o
with its uncbanging splendour-chalrs and tables always lu l
the sane positions-no varlity, no look of life or movement. g
She as glad toa batone iwith lier own thoughts which of v
late had taen shapes that ieturbed and perplexe her. Sir
Aubrey's unsettled health gave rise to agitating conjectures. kr
She knew very watt that there was guilt in many of theso me- a
ditations. Thse visions of a possible future ; but she had S
never acquired the habit of ruling ber own thoughts; she let t
them drift as they vould, and the image which oftenest filled r
ber mind was the image of one whom it was the first dnty of t
her life to forget. f

She valked to and fro for about an hour, and was beginning e
to think ofreturning to ber post by the fireside and ber duties a
of nurse and conforter, when she heard a distant stop on thew
gravel walk firn, luhibt, and quick-a stop that reminded ber
of Edmund Standen'sb. She knew that the stop could bardly r
be bis; Nir. Stand n's presence in that place scarcely came
within the limite (f the possible; yet the sound set her heart t
beating velemently, so weak was that undisciplined heart. i

She walked towards the other end of the terrace, and saw s
the well-known figure of Mr. Bain, the lawyer. He had been i
away from Montkliampton for nearly a month, in the south of t
France with bis ailing wife, whom the doctors had ordered a
to the shores of the Mediterranean, as ber sole chance of sur- B
viving the severe winter. Difficult as it was for Shadrack S
Bain to leave businesshe bad performed his duty as a huaband, f
escorted his wife ta Cannes, and stayed with ber until ber
heaith had beaen in some measure re-established. Monkhamp- a
ton had been lond in bis praises for this domestic loyalty, t
though some among his clients bad grumbled a little at the l
loss of their astutt adviser. t

Itl had been no small relief te Sylvia se escape the searching t
gaze of those ketn eyes. From the very beginning o her s
acquaintance with Shadrack Bain, Sylvia had fet that herew
was a man who was in the habit of looking deeper than the I
surface of things, and that she had need to guard ber secret
thoughts against bis watchfulness. le had always been cour- s
teous to her-nay, huat evinced the most profound respect by V
his every word and action Yet, knowing no more of hlm
than that he was a good mail of business, and a trusted agent I
of Sir Aubrey's, she ftlt an undefinable fear of bis influence.a
Or, in a word, she fancied that he knew her.f

He approached ber with bis usual grave politeness-notv
ceremouious-but gravely respectful.

I Good afternoon, Lady Perriam. I bave just been with Sir
Aubrey. He bas been kind enough te ask me te stay to din-
ner-and as the dew is falling, ho suggested that I should re-s
quest you to come in doors."d

Il There is no dew yet awhile," answered Sylvia, somewhat1
impatiently. Sir Aubrey had a tiresome way of ordering beri
about through the medium of Mr. Bain. " I hall walk a
little longer."

" May I be your companion dnring that time?" asked Mr.1
Bain.a

" I have no objection," replied Sylvia, coldly. She would
have given a greatl deal to keep Mr. Brin for ever outside the1
gates of Perriam-yet subservient as he anpeared, she felt that
he was just the kind of man to make ber pay dearly for any-a
thing like incivility.

I Your permission sounds almost like an itnrdict," said the
agent, n yIet I will venture ta remain. Sir Aubrey muet bave
been very ill while I was in France."F

Not worse than ha bas been several times this winter." t
Indeed. Y t I see se marked a change in him. I don'ti

tknow how to describe it, but itruck mu at the furst glance
and I was4 pained to perzeive it.-

f Do you thinki he is dangerously ill? " asked Sylvia, turn-
ing uion him with a quick, bright light in ber eyes.

ilNo, Lady lerriam. I do not think there is much danger1
of your being letft a widow yet awhile," answured Mr. Bain,i
with inscrutable gravity.1

"I Yotu really frightened me with yonr talt about a change
in Sir Amubri. [ can see no change myself--and Mr. Stimp-q
son syi a h.- is improving daily-that there e anothing wantedi
but the warm weather to make him quite well and strong1
again."1

a I ar glad Mr. Stimpson is so hopeful. The change which
struck me' s, painfully was perhaps more in Sir Aubrey's man-

t ner than his appearance-there was an altered tonc-a feelleri
manner-an ind'cision about everything ho saiI. 1was talk-

r ing to him nearly an bour about busines, and I had plenty of
timnte to obsrve him. In a word, ho is net the man I left less

r than a month ago"
Sylvia was silenît, She remembered hetr own discovery of

Sir Aibrev's nnertain memory-tiiat almost childish habitof
reprating huis sp"eche id death coma thus in this slow de-
cline of the faculi,'n ? Sir Aubrey was by no means an old
mn. It was nlot tim- for memory to grow dim-for sight te

r fail-for hoearing to grow faint.
IlLtus Lo back to thie house," said Lady Perriam. "If once

t Sir Auibrey gets that idea of dew lnto his hoad he will fidget
. hims,'lf tilt1 am indot"

You have reason to beproui of such thoughtfulness on
h lis part," r,'mark.-d Mr. Brin.

u Ys, 'tA very kind-but rather tiresome," returned Sylvia,
, who was mtore candid with ir. Bain ln trifles than with other
x peop'e-having that liward conviction that hie couil see

thirouîgh simall aiu ft
She went back to the jaloon before going up stairs to drese

for dinner-went back dutifully, to sec if ber husband liad
aniy further need of ber attendance. Though thore had been

n still a toit gray light ln the Itallan garde, here lu the saloon
reigned deepest dusk. Se much of the waning day was ex-
cluded by the ample draperies of thososoven tail windows.

- Tue seven windows lo-.ked white and wan ln the twilight, like
e seven t li ghosts 'Th fire had burned low, and only shed Its
e roddy glow in tht' region ofthe hearth.
L Lady Perriam stood by thedoor looking ln, Mr. Bain stand-
k ing just behinud. Sir Aubrey sat with hisarm hanging loosely

across the arm of the chair, bis head ilying back against the
e cushions, an open book at his feet. H had fallen asleep, no

Sdoubt.
t 4 nort tlisturb him," sald Rylvial ilMr. Stimpson said
rest was of great importance."

I1I think Id better repleisih tht' fire," suggested Mr Bain.
<t will go out directly if it isnt attended to."
He went softly towards the hearth, Sylvia till waiting near
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he door, to see if that replenishing of the fire would awaken
ir Aubrey.
Mr. Bain knelt down, and put a couple of dry logs gently

n the ashes. The dry wood begai to sputter and crackle
mmediately. An ornamental brass secreen, wido and tai,
uarded the invalid fron tihose liying sparks of burning
wood.
Theo recumibent figure never stirred. Thé agent, still on his

neos, looked round at bis employer. The dry log burst into
sudden blaze which lighted ail the room, nid shone full upon
ir Aubrey's face. On" quick, startled look at that face, and
he agent spraug to lis fe'et, and pulled the bell rope. A bell
ang li the distant oflices with a loud al rill peai that sounded
hrougli the bouse, The agent bunt over that motionlees
igure, loosened the neckcloth, raised the head, ail quietly
nough, Lady Perriaim looking on ail the white, with unutter-
ble terror li hr colourless face. She had rusled to tie heartl
when Mr. Bain rang the bell.

i Do you think he l dead?" se asked, in an awful whis.
per.

" No, I Can feel the beating of bis heart. Send a niessenger
o Mr. Stimpson on the fastest horse in the stables," continued
tir. Bain to the servant who appeared In answer to that louîd
ummons. I If Mr. Stimpson is ont, when he getts t Monit.
hampton, let him fetch Dr. Cardross-if hc's ont, let him go on
o Mr. Byfield. lie must ride for bis life, nind, and not lose
a minute In getting off. And let another messenger-Jolhn
Bates, he is a sharp fellow-go to Dr. Tapsall, of ledinghain.
Sir Aubrey lias an attack-T fear paralysis Tell someOne te
fetch Cliapelaln."

Chapelain, the valet, hait heard that shrili peal of the bell,
and was by his master's side before the other servant had lift
the room. There was no time lost. Mr. Rain and the valet
aid Sir Aubrey on a sofa, in the most comfortablo position
they could place him In, and this doue, there was little more
to do titan watit the coming of medicai aid. P.lrriam Place
stood midway between Monikhanipton and Iledinglham. Either
way the messenger would have threu miles to ride, the doctor
three miles to come.

" There's no hope of anybody being here under an hour,"
said Mr. Bain, who bd been wonderfully self-possessed
tlroughout.

Lady Perriam sat like a statue, and was hardlv les white
than the sculptorc aveinless marble. iter Cycs alne moved,
and they kept wandering restlessly from yonder pîroýtrate
forrm upon the sofa to the anxious faces of the agent anti the
valet.

Is there any danger?" he asked, always referring to that
one, last, awful haznrd of death. Ste had wished her hmusband
dead, but the wish had been but a vague thought. She
shrank appalled from the realiz tion of tlat half-forned
desire. There is something peculiarly awfuil in a wicked wi6lh
being gratified almost as soon as it il formned. It is lik. thte
direct interposition of Satan.

4 A ftirt attack i rarely fatal," answered Mr. Bain, as calnly
as if lie had beeu a physician of long practice.Il There is
every reason to hope that Sir Aubrey may bte quite rest<red in
a few days. But it is rather alarning while it iat."

" Albrming! "echoed Laîdy P'erriaI. It is horrible. L
bu quite insensible, do you ithink ? "

I am not sure. He seems halfi asleep. ni afraid this
arm is paralysed. It hangs so helplessly."

là And ls so cold," said th! valet, who was on his knees by
the sufi chating the lifeless hand.

The dreary hour of waiting wore on, Sylvia sitting silent
and unobtrusive, Mr, Bain and the, valet doing what little
they could, yet afraid to do much lest thîey shioulid do the
wrong thing. The ticking of the clock on the chimney-piece
had an awful sound in that nournful stilîness 'The wood
ashes fell lightly on the hearth. Sir Aubrey's troubled breath-
ing was painfully audible.

By-and-bye, after half an lours waiting whichl had seemed
half-a-day to the watchers, they were sta tled iy feeble, hal
articulate sounds. They came fron the palee lips of Sir Aubr,
who was striving painfully for speech.

Whcu h did speak, after that laborious effort, lis voice was
duîll and hollow. So might I.'i nrus have spoken whien h,
carne out of the cavern at his Master's biiding Tro Slvi;i
those strange tones sounded like the voice of the re-arisen
dead.

" Have I been asleep?" awked Sir Aibrey, in inperfer-tly
forrmed syllables, as if in awful m kery of the child', first
efforts to shape the words he hears from others.

" Yes. Si Aubrey."
i'Very long ?"
"For some time."
'l'he dira grey eyes looked wonderingly about.
" Why, le it dark already ? Why don't they lighit the

lampa? "
We thought this subeld I light was better for you, Sir

Aubrey."
1, Better for me I'm not an invalid- don't mian to be an

invalid any more," mumibled the baronet, always with the
Same effort, the same uincertain articulation.

They did their best to prevent his talking much, or exciting
bimself; but, in trying to raise himself presently, he dis-
covered that ouea side of his body was powerliss.

I What la thise?" lie asked, more distinctiy thian he had
spoken before, as if an awful fear gave force to bis accents.

1 1 can't moe; I've lost the use of one side. W'hat does it
mean ?I

Nuithier the agent nor the valet answered this nxions ques-
tion. They looked at each other dousbttully. 'l'le valet
murmurud Rome soothing speech in his own tongue.

I lknow what it means," sald Sir Aubreyilbit if paralysis,
the one disuase i have dreaded ever since I saw my grand-
father wheeled about Perriam In a Baith chair, wtih bis htead
hanging on one side, when I was a little boy. And yet I
hardly thought it would seize me. I thnuglt Mordred mniglit
be stricken ; he hais always been a weak, ailing creature. 1
never thought I should bu the onu

CILAPTER XXXVI.
LADY rEniIAM ENGAoS A SICK NUsESg

Mr. Stimpson came in a little les than an hour from the
time when the nessenger started in quest of him. The man
had found hlim at home, and the old surgeon had driven over
to Perriam as fast as a gond horse and a light gig would take
him. H made bis examination, ordered the invalid to bo
taken up to bis bedrooru, and euggested an immediate tele-
gram t a famous London physician.


