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trician aspect which made him look like one of Vandykes
portraits in modern costame,

He thanked. Sylvia courtcously for her attention to bim
during his illness, and was kinder than usual - to her; forb(at-
ing to criticise her conduct fn trifies, and to lecture.

“ My dear,” he said, # I have given you no present since 1
put my mother's diamond keeper upon -your 'finger. It be-
longed to her mother's mother, you know, aud has a higher
value from association than from the worth of the stones,
which are of the purest water, but small.”

Sylvia gave a little regretful sigh.. She had once supposed
that diamond hoap to.be the forerununer of a rhower of gifts,
plenteous &8 that golden rain which descended on Dane,

I have not given you jewele, Sylvia, p:mls because I do
not care to see & womnn bedizened with precious stoues, but
more becanse I do not wish to be associated in your mind with
rich gifts, When I am dead and gone you will be rich—rich

enough 1o be the match for some adveaturer, should you be-

ro foolish as to marry again.” :

Hereupon Sir Aubrey opened an oval moroceo case, in which
reposed on black velvet a necklace of single dmmouds, each
as large as a prize pea.” The silver setting was so light rs tn
be hardly visible. The necklace seemed a circlet of ligunid
light.

Sylvia's eyes sparkled,
and delight,

“ How lovely ! ” she exclaimed.

“4 Tt is yours, my love,” answered the baronet, in bis placid
way. ‘1 bought that necklace for & duke's daughter, but death
stole my promised bride—I give it now to my true aund kind
wife.”

Lady Perriam, not easily melted, burat into a flood of tears.

“ God keep me true to you, in thought as in deed,” she
cried passionately. * But I am not worthy of your kinduess.”

“ You have been my patient nurse, my faithful companion,”
angwered Sir Aubrey, gently. ¥ Dry vour tears, my dear. A
diamond necklace is not a thing to cry nbout."

“1 am very proud of your gift, it is more splendid than any-
thing I ever dreamed of. . But it iz your kindness that touches
we,” said Sylvia.

She remembered how mean she had thought him because he
had doled her out a small allowance of pocket money; how
she had ascribed the dreariness of her life to nis desire to save
expenditure; and, behold, he threw a gift worth ever 50 many
thousands of pounds into her lap, as carelessly as if it had
been a bandful of summer blossoms.

* When shall I wear these diamonds ?7 she asked herself—
or rather enquired of Destiny—as she clasped the necklace
around her throat before the glass in her dressing room. ¢ Per-
haps, if 8ir Aubrey 15 inclined to be indulgent, he will take
me to Lordon this year, and let me see the world, It is hard
to have wealth, aund jewelx, and a title, and vouth, and good
looks, and yet to be buried alive at Perriam Plac-.”

The next day was the brightest of the new year, but SirjAu-
brey protested against the yellow chariot when Mr. bmnpaon
who was still in attendance, recommended a guiet drive,

“1 detest being shut up in a coach,” he said, “I'd rather
take a little walk inthe garden with Lady Perriam.”

“ So be it, then,” replied the doctor, who wished to make
his regimen agreeable to so profitable a patient. 1 don’t
Know that 8 walk mightn’t be better than a drive. Only be
sure you don’t fatigue yourself. Just & gentle stroll up and
down that delightful terrace, with Lady Perriam's armn for a
support.”

It was about three o'clock in the afternoon when Sir Aubrey
and his wife went oat for this promenade. A bright, tranquil
springlike afternoon, only the gentlest west wind faintly stir-
ring the evergreens, a calm blue sky, with fleecy clouds, and
a gentle snoshine vpon the landscape. . There had been much
rain Jately, 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 frontiag hedgerows.

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

“ Perrinm is very nice,” replied Sylvia, meekly ; #but you
will show me a little more of the world: some day, won't you,
Sir Aubrey?7”

* Yes, my love, we will travel a lntle more bv.and bye,
when | am stronger. I wish your life to be happv I fear
you have had rather a dull winter; but then happily you are
not nsed to society.” :

# No,” answere| Sylvia, ¢ perbaps that's why ‘I long for it
more than other people.”

“ True, the unknown is ever dv.llghtflll You remember
what Pope says: ! Man never is but always to be blessed.!"

#] hate Pope," replied Sylvia impatiently, upou which 8ir
Aubrey gave her a brief lecture on the folly: of hating' a poet
whose philesophy is as correct as his versification is brilliant.

The effort appeared to exhaust him, for he drooped a’ lmle
on his second perambulation of the terrace.

“ ] am not so strong a8 I fancied myself this wmorning,” he
said, “I feel a little ghaky in spite of the snpport of your
arm. I'll go back to the house after this walk.”

They lingrred a little for Sir Aubrey to rest on the spot
where they bad stood -when he asked Sylvia to be his ‘wife.

- Bir Aubrey looked down at the little green churchyard with a
dreamy gaze. The very spirit of tranquility” pervaded  the
scene.  The gray old church tuwer, with ite queint corbelx

she gave a gasp of mingled surprise

and water Apouts and varied tints of moss and lichen stood -

ont clearly defined against the clear cold sky.
softest aspect in that placid va]lcy :

Mild as the atmosphere was the invalid shivered,

“ I’ll go indoors, my love”: he ‘said ; l am not m.rong
enough for walking yet.”

They went back to the house, Sir Aubny cﬂmnf( a little on
. Bylvia's arm, and sighing once or twice during the journey,
- a8 if it were rsther a troublesome business,” The invalid re-
tarned to his easy chair by.the fire in the galoon, where Syl-
vis guve him hie book, a volume of the “Spectator,” whose
leaves he turned listlessly now.and then, reading a.page here
- and there, and smiling faintly at the familiar passages.  She
. arranged the little table by his chair, on which he kepta book

. or two, the duy's.n-wspapers, and & glass of w ak sherry and
water, and th 1 prepared to take. her place on the opposite
side ofthc. hearth, where it was her wont to beguile:the slow
hours with fancy work. Novels, and, indved, modern light
literature of all kinds, 8ir Aubrey act "his" face against ; thas
woman's favourite amusement was, in & manner, ful‘blddbn to
Lady Perriam,

But the baronet begged his wi!‘u to enjoy the afternoon sun-
shine. ¢ Finish- your walk, my dear,” he said graciously,

Deatl wore its

_yOu can coma bnck to md whon you are timd of tha termoe. I
‘aui always glad to have you noar mo, but yon have boen too

long a prisoner.”

8ylvia obeyed.' " 8Bhe,was very tired o‘I umt spaclous saloon,
with its uncbanging splendour—chairs and tables always fn
the srme positions— no varlety, no look of life or ‘movement,
She was glad to be alone with “her own thoughts, ‘which of
1ate had taken shapes that disturbed and pcrplexe(i her. " Sir
Aubrey’s uusettled heslth gave rise to ‘agitating conjectares.
She knew very well that there was guilt in many of theso me-
ditations.  These visions of a possible future; but she bad

. never acquired the habit of ruling herown thoug'hts she let

them drift as they would, and the image which oftenest filled
her mind wax the image of one whom it was the first duty of
her life to forget. :

She walked to and fro for about an hour, and was beginning
to think of returning to her post by the fireside and ber duties
of nurse and comforter, when she heard a distant step on the

» gravel walk; firm, lizht, and quick—a step that reminded her

of Edmund Standen's, She knew that the step could bardly
be his; Mr, Stand n's presence in that place scarcely came
within the limits of the possible; yet the sound set her heart
beating vehemently, so weak was that undisciplined heart.

She walked towards the other end of the termce, and saw
the well-known figure of Mr. Bain, the Inwyer. - He had been
away from Monkhampton for nearl) a month, in tho south of
France with his ailing wife, whom the doctors had ordered
to the rbores of the Mcd\terrauoan as her sole chance of sur-
viving the severe winter, Dlﬁ)cult as it was for Shadrack
Bain to leave business, he t:ad performed his duty as'a husband,
escorted hisx wife to (annes, and stayed with her uatil her
héalth had beén in some measare re-established. Monkhamp-
ton had been lond in his praises for this domestic loyalty,
though some among his clients had grumbled a little at the
loss of their astute adviser.

It had been no small relief to Sylvia so cscape the searching
gaze of those keen eyes. From the very beginning of her
acquaintance with Shadrack Bain, Sylvia had felt that here
was & man who was in the habit of looking deeper than the
surfuce of things, and that she had nced to guard her secret
thoughts against his watchfulness. 1I¢ had always beea cour-
teous to her—nay, had evinced the most profound respect by
hiz every word and action - Yet, knowing no more of him
thao that he was & good mag of busim.ss, and a trusted agent
of Sir Aubrey’s; she felt an undefinable fear of bis influence.
Or, in a word, she fancied that he knew her.

He npproached her with his usual grave politeness—not
ceremouious—but gravely respectful.

“ Good afternoon, Lady Perriam. I have just been with Sir
Aubrey. He has been kind enough to ask me to stay to din-
ner—aund a3 the dew is falling, he suggested that I should re-
quest you to come in doors.”

“ There is no dew yet awhile,” answered Sylvia, somewhat
impaticutly. Sir Aubrey had a tiresome way of ordering her
about through the medium of Mr. Bain, ¢ [ shall walk a
little longer.”

“ May [ be your companion during that time ? ' asked Mr,
BRain.

“ I have no objection,” replied Sylvia, coldly. She would
have given a great deal to keep Mr, Baiin for ever outside the
gates of Perrinm—yet subservient as he appesred, she felt that
he was just the kind of man to make her pay dearly for any-
thing like incivility.

¢ Your permission sounds almost like an futerdict,” said the
agent, ¢ yet I will venture to remain. - Sir Aubrey must have
been very ill while I was in Frauce™

# Not worse than he has been several times this winter.”

“ Indeed. Y :t 1 see so marked a change in him. I don't
know how to describe it, but ls,ftruck m: at the first glance
and [ was paiied to perseive it

* Do you think he is dangerously ill? * asked Sylvia, turn-
ing upon Lim with a quick, bright light ia her eyes.

# No, Lady Perrinm. I do not think there is much danger
of)our being left a widow )et awhile,” answered .’ﬂr Bain,
with inscrutable gravity,

“ You renlly frightened me wtth ynnr talk’ about a change
in Sir Aubrey. [ can see no change myself—and Mr. Stimp-
gon says he ix iwmproving daily—that there is nothing wanted
but the warm weather to make him quite well and strong
again.”

1 am glad Mr. Stimpson is so hopeful. - The change which
struck me 8o painfully was perhaps more in Sir Aubrey's man-
ner than his appearance—there was an altered tone—a feebler
manaer—an iondecision about everything he said, I was talk-
ing to him nearly an hour about business, and I had plenty of
time to observe him. In a word, he is not the man I left less
than a month ago." ) :

Sylvia was silent, She remembered her own discovery of
Sir Aubey’s nneertain memory—that almost childish habit of
repreating hix spreches. Did death come thug in this slow de-
cline of the facultics ? . Sir Aubrey was. by no means an old
maun. . [t'was not time for memory to grow dim—for s\ght to
fuil—for hearing to grow faint,

# Lt us wo back tu the house,” tzmd Lady Perriam. “If once

Sir Aubrey gets that idea of dew into his head he will fidget.

himself till T s indoars.”

u 'ton have reasyn -to be proud of such thoughtﬁxlnesa on
his part,” remarked Mr. Bain,

# Yex, 't very kind—bit rather tiresome,” returned’ Svlvin,
who was more candid with My, Bain in trifles than with other
peop'e—baving that inward coaviction that: he coulid’ gee

;thmugh amall art fices,

She weat back to the saloon before going up stairs to dress
fur dinner—went back dutifully, to ses if her husband had
auy further veed of ‘her attendance. Though there bad been
xti}l a roft gray light in the Italian garden, here in the saloon
reigned deepest dusk.  So much of the waning day was ex-

‘¢cluded by the ample draperies of thosa seven tall windows,

Tue seven windows lo-ked white and wan In the twilight, like
geven tili ghosta

rnddy glow in the region of the hearth,
Lady Perriam atood by the door looking in Mr. Bain atand-
ing just behind. - Sir Aubrey sat with his arm hanging loosely

acroxs the arm of the chair, his head lying back . against the

cushions, an open book' at hls feet,
doubt.

4.1 won't digturb him,”" aaid hylvml
rest was of great impormme "

“ I-think I'd better replenish the ﬁre " guggested Mr. Baln
It will go out directly if it ian't attended to

He went softly tnvmrdn the hearth, bylvla atili vﬁu.mg near

Hu had . fallen asleop, no

“ Mr, sumpso'u sald

Tho fire had burned low, and only. sh(.d Its~

tho door, to see {f that replenlshlng of the fire would awnkey
Sh‘ Aubrey.

- My, Bain knelt down, and put a couple of dry logs gently
on - tho ashes, The dry wood began to sputter and crachlo
immediately, = An’ ornamental brass sereen, wide and:tall,
guarded the invalid !‘rom those flying spm'ks of buming
wood,

The recumbont figure nover stirred. The ngent, atill on hia
knoes, looked round at his employer. : The dry log burst into
a sudden biaze which lighted all the room, and shone full upon
Sir Aubray's face. Onv quick, startled look ut that fuce, and
the agent sprang to his feet, and pulled the bell rope. A bell
rang in the distant oflices with a lond shrill peal that sounded
through the house, Tho agent bunt over that motionlesy
figure, loosened thw nceckeloth, raised the head, all quictly
enough, Ls\dy Perriam looking on all the while, with unutter-
able terror in her colourless face. Sho had rushed to the hearth
whon Mr. Bain rang tha bell.

¢ Do you think he is dead ?” she asked, in an awful whis.

er.

r i No, I can feel the beatiog of his heart. Send a messenger

to Mr. Qlimpsou on the fustest horse in the stables.” coutinued
Mr. Bain to the servant who appeared in angwer to that loud
sumwons. ¢ 1f Mr, Stimpson is out, when he gets to Monk.
hampton, let him fetch Dr. Cardross—if he's out, let him goon
to Mr. B)fw\d fIe must ride for his life, mmd and not lose
a minute in getting off. And let another messuugcr—Johu
Bates, he is a sharp fellow—go to Dr. Tapasll, of Hedingham,

Sir Aubn.v hag an attack—TI fenr paralysis Tell somenne to
fetch Chapelain.”

Chapelain, the valet, had heard that shrill peal of the hell,
and was by his master's side before the other servant had boft
the room.  ‘There was no time lost,  XMr. Biain and the valet
laid Sir Aubrey on a sofs, in the most comfortable position
they could place him in, aud this done, there was little moro
to do than wuit the comiung of medical aid. Perrinm Place
stood midway between Monkibmmpton aod Hedingham, Either
way the messenger would have three miles to ride, the doctor
three miles to come.

t There's no hope of anybody being here under an hour”
said Mr. Bain, who hnd been wonderfully self-possessed
throughout.

Lady Perriam sat like a statue, and was hardly less white
than the sculptor's veinless marble, Her oyes alone moved,
and they kept wandering restlessly from yonder prostrate
form upon the sofa to the anxious faces of the agent and the
valet.

13 there any danger 77 she asked, always referring to that
one, last, awful hazard of death. She had wished her husband
dead, bui the wish bhad been but a vague thought, She
shrank appalled from the realizition of that half-formed
desire, There is something pecnliarly awfal in a wicked wish
being gratified almost as soon as it is formed, It is like the
direct interposition of Satan,

st A first attack is rarely fatal” answered Mr, Bain, as calmly
as if he had been a physician of long practice. * There is
every resson to hope that Sir Anbrey may be quite restored in
a few days. But it is rather alarming while it lasts”

s Alarming!" echoed Lady Perriam. ¢ It is horrible.
he quite insensible, do you think?”

“[ am not sure. He seems half asleep.
arm is paralysed. 1t hangs so helplogsly,”

“ And is so cold,” #aid th: vailet, who was on his knees by
the sofs, chafiog the lifeless haad,

The dreary hour of waiting wore on, Sylvin sitting silent
and unobtrusive, Mr, Bain and the valet doing what little

1s

I"m afraid this

they could, yet afraid to do much lest they should do the

wrong thing. The ticking of the clock on the chimney-piece
had an awful sound in that mournful stillness. The wouol
‘ashes fell lightly on the hearth, Sir Aubrey's troubled breath-
ing was painfully andible,

By-and-bye, after half an hour's waiting which had seemed
half-a-day to the watchers, they were stattled by feeblae, half
articulate sounds. They came from the pale lips of Sir Aubrey,
who was stnvlng painfully for speech.

When he did speak, after that laborions effort, his voice waa
dul! and hollow, So might Lazaras have spoken when he
came out of the cavern at his Master's bidding  To Syivia
thoss strange tones soumded like the veice of the re-arisen
dead.

“ Have I been aslecp?™ nsked Sir Aubrey, in imperfectly
formed gyllables, as if in awful mockery of the child's firat
efforts to shape the words e hears from others,

“Yes, Sir Aubrey”

“Very long?"”

‘For some time."

The dim groy eyes looked wonderingly about.

“Why, is it dark already? Why dou't they light the
lamps? *

“ We thought this subdued light was better for you, Sir
Aubrey.”

4 Better for me! I'm not an invalid—! don't mean to be an

“invalid ‘any ‘more,” mumbled the baronet, always with the

game effort, the same uncertain articulation. )

They did their best to prevent his talking much, or exciting
himself; but; in trying to raise himself pnscntl), he dis-
covered 'that ‘one side of his body was powerless.

# What i3 this?"” he asked, more diatinctly than he had
spoken before, as if an awful fear guve forca to his nccents,

¢ 1 can't movo; l’w. lost the use of one gide.  What does it
mean 7"

Reither the agent nor the valet answered this anxious ques-
tion,.. They looked nt each other doubtfully. “The valet
murmured some soothing speech in his own tongue,

“1 know what It means,” said Sir Aubrey, #it is paralysis,
the one disense I have dreaded ever since | saw my grand-
father wheeled about Perriam in o Bath chair, with his head
banging on one side, when I was a little boy, - And yet |
hardly thought it'would seize me. I thought Mordred might
be stricken ; he has slways been a wenk, ailing creature. |
never thought I'should be the one”

CHAPTER XXXVI.
LADY PERRIAM ENGAGES A 81CK ' NURSE.

Mr Stimpson came in a little Jess thnn an hour from the
time when the messenger started in quest of him. The man
had found him at home, and the old surgeon had driven over
to Perriam as'fast ng n good horse and a'light gig would. take
bim, He made bis examination, ordered the invalid to be
taken up to his bedreom, and snggosled an fmmadiate tole-
gram to a fnmous Londou physich\n




