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[XCLU5IVELY'USED, 111 C1tAMEffIÊS.ý

ing miy varions impediments, on the
platformn of St. Pancras, prepared to
takc iny journcy down to Leicester by
the 3.30 Manchester and Liv erpool ex-
prcss. The Pullman was croxxded witli
a pack of noisy schoolboys, so 1 escliew-
cd ui and selectcd an enipty llrst-cldss
carrnage. 1 took possession of niy fav -
orite corner seat, with nmy back to tht
cîlgine, and wrapping niy rg round
my knices and unfolding the Tinics
glided avvay froni the city of siiioke in
a rcmnarkably good humor, partly in-
spired, no doubt, by a capital lunch, and
partly by tleasuirable anticipation of
miy forthcomiing x isit.

Fred miet nie at Li.ccester station, andl
1 saxvx t regret that lie xxvas looking
pale anîd il and niucl thinner than
Mx ien 1Iilad sttn Ih jm last. lic seenmed
pltasedtdbsec nie, lîoxvver, anîd greetcd
Illt wvarlinly

1)uring our drivex lu Gaulby, 1 haz-
arde(l a fcw rcniarks, with a s iew to
asctrtaiîiîg xxbat sort of a party there
xx as tollecteul ai the Hll, but I got
rothingdliii] te ont of him. Ile was
quite unlike biis 01(1 self, and 1 came
to the concu ione that lie ni111t he ill.
As xxe urove np the aveniue 1 leancd out
,of flie wiîîdoxv to gaze at the fine old

îîîansion, aîîid it struck nie at once as
lookîig told andl uninviting, while the
groids were ce;-tainly very much neg-
lecte.d. Somtthiîîg setrntd wrung al
rounid, and I began to feel almost qorry
Iliaul corne. We ovcrtook Mrs. Halla-

t0o1 at the Hall door, just returned
froni a xalk. Shie was as gracions and
as ple-asaîît as slue lad ex'er hecn 10 me:
but 1 faîied 1 conld deteet in her man-
iien somethiîig of the i11 heiîig which

c- iiie(l 10 exis;t arnnd lier.
\Ve ail three eîtered together. and

flecnmomient xve passed thiroughi the
door I felt coîiviîiced duiat îîîx expectta
tiloîs of a j lly Christmîas part%,x r

doomed to disappointment. Tliere were
no deconations about, only one doleful-
lookiîîg servant, and apparently nothing
stîrrîng. 1 felt sure somethiîîg was
xvnong, but at any rate 1 coîîsoled my-
self with tihe reflcctioîi that 1i had lost
ittle by coîiîîg, as jr hiad been a clîoice
betivecciithis anîd ai hottl. But, ail tlîe
sainie, 1 dîd not feel particularly cheerful
as 1 followed the dolefuil-lookiiîg sen-
v'ant ulîstalrs, aloîîg wide corridors,
-tcros. passages, uipstairs agai, and
diieui down a long corridor, unîtil at Iast
1 reached my rooni in tIhe west wing.

My surmises were correct. Wlîen 1

descended, after a prolonged and care-
ful toilet, my host was lounging about
nii a smoking-jacket, and l:e and lus
wife were the only occupants of the
rooni. 1 was the only guest.

"Jvc sornetliîng very serious to Say
to you, Neilîson,' he said slowly (Neill-
son is my naine). "I'm going to make
a confidant of you, if I may, old man."

1 bowcd tnîy lead and listened.
,Yoiu have'îrt noticed anytlîing par-

ticular about rny wife, 1 doî't suppose,
have you ?" lie asked, with a scarclîing
glance.

1 admitted that I had thought her

strangely silent and apparently having
some anxiety weighing on ber mind.

He laughed-a short uncertain laugh
-and leaned over to me confidentially.

"I rely uponl your discretion, you
know, Neillson. I wouldn't have it
known for the world-but my wife is
mad."

"Mad?" I put down tbe claret jug
and stared at hlm incredulously.

"Yes, mad !" he repeated, impatiently.
"It was the sun in India last year that
(lid the mischief. She would exp ose
herselfto it. The doctor whomn I hgave
consulted advised me to send ber to a
private asylurn, but 1 haven't the heart
to do it. She's perfectly harmless you
know; but, of course, it's an awfuf trial
to me."

I stammcred ont an expression of
sympathy. To tell the truth, 1 scarcely
kncw what 10 say. I was bewildered at
this painful explanation of the gloom
which reigned, over the house. Pre-
senbly Fred closed his eyes and left me
bo digest this strange and unwelcome
piece of news. 1 arn naturally some-
what selfish, and before very long my
sympathy was diverted in some meas-
tire from my host to myseif. Ib oc-
curred 10 me that it was by no means
a pleasant prospect to be a guest in a
bouse thie mistress of wbich was mad.
Tt was not altogether kind of Fred to ini-
vite me, 1 thought, under the circum-
starces, wibhout some explanation of
bis wife's state. 1 began to feel quite
an injured man. The only consolation
was the claret, and there was no telling
how long that would last otnt. Tt sbruck
me tirat Burditt had bcen a long timir
hringing nip the last bottle. By the by,
Burditt waq an old friend of mine. Wby
shotîldn't 1 look hlm up and have a
chat ? 1 was nuite tired of my own
company, and Fred was fast asleep. So
I opencd the door softly and made my

"'I wouldnt have it known for the world-but rny wife is mad. 


