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EXCLUSIVELY USED IN CREAMERIES.

FVERY HIGHEST AWARD.
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various impediments, on the
of St. Pancras, prepared to
journey down to Leicester by
the 3.30 Manchester and Liverpool ex
. The Pullman was crowded with
a pack of noisy schoolboys, so I eschew-
lected an empty
carriage. 1 took
orite corner seat, with my back to the

wrapping my rug round

and unfolding the Times
glided away from the city of smoke in
a remarkably humor, partly in-
spired, no doubt, by a capital lunch, and
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. 1
1g1me, and
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partly by pleasurable anticipation of
my forthcoming visit.
Fred met me at Leicester station, and
saw with regret that he was looking
pale and ill and much thinner than
when 1 had seen him last. He seemed
pleased to see me, however, and greeted

me warmly

During our drive to Gaulby, I haz-
arded a few remarks, with a view to
ascertaining what sort of a party there

was collected at the Hall, but T got
nothing definite out of him. He was
quite unlike his old self, and I came
to the conclusion that he must be ill.

enue I leaned out
to gaze at the fine old
struck me at once as
looking cold and uninviting, while the
grounds were certainly very much neg-
lected Something seemed wrong all
round, and I began to feel almost sorry
I had come We overtook Mrs. Halla

door, just returned

As we drove up the
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mansion, and 1t

ton at the Hall
from a walk. She was as gracious and
as pleasant as she had ever been to me;
[ fancied I could detect in her man
'r something of the ill-being which

11

med to st around her

We all three entered together, and
the moment we passed through the
door 1 felt convinced that my expecta
tions of a jolly Christmas party were

doomed to disappointment. There were
no decorations about, only one doleful-
looking servant, and apparently nothing
stirring. 1 felt sure something was
wrong, but at any rate I consoled my-
self with the reflection that I had lost
little by coming, as it had been a choice
between this and an hotel. But, all the
same, | did not feel particularly cheerful
as I followed the doleful-looking ser-
vant upstairs, along wide corridors,
across passages, upstairs again, and
then down a long corridor, until at last
I reached my room in the west wing.

My surmises were correct. When I

descended, after a prolonged and care-

ful toilet, my host was lounging about
in a smoking-jacket, and ke and his
wife were the only occupants of the
room. I was the only guest.

“I've something very serious to say
to you, Neillson,” he said slowly (Neill-
son is my name). “I’m going to make
a confidant of you, if I may, old man.”

[ bowed my head and listened.

“You haven’t noticed anything par-

ticular about my wife, I don’t suppose,
have you?”
glance.

I admitted

he asked, with a searching

that I had thought her

“

‘I wouldn't have it known for the world—but my wife is mad.'

strangely silent and apparently having
some anxiety weighing on her mind.
He laughed—a short uncertain laugh

—and leaned over to me confidentially.
“I rely

upon your -discretion, . you
know, Neillson. I wouldn’t have - it

known for the world—but my wife is
mad.”

“Mad?” I put down the claret jug
and stared at him incredilously.

“Yes, mad!” he repeated, impatiently.
“It was the sun in India last year that
did the mischief. She would expose
herself to it. The doctor whom I have
consulted advised me to send her to a
private asylum, but I haven't the heart
to do it. She’s perfectly harmless, you
know ; but, of course, it’s an awful trial
to me.”

I stammered out an expression of
sympathy. To tell the truth, I scarcely
knew what to say. I was bewildered at
this painful explanation of the gloomni
which reigned over the house. Pre-
sently Fred closed his eyes and left me
to digest this strange and unwelcome
piece of news. I am naturally some-
what selfish, and before very long my
sympathy was diverted in some meas-
ure from my host to myself. It oc-
curred to me that it was by no means
a pleasant prospect to be a guest in a
house the mistress of which was mad.
t was not altogether kind of Fred to in-
vite me, I thought, under the circum-
stances, without some explanation of
his 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 out. Tt struck
me that Burditt had been a long time
bringing up the last hottle. By the by,
Burditt was an old friend of mine. \Why
shouldn’t T look him up and have a
chat? T was quite tired of my own
company, and Fred was fast asleep. So
I opened the door softly and made my




