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Flynt's letters were many and very lover-like, and neyer
one of them aIl but wbat spoke of her eyes. -1If hie
knew hoiv frightfully they pain nie I amn sure hie would flot
praise tbem," said Isabel to herseif. However slie said
nothing of this in lier letteis ;indeed ail their import
was of bim, bis plans, bis career, his little girl and their
mutual love ; but the terrible darting pain in bier eyeballs
had become a recurrent experience, somiething to be
reckoned with in the possibilities of every biaîf bour. She
Iearned at the first premonitory quiver cf pain to brace
herseif flot to exclaim nor alter bier expression, but so keen
was the pain, so blinding tbe nuomentary agony, tbat
for the instant sigbit and speech would fail bier; now and
then after one of tbese silent spasms bier people would
lovingly ebide bier for absent.-niindeduness, and bint at a
sentimental cause. It was part of tbc discipline she bceld
berself under, not to comiplain of wbat sbe called " little
ilîs."

One day sbe was sitting under tbe trees witb Dr.
Parkman when tbe pain carne: so acute was it, so piercing,
tbat it wrung a moan from hier, and a littie cry, suj.pressed
ere quite uttered, Sbe raised bier bandkerchief to lier eyes;
when sbe lowered it a piteous, deprecating sînile sweetened
bier grave lips, bier beautiful eyes were quivering. Dr.
Parkr 'nan leaned forward. A professional abruptness
made bis voice seem stern.

What is it ? " bie asked.
Must 1 tell? " slie said. Ile smiled a littie at bier

childisb phrase.
You must.- Sbe told him. His smîile fdded.

"We must understand this," he said rising. Il You
will ]et me examine your eyes, will you not ? I can catch
tbe 5.40 train to town. 1 \vill corne back in tbe morning
witb the necessary articles for tbe exainination."

Sbe looked at him startled.
Oh, but-" sbe began.
Mv dear, leave this to me," hie said gently; Il it is

necessary.
Something gripped bier heart, for sbe saw hie was seri-

ously alarmed, and bie was tbe world's mnost famious oculist.
Her habituai unselfishness made bier lay bier band upon
bis sîceve.

ilYou will flot tell anyone? Tbere is no need to
worry tbem."

"No," he said readily, Il certainly not tili you wisb it.'

It was eleven o'clock next mnorning wlien Isabel
Stuart, issuing fromn the improvised dark room in the doc-
tor's boarding place, turned and faced him.

INow," she said, Il tell me." He did flot at first
speak.

1Tell me," she insisted. Tbe doctor's face was very
grave.

It is amaurosis," bie said.
"Which means ?" She spoke quietly, but ber hands

closed on the back of the chair.
Tbe doctor felt that to this woman speech would be

more merciful than silence; he sought for words, they came
but stumblingly.

Il t means, my dear girl, you must he brave; it
means that in time, sometime, you-" be paused.

She completed bis sentence in a voice she did flot
recognize-"1 Will be blind !

IlYes." The doctor's lips uttered the word, but it
eemed spoken within the very citadel of bier conscious-
ess, and spreading thence killed ail hope in ber.

'lHopelessly ? " tbe word was wbispered fortb.

"u 'Ho pelessly." Tbe doctor's answer was like a mourn-
fIecho.

Tbat nitght Isabel Stuart foiîght bier battle, and con-
(luered. A iter thme tirst ,hock of bitter knowledge bad
passed sble bad beard the pros and cons of bier case dis-
cussed as no otlier living man could discuss tbeiu. Tbe
gist of it ail was tbat sudden and irrevocable blindness
would faîl uipon lier. Tbis mneant,-hier wbole being
sbuddered in the pangs of realization. Oilîy lier God
saxv tbose dark bours in whlîi Isabel Stuart wrougbt
out tbe problein of bier life. Nor will we be impious
e nougb to guess at what passed tberein. Suffice it that in
the rnorning bier tortured reasons gave birtb to righteous
resolution. Lt is said l 'joy comnetb in the miorning, ' and
sîîrely there wvas rejoicing arnong the angels tbat inorning
over anotber soul wbicb bad proved ils rigbit to be joint
lieir with Christ.

Sbe wrote to Flynt Gerrard, breaking bier engagement
to bini ; sbe told bimi siînply tbat bier bieart had cbanged,
that she no longer feit sbe coul(l share bis life, tbat the
career bie had planned would not be suitable for bier. The
reticence of tbis letter was very bitter to bier, tbe woman
heart in bier cried out so to bie comforted, but she knew
well tbat sbe must give no bint of tbe real reason under-
lying bier action, else commnon nianhood, apart from love,
would inake Flynt Gerrard hold to bis bond. She knew,
alas! so well, tîmat a l)lind womau xvas no mate for bini and
bis fortunes ; bow could sbe keep pace witb himi as she
hiad plantied to do ; bow give bim tbe subtle inspiration
towards good tbat sbe knew lie needed (for tbe good in him
xvas somiewbat phlegniatic, numbed by many biard knocks
against the world) ; buw could sbe safeguard bis child ?
But tbis encroacbes uipon those agonies of soul which came
upon bier in tbe nigbt watches.

Flynt Gerrard, led astray by ballked passion, wouinded
amour propre, and sbaken by tbe memory of bis former
miistake, wrote bier a leiter accepting bis dismissal, a letter
of wbicbi eacb bitter word was a thorn in bier bieart. ..

Strangely enougb, for a time tbe pains in bier eyes
were less irequent. There ensuied for ber a period during
whicb she deliberately garnered to herseif tbe treasures of
sigbt.

The commnori pbenomena of daily life became to bier a
precious panoramia evidencing tbe whole epic of seeing.
She considered as she bad neyer done before the marvel-
bous ininutiae ot nature. The ruby spots in the throats of
tbe tiny catnip flowers, tbe delicate fronds of tbe bluebird's
feather slie found on the lawn, the swift irridescence of
tbe dragon-flues' wings, the appearance, as of silver dust or
delicate boar frost, upon tbe petals of tbe roses-tbese
tbings became as jewels set in tbe rosary of bier recollec-
tions. It was borne in upon bier how essentially selfisb we
are in the essence of our sympathies. Hitherto she had
accorded a sympatbetic word or a siRbh to tales of those
who were blinid, now bier whole bcbng thrilled into kinsbip
witb them. Every newspaper she took up bad in its
pages some trace of the tragedy of blindness-doubtless it
had always been thus, but Ilhaving eyes sbe had flot seen."
0 terrible, irreparable omission ! Sbe heard some friends
laughing over the bogus blindness of an importunate beg.
gar; ber wbole beart grew sick thinking of the',blasphemy
of the needless patch. She understod the fervour of the
old love song wbiclh rates the WelI Beloved as worth " tbe
very eyes of me." And of ail tbe gracious promises of
Holy Writ the one that seemed to ber most gracious, most
tender, inost precious, was Iland the blind shahl receive
their sight."


