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CHAPTER I.

0SHOULD like it to be dis-
tinctly understood at the
outset of this brief narra-
tive that I amn flot a disciple
of any of the so ,called apos-
tles of modern psychology.
I am going to tell a plain

sry in plain words, and
leave any possible explana-
tin of it to those who are
interested in the great un-

own Science. There are men and women to-day
anz uip amongzst us like prophets, and pointing
wvards through the mists of an untrodden 1land
a light bcyand the shadowy boundary dividing

zigs material fromn things spiritual. Whether thev
false prophets or true, another generation will

termine. Only this rnuch is certain, that the light
ýy offer fails to pierce the curtain of darkness
iich hangs before our eyes, and that the truths
iich should become as manifest to us as floating
st ini the clear sunlight are represented only l>y
n theories and hysterical but ineffective single
;ertionis. The black clouds are nowhere pîerced
the lightning of truth. AIl is still chaos, mys-

ious and impenetrable. It may well be true that
ýre exist more things in this worid than are
ýanicd of in our philosophy, but this much is also
te-no voice bas yet beeni lifted which can read

riddles of the new science, no hand bas yet
,)wn itself able to lift the veil hetween this and
other world. Nor has any light yet been kindted
whose illumination those vast secrets are laid

re. Nothiniz is More certain and obvions than
r profound ignorance concerning it, We are like
nd men groping in the dark. In ail probabiiity
Sshail die as we have lived, witbout a gieam of

solute knowledge, looking ont upon life with haîf-
,it eyes. Yet the wisest of us arc those who hold
-ir peace and wait.

Twenty-four years ago I bought my first practice
d furnisbed my first bouse. It was flot a choice
ighbourhood, nor was the practice itself either
tensive or select; but in the ardour of youth 1
utcely considered those drawbacks wortb con-Icring. At twenty-five years old one scarcely ex-
-ts to start life-in the professions, at any rate-
a very large way, and I was perfectly satisfied.

te shining brass plate outside my door, on which
Sa inscribed

C. H. FAGGETT, M.D.,

iipensated fully-ýto me, at any rate-for the
.bbiness of my abade. I had fifty pounds a year
niy aw.I was unmarried, and had quite as

ieh self confidence as was good for me, notwitb-
.nding that the outlook demanded no ordinary
ire.
My patients were six in number, excluding my

'n family. I say exciuding my own family, bie-
ase fromi the time of my setting up for myself
,re was nat one of themn, from my youngest sis-
.agedi six, to my father, who did not immediately

velop samne extraordinary and utterly unheard-of
ment, and persist in being.treated for the samie
th due, gravity. My father, Who was one of the
althiest men living, began ta complain from loss
appetite and dejection of spirits, and was un-

ppy until I bad prescribed and administered a
,ie; my mnother, who, scarcely knew wbat a cold
>s began ta taik gravely about bier cbest, and
ýiste d u Panl a cougb medicine; whilst Ada, my
~je sister. coninlained contirually, but vaguely, of
id feelings ail over bier body," and swallowed al

Jiarmiess physic I could bring hier with absolute
ish. 'Rover,' the family dog, was the Most un-
p*çful of the bousehold, for, after hearing one
,lit a long account of bis varions and alarming
ipents, I was induced at last ta prepare for bim
;trong dose of castor oul, an attentionfor wbicb

showed tbe most grass ingratitude, ever after-
Irds risîing burriedly at my entry into the room,
d retirinz unider the table with an ominous growl

Sa sidelong- glance, baîf threatening, baîf'
preliensive. painsroe. iv

Tro rettirli to mny ptes re.Pieof tbemn
re totally uninteresting ta, me save as "cases"
sixth was too poor to pay even my madest bill

th aiiytbing like reasonable punctutality, yet she
_, the one whom I would have relinquished tbe

least readiiy. I remember the first time slw caime te,
me, and how pitifully she stated bier case.

«'I den't know Nvlnat is the nmater w itb nie, doc-
tom. Perhaps yau can tell. 1 have no i)ain-at least,
na acute pain-to speak af; anlx soininîies I Scout
ta ache aIl over, and I arn growing thin tlîinnier
every day. 1I get plenty ta cat-quite pIettv," she
repeated, keeping bier eyes anxîausly fixedl upoi tue
face.

"I arn afraid the food von take is scarcelv' notim-
ishîng enough," 1 said. "'I)o von mînd telliîu( iie
how old you are?

"No. 1 arn txenty-twný."
Twenty-two! It seemed baredy credible. I was

yoting at my profession, anI compassion w as stil1
easy. I looked at the high cIxeckbortes and sunkexi
dark-rîmmed eyes, bright naw w ith anixictv, aît the-
long, wasted fingers anI tue simple black dress.
hanging looselv arotund lier shrtnkeîî figure. ani 1
sighed. She seemued to read niv look, and lier vy~es
filled with tears.

-i suppose I do look rather had," shie said uer-
vousIy. "Cani't voit dIo anvthin-g for mie, doctor ?
IFni very poor; hut-

1I can't do nîucih,' I 1 erpe "luit 1 cati tell
voit w-bat is the niatter. '(on have an troule,
wiiicb yoti are allowing tn prevý uponi vaur iiid,
and you are starving, 1 aîî tfraii( that soumîd- a
little blunt ; but it's the tmuili.-

She loaked frighlt(eed, almas)ýt hairrified.I
"Starving! Oh, fiai, nar. doictor; iîîdeed, 1 ani

flot that. I spenid every centi that 1 cani upon faod.
1 must save a Ilitle fobr-niýeer mmhd w4xa;t for-
but 1 must Save a little."

"I'm sorry 1 ano heip you fnrther, then,"
I said, rising. "I hakve toid vant what is the matter
with yau. No medicine coffld do any goad. 0f
course, I don't know wha lte saigvou Mention
is for; but yau rnust remnlwnbr tha yo are paying-
for it with yaur lîfe. It isý iiv dity as: a doctar.
you knaw, ta speak plainilv, Voit ask me wlîat is
the matter with. yau, and I teIl y-on starvationl "'

She turrned away and lookvd eaiyont af the
window.

*'Thanik yau, doctor," she said, ais I turned ta
go. 1My ask you one mare question ?"

"Certainiy."
'Ils it that whicb is making me sa) warn and

pincbed-iooking? I feel likc ain aid wamain wheni 1
looks in the glass."

"Tt bas its effect uipon yautr appjeairance, of
course," 1 nwrd

"W11l they-come ba<ck again-I men nîv
Ioatks?" she asked wvistfilly, wvitIi a littie trembjTle in
lier voice and ber eyýes very eanetl ixed( iiponu ie.
"I used ta becetr akn once anid I shanldn'*t
like him-my friend(s, 1 Imea- to se c e 1kv th1is
when he-when tbey caine. 1 wiîlI trv andi cat a
little mare. Will thiaï belp, do yenu thînk ?" shec asked
eagerly.

"That wotuld make a-Il the 1ifrec, I assmue
hier;- . comnicice ait once. Haei gond nicail this,
evening, anid you'l! feel aIl dhe botter for it,"

*V'ery well; 1 w\ii, dien. Anid-aLnd. doctor,
haw muich ?" she commncecd wvistfully.

"Nathingi unitil I hanve ta, \mvia medicine," I
interrupited sbortly. 'Til sen my ill in then, fast
enougb. Good-dayI."-

My patient-M\,iss l)esmond, she cailled href
taok my advice, and in a few ek t1iere was a
marked change îiu ber. 1 was scarcelv rprd
however, for the transformation wbicb 1 inse
an my last prof essional visit.

It was Christimas nioming. aind 1 wais jiust start-
ingwestwards ta -,pend a day witbi niy people. On
the daorstelp I encountered aZ esen1 fron hier.
She was quite well, but shie wvished ta see Me, if 1
conld spare the time ta go round. I went ait once.

My first impression on entering the room \vas
that 1 was in the presence of a stranger, and as tIha-t
vanished, I faund myself mnarvelling ait the mectinior-
phosis. The ragged black gown, the wan checks
and duhI eyes, were thing-s of tbe past. 1 foiînd
myself gretd by a tal, graiceful womanret ciad in
a Simple but elegant gown of soft pink and black.
A Most becoming glow haid dyed bier pallîd cheeks.
and bier eves were sparkzling with pleasurable ex-
citement. She looked ati me with sligbtly parted,
tremulous lips, as thoug-h anxious ta see wbether I
nated the change. At mny look of surprise bier
features relaxed into a half-deprecating, baif-
o)leased smile.

"You see a difference, doctor?" she asked.

"I do, indeed. Miss l)e,iioiîtL" I aiiswered Warin-
ly. "Let nie aller von mny -sincere conîgratulations.
1-, it out af comîplimenit to the season, iiav 1 ask?*'

1 <artlv: and îîartly for aîiother reaxn. 1 arn
exl)ectimi a visitor."

ler tone wvas lbesitating-, almnost shy. 'Vet in a
certain \\ av it seiiied as thotngh she desir-ed ta maike
a c' >îî, 1 hiit o f iîxe. i ptîlle I ia chair i to thli fi me

"Voîit don't tlîiîk livy gowii is ton tii, do yon ?
The mia îxi is qni te wamiii."

I Icaîied over anîd felt lier arms.; but the wistfnil
loak) with wlîch shte w as svatching lue chcked the

rnai*Zirnce whlîich had l>eexî upoxi xiy lips.
-Perliaps ulot. Von mîust lie carefii to keep ont

of dranights. thiongli»
"I w ilI, 1 wilI, indcdx. Aîid, I)oetom."
"W011 ?''

Sîxe liesitated, andI the colour ecaie anti went
îlnekly iii lier delicate cbeeks. Tliere xvas no dotibt
about it. slic w as a perfectîy lîcantifuil woxiax.

"D o voin thiiîk tlîut it ks a 1pretty gown? It is a
littîe old., 1 kiîow, '' she wetît on xi brriedi y, *but it is
iîo-eiv ixiade, aîîd tlie coloxirs usedl ta suitnme. I was
differexit tiien, tliotigli," she ad<led wiîth a sigh.

I w% is; scurcel v mobre tiiai a boy, an(i a xiost
oxiîrfesiaaiInini) Iad risexi in xxxy thraat. To

ic thcreý wa-, samietlii verv pathetic abount tlit
desand the other littie attexxpts ut (lecomatioi

abouxt the mcitii. I kîiew ton weII the ineaning cf
tlîat exquisite colour and( the unreal beauty of lier
face.

L.oath though 1 was ta admit Ît to myseif thîey
were tono etîxreal for healtlî. Tt was like the straige,

ta-iebeauyv af sanne tropical plant, wbicli bNos-
soins1 îifn perfection ami fades in a Sinigle day. My

\Nea , w:sadîx, aixd thougli 1 answemed lier clu-cm-
fill 1 , 1 kept îîîy face turimîl :tway.

- You look cliarxiiiîg. Mli>s iesiîiond, Let xîie
%visi yeni a very happî ' hitis uîand no end af
gond fortune iii the lîext va.

"Thank yan. doctor. IDo yoni kîîow, 1 believe
thait your vvisli will conic truc. 1 uni expecting a

'iitor ! Tt was add liaw iuîterested 1 fi-lt 1
su-t iup inii ny chair and looked at ber înquiringly.

"lindeed ! Sane of yanr relations, I prestîîîîe?
I aim giud."

Shie was a fuîll minute berfore she answered me.
I)urinEg that time 1 could hea.r Mv brexrt hpat, and
I crinshed a falien cinder unider my boot ixîto î>owder.

"«Na; it ie only-a frienid."

SI)e \\va'ý ton absorbed,( ta notice or rment the
imipertinexnce of the questioxi. There was a sby, soit
look i*n bier downcast eyvs and a happy smiie parting
hiem lips),.

Ufer thonglîts w-ere far away, aîîd 1 was for-
gafïttn. Aýs fo)r me, the ligbt: seemcd ta have died
mut ai the hrighit winiter's day. The cheerful, blaz-
inig fire lîad dwindk-ud down into a bandfin of white
ashes. 1 felt chiilled( and heartsick. 1 coid not
uiîdcrstandA whawit( badappened; and 1 know that 1
bad a Iinging ta get awvay into my 0wn roam and
Iock the door tîpon my misery. Yet 1 must bie quite
certain.

"I; lie a, very dear friend?" I asked.

"WhyIi bas, lie niot came. ta see yau before ?"
«'c belas bieen awav - lie bas kîîown nothing. I

have been content ta wait for bis return. Hc will
came ta me naw."

The dreamy, far-away look maddcned me. It
wais st rnige that shte did net notice the sbarpness of
my- toine.

"Is that why you are wearing that dress ?"
"Yes; it was bis favourite. He used ta tbink

that I iooked better in it than anythÎng."
She was actually blushing naw. I loaked away

quickiy, witb sametbing like a groan almost escap-
ing me.

"Sa you bave been keep)ing it for him. Y6u
would nat let any aneclvse sec you in it, even.'

lier expression cbanged swiftly. I bad touched
a painful chord. How I hated myself for it!

1 I*t was vnt that," she said in a lew voice; "I
bad not gat it. I was very poor, and I had to-to
part witb it for a tume. But I used ta lay by a littkE
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