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Such preparations ae could be
effected hastily were made for Miss
Brower's wedding. The servants re-
ceived hurried orders, and for a
coupla of hours the house seemed to
be tull of bustle. In the midst of it
Helen was summoned to the library
to meet Mr. Phillips and Mr, Tillot-
son. There was also another gentle-
man present whomw she had never
seen before.

She knew that this was not a
summons to the marriage ceremony,
a8 that would take place a little luter
in the parlor ; but, for all, she was
white and cold as an icicle.

Tillotson, with true
tenderness, hastened to her.

“ My dearest Helen, your presence
here is necessary to complete some
little detail of business which Mr.
Phillips desirea to have attended to
betore your marriage. For that pur-
pose it is neceseary to present to you
Mr. Miller, Mr. Phillips’ lawyer.”

The strange gentleman, who was
standing beside a table spread with
legal documente, bowed, a courtesy
which Helen returned as calmly as
her violent agitation would allow
her to do.

Tillotson resumed :

“Mr. Phillips' will has just been
drawn up, and it is entirely in your
favor. Taere is but one condition

paternal

annexed to it, and to that conditicn
he deeires your written nssent. |
That you may read and understand
the condition befores you sign such
an agsent 1s the objeot of your pres-
ent summons.”

Mr. Miller unfolded a paper and |
presented it to her. She pretended |
to read it, but there wae a film upon
her eyee, and when the film seemed
to clear a great blur appeared upon |
the paper. She could not distin:
guish a letter of the penmanship,
and ashamed to declare the truth
lest her singular emotion must
arouse again, as it had done already |
that morning, Mr. Phillips’ surprise
and displeasure, she feigned to have
read it all.

‘“Are you quite eatisfied to gign ?”
asked Tillotson.

She bowed her head.

" Quite, Helen?” interposed Phil-
lips; " you have no scruple, no hesi
tation ?"

Again she assented by a motion of
her head; her very voice seemed to
be frozen within her,

The pen was placed in her hand

by Miller, and she signed trembling-
ly.
‘Helen Brower.”
An hour after and the marriage
ceremony was performed. In mak-
ing the responses it seemed to her as
it it were not she who made them,
but something strangely apart from |
herself, and when Phillips caught |
her to him, calling her his bride and |
kissing her passionately, she lay |
passive and cold in his arme. But |
the ardor of his own affection pre-
vented him from attributing her
strange demeanor to anything but
her modesty, which so charmed him.
Aud as the Tillotsons were to depart
after partaking of a collation to |
which all were immediately sum-
moned, there was little opportunity
for either him or Helen to yield ex-
clusively to singular emotions.

The wedding feast wae over, the
Tillotsons gone, and Miller was still
in the library looking over legal |
documents, Phillips and his bride
were in the great state parlor, from
which the latter was about to ascend |
to change her dress for a drive. As E
her responges had seemed to her a
couple of hours before, so now did
her own individuality seem singular
and utterly unfamiliar. She won-
dered at her strange self-possession,
more like the apathy that sometimes
precedes severe illness, and she
mentally asked herself if ever again
she would be that Helen who seemed
to have gone so suddenly and so
completely,

She had turned from the parlor to
g0 to her room, and she had reached
the door when her husband called
her. He extended his arme. She
came towards them glowly, as if
leaden weights were attached to her
feet, but she reached them at last,
and he caught her to him passion.
ately,

" You seem dold, my little Helen,”
he said, looking down into her face
a8 her head lay back upon his arm,
“but this day's sudden excitement |
has taxed you too much. Tomor.
row you will be differsnt ; then shall
I find mygelf, ‘even as I love, loved
am ['"”

A slender gold chain glistened
above the ruffle at her throat; his
finger came into playful contact
with it, and in a moment the locket
that was attached to it sprang into
sight

She started up, seized the locket
with both hands.

“Nay, my little Helen; wives
must have noc secrets from their
hugbands, and I must see if it is my
picture you guard so preciously.”

With difficulty she repressed a
shriek, while she clasped the locket
with all her strength,

Veiling under a playfulness, that
he was now far from feelicg, his
determination to see the interior of
the locket, he gently, but with a
firmness of touch against which her
strength availed nothing, disengaged
it from her graep, and while he con-
tinued to hold her filrmly with one
hand, with the other he pressed the
spring. It flaw open, and revealed
Gerald Thurston's face.

| ealm to the bride herself.

| almost at once fell

| unintelligle sounds.

With a cry 8o savage that it rang
in her ears for days after, he threw
her from him, breaking in the vio-

lence of the act the chain of the
locket, and leaving the latter still
open in his hand.

"What is this man to you?" he
thundered. " Speak, woman! and
tell how you have come to wear his
picture in your bosom |"

Paralyzed from terror, she was
lying as she had fallen when he
threw her—prone on the floor, He
lifted her to the divan,

“Speak!" he thundered again,

He seemed transformed, the veins
in his forehead swollen from rage,
his eyes flamiug at her.

Terror forced the truth from her:

"I was engaged to him.”

“Engaged to him when,
married me ?"’

“Yes.”

“Are you woman or devil? Gol"”
He pointed to the door; then, with-
out waiting for her to obey, he strode
to the bell and pulled it violently.

She dragged herself up from the
divan ; her only desire was to hide
herself from this infuriated man,—
to hide from herselt it she could,—
and she tried to hurry from the
room ; but before she could succeed
there was a heavy fall behind her, a
hoarse unnatural cry, and she turned
to find Phillips in a convulsion on
the floor. Her goreams hastened the
steps of the terrified servant, who
was already hastening to answer the
bell, and brought Miller from the
library.

The struggling man was tenderly
borne to bed, physicians summoned,
all by Miller's directione, who, in the
absence of any one else, assumed
control, and who gave hls orders in
a firm, sell-possessed manner that

you

| did much to quiet the excited ser-

vants and to restore something like
She had
been sobbing hysterically, with
neither power nor desire to move
from the spot where her husband

had fallen, not even to follow him to |
| the apartment to which he hed been | ®ccord, she stood by the great state

| borne.

Miller, seeing that, deemed

| it best that she should go to her

own room. He induced her to

| accompany her maid, promising to

summon her as soon as there was
any change in her husband’s condi
tion, In Hher room, Jennie, the

| kind-hearted maid, could think of no
| better

remedy for her "hysterical
young mistress than a sleeping cor-
dial, and this she offered, urging
respectfully its salutary effects.
Helen took it mechanically, and
into a deep
slumber,

Phillips, under the united efforts

| of two ekilful phyeicians, recovered

from his spasms, and after an hour
or more of_ deathlike unconscious
nesg, rallied sufficiently to attempt
to speak; but he could make only
It was to Millee
he turned, and to him he seemed to
wish to make some communiocation.

The lawyer interpreted it to mean
the presence of Mre. Phillips, and he
mentioned her name, saying he
would send for her. But the sick
man ehook his head, and again
mumbled the painfully indistinet
utterances, The 'lawyer was troub
led ; evidently there was some matter
of momeat on the patient’s mind ;

| even the physicians seemed to think

also that, unless his mind could bs
relieved, his ultimate recovery, of
which, as it was, they entertained but
slight hope, would be materially
retarded. So they assisted Miller's
efforts to understand the patient,
while he, grown- wildly eager to
make himself understood, seemed to
acquire wunnatural strength. He
raised himself in the bed, and wrote
in the air with his finger.

“Give him a pen,” said Miller; “he
may be able to make some character
that will guide me.’

The sick man’s eyes brightened,
and he clutched the pen filled with
ink which was placed in his hand,
not holding it in the customary way,
but winding all his fingers about it
a8 one who had never held a pen
before might do.

The physician supported him, and
the lawyer assicted his hand as it
moved feebly over the paper. Great
scrawly letters appeared and only
the words “send for” could be decip-
hered. In vain Miller tried to con-
strue some name out of $he succeed-
ing strange, trembling, twisted char-
acters; he could make nothing ot
them, and, with a great hopeless
sigh, Phillips fell back on his pillow
and turned his face to the wall. But
the lawyer would not give up; he
thought of Phillips’ friends, and con-
ceived the idea of repeating the
names of each in turn. As if the
patient understod the object of the
epeech, at the sound of the first
name, he turned to him, and his
whole face brightened. But he shook
hie head,—ghook it when Tillotson
and many more names were men-
tioned, and the lawyer's list was
almost exhausted, and the poor
sufferer's  eyes, fastened on the
lawyer's face, were more painfally
eager. A8 a forlorn hope, he
thought of one name,—the name of
g man who was formerly Phillips’
business executor. He mentioned it.
There was a cry from the patient,
a great glad cry, fe if the shock had
given power to his paralyzed tongue.
He repeated twice:

“Send for him.”

And then he relapsed into utter
unconeciousness, while a messenger
was dispatched for the man named.

Mre. Phillipe wae still heavily
slumbering, wibh faithful Jennie
watching by her bedside,—too heav-
ily slumbering to dream even of the
dread and exciting eventd which
must forever mark that the day in
her lite. The evening came, and
still she slept, while Jennie listened
to the unusualsounds which suddenly
reached her from below. Every-
thing had been so quiet, but now
there was the opening and shutting

of doors, and the sound of many
hurried feet through the marble hall,
She started up to hear more dis-
tinetly ; at that moment her mistress
awoke. For an instant she gazed
about her in a bewildered way, then
her eye fell on the broken chain that
still clupg from the ruffle of her
dress, and raising her hand ghe felt
the unacoustomed pressure of her
wedding ring. It all came back.
“Oh, that I were dead "

She turned her face to the pillow,
and the couch shook trom her sobs.

Jennie wept in sympathy, but
through her tears attempted to com-
fort her mistress,

There was a hurried knock at the
door; it was a eervant sent to
tummon Mrs. Phillips to her hus.
band.

She rose, motioning away the
woman who would have assisted her,
and, waiting only to wrap about her
the shawl that had been put over
while she slept, she descended to her
husband. Miller met her at the door
ol the room and led her gently in.
There seemed to be a group that
8tood aside to make a respectful way
for her, but a group that at the same
time seemed t0 make some strange
signal to Miller. He stopped short
on perceiving it, and gave a terrified
look at the little figure by his side.

Then he bent to her, and said,
softly,—

“Your
Phillips.”

"Dead” she repeated, looking at
him, and then she looked at the
group of men & step beyond, repeat-
ing again, in a vague way, "‘Dead "

Not o heart there save one, but
ached for her ; she was so young, so
fair, and she séemed so stunned by
this great blow. One of the doctors,
fearing serious consequences, has-
tened to her, but she seemed to be
calm, and going forward of her own

husband is dead, Mrs.

bed on which reposed the lifeless
remains of her husband.

Neither death, nor the passions
that had so torn his soul prior to the
dread visitation, had left one un-
sightly trace on his handsome
features; he looked ns calm
though he were but lightly slumber
ing. And she, his wife, who stood
looking down at him with hands
locked so tightly together that the
naiis seemed to be cutting into the
flesh, of what were her thoughts? Of
him whose death lay av her door?
No; but of Gerald Thurston, and
with a gasping cry she threw herself
forward, and fainted on the corpse.

CHAPTER XIV

Mre. Philips was borne to her room,
and the physiciang who had sought
to relieve her husband now directed
their efforts to her restoration.

Miller was inditing a third tele-
gram to Tillotson, though he did not
expect any of them to be in the hand
of that gentleman before a late hour
the next day. And as he wrote, an-
other man, small in stature and
nervous in movement, but with a
keen intelligent face, was pacing the
room. He seemed impatiently wait-
ing an opportunity to speak, and as
soon as the last word of the dispatoh
wase penned, heé began with nervous
en gerness:

"You refuse to balieve then, what I
have told you, in epite of all that you
yourgelf have told me of Phillips’
extraordinary efforts to make you
comprehend that he wighed to see
me ; in epite of what I have told you
of his private communication to me
when I came; and in e¢pite also of
the statement of both physicians who
were bhurriedly summoned to
witnesses of hig Iast desire ?"

" Uanderstand me,” replied Miller:
“1 believe it all, but only as the
vagary of a man gtricken down
suddenly as he was; his power of
speech, regained go singularly the
moment he saw you, his desire to
epeak privately to you, and his sing-
ular loss of speech again when you
sumioned the phygicians to bear
witness to his last wish, all only
confirm me in the opinion that the
man's mind was wrought wupon
by his disease. Even the doctors
themselves lean more or less to that
opinion, and, contest the will on
what grounds you choose, you
certainly will be defeated.”

“ Neverthelese, I shall contest it
for the sake of right and justice.”

" And what of Mrs. Phillips? She
is 8o young, and poor, I believa, as
regards any fortune of her own, and
utterly without friends, so far as I
can learn, except the Tillotsons.”

Miller's face bore testimony to his
sympathy.

The other man seemed neither to
feel nor to approve of the sympathy.

" Mre. Phillips I” he repeated, in a
tone of disgust ; “ but enough of her
until the case is prepared.”

An answer came at last to Miller's
telegrams, an answer from Tillotson,
empowering and begging the lawyer
to assume full charge, and to do
everything that his judgment
dictated as neither he nor Mrs.
Tilloteon could leave the bedside of
their daughters, on one of whom the
effect of the accident, thought to be
8o light at firet, now threatened to
prove very serious. Regarding Mrs.
Philips, she was left to her own
choice, either to join the Tillotsons,
return fo Eastbury, or continue in
her present home. Mre. Philips,
however, was tog ill to be consulted
upon any matter. The physicians
said she wag threatened with brain
fever, and urged that every arrange-
ment for the funeral be made in the
quietest manner, that no undue
excitement in the house might reach
her, to arouse her to a remembrance
of her recent terrible shock. So the
8till form below stairs was laid
quietly away without even ons part-
ing look from her who had been so

be

as |

faithless to the living, and who was
now 80 ingensible to the dead,

Brain fever, however, did not
engue, and u week after her hus-
band's foneral Mrs, Phillips was
sufliciently recovered to reason in her
own way upon the eventful turns
which her life had taken.

The husband whom she had not
loved was quietly in his grave, his
vast fortune her own,—had she not
An assurance on the day of her wed.
ding that his latest will was in her
favor,—and she herself was as free
a8 ever to love Gerald. But would
Gerald continue to love her when
he knew what had happened ?
Would all the wealth with which ghe
intended to enrich him cover in his
eyes what she had done,—~he who
had such love for truth and honor ?
Her white cheeks becume whiter still,
and her head began to throb. She
loved him more passionately than
she had ever done, and she would
gladly have yielded all her suddenly
acquired, and it may be added, ill
Rotten wealth, to be again fortune.
less Helen Brower. Her maid enter-
ed with letters for her; she grasped
them tremblingly, giving  little glad
cry when she recognized Gerald's
penmansghip in the supsrscription of
one: it had been so long since a
letter came from him.

He could not write much, he said,
beingso weak from illness thathe was
permitted to sit up only a brief while
each day. He would not tell her
until they met what had been the
cause of his illness. “But oh,
Helen!” the letter ran, " sharper
than all my bodily suffering is the
thought that you have not written to
me once during my illness. Mrs.
Burchill gaid no letters came for me.
It your affection for me wag such as
mine is for you, my very silence
during all these weeks would have
brought ycu to me. You knew that
I would not be silent unless my
flogers were rendered powerless by
sickness or death. But perhaps you
too were ill, my darling; I cannot
believe that anything else would
keep,you gilent. But come to me
now, Helen; my soul is crying for
you. Come : Come !"

She sobbed over_the letter, much
to her maid's surprise, and yet
much also to her delight, for she felt
that her young mistress would be re-
lieved by this outburst ef emotion.
Her mistress wanting to be alone.
bade her leave the room for a little ;
then she kissed the letter, and put it
into her bosom, where Gerald's
picture used to repose.

~ Yes, I will go to him,” she saidg
" go to him at once, before he learns
from any lips but mine what has
happened, and when he knows how I
wad fascinated into that marriage,
and how true my heart was to him
all the time, he will forgive me. But
why need I tell him until after our
marriage? Since he has not learnsd
it yet,if Iam very careful not to reveal
it myself, he need not know until
then, and of course he will be as
eager for our marriage when we meet
a8 he was when we parted. But
Barbara Balk: what if she already
knows, or if she should learn about
it ?”

Her eyes fell on the other letter
lying in her lap. She opened it; it
was an indignant missive from Bar
bara, What did Helen mean by
omitting her accustomed letter ?
Only for her promise not to mcl st
Miss Brower for a year, she would
have presented herself at the house
of the Tillotsons before now.

" Perhaps you will BAY you were
gick,” the letter continued; “but an
illness made up to free you from
any engagement to me shall recoil
with such a blow upon your own
head that you'll wish you were in
your coffin sooner.”

Mre. Phillips ground her teeth
with suppressed rage. But, after
all, the letter assured her of Miss
Balk's ignorance of her marriage,
and she was confident now of being
able, if she returned immediately to
Eastbury, to preserve secrecy on
that subject until after her marriage
to Gerald.

Phillips’ dead face as she had seen

it the first and only time rose before
her as if in hastly censure, and ghe
shuddered visibly. In an instant,
however, she had forced it back,
mentally congratulating hereelf that
she had only seen him once after
his death. Did she feel that her con.
science wns charged with his'death ©
Did she attribute his spasms to the
shock which the discovery of her
duplicity had given him? It she
did, it was overpowered by her
thankfulness to the fate which had
made her free to wed Gerald Thure-
ton, and she drew forward her writ.
ing materials and penned to Gera'd
a letter of most passionate attach-
ment. Of course she told him of her
illnees, dwelling upon it in the
pathetic fashion which she knew
would touch his heart, and ascribing
to it her long silence, though at the
same time telling him of the letters
which she had previougly written,
and to which ghe had received no
angwer. She had not thought him
ill, because in that case ghe supposed
Miss Balk would have mentioned it |
she did not tell him how innocent of
his name were her letters to Miss
Balk. And then she aesured him of
her speedy return; within the week
she would be in Eastbury.
. To Mise Balk also, she penned an
epistie detailing her illnese, and
promising a gpeedy return, in antici-
pation of which ghe wished Barbara
to have the little country house that
had been their home somewhat reno-
vated.

But Mrs. Phillips was not to return
to Eastbury ag speedily as she wished
to do. Miller, on being informed of
her determination, told her of some
details of business necessary to be
settled before she could be put into

‘children of a dreamy, studious father

posgession of any of the vast fortune
left to her by her husbhand, and of
the necessity of her presense in
order to effect such a settlement ;
consequently, he adviged a postpone-
ment of her return to Eastbury for
the present. She knew too little of
buginess to wonder at such a state
ment, and she felt too confident of
her husband's arrengements in her
behalf to feel the slightest alarm or
doubt. She did not even divine
from Mr. Miller's somewhat hesitat-
ing and uncertain manner that he
was seeking to conceal from her the
actual truth. Being a tender-hearted
man and an affectionate father, the
lawyer could not bear yet to distress
Mre. Phillips with the fact that her
husband’s will was about to be con-
tested, and that she herself would
have to appear in court. He sug-
gested that some of her Eastbury
friende be summoned to bear her
company ; but she shook her head in
Ao artless way, assuring him that
none of them could come ; then he
advised the presence of gome of the
women friends of the Tilloteons,
with whom Helen had become quite
well scquainted during her stay in
the city; but again Mre. Phillips
shook her head, and eaid that she
could not bear the thought of any
companion jugt yet. She was
sufficiently cared for by her maid
and the housekeeper, and indeed, all
the eervants had shown an unex.
pected solicitude for her.

This she said with so touching and
pretty an air, looking up into the
lawyer's face with all the artlessness
of a confiding child, that he was
more bound to her cause than ever,
and more desirous of spuriug\hur
pain or annoyance.

The lawyer left her, and she wrote
again to Gerald and Barbara. Her
ready wits easily found an excuse
for her unexpected detention in the
accident to the Tilloteon girls which
had called their parente so hastily
away ; their hurried departure made
it necessary for her to postpone her
own going for the present. She was
glad that she had not mentioned the
accident in her last letter, for she
could turn it to such good account
now by pretending that it was of |
extremely recens date.

CONTINUED

TO BR

—————

DOROTHEA

ety

She stood under the flickering |
shadowe of the vine-wreathed porch
holding the letter im a frail llltln"
hand that trembled with excitement. [
Two, three times—she re-read—the
shaken lines, before she could quite
compags their full meaning, then let- |
ting the crutch on which ghe hm]"
been leaning elip from her arms,
she sank down upon the bench be-
hind her, breathlees, bewildered—a
light' like that of a new day dawn
kindling her pale young face.

A thousand dollars! The check
was in her grasp, a thousand dollars |
left to her by her old grandmother |
to "go and be cured.” For this
eighteen year old Dorothea had been
a cripple from early. childhood, hurt
in a rough game with her sturdy
young brother,

They had been the motherless |
who, anxious to give his helpless
little girl & woman's care had mar-
ried again, a plain, practicnl wife—
altogether different from the “first
love” who bad closed her sweet eyes
when Dorothea—the “gift of God'—
a8 with her dying breath she named
her babe, was born. The second
Mre. Foster was kind and wise ac
cording to her lights, but other |
cbildren had come claiming her
mother’'s care, the family income wag
scarcely ldrge enough for their grow-
ing neede. Harold, the older son,
had gone forth unprepared to make
his own living. Dorothea was open
ing like a day lily into waxen bloom,
amid shadowe which she accepted
unquestioning. Her father had done
his best for her, with the limited
means within his reach. There was
hope for her, he had been told, but
it would mean long months of treat-
ment under the care of a distin-
guished surgeon in a distant city at
o cost he had never been mble to
afford.

And now—now—

"I would have sent it to you long
ago,” ran the old grandmother's
shaking lines, “but it would have
put me in the poorhose, child. Now
—now—Ilittle Dorothea, gift of God,
take it, go and be cured.”

"Go and be cured!"—a strange
thrill went through the girl's slender
frame.” Be cured. It was something
of which she had never dreamed, for
which she had never hoped.

The pale young face, delicate in
feature as that of her beautiful
young mother, had settled into a
sweet patient peace, the violet eyes
were deep and shadowy ne unsounded
poole, the lipe had pathos even in
their smile. Lite had stretched a
dull, dim twilight way before Doro-
thea, and she was learning to tread
it with gaze uplitted to the stars:
but now-—oh, what would her father,
mother, sisters—oh, above all, what
would Harold—Harold, the nearest
and dearest to her loving young heart
—say to this?

The house was silent. All had
gone off on a picnic to the hillgide
that Dorothea could not climb, but
her best, truest, wisest friend was
not far. Dear old Father Fabian,
how he would rejoice with her at
this wonderful newe. How he would
thank God. 8he must go tell Father
Fabian at once,

She caught up the orutches on
which she had learned to move
swiftly and lightly, and sped away
down the shaded road to the little
village church of which Father

| one choking for air—"[
' nothing for myself—nothing for any-

| about your firet Communion ¢

| count little things like these

| place in lite all my own.

| sweetesi
| sister's help she had kept the vases

| Enowy linen spotiless.
|ing had found her kneeling there

| for the child, thought Father Fabian

Fabian's small three roomed rectory
formed » wing. He was seated ab
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the old priest softly.

“Ob, yes yes—you know how it
has been Father. I have been so
weak and helpless—so—so0 shut in.”

Dorothea drew a long breath ag of
could do

one.
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“How ahout the sewing—and the
teaching and the ginging in the
church ?" agked Father Fabian smil
ing. "How about helping mother |
with the little ones—and the altar

Cor, Richmond and Dunday Sts
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linen, and the altar lace those busy
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little fingers fashion so de ftly. How

lage,
Dorothea ?" |
"Ob, Father, 80 good to

~but I |

you are
am week, helpless, worthless

my life; & burden to father. |
mother, Harold, everyone. Now-
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a8 you | E
| know—I1 would have been a burden | *
| all

Pa

now I will be free, free and strong
to go where I please, to work for a |
Poor crip
pled thing I am now—even the nung |
wouldn't take me in the convent, ag
you know, Father.” |
" Perhaps not,” said Father Fabian [

gently, " and yet, yet—our Lord has | DRUGS
| PERFUMES

His cloister for such little broken
winged birde, Dorothea. He teaches
them to fly in a way all His own.
And I have thought—" the old priest
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loocked at the flushed, eager young
face for a moment, and left his
thought unspoken. “But since He
has sent you this great bleesing,
dear child, we must accept it with
grateful heart. Let us go into the
church and make & thanksgiving.”
And, rising, Father Fabian led the
way through the little sacristy into
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the church, where they knelt to-
gether before the altar that had been
this little broken-winged bird's
care. With the younger

filled, the candles trimmed and the
Every morn

with a radiance on the pale, pure
faca that was not of earth. But
today—today it was n flushed, eager,
restless Dorothea that bent for a
while in distracted prayer, then rose
hurriedly to go. Ah! the gates of
Life and Love were swinging open

with a little sigh for the past, but
wise shepherd of souls that he was,
he gave no voice to his faint regret
at the coming change. Dorothea
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bad seemed to his dim old eyes so

lifted from earth on those broken
wings—so fitted for heavenly flight.

" But after all,” he thought, sink
ing bask in his armchair—"' after all, |
the good God knows best.”

Still flushed and eager and breath
less, her young heart in a flatter
such as ite sweet peace had never
known, Dorothea sped on her home
ward way.

In her haste ghe took the short
cut through a bit of pine woods in
whose boggy steps purled the little
stream that had been the scene of
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her aoccident more than a dozen
years ago. Harold, five years her
senior, had leaped it in bis boyish
strength, and then called her to fol
low him. She had fallen—a piteous
broken little thing, in the attempt
The brook was bridged safely now
and she could orose, even—broken-
winged. But its low murmurous
plaint always brought back memor
ies of that far-off day when Harold
had caught her up, hurt and help
less, in his strong young arme. “Oh
it was my fault, it was my fault!” he |
had cried remorsefully—'" but, oh
Dolly, don't tell—don't tell—" And |
in all the years of pain that followed
—ghe never did.

Dear Harold—despite that little
strain that even loyal Dorothea
knew was not altogether brave and
tearless—there was no one like Har-
old in all the wide world. How glad
he would be to hear of this wonder
ful good fortune. And now-—now,
perhaps in a little while, she would
be able to go with him into the wide
great world of which he told and
wrote her; to share his pleasures,
his joys, his struggles, perhaps—for
the old nest was over-crowded with
the new brood—to make for him and
for herself a home all their own—a
home where the cares would not be
80 dull, so constant, for it must be
confessed the second Mre. Foster,
good woman that she wae, had under
the pressure of the years grown
humdrum and exaoting.
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