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There was considerable excitement in
the village of Brackenby when it be-
game known that Brackenby Hall had
at last found a tenant. It was a pic-
turesgue old placé, and had belonged to
an old titled family, which had sunk
geeper and deeper into the slough of
gebt, till at length the owner of the
place had been obliged to sell it to pay
importunate creditors. Everyone won-
dered what Kind of man the incoming
tenant would be—would he live in the
gtyle befitting the old mansion, or would
he prove to be an impudent upstart with
vulgar pretensions and no ancestors?
There was a feeling of relief among
certain pepole when it was known that
the new-comer was known as Sidney
Carruthers, for this at least was a name
with a fairly aristocratic flavor about it.

In a few weeks time curiosity was
gratified by the arrival of Mr. Carruth-
€rs. He proved to be a tall man of about
B0, of very slender build, with perfectly
swhite hair, and a solemn, somewhat
gaturnine cast of face, lit by a pair of
remarkably brilliant, deep-set eyes of
greenish hazel color. With him came his
niece and ward, a delicate-looking blonde
with masses of pale gold hair, and large,
dreamy blue eyes, under arching brows,
end beautifully molded, almost trans-
parent-looking temples.

It was the unconscious {nfluence of
those large, mystic-looking eyes which
finally captivated the wandering at-
tention of Laurence Steer. It happened
on a Sunday in July, a few weeks after
t arrival of Mr, Carruthers and his
niece, and the two were seated together
in the pew which from time immemoral
had belonged to the family at the hall
Steer saw the pair there for the first
time, having been in London when they
had arrived and having only just re-
turned. He looked casually at the grave,

ive countenance of Sidney Car-
ruthers, and then turned his gaze on the
girl at his side. Laurence Steer was
nearly six feet tall, and of somewhat
massive build, but both strong and agile,
excelling in most sports and games.
Therefore, he was just the man to whom
the charms of a girl like Violet Car-
ruthers would prove Iirresistible. He
looked with appreciation upon her slen-
der form, graceful and lithe, at hewr
small, daintily-poised head with its wavy
hair looking bright gold in the sunlight,
and noticed ber small, nervous-looking
white hands, with tapering fingers. Then
suddenly raised her eyes—those
child-like eyes which yet had
something dreamy and spiritual in their
depths; and these added the last fatal
fascination. Laurence Steer, being
“oung, and as yet having his heart in his
own possession, felt it thrill magically
as he encountered Violet Carruthers’
glance.

He sought anxiously during the ensu-
ing days for an introduction to Miss
Carruthers, but failed to accomplish his
object. It soon became Known, mere-
over, that she did not go much into so-
ciety, and that Mr, Carruthers was
something of a recluse. Laurence Steer’s
father wag a solicitor, and he was one
day sent for by Mr. Carruthers, who
wished to consult him upon a matter of
business.

“What sort of—er—people are they,
dad?” asked Laurence, upon his father's
return from his interview with Mr. Car-
ruthers,

“He is a clever man,” sald the solicitor,
slowly. ‘A very clever man, I should
say, but there’s something about his
eyes I don’t like—there's a snaky look
about them.” Then he laughed. *’Pon
my word, Laurie,” he s=aid, “I believe
I'm giving in to a ridiculoug fancy quite
out of keeping with my reputation as a
sensible man of law; and Mr. Carruth-
ers’ niece seems quite devoted to him.”

‘““Oh, you saw her, did you?”

“Yes,” replied Mr. Steer, “and a very
pretty young thing she is too, but al-
most too fragile and ethereal-looking for
this world. I understand@ Mr. Carrithers
has sclentific tastes; he told me he pre-
fered solitude and his books and labora-
tory to going into society or entertain-
ing hosts of acquaintances.”

““And Miss Carruthers,” saiqd Laurence,
#Yis she, too, fond of solitude?”

“I don’t know,” replied

she

Jarge,

his father;

ly wrapped up in her uncle.”
This information was somewhat dis-
; but at last the sought-for op-
arrived. Laurence Steer met
Violet Carruthers at a tennis party, and
was formally introduced to her.
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they exchanged were
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they seated shady
elm tree, S00Te
drifted into more personal topics.
found his companion charming.
was a child-like naivete about her, com-
bined with a depth of heart and cuitiva-
tion of mind which appealed to him ir-
resistibly.

“Shall I see you at the Martindale’s
water picnic?” asked the voung man.

“No, I am afraid not,”
let Carruthers, a
seemed to Laurence.

“Perhaps you have not yvet made their
acguaintance?”’ he guestioned,

“Yes, they have called upon us.”  re-
plied the girl, ““and we are invited to the
pienic; but Mr. Carruthers is exg
a great professor coming to
him, and he arrives on the day of the
pienic; so, of course, uncle cannot go,
and I must stay to receive his guest.”

Steer mentally anathematised the
‘“‘great profesor.” “What a pity!” he
said, earnestly. ‘I do not know, then,
when I may have the pleasure of seeing
you again.”

Violet Carruthers flushed a little under
his gaze. “I don't know,” she said, shy-
ly.

‘“Put surely you like going to picnies
and things of that sort, dom't you?”’ he
asked.

“No, I don't care,” begam Miss Car-
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ruthers; then, as if something in his
eves wrung the words from her; “I
don’t know how it is,”” she said, “but
just now I feel as if I would love to go
to the picnic, and to the Lewisham's
garden fete, and—and—to everything; but
generally 1 feel as if I want to see no
one but Uncle Sidney, and don't care a
bit for going about.”

“Surely it is only natural for you, at
your age, to like gaiety,” said the young
man, gently. “Have you and your uncle
lived long together?”

“My father died about three years
ago,” replied Violet Carruthers. “‘Mr.
Carruthers is my guardian; and I have
lived with him since my father’s death.

In the cool of the evening, when the
guests departed, Steer escorted Misg Car-
ruthers home. They met Mr. Carruthers
at the lodge gates. He gave a keen look
at the young man as his niece intro-
duced him, and then Laurence knew
what his father meant by the snaky
glitter in Mr. Carruthers’ eyes. They
hagq a cold, steely look, as if they pene-
trated right into the very soul, and could
read every secret thought and motive
there. Steer felt as if his sudden and
deep passion for the girl at his side was
seen by those eyes, seen—and opposed.

Mr. Carruthers greeted him coldly, but
courteously.

“Well, my child,” he said to Violet,
“have you had a happy time?”

The girl slipped her .arm
through his. *I am glad it's over,” she
said, ‘for I am always happiest alome
with you, Uncle Sidney.”

The words gave a little stab of pain to
Steer, as he marked the blue eyes grow
dark and intense, and noted the tone of
affection in the girl’s voice.

“Tut, tut!” said her uncle, laughing a
little. ‘Foolish child! I am too old and
too much of a bookworm for you; you
should like young society. Mr. Steer
there is a fitter companion for you than
an old recluse such as L”

“I want no one but you,” said the girl,
“and I grudge every moment passed
away from you.”

*Good evening, Miss Carruthers,” said
Steer, who felt chilled and disappointed
by this speech,

““Good evening, Mr. Steer,” replied Miss
Carruthers, giving him a limp, eold
hand, and speaking so indifferently as to
make her manner almost discourteous.

Laurence Steer walked home perplexed.
His perplexity increased rather than
diminished as his knowledge of Miss
Carruthers deepened. She did not g0 in-
to society much, but they met occasion-
ally at social functions. He also dis-
covered that she liked to go and read in
a certain field, at the bottom of which
flowed the river, and where the trees
made a shady retreat from the heat of
the sun. He ventured, whenever he dareg
to intrude, by accident as it were, upon
her solitude, and sometimes she would
receive him very sweetly, would talk
graciously to him, and it would almost
seem to him that she had divined his
love for her, and was not wholly indif-
ferent to his influence; then the next
time they met she would be frigid and
indifferent, apparently absorbed in
thoughts in which he had no place, and
he would ecudgel his braing unavailing-
ly to discover v could be the cause
of this change in her. He tried, In order
to make an ally of Mr. Carruthers, to
get upon friendly,-if not intimate, terms
with him. But this was difficult, for
Mr. Carruthers refused to be on friend-
ly terms with anyone. He led the life
of a student, shut up for days in his
laboratory, and emerging at last wan
and haggard, his eyes shining with the
brilliance of fever and consuming wun-
rest. It was also noted that Miss Car-
ruthers shared in her uncle's scientific
pursuits, for sometimes she would not be
seen for weeks outside the hall, and
visitors became fewer and fewer when
they were constantly being informed
Mr. Carruthers and his nlece were en-
gaged on important buisness, and there-
fore could not receive them.

On one occasion when Miss Carruthers
had been invisible for a week or two,
Laurence Steer began almost to fear hd
should never behold his love again, when
upon strolling almost hopelessly through

| the meadow she frequented he saw her,
“but she seems rather shy and complete- |

to his great joy, book in hand, walking
slowly towards him. She looked to his
anxious eves even more fragil than her
wont. Ier face was pale, even the deli-
cate pink under the transparent skin
was gone, and her eyes had violet gha-
dows under them, and had a weary look
which alarmed him.

“Surely Miss Carruthers,” he said, af-
ter they had exchanged greetings, ‘“‘you
are not looking well. Have you been
i

“Oh,
been

no,” said the girl. “I have not
ill. But I think it must be the
hot weather which tries me, I feel
tired.”

“I have not seen you for ages,” said
Steer, reproachfully. ‘“Where have you
been hidden away all this long time?”

“I have been very busy,”” she ans-
wered. “Uncle Sidney has been engaged
in some very interesting scientific experi-
ments, and he likes me to be with him
when he is working.”

“It's abominably selfish
thought Steer, not daring to utter the
thought aloud, “keeping the poor child
shut up when she ought to be out of
doors in the sunshine.” 2

That afternoon Vielet was in one of
her very sweetest moods. She allowed
herself to be persuaded to turn back and
sit on the river bank with Steer at her
side. She blushed ‘shyly when he begged
her to give him the little bunch of for-
get-me-nots she wore -at her throat. Buts
she did not withhold it, and her com-
pliance with his request filled him with
hope. He ventured then to show her
more plainly than he had dared to do
before how much she was to him, and
she reeeived his advances shyly, but ap-
parently with no displeasure, and he feit
he had fair ground for hope.

He determined that the wisest course

S0
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lovingly !

| tacks,
fthrown off its balance, vou would then
| believe in the truth of this sad and ter-

| away from the hall.
{ and stern, his gait uncertain.
| indeed, experienced a terrible shock.

to pursue would be to approach Mr.
Carruthers on the subject and see if he
had any reasonable objections to make
to his winning, if he could, his niece’s
affection. She was such a child in years,
he dare not ask her definitely to be his
wife without the approval of her guard-
ian. He felt, however, a strange reluct-
ance to taking Mr. Carruthers into his
confidence. He had tried hard for Vio-
let’s sake to overcome his instinctive
aversion and mistrust of the man, but
so far in vain. He determined however,
to take what was obviously the most
straightforward course, and
the hall and asked to see Mr. Carruth-
ers.

The servant led him to M. Carruthers’
study and went to inform his master of
hisg arrival. In a minute or two’s time
Mr. Carruthers entered the room, and
with a quickly-beating heart the young
man made his confession, and stated
modestly but fairly confidently what his
pecuniary  prospects were, and then
waited for Mr. Carruthers’ reply.

For a minute or two after Steer spoke
there was silence. Then Mr. Carruthers
said, fixing those odd, brilliant eyes up-
on the young man’s face: *I am very
sorry to hear this, Mr. Steer, very sorry,
both for your sake and for the sake of
my poor niece. Marriage for her, alas!
Surely, Mr. Steer,

cannot have failed to notice her strange
manner at times?”

Laurence Steer grew pale. “What do
you mean to imply, Mr, Carruthers?”’ he
asked, striving to speak calmly.

Mr. Carruthers sighed. *“This is indeed
a painful subject to me, but is it possible
Mr. Steer, you have not seen that my
poor niece is at times unhinged?”

“Unhinged!” said Steer, hoarsely. Then
“I don’t believe it,”” he said, defiantly.
“She ig shut up here with you alone.
She has no other companions. No won-
der she becomes a little morbid at times;
but I could swear her brain is as clear
as yours or mine.”

“It is only natural that you should
wish to think so,” said Mr. Carruthers,
and Laurence Steer could not resist the
fancy that there was a note of triumph
in his voice. “Therefore, painful thouga
it is to me, I can but in fairness to yow
and to myself verify the statemerg 1
have made. I suppose, Mr. Steer, if you
saw my niece in one of her. worst at-
when her mind completely

is

rible affliction?”’

Dreading what was to come, but feel-
ing the suspense too awful to be borne,
Steer assented.
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A quarter of an hour later Lawrence
Steer was walking down the avenue
His face was gray
He had,
He
had seen Violet Carruthers, the girl he
had loved—and loved still—apparently
quite unconscious in his presence, raging
round the room in a paroxysm of mad-
ness, with eyes from which the child-
like, trustful gaze had gone, and instead
a terrible fury glared. She had seizea
upon an {vory paper-cutter, and gone
through a ghastly pretense of killing

| herself, and then, with a wild ery, had

fallen senseless to the ground. Mr. Car-
ruthers had administrated some sort of
draught to her, saying to Steer as he
did so: “‘She will now sleep for some
hours, and will awake herself again,
and quite unconscious of what has pass-
ed. You see now, Mr, Steer, my words
were but too true. I have striven to
keep my secret, and no one here knows
of my niece’s affliction. I know I need
bind you by no promise to keep is as
sacred.”’

Upon leaving the lodge gates, Steer in-
stinctively made his way to a little wood
near the roadside, whose cool depths in-
vited him to a sure retreat where he
might face this terrible trouble unseen
and undisturbed. ¥He could not fully
realize this awful revelation, which had
come as a deadly blow to all his hopes.
Notwithstanding the evidence of sight
and hearing, something more powerful
than reason forbade the belief that Vio-
let Carruthers was really insane. Her
manner when with him had been change-
able—erratic even—but nothing he had
seen in her then had ever led him to fear
that her reason was unsound.

“I can’t believe it,”” he said, doggedly.
“I mistrust that man still; there is
something about him that repels me,
something in the look in his eyes which
forces me to hate him. And yet I saw
it all with my own eyes! Oh, my little
love, I cannot believe it!”

Steer arrived home looking so white
and ill that the quick eyes of his sister
at once detected that something was
wrong with him. When tea was over
she drew him into the garden.

“Laurence,” she said, “what's the mat-
ter, dear? You look simply awful!’

He tried to smile. “Do 1?” he saidy
“Well, little girl, the truth is—" He
paused. *“I've had a blow.”

“You have proposed to Miss Carruth-
ers and she has refused you?’ cried his
sister, quickly.

Her brother’s love for Violet Carruth-
ers was no secret to her, and she haq
hoped, for his sake, his wooing would be
successful.

“No, not exaetly,”” he said; “but you
are right—that is the trouble. Miss Car-
ruthers can never be my wife.”

“Oh, Laurie,” cried Lucie Steer, *“‘has
that horrid old guardian of hers refused
to let her marry you?”

‘“What is your eandid opinion of Mr.
Carruthers?”’ said Steer, ignoring the
question.

“I don’t like him at all,” said Lucie,
“and I think Violet would be ever £0
much nicer if he would allow her to da
as she likes. Why does he keep hér shut
up in his old laboratory; I'm‘sure she
can’t like living in it at her age? Why,
she is younger than I am! But, Laurie,

called at j

. or something of the kind.”

| ruthers.

Weekly Expenses Reduced

Entered acoording to Act of the Parliament of Canada, in the year 1901,
by Lever Brothers Limited, at the Department of Agriculture.

F your grocer mixed sawdust with
meal, or sand with sugar, would you
be satisfied to purchasé either com-
pound, however cheap it might be ?
Certainly not, for everyone knows

there is no nourishing: property in saw-
dust, and no sweetening property in sand.
To purchase sawdust in meal, or sand in
sugar, is not merely buying something
useless but something harmful, and that
later will cost double for doctors’ bills
what pure food would have cost.

Adulteration in food is repelled strongly
by everyone, because he or she feels
directly its harmful effects, and has to
pay dearly for the experience in health
and pocket.  People generally, however,
do not think so much of the direful effects
of adulteration in household requisites
because they do not realize or have not
thought out the cost to themselves of such
adulteration.  Size and weight of the
article for a given price often overbalance
every other consideration.

If a woman were buying a sweeping
brush, is it not better to pay a little more
for the brush with double the number of
hairs or bristles than to purchase a
cheaper one with so few hairs that it will
not take up the dust at one sweep, but
requires two strokes for one stroke of the
better brush? It stands to reason that
the cheaper brush, requiring double the
number of strokes, will wear out in half
the time of the other, it will never do its
work so efficiently, and will require
double labor to do the same work.

In the poorer article one has to pay the
same cost for the labor of manufacturing,
the same cost for storing and handling,
the same cost for carriage, as for the
better quality. It is common sense to
calculate that the best ought to be the
cheapest.

When one makes a purchase it should
never be because the article looks cheap,
but because of its thorough suitability for
the purpose for which it is required.

This essay 1s intended to bring
more particularly before householders the
waste and expense incurred weekly by
the destruction of linen and other wash-
able clothing in the washtub. The
example quoted in this essay is given as
an illustration—not that it will apply in
every case to the letter. Itis a fact put
in approximate figures that it may be the
more forcibly grasped by the busy house-
wife, who has little time to think out the
subject for herself.

In many families the value of the cloth-
ing washed weekly would be less, in
other families the value would be much
more, and the life of the articles washed
would depend upon their quality. The
one important fact remains, that com-
mon, adulterated soaps will wear out the
clothing in less time than Sunlight Soap.

What does the good woman pay for
when she purchases commen, adulterated
Soaps?

She pays the same labor charges on the
adulteration that'she ‘would pay on the
pure article.

She pays for increased handling and
storage charges on the extra weight of
adulteration.

She pays still extra charges for freight on
the adulteration,

She pays the price of soap for a loading
material that is no earthly good to her.

She actually pays for ingredients that are
directly harmful to the clothes and
skin.

Finally, and worst of ali, she pays for the
clothing that is worn and burnt out in
balf the time by the impure soap.
Soap for nothing could not pay for the

injury done week by week in the wash by

place_:’_.'ﬂig foﬂdﬁng guarantee on ever!
tablet of this soap that is sold to th
public : >

¢ $5,000 reward will be paid by Level
Brothers Limited, Toronto, Ont., t
any person who can prove that this
Soap contains any form of adulteration
whatsoever, or contains any injurious
chemicals.”

In the example of Weekly Expenses
Reduced no estimate is t of the
saving in the coal bill that is effected.by
Sunlight Soap. The saving in coal billg
alone would pay for all the Sunlight Soap
required for an average weekly wash.
The operation of washing with Sunlight
Soap is so easy; full directions are on
each card-box.

In the world to-day there are three
women using Sunlight Soap to one using

EXAMPLE

and soap.......

26 weeks—

expenses

SUNLIGHT SOAP.

Clothing for a small family as washed week by
week, valued at8ay...coveeayviassisninssesd

Soap used for washing 26 times, cost 53y ...

Impure, alkaline soap burns the clothes and
the friction of hard rubbing wears them out
in say 26 weeks—cost per week for clothmg

Supposing the life of the same clothing washed
with SUNLIGHT SOAP were doubled—
that is, the clothing lasts 52 weeks instead of

On a weekly wash of the value of $25.00, the
wouid be reduced about s5oc.
weekly=3$26.00 saved in the year by using

the use of impure soaps.
economy to reduce by one-half the life of
an article costing, say, even as low as
$1.00 for any fancied saving in the cost!
of soap to wash it. Sunlight Soap more
than pays for itself in the longer life of
the articles washed with it. If Sunlight
Soap were double its price, it would pay
to use it.

Sunlight Soap is a concentrated soap
containing nothing but what is required
in the operation of washing the clothing.
Adulterated soaps made from impure fats
and slaughterhouse offal are loaded with
material to make weight, and to balance
the adulteration an excess of alkali is
allowed to remain in the soap which,
while it may by extra labor to the house-
wife remove the dirt, will burn the nap
off wool and the face off linen.

The manufacturers of Sunlight Soap

~ i

It is false|any other soap manufactured, and the

reason is simply that those who have
been induced to try Sunlight Soap, how-
ever they may be induced to try any
other, almost invariably return to Sune
light Soap, and become constant users.

Some people fancy that the harder the
soap the better, little knowing that it is
the easiest matter possible for 2 manufac-
turer to harden any soap by adulterating
it with non-washing compounds or with
resin—the cheapest ingredient in soap
making.

Sunlight Soap is an “oil soap” in dis-
tinction to what are known as “tallow
soaps.” The combination of the pure
oils and fats in Sunlight Soap is so
balanced that a perfectly pure neutral
soap is the result. Every particle of
Sunlight Soap is 2 washing compound—
not a particle of waste product.

SUNLIGHT

SoaP

—Octagom Bar, is described by users as an ideal shape for
laundry soap. A purer than Sunlight Soap is not made in the world
to-day. If your grocer cannot supply, write to LEVER BROTHERS
LimiTep, Toronto, sending his name and address, and a trial
sample of Sunlight Soap will be sent you free of cost.
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are you quite, quite sure it is quite hope-
less? Don’t you think in time—'

“I fear Miss Carruthers and T
never be anything more than
said Steer. ‘“We won’'t talk any more
about it just now, dear.”

Lucie sighed and said no more, but she
still cherished the hope .and said that
some day her brother would obtain his
heart’s desire, and that Violet Carruth-
ers would be his wife,

Several weeks passed, and then Steer
encountered Violet Carruthers as he was
cycling through the village. He felt im-
pelled to stop and speak to her, in spite
of everything, for he longed to hear her
voice once more, and hold her hand in
his. Her eyes wore their old trustful in-
nocent look, and she spoke to him with
a sweetness that wrung his heart, re-
membering as he did the last occasion
on which he had seen her, and knowing
that they were separated by an impass-
able barrier. He dare not speak o@ love,
but he asked her to allow him to be al-
ways her friend. ‘“‘If you are ever in any
trouble or danger,” he said, ‘“and need
a friend’s assistance, I shall deem it m¥
greatest happiness if T can help you.”

“Thank you, Mr. Steer,” said Violet,
her color rising. “TY know you would beé
a true and loyal friend. I am very anxi-
ous now,” she added after a pause,
“about my uncle. I fear he is working
too hard, and will bring on a serious ill-
ness if he goes on much longer. He
locks himself up nearly all day in the
laboratory, and will hardly take food or
rest. I wish you could see him, Mr.
Steer; T feel sure you would agree with
me that he is looking wretchedly ill.”

She spoke so rationally, and her eyes
were so clear and intelligent, Steer fel€
as if he must have been dreaming, and
that the scene he had witnessed at the
hall was only a horrible nightmare, from
which he had just awakened; and yet:
Mr. Carruthers had assured him that
after a short period of sanity another
paroxysm of madness would selze the
poor child. He groaned in his heart as
he watched the mobile, expressive face.

“I have not seen Mr. Carruthers for
some time,” he replied to her. “It ig
indeed a pity that he ghould destroy his
health in the pursuit of knowledge.”

“That is just what I tell him,” said
Violet Carruthers, sorrowfully, “but he
takes no notice of what I say.”

Shortly after this Steer saw Mr. Car-
ruthers driving through the village, and
he couid but indorse what his niece hada
said. His spare frame looked painfully
gaunt and emaciated. His face haq s
grayish palor, and his eyes a straine§
unnatural look, as if sleep never visited
them or brought rest to an overworked
brain. “If he goes on much longer,”
said Steer to himself, ‘“he will undoubt-
edly break down and have brain-fever
He felt un-
easy at the thought of Violet left in the
charge of this fanatic scientist, and was
glad that he had made her promise to
seek his aid should she ever be in need
of it.

This promise was redeemed sooner
than he anticipated. After their last
conversation Steer had made up his mind
to see ag little as possible of Violet Car-
One day, notwithstanding this
wise resolution, he felt impelled, by an
impulse he could not resist, to go to the-
meadow where they had last met. He
felt a premonition that Violet wanted

can
friends,”’

| Steer started involuntarily—‘“and I dare

! knowledge of occult arts as practiced by

him, and whatever pain might lie i
their meeting for him would be amply
compensated if he could rerder her any
service, however trifling. He found her
standing by the river as if waliting for
someone.

She greeted him with a little cry of.
pleasure. |

“Oh, Mr, Steer,” she cried, *“I did so.i
hope I should see you. I prayed that yoy
might come!”’

“What is it?” he said.
serious, I hope?”

“It is my uncle,” said the girl. “I feaw
he is very, very ill, and I do not know
what to do. I am afraid,” lowering her
voice, “I am afraid he is going mad’—

“Nothing very

’”

not send for a doctor.
doctors, and will not have one in the
house, and I have no friends but you.
Oh, Mr. Steer, if you would only come
up to the hall with me and see Uncle
Sidney, then, perhaps, you could per-
suade him to lie down and have some
food and rest.”

Steer hesitated. What if the poor
child’s anxiety had made her fancy that
her uncle was really worse than he was?
And would not Mr. Carruthers consider
him an impertinent intruder?

Violet reaed the hesitation in his face.
““Oh, don’t refuse, Mr. Steer!"” she said,
imploring. ‘I am so frightened; and if
you will not help me, what shall I do?”

Her tears were falling by now, and
this determined him. Whatever might
be the consequences, he would keep his
promise to her.

“If you really think my going with you
will do any good,” he said, “I am quit®
willing to accompany you to the hall at
ouce.” ;

*“Oh, thank you!” Her face lighted up
as if by magic, and the look in her eyes
showed him how much his compliance
gratified her. *““We will go now, then,’”
she said. And side by side they walked
through the meadows.

In a short time they found themselves
inside Mr. Carruthers’ laboratory, the
door of which, fortunately for them, they
found unlocked. Mr, Carruthers paid nU
attention to their entrance. He was
standing at the far end of the room,
gesticulating and speaking aloud in ‘e |
hoarse, shrill voice. They stood and
watched him silently.

“‘Gentlemen,” he was saying,‘for many
years I have devoted myself to research-
ing in the vast field of psyschical sci-
ence. I have, with infinite pains and
labor, made myself familiar with the

My uncle hates

the Chaldeans and the Magi of the Egyp-
tians in the days of old, and I have
learned the secret power held by the
Brahmins of India. I have witnessed,
under strictly test conditions, the phe-
nomena of so-called spiritualism, and
have discovered much that vet un-
known of the nature and wonderful effect
of animal magnetism, odic force and the
power of mind over matter. I have

is

studied the whole rationale of hypnotism,
and I have had most conclusive and
marvelous tests as to the truth ano
value of clairvoyance, or second sight.
I have here, under by roof, a young girl,

who is, when put into a trance state by |

me, a marvelous clairvoyante and seer.
When in trance she can describe any
given event taking place, at no matter
what distance of time or space. The past
is an open book to her, and she can re-
late, with the accuraey of an eye-wit-

ness, every detail of any period of his-
tory. By means of her seership, I have
before me the glorious possibility of re-
viewing at my leisure whole periods of
time. Nothing that has occurred in the
world’s history since man’g creation can
be withheld from me, so long as my sen-
sitive retains her wonderful powers. Up
to the present I have complete sway over
her; and before showing you some extra-
ordinary proofs of the truth of what I
have been saying, I will show you a few
instances of the power of suggestion over
the mind of the sensitive.”

Laurence Steer started forward with
an incoherent exclamation as Mr, Carrue
thers paused in his speech.

““Ah, you, professor,”’ said Mr, Carru-
thers, turning towards Steer and smiling
wildly. ‘““You and I are old rivals. Come,
I will show you something by-and-bye
which will surprise you. At present I
will just show you & few simple experi-
ments by way of preparing you for what
is to follow.”

Then he fixed his eyves upon Violet's
face. ‘‘Come here,”” he said, in a low,
authoritative voice. Ag if under a spell,
the girl advanced towards him.

‘“You are Charlotte Corday,” sald Sid-
ney Carruthers.

The girl’s manner changed; even her
face seemed to alter, and its soft, round
contour became set in firmer lines, and
wore an expression of serene majesty.
She placed one hand on her bosom, and
bent down, as if listening to someone
speaking; then, with a sudden movement,
the hand on her breast was withdrawn,
and she struck once downwards at an
imaginary figure near her,

“That, gentlemen, is the germ from
which—-" Mr. Carruthers said. Then
he threw up his hands and fell forward.

When Steer bent over him he found
the man wag dead; the overtaxed heart
and brain had ceased to work. But,
thank heaven! Sidney Carruthers had re-
vealed in his madness, brought on by
excessive study, the truth about Violet
Carruthers. She was not tainted with
the terrible disease of insanity; but, be-
ing sensitive to influence, gshe had been
spellbound by a will stronger than her
own,

Shortly after Carruthers’ death strange
things came to light in his past life. It
was discovered that he was a member of
a secret psychological society in France,
and that he had done much in his search
for occult wisdom which proved his
ideas of right and wrong were extremely
crude, and his whole moral nature warp-
ed and distorted. He had evidently in his
niece a valuable instrument for aiding
him in his studies, and he had used her
as a tool in his researches and experie
ments. It was now cbvicus to Laurence
Steer tHat on the day when he had seen
Violet in a frenzy of apparent insanity,
she was simply obeying the suggestion
of her master, and that Mr. Carruthers
had hit upon this cruel expedient in or-
der to effectually prevent his niece’s mar-
riage, when he would lose his influence
and power over her.

The shock of her uncle’s death was so
great that Violet was seriously ill for
some considerable time after it occurred.
Upon hearing the whole story, and find-

ing that the poor girl had no relatives or
friends, Mrs. Steer took Violet Carrue

i therg into her own house and nursed her

' back to health and strength. When she

recovered, her former unevenness of

i temperament had quite disappeared, and

{ she

was then as sweet and natursl a
girl as could be seen; and Laurence Steer
fell more deeply in love with her than
ever. She, on her part, now that all in-
harmonious influences were removed,
learned to like him more and more, and
in the end he won a charming and af-
fectionate wife; and the old sad memories
faded of the days when she had been
under & spell.

-




