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whizzed noiseiessly round the bend.
The terrified nurse screamed, but was
too paraiyzed to move.

Wîth one bound, John Grey had
leaped upon the chiid and whirled hlm
clear of the car. The driver hadý ap-
piied the powerful brake sa suddenly
that the car swung round, knocking
the man toi the ground, where lie iay,
to ail appearance dead.

The occupant of the car put lis head
out of the wIndow.

"Wliat has happened?"
"We've knocked a man down, Sir

Lawrence. He sprang in front of the
car to save a child. lI' afraid bels
dead."

The driver was down In the road;
the occupant of the car bad sprung
out witb a startied exclamation.

T H-E nurse was crylng and aiter-
nately sbakIng and scoiding a
very sobered littie boy, who

stared witli round eyes at the sud-
den crowd.

"Mary, Is lie deaded ?" hie asked soi-
emniy.

Sir Lawrence Goss, bending over the
unconscious man, uttered a smothered
exclamation; thon wlth the beip of the
chauffeur and footman, the Injured
man was carefuily Iifted Into the big
car and laid on the seat.

"Drive to Doctor Bassingbroke, Har-
iey Street," was the imperative order,
and the great car was again speeding
on its way, leaving a gaplng crowd,
which had coilected from nowbere,
gazing after It.

Sir Lawrence, on the opposite seat
of the car, vas bending over, studylng
the face o! the unconscious man, bis
bushy eyebrows bunched together over
deep-set, puzzied eyes.

"I'd stake my reputation It is Arnold
Bassingbroite, but by ail that's won-
derful, wbat Is lie dressed ln a green
unlform. for? Looks like somebody's
chauffeur! Most extraordinary thing 1
ever heard of. Weli, 'well, to thlnk
lie shouid have been In London ail1
these montbis and I've neyer run,
across hlm! No wonder people say
-London Is the safest hldlng-piaca In
the world; but who would think of
looldng for Arnold Bassingbroke
amongst chauffeurs? Wliat can have
been bis motive ?"

Olever as Sir Lawrence Goss un-
doubtediy was, ha gave tha probleru
up-lt vas beyond hlm, and, as they
had reached Harley Street, lie concen-
trated his energies to the needs of the
moment.

Surprise and consternation again
feUl upon Dr. Bassingbroke's bouse
whon the bast master vas carrled back
ta It insensible and to ail appearance
lifebess.

The middle-agad housekeeper wrung
lier hands lielplessiy. The old man-
servant looked and feit flabbergasted,
onlly Dr. Wilson kept Mis wlts about
hM. A college chum and medîcal col-
league, bie had keDt Arnold Basslng-
broke's clieutele together by the con-
tinual reiteration of the polite fiction
aneut tropical diseases, especially the
"ýsleeping sickuess» which the fav-
ourite young speclallat bad goiW ta
Àfrica ta study, lits return belus neces
sarily indefinlte.

This stary hati been kept up for nine
zuonthu, until it vas becoming a moot
question wbetber ta proloug It or ad-
mit that Dr. Bassingbroke had suc-
cumbeti ta feyer and died abroad.

Doctor Wilson clung tenaciously ta
hope, lie was attached to Bassingliroke
andi put off the final announcemeut
week after week, andi ail the tixue
Svotland Yard vas seoretly at work
and lnqulry agents and datectives ver.
cautiously and lncessantly followlng
faIs. dlues aud strlvlng in vain ta un-
ravel the mystery a! Arnolti's sutiden
and complete disappearance, being
serlously haxupered because they vere
flot allovad ta make it publie.

Andi nov bere lie vas, brought i4
ncousclous, knocked dowu by the
mater of Sir Lawrence Goss, In a most
publie place, where apparently any
oue miglit hav'e seen hlm.

EvidentIy there lad been no at-
texupt at concealment on Mis part, and
yet, vhat oonld it meaxi?

2Unduehued, andi laid iu bis ovu lied,
the liespîtal vas rung up ta seud a

montlis before, upon James Kenway,
the mian shot in the tranches in South
Africa.

It ran like wiid-,flre tîrougli the ba-
pitai that the misslng Young doctor
was found. Everyone had a theory
of bis or lier own ta propound, and not
ana was correct; but curioslty liat ta
abide. for Arnold Bassingbroke lay un-
consciaus ta the world.

"Concussion of the brain," was tbe
diagnosis of Sir Lawrence Goss. "And
a miracle lie was not kiiled outriglit.
Nearest thing 1 have ever known."1

Sir Lawrence Goss was right, It was
a near tbing, andwben brain foyer set
in later, tlie patient raved unlntillig-
ible thingsr whicb no one couid fit ta-
gether into coheront whole.

One monotonous refrain ran tlirougb
everything: "«A marriage lias been ar-
ranged-do you bear? A marriage bas
beau arranged-bu-it-must be stop-
ped! I

Then the patient wauid try and
spring up, fIglit wiidly witb the nurse
who strove ta quiet him, fresh Ice patis
wouid be put upon bits liead, and pro-
sentiy hie wouid sink into a stupor.

"Cau't tblnk wbat bels got on bis,
mind!" muttered the big doctor, more
andi more puzzied. He came overy
day, and often several times a day, ta
the badside of the sIck man, for wbomi
lie feit aimost a fatheriy affection.

.Another visitor came aiso, in re-
sPonse to a hurried teiogram, and took
up bier abode in the doctor's bouse.

O NE day, some six weelis later,
Arnold Bassingbroke openlng
tîred and hliow ayes, found

themn resting upon tbe peaceful face
of a woman wbo sat near the win-
day, same needie-work, in lier hands.
Tlie nurse bad gone for lier short
daily walk.

For the space of a minuta, the In-
v.abd's ayes resteti upon the white
ringed bands busy with their delicate
work, they were iifted ta the fine lawn
kerchief over the ample bosom. and
flnaily wandered ta the placiti face
with is crown of white hair coufineti
under a cobwebby cap of lace, orna-
monteti witb tiny boys of black vel-
vet. Then bie whIspered iu a weak
voice:

"Motber!"
Slio dropped bier work, and came

saftiy ta the betiside.
"My darlIng boy! Oli, my darliug

boy-you know me! Thank God!"
"Of course 1 know you-but-vhy

are. you,,haro?"
"Yrou mustn't taik, Arnold, my dar-

ling-YOU must go to sleep, dear."
1She gave hlm somethlng ta drink

from a wineglass and smoothai lits
pillew tandoriy. Wlthout protest lie
closad Mîs eyes andi dropped asleep,
wbie she tlptoed back ta baer seat
by the window, wiplng bier eyes, andi
breathlng a prayer of thankfulness.

The next time, Arnoldi Basslngbroke
oponed Mis ayos, tbey fell upon Nurse
Wilkinson andi Sir Lawrence Goss,
wbo were bath at bis betiside. He
looketi at thexu in surprise.

"Goss!-Nnrse Wilkinson! Wbat
bas bappeneti? NothIng wron1g vlth
Kenvay, 1 hope? Why have you le! t
the case, nurse?"

Ha trieti to rise lu sudden alarxn.
Sir Lawrence Goss laid a flrmn de-

taining baud upon Mim.
"Don't worry, Aruold-be's doing

splendldly," bis qulck vit hati graspeti
the meanlng o! Arnold's yards and
saw that the sick mau's mInd bad re-
verteti ta the last operatian at vhiah
the nurse had asslsted Mim,

"F'act ls, my boy,"' be explained eau-
tiously, "you'va beau rather bati your-
seif-got knacked dowu unfortuunately,
andi-"

"Of course," interrupteti Arnoldi fev-
erlshly, "that brute o! a cabmau Just
about diti for me-boy lie dareti to
bring me home, 1 don't understaud-
va must have the police on bis tracks
before lia lias time ta get away."

Sir Lawrence gave the nurse a sig-
nificaut look eujolning silence, aud sat


