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THE GATES 0F MEMORY
The Story of an Interrupted Proposai

By HERMAN SCHEFFAUER

T HE moring air arnd the fresh scent of thefields worked like wine in their veins. The
wbeat shook its millions of bristling spears in

the sunflighit. They had just beard a lark trilling
stinward, and the Sabbath wasstili young. It was
summer in the world, bait spring in their hearts.

So John Ogilvie, with Bessy Marvin beside hlm,
flirted bis whip sportively above the glistenirng flanks
of his jaunity mare, and the littie dog-cart bowled
merrily alonig the road out of Orthridge. The
youing man turnied bis head toward the fair girl
beside bim. Blue-eyed and tawny-haired was she,
her round checks fluished with an inward joy-
somne rare etçuberarice of the spirit. She Isat on
the tuf1te<lseat of the dog-cart, clad in white, the
incarnation of happinie.is, a young queen upon her
throne of youth-tbe predestined mate, as it seemed,
chosen ky Nature and Destiny for the lithe and
comnely young farmer at hier side.

"But the day, dearest! You kniow it's as terrible
for a lover not to know the day of bis bappîness
as for a crisuinal not to kniow the hour'of bis exe-
cution," said John.

"Wellthat is. a pretty comparison, I mustsay !"
repid theyoung %woman, pouting ber red lips.

"'Dear Bess, do teil me tihe day when-"2
A rabbit flasbed across the road; the'borse"

swerved, and the next instant tbere was the
roas' of a guni and a cloud of eulphurous
smoke iin whose centre loomed the figure of a
man. The miettlesome mare reared and
-plunged, andi backed toward the edge of the
road, The girl screamed, and Ogilvie sprang
to bis feet, pue hand upon tbe reins, the other
ilpholding the whip. But ere it fell upon the
startiled hiorse the lef t wbeel of the dog-cart
had passed hackward over the dusty margin
of dry grass which bordered the ensbankment;
and, the neit instant, cart, horse, man and
woman lay, a çonfused heap, amidst the briers
andi fraxules of the field below.

The mau wi»> the gun ran hastily for-
ward; the rabbit lay quivering in deatb some
yards away. For a moment a strange, sinis-
ter ligbt hlazed ini the evps of teSlip oer

warm sunsbine burst, and wbere bis astonishýeti
sweetbeart, bis father and mother, and bis sister
Estber were standing silent as if under-some iron
spell. Then the girl cried, as she claspeti bis arm:

"Why, you're my John, dearest'. Don't you re-
member, we met witb an accident this morning?
Molly backed off the roati. Don't Yeu know, Your
Bess, dear ?"

But Jobn Ogilvie tlat was merely sbook bis
head and wearîly closed bis eyes. Then, for an in-
stant, as if by soeinmihlracle, bis features. rclaxed,
f rom their strange expression, tbe tension of the
facial muscles was smoothed away, -andi he appeared
again as of old.

"Hie will come to himself to-morrow," said the
doctor, who had been summoneti. "His faculties
of recognition are temporarily suspendeti, due to
sbock te certain brain centres. That î-s often the
way witl cases of concussion!'

But neither the next day nor tbe day tbereafter,
nor the week following, nor in tbe montbs nor the
years that succeedei, titi John Ogilvie ever come
back to Jobn Ogilvie. His past life was cnt off as
if by thse shears of Fate, anti nothing reinaineti of
the twenty-five years of bis if e save bis native
speech. Le now spoke slowly, in a voice entirely

i neyer saw you before. I do flot even know my-
self!' I cannot tell bow I came to be bere 1"

And when for the tbousandth time the girl in
ber passionate, broken voice had cried to bim:
1 'Why, you are niy John-John Ogilvie-ob, cant

you remember me-can't you remember your Bessy?
-wbo loves you! Here is the ring you gave me
down by the river-side that afternoon.. And the
very moment'before the accident you were asking
me to set tbe day of our weddiig !" John Ogilvie
stared fixedly in front of him as if into endless
deptbs of space.

The distress of those about bimn was begininig
to work upon hlm. He appeared and acted as migbt
a cbild whicb bad been lost in some huge, thunder-
ous city. Having knowledge of notbing, save tbe
immediate present and the few, days since 'the mis-
bap, bis soul andi mîd were adrift as on some

ýmlsty, uncharted ocean, or wandered, as it were.
through'some wild, sand-tossed desert,

Soon le was about onice more, somewhat dazed,
acquaintîng himself witb places and persons. Ont-
.ýardly, at least, hiewas againi almost the living
image of John Ogilvie, 1but the per5onality of
Ogilvie lad vanishecd lilce a trace of dew in
the s» In t3ime le camne to know, thoug~h

hie could nlot ilnderstand, that thse venerable,
lace-cap1ped womnan was bis mother; thse white-
bearded, hale, blue-eyed man, bis father; the
smooth-haireci girl, with tbe sweet placiti face
bis sister; and Bessy, bis beloved. Although
his mind accepteti the knowledge of tbese re-
lationiships, bis heart was unable wholly to
respond to them. Bessy was affected to thse
profounds of bier nature. His voice was no
longer the same, bis mannerisins were those
of an utter stranger, his stride was different
f rom that of the man she had loved; bis very
expression was clarged wltb sometbing en-
tirely allen.

Tbe thing tbat now lived inl the brain andi
dominated the man and blis tbought soon
brought into play a different se of facial
muscles. Thes~e s enlfred $is fatuethat
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