
ENOCH CRANE .

Enoch slowly shook his head.
^(Wy a miracle would have accomplished that,"

'^Might I ask where Mrs. Crane died ?"
"At Ravenswood, at my old friend Doctor Brix-

ton s sanatorium, where she had been for nearly five

^'And you say you thought she recognized you?"
Y«i-for that brief instant I did; so did Brixton

and the nurse-a certain look in her eyes, an old,
famihar gestm* of the hands; it was only a flash before

^tl^LT* T" ^' "^*«^- "Si»e was dying
then; I tned to force her to speak my name, but itWM iwdess, Joe. She was conscious but veiy weak.
I tofd to force her to continue her train of thought,m what I believed was a brief awakening. She looked
at me blankly as I held her hands, and murmured
famtly: my have you come again, doctor?' ftes-
c«tly she added ahnost inaudibly, 'You have not
thanked me for the roses'-^d then, after a moment,
I have hidden them again-I ahaU hide them always'
-she ceased speaking. Before I could summon Brix-
ton she was dead."

Enoch got up stifljy out of his chair and stood gaz-mg down at the smouldering ashes of the fire

th^^h lif '"
"^^ ^'"^^- "^"^ ^^ ^ P----

He turned wearily to the table, raised the flame of
the Aigand burner to a soft glow, and proceeded with
a determmed, slow step to his desk. Here for a mo-
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