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looked at hini more attentively then,
than I had hitierto done, and his face
imprinted itself on my menory. If
I were skilled with the pencil I could
draw it now; the features were such
that a moderately exact descript on
would enable any artist to depict
them-an ordinary face. but for its
expression.

As I watcled himn the fancy seized
me that he was blind, an utterly un-
tenable idea, considering that he was
seated, sliglitly stooped forward, the
better to sec the country through
which we were flying. This look of
not seeing did not prevent the impres-
sion which I got of very keen and
earnest thought, which, however, did
not find its subject matter in his pre-
sent environment. I have seen this
curious conjunction of expressions in
another face quite recently, but both
were portrayed with much less inten-
sity. And in the lives of the two per-
sons who wore that look, there lurked,
I must believe, a mysterious tragedy.

Have some of my readers ever mis-
taken a wax figure for nature, and
gazed upon it as uponi a fellow-being,
to awaken with an unpleasant sense
of repulsion to its lack of life ? Some
thing of that I experienced as I look-
ed upon mny conpanion's impassive
countenance, whichî yet, like the cold
wax, was shaped to express thought
and enotion. I felt uncomfortable,
and I think that I wished that lie
would go away, notwithstanding that
I had myself invited him to sit down.

The conductor called the naine of a
station, Newton, and the stranger,
turning to me, said, in that quietly
synpathetic manner in which he al-
ways spoke: " The next station is
yours ? "

" No." I replied, " I shall only get
off for a minute to get another ticket
My friends will not expect me by this
train, and it is much too far for mue to
go alone to their bouse. I shall go on
to Fai, bank, and if I wish, someone
will drive mue ont here to-morrow."

" You had better speak to the con-

ductor about it," be said, " I amn afraid
that the train will not stop long enough
to admit of your procuring a ticket."

The conductor was near, and he
beckoned him, and finding the Conjec-
ture correct, I was enabled to make
some arrangement which dispensed
with the necessity for a ticket.

My new acquaintance resumed his
former attitude, looking steadily past
mue out of the window, but ie had
grown coi versational. My m ention
of Fairbank bad unlocked his speech.

"I used to know Fairbanmk very
wvell," he said musingly, " but it is lono
sine I ave been there.'

I at once becamie conversational also,
for I did not knov Fairbank vell, hiav-
ing beun there onily once before, and
I felt somne interest i'n the place, laving
promnised to visit friends tlere before
my return home. I said as muchi, and
be responded in the same way, as if
talking to himmself.

" I bave not been there for six years.
I left it on May 24th, 18-. I was
born and brought up and married
there."

He did not speak for a few mîinutes,
and then, as if recounting somiiething
only half rememnlbered, and not too
keenly interesting, lie went on :-

"I have a little daughter there.
My wife died of consmniption six
months before I left, and ny little girl
is with her nmother's friends."

The thought occurred to mue at once
of course, that be was then on un-
friendly ternis with his wife's relatives,
else wby refrain so long froim seeing
his ehild. We vere nearing Fairbiank,
and wishing to continue the conversa-
tion I m(ade sonie remîark ab out the
interest, verging on historie, which
clunîg about the little town. He did
not reply ink a siniilar strain, however,
but still harping on his famnily ties,
went on softly :-

"I have not seen her since. We
called ber Cor1. She was only- four
when I left, but she is iin good bhands.
They are good pteopole."

He spoke the last sentence abniost
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