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THE GUARDED FLAME

'T-'HE Uat house on the cliff by the fishing village of White.JlMBe..„..ed Cliff Lodge. TyndiTSonerE
lertuiei-hM spoken of it with these words : " I Uke to think

of tSfh!. I,!. T T^"'" '^ ^"^ 'hich the fUmeof truth has shed amidst the darkness of so many yeanit,.tejdy radiance^ I caU that house the lighthS-'The owner of the house, with his young wife, is slo-I,djmbing now from the harbour to his homf. ^s heS
ana smue at him; fishermen, mending neU by the bridge.to»<^ cap, and show white teeth in Unned ftS^fMrhS
w ^7 TT"' •' '^' «""«' °f ^i« Street, tie. off hJ

m^« «d dangbng wood«, sp«les; Mr Ingle, the i^

u^t^tn ?r* ;
"^ '^°''"I"> '« P»»«» onward andupwarf aU eyes foUow him. This is the morning walk.^devujtog in «te„t, unchangeable in time, t^^ k f^weather and in foul

: known to all Whitebridge as " the dl^
coi^^tutionaL- Now is the hour for stra^ to gef.S•t the great man: now is their chance-"Look out^
Lxnh;t.;,^:t.5^»^jSLTr-^ --
films in ! •'

• • • ^w» » sake, Flome, I've never put my

He is worid-famons—from the slowly growine fame of fiwh.

He « the last «.d perhaps the biggest of the Victori^Si



THE GUARDED FLAME

old «d honoured. U^/ofZ^^Ls^^i^'^^'^'^
It "^hTiS'^L'Se'T "*'= °" '"^ •'on.ewardc.i.b.

the din,, .CS r^« tSX"ortotilT ^'"^'"'^^^

old man sits for hia appointed rest h» .n^Tk^ .
*'

of life.

B-'^nng waves, the moving air, the murmur

orr^n^tii^ri^s issserhei;;" -^;
pomtj. A fly ha, driven into their^t^^"***"*

' '"^ '^^

liV'^^J I'n.'^^ ShaUwehide?"

tu^ed .«tT^^'
thought-that a visitor who cannot be

It would be horrible f to-day he were tn h. u. ^
made to suffer the tormenf JTrikj!!

^^ ^ ^ <»"«ht and

introdu^ction fr^m^a^^J^^^ZtT.!^,^
one of hfa Schl ^eTie S

^ ^^ '^"^"^ '^'^
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Apparently, however, the danger blows over. There •» the

^« th 'k':'*-'!"
"^ '"' "•"«» •«y- And jTey emerge

^ ^''l'"'^ ''" ?"" " '''^ ''* '"i'ing down at her
Physically, he i, a gAnd man. and he lookslurprisLlvyoung m .p.te of those «xty^ght years, in spite ofh33

labour, m spite of the indifferent health of which th^^current headache, a.* the most salient n^anifestlJ"^ Sj^^
noble h««ii grey-haired, grey-bearded, trimmed Ld neat

.^1^ iSbC'ti^'n.'"" "?' "'- "'«««ometim^; bte'shirt, amber tie with mtagl.o ring, and a rough grev suitround doth shooting hat, with a feather that she h^^fi^te^I,'
in Uie b«.d; muffler round his neck-^pen toi^vTt^
genial sunshine; and a short cape that shriov^'c^^

AU riong the cliff there are the flint walls, behind which thecompact httle houses stand weU back, with narrow i^^r
garden, and with here and there .^m^e^horrr Xl^mperjjhed upon the wall Compared to these m^«t^«de dwellmgs. the UnJge is quite a mansion and ib^
,W^^,i" *"°^"-''°>'^« i^ comp«atively. a cLs^!^: a solid square room, with solid suTroof andTmuchcowled chimney, offering three large windows for the looW
They pass in now by the green door in the waU beneathAe ummer-house and are secure from the flatteiTatteS

of alien eyes, safe in the well<,rdered peace of thel !^domain For a seaside garden it i, wonSl ^%S^buffeted ftuit-trees crouch, of course, but the ilex st«S n^Jupnght and spreads its defiant green fcr and wide. Pe^Sand nectannes are npe and large beneath the gUs. sheltw^

the nchK»loumi autumn flower.; tauwl. .re weltdipp^^
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the bfoad tawn. «e dcMe-mown. The house u pleuant of

•lmo.t lost m the embrace, of wistwi. a„d denuiti,. Th"lower room^ with big Frend, window^ .re onlyrZd bv.«ep above the lerel of the g,ou«^ «,lh., thSTseem'to woo tlje house and the house to woo the gardenTh« vBitor was, a. they had surmised, a newspaper man •

^t».r7.^ ""«""" In blind confidenTiaTSs'm.t «,uld not be unwelcome, he had deposited in the^Shtt b.g and his httle camera and had disused the flv W«ehe rang the beU and learned, from the rather grim old LSour

^it'hT
""'"'^'"^ ''^' "»' Mr Bm^e coS not

Tn^Z^ «ntert«n gentlemen from London with came«o^note-book^ The mitor was now resting in the po.^^

Re^y the newspaper men droTe one almost mad. Years

.^tL^r T- T^""- ^"^^^ '«"»«» °^e them un^^dAat the Lighthouse was not open to the public. Thehght was for the world, but not the inner duiL« of thelofty tower from whidi the Ught shone.
^™°™' " "*

the n'ltjl^"'!;.*"
*"'**!'"*^'°°' '^ ''»'^«''««>*'*e smallertne newipapw, the more mipndent was the attack of its manTha^ whUe the Editor of n, mr^H^, would hu^y«m that he knew he was asking for the Roc's egR as it^but must plead in extenuation of his offence thTfL wslb^

t^I ? ",'r' *." "° ^'^''°' ^"''l resist-?^; desT« of thf

TJ^^Z A
^"'^"^'^ AdverHser would send - stampedenvelope and say very complacently, •• Being wishful toSJ

'Zirr"" °' ''•^" °' "" «""'• ^ *^ ^ Ob igec^^you

S^LtioT-r'""^'' " " '"^^ '^'^ ^•'•^•"^ yo/in"

• r^^UT" " '""u^T '^ y«"' *' «»'7 was forced

:

^y^u^wys-never by the treachery of those two sUuTd,r-nl-u.. the grunpariounnaidMary.and Sarah her lieuteS^
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Once, entering his room, Mr Bnigoyne oune upon an inter-Mwer to whom physical obsUcIes were as nothing. He had
dimbed the flint walls, dropped down the wide chimney, been
dehvered m what seemed a case of books from the London
Ijbtaiy I No matter, he was there now—walkirg about the
big room as though he had been in a church, sighing, and
turning up his eyes, murmuring, •' Oh, but this is the torture
of Tantalus. Oh, this room I This wonderful, wonderful
room I And the philosopher was looking at him as ttough
hehadbcenanant—toogentletotreadonhim. "ButwiUrou
not give us at least a message for our readers ? Any mesMuce
summing up your philosophy I" Buigoyne showed^ himtte
long shelf of "file copies "-forty heavy volumes. "Could
not your readers look for my message tier* t

"

In two days it was aU given to ibt greedy public, in a
hiccoughing, senumenul, hysterical farrago, "Never to mvdymg day," said the interviewer, "shaU I forget the incredible
dignity of the man as he turned upon me: the eye flashing
the nngmg voice itself-the majesty of mind that beatsofintte
burden of ha seven decades. His hands diook with a noble
emotion as he pulled the volumes down, one after theother.
Bveiy volume on these shelves was penned by this handZm/ IS my message for all time.'

"

It i«s nauseating stuff to be read by loyal dweUen in the
ughthouse.

. .^"w'*^' *'' "^ '° ****• *** • •'""'bier visitor. He
to^d Mrs Burgoyne that he quite understood the state of

; Thafs aU right," said the poor little man. « I understand,ma am. All I wanted was to ask permission to leave me 'eavy
camera here while I lug this other to the station. ITl come
back with some boy to 'dp me with the big 'un. No moreUiM for me. This job has cost me enough a'ready," and the
iitue man tried to laugh, but his voice was husky.
"I am sorry you have had your trouble for nothine."
He bad turned

"
noisily.

I away his head and was blowing bis nose
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"ThAfs at! right, ma'am, me own fitult—to be aent on a

fool'i enand."

"lamveryiony."
Tbea, itined hy the note of kindnew in her voice, looking at

her with wet eyes, be told her in a burst of confidence of how
he was " quite new to this job." He was a skilled photographer
by profession, fond of his art—" for I call it an art, in a way,
when you do the thing properly." But 75W Or* people, who
paid him meanly for such printo as they bought, had told him
to go down and do the Lighthouse thoroughly, and they
would give him twenty guineas. « I might a' known it was a
fool's errand when they said that But I don't pretend to be
a rich man—and I wanted the money. Ifs all me own fault
Fourteen shillings for me ticket Three shillings for the fly-
but I've bought me lesson," and again he tried to Uugh.
" Good-morning, oia'am."

" Wait, please," said Mrs Burgoyne.
The wave of pity hat risen to her brain : that sense of the

sadness of all life, sometning of the comprehending sympathy
for every form of suffering, which comes to all who spend their
days with thinkers, now moved her strongly. Unseen, behind
this shabby litUe man, there stood perhaps a waiting wife and
anxious, wondering children. And he had somewhat of the
Stoic in his pain.

" Poor fellow," said Mr Burgoyne. " Let him do iti then."
"Dickon! How ^ood you are," and she squeezed his hand

in hers. In a moment he had understood. And in her thought
of him now there ran the echoing words that sounded always
in her thoughts of him : Tout comprendrt est tnit pardenner.
Only a word and he had understood. It was her wish.
Thus the unbroken rule was broken. In these forty-five

minutes before the luncheon hour he should have been lying
on a sofa, resting after the walk. That was the unchanging
law of the days. But to<lay, instead of resting, he did the
honours of his house, aided the 'killed photographer at his
work

:
first the hall (" upon me word I call this a very 'andsome

apartment," said the happy visitor,); the shallow stairs with the
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wide-railed, polished woodwork, ud the Urge clock—" a pretty
light" ; then the drawing-ioom, long and low, panelled ceiling,

gay chinti, and old cabinets, with china glistening behind
latticed panes that required a longish exposure ; then the great
man's room. " Your workshop, u one may say, sir. Ha, ha.
Ijft that blind couple inches more—thank you kindly, sir.

Come, thafs better. Now, if jtm want to be done with the
room, 111 have you by the window. ... It's for you to say.
But I tell you fiur, I mean to give it a fifty seconds' exposure
and you'll have to sit still. Very good. In that case I needn't
detain you."

Then the host, postponing the family meal, gave- the visitor
luncheon in the sunny dining-room and sat with him while he
ate and drank. Leaning his head upon his hand in the
characteristic attitude so well known to the small household,
the host chatted very pleasantly ; and the guest, happy and
contented and completely at his ease with the great m.n,
chatted also very pleasantiy.

"When," said the guest, "are you scientific gentlemen going
to give us coloured photography ?

"

"Ah I " and the host smiled. " You must ask Grindley—or
Professor Jenner Cox. I have often thought of it—but yoa
know really it is not in my line."

Yet he showed, as the guest went on munching, that he was
not quite off the scent of the subject they were pursuing.
"You seem to know all about it, sir. I wonder you don't

set yourself to take and do it for us."

Mr Burgoyne laughed good-humouredly ; but at once drifted
on towards his own line : speaking with wonderful simplicity.

"I want to bring the colours here," and he topped his fore-
head. " Not there," and he pointed to the camera on a chair
by the door. " When the true colour is in the thought, you
won't have to bother about the plate, don't you see?"
The photographer did not see.

"Wen. I express myself badly. But for instance : If you
showed your excellent print j of my room to my cat, she
would not recognise it Brain not developed sufficiently.
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But to • itnnger it will be. room-w untidr worn : loymi ft
ta the room that you wai any .w«yia your memoir. Tom*
itwiU be Mf room-in aU itt coloon, of cour»e-Ai I lookal
«»epiiit,Ic«iiiitdowninoneofthech«iri. YonhaTesiraime the room it»elf.»

"^

'I

Well. ITl do my best. But you're very kiad to i«y ».•
Do I make myself dew though? It if tfl hew," and he

touched hMtchmg forehead: "the colour uid the form, wweU a. the light u>d .h«le. Well then, all I meant wa.7 wehope our bnms will go on developing u they have gone ondevelopmg from the pu«y level. That ii the real piogn..

S-i^nS'?"""'
*' •'°"'^' invention-even colo««d

But of course the photographer did not understand.

I .n, f
"•'" ^l'^^

""'"" ' •« <»° "y groundHjlasf when

lZ^n\"^'- J""* *« ~'°"" "k« thaT-*ven nobnghter than they look on the g«y. I ask for no mo« : andI wond« you scientific gentlemen don't tackle it and do it"

For the broken rule a penalty was exacted : by the mysteriousbut mexorable Uws of life, kindness must be id for inpTWork was impossible
: tl e precious afternoon was squandered!^Uie quiet household knew that the master had one oTw,

^^^ Yo„ngMrJohnStone,thesec«ary.wa.given.
half hohday and sent for a bicycle ride with Mis. Effie vLent.Ae nie^. Mrs Buigoyne wrote a little note to clever I^George Wren, who had been invited to dinner, and begged himto give her husband this pleasure on some other eventor
The worker lay supine in his workshop, dozing, dwamine

weaving into dreams the incidents and chkiacters oftteSnovel from Mr Hind's shop, out of which Mrs ^ur^^TZ
trerjtrv:ir^'°°"''"«--

ForahttleKlj;

t. 'ITw ' ^*'f' ^^'^ W«=n ? . . . Oh, too b«3 of youto put Wren off. 1 always like Geoige Wren."
^
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He talked more than the otben. They Mt «ry lileDt,

•uflering for him if not with him. Tonight there could be
none of the litUe family jokes : the iutocent, well-wom jettf
that age made dearer. The two maids knew that they most
huny through the meal to give him peace.
Mr Stone, dean-ihaved. dark and pale, bolted his food in

the manner of a melancholy dog who is not really hungry.
His dark eyes drooped ; his thin Ups closed ; his clear-cut
inteUectual face became as a mask—a mask of dumb sympathy.
Nothing would make Mr Stone talk to-night
Miss Effifr—so bright and fresh ^d nreet, with white coUar,

black blouse, and soft brown hair drawn and looped and
ribbon-tied in the transition stages of girl-simplicity—wouM
only show her pretty eyes to the table cloth. Nothing could
rouse her to-night When Uncle Richard sought, with a
languor that he could not quite conceal, to tease her about the
new bicycle skirt, she exhibited no spirit, seemed powerless to
defend herself.

"m wear it again to-morrow, if you like, Unde Richard."
Then silence.

In Mrs Burgoyne's eyes there was affectionate solicitude, not
hidden. No stranger perhaps would have said at once that
Mrs Borgoyne was a pretty woman, yet people who knew her
weU sometimes thought that she was a very pretty woman.
She was slim, but not slight in figure, dark-haired, broad of
brow, with strong eyebrows orer dark grey eyes and strong lips

beneath a thin sensitive nose. Naturally a pale woman, but
to-night anxious sympathy had brought two spots of colour to
her cheAs. There was light and life in her face at all times,
and to-night she looked as young almost as the girl of sixteen
on the other side of the table. In her manner and her voice
there was, most markedly, a something childlike that rarely
survives childhood itself. She had dignity, but it was the
dignity of a wise child, not the dignity of a mature woman.
Perhaps on the emotional side of her nature, she was in truth
no older than the girl.

This was all the little household.
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_i." *? dmwint^oem aftw dinner, Mr BuiBorna b* »»» .

«» The n^htt wm tumfa, chiUy: fir. w« b^«S
«^y^ her emlwoidery needle. Qoie to her hu.3t
wddoud Aould «y Bore of the fooUA nowl be requiri

^««chMged between one^ mother. «d then fteK«Mto« ?»''?^y«>° tiptoe, carried off the Ump.. HewS
M^ajwdomng book «d work, both unde„tood. l^J

"WiU It tire you to read to me « littl,- more?"

-..tf^ ^'°°'' *'"' •"«"* '<»°«'«1J. brought ftom the

rh^l^bre^M '^r '*"'"«^''^-nd pLedlLl'
!^ ™0, ^r ^ Buigoyne'. elbow. But the c»dleewere only ca:,dl**ndi: one of them wu .lmo.t lostin ito

toS Zu^ **^b«^g by signa Mr Stone was in,tructed

Tl^liTA^" "'.** •»°*"«^"ds. Silently he obey,iThen with dexterous fingers he extracted the other mum.tump, put a penny^^ the .ocket. put the .SmJ JL"hecom^wdhtitaha Then the reading began.
'""°P *"• ""

„„!r!r"^ ^ *^^u
^®' """^ ^' Stone stole away through theopen door mto the next room, where the lamp, were^™i„/

2,J?THK°'tl''i "f" ^'y P'^y'** «>»« childir^game
;
and husband and wife were alone.

Was he asleep ? She had been reading for a quarter of anhour, and the flame trom the guttering 4«pZ^ To

Ae fla^ when her husband's hand upon her arm checkedher. He was not asleep
: he had been watching the candle.
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"Dent," be pleuled, » dont blow it cut" And his voict

had the tone of t man speaking to himself, as he went on
drowsily mnnnuring. "That would seem almost cruel—so

near the end. Na Don't do that, dear. It will last a long

time yet—quite a long time yet—if we are carefiiL*

Then the reading wu continued.

For a quartcT'Of.an-hour, for half-an-h ir, for nearly an

hoar, Mrs Burgoyne read on in her eren, 4iiusical, soothing

voice. Then, just as a shadow seemed to fiiU upon the page^

her husband spoke again.

"Lookl The candl»«ndl Look. Only mm*—a lot^

time."

Suddenly, as she laid down the book, sadneu filled her

heart He had been symbolising his Ufe—all of life that

was left to him : the little, guarded flame that fights the dark-

ness. Stooping over him, she kissed his forehead and whisperer

in a tone of extraordinary tenderness.

"Duhont"
" My clever Sybil," and he took her hand and patted it.
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•»M ror^^nS: :^'' "^'^T^^ ^ been with-

>»»y with their own worlt" tokL .T *? r**"^' *«>
comer.

:
they kI, on ihe latS ' "^ '•*^«'» '•=* «•».

to pre«„.^p„Lln^ duttura^^H '^
T***^«Ute. for the anptid post* of hnn! »"* "*" **"*' <»»««•

"n^J with preju^.TS.u'JJ'?"''"'- ,
^" ** "»" »««

only in their CduTrtSwai A^!^"! cl«M«,ci.tion
:

At the oufet of hi,^ J *"1*^ '*^ «"«««1*'«.

1

1

Buigoyne from the i«inf*^~ ""'b «g.in.t Rlch«d
•"i*!* He wu , ^^1 !^!*T "' •"«» "profeaioniU-

m the ordinary conrw ofeT«nZ ^r!T^ ^^ S***- ^«"te
Hc« he h^ukeHi^ k^^^ Oxford-to Chri« Church,
hunt.^ rcguUr,y. he i::^S<i'rj't'C "^ "? '"^

known «d noted b?i * ^^. ":'^««» *»«i»-to be
like, with the U,o^aL,r^' 'i'!'*' '"""K m.n, if yo„
««y well OB r^u» ted Zl^u '"^*™*" '"i** «t«
•erioady., «e«ting.l SiKt^Sl*"""- ^ '^^'^
Kensington. A JuTeA^T^ ^^ ** *'''^ " South
pen .ptitude Jl^Z^f^^"" ""? '^'^ * ««*!«

w«.t the new artide to l^^, m "'*'''• ^'^''°» «''«J^
thi. contributor^Tld > tt„ "^u'

'" "*'' '°''"' ""*""Juia gJTO them something different When
M
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*^..^ *M room ft* iOB. BOW /Tmis. ht wrate n*X«ttMwmm*mt in CM, tmd JUmam Mnp; ^ ilm Urn
f/<^mt*fMit»mJmrln*mmdDMitldmp. When he nceiTCd
the flMtermg iafennttiao that nMien liked hit doeb tad
wiibed to h«»e clocki .(.ia, he lent in ^AWa *(«« rt, itaw
tfXtoMH, He wrote to niMjr articlet that it mw impoMible
lor the rank and file of the diiU tdentifie trmr altonther to
Ignore them. Thejr owned it wai clem dap-tmp-aa nod
cUp-trap u jrott were likely to get from an anatenr.
Ha wu thirty-two when he published 7%tUagk Mirror, Wm

totbo«d^ He had n«ed the old simile of the internal minor
for the phenomenon of eonscioumeti, and he had fiimiahed
hii Utie-page with a lub^tle: At in a Giatt Darkfy. 'IHe
book met with a popular tnceeu which in later yean he him-
lelfregretted

j which, at the time, minor phyiiologitUand minor
PVchologtttt could not pardon. Oh. alliteratiTe claptrap I

Vet thneWM good work in the book s enough, one might haVa
luened, for lome big candid mind to fee, shadowed forth at
in a glass darkly, the better things that soon were coming.
Of his private life very Uttle now was known. In Mother

re«U was said that he had bought a house-the newsp-pers
euled It an esute-on the south coast, and that then I wis
hving in complete retirement He had, in „ath, durins thetw years since he left Oxford, lived a varied and a busy life,ue bad worked for twelve months in the clinical wards of the
Edmburgh hospiul; for twelve months Anton Nelcker, Pro-
fMsor of Biology at the Josephinum, Vienna, could have said
what he wu douig; the astronomers at the observatorv
WiUiams College, U.S.A., had known him for 0^1^^^'.
hehad been to Borneo with the eclipse expedition; he had
haveUed m South America by himwlf, and had been through
the forests of Biazil with Benecker, in his final sea:ch for
the trimoiphous orchids; but he had done veiy Uttle huntine
and shooting at home in England. He was alone in the world
-pwents dead, an only sister married ; he was a man of means
and tesure-^at did it matter to anyone else how and where
he amused bmseif7
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From the hoi«e by the .e. came in three years the Ba^s

^f^r'''^7''°P°"'''"'"*''°""»"- Herewassomettog^mmandmg attention: a heavy piece that, merely be<*wS

e^rt v"' ''"A'"'"'
'"«" "' °«'^' thrown L&^

expert cmicism. One could of course My that, in «,lie rf-eight of metal and the noise it made, it had less l?e th«

ht^^^ ?*''u'"«'^"'
Will he never drop it? |^,to

Atmore, areaUy b.g man. in a preface, "I am indebted to^e

ArthrchT'"°°/rt
'"""""'"« ^P^-^"""'"" contained inthethird chapter of Mr Burgoyne's Bases and Beginnings."

ch^.'^''ft^ T'^^u' "'"'"S* °^ ^°"8 « t^'" smalKvoicedchorus. "What w this man? "-they sang. "Is he a hi
ologist, a physiologist, a physicist, a naturalist, a botanist a
geolog«t,apateon,ologist,« morphologist? ThisisourSffi!

noiiSd7etrofrs:^';„r""' '••" "•- """ '"^''' •-

thl'„Iwif*"°*l,-^
''''' '^'^^ '' '" **' *ere leaked out-through the public press-a most damaging fact In hi.

M .h Zr ^''"«^"<*««' ^ habitually dreLdlor innt
iney called him "the dressHjlothes philosopher," and crowed

Tv thfstn^^oh'' ""^f ""^ swiftly'disastrL ;ff"t Zghl
of he3«r t*"* "P°!!*''*'^P"'»'-°" ^ 'he thoughu

rt,J^ ?^" ?V!''"' •»»"« came forth that truly great workthe .«-««/<./ /%yxw&^, fa which he dropped for ev« toe wordpsychology^ In this work he first to'ifched his "nl^rSthought: bndging the void between the exposition ofmechanical process and the intellectual conceptTSta^f
«ental «:tion. It was .,n attempt to answer the fkld^
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fag cry

:
One can follow the molecular cbangei that occur

when one tliinks, but one is as far off as ever from understand-
ing how or why one thinks I But it was more than this : it

jns a reveUtion, as in a flash of dazzling light, of the power of
thoughi. that ky stored m the man himself.

To him, there was no mystery. For him the dual aspect
was unified. To him the oneness of objective and subjective
phenomena was clear. One could not say that he made it

cleM to others, but he conveyed to earnest studenu the con-
viction that it was clear to him. It was as though his mind
had passed that barrier of intellect that stops us all : as though
he could himself most firmly grasp the unthinkaWe idea.
Across the dark border-Une of thought, he stood in the strong
light, beckoning, saying, "Here is the widening avenue along
which aU minds must progress." He has gone a little farther
than the rest That is all

Casual students were only sure of one thmg about the book
it infallibly proved that the brain is the organ and seat of
thought, because it mfallibly made your head ache.

It was reserved for one who on many occasions had been
quick in hailing genius with complete and splendid praise,
now to honour Richard Burgoyne. Huxley, in a letter to
Banks, said that not since the pubUcation of the Origin of
Sfiecits had he found such difficulty in mastering the contents
of a book, but m this case, as in that other, the book was
royally worth the patient effort needed for its mastery.

Slowly, as the years rolled, the wonderful books followed
one another. A huge treatise like the Organised Chaia
pamphlets of five hundred pages like the Universal Republit or
the Structural Principles, vast, four-volumed, elaborated com-
pendiums like the Rhythmic Curves, or the Causes and Conse-
qtunces—hoo)s. after book. Slowly, as the long years rolled,
his fame waxed greater and greater. The big men called him'
Fnend, Brother, Master. In many tongues, in many lands,
the fame was chronicled. Far and near men were carvmg his
name on tablets that they hoped would last for ever—the

,

pages of their own books. No really big man, no matter what
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hk deptrtment of knowledge or conjecture, could write a book
without putting in the name again and again and again. He
was not a biologist, a physicist, a moiphologist, etc., etc. All
the realm of human knowledge was his. He had no plan or
fixed intention, but it seemed that, if he lived, he would write

a book for every province of his realm. He had risen high
above envy, had soared beyond the wings of hate: down,
down beneath him, on the immeasurably distant plain, the
little men were singing to his glory.

" Ob, Causes and Consequences I " sang the little men.
"He has gone back to his glorious alliterative titles. We
always loved his alliterative t'tles, and so we always sang."

He was fifty-six when he married his Sybil, the only child
of Joseph Randle, the geologist

Old Handle's modest country house at Woking was one of
the very few houses in which he stayed as a highly-prized but
most infrequent visitor. Sybil used to help her father in his

plodding, unceasing work—a wise and learned girl at fourteen,

who writes oflScial letters, makes notes, and copies diagrams as
another girl would keep poultry, or do wool-work. She was
full of veneration for Mr Buigoyne—the great light : flustjig

with pride when he spoke to her, listening with long-diawn
breath, while he talked to papa, mamma, and their neighbour*
at the little dinner-party which always crowned the brief visit,

making lines on her white forehead and contracting her strong

eyebrows by her effort to frame an intelligent thought in

fairly intelligible words when compelled to speak before JUm,

praying to the unseen forces that govern thought and speech
not in Us eyes to make her seem a stammering, red-cheeked
fool.

When poor papa died, Ae came to the funeral; and she

watched him through her tears across the open grave. The
world had turned grey in honour of the grey dead man ; grey

clouds moved slowly while the soft rain fell; and all about the

fresh-turned earth, the noble group had gathered like grey

shadows. One was tall and thin, wrapt in the long cloak.
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ilouch bat in hand, with boir«d hewi-the one tliat ibe bad
never seen except in pictnref. Behind them stood shadows
more v^e: Fellows of the Royal Society, representatives of
the uniTontie^ meaningless forms on the drifting grey back-gnwnd of her da«d thought^-hi. old coUeagues from Lit«.
pool, the steff of the Museum in Jermyn Street, humble old

But A« was king of the shadows : as she saw him weep, her

and her mother stood alone bes.de the earth-filled trench

be w!^ T.V^''^ ^^' *^**' *" '"""*• "*• "ked her to

^.n T5; .u r!^:'"L^'
*'* splendid-nerer a strong man

really, but the hfe m him most wonderful. The time had
."^^ »T*^ ^°**"J"

*** ."'•"' "^ ""^Ke
;
and his kind eyes

hun. But first, before she answered, she must think of all shewas givmg up_,t was a great thing that he asked of her. Most
«refully he conceded the material advantages of the offer. In6ct, the poor widow w« left almost without means. Somesma

1 pension, a mere pittance, was ail-but this the daughtermust not know, if he could save her from knowing it
^

. Y^'*.*«y»- All 'hat she giv« up is nothing to her. She
IS simphcity Itself: a daughter of science, handmaid of theseold thmkmg men-without dreams, without cravings

hJrirr *^^r ^ '^*"^8 *^' ••« ""her is to go with

hnsband to work for, instead of father.
In this manner her quiet married life began. In the silent

world of thought, time is a thought-sUndard only, tot Ukenfrom a shelf and used in some measuring-work, to be reptacSupon a shelf and forgotten tiU the dust'hides it ; b 1 £^2
n Z^t"; "r"'

""
" '^r ""• ^^ ^""^^ ^«» -t is bJ»n aspect of motion; soon her mother lay by her father's side

J^^t'J;?*!; u''
• ^^' P"' •>" hand in his, yet to-day ii^jenty-third birthday, her twenty-fourth, her'twenty-fi'fft
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! I

...!^ f u
**"." ^** '""' ^^° «"«" <»*y^ rt^^ng the

•Ugnant hours: disturbing, stimulating, but most welcome.
She was his great niece

: the granddaughter of that sister who
had gone to India with a soldier-mate so many years ago.S ^nll'^ '^'".•''= "•*'' ""P*"*"' "«««' "<1^«
child of the third generation stood suddenly alone in the world.Mrs Buigoyne went to Brussels and brought her home to
Uncle Richard-a black trarelling companion with red eyes,who ^ve a spasmodic sniff as each speeding telegraph poleremmded her that they were hur^ring farther and farther away
fromBrussels and the cemetery of Sainte Clotilde.

Effie, when the handkerchiefs became dryer, was the cause
of many changes. Governesses must be procured—day
governess^ and the sound of a piano broke the mid-day
suence. There had been no piano in all the house, till Effie
came. Then Mrs Burgoyne must take up a queer habit : she
must go to church on Sundays, because the child mtftt go
there. Mrs Burgoyne was not a beUever in the Christian
rereUtion. How could she be ?
On that first Sunday, the congregation scarcely tried to

conceal their surprise. TTie vicar seemed tempted to comedown the chancel steps ta express his pleasure in this un-
expected visit and to urge Mrs Burgoyne to make herself at
home. Perhaps another day she would bring her husband.
The good vicar had always wished that Mr Burgoyne would
attend divme service now and then-if only for the look ofthe
tning. Somehow he never mentioned the wish to Mr Burgoyne.
but he spoke of it to everyone else. It was " disheartening -
—he used to say-and he believed if Mr Burgoyne could
realise Aow disheartening it was, he would not stop away.
Mrs Burgoyne could not make herself at home on this

initial occasion
: she could not even find her place in the sacred

book. But i .e knelt, stood, sat, bowed at the proper moment,
found herself saying the creed, and suddenly felt almost
ashamed, as an impostor that even Effie must bowl out before
long, mere was a missionary sermon that seemed to her
palpably ridiculous, but one of the a^iecdotes made Effie cry
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SS«Jni *•
'*"r*y*«^ *' ^"d'y. foolish rcidenu ofthe httle pUce sought introduction, to Effie «,d clustered towelcome h« .„nt upon hallowed ground. "YoT S.u1husbwd! Qmte . long piece .bout him in the^w^JT^

Did you see It? 1 could send it round." They auaed «^'
thing by that-the "piece." in the newspa^.^

*'"''*' "'"'

Effie made faends easily. In summer month, when all the

haired Mauds and Kate, and loud-voiced Dicks and Herbeite

^t ererybody would be "simply M^AM" if theyW^to
pay thc^ respect, at the Lodge. She even gave parties-
roundt:s. and then tea. "The very kindest old geCm^you ever saw." Thus mamma, would tell their imost Jbelievable Ule m Peckham and Brixton. « I'm sure he Z
just a. fond of .hrimp. a. my Kate there. ... My Herb^«id he wje a. thick a. thieve.. He .aid that bo/is a toefellow and ought to astonish the world one day." Too .o^nAe .umme« waned-for Effie: too soon would come 4ehour of par^mg, clasped hands and clinging embraces at thenulwaystabon.and then these sunburnt 'friend. oT hlpt
youth would vanish utterly-never to return

^^

rhifrL""^'
'=''=*?'/"""« *e tourist season, Effie in herchildhood was a ^d companion for Mrs Burgoyne. She

H^' nl^T '\' '^''" *°"ght-world into the Ldng ^yhght. Outwardly they were aunt and niece; inwardly theywere playmates. When Effie commanded uU Richlrd to

Aunt Sybil.

commanded him also to buy one for

" But, Effie, do you think she would like it?"
" I am sure she would." said Effie. " You see, she may notknow she would She may Mni she wouldn't. If you «kedher I daresay she'd say not, but I know she'd like it"

get if/ '
* ^^'^^ ^''" "' "fiht. I won't ask her, I-U

"Yes. And. Uncle Richard-I've been thinking. I'm not
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•ure," and the looked at him with a critical intentneis ; " I'm
not sttn, but I think you ought to get yourself a tricycle. Thev
make them now with "

But the great man humed from the room. He did not want
a tricycle.

Certainly, at fint, Effie may have seemed to assume too
absolute a control, but from the first she was entirely sweet,
entirely good. Discretion came swiftly to temper affectionate
impulses with understanding hesitations. The world is not a
nursery

:
quite soon she understood. Henceforth it was her

care to guard the thoughtful peace of Uncle's home and not
to break it : only to Uugh when Uncle needed mwac
Above all else, she loved to help him—or to think she was

helping him.

"Uncle Richard I Don't you think I might do a Utde
tidying?"

" Well, my dear Effie, I sbaU be very glad of your assistance—later on "

"Not now?"
"You see—the &ct is," said the author of Struetur<U

Pnndples apologeticaUy, "I am in the middle of a book now,
and I have always made it a rule to peg away at the book-
postponing everything else, till the book is done. We always
tidy between books."

" Then do hurry up with the book," said Effie. " I'm dyine
to begin." ' "

tn



m
WITH tli«t fellow to help me," mid Mr Bureoyne, en-

thusiMtically, "I could work double tides."
Young John Stone h«d been an immediate success. He

was a medical student, who had just obtained his diploma
from the R.CP. of London-the most brilliant pupil that
Reece had seen in his classes during fifteen years: an alt
round man who already, at twent/-two, seemed assured of
a big career When there came that breakdown in health
which too often is sequential upon premature development,
Reece wrote to Burgoyne and told him all about the youne
man. He wanted change, and, if not rest, a relawtion of the
old strain, fresh work in Ueu of the old work; but he was^r, uid It was not easy to know what one could do for himNow If, by chance, Burgoyne was in need of a competent
assistant in almost any field of research. Recce's invaUd would
be just the man.

Burgoyne, as it happened, needed such a man. Mr
Edmundson had recently gone away to get married: youngMr Stone came to the Lodge on a sort of hoUday engagement.He was silent, modest, cheerful, unobtrusive : in a day all the
little household felt at home with him.
"Ah," said Mr Stone to Mrs Burgoyne, with a grave smile,

as she showed him the big work-room. •• So this is where the

df^ms"'*
"^^ °'"" ^^'^ ^ '•*^« »«" this place in

Mrs Burgoyne told her husband that she thought it was
one of the nicest things she had ever heard said about him

i.n't altt^;."'^'*
""' ^"'*'^"" " ' ''°P* "^^ y°"°S fellow

drSW° "• ""'•" "^^ ""^ ^""«°'"" " ^"' ''' '-"^^
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Tlien, quite an hour aftenrardi, the great man chuckled.
"What i» it, Dickon?"
"The Spirit brooding over Chaoer and the gieat maa

lai^hed merrily. "The young dog hu tickled my ranity.
I do hope he isn't a flatterer.

'

He was not a flatterer. He told Mr Burgoyne that he
plainly detected indications of long-continued imuA tf time.
All round the big room there were signs of leakage : tiny vents
through which the precious moments were dribbling. It was
astonishing how, in one week, he had grasped the main prin-
aples and the most intricate developments of Mr Bureoyne's
working system. The room and the work were really one.
If you understood one, you understood the other: Mr Stone
understood both most completely, as though by instinct.

All these bij, portfolios—dozens of them—lying in drawersm this great press contained the notes: the marveUous notes
of a hfetime's unceasing thought and painrtil search. This
was the store-house of ascertained facts and digested, docketed,
codified Uw products. Quite so. Well, there w«, nothing
wrong with the portfoUos except this : the front of the drawers
should be converted into hinged flaps. Any decent cabinet-
maker—there ought to be one in the village—could effect this
change. Precious moments would be saved in dropping flans
instead ofpulling out drawers.

••« o -"f

Now with regard to all these question-and-answer cards IOh yes, that was obvious. These were sent out to all Ukely
quarters when Mr Burgoyne was seeking first-hand statistics
under any head. The colour of the printed cards indicated
the subject, or group of subjects, of course. For instance, as

logy. Well, a lot of the answers were sheer waste of time to
read—obviously the information was not first-hand but copied
out of books. These correspondents had thought only of
their own reputation and, in dread lest the great man should
all unconsciously put them on an everlasting pillory by citing
them m footnotes as authorities, they had flown to the Utest
text books. " Who is Wren ? " asked Mr Stone, abruptly
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Wren, Mid Mn Burgoyne, wu their neighbour, the clever

doctor who was good enough to interest himself in the distri-
bution now and then of red cuds.
"Wren knows what he is sbout, but he bM got into •

groove," said Mr Stone. "And he seems never to have heard
of half the German hospitals."

Kind Dr Wren, it seemed, wu responsible for the loss of
many moments.

All these books on the close-packed shelves were—it went
without saying—Mr Burgoyne's working tools, and the desir-
able thing, of course, was to keep his tools ready to his hand.
But his assistants should introduce method into the arrange-
ment of his tools; the books should be kept moving on the
shelves. Those two small adjoining rooms, instead of being
employed as mere overflow reservoirs, should be made a sift-
ing department. Mr Burgoyne's books, moving from year to
year as they grew old and exhausted—if they ever did become
exhausted—and in accord with the fluctuating character of
their importance when considered in relation to the work
iUelf, should pass slowly round Mr Burgoyne's big room and
out into the back of the sifting department. Mr Burgoyne, like
all great workmen, worked with few tools : it should be easy
to arrange.

AssisUnts should not, merely because they were assisUnts,
be careless of their moments. Mrs Burgoyne, who was really
the secretary, no matter what other aid her husband had re-
ceived, must take up typewriting. She would find typewriting
quite an amusement Some lithographed letter forms should
be obtamed for replymg to manifestly impertinent and foolish
strangers. With pain Mr Stone had calculated ji average
waste per morning of forty-three minutes of Mrs Burgoyne's
own time when dealing with the day's post.

Thus Mr Stone, looking about the room with dark eyes
had seen the moments dribbling away in all directions.

'

Filling one of the large window recesses there was a strange
and untidy collection of what the household called Mr Biir
goyne's toys. On either side was a capacious toy cupboard
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irith many dimwen, and between the cupboard*, fait bdow

^ pou, bottle, of chemid.. c«dbo«d bo«^ Z tnj.
witli tear., and bud. iloating in .limy liquidTghM-pc^
where« poor httle weed, were kert under anwlhS-duSJ
proteacted operaUon., and iriiat not fantutie, metty, and iZ

SS^hl
'''" "•'=' '" "'" ^' Burgoyne^eTd 'to enSChecking thing., going over old ground with littk ingeaiouihr.

n^'!!^/?'"T'^ °"^'"« 8ood other peopleWk; and

noT^W ^: K
""- •• '""''= *' ^«*- Like Darwin, h; wa.

ti^/ 7?^ *" **"" "' '•" 'muwiment. Morbid growths

h« thought M h. pUyed with hi. toy^ when perhap. all the
tone. If one knew, hu real thought bad not been of di«a«d
plant tMsu^ but of di««ed brain tiwue. BTwhatevTS
Wr ' '^'"V"?

°^' •" P'''"'^ "«"'*«» P'*^" froi" watch-«« the mampulat^ve .kill of Mr Stone when .et to work in thewwdow. Ke .tood a. one .pell-bound whUe Mr Stone cutm.cro«op,c section^ or rubbed hi. hand, in delight m
breath the len. pithed out reticulated Te,«l., or^aSmembrane from wall in the minute .tern of a danS m
r^-y^r^: ^«^-« -«<««-„. precL-n

tavaluable. The gydener had brought hi. master half-a^ozentender young «^hng waU-flower. in pots, and Mr Burgoy^ewa. .ubjectmg Cfe,«,M«x CMri to .tudied perseS

Sec^n^ , P°i ^°'."**^ ">* "*8e of a marvellous toy, inthe construction of which Mr Stone .urpassed himself The

ot^aTttS:r"' 'h?r>Py P'""' i-TcardboaTdungJon
or a little ease," and ho'd it in darkness-save for one shootabove which the sunlight was to be introduced through a pL^r
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window-thaft. Thui all the energy of the victim would be
directed towudi ha«ty celtconitruction ia order to reach the
light

:
the plant would, at it were, stand on tiptoe and almost

break its back in its endeavours to attain this warped elonga-
tion. Then, with cotton threads, miniature pulleys, and
weights running in sfets, a cap was to be neatly fitted upon
the growing-point, and the wretched plant would be compelled
to measure for all observers the desperate strength expended
in this abnormal effort Really it was a pretty, if a cruel, toy.

Stone seemed to shut hii dark eyes and blink from admira-
tion as Mr Burgoyne unfolded his little plots. He could not
in a hundred years have invented such ruses, but he carried
them through grandly.

There was no doubt of Stone's sincere admiration. He
spoke of it to no one at the Lodge, but he spoke of it to Dr
Wren, and found this gentleman to be quite of his mind. Dr
Wren, when invited to the Lodge, was, in fact, as proud u if

he had been going to dine with a king. He welcomed young
Mr Stone at his snug little house at the top of Harbour Street,

and, during long, shoppy talks of an evening over their pipes
in the library-surgery, showed himself an unexpectedly strong
man for a seaside doctor, even if he was ignorant of the latest

achievements of the German hospitals.

"I call it a privilege," said Wren, puffing hard «t his big

wooden pipe, " to sit in the same room with him—just to see
him, and hear him speak—on any subject. But to work, with
him—day after day I Stone, honestly, I think you are one of
the luckiest men in England."

" That's what I thought," said Stone, " at first"

"At first?"

"Yes. Ill tell you what I mean. You know he has been
extraordinarily kind to me. He has given me praise altogether

disproportionate to the extent of my feeble services."

"Yes," said Wren gravely: as though this might well be,

"that is his way always. But he means all he says—it is a
part of his greatner to—to make the best of all lesser things."

"Well," said Stone, "it has almost overwhelmed me; but it
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hM«et •thinking c^pp„„,_^ ^ ^
p .

)
h. uyi be would lilce a« to star on -rtty for g^- "^

" YouTl my, of coune."
"^

«J!.r*n^ •*:.'^* " '^"^'^ "•" *• «<« of mrythini-Ui.endofallnr dreuu. Wren M* .i..ki>.v-
w/mmg um

"Ah..J wX-To^JSrjr^ii^'c^rTj'
Md thought or ftncy h«d come unbidden to hi. mind, .nd he

"e WM a tohd, fur man of about thirty-five : a bis itronirm; tnd, a. he «t tmoking hi, old pic he JLmST^
••ying with un,poken word. 7 "Career. Y« ^!fi ^^
!:?re'?r''"'"'\''

^^^°'''^' ^-^^^we make of them-ewn the .trongeat of u.-in the end ? »

Stone, improving in health every day, remained at theI^ge for another month, by anangemen ; then^ .£week, indefinitely. Then, one eveniSg after SnuJ^t Srgoyne ««, .he ,ord. that hi, gue,t had expected to 'hi
^""

I only w„h. Stone, that I could keep y^here alwtj, "
You can, .ir, if you wia" '

del'TnthLLm'^'wh^'t^^^^^^ f.iSTr'' '"*

thu, thi,^a„ist Mr Burgoy'::^ t^^" '^httX^p""•You have as,i,ted me in the highest degrw. ButTXiuldnot-unIe«, perhap,, for one con,ideratifn-be ju, ifiS ^'Jwceptmg what might be a «crifice-of much that ". SJ oyou-the hope of better thing,, for instance. E^erJ m^h!^hi, own work to do-not another man's."
^ ^

He looked at hi, guest very kindly, and hi, voice was fnllof kmdne,,, but he seemed to look throueh the v™,!^« though he could not help doing so / he Sm'^"^Z^^,words to the young man's secret thoughts because they wlrf»o transparently obvious that unconsciously he Jve eloTes f^!.o them. It was as though in a moment'he h1d Wd S.:^^:
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oat benMth hi* gntt tboufht-mkroKope, tad in mm gUnce
hM) explorad the inneniKMt mytteria of wluU wai, iter til,

very lifflpia ocganitn.

"Tkke another nonth," nid Mr Burgoxne^ rising from the

nble, " to coniider it Ttke « month to malie up your mind."

"I hm made up my mind now, sir."

"No; I om't hare you decide till another month haa
passed. Weigh it all carefully, Stone—as though it was not

yourself— but somebody else. Take advice. Ask Wien.
Yes; talk it over with Wren. I have a great opinion of

Wren," and he laid his hand on Stone's shoulder. " Why not

ask Wren to give you a good orerhauling ? There is this one
consideration, my dear fellow. The sacrifice of your natural

hopes may t a balanced by the escape from many perils—perils

to your health, I mean. Ask Wren how you stand. Are you
reaidy for the battle of life, or should you avoid it?"

In this final month Stone had many talks with his new
friend Wren : talking to him with as complete a freedom as

though Wren had been an old friend instesd 6f d new one.

Wren was a " thorough good sort
:

" you could not talk to him
for long without being convinced of the fact He wu not

showy, or brilliant in bis work ; but he was sound and strong,

and much deeper than you could at first anticipate. Indeed,

you might probe very deep into Wren's mental storehouse

without reaching its floor.

"Youll stay, of course?" said Wren again.

"Yes; I want to suy."

"That's right," said Wren, cheerfully. "You know, you
may be sure of one thing—you won't have to complain as to

salary. I never heard what he gave Edmundson and the

others, but he is always princely in money *ers."

"I haven't given a thought to the money."

"That's right," said Wren. "I didn't suppose you were
mercenary. I only wanted to tell you about Um, in case you
didn't know. You need have no uneasiness about taking

whatever he offers, because he is, I imagine, a really rich man."
"Is he?"
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"You see how simply he Uve^ WeU, I imagine that his

^il^f 1^ ' '''*" *"" ''°"''' ^ accumulation^ He is
splendid about money-princely, as I said : yet with no con-tempt for it; treatmg it as what it is-Utent energy "

Butntn^K?'" "^^^ °' '°"* '^"°"» "^ 'hich Richard
Bu^goyne had converted an idle banic balance into an active

It or '5 Ik '"'!.T''
*"' «°''<''"'«'" of a professorial chair

at Oxford, that additional ward in the St Saviour hospital, orthe London and Durham Research Studentships

frilLT" "°i- ''°»7f..-i'hout hesitation-in spite of hi,fnendly, confidential feeling-that Stone at last acted on thegreat man's advice and asked Dr Wren to overhaul him.

n,. .T.\f P'
}

"'"'' 5'°"''^ ™" y°" y"d "easure overme and tell me exactly what you think. . . . Will you? Ifsawfully decent of you to let me give you aU this trouble. I
feel as fit as can be now—but I want to iaow "

"Trouble, what nonsense," said Wren, "But wouldn't itbe as wel to slip up to Ix,ndon and let one of the big wigs dothe tnck for you ? Wouldn't it be wiser to let old ReeceVvea go at you ? My yard measure is very much at your serv."but can you trust it ?
" «»"<.(:,

.ii'Z*'k"
"^^

^^TJ ."^ '""'' you-more than Reece and

?i„.»^7T;„ V°°' "'"" '° '•=' '•" 'orfd into my confidenc^d I'll take your opinion against the lot of them-
because I thmk you are a friend, and because I think you area thundering good doctor."

'

Upon receipt of this handsome compliment Wren insistedon shaking hands If he had detected in hi, young f^ndt
tl^T^M '".^^Z'^q-i"*^'-. a certLn loftiness otone or a mental attitude that indicated conscious superioritvm all matters relating, however remotely, to "shop?!!^J" ehad for a little while faintly resented an arrogance as of hilygained physiologist in converse with muddlteg general pS
S'o'^t. ""' '" •^'""P"'"* ''" -' -^ handsome!;

"No time like the present," said Wren, cheerily. "Come



THE GUARDED FLAME %g
into the other room, my hn^, a:<J you shall hear all that

Whitebridge-on-Sea can tell you."

After a very careful exa uiration, the jeaside doctor told

the brilliant pupil of the dm jus Reec< that he was sound.
Dr Wren was " cocksure of it " ; he had no doubts of any sort

:

the young man, considered as a machine, had temporarily

stoppf d going because it had been foolishly over-driven, but
there was absolutely nothing wrong with the works. John
Stone might return to the battle-field of life to-morrow : if he
desired to do so. He was not a constitutionally strong man

—

certainly not ; but he was as strong as many a staunch fighter.

And yet Dr Wren still advised him to stay where he was.
" Look here," said Wren, and he laid his hand on the young

man's shoulder as though in imitation of Mr Burgoyne.
"What are the chances against you—against the cleverest of

us—making this career that we all talk about ? A million to

one, eh ?

"

" Long odds, anyhow."

"Quite a million to one.' When you and I speak of a
successful career, we don't mean Harley Street and a front and
back parlour, and two thousand a year in bad years and four

thousand a year in good years—we don't mean that, do we ?

No, by Jove, we mean doing solid work—doing some piece of

work that no other man can do, except ourselves."

"That's about it"

"Something good, something real—not bosh and bunkum,
however highly paid. Well then, it's a million to one against

us. Money, yes I If you want to make money, go back. If

you have relations dependent on you "

" I haven't a relation I care a damn for, or one who cares a
damn for me."

"Then stay where you know you can do the useful work.

You mayn't have money, you mayn't have fame, but you
ought to be able to sleep comfortably in your bed at night if

you know you have helped old Burgoyne one inch farther

along the road he is making for all mankind. No one may
know you have done it, but you will know—and thatll be
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something real—something done, not talked about or dreamt
about, but done."

"Yea, ni stay."

"Look here. Look at me. I've dreamed the dream, of
course," and Dr Wren's hand shook as he filled his old pipe
and let his coarse<ut tobacco tumble about upon the saoL^
floor. "Why, gocd Lord, I was full of it-stuffed up with i(
when I had to choose-to renounce-to make the sacrifice.My father died-and it seemed my duty to come down here
and go on with his piactice-for the sake of my mother andmy two sisters."

"You chucked everything for that?"
"Yes, and in two years my poor old mother was dead, and

both my sisters were married-to men of means, and I sat
here, left m the cart, eating out my heart because it had been
a use&ss sacrifice. They could have done very well without

i t fu.., T """'"^ ^^ '^'" "'°"'='h for the two years if
1 had let the practice go to the devil"
"Rough luck 1"

"By Jove, as I sat thinking about it, I thought there had
been nothing like it since the Crucifixion. . . . Well I don't
even regret it now. I am a willing, contented martyr. lam
surer of myself now than I ever should have been. I have
learnt what dreams are and what facts are. If I had given my
mother my ticket in a lottery that had a million subscribers-
for her sake had renounced my chance of the grand prize—no
one could have said I was insanely generous, could they?
Well that s all I gave her-my lottery ticket," and Dr Wren
laughed, and brushed his hand across his eyes—to keep the
smoke out of them.

"And I "said Stone, "will give old Burgoyne my lottery
ticket, and he too laughed, and then blew his nose-because
the smoke had tickled it.

In this manner young John Stone became a permanent
member of the family at the Lodge.



IV

J^^R BURGOYNE was engaged upon his Framework oj

Day after day—week days, Sundays—week after week,
through the changing seasons, through the gliding year, the
quiet work went on in the quiet room. Each morning the
assistants took their accustomed places— Mrs Buigoyne at
her desk near the French windows, Mr Stone at his desk
near the window recess that contained the toy cupboards;
and each morning they both glanced with doubt and ap-
prehension at the pile of letters, pamphlets, circulars, etc., on
the table near the door. Would the morning's post be easy
or difficult ?

So often it happened that he, the master-worker, was called
off the work by a request that he could not refuse, and Mr
Stone was forced to watch long hours, instead of moments,
leaking away. Sometimes Jthey were lucky, and morning after

morning the assistants smiled at each other as the last letter

was opened and the post-bag shown to have contained nothing
dangerous—that is to say, nothing that they, the assistants,

could not themselves deal with. Then the luck would turn
and the calls seemed incessant Now it is Vivisection: a
letter to The Times that must be written. One of the great
lights has said that he should speak. A final word is needed
from him on this, that, or the other burning question. Now it

b a demand for letters that have come to him years ago. He
must hunt all the morning for those friendly notes from the
worker whose work has been stopped by death. Sorrowing
friends are busy with the Biography and they want all materials

as rapidly as may be possible. So he sits reading old letters

in front of the big press wherein lie private correspondence as
well as the famous portfolios.

3'
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"No, I can't send them this," and he smiles as he puts back

a letter.
'^

They are splendid, such letters as these, from the other lights
tne real hghts. Here is a contemptuous mention of Pro-

fessor Jenner Cox-the sham light. A man of the fourth
magnih.de this Professor Jenner Cox, who pushes himself
forwMd, m columns in the daily press with bumptious
criticism. So soon as a great man is dead, he claims equality
and fnendship, bursts into vainglorious reminiscence-
Another of us gone," and so forth. Thus he bulks large in

the public eye, building his spurious reputation. But thus it
IS when tae strong clear light is turned upon him, as the Uving
peat ones write to one another: "Do you see they have put
that ass, . . . on the Royal Commission?" So the sentence
will appear, with the blank, some day in one of the big men's
biographies. Then, some day, the name will be put into the
blank and, to all who know, the sham reputation will be blown
away. The great men could prick the bubble now, but they
are too great. They have work to do.
Mr Bu^oyne's working place is, in all seasons, on thewmdow «de of the broad hearth, with his back to the light

Here he sits m a deep leather arm<hair, a writing board upon
his knee, surrounded by hisbooks-on table, on chair-seatsjon
the floor-with the faces of his friends smiling down upon
him. Above the shelves on this side of the room the pictures
of his friends-photographs and engravings in plain black
frames—form a much prized collection. Nearly all bear
autograph inscriptions : all of them have been given to him by
the friends themselves. Many of the friends he has not seen
except as here m portraits. W. K. Clifford, Huxley, Tyndall
Lubbock, etc-,t is a glorious picture gallery between hearth

*".K ri^°''
^^'^ " ^""'* "'"''=''^'' "'"ing "nd ^solute,w.h bold penmanship: "To Richard Burgoyne. friend and

fellow- abourer"; here is Jean Cerisier, with pointed, angular
character^ k Burgoyne, n6tre maltre k tous " ; here Alexander
Bam, m full rectorial pomp, gown and collar; and so on
But the post of honour is the sp«:e above the mantel held 1^
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^^

the largest picture in the collection: portrait of a thin bent

Z^"^° T^' '^"'^'^^' "d. wrapped in hi, long loShrfds a .louch hat in hidden hands as he look, upon hi.Swith a wonderful, enigmatical, yet most kindly siiile.
Leaning forward in bis big chair, when that tiresomemorning^, post i. done with, the own*; of the room .ST.m pencil nearly ,Jways; or, leaning back in the c^ir he

tr^'H^^'^i'
" ''' ^"""=' -thod 'of production Mr sloS

fh!^
" J^ •

* T'" *"''''' "P°" ">« clean manuscript;then It „ typewritten by Mi.s Gregory, .pinster cousin of thevicar down m the village; then the master works again on thetyped copy-and then the little stream of gold i. there Sosmall-matter for one printed page a good day. S 1°

seems impossible that thus-so little L a day-he yet canbuild his monument of precious metal.
In the order of the hours, correction come, first and then

production
;
the typed matter, then the manuscript, then thescrape o the marvellous pencil, or the grave, slow tone^ of theword-weighmg yet inspired voice.

»» or me

fil1W*?K"''"^f ^^' "'"'" the pencil flies, driving on fast,fiUing the smaU sheets, four, five, six of them, ere it stops
abruptly-the gold flowing out in a molten, ^pid strtmBut such days are very rare. What Stone has lea.!ned to lo"k
fo 1. so little, so very little, that every time he thinks of Uhis wonder deepens. Can it be that thus are built suchmonuments?
Stone thinks of it and speaks of it to Wren again and again

^ he stoops over his desk busily transcribing, or verifying the

r^u^^'^"' V"'^'^
°"' ""'^ '"''"'"'^"8 'he vast mass of

collected data from which are drawn those footnotes to each
pnnted page of the completed books, he is filled with the
wonder of the work itself. How is it done ? Measuring the
greater by the less, comparing such work with common work,how best might one form a clear conception of the process b^which day after day in thi. silent room the work goes on?Through .11 the months of preparation, throughout the long
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building up of pUn, in all the time, m now, of creation,
whence come* the impehu, what ar« the guides that govern
and control the work ?

To Stone it seems that in the preparation stage, his employer
takes little trouble, never worries, never urges himself to con-
centrated effort. He is like a man Ubouring in darkness
below the ground, knowing intuitively that as he mines and
quarries he is never far from the right line. An inner sense,
some latent adjustment had served him, would always serve
him. Long use had made him easy as he toiled thus in the
dark—in the vast thought-cavern fiUed with the debris of
dead thought

: the confused rubbish heaps left by other men's
work. And he seemed to know when the cavern walls were
wearmg thin. Here the drill again: here tiie pick again:
such little blows against the prison waUs-^he mountain vralta
of immemorial ignorance—tap, tap, tap—thinner, thinner.
He inows. Then " Stand back 1 " A last shower of crumbling
rubbish, and the light pours in—the good Ught of day. Never
again will men be held in Mt thought-prison.
But outwardly, it is nothing at all. A quiet, painstaking

man muddling over trifles : a kind old man not particularly
quick, although possessed ofmuch simple shrewdness ; astonish-
ingly facile in conviction, apparently ; respectful to the opinion
of others

J reaUy, perhaps, attaching no more importance to
tiie opimon of a man of science than to tiie opinion of a cab-
dnver.

"Stone, I wonder if old Kendrick was right about the snake
bitt and motor reflexes? The dear old boy was so mighty
confident that no one ever seems to have questioned him," and
he looks round and smiles benignly at his assistants. "

I have
wondered about it before. I believe I made a note once.
Stone, I do wish you would hunt out that note for me."
Then the storehouse is visited ; the orderly storehouse is

explored
;
the necessary portfolio is brought forth, and tiie note

is found.

"Sixty-three! Bless me I As long ago as that? "and Mr
Burgoyne reads the note. "Quite insufficient evidence. Com-
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p»re Kendrick's cat and Chandler** Madagascar lemurs? . . .

Oh yet, it comes back to me. The old boy based the whole
theory on one series of experiments "; and he reads again.
"

'
Vtd* S4S-6-7- Quairit Anatomy, Riggs ArHfidal SHmula-

tisH ofR^exts,'" fHia., etc.

And then all these carefully annotated books are dragged
down from the shelves and he reads here and there, slowly-
very slowly—while the others go on with their tasks.

" Honestly, Stone, I believe it is just bosh."
"Do you, sir?"

"Well, look here. It's very unlikely—to begin with; and
why on earth should the left side, give more response than the
right ? . . . Thomas or Hibbert or Crane would put one straight
They have all been working this ground. I am so horribly
rusty. How can we find out? Can you suggest anyone.
Stone? Do you think Reece could help us? It would save
time if someone would tell us exactly what has been done—
bring us up-to-date, as they call it nowadays."

It is a week's work—a fortnight's work—three weeks' work
off and on, swamping everything, becoming the main task now
—to settle and despatch old Kendrick's foolish cat. And after

all, what is it—either way ? What in the name of reason can
the motor reflexes and snake bites have to do with the dis-

tribution of flora in the Tahiti archipelago, which was the line
last month ?

This is how it is done, outwardly. Assistants walk as in
a maze, going back down the parallel path : back, back, almost
to the toox at which they entered, before the opening appears
and they find a path that leads them forward—lucky, too, if

this new path do not prove a no-thoroughfare.

But, inwardly, when the great thoughts are coming it would
seem almost like this. Dr Wren has this theory as to the best
work of the great man in the leather armchair. He sits calmly
presiding while the dead men work. Not otherwise could the
intuition be explained. We are what the dead men made us.
We are bound fast to the long hand-in-hand chain of our
vanished ancestors; and in us the dead men's thoughts are
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latent. We, the living, contain all the dead, from the glimmer
in the ooze, upward, onward, to this last link in the chain—
ourselves. For Urn the dead men work—now one, now
another, now a busy workshop of them : all these forgotten
progenitors who have helped to make him what he is are
helping still. These are his real assistants : the alchemist, the
astrologer; the sailor, the explorer; the dead man who died
m torment whi'.s his savage captors danced by the glare of the
camp fire J the dead man who gave his life fighting nature in
the swamps J fierce soldiers, brooding lawyers—they work and
whisper while he sits serene, combining their efibrts, ordering
their force.

Stone, stooping over his desk, reading what the pencil has
just said, is sometimes convinced that Wren's theory must be
accepted. Not otherwise can the master mind have garnered
this particular scrap of knowledge. And Stone raises his head
and glances at the big chair by the dearth, with something
nearer to superstitious wonder than he has felt for many years.

Sometimes, young Mr Stone's gUnce rests for a moment on
his fellow-assistant—his patient, unwearying, fellow-drudge.
Sometimes, but very rarely, his dark eyes discover that Mrs
Burgoyne is for the moment "slacking." She has run her
fingers round the soft white neck-collar to resettie itj has
been thoughtfully pulling down the end of her little' lace
scarf; or with an open palm has been smoothing back the
heavy hair from her temples; and now she is looking out of
the window—eyes fixed, lips just parted—as she watches a
blackbird or a thrush hop and peck across the well-mowed
grass. Seen thus, she seems like a good and pretty school-
gul—so patient and so wise, and yet not quite immune from
vagrant school thoughts which lead by tortuous paths to
nonsense and to play time.

Suddenly, perhaps, she becomes conscious that the dark
eyes are observing her, and turns with the frank and unem-
barrassed smUe of comradeship: as who should say "Yes.Am I not naughty to be so idle?" Then, with the curious
child-like shake of the head tiiat already he knows so well,
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she pick! up her pen and rei- ^ei her taak. A graceful and
a gracioui schoolgirl, who really loves her school because she
loves the muter of the school, and who could not reaUv shM:k
because sU^king would s.-cm treachery.

Thus the long, quiet morning—filled with the quiet work-
wears on, until with a jerk, as of wound-up clockwork un-
expectedly stopping, Mr Burgoyne abruptly Uys down book,
board, or Ubulatrd sheet. He has worked to the limit of his
physical power and must rest Immediately he sinks down
and stretches himself at full length on the vast leather couch
that sUnds on the side of the hearth opposite to his chair.
BIrs Burgoyne covers him to the shoulders with a light grey
nig if it be summer, or a heavy grey rug if it be winter, and
then reads aloud to him from Tit Tims newspaper for a
quarter of an hour or twenty minutes. After twenty minutes
—never more—he is thoroughly refreshed: the clockwork
has rewound itself: he rises from the sofa alert and eager,
ready and longing for his Sybil to take him for the invariable,
undeviating morning walk.

There was one day in aU the year on which it was under-
stood that no work was to be done by Mr and Mrs Burgoyne.
This was the 15th of November: the anniversary of their
wedding: a date to be for ever honoured with high holiday.
It was Mr Butgoyne's custom on the eve of this festival to
go down into the village and purchase a little present for his
wife—card case, watch in leather bracelet, coat cover, or clock
to fasten upon the bicycle—anything that would come as
a pleasant surprise to the recipient; and in order to accom-
plish his purpose he habitually manoeuvred his wife out of the
way. To make the surprise complete, it was of course
necessary that she should be kept ignorant of what was in
progress. Understanding this necessity, she lent herself easily
to his will, and never protested when dismissed fhjm his com-
pany on the slenderest pretext. When—the operation com-
pleted—she was again admitted to his company, and perha ,

plainly saw the brown paper parcel, with an envelope undlr
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the string, lying on the ledge of the bookcase ne«r hit chair,
•he wai careful to teem uncontcioni of ito existence. If ihe
spoke of it, where would be the surprise? To-morrow mom-
ing, on the breakfast-uble, the parcel would be lying by her
plate. Then would be the moment of surprise : but not now.

To-day, howerer. she had forgotten it was the 14th of
November.

" You and Stone," said Mr Burgoyne. " should go for a good
spin on your wheels this afternoon, 'me roads must be in
fine condition after these winds. You must have a good lone
ride."

"But what will j-oK do?"
"Oh, I shall amuse wyrM very well. I think I will take

a httle stroll before te^. 1 will ask Effie to go with me."
"No, 111 come with you. Efiie shall go for the ride, and

I'll go for the walk with you. Effie wiU enjoy the ride, and
I would rather "

" Effie wiU not mind going with me just for once," and
Mr Burgoyne smiled, and his blue eyes twinkled with an almost
roguish enjoyment of the deception he was practising. "In
fact I have asked Effie, and she does not mind."
Then Mrs Burgoyne remembered that it was the 14th

of November, and meekly submitted to be dismissed for the
afternoon. Of course he wanted Effie to cisist him in select-
ing the surprise.

After luncheon Mr Burgoyne, with his fellow-conspirator,
waited until the bicyclisU had been safely despatched on their
journey, and then, hastily putting on his loose cape, he was
at once eager to sally forth.

Behind the house the ground dropped sharply and there
was a sheltered hollow where trees grew well. On the other
side of this snug little valley the chalk cliff rose again in
curious terraces, with intermediate grass slopes, until the flat
down or tableland of open country was reached. On the
crest of this inner cliff stood the first of the windmills which,
like a line of sentinels, guarded the hedgeless fields and the
five or six miles of broad high road as it crossed the down.
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A path led one through the hollow to red brick itept, down
which one could plunge into a lunk Une ; then by more red

brick ttep« one plunged again, until, through a miniatui*

labyrinth of flihermen's cottages, one emerged into the coal-

ttained roadway by Harbour Wall. Thii wai the ihort cut

from the Lodge to the village, and it wai by this route that

Mr Burgoyne and hit niece plunged down to their lecret

Usk.

"Look," laid Mr Burgoyne, m they walked beneath the

bare branches of chestnut and beech. " Some wind still I

"

and he pointed upward to the slowly moving sails of the

windmill. " Not too much for bicycling, I hope—not enough

to tire your aunt."

"Oh no," said Effie. "Som wind is fun. If you've m
wind you can't have the wind behind you. Don't be afraid.

Uncle. And Jack is so sensible—he would never let her do

too much."

"That's right Stone is indeed wise, beyond his years—

always considerate " ; and they hurried along the path, pratt-

ling most cheerfully. "See, Effie— empty seats, vacant

thickets: no lovers' walk to-day, is it? No loving couples

proving their affection at the expense of their good manners."

" No, Uncle Richard. That's a comfort, isn't it ?
"

In the tourist season the cool and shady paths were much
affected by humble visitors who seemed to think that arms

round waists were the best and most natural ornament to

young ladies figures. Effie, who loved this rapid descent to

shops or pier, had complained that the vulgar tourists de-

barred her from using it when she most wanted to use it—in

the burning summer-time.

"Uncle, see " This was m they came out among the

hanging nets and the piled eel-baskets behind the cottages

—

" there goes Miss Granger—in a new dress. I am certain that

ifs a new dress. Oh, do you think she is trying to find Dr

Wren to let him see how smart she is ?
"

" Well, my dear—in strict confidence—I shouldn't wonder

if she was."
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«Jj;!' ^i" °""f•
"•* "'^ '^'•' ""w "Other«« the tout-guard lUtion on the f«r dd. of the harbour, w.i or .t l«ut

hjjd been, .he belle of Whitebrid,.. S^!7uu^^Hk^Z
ir trJo,? V *'/'^''«-'^'*«>W the pier-ligbt. o, the greSMr Burgoyne hiB5elf-«d indeed had been thui fwnouTfor
twelve or more yearr Many were the little joket, known to

tXr'^ ""• *^ ^' '''" ^«" '" L^^dTlinJ

« wTlL p'flllllli' 5'"Jr"«--<»«' y«>» think then catch bin. ?
-

weu, Effle—and this abo it in confidence—I should not

^hl!T^ i'^lf'^
"'"^ "'^°« of '""e day.- «d "hephUofopher chuckled tolerantly and benignantly.

the!iwoX„"."'*"''^J'"''
""* '" •''«''<"y pin. "d touchedth«rwoo len cap.

;
old women nodded, and children curtseyed

:

It was a pleasant progress through friendly faces. But haif war

to"!"
«"^" WallEffiefrowned. UncleRichard w„ aCo be stopped by the most insufferable man in WhitebridgT

thought
: Uncle did not mind him.

" Hi
» called Mr Ingle, the hairdresser, from the steps of hi.h..rcuttmg saloon, "hi, «r_,urely you're not goiS^ by I

John Stone loathed Mr Ingle. Dr Wren used to say that he

k.ck Mr Ingle all down Harbour Wall and tound the comer

iL™t^.!H
«"•«'""»"«" of this fact that tied your tongue «S

Kt ctiTr "; '!^' '"" y°" "" ^ °"« of Mr'Jngle'sjelret chairs and suffered. He meant no harm. It was this

ttr:^::hf??K°' ''i!''
^""^"^"^ °>°'« '='-"y than ^r«st-

sufferinT« alL ' ''" '° *' '" "' '"^•' '='^'' '^'••°'"

rev^redSm ffh^^^^ '^ ^^^ Burgoyne-lored him andrevered h,m for h« ^m^n-senu. " That's what I pride myself

wh.t .H "^T" ""^ '*» **" ^' customers; "and tEwhat I admire in him_<,uite apartfrom his position -
VVT^enIngle was about to move from his old ore^ses in Pier Strwt



THE GUARDED FLAME 4,^M^ "*• of the «loon. h« ame up to the Lodge .«!Mked Mr Burgoyne for hii advice in the matter. • This i, ,«,ou. thing to me." uid Mr Ingle. " Moving a bu. ne., ke«m^ touch «,d go. I «„.. satisfied with Pier St"ee'-io'

Z^l :*"T*7"" '"**' "'^'^ •»• «'"«» *e trade ho,«ht
J but 1 don't w«,t to go and nuke a fool of «y^l

*rT
* VJ^ *^ »*" •»• ""«»'«> how it strike, you.- '^

ness. Candidly, I hesitate to advise-1 can only do k) onbroad pruiciples. But this much doe. occur ,0 me I„%."«

"Just so."

"But travellers by railway come from towns, from luxurious«.nounding, all modern .menitie.-i„cludr„g h.i d^,^;
saloon.: wherea. those who Und from shipt-.m.i: ,h

™

especially-have nece«arily been deprived of many con, o,^

hJ^inTsS^^l^^ '""- •^-"^ "• "-^- "^ Of

JsI"?liaTwt/V
'"•" "*?*

J""*-
'"^•''' ~""»on-

T^L k/. u u^ ^ ""' "P '*"• •»<* I" «>»<>• «>• move :and, as he told his customers, had never regretted it.
Now, this afternoon, stopping his adviser, he looked at him•"Shingly. " Let me have a good look at you rir V^

week I shall «pect you. A man in your position sh3nev2
neglect his hair-no, nor his beard either "

"I will not fail, Ingle, but I can't stop now."
Effie in disgust had been looking out to sea, refusing even tobe aware of Mr Ingle's presence; but, as they passion theintolerable man called after her.

'

"And miss I You jog hi. memory. He has more to thinkof than you and me. Bring him down Monday, if you can
'"

the," exlTai:^/.* 'H^'
">«« Mr Townley, the vicar, Jd with himtney exchanged bows. At the imer thev exehan-wi »

But'tM":^^';:^"""-^ -^^Z^^^^i^'But with Mr Allen, the red.r..r:r, .. dtor. on the other side of
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the street, although he seemed ready for the exchange, Effie

would exchange no bow : because he bad once been rude to

Uncle—in a letter about the maintenance of the lane between
the cliff gardens—and he was, according to Effie, never, ne?er
to be pardoned for his offence if he lived to a hundred years

and more. Then, at last, they turned into Mr Hind's station-

ery and fancy store, and began to look for the present
In their careful scrutiny, Mr Hind, stationer and printer,

would render no assistance, but would talk of the coloured in-

quiry cards which he printed for Mr Burgoyne.
" I've been thinking a lot about those cards, sir. And I've

an idea for you, sir. Have a double perforated card—what
anyone can tear off the answering half, pop on 'apeny stamp
and there you are. As I understand the printed matter, an
answer is what you require.—— "

Mr Burgoyne, at the counter, examining all the pretty

things with a childlike admiration of the ingenuity and taste

displayed in their manufacture, gave Mr Hind only a divided
attention.

"I—doubt if that would quite do—I think—my corre-

spondents would require more space."
" But sir, you don't grasp my idea. I'd have one half the

card blank. If you will step into my room, I'll show you
exactly what I mean. In a sense ifs just a postcard that I

mean. What would travel for the 'apeny stamp."
" Effie," whispered Mr Burgoyne, " has your aunt a photo-

graph frame?"
" O Uncle Richard, of course she has—dozens and dozens."
" What I propose," said Mr Hind, " won't affect the colour of

the cards."

" I am much obliged to you, Hind, but I think we won't
make any change. Really, the answers I desire are best in

closed envelopes. . . . Effie ! How about a card case ?
"

For a moment Mr Hind seemed badly huffed.

"Oh, very well, sir. But what happens half the time—

I

daresay 7 You don't get an answer at all. When, if it was just

to burst a perforation and write. Yes or No, and put on 'apeny
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•tamp, you'd get your aniwen. But you know best, sir. It

waa only an idea."

"Eflfe! This boxl ... The truth is, Hind, I am pre-
occupied—but much obliged to you. We'll go into it another
time, eh 7

"

Then Mr Hind, mollified, smiled again.

Mr Burgoyne stood for a long time fascinated by thre^ebony
pigs that moved on a slide in and out ofa white metal sty. He
knew that this would not do for his wife, but he admired it so
greatly that he begged his niece to accept it. But Effie, re-

solutely refusing and forcing him to tear himself away from the
pigs, finally decided that a certain oxidised silver ink-pot was the
most agreeable surprise in all Mr Hind's stock offancy articles.

" I am sure you are right, Effie, I am sure you are right"
Then, carrying the parcel under his cape, Mr Burgoyne

turned homeward, and with slow footsteps climbed up the
gentle slopes or? the sea-front His task was accomplished

;

he had been stimulated by the pleasurable excitement of the
secret task ; but now, with the work done, he was plainly tired.

They had come down by the sharp descent with quick foot-

steps and prattling tongues, but they went up the easy path
towards the red sunset very slowly and in silence.

Miles away, the bicyclists with redly flashing wheels were
speeding homeward towards the western glow. They had been
for a really long ride—across the down to Bratford, over the
river to AppleforJ, overtte hill to Gainsgrave, round by Bevis
Castle, where lived the great Lord Frodsham, and back through
Moorhouse and Slanes to the down and the windmills again.
Mrs Burgoyne, bright-eyed and flushed, leaning forward over
the handles, rode up the last long hill until, after being painful,

riding became impossible, and it was as though the machine
itself cried " enough " and abruptly dismounted her.

" Splendid," she said, after glancing at her watch-biacelet.
" Loads of time—You were quite right. I should never have
forgiven you if we hadn't got back in time for tea, ... Na
Certainly not"
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Mr Stone, u almjri, dented to push her bicycle as well mhu own up the hilU. But this aid she would never accept

She wa. enough trouble to her pilot, she used to say. without
shvking. '

" Let go, please. I wouldn't think of it," and she resolutely
pushed on, trudging ahead of her companion with lont free
stride*.

"

"Sure ifs not been too much for you—«ire yon are not
tued?"

"Not a little bit," said Mn Burgoyne. "I have loved it
—but It would have spoUt everything if we had been late for
tea."

In her bicycle costume—short skirt, white jersey, leather
belt, and woollen cap—she looked quite amaangly young.
There was youth in the voice, in gesture and in pos«^ in the
dark-brown hair rolled on the nape of her firm neck, in the
jaunty carriage of cap and feather, in the flat back, the slender
waist, fiiU strong hips, and above aU in the freedom of the
swinging stride.

" I beUeve you are tired yourself," and as she turned to look
oack at him half way up the hUl, in her laugh and in her eyes
there was youth—youth amazing and incredible if one re-
membered that to-morrow would be the eleventh aniversary of
her marriage to Mr Buigoyne.

ReaUy, this afternoon, she was like a schoolgirl out of school
—a nice, good schoolgirl who has worked hard and well, and
who can without remorse enjoy her play-hour.
At the top of the hill they paused for a minute : all before

them was easy going, with such wind as there was at their
backs. No wind was perceptible where they stood, in the
shelter of the chalk ridge that rose above the level of the road
on their right hand, but high over their heads the heavy sails
of the great windmill were moving, and making a heavy cUtter
and rumble.

On their left lay the long wide vaSey that divided the down
country—peaceful, silent flats, through which the sluggish
river crept, whUe it twisted, to the sea. By the river, twSting
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and writhing as though in imitation, ran the railway line—show-
ing litUe toy bridges, gates and level crossings, and a little toy
train that mixed iu white smoke with the white misU of the
marshy Belds. Far ahead one saw the wide cleft in the cliffs,

the smaU nestling town, roofs and church tower melting into
greyness, harbour and boats and pier nearly lost already in the
grey dusk. So peaceful, so peaceful as one gazed at it, that ito
peace seemed to 811 one's heart A beautiful evenmg in truth
—such a glorious sky: with one star shining clear, and one
little twinkling sUr that has fallen into the sea and is now the
pierhead light, as Stone knows. Silence and unruffled uilm in
sky and on land and sea—nothing of movement but the great
sails above their heads, driven by the wonderful, unseen force
of the wind that down here they do not feel.

"Now," said Mrs Burgoyne. "Go on. Tell me when we
can coast, but don't look round."

Mr Stone, as a careful pilot, would look round to see that his
charge was safe, and when he did this he used to make the
most dangerous swerves. He was, therefore, always implored
not to do it To-night he was obedient, and they swept along
the clean, dry roads swiftly and securely. Once or twice he
called to her, but he never turned his head.

"All right?"

" Yes. I'm close behind you. Go on."
In the lamplit porch at home she looked once more at her

watch-biacelet She was flushed and warm, but happy-
triumphant on having ridden so far and so w?ll. " You were
quite right Wc have done it" In the fireli: cliearful drawing-
room the tea things were on the table; in the light of the
candles in the workroom, Mr Burgoyne was reading while he
rested on the big sofa. As she stooped over him and kissed
his forehead, she saw it : wrapt in brown paper, with a directed
envelope beneath the string—her surprise.

Her eyes danced and her lips twitched, but she did not
seem to see it No—that would have snoilt the surprise.
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TN their uncTentful life, very tmall jokea were made to doA large service. For example: the joke about Stone's new
suit of clothes, and the joke about Dr Wren and Miss 3velyn
Granger.

Mr Stone, although never a sloven, was very far from being
what is technically termed "a dressy man." Neatness and
unobtrusiveness formed Ae keynote in his plan of costume.
Once, however, he went away to London and ordered a
fashionable suit It was cut in a sporting style, and when he
put It on no 0D« knew him. He was transfigured, and most
ill at ease as ha strove lightly to bear both the suit and the
chaff that the suit evoked. But in foct he could not bear
either, and the suit disappeared. Now for a long time the
joke had been : What had he done with the suit ? Had he
sent it to Newmarket to be taffled in a charitable bazaar?
Had he buried it? Was he hiding it upstairs because he
thought it was faM good for Whitebridge ? Even Mr Burgoyne
joined in the quiet fun.

"You certainly were very fine. Stone" ; or«On my word.
Stone, I hadn't seen such a suit since I was at Oxford. There
were some tremendous bloods at the House in my time."
The other time-honoured joke was that Miss danger wanted

to marry Dr Wren, tnd that she would do it sooner or later if
he wasn't careful. When Wren came to dinner he expected
to be teased towards the end of the meal. When Mary and
Sarah, the elderly parlourmaids, had put the dessert on the
table and left the room, Dr Wren used to move his hands
restlessly and to flush -!n pleasurable anticipation of his
teasing. He liked it and expected it as a part of his treat
Mr Buigoyne entered into this joke also, but it seem d with
scruples. It seemed that, although there was no ill-natured

46
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feeling againit Miss Granger, bis natural chiwlry revolted from
an Illicit use of a lady's name. He liked the suit-joke better.
It had, too, this great advantage-that one might have it when
one chose

:
Mary and Sarah could and did take their share in

Its enjoyment
: you need not wait until the door had closed

behind them.

Dr Wren was their only frequent visitor-their only visitor
at all dunng large portions of time. Since Effie had attained to
years of discretion, she had altogether ceased to provide them
with the society of her old friends, or to break the narrow home
circle with new mtruding faces. For herself—who might be sup.
posed still to need social relaxations-there were occasional
subscnption dances under the chaperonage of Mrs Townley
the vicar's wife, magic lantern or conjurer at the Anchor Inn,'
and rare dramatic performances in the Assembly rooms • a
triple bill offered by Miss Granger and other Whitebridge
amateurs; or what was better, a rousing melodrama unfolded
by a Z company who brought their ovn scenery and limeUght
One ancient well-established custom of friendly intercourse

had graduaU^ fallen into abeyanee. This was t^ me-night
visits of Mr and Mrs Burgoyne to Lord Frodsham, j-'.R.S at
Bevw Castle, and his lordship's return one-night visits to them
at Chff Lodge. Now, suddenly, the custom was to be revived
by the coming of this scientific nobleman and his two grand-
daughters. My lord had unexpectedly proposed this courtesy,
and already there was disturbance in the air of the preparine
household.

«- t~ 6

But for his versatility, perhaps Lord Frodsham would have
been really great His was a mind that eagerly sought and
plunged into every avenue of scientific investigation, and such
was his energy and natural strength that at forty he had done
good work m all directions. But he was always a scientist-
never a philosopher. He was an astronomer, a geologist, a
chemist, a botanist, up to a certain point a sound physiologist.
With his big telescope at Bevis, his coUections of flint im-
plements, h«. buried temples, his hybrid cattle, his orchid
houses, and his yacht, he was a figure known to a vat pi-blic
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Indeed, the ordinary newspaper-reader, if challenged to give
you a list of contemporary men of science, would probably
write Lord Frodsham automatically and at once. To the
Royal Society he was the author of InUrstellar media, and
LaM4 ViUagts of Seuthent Eureft. These were the only two
of all his books which the Royal Society desired to remember.
On the publication of the first of these he had been elected

:

after the appearance of the second he should have laid aside
his pen for ever.

Most unhappily, from the point of view of his best friends,
my lord at forty had begun to go to pieces. He had thrown
in his lot with the vitalists. At forty-five ht saw evidence*
of purposive scheme in all natural phenomena : at fifty he
said he was proud to think that he had definitely taken his
place " on the side of the angels." When true men of science
hear a brother speak of the angels' side, they know what it

means: they are very, very sorry.

All this was bad, but worse was to follow. In the last ten
or dozen years my lord had twice really disgraced himself.
First, with an astounding volte-face—my lord suddenly chang-
ing sides—it was spontaneous generation in his own private
laboratory at Bevis " irrefutably esUblished." Then, in the
recoil from his disappointment—coming back to the old love-
it was table-turning in London. Involved in a most vicious
circle of ghostmongers, my lord walked hand-in-hand with
spirits, talked to them, saw them, felt them : was eenvinad
"on evidence which no sane man could reject* It was the
cold breath of these disembodied visitanta that for a time had
chilled the air between the two life long fi-iends, Burgoyne
and Frodsham. Burgoyne loved his friend, but he could not
talk or write sympathetically about his friend's spooks.
"I am so glad," said Mr Burgoyne to Mr Stone, "I am

so very glad that Tom Frodsham is coming," and he glanced
round the workroom uneasily.

This morning Mrs Burgoyne had deserted them. Every
minute she had been called away. Now she was putting out
certain little-used portions of the silver plate. EflSe, too, was
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busy. In Uaga cbamoii leather bIovm >nH . u^^e to the ^^,oJZ fc-^H „

'WStgwaener. The gardener must puU himgelf toaoH^T !^-

for table or!«S,t
'^ ' '

''"' '^'''"•'''' '«""'f»' "««er«U

«Z5Xt''hS"'' **' ""-^^^^ - • '- -ne.

.oXTXxtr::—ti .tr°^"
-•

«adythevigitoiB'roon«.
^he maids were making

voir-when we wereblC-**"*"" ~'"""8 '^"' '»« Bel-

"Did you, sir?"

beinthe A.^ bnitSnteh'^T- H-'^^ewould

«fer to it. vTi rellly .L' ^ej^^ ^TeW "'^ •=»"''

Then there was a n.«« 7 • u ' """^ ''«" 8««n-"

dom^tic thund^oL^V.""ir ''-'' «^^ o'

it wir„tr/.tipidS;r^^l::;r «^' !--«-
Stone. If you s^ ^c^ngZZtt^ T-

"""•

something new—chanm th. Z^ '
"

''"*'' «n—start

TK.„ X ""^°*"8e the conversation somehow "

"No more can I, sir."

There was no doubt of it ti.. _
broken by ,t«nge viSons It « ^^ ."""'Phe^ wu
already the -p^ndiiS J'CeTh'"' '° '^"^ ^''^

uncomfortable. ^ **" °*** ™*de the house insufferably
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"I think," said Mr Buigojme, "1 will go out I think I

will ttroll down and get my hiur cut"
"111 come with 7011,* said Stone, "to the door; but I

won't go in. I couldn't stand Ingle to^y. Ill hang about,
•nd go on with yon when you 'come out—if you care to ko on
the pier."

Then, forlornly and disconsolately, the two interrupted
worken slunk away from the disturbed area.

The manner of Mr Ingle, as he ushered his customer into
the saloon, was nervous and flurried. It really seemed that
the atmosphere down here by the port wu no less disturbed
than on the cliff.

"Go to your dinner," said Mr Ingle, curtly dismissing the
assistant. "/ attend to Mr Burgoyne. ... Sit down, sir,

I won't keep you one moment," and he went out into his
private hall and stood listening, while the assistant disappeared
down the kitchen stairs.

"My wife, sir," said Ipgle, returning. "I thought I heard
her calling me," and with hasty, agiuted hands, he enveloped
Mr Burgoyne in the white wrapper.

Mr Ingle was nearly fifty and Mrs Ingle was not yet thirty—
a good-looking, high-coloured young woman, who occasion-
ally sat behind the counter in the front shop.
" I hope," said Mr Burgoyne, " that you have not had words

again."

"Yes; we have. I've given her a piece of my mind," and
jerkily Mr Ingle ran the comb through his customer's hair,

and sharply snapped his scissors. " Wants—I'll trouble you—
to go dancing off— to what, if you please? The dicus
procession I Mad for pleasure—but I mean to put a stop
to it. Hark I" and he hurried to the door of the passage and
opened it wide.

Mrs Ingle, with a very high colour, dressed for the
promenade, in picture hat and feather boa, came down the
stairs, passed through the passage and out of the street door.

"See that, sir?" said Ingle, pale from indignation. "See
that? Well, I told her not to go. I forbid i^ I did. Now
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you tee for yourKlf,",nd he .nipped .t MrBurgovM'.^

with ftfJLl''*"'^ i°
''?"• "'• ^ *•'"''' know what', the matter

*v .r-'T;
^"ky«>»: what poMe.«M her?"

gnl^rtfltr
**' ^"^•""^ "K^M.^^ftiend. Shell

"St S^'^h ^ .''?°'' 1^"°" "'^' '» *^ •'»'" It"

leot „^H1 f
°"' "• ^'""'" '' *'<"" y»»' thought.-.tteMt, until you have cut my hair. Don't think ofi.V^

It i. no. worth thinking about' iTi. nSg «!'' '^"•

dJJr to «f t? "^t"*-
*'

u""*'''»«'
«""«» •>!"'««>' '"ffi-

^n th^J- '*"'' '" ' '*~'»'"8 professional style, «,d««n the sossor. snapped smoothly and rhythmically.
^ ^

On the threshold of the front riiop, Mr Bureovne. with

vtj^tr """' ^°""^- '*'"^' "«» •^"" '^^^

"Inglft We ought to be good to our youna wives W.

^t:^,^^^^ Sentlewith our yLg^rrNe^^

tii°I^
^'°*'"'" •»'' *« ''o Miss Broomhalls arrived intoe for ^moon tea. and from tea to dinner it becameIffie^pleasMt duty to entertain these young Udies. T^ey seemL

'kumed; with large thoughtful eyes «,d pretty ca^Jdn!manners. One was eighteen year, of age ; thfoSerrSThe younger one was Edith, and the eider was JacqueU^

„™
; ,

' ""t Effie hked them both equally then sh. i.v^

This was after tea, when the little party was still in f»,»
drawing-room. Lord Frodsham was a^l. T^IJd m«Abo.e his high forehead he was shinily bald.«d^e hJir oC^
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his can Md in hii ejrebrowi wu like coone wliite thraul ; bat
his beaid wm itill ujqfy in colour. The thick eyebrows, and
the itnught line into which the undenide of hit mouttache
was sternly dipped, gave him a somewhat aggiessive aspect,

but in eyes and voice and gesture be wm bland and suave.

His hearty laugh—a sudden, unchecked exploeion—was win-

ning in its genial gaiety. He laughed now as he stood warming
his lean back at the fire.

"Where are your manners, Jack? Dont you know ifs

wrong to whisper 'n company 7 111 never take you out visiting

again "
; and then he begged Mrs Burgoyne to send the young

people out of the room. Rational converution was impossible

when his girls were present.

Outside in the hall the Misses Broomhall chattered freely.

"Isn't gnmdfather old-fashioned? ... Oh, he is I Youll
see at dinner hell have a velvet collar to bis coat And no
one else has done that for centuries. But he's awfully clever,

you know."

Then Miss Jack, looking back almost regretfully at the
closed door of the drawing-^oom, asked why Mr Stone had
not come with them.

" But, of course, he's seen the house before. He lives here,

doesnt be? ... I like Mr Stone's face. I suppose he is

awfully clever, too."

They were nice girls, but they had been building foolirii

hopes upon this visit about which grandpapa had talked so
much : they had woven f ''y-g«rl dreams of amusement, excite-

ment, even adventures. Grandpa had declared that theie
certainly would not be a dance—but you never can tell. Now,
as Effie showed them the house, although they sincerely ad-
mired everything because it was all so different from Bevis

Castle, their thoughtful eyes grew more thoughtful. The visit

was opening tamely.

"Grandfather has things just like that—but not nearly so
many of them."

Having exhausted all else, they had come at last to the end
of the corridor on the first floor. Here, between Mrs Bur-
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•ocietiet. inidtutioiii, hoipiuli. etc J^^^^ ^^
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coulTnot .mcnX ITJro^;,;'
'^ """• '*' ""»' «»«' »«
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^"^ "' '^"'' 8""«^»«'" ""gleet, hi»-

tol^l^fKr? *•"" '^ "*"' °°*'"« -o" for them

"dalltheservan™^*; *^ ^'*'"" ">°^ ^' •x'^oom,

pi^n^eT'^r^u^ ?:: iL^'r' • '^" ^^^ «-
w ought to te «haLT.. J u

*^'''' °""''^«' •' »"'age"-8 w de ashamed, and .he laughed gaUy. "But he
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hM brought JtMm to diM JUm. I told him he wu • ksy
old auui, wd Oat iBwla him laugh. Doetn't he make a noiie

when he laughs? But he is tuch a dear. You don't know
what a dear he is to us."

Then the visitors suggested that Bflte should go and look at

their erening frocka.

"I do hope jrou like them," said Jack. " Bythe-by—are
any people coming to dinner? "

Only Dr Wren wu coming; and Dr Wren was not Tery

young. Oh no I Dr Wien wu much o?er twenty-five.

They were really nice girl*—making no fuss, but henceforth

they were girls without hope. There would be no excitement

;

the visit would go on as Umely as it had begun. But, with

the abandonment of vague dreams, they settled down ment-
ally ; throwing themselves whole-heartedly into such quiet joy

u this companionship with a new girl fnend could afford

them.

They chattered without pause or hesiution, pouring into

Bfle confidence, history, fable : childish reminiscences of past

delight ; childish plans for future pleasures.

BflSe must come and stay with them for a week or a month
at Bevis Castle—or, better still, at the house in Upper Gros-

venor Street This Effie really must do, and go with them to

London balls. Their mother was dead, and their father had
married again, and between papa and grandpapa there was
coldness, but no strife They spent more than half the year

with grandpapa, and the rest of it at home in Warwickshire

with papa, or under the care and cbaperonage of Mrs Sergeant-

son—an old bore. Mrs Seigeantson was always with them in

Upper Grosvenor Street, but grandfather would not have her

at Bevis. He alone looked after them at Bevis. In London
he pretended that he hated the trouble of taking them to

parties, but really and truly he enjoyed the parties as much as,

if not more than, they enjoyed them.
"Effie," said Edith. "Yon an fond of dancing, aient

you?"
" Effie," said Jack. "What sort of mei. do you like best?
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Do TOO Hk« tlMffl wM mouatMdiM or without ? Yoti know
now, in th« c»v»liy—In lome of the Twy inuirteit regiment*-
ther we cle«Mh«red

: juit like your Mr Stone. Why didnt
Mr Stone go into the e*y»lry ? I think Mr Stone would look
ntber nice in uniform—in a breutpUte.*
Then it WM, u jMk chattered about dean-ihaved men, that

Bffie thought she liked Bdith lo much better than Jack.

It wat a pieaMnt, homelike dinner-party of eight in the
nmple old-world dining-room. The candle-light shone softlv
on the best cut glass, the best china, and an unusual display
of silTer pUte, on Effie-s Uble furniture of late roses and
chrysanthemums, on glossy fringes, and on white foreheads,
on my lord's bald head and veWet collar; but it lost itselfin
the dark old panelling and the black engravings. From the
hall «me mdistinct sounds of a male assistant's heavy boots,
of dishes soooping on the seaU of the oak chairs, while within
the room the two parlour-maids, Mary and Sarah, with Ruth,
the upper housemaid, to help them, bustled about thoroughW
enjoying them«.'-ef, glad to show the world that maids can
wait as well as a«, p*ck of arrogant men. In the mirror above
the Sheraton bureau, and again in the glass behind the salvers
and decanters on the Sheraton sideboard, you could see all the
htUe party

:
the four wise men ; and the watchful hostess ; and

the three brown-haired, white^kinned girls, sitting silent and
demure for a moment, but with eyes ready to dance and
sparkle at the hint of anythii^ like a joke. Four girls-not
Uiree-they seemed in the glass. In the glass, at least, Mrs
Burgoyne looked u young as the other three.
Dr Wren and Mr Stone provided good small talk, but too

plamly they hung upon the words of the learned elders, hoping
to pick up aU crumbs from a great intellectual feast But as
yet one could only admire without garnering. For the elders
forgetting all learned lore, caUing each other Dick and Tom'
had escorted each other back into that far-off past when they
were boys together, and spoke only of Oxford and under-
graduate days: of a bonfire for the dean, of Mercury as an
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i'^rS'.!!.^"'
'°' '"•"^°«'' "^ ^'"*™'« "d d"«». of that

„«^^ ""'^ '^I'^
'^'^ """"S "» Wilmington h.^'t cL'noned me. You'd never have won, Dick, if I h«in"^„^

hadn t begun to gallop. I was waiting for you. b7«',ou

L«ten to h.m Mr, Burgoyne. your husband alwaVsw.

for t": LT ofiT ' ""'r•
^"' "' '^•^ «^^«^

Fffi^%?'
wpPfMsed merriment had been exchanged bv

.e^t, (c
°"'."'^ *' ''°"*"- When champagnTwiVo 2•crved, Mary dway. declined masculine aid She w^!ri„^butler at the Lodge, «.d d.e brooked notnSerend^o"

-

^tS' '"'Pr"^-'''' ««J the other two mai^hiS^„^thered round a champagne bottle, as three good do«T^be ««. about a hedgehog that they^have uTex^^^ound
oT^ t"^ "?, '\^'''^ °f it, but wh^y unable toopen It Then at last Mary in despair passed out the bottll to

z^^Z-k^sr -"T'-^p^'-o^nS"maie victory. Then the loud reports followed each other raoidlv

S«t!lt he^H
''

'" '^' •"" ^'^ '°-'«''' " CliJllodJfno
n!,7»m^ ^! ,"i.°'

S-^ene-^-should go short of fizzy ^eNot till the ladies lefl them did the good talk c^eTom
^Jr^^f":"^

Then, as the host rcke?„u~I/rguest „pped his port, they chatted of the grea"woric«^W„n and Stone dewing up their chai„ listeneKenT o^

They were all good, it seemed-the real workers AnH «,many of them Ix,rd Frodsham had knownTthe'fl^ nwas splendid to hear the great names spok^ b^ JL tw^ Jl
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JohMnes MuUer, Gegenbaur, Schwann, Kolliker, Virchow.

Wernicke—they were running through the Germans- "thoie
patient, steadfast dogs," as Buigoyne caUed them

" And Flechsig ? " asked Stone.
Oh, a g(X)d man, a true man, a sound man, the two dden

both agreed.

" And Haedcel ? » asked Dr Wren.
"Oh, I know Ernst Haeckel," said Lord Frodsham ntber

gnmly. "Haeckel entertained me very handsomely when I

WHl^c'ky^*'"
I •»-•"-' 'o«y word against

Then as my lord sat s='ent, Mr Burgoyne. cracking his nuts.
•poke of Professor Haeckel with considerable admiration
"But he ftightens me-I have to:J him so—by what I callhu temperamental audacity."

" Audacity, yes," said Lord Frodsham.
"That is the impression he has given me in all bis later

books," said Mr Burgoyne, smiling benignly as he reached for
the salt—"a temperamental audacity that wars with profound
thought It reaUy has seemed to me sometimes that b his
stnving after synthetic effect—the desire to make each depart-
ment of knowledge neat and natty—dear old Haeckel will dabm anythmg: fact, &ncy-«nything that comes handiest at the
moment."

Then, without warning, before Stone could do anythine to
avert It, the stupid argument burst upon them. To U)rd
Frodsham, the vitalist and sometime spiritualist, the name of

as Wren afterwards said, he let loose the whole bag of tricks •

design m aU nature, vital force, the mystery behind the veil

™^T VV^ r'*" '^^ ^ *'"«°y°« to «°>"« de^

an!^
''

'" "^*' '"'' *" " ''^* ^'"'^ *°

" Don't shirk it, Dick Don't try to shuffle out of it Youwe a very big man, but you are stopped there as completely
as the smallest of us. You can write about it, but you^ nomore explain it than a child of two."



5* THE GUARDED FLAME

deZfi
*'"'" '^^ ^' ^'^'^ ««"•' «''«»'=«8 *• port

^o^tfunk you. Did you r^ what Jenner Cox uid Ae

^^'Smdy, Tom. you wouldn't trot out Jenner Cox to .upport

^Z^'foZIT:^:^^^ Voutoldmeyour^e.^^

^.me'^XfJ!:;"'"'"^^'""- ^«"--t be thinvi^g of

to12^ °" °' '*™* " ^^ yo» « good M confessed

.idS*"
for a few moments then was perceptible heat on both

"No, Tom. NeTN."

"B^'^««* '
""'i^'^

•""' ^ B-nSoyne «ud gently:But, Tom, we are forgetting—the ladies."
'

Wond^ it was to observe the effect of this appeal upon

maV' ^ 'r^"
•"** ^"^ Frodsham laughed jovially: «Id.dn't come here to wr«.gle over my wine, did I. Tom ? Nowyou youngsters lead the way"; and, taking big Dr Wr^ Jthe shouldew, he pushed him towards the open^ door.

^
In spite of modest reluctance, Dr Wren and Mr Stone weracomprised to precede the older guest My lord, u^m^dZhxmself wh«. he thought of the stupid littie ^me^rhuiback unhl he could link his arm in that of hisZlong fnSThen ann-m^^ calling each other Dick and Tom.^the'^old boy. followed the young boys into the diawing-ro^n.
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"Do you know," nid Jack, when Effie wu bidding her new
friends a lait good-night before Jack's bedroom fire—"do you
know, Effie, Mr Stone hat what I call a /tmntrng fiwe. Ho
looks so good—but is he really? ... I believe if one sat out
a dance with Mr Stone he'd want to kits one."
Then it was that Effie, flushing faintly as she said good-

night, thought that she liked Edith veir much, but did not
likeJackataM.
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-g double tide.^KXS£- H^^'B^goyne, work-
compmtively light task in IZ,^- , '

^'^ P°^"'^^ "ff this
custom to mike , fore^."?^""'^'^ "J"'"* 'i-e. It was his

L probably be s^'t S^VnwT' "l""*
«-" *«^ou d

f ''•'kiUlerweeCmontha^eTi K''?"''''''°°k. Now.
ti«e-table. Ali^jy" ^.'^^'^f'S.

« "*' '*"' '^^'^ "^ ^i

-" he «ud him.df_tt.r,l„ °
?1f

"''"'*' '°°k round"
to the past, the proof,w^^Vl^M "t^ P"^''"

J-d Frodshai^Thr^t'"T"'^
'^'^ *« ^' o'^ Wren. But uainvitTgu^ I^'"'' «"«'-««*Pt

coiMspondentsi thinking tharw, n
'"'"''• Newspaper

ong silent.- „„de frequent cili^'^"J»y?e '"^ »««» "^
«v.mof MaryorSaSh-^th^sU-Sr'^"^'"' ""^
-to get the master to jot dow on^ k^^''"*"'

°'*« ^oor
he«b of any „,.„ers he mlg^^"

*

'J:*?
°^ »°'epaper the

generally, paid calls of cer««l
P°ndenng. Whitebiidge,

pasteboard Ae hX^^Zi'L""^ '"^ "* -^™
Venetian looking^Us. in the hlu v^l f'f ^^*^ the
catne Md w*i i^mitted LfthL '''''"''«" ^ trouble
when for a moment Mt^!^,^^ ^"^^ '^^ ''»?!«.
of doubt and difficulty7cWmed t^S

'''•? enshrouded in a%
hours to consult the famous Sa^!

""'!'*"'">'« "ght as neigt
Sarah, allowing the cSS^ s,^''!"" ''T

^liff; and Mary^Sl
let them in.

''"""« "^^^^ the guarded dooTand
Thus, in mid-February—of a «iM t

upon the window pan^^d St vifenUnrZr'''"
""" "^^

.ng. Showed a sad wet face to It^^^.-^-Sf^-^^^^^^^^

60
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Z^rif • ' •
*•?""*"«»» "rival.

: neighbour, who. cWmtag

"Ye., quite M, Maty."

nient: tiie pretty httle morning-room, or, .« Mary LdTe
«| of &e hou«Acld cUed it-Mis,' Effie'. room"^ ,t

anJ^K. Vt'^r* I^.*' ««y °«° with a true pulpit voice

He ,S'?t1re"Sf'^
g-ture.-wa. in grievo'u.'lroX

"^Sairrtfer^" "o^mr^^^ir -"'--

aJtt"
**^ '»»'•« «»'. Mr Townley. P„y teU me aU

Wellja»«^ Mr Townley wa. disA^ati^- utterly di.-heartened. There wm no other word for it InSteofh^

tS? ^ ^*''° '^° vouch«fed to him-he now (dt^ the good work was disinteg«ting, tumbling about UJ in amost dBtressmg manner. The best of shepherL need m«eri^upport-from good dog. and hone.t U rtat^ltS^they must become disheartened. And nowthirrt^erf?^
"o thoroughly disheartened that he was at t mes diS^'tlay by his crook ind let hi. flock, like th,. r,7r "P*?^ '°

for the church. Mr Townley did not desire to ^^ hgood work done by the ho.pit.,. Mo.. im^° i:^;'^;
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c«wy the good word about this ewr-^cpanding nariih tu«l

*
tKlf^*" ^*?"'"~ '•«'' ""»" arduour

„f ?'«^^ "" ''**'• •npowiWe to ezaggente the extentof our difficultie. or the feeblenew of our^3I^ " ^'*'
And then he pWnly hinted that perhapTthe most dis-

.u^rt*^? 'Ti° *^' """ °^ their troubTe. wa. tUt no

face the summer. Oh." said Mr Townley.^ow gWly sho„ d

Started agam fairly «,d «,u«ely 1 Now wiU you, Mr Burgorr'

-J
our pnnapal re«dent-head a new list f« the^,^te

a^leltS*"^' Your «une alone would 1^.2;able. It would remove so many unfortunate imDressio™-erroneous, perhaps, but di.tre«ing impresrioM YmTIZI^.op^rt would indeed «„ooth thf par^w JTy^

S

JiJlt'S L^Z^uyTiLui'd'hT'' "" *'*• '

scruples."
nonesuy, I should have conscientious

reJSvjTbS."''^ « «m with a jerk as though he had

He had never read a single page in all Mr Burgovne's manv

t^ldS^: '^?""'' '^ *« P""''^ hangman. Hetad read of the books m the newspapers. That was sufficientHe was a staunch Anglican, but he w^d have wiZd tosS
tt^ T^'u^ " ""= ''•"<'''•>« he read that evU on^ofthe books had been placed on the Index No- wkI ?! •

authorspoke of cons^entious scrup£t feltl'' ir^L m^^than disheartening : it was offensive
^

"No," said Mr Burgoyne thoughtfully. "I couldn't do
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that. But I can perhaps relieve the pressure. If 1 silence theay of the Cottage Hospital, you will have an open field-for
the curates. How much did you say they want-the hospital

"Three hundred and seventy odd pounds."
Then Mr Buigoyne left the room ; and, returning, gave the

vicar a cheque for three hundred and eighty pounds
"I have made it payable to self or bearer. Perhaps you

wiU pus It through your account, and then give them yourown cheque. I don't want my name to appear. A litUe
secret between ourselves. An anonymous subscription "

"Oh, let me give the initials at least Oh, why not thename?" '

"No, no. Quite anonymous. If you must put anything
put down a/HenJ. A friend I That's what I hope youl
always think me, Mr Townley—even if we dont seTeye to
eye on all subjects."

'

"But," said Mr Burgoyne in the hall, "will you not have a
glass of port and a biscuit after your walk ? "

.rift h^' ,"*'!i"^ *' ^""^ ^'^- "»^«" munificent
fpft has akeady put heart and fire into me. I need no wine."Then Mr Burgoyne tackled the other casfr-Miss Evelvn
Granger waiting in the drawing-room.

'

Miss Granger-long since acknowledged beUe of White-bndge-hved on the other hill, near the coastguard station
with her oW mother. She wa. a fine, big? dwk ha ed'handsome gTl of th^y, of thirty-two, thirty-thit^who c^ufd
»y for oBTtain? She could act, she could sing, she «"Idd«ce

;
she was a jolly, good-natured girl ; and the ma^e^was

that she was still Mis. Granger. Many admirers^ J^fa«r^fond admirers they seemed too -but somehow asWhitebndge said, she hirf never been able to brinron; Zhem to book. Mrs Garret-and others-s«d her mothe" walo bUme Perhaps the mother h«J stood in her way. I ^ashewho frightened the men. Too complaisant, too arch, «dateve^! to^ f«y Sk. committed solecisms by op^^" edoor for Sunday callers-fiUing the little pas^e^S ^



«4 THE GUARDED FLAME

not fM off-nwking • nmn think, againit hi. wilL "uOmM Erie in twenty yew*' time."
"" '""i wja ««b

^^^ *^' " *' "*'• **" *»*•^ «»'»• tt««nigh th« wind«d the ,.in ,0 con«lt the Omde; and „ow. «rtehS

nHyy*'^^'
Bnigoyne-you don't Icnow that ifi Vtlentine'i

"I own 1 had not thought of it"

bumKjJi"
"^^ '"^°"'«' "« ""^ Videntine. Ae

J'ph. Mr Burgoynel Loo-loo-look what theyVe Mnt

nei^Whood. d'uS; ^e S'::;ekT;S^,Xc««e pr^tjient of a vermilionHiheeked young^, wSwMp wauit and dTHon'a eye^ who pursue, a JLcSjSfl^ng^«en-«,ldie«. uHon, policeSien. and E^.rf

to iw"** T ^^ ''"'* •"«'' y°" <*° not «t«ch any weishtto thj. ugly nonsense? Let me put it into the fei ^awhere it ought to hare been houn «a"

foZl'"''""?- ^^P^^'- Why .hould theyiTShomd things of me-and aU hate me ? "

^iJ!^"" °«C*".'*
**' Buigoyne, disdainfully folding the uelvpicture. " Don't think that How «., you thinkV jZ

fanoZ*?t';?"- ''"-otworththinl^'iLt I -w nothing at all There. There."

«,bl!!^^i!^5 ^„* m'"'' *k''"
^^ '^"' »«* •'"•Ikerchief, rtiUsoDbed, and would not be consoled.

seiidfniuT""" ^^^oy^-^inkDrWrenhadahandin

"I am sun that h« hud not" sairf Mr ni. - j • ,

" Did he tell you so?^
^°^* «iec«.Tely.
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" Ye»-by the circumstantkl evidence of seven yeui. George

Wren » a very Bne fellow. He could no more countenanceU
vulgar, 10 foolish a pleasantry than I could. Now, that's like
laying that I an a fine feUow myself, isn't it? " and Mr Bur-
goyne laughed,

^^en Miss Granger laughed also, and pocketed her handker.

_

"There," said Mr Burgoyne, pointing to the cheerful fire.
Let us put It m Its i»oper place and think no more about

It. ... That's right"; and as the smoky flames from the
daubed paper rose and fell, the great thinker gave poor Evie a
touch of homely fireside philosophy.

.11 V'T '?\.''« '»!** •>« « conclusion, probably no malice or
uweeimg behind the phenomenon—only folly. "One must
°^ !!^V*'? ""* " '"'" *" »'"?•'' ^°- R««» ^-fe y^l^'r ofWak^ld,KiA see what her friends did to Olivia-behind her

uul'u- .•' ""*^ f*""*^" •"<* '•'« philosopher chuckled and™bW his hands. "Oh yes, very vulgar. But they meant no

"And now," added Mr Burgoyne, " wiM you not have a glass
or sherry and a piece of cake after your long walk ? "

"No, thank you, Mr Burgoyne—but I shall be able to eatmy lunch, and I couldn't have-^f you hadn't told me what
you have told me."
On the next occasion, after this morning call, that Dr Wren

dined at Cliff Lodge, and-the dessert having been set upon
the table-the Granger joke was duly introduced, Mr Burgoyne
gently, but firmly, forbade its further use.

"No Really I think that joke is played out-grown thread-
bare. Really, it is not fair to Wren-and not fair to the lady."

At last \\>t R^amework was done. The final revise had gone
back to London

:
Mr Stone's index had been passed for press.

For the moment Mr Burgoyne was an idle man

.^aZI '^"^u
'^''''-''''^- «« 'foA had been polished offMd before another work had been begun-was traditionally the

time for any longnielayed festivity, such as the Bevis Castle
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wto.

. trip to London for the potpoie of buying Mrs Bui^

b^nd the Kope of Mr Hind. Now or never-in theZZp.u«-B„., »U arrew. of innocent diwip^tion be dj^ulThe hour had cojne
: Mr Burgoyne ,tSod betweenZZNow or nerer-m the briefrevite-mu.t the big room be«S

the Lr ^""« '" ^^- "^"'^ ""'y- ««<=• 'he c.n«to

•gain the happy hour has .truck. Effie ties the band of Wblue apron .„ . jerking bow. «d as .he pull, on "r ctamSleather gloves, there is resolution in her b^ bright ey"s .nd h«•mall closed mouth. Thi« i« tn k. m. B'" eye. «na ner

.«kno^. u„codjrj:^.s;:^,rsSno^

ll„!!,^i.l![!°*
y'"',k*^to«'ep«njphleu. Put them on thefloor^th«e-a„d understand that i.>«,.comer. Don't^«

deJ^tf?'.*'"' '^ ^ ^""^ "^^ *" ™bbi.h-wh.t todestroy, what to preserve-Mr Burgoyne sit. m judse in hi.

«di™ tf^ K?- u'
"^""^ " '" !**'«« Mr Bunsoyne fe,m

"Reading ?
" he echoes, without looking up.

xShe'Ioo.^S^'^''''
'''---' Vou must not re«L-

"If you read, you know we never can finish."
I beheve you are right, my dear."

?£n1r.'r"'t^'"°^*""'«P""8him up to the mark.Then for a time he tears and casts awav in a hot fit TaI
.tn;c.on^i„g a child's delight in the^L "f to™ ^p^".

'"

Yes-Order out of chaos. That's what we'll makVdlL-Oritr out o chaos," and he tears and tea,, and t^^
^^

More noble even than his wast^paper basket is theimmen«,
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i«««.p.pe, trough-like « old.f«hioned wooden numger-WMt U a fixture beneath one tet of boohhelTM. t^ .
go aU the printed .tuff with which he ruSZ^ly^b^-1«.phJet. and .tiU more pamphlet.: ^^'^fS^t

^nd^rwtlThu'^S^.^J.rr'i^Sthr^^^^^^

"d b«nng the hieroglyphic .ig„s that me^ ^oT^ • tSbe looked at again." Stone ha. hi. arm, full ; "hl^S' j!
kel^lr

be found tho.e rare pages or colum„ro7fi^t:.ketch-map. or dugram.. that have been marked or annoE
^ themaster-. pencL Page. thu. honoured must be^u^Sf•tttehed cover., clipped, and docketed with neat sli™ tl^t b^^mitul-letter, and reference-number.. «,d muafl^TeLanU^at iMt m one ofthe great fact-holding portfolio 8^^,*?
^Jhis^endid interment, there muTbecrmuSoirS

Uie room i. ri.ing to meet the falling twll gh.-"Now ^ ."

do it altogether. Mi« Effie. You wyTL, ^7: ^'»^ and 10, «y ^as>.r. Now'l^en-Xth^T'
"'

ber;f^^dS^ni"„:;^lf-^^^^^
combine to give what he odU "the giantwrf'.'^'

'""»

thaTM^'B '• '" I"""""''
successful, ,0 ludicrously gi„nticthM Mr Buigoyne himself begs for an encore.

^*
'

^wicms all the world is cured of its dust-trouble.Then Mary, appeanng at the door, asks if she may make th«te.. I' -t-nie to knock off; dusty toiler. mu.tT™dtl



68 TH£ GUARDED FLAME
their dirty p.wt; «id then, in the duit-free dnwing-room, wiU

««/»tt plMdi for one more encore of the giant's tneeie! HehM found thu foolUh joke to be quite ir^tibl^^^George Wren-««ll,„g w,th pride in bi« lucceit-give, the

^\^J:^ •ddit.on.l. complimentary S*op for him to firewite the H*,/Aw etc., of the combined ToUey.
Wth the added S*e», the giant lurpaisee himieU:
Thui n the short winter days Effie'i third grand tidyine iewcomphshed. All are grateful to Effie-ai^y .Zd bltween booki-for her indomiuble rewlution. All thi. clear-tag-up », M it were, preparing the dockyard. The ship has

new ship. Three years' Ubour in construction I It i. worth
ontfs while to make all neat before the work begins.
On the second evening Stone and Wren, alone in the

tn^H r' "*""' ^^ "!' "'* '*'*•'«'' '««=«• stone has been

^ nl,"*^' '..*! ""• ••" »^ '""S ••"«=• 'hosen. It is tobe caUed TA* Mtchanism of TTUnglU

J'^t't'" "5" S'°"«. "•»»t it is going to be the biggestthmg he has ever done."
"HSU""'

As they speak of it, they leave the fiie-lit hearth, and, as

IhTAk
'"'''""''^'y' *=«»« 'he room «,d stand before the ling

shelf that bear, the • file copies " of the printed books. hU« though the books had drawn them from the cheerful fire-g^ow the life of the leapmg flame,, to the grey shadows thatmask and guard the impalpable world of thought

.h.^nT"/u
*"

'T°
'°"° "'"^ '°°'''"8 •' «>e wonderful

shelf while they spoke of the projected addition to the longune of close-packed books.
"

"I have been thinking," said Stone, "of something I heardof at Leipag. Thmgs they prepared when Paul Flechsig wasworkmg there. I wonder if I could get them over. But I'll
tell you about that another time. He says he will need much

f„lh7i^°'i r" ''' ""'•' "''°'' "^ •>»» "« ^"W help himm the book ittdl—sffrntiom."
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"Ioiilyw«.w.couM,-«idDrWr«. "Buthow«,we?

Si Tfll^*u^ ''v"'
'^' *^ ^' '• *"'' ''" "'y «>f •Pe'king.Wio helped him here-unUw it was the de«l men ? " And

Dr Wren pomted to the books.
Here, from left to right, from the wiUl ti>wjr.-« the « .H-w

ran the endleM row : the Ce/Ue/ed £ssays ib. l/a^> m: ,j
-;-the book which he would have withfi . , , --a,, ;, i,,^,,, p^,
•ible-the book which nothing covid i,

'
, which, in fifi

languages, abridged, pirated, editorially ^x,). ,er ,r ^ , ; a; i

synopsis, made iuerer-wideningcircl.o' po. , ,,„ fim- tiiose
four companions: RkythmU Curvis, i-'n, /., , , xri-ciphs
Givwtk ami Dit<^, and the Unmrsal Htfu/lic ; , Jvoi
Logic, Soda] Kconomy-an awe-inspiring ro- ), dark br, wn
volumes.

Truly, it moved one with reverential awe if one realised
how the books of the great series fell into their places as

needs fill them. Unlike Spencer with hu cut and dried plan
yet It was most curious how like Spencer in filling the long
shelf with the connected, if unnumbered, series—proving
Spencer's Uw of progress from homogeneity to heterogeneity

;

showing that great books cannot stand alone, self<ontained.
hom(^eneous, but must have inter^lependence with oth«
great books, can be only complex specialised parts of an in-
finitely complex yet harmonious whole; demonstiating the
deeper Uw that a great philosopher can have only one life-
work-the survey of all knowledge: that he must pass on
from prownce to province, as Spencer parsed, even though he
does not know, as Spencer knew, the sequence of his future
progress.

Thoughtfully Dr Wren drew out the first volume of the
McntcU Phymhgy, and thoughtfully glanced at the title-page
Thirty years agol Now, this new book would drop into its
place: it might be considered as the long-delayed third and
fourth volume of the Pky.iology : it would fill the narrow space
that had been left for Time's enlargement. But it woulddo
more than this. The Muhamm of Thoughi I It would form
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6«F "nu aivinea the matter that must fill it

Of _the

g,j
,eA fo:Sssit\oT;i°r• "' ''"'

I .hou^SVirp tSt'^f-
'' '^""ot becoMin the,. . .

.

yeaw. Nmr—firlt f^ • ''*^, "'*^e given myself three

f^heiJto i;: iV if !t-7
P'*"-««J. 'hU time, I mean

An^ »K f f^'''
"""'' *« ""y «'y on this."And then eagerly he unfolds his scheme. \Vhi would th,

:3':s'^rthtrf° "^^t" ---^^^ "biU'd

"« with, were one to rouse hia, for the encounter. Twi^n
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—of course asked to dinner h a reward for good tidying—is

indeed spell-bound as be listens. This thing has come to
him

: to sit at his ease and listen while the greatest thinker of
the age sketches the outlines of an epoch-marking work. Dr
Wren will think of it, but he will not speak of it For three
years, at least, his lips are sealed ; but later he may talk of it

—as an old man, may tell the tale of this quiet fireside
evening.

Yet, so &r as Mr Burgoyne is concerned, he might tell all

the world to-morrow. Not for such as Burgoyne are the fears
of being forestalled, of losing the heightened effect that comes
from surprise. If there lives a man who can do the book
better, let this other do it. He is now, as always, one of the
men described in Tyndall's ringing words : " They have but
one desire—to know the truth. They have but one fear—to
believe a lie."

."Well, see now. Stone," and he spreads out his pencilled
sheets—" I break it into parts—but only on my time-table, you
understand—ni have no breaks or ugly divisions. I do want
to make it flow steadily on if I can—this time.

" Well then : four parts I Now : nine months for each part I

Thafs full measure. That must be enough, mustn't it ? "

"It depends," says Stone sagely, "ou what you put in the
parts."

"Stone," says Mr Burgoyne somewhat ruefully, "there's*
lot of work before us in the first two parts. The second two
will be easy going," and he hands Stone the synopsis, and
points with his pencil.

"See. Part one: two big chapters. One: Phylogenetic
Two

:
Ontogenetic. You see, that's just clearing the ground.

I'll make it as short—as short as ever I can"j and while the
young man, resting forehead on hand, stoops in careful con-
sideration, the old man points and reads.

"Then. Part two: the Organ. One: Purposive Action.
Two: Reflex Action. Three: the Cortex. Four: Mapping
the Thought-areas. There! There, Stone. That means work.
I'm so rusty—so wofully rusty
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then I hope to tell them something. I do reaUv ho« Thave something to say. If I wwn't aLd of thrSia^«i

Deductive and Svnthetic-lsnmnlr t
' ' *^"'«'*"dsu:

^USi??i:f'-"K-"^;oS".'ir

then.''CaLdr;o"f W^.^''°"«'''''
^'"" -«"«.

from Pa1t'e^':::n1e"he'" "rt?;„irwTh T°"r =

fulness he has grasped the intriSf of Mr « """T
method, has gauged Mr Bu,goyS^™.fJf/ „!"J

°''"«'»

Sjx more months must be .lied f^^ "one'^P^"*"

1^7^' .s flabbergasted and argues. ..""^LTtilZ

JYou may be right. Stone. No doubt you .re righ,

Parts Three and Four-Stone announces-wiU go quick

Kbie iJco^ptte "°" "' '"""^-^ """ ""=—t«d

w."ktrinirnVby"r tr? °^^^--^

loved the'mJ^X C-J^dTnT.^^^^^^ "• ««
the case of the jr^Zv^tlT t"

^'"'^ ""^"-^ '"

into a cocked hat
'^^ "" ^""<^ 'he time-table
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^TEARLY • year had passed, and in the big room MrX "^ Stone was taking down his new mural decorations.

"

These were the wonderful brain-maps which he had procured
as a compliment to Mr Burgoyne. Now, on this cold
December morning, while Mr and Mrs Burgoyne were having
their walk, he determined to put the compliment out of
sight.

" Let me help you," said Miss Effie as he brought down the
first of the big sheets and began to fold it. "I am so glad
you have done with them. Oh, Jack, they are so hideous."
"Hideous! Well, I suppose they are not pretty, Effie.

Thafs their misfortune, not their fault. We can't all be
pretty, you know. But there's something worse about them
than being ugly. They have proved quite useless."

"Didn't Uncle Richard like them?"
"Well he hasn't used them yet"
To Mr Stone, keenly desirous of assisting his employer in

any conceivable manner, it had seemed that he really hit on
a bnlliant idea. The vague idea had come it once when he
first heard the title, TTu Mechanism of Thought, and it had
taken shape as he sat listening to the scheme or outline of the
new book.

Obviously, Mr Burgoyne intended to "clear the ground"
after this manner. In his first chapter—spoken of by him as
phylogenetic—he would trace out the evolution of the cerebro-
spmal axis upward from the earUest vertebrates to man In
his second chapter—the one he spoke of as ontogenetic—he
would repeat the process for the individual, bringing together
all the embryological facts : sketching the laws that make the
development of each single life shadow forth the history of the
development of all the race. With the ground cleared he

73
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cerebrum. In these chapters he w™^h . f,

°"** °' **
work, during the Ust Sor th^^

"*'""!"'' '*"'='' '•"•

.
^jcjiiic, oowers, etc., etc., must here Iv »-;»!. jThen, after this prelude, would come the tLk ttt h.*. ;spoken of as "mapping the thoughtlrew » Th^ %^

understood it woulri k. n,. • .

"»°''*'^^*»- This, as Stone

relation to these early chanters. i,m.5 . u t
"^"y' '"
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Paul Flechsig; and, ever lince, the clever staff had been grow-
ing more and more clever at the work. In Madrid, too, under
Ramon y Cajal, the camera had been buiy : of Ute there had
been more and more talk of Madrid.

Surely if Mr Stone could obtain from Leipzig and Madrid
reproductions of all their recent work in the exploration of
diseased and healthy brains in man and the higher mammaU
—surely these pictures must be of some use to Mr Buigoyne
as he mapped the thought-areas.

"My dear feUow," said Wren, when Stone explained his
idea. " Have you thought what it would cost—supposintthat
they consented ?

"

" I don't care what it costs," said Stone. Then he explained
that he had considerable accumuUtions from his too ample
salary, and that he would gladly dissipate his hoard if, by
so doing, he could pay Mr Burgoyne a really handsome
compliment.

The cost, however, was far less than might have been
anticipated. Leipzig and Madrid were quick to make their
treasure free to Richard Burgoyne. As soon as that name
had been used, Mr Stone was assured that he had only to
ask for what he wanted and it would be an honour as well
as a delight to carry out his commands. Even Mr Burgoyne's
assistant seemed to be a big man in the opinion of Leipzig and
Madrid.

Very soon the reproductions began to arrive, and Dr Wren
and Mr Stone thrilled in admiration as they scrutinised the
marvellous sheets—the ugly horizontal, vertical, transverse,
oblique sections throwing open the hemispheres, exposing
ventricles, laying bare in turn each ganglionic mass from the
summit of the cerebrum to the base of the medulU oblongaU

j
or the circles of Golgi's method showing layers of the cortex
streaked with black fibre, spotted witl bhck cell—charmed
circles for the histologist.

But the attitude of Mr Burgoyne towards the maps had been
that of a good yet obstinate child, for whom kind grown
people bad with lains secured a. new plaything. He would
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old books n^hJ^ ? """"^ '*'*««" him and the

iime, you are a trump to say that P»h.,» 1.

glad of them later on."
^ '""P* •" «"'' ^e

Effie's eye. glowed, and for a moment her &ce fl«h«i

wJLT'*' r"^ ""' '"PP^ '° ^ «»«J » trump J„"^-

.u^ en^ossed by ^e l^der'^^iSt 1>^^
She looked in truth very pretty this mominR She t«. «.

consummate art, ,« a cachet and a grace Mr Sto^, h

tSTT "'^^ ^^ '"'"« -» '-tcoSdS see ?£:;
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complexion—rose-peUl pink and porcelain white—is not

necessarily killed bjr Turkey-red. Yet Mr Stone flatly refused

to go for a walk with this really successfiil frock.

"Jack," said EfSe, lingering when the maps were all rolled.

"Are you Tery busy? You wouldn't like to come as far a*

Pier Street ? There's just time before lunch."

"No thanks," said Mr Stone. "If I went out at all I'd

go fw a turn on my bicycle, but I won't go out before lunch."
" Oh, all right," said Effie. " Any message for Mr Ingle ?

"

and she had turned and was on the point of going when she

made a very remarkable discovery.

" Oh, Jack ! But oh ! What's that ? Mice t

"

A wire cage, full of hay, on the lowest shelf in the corner,

just above the hot-water pipe; and in the hay, snuggling,

hiding, or whisking and peeping, four or five or six pink-eyed,

delightfully attractive white mice I

"Whose are they? Yours?"
" No," said Stone. " They belong to Wren."
" But why are they here ?

"

" Well," Slid Stone. " I am looking after them."

"What a 'unny idea !

" Effie was on her knees in front of
the cage. " What little pets ! But, Jack, do yon understand

mice? They seem nice and warm. But how do you feed

them ? What do they have to eat ?
"

"Heaps of nice things. Now do jump up, Effie, and nip

along, or youll never get to Pier Street."

" AH right
;
" and Effie, still talking of her discovery, slowly

withdrew.

" It's the funniest thing," she said at the door, " that I ever

heard of—Dr Wren keying white mice and you looking after

them."

In fact, the white nrice were another compliment to Mr
Burgoyne. And in regard to this secondary compliment
Mr Burgoyne's attitude had entirely changed. It now seemed
that of a grovm p^son towards ttro ehiidrsn playing with their

new toy.
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Both Wren and Stone bad been «,«„ i

were aU contributed by ^Se ^^li';"^-. ^« PI*"
th«. roughly. WM the lineZl bv thTLw

'''^ ^^T^ •«'
Herr Doktor StrauMt»iA^^,J^ ^^ ^"^"^ G«"Mn-

that they h..e%toppe^if ^,,','^^^ «>-««* in chemistry
only: nerve-elementV!^.

,.: Sj^ ^."ti^r '"''^
go prosing on with thei- •, • j«m w a

**" PhX^ologisti
fibres are telegntph wTre '„^™\""'"'*"''8««lope»-nerve
the sort of thtag rtar^u'^VT\'^ Po-t-office.. etc. :

.eriou. attempt to getTe.«? t^ j!
"'-""? '^ey make no

constitution of the neAeaTom?.. •"'""'"'' P'^P'tie. and
Now he ha. himX^ir** P»'"J P^

^i^' of chemistry,
he has arrived '^^^^^^^'^^tZ^*^l^on,Zthe nerve centre, are MtMordin.1

""'*'"•'«''• '"»'»
function, more locali^d ^"^^^^"2 ""'"'^ " ^
generally beheved. Further he^"lu' ''^ "^ «'« "»*.
"e not only localised info^HontloU

" *' '*'""'»"""'
n a word, that nerve centaTi^ ^^ ^^'''"'^'"titution:

»t«ordinarilyin the'uK^°S:^ '="'""'^'' ^""^
that cells which are anatoSv !,™n

*' "" composed;
tUlly-built to a An.^ZSLTf^'TV'^' "^^ff" «»en.
By this he does not Z^^Z l\

"° °^ »™lar material.

^always been susp^teT b". ir""' ''^'*"=« ««t have
Essential, which shouW admit oTdfr

"«'' '' "«^ "* '«
methods of chemical Sy is Jfr '*''°" "' '"P'"'*^
account for a large grouo of iti ."^"" ''» """'d

•-n te,tSg%ir2crrvSsr" ^""'='"'- ''•' ''"
others, the new drug LentzinT PO«ons-amongst

the'Drstoitd'ctL^tor,"^ ?^^'^ ->*-.
The new drug is ve^Li^H '° '^"^ '""^ interested.

from the benies^of a7a""o?[be S'SL"' ' °''«"«'me oraer Loganiaceae, in habit
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Hke the Strychnoi Nux Vomica but of far imaUer growth Ai
II proper with new drugs, thu one it heralded into the scientific

r*!, JT,
' "!"""'"" '"^end. In New Guinea, where

Uerbard Lentz, the explorer and missionary, found the thruU
aiere wai, u would leem, a tradition that from the berries a
dea«lly poison had of old been diawn and used by savaee

r*!rtl"'^°
•"?'•»»««>«• But now the secret of the poison

had been lost: it was a tradition only. However, Lente
thought It worth his while to send back pUnts and berries to
Beriin to see what tbr Berlin chemists could make of the
matter. The Berlin cnemists had promptly extracted an
alkaloid-much more soluble than strychnia, more soluble
even than brucia-which, in honour of the traveller, theyhad named Lentaa. Then with equal promptness they had
secured a future supply of the berries and Uunched the
manufactured drug under the name of Lentzin.
With lenteine—a rarity, but procurable—Dr Strauss has

been busy m hii room amidst the chimneys of a historical
German town. He recounts, among other little games, thisone: pUyed with white mice.

b "-i ujn

First, he trained the mice to know their way back from any
part of the room to their cage against the wall. And here thevsoon showed considerable intelligence. When startled or
fnghtened, they raced back to the cage as a safe refuge. Thev
learaed the ngbt way home, and they remembered it

Then, by hypodermic injection, he gave them some of thedrug and the effect produced was similar, apparently, to a
slight paralysis on the right ride. They became like dock-work mice, tendmg to run in circles, which bore always to the

fir ^"^ VY^ scampered along, the left leg, moved
freely and the right legs were impeded or checked. But thiswas a^ the effect Obviouslv their memory was unclouded.

the right of It, and had to try back along the wall to rectify the

™i ^V u"*''
'"" *" ^'^'"1^ "P ""»'» °f «ke or

morsels of honey, they missed char aim at the crumbs, etc_
rtrJung to the right of the object. T&ey were happy. joUy

m
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and died.
"^ "*'' "" «»>»nl«*e fltf

From tbii experiment he dedueei th.» fh- _-•
t fine example of it, selective pow««a.ol ff"'

«*'^«

.olely in one nerve^n,SrcemreT.^^'"^^V ''°'''''

ordinate, movement. on^lhtTde Sll^^T" "• ^
purely local a. a .peck of du.rfn a" «ch

" *' '"^' " "

totijtriiX?^^""' ""'"' ^^"'^''^"' --">"'

^rt^iSHHSr^^
«dr hii"'"' '>-««"-'''^-.e Of Krd^ck^^:^ana tbe hemiplegic .ymptom. after .nake-bite. n„t t,.

of^tne""
^"^"^ •'''''• ^'-''y- what^t-rthe fan^

uucst particular, of method—.eeming to uy: "Now I h.«
"
youTe.fr'^ '"" '" '^^ ^'- " ^- «>°'?t bet: do 'i'

.„^' \:r°"^'''" "^^ Wren, "if they have got it yet at Shafto'.."

«lg ifX'3 '^n '°-"'' '« London ?hf^suwaing a they could .upply lentane. Ye., wa. the reply.
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I^trfn^ or hntaine, u the Englfah el»mi«. called it. luulOMn on ule for three monthi.

^

th« « vei^SJ^erettiJ;^
""' " '"'^'^«- Undoubtedly,

wta^i'^ore'^jr'il""' '"'V^'"- «'»'«"B 'n the

"Not • bit." said Stone. "But I have . .m.iu.

"Got any ether here?" aiked Wren.
"Yea. Heapa."
"You haven't any itrychnine, have vou?" it — j-j

TC^hT f?" «"<>'« ""'k-no checks of any sort."Then he asked Stone seriously: "Do you think R B

"^W^Vo "i'^-J
'1°""^ "' '-J--' bothering ht?^.- '

estinl?*
'°" "'•"' "••" "« «»^''- 'Undoubtedly inter-

Perhaps there the matter would have rested h.rf if .

^n*'L^ W-. taking thelorttfthXh thnarrow lane bet^«n Harbour Wall and Pier Street, 'paused
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before the queer little shop of Mears, dealer in old clothes,
second-hand fishing tackle, stuffed birds, and live stock.
Here, behind the dirty glass, amongst sailors' boots, beneath
dangling yellow tarpaulins, with green parrokeets on one side
of them and brown tortoises on the other, were the mice
themselves. A cage fiiU—white, lively, healthy, mutely ask-
ing for lentzine: craving for it, praying for it. "O please
buy us and give us lentzine and see what you will see." Dr
Wren went into the shop, bought the mice, and it was forth-
with decided to offer R. B. this second compliment
Mr Burgoyne was averse from the experiment It appeared

to him as not free from cruelty, and as, on the whole, unneces-
sary : all the world knew his views with regard to physiological
experiments.

" But," said Dr Wrep. " Really, sir, we sha'n't hurt them.
I don't see how we can possibly lose a mouse in doing it
All we propose to do is to test the unilateral paralysis, with
the absence of effects in the higher centres. That is the only
point of interest, and we don't want to go any further."

" Yes," said Mr Burgoyne, " that w of ir.^erest"

"Just so," saidDr Wren. "That's aU, sir. And unless
we bungle it very stupidly, I don't see how we can really
hurt them."

"We won't bungle it," said Stone confidently.

Then Mr Burgoyne acquiesced, and henceforth his attitude
was that of • complaisant grown-up to two children with a
new toy. Perhaps he has thought it is a thousand to one—
a hundred thousand to one—that the thing cannot give him
any light, but, no doubt, he has felt that it would be unkind
to say so. It is, too, so much a habit of his mind to accept
and weigh all evidence that, probably, he has not considered
any loss of time that his young friends may cause.
Then the mice were trained—not without difficulty. The

German had employed mice because mice are small and
easily obtained. But no one, reading his communications,
could doubt that, had it been possible, he would have used
anthropoid apes, or most gladly have administered lentzine
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to the concierge and his wife. However, he had praised theGerman m:ce for their intelligence, under tnuning.

^ '

When Stone, teaching the English mice their way back to^e cage, finit started them, they ran aU round the rLm and

"I think," said Mr Burgoyne, "yon had better bolt the

them all over the house."

nrL^'^' ^\^'^ ^^^^ P"' °° ">« '""de of the door topretect people from intrusion during botanical, not pSsTol^

Sfe« lU hTk r '"' ~""""8 "'« ««1 capsules of rself-fertihsed hybnd pansy, that had been under treatmen"and observation for six long weeks, Mary unexpecS pu

tbdow " *' *• '""• •"*• "" '^^ "«<^ fl- out'^f^oS
When Stone and Wren had recovered the mice and Ston»by clapping his hands once more startled t^S Sv once

^ZC;^f ^—'i'^at education ;:,dXT:

had;^"rntm\r^-i« .t^'^g^InTm.ddle Of the room. « Wai," and7e move^"X to oneof the French windows and opened it wide.

.JnlS."""
"" "' ''"'^ ""=^« '^^ -- "d gravely

,n^'°'''^i!f'
'^^ **' "'"P' ''^'"" *« '^"•Jo" ««oss the floorand quicHy the poor little mice made up their m nds tTal

ItherSl't th°°-

'" "° P"^'^ '" '""^ « «>is draugj;

waT wherl^hVv k
'^" """? "*='' °' '•"y- '^'"1 "°'^''ere els^^

r mtrwL'icTrthri. '" '^' '"^°""' ''' ^-^

w:s;^?Ltrs;--^-^--^^^
current of cold air to start them homeward Thr.

r:^^! ^ot "^'t
"""^ '••- -Sng'eS. "Bu7Trwere you, I would make «„ artific '^l link between di»con-
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Z''1?""°T'; ^*^ °P^^8 ">« "'"do*. I would
^~ clap my lund.. You will find that the ^, Uw^features w,H d«w the false deduction that inclemerweatS
always begins with a Kries of loud noises. You wiU s«,nfind tha^ actmg on this erroneous belief, they will .cuttle for

^~^^y •*"
"!.* °"' "**«* 0' «d»<»tion the micewere speedily tnined.



vin

^^^Th... .11 nghV said Stone. "Now. help „, with this

-is?SJ"ShX^trir ^h^-

'^^ '^''
outwardly he wa, calm and suLj? hIXh i

"
T'^"'

''"

mampulative ,kiU as he h^dW mou" and sST 'l'
"'"'""

net bungle. But, in his absor^d interlrthf^
""'""

thing that he had forirotten th- k , 7 •
'"*'^*' "»« °ne

oneU had .'iXSTotS S^" ""= ''-'• ^°
What are you doing?"

It WM Effie-s inquiring voice. The door had opened, and
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oHL^^fi.
'*°°*!,^ *''' "^^ «i«cmg from one to the

other with wondering eyes. Dn Stone ud Wren looked

rufflsd by thi, mterruption, looked u he h«l looked tefoie
the door opened-grave, dignified, imperturbable.

^_
Effie. dear," he «ud, "we aie occupied. Dont disturb

"But what are you doing? Oh, Uncle, what ate youdoing ? and. M she glanced from the men to the mice, thereMine a catch m her breath, and her hand went to the UtcesMrf about her throat and pulled at it, u if, too tightly
wrapped, it was beginning to suffocate her. "Uncle." she

fJ^S^p'ri.,"!
'*°'"« """^'hing wicked and cruel. Oh,

t^rtt fhet?'
""' ,"" '"'"' ^''" - '^^ '"<- -«

"No, uo, Effie."

"I don't believe it."

"Effie I"

But she had flung herself down on the floor by the test
mous<^ and was K,bbing wildly. Between the sobs wordscame brokenly, gaspmgly, difficult to understand

a;'.'^''* "v
'"'• You-you-ha79 done-eomething-to

thuone. You-^ue—killing it"
"Effie," and Mr Bntgoyne stooped over her. "Get up.

Bffie. Listen to me—"
Then Uie test mouse had another paroxysm. This time it

*"^-u ''. ^'."^ "^ *"°"''= contractions, rigidity, and
so forth; and, while the fit lasted. Effie writhed upon the
floor, gaspmg, wailing in an agony of sympathy and horror,
convulsively clutching at her throat, for aU the world as though
she, too, had been given strychnine.

It was, of course, the end of the ^experiment This
emotional storm, bursting so unexpectedly, swept away thecalm spmt of scientific research. Even when the mouse had
recovCTcd its composuTe, rational discussion was stiU im-
possible. Effie. lifted to her feet, and with her uncle's arm
about her, stiU sobbed and gasped and refused to listen to
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featon. And when at lut she leemed prepved to listen, the
poor mouie bad another fit—then another, and another.

"Effie," said Mr Burgoyne, wy gravely, "don't aay
thingi thut will caote you pain in the temembrance."

This waa when the mouse was obviously getting the better
of the strychnine. The paroxysms had become leu and leu
violent, untU they were little more than spasmodic tremors:
the mouse would be himself again soon. Mr Stone had not
blundered. But Effie tore herself from the kind arm, and
with hot eyes and white, tear-stained cheeks, stood facing her
uncle. And while she spoke in a breathless stammer and
pulled at her lace scarf with that curious gesture as of suffocar
tion, Wren and Stone drew away, and both looked out of the
window. They and the mice and all else seemed to drop into
the vague background, into shadowland, leaving only these
two who loved each other, standing face to face in the light.
"I—I don't mind about them—but you. Oh, Uncle, how

could you ? You—you wrote in the newspaper—in Tht Zfmts
—that you—you thought like—Darwin."
"Soldo."
" You don't That"s not true."

"Effie I"

"You—you said you held useleu vivisection in abhorrence
and disgust"

"This is not vivisection."

"ItM. That's not true."

"Effie I Remember."
"It is. I don't care what you caU it They-they were

nearly killing it—while you stood by and watched I

"

It was wonderful to hear—hot youth calling honoured
age to account, wisdom compelled to plead for justice from
Ignorance on the judgment-seat

"Effie," and the calm, grave voice had a strange dignity.
Listen to me. Whatever I have said or written in aU my

ble I have believed to be true. I think now what I have
alwiys thought about the infliction of unnecessary suflering.
Mie,jw should know me well enough to trust me."
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"IdidtilltOKlay."

hand, than /we h.^Ke»l'thTf.^„1r^ Tto plewe .ome foolbh chUd. TdTh™ ^ t-^
be bought

ng-'-to be eaten „p JJ^ho«~ t..'r«C^.l'their owner went to school*
n«vea when

"
^"^r*

""" *'"'' '"" **'•* "*•"

"No," and the voice became mw itilL "Thi. .-. -i.

unborn men Effi! i • * ' ** °^ "*« '<» ""Mom of

ithls;hrtrerew!ftVc£^y™w"Lrdtvr ••-*

that I wa» justified"
' '^''*'* " ""^ *"«*

' ''«»

t:^mttwtt-------^"^5;;oS

"Ei"";'h'^''.=«''''''-^*°^^''^
the^SeltmTr '&""' ""^ ""'"•" *° ^ ^^^
the ^id. :erf.u"r„sr.i,r ^ W '™'"^.'-"«^-«
b^mour.,. was repia^'Si. ^d^^ 'mtS^^r
"You promise," said Effie, looking mt a- j

"that—that it wont h*. h«n,„ • * *° °P*° "*'»''".

out orr\«y7 "^ ^'^ "gam-some time when I am

be^nSir "^ '°'^" "•'' ^' ^•"^''y'"'. "'".t we won't

takiX'ti'l^r;^'
**''''' '''«* "»' P^-- - kept, and

tru7i"' **' ^"'«°^'' »"»°" ««™>y- "Vou must
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.J'k*
•™** '""• Unde, and I can tnitt J.ck. But"-

"I think," Mid Dr Wren, "that .omebody ought to be

t^^E^'Zatzv'^ '^'''^ Of po.u'1 ui:M, MiM nine, and he laughea contentedly.

About an hour afterwards, at du»k, Effie returned Mr
ZaT'T °"'^ '" ^^ •*'« •=•'"*'' ^^ '«« i" the g«thering
'''?f°*^^^«'«otionleM. looking into the 6«.

*

"Yei."

th7r?l'''^^
'•'* came to him; «,d, ritting on the arm oftte chair, began to ptay with bis watch chiin-twiniMTh^

finger, and gently pulling at the gold links 7T2dZdo years ago when quite a chUd.
"» uaea to

"Undel WMlrude? I didn't know what I wm saying
. . . Did you think me ungrateful? I could new SZgrateful to you. Uncle-in my thouehts " -
"No, Effie."

"^

alJ,'.u o
^
r"'r '* ""dewtand. I do mind so dreadlUlyabout cruelty-about cruelty to animals. Once I kneTfboutit-Icouldn^ have stopped in this hou«, whHe it ^jSg

Z.t I ""i;'!^:'
'^"'*" "^ """J- Unde, there aTtK

the middle of the night and thrown myself over the cHff t^

dTry*;"'""'''"'*'
Vou undeJand, Uncle^K^rJ

"Yes, dear. I understand perfectly."
" And you are not angry with me ? "

"No, my darling."

"Because "-and she dropped the watch chain and puther arm, round his neck-"becau,e I want you to know, Unde!
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Jhln""!*?
^ '»7 y«>»-«"d honour you. Though I am lo•tupid. I know-Uncle. I know wh.t ,ou are: wd 1 .aZ^-T ^rful. I ^ onl, . white Jouae «VS co':pS'

ffil



P»
PTIE guarded her mice carefully, and took great pleasure

*-/ in their lociety. By day they were kept in the snug
mtle moming-room, and at night they were carried to Effie'sb^m, where a fire was lit for their benefit on eachcow erening. AU the household comprehended that there
were two .«ys of desliug with mice—to destroy them with
traps, etc., o. to retain them as pets. When they were pets
you could not do too much for them. All realised this, and
no one grumbled if Miss Effie so arnuiged matter, that, from
Mary downwards to the man who cleaned the boots, each now
had a little more wort to do day by day.
Ja^ Stone was made to feel that he was completely re-

stored to favour. Nothing explicit was said, but he could
feel that he was pardoned, in the case of Dr Wren, no
whisper of apology was heard for sharp words spoken in hot
haste

J but Dr Wren was pern)itted to infer that the past was
to be forgotten. AU was happiness ar,d smiles now : hTmiRht
bask in the smiles without uneasy dread that by any aUusion
or veiled hint ue would be reminded «rf a very dark episodem his career. It was for him now to Uve it down. All was
smiles and happiness; all went smoothly and joyously with
Effie and her mice-until the night of vhe amateur theatricals.Mws Granger and other clever amater.j were presenting-
for the second time in «ve years-that charming drama, ktand Possum. All intelligent Whitebridge that li»- ;d a really
g<Md eyaiing's entertainment must to the Assembly Rooms-
Effie with the rest. But the weather was diaboUcally unpro-
pitious. There had been shaq) frost, then a halfhearted

ItIL*? ".'"' °"°* »»"tero.is wind, and driving rain that
tapped the window-panes with ice needles instead of washing
them with ram-drop). There were difficulties, but thpy were



9a THE GUARDED FLAME

"P kind Mr. -^S X^u =f«'»«y
would fir,t pick

•fter the pl.y. would drop EffiTw thi fSi. J^" J'""'f'dropped herwif ,t her own dow
^^' •*"* *" '"^

•nd delight by tU.Vl^XnS of jZ'r
'"'''" ''"''^'

company. It wm m m«ch,^Vu u
"* *^'*"«*' "^ her

M to Effi,'. thrdkner tiJiah
''°"-''°"'* «>"v«ience

M«y «d Sarah werelittvern..'"'' "u"
*"'' »"»"•

WM goinjf it w» «M K .
' ®**'T°"« knew that the cook

B««be.h a. CindereTi 2f th'e li^ "n"!'
"
T*"

'» "«*?
"ked. H behind cook', brold wt'

.^° ?""'""" "««> be

to.urveytheaudien^a^deXSed"ar •*"' '"""
on unreserved bench near th. A^, 1 u „^ •"* "*"• ^^ouch

Effie, .itting now at eXJ^n« k'^^k"
**" "*"« ''«'? Not

K.Ie or cuU« buT I du.t' ^Z?^^:^ "^^ ^^
f>«ady the Ught. areStS^ '^ i^Sl^M^'r

* "^^

l^roj^ng her white f^ and givi':.?''^;;!^^*^^

Then, at this last moment, when Mw .n^ rmg to lightning speed the serv^^„!?.
*"" ^""^ "* P"'"*-

from Mrs Townl^. The*^ oflh
^''oury-^ note

influenza, but, in it' suddenness ^JdallvT
'^""°' "^ '' ^

akin to influena to 3r;f'^-t^ ''*'''"' '"'«°«n''y

opinion of the vicar, etc?e^ L * '' "°''""'°'' •" *«

"BL;'r::.srdrrtrt^' f.?; •: if'-
-^'^ -i«.^^ Sui^nr

•--"'-- ^.irt

jor^rris^rsttsfoi-r ** -
to the appeal of /W a*^ /.if'L^!!.?^!^'' ^^ «>!d I

she will by no means
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93con^t to leave her huib.nd for the long, dull (^„i„g. Yet

.^in vm '"i;
••' '»""»«"'• •'" "ill go. Bather than d*

T^^Lci^f" '"" **• **' Stone-efficient chaperon for

on thl. pubhc occMion. Moreover. Mr W. di,u.te7w
Uie theatre » «»rcely ten deep than hi. dUtaite for church.

It « iweet of you, Aunt Sybil "_«nd Effie'i voice ii full

tX"«^ar-"""~"''"' ^
°"*'""'' '° "' y'"- ^ '*^ *»'««»

I« ii long past eleven when Mr Benson's fly comes natinE«d scoping to the door with the returning pUy-goen Thf
«^ between the acts have been prodigiouf; but t'hT^rfo™
•nee has b~en a triumphant succeM; three times JZ Mis.Granger been recalled to bow her acknowledgment! tHTo« erous Whuebri^e. Wich .hi. great new, s/bilZ mlbum w^upon Mr Burgoyne quieUy dozing by'the drawing-

Sit you down both, and teU me all about it-fror *e bo-

them to cake, and bucuit,, lemonade and barley wate. " Not•0 bad after all-eh, Sybil?" .

""''T'ww-. Not

Two well-contented, happy girl, they look-gtacious andch«mmg. after their pleasure of the last few ho^, i"t^2
J«.ure at being by the home fireside again. Sybil iurgoyn;
fte e der girl. ha. a cloak with a «ible collar/there i.'m'o«^n &e rormal colour in her face; buffeted by the wind jurtnow in the porch, her dark hair has been blown about her

ajsicy veil. Effie, the younger girl, has a long silk cloak of aP^e blue, with swansdown round her white neck: sh^ is allwftness. whiteness, radiant with the afterglow of childlike

them thus side by side, that the younger girl is well ™ufeighteen «d that the elder girl is nLly thirt^hrl^?
^

lu 0« down again in a minute," says Effie, -t.
n/tryfitng"; and, trailing her blue doak over her

to tell you
arm, she
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wind meets her «d lt^\L L"^""."."'*."'
*' «=""'

in the black vauit of thl « '. '
^°"** ** *^'> »>'dden

the^i.^dr^.^^is 'ttr ^''i*' "^ •=•«'-'

«nd grief.
"• *°'* ''^'°'' •>«" her cry of horror

torn down a sheltering^1S^^ jTr ""t"
*' '°°'' '»''

morselessice-finKersuDOBf«w ^^^ '"'" '^PP'"? ^* re-

festooned. drapTg.'^rW^fh""'''"!'*'"' T'«=-8e«»
the ne.t of ,tiffluy!fte Jcl 'Thl^'f''^' "'* "'"''"

"«y. we mice had been frozen to death.

my^S^nr.S^rs^hL'.i'tj;'"" "«- ^"'^^ -y-'^- To
burden <ff heflamen kZJP"' T"""-""'' '« "-e

to lighten her h^TlojTZ """ ^"^ '° "«'= "" "^^
fault of the haS^wSd' .hi T.T ^" '''"''• ^' '" 'be

law. of naturT By „o^„,-™^ ""'''"''««' -y-W-«
kindred disasters. Th«r^ "^^ °"' *'"' ""<* and
tbe house STone^tS th" pLTT^^.'"^"^ ^
mquiry should be made ; J2 h .17/ ^

I
^°°" *"" °^

to blame was CinderX t^kLu
""^

*f ""«* Most of all

to the play, who had fi^ofauSrh 'h
""^ *""' '"•'* «°'«'

fires, had left the Locte^to tef. . '
r*^

"'^^"^'^ ^'°<"^
Inquiry here and swt ^^^^l^U^J^Z^.'^^^^'

""^ht.

less? But EflSe wished fornn;„-*^ '^ dismissal: no
did it matter? She on^'^"

'"^"^' "° P«-^hments. What
had the sacred trust bee^rT^sed Sh^.^'""

'" ""^ ""''

assume! the r6Ie of Fate forThe thit' mice ° °"' '"^ '""^

.ba^dot'irt:i;^tC:hri^rr *•' ^--'^
avail ° ^*'* her aU his philosophy_wi,houf
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"Really and truly, you need not be (o sorry, dear "
Again they were alone together in the workroom : he, with

his arm about her j she, staring at the fire.

" Uncle, I want you to teU me exactly what they felt

»

,J1T*»7 r"- ^ '^" '*" y°" aU that I can, dear. but"th.t is
very little.

" What did they feel ? I want to know."
"They suffered-for some while. They moved restlessly.

Mentally, they could feel only this much-what a little child
of hvo, lost, might feel-* dull despair, a vague sense of in-
justice and hopelessness

: that the world has used it cruelly—
but dimmer even than the child's sense."
"Yes; horrible!"

"Effie, 1 tell yon, because that is what I believe. Others
would say no thought of this kind was possible. But that Ido not believe."

"Then?"
"Then—soon—torpor invaded them. They curled them-

selves for sleep—their long sleep. Not like men-they did
not resist. Very soon consciousness was gone-they sufferedno more.

" I think—I shaU never forgive myself. Until 1 die. I shall
remember." ^ ^^

Dr Wren talked to her. She was in bed now—ill.

Then, coming downstairs after a long conversation with the
patient, Dr Wren talked to Mr and Mis Burgoyne.
"I should send her away," said Dr Wren, with a firmness

and decision that gave a sudden strangeness to his pleasant
good-humoured manner. "I should send her away-among
new faces, new surroundings—a complete change."
Yes—Mr Burgoyne agreed at once—they would Arrange for

her to go away for a change di-ectly she felt well enough to get
up and undertake a journey.

"No," said Dr Wren. " I would not wait for that. I would
send her now."

Yes. But where? Then Richaid Burgoyne thought of his
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old friend, Tom Frodsham. My lord and his two grand,
daughters, the lively Miss Broomhalls, were now at Bevis Castle.A telegram should be sent to Bevis. They knew what the
reply would be. A carriage should be procured, and Effie
should be dnven over to Bevis this very day.

" No," said Dr Wren firmly, "that won't da Bevis is toon^ here-too like this house. Not enough of a change. No-
where m the country would do—London."
Then, with further discussion, another plan was suggested,

sybil Burgoyne recoiled from the thought of leaving her bus-
band for so long-"a fortnight for the very least," but never-
theless she would take Effie to London and plunge her into the
whirl ofgaiety and amusement—picture galleries, winter sales at^e b.g drapers', and many theatres-ordered by the physician.
Mra Burgoyne must make this sacrifice of her inclination for
Effie s sake. There seemed no escape from the sacrifice.
But then the physician came to the rescue.

" You would not be the best person," said Dr Wren thought-
tnlly. "Why don't yon send her with Mis Townley ? S*^4
jump at it"

'

In this manner, the arrangement was happfly settled. Most
fortunately, kind Mrs Townley-s hanassing mock-influena was
just such an ailment as might be cured by the course of treat-
ment prescribed for Effie. The mere notion of three weeks at
a luxunous hotel, with blank cheques, carte blanche, etc., did
her good. Sustained by the notorious high Hving of modem
London, she would not falter or in any wise shrink from the
ordeal; she would cany through the treatment with relentless
vigour; she would take dear Effie to every theatre now open-
always, of course, excepting those houses to which, in the
opinion of a vicar's wife, it would be altogether inadvisable to
take a young, unmarried girl. She regarded the charge im-
posed on her by dear Mr Burgoyne as a great honour as well as
a great pleasure-and tii was now packing. In a word, she
jumped at it

From the grand first flo<» rooms of the grand London HotelMm Townley was able, conscientiously, to despatch most wel-
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weU^Ulking well, laughing well-indeed, she wd the -deaf

^Dn,^T"'''lf"'*'''^'°"«>fr<"» their eye.iLtSat Dniry Lane M™ Townley felt «« that p^t d^S
stonrth ?h. ^K ^ u

* *"* '°''*"8 *«^ disproportionate

^fm> ^''.* !h°"8'>t *»' ««' things, pouring like a fl«S

r»f«^rs;roS:Srttt^/5it;r^

.oX" •

M;;s:;rir.ti:vrt?ott"ur;::;
poor httle opinion against that of a skilled phySjan %uhad Dr Wren .n his calculations given adequfte Snce to

£htr Th^""' J'T " ^^'»°'" <="'^ buthsh" Id not

n^^; \^'VT
Mr. Townley's poor little opinion.

Sh?h^IK* ""^ .^'=" *''y " "'°»*. Effie wro?e m-teouslv

if Mr, Townley stop^'
"""^ •"""" '"°'« E««. "««-

And next day home she came, with colour in hercheeki.nrflight m her eyes, cured; and, oh. so glad to get^^ d^funcle and aunt-and everyone at Cliff Lodge.
'^*^^^



!!|ll

ONE erening Stone and Mrs Burgoyne walked thiough

the sheltered hollow, and by a zigzag path up the green

terraces towards the first of the sentinel windmills. It was
Easter Saturday—a late Easter—and girls were carrying clothes-

baskets full of primroses for the church decoration. Effie had
been at the church or the vicarage since early morning.

"We might," said Mr Stone, "go on and see if Effie has

done her work."

" No," said Mrs Burgoyne, " I don't want to leave him for so

long as that. It would take too long. She would be sure to

keep us waiting. But you go."

Mr Stone, however, as a responsible escort, would not desert

his charge. To-day Mr Burgoyne had not been outside the

house. He was nursing a slight cold—only a roughness in the

throat : a mere nothing, said Dr Wren after seeing the august

patient in a friendly amateur way, but it was wise to make him
sUy indoors. Now, when the yellow light was tinting the lower

streamers of the clouds and the brightness of the fair spring

day was waning, Mr Stone had advised, had urged, and at

last persuaded Mrs Burgoyne to come out and breathe the

fresh air.

In the hollow there were lovers—the first of the season : two
couples of Easter trippers, with arms interlaced, walking

silently upon the moss carpet, pausing to stare with Cockney
wonder at violets and dafibdils, like stolid ghosts disappearing

among the white stems of the beech-trees.

As Mr Stone and his companion passed swiftly beneath the

budding branches, they talked of the great man's cold and the

great man's headaches. Of late there had been so few head-

aches. Mrs Burgoyne, as she measured the lengthening inter-

vals between the wasted days, rejoiced in the worker's
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immnntty from the old attacks. Tt .^m^ n. . .•. .

wouM or. i«„» K
"««s- « teemed that the immunity

on^have that her husb«,d-rLrwa.^'dS^^^^^
tteadof msidiously deteriorating m the yean glided by ?

"Oh, how can it be anything else?"
George Wren think* it is—at anv rate_n«f .1, i. . <

siffns It I,., u . • .7 ' "**—^"o' 'ne best of"gns. It has been making him anxious."

habituallym a tone of extraordinary frankness Th.^t^f

:::iliSttrrTr'""''''^f''"^^^^^^^^^^"cre aosent here. Thev were sexless comrades, two fi.ii«»

formsTndTh
'^'^^'^'^ "-tants betwr^^hom ouS^a""

nrettvlth
' <=«'«»°"io« «« that dresses serious thouZ n

E' w^ M? r*^"
""^^ ^ """^ I-'P'^Wy absurd. Sh r

s and. One need not fear to shock her sense of deUcacv Tn

le spoke of men and women as they are and not as thev .«.pamted by our nursery governesses.
'*'' "*

'George liked his recurrent bilious attacks He lilr^i ».,see the safety valv» o/.t;„ »x ". ", "*• "e liked to

_K..n, !v^ y * ^^S- My doubt has always beenwhether his headaches «,^, bilious. They^n.Tto ™«

'"ttTT' r° '^'^^ t-ceable to^^e fatTgu^-But you know, he used "«» ="'' .•-— '- >^ ••
y"'^

very rarely, but sometimet—

"

I be really sick
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"George Wren nyi he ii positive it wm bile and nothing

elie. But, assuming George to be right—he generally is

—

what is going on now? That's what we have to think of.

No. At his age—and considering that his life is exactly what
it was—no change in work or custom—I don't think we ought
to count on the absence of the headaches ai a good sign."

Mrs Burgoyne had stopped, and upward lines showed them-
selves on her smooth forehead as the brows contracted in

thought She listened atte&tively, without foolish fear, but
weighing every word.

"Does Dr Wren suggest anything?" she said slowly. "If
he is anxious

—

Anxious is a big word."
" Too big for the occasion. He did not use it. No, no.

He is quite content—he suggests nothing."

"But he would be glad for the headaches to come back?"
" No. I can't say thi t. No, he did not say that. ... No,

you can take this as a fact Wren did not think it was a good
sign. That is all. Don't let me confuse my vague thoughts

with Wren's matter-of-fact view."

"Yes. I understand. He would have spoken to me if he
had thought anything should be done—he would never keep
me in the dark, would he?"
"No. You may rely on George Wren. I am sure we may

rely on him absolute! -. He is a grand watch-dog."

Then, as they walkea on, mounting by the zigzag path,

Mrs Burgoyne's forehead became smooth again. Dr Wren
was oiuy anxious as they all must be—unceasingly careful,

unceasingly thoughtful. In that sense, anxiety was not too

big a word : it was the proper word.

But there was something that jarred in the tone of her

companion as once more he spoke of Dr Wren as a watch-dog.

"A bom watch-dog—that's what George is. By nature and
by training—a good dog to stand and watch and watch and
never bark a false alarm."

She did not speak, but be glanced at her rapidly, and then

laughed and shrugged his shoulders.

"Am I shocking you? It's a gr Jid thing to be a watch-
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"How like • woman I" and Mr Stone laughed asain and

-what n,y feeling, a« towards Mr BurgoynTl-
'" '"""^b

.orrv r It
''"°'''" '*''' **" Burgoyne humbly. "I am»ony. I like you to confide in me "

andS°Si fo^"" «d'hT? "'r I
'^^ ^^^ ^Vren

hisadrice. I am':^^„;"b'i,'':,J^t
'^^^^^^

J,
'°"°'

dog he watches aU the w7rld S^e ^'chel'me aSr''"'^'"

rL"(^r .•"V' ^''^ "0?g^strnTurX^^":!:

^£S:^"Srgr.S--/^^^^^^^^^

Sf^^e^t^S-S
1^. «rw. ,™ tarn. ,^ „ h^Jis^^r™
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prescribed to wotbe highly strung nerves and aPay mental

,

irritability. Yet here, m the calm, Mrs Burgoyne by kind
questioning aroused at last a nenre storm that rendered her
pale and breathless by hs surprising violence.

She had made him confess that Dr Wren had once or twice
of late sounded notes of warning. She had made him confess
with contrition that his irritability just now was abnormal

—

effect without due cause. She had asked him question after

question. Then suddenly, most violently, he let loose his
secret thoughts, and she recoiled almost in horror.

He was not happy in his work. Sometimes he was miserably
unhappy.

"Of course I think of it. I am a cursed failure. Do you
know what I used to think ? I would do something great-
something to shake the #orld. Boyish dreams—as Wren calls

them. But I had narrowed my dream—before I met Wren.
I never told him that. I had begun to know myself—Nothing
great, perhaps, something useful—but still, sometMng."

" But isn't it enough to be associated with JUm}"
"Yes, that ought to be, but sometimes it isn't. Extinction

of self
! Yes "—and with a clenched hand he struck his breast

—"but this /fighto for life sometimes, and then I know what
the old monks felt

" You can't understand—no woman can. You women have
learnt your lesson. You can crush out the longings, freeze the
instinct of the blood with streams of cold thought. The nuns
never suffered as the monks did

" In men's lives the flesh dies hard. I tell yon there are
days when I feel I shall go mad—melancholy mad—when I

think of it—not of noble hopes that are gone, but of the base
things I am called on to renounce : the pleasures of the senses,

the things the intellect sfiums. When I see some bounder
walking with his giri along the cliff—when I see them walking
like savages, I—1 feel a savage myself—and 1 could leap at
him, take him by the throat, strangle him, throw him over the
cliff and laugh ... and then, then—in thought—I am alone
with his squeaking, whimpering mate— with his helpless, ~
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ihrinking iquaw— with his feathered and flounced roung
lady"

J
and with burning eyet he looked at Un Burgoyne't

pale, lad face.
'

Then, making a Tiolent effort to recoTer hit conipoiuie, he
laughed before he ipoke again.

"Don't be shocked. AU thought—no action. IhavekUled
action—really. I an a thinking machine. No—a machine
for another man's thoughts to work in—a drudge: and I see
myself twenty years hence-* useles<i drudge, then—* rusty
wom-^at machine that is not worth repairing."

'

Mrs Burgoyne was in truth horror-stricken. Her voice
became cold and very gravi

.

"You have broken the spell of our quiet lil«. You—you
hare made me miserable But as you have said all this, there
are things that 1 must teU you. My husband has weighed the
sacrifice you make in helping him. 1 know that he has made
provision for your future—he is fond of you, as well as grateful
to you. I know—as a fact—that, whatever happened, you
would be secure. Years hence—as you say—you could never
have to struggle, to begin again—you could be happy and idle
when your work was done."

Aa she spoke, her eyes fiUed with tears; and, as Stone
answered, his voice suddenly broke in a sob.
"There never was anyone like him—there never can be.

Oh, what a worm it makes me feel—even to think of him.
Mrs Burgoyne—on my honour—I am not mercenary. I have
never given a thought to money—when thinking of the future.
1 wish you hadn't told me this—it makes me more ashamec*
of myself than ever '

Plainly, Mr Stone was ashamed of himself. Humbly—
almost abjecUy—he begged Mn Burgoyne to forgive him and
to forget.

" Mrs Burgoyne, don't think of it It's nothing. If I were
a girl—people would say hysteria. Well, it is—weakness.
No strong man would have talked as I have talked—but I am
not strong—you know—I am weak by constitution. Say youll
forget."
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NriiliTiK^!!
""• 'T*f• ««»"«* taw ron felt thbrNot tU th» time you haw been with M?*

"Oh, no. Only lately. Ifg nothinf-. phaie-I ||mle^
rtand it redly. Tte.w.keningof the 8X^1^1JK
There. Ill live k down. I promiie you."

" Ye^ liw it down," and the Uid her hand upon hit arm.and be felt that her band wat trembling. " Don't break ^peace of our quiet life. I lored to think of it," and ai the
glanced away to the vatt wooden tailt twinging their heavy

,,TV '* "°"»ing could disturb our calm."
And nothing can. Don't think of me. I'm a telfiih beattMnBuig^e. I thould like to kick myself all the way home."

H«In*J*K-,r^*
fading quickly as tide by «de they walked

f^^ :^'""''*- ^" ** '"'"°' •' "•» <!•* •Iready: beneath
the treet it waa at if they passed through black caret. Then
the atcendmg paths thowed again dimly and greyly; andchmbing once more, they reached the faint afterglow on the
chff-top. At he opened the hall door he uked her again to

J!J1^ Tu'?**- ' "" '^ tappy-nothing but ttupid

^Ttdd? " "° """ ^"^^^ "•""""•• '^*"''' '^'«**

"Yes. Ill forget. I want to foiget it."
The Ump was Ut in the hall, and for a moment she shaded

her eyes, da^led by the quick transition from the darkness of
the porch Then, drawn by the sound of her husband's voice,
she turned towards the dining-room, opened the door abruptlT-
and then, stepping back, gently shut it again. Mr Burifovne

r" "k'T!
*•

•'t'^
«""»"«d-sittingwith Effie and assuring

himself that Effie had a subsUntial bread and jam tea after all
her lengthened labours at the church: Mr Burgoyne was
receiving callers.

.i*hV*"'u*'
of theuble tat Mr Buigoyne, tapping softly

with his gold pencil case upon the green baize while he talked
in low, senous tones. On the far side of the table, Mr Ingle,
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"TheyVa been here l»If«n.hour and -lore.* uiH m.pWBtjrely explaining matter, to her mi. ,^ .."f w***?'
wi,h the matter would .end them aw, Ift mor. ?k ^ "
we had the room to tay the doth " '' *" "^ *""*

Neighbour.JXfa>nd.o^'hi:!^'''•^ «'*''?'? '"^ "hen.

He had «, persona: ob£^t fh. .1 K«l No*""!'"

No D<«, continued Mr iSe worked Wh'T "k""""""
no. not in all Whitebridge ^S; hL id/l k

"" ^' '^''^~

it was, and he never .nar«a him„if • u^ i?'
''"''"*''» 'hat

business togctherL'^nd'Thfbil'r'ttl''^''^ ^^- and ease b, his own fi«,de wher^ead^oX'S
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twn«l tiM light! out in tiM Mioon mi bolted tho tbop door.

-So now perhap* jrouli litten. Thm ha dtt," und he
pomted to Mr Burgoyn.. "He ta . meabtrTthe RoSSodetyofeHEngUnd. He I. . «,!..«„. Hetai^
•fter" iald Mr In^^ cooeI«dfag i,fter.U «,«ewh.t UuneW:
he ia sought after by erery viiitor that comet into thu town-
"

whlTbe «y.V'."*"
""'^"•^ "•"• P""*"* J^*" "«*"

It wai a most protracted sitting.

the head of tlie Ubie would make peace and order, and then ina moment all was noise and chaos again.
"If," cried Ingle, "a man plays a comet at the end of the

•teeet, she M gone. Mad for pleasure. You know yon are.Ma4 for pleasure, and it cant go on."
Apiin the disturbance was quelled, and wise words seemed

ck^ .^k"^'*"
' comp,omi«,. Then, with a happy settlement

close at hand, war and not truce filled the air.

"Yes; and suppose," Mr Ingle was saying, "I was to turn
round and slap your face for you ? »

'»'*''» " 'um

jutM°"tt^
""" '^ ^'* '"*'* '"*"'• "'""*' "• ^<'"

..t"T"''t
'".*''! '^,^' Bu^oyne, tapping on the uble.

"Ingle, Ingle) Really, Mrs Ingle."
Yet finally-long, long after Mary should have laid the cloth

wt the''fi«l
'°°" Prerailed, the Upping pencil beat

"There," said Ingle, makinQ loud interjections while the
gentle roice flowed on. "That's common-sense. There, thafs
common-sense. You've been forced to U en," said Inele
triumphantly, "because it's common-sense."

" Ves"said Mrs Ingle, "and^ listen too. Hesays you're
as ff,uch to blame as me." / / " ^

DoubtlMs,said Mr Burgoyne, more consideration should beshown on both sides. Neither was free from blame. Certainly
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not Mn Ingle-Uid eeruinljr not Mr Ingle. They knew that
redly :thejf mut know thM. But with all tbb ndiy talk they
w«e Uke people beating the air, eihauiting thenielvee with
vain iviy! nothing fai thia world could ever come of Mi
They ihonid for a change tkM; andnotalwayi for thenieivaa,
but cMh for the other. They mnit UMntally change places.
Ingle then would realiae that nutic. Ught, and hinghter aiemy good things in their way, and Mn Ingle would understand
that to shirk the realities of bone duty and pursue with ftenxy
the flitting shadows thrown upon her path by farKjff clouds was
neither business-like nor becoming; and Mr Burgoyne bowed
gravely and yet gallantly to the lady in the picture hat
"I think," said Mr Burgoyne, with his eyes so steadily

bearing upon the tody's eyes that Miese suddenly drooped,
"you should always remember that in your soft hands you
hold, as well as your husband's heart—your husband's honour."
Then at last, in silence, peace was ratified, and Mr and Mn

Ingle vent home, arm-in-arm, to the neglected saloon and the
wondering KarL



I m

the**tWi«fl'""' r" ',?
^°"'' °' '^'^5^8 f°' °**". 'M not

Hnl. K !?VP'"°"
"""'"^^ ^' «8ht air from the open win-

he^aid th r^'^'^f
P""'" "" *° *« floor-,heet.^paX

here and there, far and near : an unfinished letter, two direct

S.^fatTetl^^g^'^ '"'^ *'" '^^ • «"- -«« "^-^

The sheet that held his attention was covered with Effie'spenc, -work: studies in outline of a man's face. AH o77neface, the outhnes seemed apparently-* Grecian type, butt^^ for classic «.nd«ds, clean-sharen-in profik^ain ,nS

iSon uT '«'»»"^8= by their success escaping ob-literation Mr Burgoyne put back this sheet with the othersvery carefully; and, closing the portfolio, laid on top Effie"
tin box of water-colours to checkmate the untidy wind

ni,^ ith?K ^- "is*"
^' ^"'Soyne refrained from taxing hism^ with the disorder .n which he had found her room. He

ng Effie that f she were not caretul he would carry the war

Le« LvT'' ~""»'y.»°d. marching out of his^m into

unity to slip by. Once or twice his clear blue eyes were

^nlT n""'^
'"''" '"^ "'' •1"'"' unobservant ofl m-once, especially, when she was speaking to Mr StoneMr Stone, twiddling the thin stem of a wine glass, seemedpreoccupied with thought; plainly, his mind was working f„

"Jack," laid Effie, "1 rode to Slanes to-day."

lol
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.',' ?'^ ^°" ' " •"** ** S'"""- '~Uy not Mauaz.And I saw th»t old woman "

"Did you?"
"She was sitting outeide her door—just the iame-menrtin»

the nets-and she beckoned to me »
""e-mendrng

"Did she?"

"c**?°''
""'"'' *•'<= •» <J'««e right in her mind."

Sn-
1

says Stone, alert of a sudden, "the name of thatbook ha. come to me! m Memoir, of Count ZT^Meunter, Chemist to Louis XV"

the';"^^::::
''°"''" "^' **' '""^^°^"'' -«>- '-^ing

«

He is looking at Effie, who has turned away her head • «,dhe sees what perhaps no one else would see. H«7;/ v
tremble

:
she is taking quick inspirluons

P""' "'"

"Yes, sir, that's the book. I don't sav that'. .,.^.i .u
title, but that is the man's name. . . eS f^iteTa 't

*

«T ^
•""* •'^*° '^'"B '^ remember for a week -'Zf

Then Effie turns agam, smiles again, talks again • andMrBurgoyne watches her-for a very few momenf* Cnf^
has come back to her pretty eyes-./heisgivinSexS^tiS;

tivelyconsideringsome fu^i^S r^lrh"btsTnd'"S''dby a camel's-hair pencil and a k^tttae ne^t' IT^' k u**
gardener had brought out of a drawer tnfl-uu'^'' "'''

jajile organs of .^me High^Ltriirth^LS

In this bright Maytime the garden was lov#.1v in, •Md the lilac, were in full bloom sreaXe P'?'""''™
of the ilex, the fresh green of the young leave^.i Tu"eye; the stunted fruit-trees look^ like t^" l£'"='*

'^«

«orm. hke trees after a carnival, and w rtht^LTd
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white blossoms-nature's confetti-strewed the swept paths
and tnm borders as though in fiin behind the gardener's back -
in the air there was a perfume of flowers, and the fragrance ofnew cut grass as the daisies danced and feU before the busy
mowing machine. High overhead the sea-wind blew and
soanng guUs flashed from grey to dazzling white as the sun-
light caught the under surface of their motionless wings
At the bottom of the garden, the summer-house, like a proud

and solid little fort, rose high above the flint wall and the
green door through which one resched the cUff. Above, there
was a good-sized room, to which one mounted by a flight of
stone steps; and beneath, a gardener's lumber-room-wherein
tay mouldermg, amidst wicker chairs and iron seats, unused
^wls, croquet mallets, and impossibly warped tennis racquets.
Her^ by the steps, Mr Burgoyne readily gave his fuU authority
for the usual repainting of the green door, and. with a friendly
nod, permitted the gardener to return to his work
The upper room-" the lookout" with its three windows-ms r«Uly both quaint and pretty. There was a good fireplace

^f^u ^L ""*.'"« J
'here was a glass-fronted cui^

board full of blue china, an old Dutch dresser, round two of
the walls, a long seat, covered with coloured chintz; and there
were deep wicker chairs and bright cushions in profusion
Truly a pleasant room from which you looked down at the
wide sea as at a hmiUess sheet of glass and watched the distant
ships, or from which you looked up at the blue sky as from a
balloon and watched the soaring gulls. There was always a
gentle breeze up here. In the blazing summer hours Mr

. Burgoyne would sometimes come here to rest in one of the
cushioned chairs—and even to scribble or dictate. But this
was rarely. Gradually it had become as much Effie's room
as the room in the house. Here she had read with her
governess, entertained her child-friends years ago • here from
the very first, year after year, she had painted in water-colours
maplike studies of Britannia's Realm—never getting it quite
to her taste. And here Mr Burgoyne found her now, at her
tabic before the middle window, stiU bravely daubing
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" May I come in, dear ? "

"O Uncle Richard, ,fc."

Mr Buigoyne took EfBe-. chair uid. drawing it in to theUbU, exammed the wet .ketch with thoughtful admirat on

^1^:T "°^ """' •'"^ '«''"« °- -'^^ "--^ "P^-

"What a skilful litUe girl I Upon my word, Effie-so faras I un^ierstand these mat^ers-this is very creditaWe. I d"

heTo 1st
"
r""'"™*"^

correct-Zthink, percheJ Jphere o
, must suffer constraint from those horrid laws of per-spective
; but you give an impression."

'^

•'Oh no, Uncle Richard. It's dreadful—reaUy "

a skS uL Jr"..''"

'"'

"
'"^'' ''""' •" '"P-"- ^^

hJf''

"^"l*! I""^*
«» on the arm of his chair and linked her

S^i r"^ ^-^ ""^-'^^ "" '° '»'"='' gratified
;
but he haddrawn his chair too far under the table to allow s^ace for miy

standing behind him, looked out above his head"A httle girl-but that's what you used to be, T^ffie Ah tie girl no more. Can it be really true that ij was 'vournineteenth birthday—this last one?"
^

"Yes."

"O Effie. Why don't you hold the years for me? Whydo you let them fly—you careless child?"
'

" I wish I could hold them—for you."
"But not for yourself. Quite right. So now you aremneteen-Effie. A child no more. A woman, relSy A

"Uncle!"

wal'^en.""**
"" ^''"'' ''°" ''^^^ "° »«"-«>« ^oor

He had not turned his head. In the long pause before shespoke again, he watched the farK>ff ships.
"But—Uncle Richard, Aw did you find out?"
" Oh, I put things together. You see. my dear, I am always
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doing that—putttog two and two together—not always making
four of them, 1 dai« say."

" I think you are a magician."
"Am I ? But a good magician, Effie—who meant to help

you if he can."

Then the white hands were linked about bis neck, and a
soft cheek that had not ceased to bum was pressed against
his grey hair.

"Pull back your chair-« UtUe way. I want to sit beside
you

. . . Uncle. You won't tell—not anyone? Not even
Aunt Sybil?"

"No. But there is someone who may know—who does
know—who guesses already, isnt there? . . . Tell me, dear,
about him. . . . That's what I want you to tell me."

" Uncle, I don't know what to tell you."
"Well, you know how they put it in Mr Hind's novels.

He has not spoken}"

"No."
.

"That was quite right It is to «< that he must speak.
But of course he loves my Kffie?" .

Then, with hands linked tight, Effie for a little while was
silent.

"Uncle Richard, you are the only person in all the world
that I could talk to Uke this. ... Yes, I do think—I do hope
Jack IS—fond of me. This is what I think, Uncle. He would
tell me so—or tell you so—but, being poor, he thinks it would
be so hopeless—you would never, never let us be engaged."
"Thafshowitis, isit?"

"You see, 1 don't think I could have got so fond of him,
unless he was fond of me—I couldn't, could I ?—That's how
he's made me love him. 1 tried not to—O Uncle, ever so
hard I—till all at once I thought I was quite sure. Uncle, I
couldn't tell you why. But things he said—so many things;
and, something in his voice when I was with himX . . But,
Uncle, suppose I'm wrong—you understand I'd sooner die
than let him guess I thought so."

"I don't think you are wrong, my dear. . . . And now you
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^L^Zt%J>^ ""• '^ '"'°'' "««'«« for hin,-„ot

..." ^ ?'°™«- And don't think of it Main-exceot » «,»thing m your uncle's mind. . But »onTH? ? ^'"*'
I promise I'll not blund^i " '"" "•' '"" »*• ^ffie.

When the two ladies left the dinine-room th, t»r. „ .1
inv«iably went with them, but tJ^rMrfiVZ.^

"''"'"

Mr Stone to sit down and ;moke tcfgalett.
^°"^ ""'"«*

Have your smoke in here, will you, Stone? Th, f..» •

-y dear fellow I ««t a little friendly cLatSyoS' "' "'

Yes, sir. But I won't smoke."
"Nonsense. Light up. I don't mind a bit-I'll f„;„

if you'll give me one." ' J°'" y°".

Then Mr Stone produced his cigarette ca«. ..^ u . ,

guesteachlit.cigarette. It waswonS t^^e jSS «„?
""**

smokmg-puffing the little white clouds ve™,1n^J T^*
fully, watching them while they floTtS^LbT^t^ ^'*'
should a ring by chance cZTt^TtZ)\^'^'T°''''
observe it. He 'had smokedZs ft ^"'^Ir '*' '°

average probably not more than once a y^T "^~*"' "^

"Stone, my dear feUow, I have been ihinkine of Iat«_thinkmg quite seriously of your future."
^^* ^*~

I'

O sir, please never think of me."
"No? Butofcourselmustthinkofvnn .,«i-

Stone, butasafriend must thinLofafriend~LdMrR'^"'""''
blew out little clouds and watched themlnti*"'SnT"I U^reat confidence in you-and I have aXt regS ^

tnen, ill find my words another turn—and leav,. thL -I"as true. I have been thinking of my owTflS^^
''""•
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"Yei, sir."

"We thinken are apt to turn into lelfish old dogs, Stone—,
if we are not very careful—to thirk all trouble, to dread aU
change. We like the firelit hearth, dozing and dreaming,
while life flows and ebbs, and are quick to growl and snap if

strangers come between us and the genial warmth. That's
what your old dog dreads—they say—that anyone should rob
him of the cheerful glow. But I am not like that. Stone."

" Indeed you are not, sir."

"Thinking of my future I have learnt to face all losses. I
am hard and dry—a grey old dog to look at, Stone, but within
I boast myself there's not much atrophied—as yet . . . For
instance, there's Miss Effie. Beyond my wife, there's no one
whom I love as I love Effie. It's deep and strong, my love—no
old man's bond of habit She has wound herself about my
heart. Stone, and if ever she were torn away my heart would
bleed most sorely."

He laid aside his unfinished cigarette, and he sat now with
his forehead resting on one hand, while with the forefinger of
the other he traced out the long 6bres of the flower pattern on
the Uble-clotb.

"That's only an instance, Stone. Just lately I have been
thinking of her—realising that I cannot hope to keep her here
for ever, that sooner or later some happy young fellow will

want to rob me of my heart's delight—will claim his right to
break the fibres of my love and leave me to heal the wound
as best I can. Well, I won't be selfish—or a coward. No
one will see me wince. But that's only an instance. Stone."

For a moment his eyes had lifted and he seemed to study
the young man's thoughtful face. Mr Stone, slowly finishing
his cigarette, seemed deeply interested, deeply sympathetic.
"But that is enough about me," and Mr Burgoyne raised

his head and leaned back in his chair. " You see, I have
taken a friend's privilege and talked with freedom about
myself, and now I want to talk ofyou."
Then Mr Burgoyne asked Stone about his health. How

did he find himself now—after these quiet monotonous years?
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and StoneV^g "ei^S^r """ "" '^'^^ ""^ "''"

worried about »on,ethi„g_how .haU I
~

t ? ThatTsword was uneasy in the scabbard." ^ ' ^^' ""^

You don't give me enough to do sir if i i. j
harder, my nerves wouldn't worUt" " ' »°^''«'i

They Aave worried you ? "

"Yes, sir," said Stone reluctantly "I »h;„i, ^u u

"YLtv'hT ^.^-"''--«%ri«httin.'^^
'-'^

Yoahave had noprivatetrouble-nosecr^causefor
care?"

Lodge"! 'You"hLr:r*^l ''^" f "'"^^ P"""^^^ *- Cliff

nerves are fiddle-string, for awkward h,nH.»
**

Then the sword begi„s^o weaMhrsltd slr^'how you feel. Stone, eh ?

»

"•ooara, sjtone. That's

Mr Stone's pale face had flushed
" I am thoroughly happy here, s-r."
Stone, I don't believe a word of it " .n^ vr t,

laughed contentedly. "WeoMtu '
^' B<«goyne

now and then as well « r t^*' ^"^ "'"= °"^ "Xes,

fellows. Ih::;eree: ag" „^L7L [rinT^^
«", ^^ >-«

You're often far from happy " ^ '" "'^'' '*'' '"°"«'s.

I'f *f
"."« y°". sir, that is not so, now."

.ca.c US 10 our own devices and eo harlr tn tfc„ , ,back to freedom for a year two r«« ? ^ '^'"''^'
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for you; and that I promise you may come back—if you
choose—at the end of the three years? Suppose I were to'^

say that I had arranged it—found a mission for you if you like
—some work as well as play—and you must start to-morrow?"

" I should simply hate to go."

Mr Stone, obviously, was aghast at the idea. His dark
eyes turned to his host in questioning wonder.

" What ? You don't leap at the chance I am giving you ?
Now is the time to break your chains—and take your freedom.
If they are heavy chains, be wise and let me snap them."

" There are no chains, sir. I—I "

"Oh yes, Stone, there are chains, I think—and strong ones
too; though Pve not forged them," and Mr Burgoyne
chuckled happily. " My boy, I fear they are love^hains.
I fear you love Miss Effie."

Then, very gravely, he told Mr Stone, that if he was sure
of his health and sure that he would make her a good husband,
he had permission to propose to the young lady wii^iKver he
cared to do so.

"I have spoken of myself," said Mr Burgoyne : "to let you
read my thought. This is no light thing that I do for you.
I think I am not wrong—I hopt I am not wrong. It is
a great—great trust," and with a gesture of his hand he
waved away any protestations that might naturally be coming.
"I have spoken of myself, and I speak now of myself only.
If Effie loves you—if you can win her love—111 trust her
to your care."

Mr Stone had flushed and now he was very pale.

"I—I don't know what to say, sir," he stammered in a
low voice. "You—you have completely overwhelmed me."

" Overwhelmed you ?
"

"IfI thought that Effie—if," said Stone, "I dared hope "

"Well?" and the clear blue eyes were full upon him.
"I think, sir, Effie's husband should be the happiest man

in England—I think "

"Stop," said Mr Burgoyne, with a sudden coldness in his
voice. " 111 give you time to think."
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hi.'^ «.'I7
'^"*' **"• **' 5'°""' •' • turning-point in

UA 7",^^ * "on* for quiet thought.
» •" "°

«K.r w^jtiS^v^giifi
'^'"•^ ^^^ ^-^ • -"'

And once more Mr Stone protested.

« 5"' }f* '^ 'P**^ '° •>«' to-morrow."

will S; of•? •
' T*^ P'*^- ^» • """'h yo« and I

.l^iiXl^^e^-^'^^^^^^^

dr.^I-rJi;.'***
«'"'••-" J'-'*' "« two Uulie. in the

th™,!!^'
-*«• yon be« doing?" asked Mrs Burgovne "Ithought 70U were aerer coming."

<"iojm. i

"oljlir^A V^"^*''^^ Both of us." *^'
_Oh.K^ch«rd. How wuAed of jonl-

. ci«^t^»'L tf "'r .*°°u
^"' ' ^"' '•*' ^ '^•"y «"ted

W^?lu •
**"' '° ** •°''* '•y the piano.

her Site iLd^^r ^''^"!.'*'^ •°"''' •"'-"' w^'hingner waite hands as they moved to and fro. Now for thl
"•StTn ? '^™'^T°*«-

'•"o^ opened, .he ^okS'
*•

d„n> .

P. P'*'^"^ *''»^>" «»d Mr Burjoyne "PleaVedont stop pitying. I lore it"
**

"Can't waiV-eh?" said Mr Burgoyne, and he had a well-
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contentwl tmOe. "»W/ wait, eh 7 I (uppoM t notitb ii a
mighty long time—for a lorer."

" It would drive me out of mj mind—the uncertainty. Sir,

may I speak to Effie, now ?
"

Mr Burgoyne chuckled very happily. All trace of coldneu
had gone. It leemed that the young man'f impatience wat
a welcouis phenomenon—a manifestation that his employer
had been looking for.

"Upon my word, Stone, you take a high tone with me."
"I wish, sir, I could tell you what my thoughts have been

of you—of all your kindness."

"Nonsense, Stone. You've not wasted thoughts on me.
But look here, Stone, really—I don't see why I should be
bullied out of my month. On the other hand, I don't want to
drive you out of your mind. You—you comer me, sir, with
yourawkward dilemma," and he rubbed his hands and chuckled.

Then, Bnally, he told Mr Stone that in all probability he
might count on his period of torment being terminated to-

morrow.

" Not to.day. Stone. But I think I shaU say yes to-morrow.
Wait till to-morrow."

That evening he spoke to his wife of the great secret, from
any share in which she had been so long excluded.

"Sybil. I have been plotting and scheming—I have been
very sly—but I could not tell you, till now."
"What is it, Richard?"
"Sybil! Has anything in Jack Stone's manner lately—for

the last few months—aroused your suspicions?"
"Suspicions!"

"Jack Stone is very much in love with Effie."

"Oh, impossible!"

"Why not? I don't see how the poor lad could help it.

All the world loves Effie."

"Yes. But she is so young—quite a child."

"She is nineteen."

Mrs Burgoyne's forehead had contracted : she was almost
breathless in her wonder at the strange tidings.
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Si'lcltj:!!!!
-«'-«"«»^-'' «»«y b.. been kL^

"There haa been no loTe-nwking."

"OhTjo."

...wfi.'""**
'*"*'».ber,» Mid Mr Buigoyne thoughtfiillv

Bu'^vT"*'?;;
°' '' '*°^***** •'•*P- Hour irfter hour SybU

S3^ T!S T" u^*^ ^^ *"""« «^ '«• Sitting by h«husbMd'. b«tede while .he re«l aloud without following

SbS" K* *f "^ '?"** '"« *'''8 uninteUigible. n^^ceivable. Now alone in the silence and the darknew of herowj. room, .he found it even more wonderful. Ke bade

ri"f"f .'" ""!»»'?«'>. be had told her tolSink aSt
"MlrtlXSp""" "•*"« '"-"^ -'^- •"- ^-y »••PP^

H«l'''*'''"J"u"^''*'""
Stealing into the .ilent room: thedawn wa. breaking, .„d still she lay sleepless. Word bywc^d .he brought back to her memory alf that sZ\^

said to her when they .tood above the hollow and looked

linked arms. He was miserable; he was passing throuah aphase; he was torn by fierce longings, crushS bJtheTright
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of fdn ragrett. iiometimei, in hit tonnent, lie knew what
the monk! hwl felt And the had ihi>ered and turned cold
while the listened. At Uf word*, that old thought of the
Mdneti of all life had cone to her; her heart had welled in
a flood of pity—« yearning regret becauae he taid that he
•uflered. In her deep turptiae had lain a de-per pain.
There wu pain in the thought that he ihouM be unhappy
»m\d»t all their happineti-a myttery of hidden ladnew
walking where all their peaceful little world teemed bright
and gay. But wai thit—after aU—the tecret explanation?
He waa abeady in lore with Effie—or ol the point of falling
in lore? All the wild revolt, that ttniggle of the intellect
and the tentet, meant, in pUin termt, only thit: he wat an
ordinary lutceptible youag nun who could not lire in the
tame house with a young girl and escape falling in lore with
her. Well, if it made him happy, after all, why not?
But Effie? Here, indeed, wu another flredde mystery.

Here was perhaps the true base of all the wonder. Mvstery
of mysteries

:
that a child, a happy, innocei.i, careless child

should, by mere process of normal growth, slowly, imper-
ceptibly accumuUte force untU, from a pretty household
ornament, she became an overwhelming power to sbiJce, to
subjugate, completely to enthnl a man's whole nature. With
white collars, new ribbons, a changed mode of doing her
pretty hair, with a Uugh, a flush, or .. ihake of the hea^
Effie had worked this great wonder. Unconscious of her
power, carelessly, easily, she had used her Uugbing spell,
and at once the pale student, the searcher after noble truths,'
the dreamer of noble dreams lay writhing at her feet, a slave
Most wonderful I

But if Effie-if dear little Effie loved him, or would come
to love him, why not? If she could make him happy—and
now It no longer seemed impossible—why not? If this way
as her husband seemed to think, there lay happiness for
both of them, why not?

In the morning Mrs Burgoyne told her husband that she
approved of his ii':heme.
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"I have thought of h • lot, and mlly I think It will be

a mj good thing—if Bffie conienti. And the will—I am
•uia. If tba doM not care for hin-in that way—now, the
will directly."

Mr Baigojme wm ladiant.

"My beat of wiaa Sybilil And thii ia not merely to
pleare me? It ia your own mind? You are certain that

» there ia nothing—instinct, feeling, vague thoughtit or doubu
that you could not perhapt put into worda—which whitpert
a warning?"

"Oh no."

"Nothing that teemi to tell you that your first feeling
should not be changed—that we should not thus trust him ?•
"Oh no. Really it waa only my surprise—at first I

had never thought of it—wu quite unprepared. But now
the shock of novelty it over—and I have had time to think
of it—well, it seems most natural Just what one should
really have expected would naturally happen."

"Yes. That is what I thought. Most r.i.tural—almost in-
evitable," and Mr Burgoyne laughed gaily.

In the afternoon, Mr SUme took Effie for a stroll along the
cliff.

Sybil Burgoyne, sitting with her husband in the garden be-
neath the cool shade of the dark ilex, watched the young couple
pass in the sunlight by the long border of bright flowers. It
was a heavy, drowsy afternoon and the birds were silent; but
Effie's laugh made music as they passed among the flowers, and
agdn, faintly and sweetly, as they disappeared beneath the
branches of the fruit-trees near the summer-house and the cliff
door. Mr Burgoyne glanced at hi.« S and there was shrewd
intelligence in his eyes, and a well-contented smile on his lips.
No one could doubt what was about to happen, or what would
be discussed on the other side of the green door. The ardent
young suitor had received permission to open his suit He
would not be slow in availing himself of this licence.

They were gone for a long time. Mr Burgoyne was reading
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to himself and scribbling marginal notes in the cumbrous le-

hT^Tn V""'"'
^°y«' Commission. Sybil Burgoyne. leaning

back m her comfortable wicker chair, with an open book onher knees, looked out mto the sunlight as from a shadowy tentformed for her by the dark ile», and watched the butterflies orUstened to the bees as they hovered here and there above theempty path by the long border.
Then, just when the maids were bringing out the tea-tables,

the young people returned. Young Mr Stone, seating himsdfand puttmg Ws straw hat on the ground, bore a cert^n Sf
constramt and self-consciousness-as when, years ago. he wasweanng his fashionable new suit But Effie's eyes were like
stars, as shyly she kissed her micl. and then kissed her aunt.A happy child-very sweet in her shyly proud triumph.

Thus. Mr Burgoyne-without blundering, without betravine
her secret-smoothed the way that should lead to his niece's
happmess. Effie, formaUy wooed, had consented to give herhand to the man who had won her heart. Soon all White-
bridge would have heard of the engagement up at Cliff Lodge.Mr Burgoyne, after busily scribbling pencil notes, despatched
the manuscnpt to London. This was his sketch or outline of
a mamage settlement, and he begged his solicitor carefully to
consider the matter, and at his leisure to prepare a draft, which
the client, m his turn, would consider. But about this there
need be no hurnr. It would be a long time before the deed
would be npe for engrossing. Tha engagement would be a
long one. Meanwhile, however—in fact, at once-Mr Bur-
goyne desu-ed to add to. and modify the terms of his will Mr
Burgoyne suggested a codicil, or, if his legal adviser preferred
It. a new will. Here were the pencU notes : it was for the
London solicitor to give them proper form.

In three or four days a partner of the London firm was -ated
at Mr Burgoyne's dining-table, with papers spread on thegreer
baize. All was in order. The firm had preferred a new wJl tt,
another codicil

;
and here was the draft, most accurately set-

ting forth the client's wishesr-the slight modification with
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regard to Mr John Ptm, > ih? considerable addition with regard
to Mrs Burgoyne, i ii; further v,a n, « of ^rvants, etc. But the
firm bad decided . f,;nd do« x partner to run through the
draft with the client

: to ms.k e qu.te sure, to reassure themselves
that they had not garbled any uf these numerous names .

and to "advert again to the inquiry contained in our letter of
the 30th."

" Quite so," said the solicitor, beginning to refold his papers.
It IS your wish that all property specified should pass to Mrs

Burgoyne absolutely ? "

"Absolutely," said Mr Burgoyne.
"Without conditions of any lort-as, for instance, making

her disposmg power in any way contingent on her remaining a
widow ?

" *
" Oh no," and Mr Burgoyne smiled. " My wife would not

marry again-and I am not going to die. I am not goine to
die until my work is done."
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A^^^'"» K^\^T """• "^^ eng-gement w» estab-

^ X hshed. Published by many tongues it had not been
uenied.

At the Lodge there was a little dinner of ftte-Mr and MrsTownley Dr Wren of course, Effie and her betrothed sitting
side by side-with all the white flowers from the greenhouses, a
drinking of healths, champagne corks popping-really a Au de
/«« from the man in the hall, loyally determined that on this
night of nights ,n Cliff Lodge no guest, be he gownsman or
gard«aer, shall go short of fizzy wine. Mary was brushing
crumb, «,d about to set on the 'essert, when with a gesture
the Ticar drove her from the table. It had been observed by

I'-^l ! ^'T '•? «'''^^"« •* *« ^'^ °f 'hree envelopes
which he had brought from his pocket and furtively dropped
into his tap. No moment could have been more inopportune,
because, » this transitional stage between puddings and dessert
there was not a wme^lass on the board ; but the vicar could
wait no longer.

"My dear children," and Mr Townley rose in his place.
Vt^th quick mtuition, Mary understood. Glasses flashed

and tinkled as she and Sarah bustled back to the table. Glasses
were charged as, with increasing efl-ect, the vicar repeated his
phrase for the third time

:

"My dear children. The few words I will say have been
mutely spoken u the hearts of all here to-night."

It was a kindly little speech. Wren thought the vicar could
have done it sitting down, but he could not have done it
Unjustly would it have been said, that the vicar on this occasion
used hi, pulpit voice. Hi, manner and tone were no more
professional than when, standing on the chancel steps, he
sketched quite informally the programme of services, etc., in

"4
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the ensuing three weeks, or reminded his congregation of the

speech and kindness shone in the vicar's eyes. It wa. kind to
let bygone, be bygones and to speak of Stone as a dear child—and not as a ye^ naughty and disheartening truant. Not by

SlnlT; r"""''
*"^''' •*' '""^^"'^ •"P''"'^ did he hint toStone that he must now turn over a new leaf. But just at theend after a few words that he devoted to praise of their host.

Sogether^"""
^^

' '"
^^'°^ ^ '^"'PP'^ °"' Stone

"I will only say of our good host»- and Mr Townley curi-

Z^h"! '^ T^'
unconsciously, sounded an echo of some-thwg that Mr Burgoyne had once said to him-" that, if ourthoughts on many matters are as the poles asunder we areumtedin the bond, of genuine friendship and I hoi^ he ^

my dear child—I say God bless you "

And that was what they said in the hall; in the pantry : in&e far^ff kitchen. The kindly sentiment passed fr^m l7ps o

^Z^jT^^r^ passed from hand to hand, till, list of

\1
far-off kitchen-maid, raising her glass, said it with a.udden catch in her breath: "MissEffief CW ble« he" «

They all loved Effie.

After dinner there was music-only a little music. Thegood vicar wa. not partial to concerts. But Effie pUyed the
Iruih melodie. because Uncle Richard liked them; and M«
In 7 P'«yed a sprightly gavotte, out of a comic opera thatAe had heard a long whUe ago when visiting London withher young friend, because she liked it herself. "Effie " she
called from the piano, "does this carry you back ? Will youever forget that piece ? mw we Uughed I " Then, althoughno one had said encore, she played the gavotte again-because

li )S?e'^ t"""'^'- ^'f?
'*""' ""^ P'easanTconveSoa

Dr Wren, beaming ammbly on a wfa in the strong light ofan unusual number ofcandles, gallantly permitted Mrs Townleywhen she had taken the other half of the sofa and was fanning
herself after the gavotte, to ask him many and se^ch nj
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questions on medical subjects. Perhaps the good lady, with-
out in any way setting up her poor little opinion against his,
«nshed to lead him to a considerarion of the advisability of
giTing any young engaged girl change of scene in the care of
some trustworthy guardian. But, somehow, this point was
nerer reached. Mrs Townley, smiling at Dr Wren over her
moving &n, mentioned the name of Miss Granger and soon
produced upon Dr Wren's face a glow redder than that caused
by mere candlelight Mrs Townley had heard of how, when
Dr Wren was suffering from his touch of influenza. Miss
Grangei^and Mrs Townley had been immensely touched
when she heard of it, of how Miss Granger—and Mrs Townley
had always admired her : "So genuine in aU her likes and dis-
likes, so frank and open in her unconventionality," of how Miss
Granger—had gone straight to Dr Wren and nursed him.

"That's not true," said Dr Wren bluntly. He haA ceased
to beam and he was quite red.

" Isn't it ? » said Mrs Townley. " Well I just fancy. Every-
b»dy said so."

"There was no quesrion of nursing," said Dr Wren with ill-
concealed imtation, " because I was never ill."

It was a long time since Dr Wren had been teased about
Miss Granger by his friends at the Lodge, and now, obviously,
ne did not enjoy his teasing.

'Well To be sure," said Mrs Townley. " What a place
Whitebndge is for silly talk I

"

"It is," said Dr Wren. "And Mrs Townley-I feel sure
you have great influence in stopping silly talk or keeping it
going. I wish you'd stop people connecting—our names "

"/«</«rf I wilV said Mrs Townley. «IfK-a«. I'm only
so glad to know what to say when asked. People do ask me
thugs of course-as the wife of the vicar-naturally. And
sometimes one really doesn't know what to say. But now-
after your hint—I ao know."
"Thank you," said Dr Wren : no longer red, and trying to

smile agam. ' °

Then, with more conversation and the silver tray with cake-
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^5wl?.'h?°"'-"

""""^ «"""'"8 »»«• fl"hing in the

r„ w« ov«
' '"""•^ '^^^ '» *" -"1 = ""» betrothal «leb«

Last to go, Dr Wren in bis big overcoat hnMin„ k-

mg, returned to the malaria problem
'"' ''"«""

" I think," said Dr Wren with enthusiasm, " they have oroveH

fine poTnt •• ^ '"'' "*"°'"='^ *'^«'' P^*"-™ down to a

^_
Mr Burgoyne replied quite gravely and yet with . twinkle in

Jd tore oTe?
""^"'^' ^^'"^ •'^ -^"^ -P 'Vom one

*'0h. I don't mean anything in that quarter."

does " LnH"lf- -^T "*" •'^PP^'^ his voice. "But she

3::^Dr';'re'nrrwer MThLVr"' =^-P^">-ic tot
I think she'U doTt,^? ^

'^'"'^ "'"' """^ '° °^^y you-

Dr Wren gasped.

';Whyno^Wren? She'll make you a very good wife "
Do you thmk she will, sir ? "

"I feel sure she will-quite a good wife."

such things possible?
^r ne wished u or not. Were
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myster, of the white .tar,. Truly it seemed that hi. proWemWM an old one narrowed down to its old fine point Free-wUl or predesunahon? Which? Were men free agents in

W^nTT^ p^'**"' °^°"' *'"8 only did he feel certain

:

When Richard Burgoyne, the author of Boies and Btginmngs,Mw a thing coming, it generally came.

ZuL ^ •

^^ •*" '"" ''"'y "•=«"««<* Jo^e"; their
future happiness wa. assured; they might let life resume its

Zh |°8-trot cou«e-except in this: that for them walking

give themselves to dream delights without a fear that the softdream could have a rude awakening.

a,v^"f^!'.'*°''"f'
**«'^8«'°'"' »V^ into hi, interrupted work,

gave forth words of law.

There was to be no suggestion of hurry. There must be no
talk of marriage until Effie should be well over twenty. A
really convenient time, for the wedding would of course be
between books. If they could wait-and Effie wa, so young
that they ought to be able to wait-the truly appropriate time
for the marriage ceremony would be when the Mt^hanum ofmugh4 y^ completed. Thu, Mr Burgoyne gave law. and a.
Uw, Sir Stone accepted the words. They would willingly

^^Med^sm
'^ ""^ ^^''^ '° '"' ^°' *' ^^P'e'io" of

But, said Mr Burgoyne, when the marriage come^ it must
be a real marriage. Effie must have a home of her own, be
mistress of her own house, her own life-no half measures.
Stone had assumed, without question-that he and his bride
would continue to Uve at the Udge. He seemed to assume
that this arrangement would please: in fact that here lay the
causes that had rendered him a possible, a welcome suitorMr Burgoyne need not lose his loved niece, might still retain
his useful secretary. All might go on as before : no break in
the steady labour of the gliding days, no break in the narrow
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Sr.u^;e"aft«Th':r::„f-^^^^ -^^ to «. .. .,:

fonret worf-sr.::*; th?tttTsto"r
'"• ^°" """

too hard now. You h.« ?,!• '
.^,'<'"«-y°« •« working

-St fo^. „ei;i!tLrt''"rr"^ ^-
Tallri.,^ t« »i.

—t"^ sooner the better "

.ketching Effie'sfatLreand ^^J^rf ' «'"' P'««"^ »
ally, he 'dwelt on the tS«C SHo'^ ''""""'"'''^

spoke always deprecati„X-.lZ.r^u il ''W"""- He
who must listen*^ f-^m court«T ^d v .t'T"'*- " '° °°«
from sense of duty, ft wL^'' !l

''"'"^ ^''""8 «"d "o'

when he seems to be savW m '""»"' P««g« i" his books,

to teach you. l^e^^ on-^K !
"**^"

= " ^ '^^ "»' P'«='e"d

your own thought-^h I'rh V'^'"''"''' '» "''°'^'''*

principle which 1 LTfouK''? ,''"'. """^ *"« « ^'°^<^

be useful to you.-
** "•"^"' ""^ ""ch may perhaps

01Js norbook°'^:^,tl r;' ?' f'^ '" "«-»

-

meant was a flat. Ye. 0«^ J^t^"
°'"^'"'' '»'« ^ '«Uy

contained, don't ik^'c^Z B^T" ^'T '^''''"^''-''^

Stone-much better\.„ do J^tK ^v
"'^ '""^"' '''

ira.^' --'"--^-Strj-^^^^^^^^

.^^r^Se^^eT-r^^"--—
ladieT"S:e^X.ir"tdT' """^r*' ^""'^ ""«
extreme relish

' ^ ^ "P*'''^ ^^^ "o^d « if with

The important thing was the ide> nf u
• real household, but'n^ntl^^lW h°°'

''' T'«eryants-why more?-«ll the del^^^ r
^ ?*'"'''• ^*°

"». «*«. *.«-..^Tj::r^r'£
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Stone. . . . And no fuss—no blame if she blunders—if ac-
cidents occur about the food. You are a philosopher—If the
meat be burnt, Stone—a kind word and a smile, eh, Stone?
That's how men of our calibre assert oursthMS, eh, Stone?"
And then there came an earnest, almost a pleading tone. " If
in early days she looks for that smile and finds it. Stone, shell
remember as long as you both live—as long ai you both live,

Stone

"And trips to Paris, Stone I" Mr Burgoyne, having re-

opened his note-book, closed it with a snap again. " Paris
to show her the palaces. The honeymoon again—as they
describe in Mr Hind's novels. Sometimes novels are strangely
true to life. I would not say an entire novel—//fei/ I would
not say. But it has often struck me how these clever novelists
without seeking Truth seam to tumble into her arms—now and
then—as if by accident"; and Mr Buigoyne chuckled.
"Then—if there are no new ties to keep you in England

travel, Stone. Show her our little, turning world. And, Stone,
if she thinks the stars are hung as Umps to light you on your
way—if Effie likes to think this rolling speck of dust the centre
of the universe "—and again his voice was full of tenderness
" I'd let her think it. On my honour, Stone, I think in Effie's

case I'd not correct that error—if I were you. In Effie's case
I'd let that error stand."

:»

%

Sybil Burgoyne, talking very little of the future, thought of
it much. Small habits had been broken. In the orderly
routine of her life—so long continued that habit seemed
bound up with nature's laws, inexorable—the smallest break
must needs at first bring with it a sense of instability, must
needs for the moment shake one with vague dread of changes
widening, deepening, linking one with chaos.

This, she told herself, was why at first the engagement had
moved her mind to sudden, inexplicable revolt Surprise and
distaste I Why ? It was the break in the habit of her thoughts.
Without analysing the thought, it had seemed as though she
had been told of love-making between a brother and a sister
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working-fear of th« .-. T^ ^ "'°"8'" '^ >»<> b^n

- t.f ^L^li^^'out't^Zot'' "' '"-'' '^''-'

work wu done, Mr Stone n^.\ morning, when the

roomed, strolling down the™?/ ""^J"
''^"' ""« '»*

house. Before the en^Lel^K ' ^°'." ^®" '" "« »"""»«-
helped Syoil Bujotnf to seT h.?"'*'

*" ''•^' •"'''>« »««"
order. He was Zys the°,«t to'eaS w^t

'" ''* ^
too, there were walks with Pffi. i

"'^\">« workroom. Now,
uncertainty if They ZoL ?,'''* ^"'^' •»<* ">"« "as

0-.ceortL^he7hri„eTr "*"'' '"'"" '° '"""^heon.

sketch-book. coJrb«'::^I" b/'r„j""trT^'"'»'advance guard, spied out thTund .«/%"•"'' ^^''' «"
very best bench or bank for ^1 'T^' *"'* ^"^"^ 'he

picnics n>«ie a stmng^JJ"^ J^^e" luS """"^^ '"'=''

Again there was bicycling te the cLlAr''"* " ^°'"'-

Burgoyne had lost her «cort for^! t^' '"'"'"« Mrs
P»ir always asked her to c^eSo ButTf ^!"' ""PP^
be. He must act only « Fffi^"

*" =°"''' hardly

sUght changes made t^eb"w^^"/''°^' »'"'• All these

the^were y^et witf^t ^^^--h si:^-
'"^ """ "'^^

or slowly and paSi Sowr^.K"'',''''
''""« «"* fl-*.

find in musculi^exerL^n ^ ' '°°« ''"'»• "'^^^ '»

sleeplessness. It h:^'«tabtS"Se"L'ti ^^ '""^'"«
gradually. At first the thir^g had bL^ „„J^

"'"°^«"'=«'

restlessness that broke thTnLT ^ °*'"8 " •''-»
stages. A waking from oL'T^h

*?'* '""''*'^ *1«"> off in

comfort of the ^ai °g ^o 'hf-Te "h '''t"
"'^ '^^ ^^

gotten: a struggle with^hetSSLt'm? "'k'''
'°'-

by n.gh., and then, once morrobhlS^ C.Tl'"^''"*deepens, the .toggle with th^ th'o^^. .2o« r^^^^t
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•01: Wctoiy oYer the thought or the complete «ih«uitkm oftt« beaten ere .leep » pcible: night Ul^ nighTTteSe^

•pending the long hour, in it. untiring ir««.UbIe «aiW^

ttat^ «lefie. control, throbhmft pumping, flMhing-deeple*

U,e'^tLgt^*;!r,"«'«' "' "«•* °' '^ «^'' ""' -^o-"

It if only the Mnw of loM. The brightnew ii goinR fromth«n: «K,n the brightnes. will begone." From Effie .Iw^Jwd from Stone in . le« degree, hw come the laughtT^
tfie m.r& that have made their life k, ple,«nt. The^ ^ohave held ^ large a pUce in her life-*„'d now theyXS
^It T'^"'""'^

•""«'«'"<« to each othe7:tt4^
«imit no other, .o the circle of aU thj. newly discoteied tor

It feem,-a. .he think, of it, .pinning fi and .wift uLher wheel.-ji«t «,lour and light have Len dimr^ITinT
roundmg,. The field. «« drabj the .ky i. doud^^n
the whrte chff. are stained: .moke-.tained, dirty. „oW^
At mght .he ..t« m her room, reading, and Aink. of itThey «e gomg-to be wry happy. She thinkaTEffie uthe acu»e agent. Effie wiU take him away and miS th^cliffs ghtter for him-make ^ common' JntTJ^t

joke*-ahe wUl make him Teiy happy: with one .mile wfflmake him forget all hi. vain regret, hi. yearning.SZ^
« a t^uch

''«"»«» ^ »>^ "e wiU forget aU the^;:^:

They will ulk of the old life a. though already it lavathouwmd years behind them. They will ,Mak^«, wLi r
Uncle Richard, of Ingle, of her, ofLS oSeHi^dKwithout r^et. without the least sadne... Uughto Smingle with thejr word.-*,cn a. they .peak of the dmU^
Blent hou.e of thought

"=»ui«te.

She cannot read and ihe cannot deep. Why i. there pwn
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the night. ^er^nTe * ™r.'
*"^ T"" ^'^ *«

•8«in, relight. hercLdreT^J^^di:''?" ''* S"" «"» "P
we or red. withr„„?e«fir"^" *'^""'^
night mint dng through «,mlll *

.1
*" *"'*• ^e long

in which Ae^„Se„d?Sh ,•"**
'^l'

"'' '"• """ «^^
tWngtowintheph iSlttU^^^^^^^^^^
•leep poMible. Th„ i, h«r „J^ ^°"8''' *"•* '•"'Jen

oblit«WmentdSeil °*'*~"" ^^'^ *«' «>«
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lii !

'-pHINKING of her hu,b.»d. .he think, of T»nd.n'.

?r ' ^^ *''8«ge'nent *re not perceptible. Um^'Zdifference. The quiet life eoei on Th. t
""

fUmei. burning b'right ifth'eTended U«r"'
«°" °" =

^

p.5t^Se'^:^;tt£^riri;:^^
f;;i^rr^t;:rJ?;i-£h^

But .oon thi, nece,4 di.turSe^'.:^- '.
o«"of mJ

'

a .te«iy current unruffled « the out« rd itfe.ltt her ^T"
rhrnjl^r

""" ""' *' '''"" *^'' "i" -^uthan^ed:

.he'S^^rr^rr:^.,'":::; i-^;:*-^-watch hi., .„d, watching, usel to lo^se h^L? i"V^:Se^He was going to the summer-house-to hi. love b^ ilbrought no wings to his footsteos Aft/r th. , I' •

'""'

workroom he wis always eag« for ^£±"1^^" '" *«
side the window he stopoed to l.VhfTKf

*"
' ^ "°'' """

quickly fading cloud, erffsIJSlH.! T^""" '° '"°'' *«
Yet Effie wou^ld let hiJ ^^^eTntfsunm^bj^ '"^5"'

T

the cloud with him.
"""*='' ""^ n«"e m

>34
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He wn undeinontt«eive--taking all hii bliss soberly. All

!k!.1^
""*•"

r"*^*'
'"'° •"•* *'»"• "'*y ""«'»>«<» 'heir eve.™ !^ K° 'J ?," ""P**- "" ~*"'«« »" '"^ «"«• = «he halfawM, the h.nd detwned, the muk« of love with which such

2.ir'"n^ '^1'°""" ''°"** •'* •?' "• •'«»'=k '««"«« in-

f«n^ h .?
" •^'T'^ ''* '°"''' '*"•»«' '" • "i^ker chair,

fanned by U,e gentle brecM. basking in the kindly sun-bath
h|temng wh.le Effie prattled her own thoughts or'with eTe,!cadence read h.m the thoughts of other, from the book that heMemed too idle to i«ad to himMlf.

Observing h,m day by day, Sybil Burgoyne saw that he was

Th™^!!V v** "f
*'"• """"'"dful of his employer's kind

tl7TZ~*' ' vP'^'P* **"'" ^y "« '°y' <»«"•« 'o lighten
futuie labours .n the room when he wa. gone from it for ever-

wo'rked
"" *** '"'""°''' **'*"' ^"^" "*•" •" '"'' *'"

In gardwi or iummer-hou«^ Effie .eemtd always content-

Ill„rH'K.n?-^"^u'^''« '""" *'*'«y" •'«' '°^e '"""dingd^p and bell-hke m her voice. When, reading, she found the
toved one dozed, she read on : when he slept, she closed thebook and w«ched him sleeping. And the smile upon her lip.
wa. a. a mother", smile. The sleeper was her child, her .un
and moon, her univerw. Sometimes, moving softly, never
waking him, she made some rearrangement of a cushion,
brought her own chair nearer a. a .creen, or held a parasol in
anewpo.mon-i» fear let th. wicker-work should gall him,
«ie wind chill him, or the sun burn him. Watching him too.
Sybil Burgoyne would observe Effie's motherly, proprietor^
care, and va^ely wonder. He was Effie's property awake or
asleep, and doubtle* by such Utile exercises of proprietorial
right the girl reminded herself of her great happiness. Doubt-
less she could thus make the inward river of joy run stronger
and deeper-a stream to float her on to the moment when the
man should wake and give her the reward of patience : a sleepy
mile. Always the smile seemed sufficient for Effie—all-
nfficieot



I

'3f THE GUARDED FLAME

After the marriwe M« B„»
"'"""' ''''° '« 8«"g-

.taiwiththene^tSjl^S^ "«"«'. while Stone «.
place. Whollr to^ it .he^^^^^ "'"^^ "» «' »^
ever be what lonZd ^T'lT^T '*" °°« «""«»

might at least, while th«^ J?
'"^ ^^^jiojnc. Bnt rte

" It i. .b,u«l to My th!I^
^^ °"* •*" '"'P »'''»''

•id. Anyone_thel»t^"^T^''*~P^'""«**"»«J
that I have done he«."

' °' *' nreet-could do all

e-ieH^but ntr/vSwX"LTr. ^"^ "«' »P°^«
Mked a favour and 1--^ ^ *"'' ~'<'' " °^ ""e "ho has

you knowTh^ ;?„ £: ^?^:2"'r"''''-
"^^ «"-

h«lno intentio'n of s^teofSS '° ""' ''""^*^
»

ments. Why should iTyou « .7^ P'^'"* '"^ «"»P«-
"ked you to do •^ltLgZ^ol^'"''f, '"' '''™''- »
the family." * ""' ''*'"'<* "^ ""eful to the head of

T^fnT* u*"
"" ^" everything I can."

tutl'to£ BXt;'„e"p«t'H'°r' ^' ^'°- '^ "
ft.;-, when the ^^0^1;:.;° '^' "°- » *«

i-. the real ^r. Ul'l^^ ^^H^ -J"
-
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knew of it, how little ,he understood it She had n«rt Zbooks-parts of the books again and aLi,!^»k ^ "

w.h wo^er. but without Z^l^^^S.^^SZ'':^

to me^ure the thought by '^4?!eS':rt° °pS,:*^i:the pubhc newspapers. She mieht hVe in «?! P tl?

passable spaces, as between this worTd ani TLhT'that stretched between her and her h^b.^'
" ^ »^'

what he w«, doi'g .t L *men?^le ^^:? "T!'
time-table what point he had ^ed to A.VT •""

but she wished he would tell h^ow Z^ f"*"^
really shaping itself. Was hi ll^^^.^^'^'Z ^unexpected difficulties arisen? Was th^ htli.

^^^^"^
he was now engaged the o^e he^rd toM S^ne wouMSe^nomg, What was he writing this momS? Tstasked her que-^tions i\t felt that she «;»!;» k u

^'
of the troublesome pressme^ f^ltnlt" b'^riSheTshe persisted in asking the questions.

' ^ ' """"'

Mr Burgoyne seemed to experience difficulty in renWn,He answered hesitatingly, vaguely-ekmr ™^ ". "^''"'«^-

words with vague gestur^
^^^'^-^^""S out the vagu.

/
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,J',^f""I '*'" ^''•'"-
• • • No. my dear Sybil, I .« „<«yet in smooth water. I am muddling alone Y« i ,™

You are ahead of the time-uble ?

"

^
.

looM i h^T^''?;,''*'*
•'^"'"8 ^ *« garden-and

effort^ ^
thoughtfuUy, while he seemed to make an

tt;rtcu^r ''
'^' " '^ "^°° ^' -''^-

T^nTn^r^^^^J?- ^'^ '"'«»e»ctly where I stand-Then in a few direct words he told her that, muddling

.s* 'Aif.h''*
^"^^ ''*- • -'^ "g.ymrmpSfsection. Those thought areas that-after investieation andcompanng of the maps made by all recent e»K-^were

ITZl'^r^^ ""' ^"^ *"" '•-"•«» hare £e""ap;^but had «/ been mapped! He had done this chapter ^;m the rough-most -ihcompletely
J but eager to get fo^Tdbngmg to reach his speculative sections^e had pJ^Ton!

h "ould n^ottr*'''"- ""^
""'' ""' ™«''' •" "''"''^

to'ZtVknt?
''*'"'' '^''"«'-- I' "good of you

a ST.r*"'*^' Tr**' **'-- * Brown man answers

no more. How else could he answer her?
Alone, she thought of it_the illimitable space that stretched

to him. what to bim might seem matter for thought wouldbe to her unthinkable. That which made him gSerThan
all other light, was his power of linking, of bindinHto InT

it now. The nations bowed to him because of it-but toher U was unthmkable. So surely as he drew you to" tohis books, he made your head ache
Sitting now. solitary and motionless, on a bench beneath
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the flint wall, she tries to think of it Dimly she understands
that to htm the thing and the thought behind the thing,
the thmg and the outward manifestation, are all one, but
not to her. But then, this power should show itself in hii
common Ufe? And it does. She has felt it, without under-
sundmg It, often. His perception is different from outs.
The thing and the thought behind the thing are truly one.
So that often, when he speaks of an occurrence, he surprises
one by alludmg to objective when you would expect subjective
phenomena, or vUt versa. As when he speaks of a gesture
mstead of an emotion—vaciUating hands for mental distress;
or, conversely, broken thoughts for ungainly, blundering
action. Stone has told her of this—has called her attention
to instances of it-again and again. Stone can estimate,
If not measure, the space between the fixed siar and our-
selves. That is what Stone has meant to convey-no sneer
orniikind thought in it, but a simple fact: we cannot hope
to help him.

Alone, upon the last of the public benches, beneath the
flint wall of the garden, she thinks of it. High above land
and sea, looking out across the golden plain of water, she
thinks of It. The sun is sinking; it is the pleasant evening
hour when gentle breezes begin to creep along the cliff-top-
fte grass slopes and the cliff-path are trodden now by none
but lovers. Two and two they pass slowly : a man and a
girl with linked arms, then another pair, another and another,
whispering as they pass in the golden evening light, linkedM close that they seem to change into one black form as
they pass away from her towards the setting sun—as they
whisper and glide away, seeking the friendly veils of the fallinu
dusk. *

Sadly she broods on the mechanii,di of thought, on the
framework on life, of life 'tself as she has known it, subject-
ively. She herself has lived her life-her long, long life—
in the thought-world—in the shadowland of thought That
is all the days can ever give her now—thought
Her father and his friends—all those lesser toiUng men as
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where battle I«"oiX o^ f'^'^tr*' 8«'',"«'»8««-worid

dealt with worTo'i. V .
'^ """^ P'8'' '''>"« "ows an

logical hammer; hi. pulse beatw «,?
"^ *>«> his geo-

celt in his bony hand. W. ? '"'^ *'''" •" •>«« •

-*«i"i«»J aJSi, "•""°"°'1*"»

«.» o, •L^St^,s°rz''i:TT^ '^
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^ II"k^T'*
"'"" •^*"8 '^'^^ ** *»^"'« of *i» Piwion

SllS*^ ^^!S'ifPV[^'"
""^ '•'"' '^eer. that othenri«

would be«o.ded. • That w« the .art of thing they said of*w. The parents msdnct would have iu retardative effect
Offspnng would pemh but for the paieofs affectionate care."That was what they had to My of hearth and home.
Then, more widely, more generaUy-but the same thine—

year after year-in the other book, of .hadow. looming larger,
calhng themselves philosophers. With a throb of .com. a^memoiy worked, she supplied the empty words. "ThenoTOu. eneigy i. increased by happiness, lowered by nich
emotions a. gne^ diame, remorse. ... The supply of bloodfa.too.c-elerated or checked. . . . Thus, a yourj'girlaSmg the approaa, of her sweetheart will exhibit a heightened and
fuUer action of lungs, heart, and indeed of the whole rascular
mechanism Again, the successful lorer, with his mistressm hi. arms, expenences a diffused, voluminous, pleasurable
Mnse. Th*t we terai a musy sensation. On the other hand,Ae pnck of a pm, the sharp tinkle of a bell, etc., etc, may aUbe grouped as ow/if sensations." Shadowland.
And high« still-the men like Spencer? "It i., probably,m the completeness and mulfplidty of such sensations that

the completest mental life is also reached." That was the
sort o. thing Spencer used to say-, shadow nself. speaking
to other shadows.

f^^u^

likf.'^.Si'' !f '^
Spencer-above the grey vault thathke a shadowy dome shut in the litUe world of thought-the

one who ha. soared alone? Is he too but a shadow ? The

ri.°f ^'
«J»dows. but stiU a shadow? No. Scorn dies,

doubt fades, nothing but sadness remains as she thinks of hiTThmkmg of hun only, desperately holding her thought onhim alone, she sits with her cijin upon her hands and looks
fcr out acro» the pUcid sea. And, again, an infinite flood
of udness rolls m towards her.

In the glorious summer weathw each train discharged a
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-^'Tu^oS.'Sr?,; 1^' '"' ^-'^^ little .treef

•houting men and l.ughing rirll^r. .kI
'"?*'"° »«««. on,

the chlk road M . .^frZ^S^^l''"''-.?'^* *<>»
n«ng from the horse, ai th« f^S .u ^ ' '^'' <* •'««°>

,»en «d girl, tru^ JTer.'^^kSJ SpS^ Z ""n
'"•""

ookingforuntime^rblackl4rt«rM«^nfr ^ ^"'flo'en.

tag hat. over hedgw-a hw^ Corl ! ^l!
'™°'P*^ '^~''-

world hideou.. ^^ ^*^'5' '^'1 *» "ake a wide

thJ^S^ed^'r^^'et rlmt,f;''"r''^
""^' ''^''^

ally. Effie pressed hTTgo^rhT'"'*"'- '^'^ -

u.^?/it°r;;o h'Sd'tr;^-:'
f"' '"^^ '° »«- y-- -th

Mrs Burgoyne uSS*""^
°''""' «»"'« «" ''^ XO-^elf."

-njli.!*! . N? I'cS^?
'' " *• '*"' horrid-being by

.taToattootongfor^:,.""-*"^'- Vou-you wU
"We will go just where yon like." s>iVl irm. <• ^

b^^^t^whenyoulike. ^^e don-rwa^to^S?olul^:

ou;*« aiiTh!^ 'aSir-*^ '"'«"^"'- **' - - ^^

^ely: a goodl,^.?,^^;;-^; rhetj^"*^

bappy pair had ^"retnS«dr\«irf/"- ^she had felt a restless Inn!^ r
'° ^^^ Barren

that made her g« -^ to h«^ k
'"?'""''"' "-^ '^^ "'

to be gone. * '° ^ ^"'^^ *1>«° he ««Ked her

Many mile. Irom home, on the other side of the Wllage
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of SUne», the left the white chalk road. Pushing her bi. /de.
•he paised through an open gate and along a field back
toward, a httle wood of beeches that lay hidden from the

.w* K u '! J*.

^°^^ '^ *' '^«>*'* I' '" ">« fi«t time
that she had dismounted since she started from the Lodge.
She was hot; her mouth was dry; her back ached; her 1m.
ached, and her hand, were shaking after the prolonged str^

S!!»
'

1JJ° u
<=n">»bling bank beneath mos^grown rails

that guarded the wood, she »t down to re.t and to think.
Muscular fatigue had not diss^ted thought Riding or
resting. At whirl of thought went on.

*

Spreading downward from the deep ruts of the cart track,
the ripening com stretched-field after field of it-down
to the green meadows of the valley. Unlike the valley on
the home side of the downs, this had no river winding to
the sea, but it was lined by a network of tiny streams, natural
and artificiaUuUof dykes and bridges, a green and marshy flat
till low chalk cliiTs broke it sharply and again the cornfields
rose. Upon the farther hiUs there were more windmills, and
beyond aiese one could just make out the towers of Bevis
Castle, dull and faint in the haze that hid the sea. Far and
near the light seemed dull to-day-* cloudless but hazy sky
that robbed the hills and fields of brightness and of life

Resting, rile thought of her own dull pain: the heavy
Mnse of loss that had taken aU the colour from her Ufe. Andto^y, for the first time, she analysed the thought itself in
which the pain lay throbbing. Whence had it come—to herwho had never tried to snatch the common joys of lifc-the
things that make the colour-to her who had been m well
content with drab monotony ?

Suddenly she bursts into tears—passionate sobbing that
seems to bum her throat-a child's passionate revolt gainst

J^^P*"*' /u* ^ "^"^ ^"^^^ ^' " *^^ »«•". the thought
of Effie and her love that have shaken h«r. Acted out before
her eyes, here is a!! that she has missed-lost without sense
of loss—UBthought of till now.
Sobbing and writhing-with burning throat and bursting
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STL bJ?th?L^T^ "^ "^ ^'»'-' '"'°^'« p^

She bu not Imsd. ^wl,! n ^ **" !»"<>"«> "n it

-kjij 1. u
^^ amohowUly she ha* not Uved at all achild who baa not matured. Out«.^ . •

^

What waa it that he said?
The nuns nerer suffered as the monks mfR.«-i v

yearmngs. The nuns never suffered. That was *at h,

n^lT ^T T' "''''" ^^^P*' *» they listen in the daA-ness and catch through locked doors, through stone wTThLmoans of i^ony of Sister Sybil writhing i„ L b^ds^i
"'

nothmg. « -the old war of mind ««i body Our m«t^
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ttie devU hM no hand in it. It ii the Uut bwe nrralt of th.
flert. Soon the batUe will be won."

So^tLTlj;;Ii*w '''^"'^
=
**t WM how the nnn. wffered.

Z^^ i^TL^"* •*^"*"' '« «^J »«w. becoming•teophied, ««ed to reapond when Nature wu^ to set h^«e«ge flashing; peace, perfect peace. «tnk into t£ hl«t

•offer now only in dreuns. Seeplesmeii hat loit itTiiU,,

.

•arve to aam the long night hour.. Qutying . load of w5od

auk trettea on either temple are streaked with coarse ner

Upa hav^ stamped upon them, a n,e«,i„gle,s passionlaTo^
vent smile. Our sister hai learnt her leswn.

'^""'"'"'^
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lyi-RS TOWNLEY. the wif. of the »lc«. h«l m«le her

T^^IL'T^''^ '"P"
''""' " ™8ht help M«

S'.h Effle were going to London for « fortnightEd«h, the younger of the two Mb. Broomhall,. wu to b«

stand among the bndesmudi in her train. Miw Ed^th

that It wai so long Mnce she had seen EiBe that at first wh™choorng bridesmakft. she had not thought of Effie tit no-one of the chosen maids had backed out. or be« ;ithd«^

thought of Effie a. . substitute. Effie, for her partwa^^

comphment or a deep mark of regard
*

great length, used arguments that ultimately prevailed "Tdo want you partiealarly to say ye.. Now L^ Efli, J«yit because it wiU make JL i^lZt^\^^ £ther^ I can assure you that I wouldX the same fryoCiSa b.rf o.Iy ,t w,U not be possible because I shall be Kforethe time so cannot be for you. Yo, know I am relfly fondof you and do not think the time count, in that Of cotjI have not seen you much-that time at your house andT

tUtV^utn T V " '"" « if I was Jack, because I knowftat you and Jack were never quite the same a, you J^T
r;«s.-'^

"' "^ -d then I WiU write Mfy ZuTil
Then the matter was discussed at Cliff Lodge. After this

'46
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uf»ent appeal, Effie did not like to refu«: yet EfBe did „„.wjAtolearetheUdge. Then Mr. TowVhWSft wd
uray. MM must go. There were a thousand rearoni wh«Mle««t not hesitate a moment; but there ws^rL^nof pjramount importance: Effie hak nerer ^.^^6^

while she took care of Effie.
^"^

Mis. Edith Broomhall, sprawling in ntpture on receipt of

i hey were to be very, very pretty. The hats were to haveimmense streamers of an appropriate colour; ani'hese w'La new art earned round under the chin were to hlt1!S'
novel bow not far from the left ear^dTth! ^ ^cV
bows were to be fixed certain L'^ei^thegi'^fTe brit'groom. These were to be x«,./., tilltheday .Rein!" h
fidith, "they are secret,, or I w;uld teU y^'u. But£C

l!>aitb had also much to sav about th« ,.k.:_ r j j .

stance, that had bound her to^tIL't^^^^^i^
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Undon »h«> ..ap^jr nobody would b. in iJdon wlT^ta^

S^JS^r!"
**" "^ «pI««ion. "I do not wonde, iS~*?? •'"Bnigoyne refuw beanie re.lly .11 g«ndf.tJi«?k

is^ss: lures'* '^. '^" -'»' «•-" .o^r^ndoti'

ittelfu .11 n^t It to the church that reiUly countiu «nd withthe n.u«c «,d the flower. Md the wldier. I do think Z,Swill be 11 righf Thu.. Iter dealing with the dr«^. Si fiS«»emony .nd the probably ae^jreSub^quent r^Son «

^ ,«t been given hi, troop-they would line the ai.le ; h«

»»^«U in October They >W to be married in Septetor there would have been no tin>e for a honeymoon. " HeUthe greateat dear and is not this rather funny in a way ? Thatmme ^ouW prove to b. in the cavalry. where« dear oldJack who d«l nothing but talk about hor«» soldiei, riiouU—But I forgot That is Jack's secret I «„st not Syou^ her pUn. «^ But die will teU you herself fcst

II ':

.111

September was a week old : in two days now Effie would begoing. Far and near the yellow com was felling to the knife •

the dusty hedges rfiowed dangling yellow staL wherrthe
laden waggons had brushed them; over the brown fields f«and near a perfume of harvest hung in the drowsy air

.J»K M x™T ^J*
?'"«°^"* '^'" '° »''• ^^-ge to settle

with MrsTownleythedayand hour of departure. Aletterhadcome from the Ix,ndon hotel. The hotel manager would hdd

^^T'J" '^"'^ *" "" ^''°»- As Mr, Burgoyne
Stood outs.de the porch, buttoning her gloves. Mr Stone cZ^e
strolhng round the house from the garden

" Going for a walk? May I come with you ? »

" I am only going to the vicarage-on business »
" I'll walk with you. if I may."

I
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" Don't you ttint^vfm» R '^ "**• """"^ "« ««•
go up for thi. wSi„g?I " ^'"*''^"*' "»» '<»«• «»«ht .0

."J*?- } •» »«'« 1 oughtn't"

rou Iw^k" ;o"':?oLw.ZdT •'IJ!,'"
'"• *•-• «»' "J-'t

.. not having ,ou whh hS» ^ '»'«-»eIl. di«ppoi„ted

Mr Stone laughed.

-^'ro',nrut.is;Xo'"'"j.'^r'"''"- «-
owned »«flk hat."

""""« 8»™"" I« •» five year, lince I

Mr» Buigoyne walked on in silence rill fi,-
path that, leavine the r«./i^- i '°*y •*»« to tlie

•' Which wTv !~ l„T^' ^^^f "'*"'^* *« hollow.

ve;T Htt';jr,.heri°ryou «I„-:;t: ^u^/^"
«''>""<'• ^^«

come with Je. ptel« y" '^' T *''" ^Pf^' "I>°"''

it for you. Y^J7 X, k! k'' „
°°"'* '*' »« 'Poil

youL7ar''rtKX'Sit£°„rr'"^- ^•"«-^"'
ir,n„ »k u-jj

^^^^^ *"*"80on by myself"

ca^ Tow:rttm^?^„"r ^''^'^' -^"'^
"^ --

children at pUy On trw,!^"
""""'« '""" """^hter of

fitting motionlJLa. thiv "S."wif
'"'" "''^ '°«">

^^ mesmerising themsdv^bvlJ.T ^ '^"« ^'° '°^«1

with linked armsia coupiTn'Lt^r""'' " ""^ '*^'«^
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Walking by his side, Sybil Burgoyne talked to him of the

future, of his plans for his own and Effie's happiness. Whenth^ nme to the climbing path she walked ahead in silence,
•ad, throughout the climb tUl they stood upon the upper terrace,
she was thinking of the last time they had come this way-of
all that he had said to her.

"My husband thinks you will both enjoy travelling. He
was a great traveller when he was young."
By his side again on the level ground she talked again.
" Will you like that—travelling ? »

" Yes—I suppose so."

Then she asked him questions, with long pauses between
them, as they strolled on.

"Have you thought out where you will live?"
"No."
" It will be in London of course ? "

" Yes. I suppose it will be London."
"You will like that?"

"I hate London."
"Do you ? . . . Well, you will have all the world open for

your choice. I think Effie would be happy anywhetT But
I don t thmk you ought to buiy yourself in the country."
Very wisely she advised him of the duhiess, the emptiness

of country life, and of the many pleasures of the life of
towns. He was to be congratuUted on having interests of
his own

:
as a man of leisure he would never be a mere idler

Then suddenly he spoke with vehement impatience.
" Don't go on congratulating me. I don't care where I live-or what I do. The whole thing wiU be a lifelong mistake."
Oh, what do you mean?" She stood pale and breathless

holding her gloved hand pressed to her side. "What do
you mean ?

"

"Don't you understand? Don't you know that men
make mistakes—get pushed on by circumstances?"
"You -you can't mean you don't really love her ?"
He had turned his back, and now he laughed before he

turned to her again.
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w t!?'^T* 7°" """de me talk about it?-I ought to bekicked. Thw „ the Mcond time I have «ud th3 tl vo!

«bT-.^^ !fP.'"'"'8'''- I ««" irritable today." ^
"But It a horrible if it is true."
"It i» Bot true. I am-awfuUy fond of Effie. But-butI w«h .hewer* going to have a worthier husban^U—"
"If you love her, she will "

Then again he burst out violently

c««nbrme.aBdI thought: whynot? So then I «uS'd

ofS'^uX^'-' * •"' "'•"^ "^ '"""^^ '^ ** '«»

" Don't think of it Forget it I wish I hadn't told von-butnever .hi«k of i, again/ and abruptly heSrhe!
"^

an7«, mJ^."'^1*' ^""«« 8«te. she looked round

to Jint Twice on the high ^ound l^t^ ^ ^IZt
i«ted. It WM the «me and yet another scene at which shelooked now^^drawing long breaths and holding her Wh S
O^'t ^.tr"*" "^ "'^""^ '» •»« «.rroLd1L^""

'•

On one of the gnus ten-aces she sat for a little whUe trvi™,to thmk
01^ what h. h«J said, but in truth on^SkiSthe qmet landscape in the sleepy evening liit-fie df 3

a Se"",r' ''T ^'^'^-^^-^e chS on• hiUadej yellow sands and blue water-the perfume ofharvest, and the peace of harvest-and, when Sly .he
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tnrawl her head, the giant sails of the windmill slowW »^g: to teU her of the invurible force in the 2<^r?th"

It was a* rf through the oideal of an overpowering bodUWfcbgue, Ae lud found the cnre-H« .b«>lute^M^ £t2« .f, wh«, she closed her eyes, dark curtains feU^ she^^ down into a bUck sleepK^avem-a though«e« .olj.^ne^lesser cave near the mt hall. th« hold L deep 5
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quiet eveni^^e^f
"'"* '"'°'* ''""'^ '» «>"e over the

or Uughter. Mr BurgTynelL^ ti»^^^ u^^ "" ^^' *"«'»

•ong hours in the wo?2^r£toC« M."
"""""""^

•nd then and smiled and asked Vfa- "'"^ "*"

".wered; and then ag^^i";:, fell "L'*?":''
'"' =*'

of the silent night hi^ent «*th i"
"^'' '""^ »P^»'

through the wide^o~n^^
the scent of the hower.

During the last weeklnm. k!?. j
»»>kened interest

from Ltini^Ur ^^.^^T^ '^ "^^^
Of qu«tions sent out'S Sto^TCtSr^"^'""^'''

^'rrrn?^E'r;r^,Y^^^fi
rrn;=f";^ -:j- ^^^^ «-dX
be p.«nl, tr^ed. •^dToi^^^^Vfrh'X'^.^^r-'t
the cards correspondents had been ^ T '^^ **^



154 THE GUARDED FLAME
"One cue i. of loss of memory," g«d Stont «Tu,ii„A mwon who fell ftom . scaffolding-—."

^'•"•

drrt, i7sr "^"^ ?*' "*' Sy''^ Burgoyne seemed to

to listen to the voice rath^ fh... .1.
~™"8 eyes, seemed

;^M not he.r;:-;tSg^---
•v:.^^m«ri:t"mr,^' rr^tji^ir'^ *' •«*•

What more does he s.^"
"* '""•* ^'^ *« «» ">«•

nof^g-sr^s'wuhfserr" r^"'-"^^'
of «,mething d«am?ke and .a^rr^""'"'"^'

"°°'**°"»

« restless wonderThe«elf^!„ ^ ''"'" '°°"' •"«• »'

mechanism of ^ourht!!^ e^^X/S^^J o^f

^

Wha. she listened to^v^Ss.1heJir^""?* ^v
*?"«''"

white roa*; a man walking bareheaded -^h.^'u ?
the trees where she had ia^lnT \ ^"^ ^"^'^

for our purposes. From our point of ^-el'i; uli^"'"'*"
ing and there's an end of it R,T "^ ""*'*'"

caTds-after all the troube you'anil" T' """' *°'»

an the .indness-it wo^^Tea'dt XS'^^^T^ns she hst^ied K, the voices, she waspla^fij^lll^r^^p,^
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when his thoughts were far .way. ' P"*'

-.h'i5"'"p'^"
*°'°« *'°"«'' *"»" ««! Stone, "to^av-with Mrs Buigoyne. We c«, have them all in otd^b^ <Imorrow night

"

™*' "^ *<>

Then Mrs Butgoyne broke her wine-Klas»_shiv««i »k

4?^!^"''^'" •'-«^'»««f'«r thetinycruhofgUss.

Em^^y]^ ityj? -f "-PPen U. him." said

noirilT.s%':;^„,T^^""^'>Mrsl«goyne. -I h«i

" It IS our stupid talk," said Mr Bmgoyne. smiling " t .the one who is to blame—for maHn» „„
»n>uing. I an,

my stupid talk." ^ y"" "^^^ "^der by

In the drawing-room, Effie pUyed the oiano tK. .

Insh melodies: the music uncle lied onT,T, P'"'"*'^*

«t home for two long, long weeks Cn " ""' °'«^
the sofa, listened and mufmured th^^ks

2°'°'' '^"« °°

would not doze because it wL Vffi!^ ,

?*'.»PP™«J "id

stooe «,^^ ^ ,,^ ;-; - .SiS^ti^^' " T-
SybU Burgoyne, sitting by the open window, looked out
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u^*^ 1 80 on, Aunt Sybil?"
"Vm, please go on pUying, EflSe,"

cwl« again
; the stone-mason again • th^ZT T". ^^

•gain-what else couldth^ t^'„f • tu
""*" °''^'"'8ht

thought? There «. 1 r ^ °^ "^ ^^ "l"'** ^ouse of

h^ I . ''*^ ' ••"»«' of silver laid out unon thl

the blood rising to her ^eek. W^ , T""*^
"'' "»<= ^«J'

there is some e^s:c^TbftreS;thS''' '"^ ^^ '^-«'>

Now. u she rises from her seat by the window «h1 con.es to
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reality u .trong upon her. She answers mechanically, hears

/"i!!:"'!.''"'"'" " ""* words-wondering thatL hllunderstood what they said to her.

in'Z*!!'
^**"8°»ndfetchit ... Yes, I know where it i»-m the drawer^-on top of the others."

1T>ey want the square envelope with the red card and thewntten statement from Berlin

uk:r.:e^nnfLon:rth15."'~"'''^°"'»'^^^^

" No thanks," «,d the trouble sounds in her voice. "I canfind It without a light."

thfh'Jfr "' '°''"°*"" ''°°' "P*"' »"'* *« '^P«8ht from

ttrn^K .1 V° '" '"*'' *» """"I'Kl't shining palelythrough the wmdow. The drawer that holds the carisK
low the shelves of books close to the window, in the ^nighT:
sheh«l^htenoughandneedsnoaid. But Stone hasfolSh«-tolku,6 m a dry, bard voice. " That is not the plac-
rjT.u i"

*« "PP«' «1'«*«-I think. You-yoSw^
find It there "

;
and, as he stands behind her, she heaThiX^thmg. Her fingers shake in the drawi and s^SlLnot

touSrir
^'^ '"" "^^ '* ''°°'^ "^^^ ""«»"•« »-«

"Oh, please dont"
nis the feeble, hatf-whimpering appeal of a child, not theP-otot of a woman of thirty-three, as he takes her iThis arms«.d hsses her on qre. and forehead. Her head has sunk w

J^
he cannot reach her lips. It seems as if she would sin^

£r^t^'^\'^ *' ^°^- '^"' ••« *""" her with toba<4 to the bookshelves and holds her against him
" Kiss me. Kiss me."

an^ll^'^'tPf ^ "^^^ ''-* '^""^^ "ther than

«d die obeys bun. Her flice is a. cold as death j she is limp
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•••«g; Md, in»uddenfe«th*tihei«.bouttof«int,hetekei
to torn the wall, and, «ith one um round bm. dntwi her

H-rfil*
?*!** '"'***• Y«« """t 80 bMk. ra fellow. My

darting, I love you io—1 love you «o.»
Then ihe goes back to the other room-«topping in the hall

Effie « nil pUy,ng. Her husband, on the .oft, look, up and
•mile, P,e.ently Stone come, in with the envelope; givL the
paper to his employer; then sit, in hu accustomed plwe near
the piana Their hfe goes on. This monstrous betrayal has
occurred and the quiet room is unchanged. She it wrapped inflame and the quiet lire goes 00.

"o-wuppeoin
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TT WM the awakening-she understood. For a moment
JL she was horror-stricken by the baseness of the fall; then

J.^. k'° °''*7u'''"f
=
"'"''"' *°"e''' "=<^P' fo' her love.

Between her and her husband walls of stone had ri««-uian hour. And the walls divided life from death : the shadow-
worid from the real world. She was standing in the sunUghtand Ae sunl.ght itself was flowing in her vein'i^-the Z'^
blood On the other side of the cold, granite barrier the grJ
thought-realm stretched limitle„-the boundleM prison'^S
which a. a shadow among shadows she had wandered till now.To thmk of him meant sadness. Only by an effort for amoment could she do it He. too. was aZlow-SJw™been a rtwdow. As for a moment she thought of him. th«

To Uf outward form her feelings were unchanged. For the

^mJi'r!:"V^''z!^'
*' ^•''y grey-haired'man whj «t

^^^:r "."'^ *"""'^' °P<» books «,d raised Wsbow«J head tosmile at her. A, had reverence a. of old Ittud™ver fear. Why should she fear hi«? He ;^ottouch her; the is in another world than hifc
She had been dead-till lips pressed to hers brought her toAa she thought of it, joy in life filled her throat wj^

^!h«'Sne'"'^°"-
««»"— E«e.. Sh^

That is the good thought—the live thoii»ht n«t .1. j j
^ugl. that sends the funlight ct'sLttS ugh h« vt^tbit sets the aervss to work-to their joyous work-in fl.!^
^^re's message through its wide Su of 'tMh^j^
fiffie has gone. He i. hers-not Effie's. In her rZ of a"59
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nwmlng. bruihing her dwk h«ir, the lings to he«elf-iin«,
Utti. «utche. of childuh «,„g ,0 her ,,dL. flu.S.^
S^,S. Zfc'rV'" •°"' °' •^""'

" "'' "^ "^sue WM dead «nd the hu come to life, and the face in thega-k transfigured, glorified, uking a n^ew and noMe d^.^
LJ7hir°K

•""* '^ ^ ">" ^ ">«" Soon .heiurt

.^J^ •'""'ng m-k, muat compow the trembling lip,, take

«»»^' ? ?l""°°* '='"*'"'• ^'^^ her delightKe
H,^^^, " *!! •"'' ""'"'"K hour when, rising from her

woU.« golden day. M i. sparkling and gUtteringfaT^e

rtZ„T™"''
"«''*-^ " ^"y- And nature-? me,«Je. flash

JitiTnH K°
;:'*,'?'"'"'"°"» content. The perfime of

^h^^i ! .5'
'**' ""•" •*»•''«*'*' '•"' «*" her dark 1^;white clouds that more, white birds that wheel in the blue-

Then the happy day begins-so like the dead days that aregone for eTer. yet now a day of infinite delight. She sits atAe breakfast-table and wears her old-time mL : i. calm and

IS^ LTL"!? ."•'°P«?<'i ^' to her husband. l«.gh.m^ htt husband, ..attentive to hi. need^ watchful, kind as
ever-the peaceful mistreM of the peaceful house. She would

h^^ ^r ""^T^- u" ' '^°"^' «""'«* "««P him from
her Tiew, she would not banwh him. A. an outwarf shape,
a fhendly and famUiar form, this grey-haired man is a part

l^!f .•"T°m"^u*"'* ''"y P^ has changed beneath amapc touch. No object now external to herself-save one:
the thmg she loye*-can trouble her delight Looking round

iJl^JT "^ ^^"^"^ ^ *"' 'y' '° ''' ^
In the workroom, ere the work begins, she is perhaps alone

with her love for a minute. If not then, later the chance wiU
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" Hush I He ii coming."

• .u ,
""• *'*' "e we to do? What nn — ^-.

«n the future?" * '^'' ''* "o—

"I don't know. I-I can't think."
rhey had come from the garden intn tu. _

into the plea«„t .unUt .oom'whe" Me u,edT.TwSh"H*^where now all whi.pered to him of Effie
'** '"'"

h.•.inT^?sl:;:r2ror.r^4rdrt'«^ ^^^^- ,

JWhat c«, we do? O Jack, what can we do-in the

'^^^t «; »^r,K'^" "'
r^'' ""^k Of it. We—•c Ml any rate—till she comes back."
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But of their love the talked unceMlngl,. Often .h« .not.

?hri9-^ - -w'-^riLtr.t^^

.^---^•e22L:rh2i".e.to

.ga Intej^tiog. I.'Z w^yl^^el"^"^ ""^

I»«ence of dirincUneSoT
»» '» «o^ •«>* B«de «o

m^^^'f '^ «'° 7«» good. Dont trouble about

s:«idt"'Li°.rrdo,iSi •^' -- •^^-

tude for the kindly tho^^' '^ **•"" **' '^•^

vei'S""^' ^^ «"• • good rourul. 1 ri,.„ do

wirthe'-rb^jrontcifi^rs-^fb^t
<«« the wide dow« into the ,l^;-£Z '

Jer^SeSato;i.n;f-£-^-
ber e«»rt he h«, «,« been .Soiit^.^t^ o3^
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her h»ld^S^^t^ •"" «™««" wi«h Wm to «uto

•-cycle. «:,«. thH ".Tubbir^'T "TJ* '^"•^ ">•

*r September touriitt went ctath-,. . ,v.'
"^

g«ri» "tting with linked finger. lr,.U ' ,1^ ^, / "^ •«*
•«nied to re«d the ,ect«Zhh '

"^ '' •»««-
p^^

me Mcret w.th . ; gUn.,. ,, ,,„^ ^^
Then he wheeled the bier ', - ^.v-, ,

till thejr cme to the crw^of th d
. "

' >"''•""« """"«'
wok between dulk bw^ i„li k

':'"' ^ '*"" ''^ «
-^«-eb..ideo^;^d?lr^:--^

««trXttr,':i:i:;^: •-* ^^ ^^-^^^
1*0 «^£^,/°"

""^'^ ^^ or «e then, Not «, ,ong

^^^F«tong„. From the «,, fl..,_ft^ ^^ ^
"I dont believe it »

«i''L.^£et'itr'^'«-y-"

;;wuudid,oo^hink3/- *" " ""*" "•«•"

"I thought you were like a K>reim«. i»«« weaving a .peU about ml'^ " * ^'^^-a-t ^»

be.id'erjsr^,.Tu''L;"wr«'" ^ '- --«Had woTn ,our .pdi .bow
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'

wa. with you."
'^^^"^^ I "- alone-not when I

''

"Whtt did you think?"
"Am I to tell you?"

^

"Yes—«BoyrtfV^f."

It IS what you have done."
^

"That was my thought from the first-vet »h.n twith you, such thoughts faded. But I i 7u ^
'"*

yo|.. Sybil. I could tot go ,!way."
''**' '^'=""'* *»'

"You could not go awav? Vn., j;j
away?"

" ^' ''°'' <*'«> not want to go
"I don't know. I had to atav Qh.ii i . i.

more?" '^^ ^°»" I tell you any

"yes—everyMn^."

"Never."
^°" e-ew-you never guessed ?»

"You never guessed. When did you <niM.? w„mustteUme. You promised

"

'°" 8"«»' Now you

wh^yo^^M 1^^\1°"«''' '» •»- known that day

•wear I didn't know."
^'' ' *''*^ *• J*=k» I
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„j'*«na«' you know?"

-make yon believe? I thint ZL\f f
7°" "wdewtend

I «. frtid to know the S." '
""' ' •^^»'' «»««•

.-.XXtrSVToutrLr • '" ^'^ «"«'^"^
.ke life fighting death, foughrX i'?"''

"^^ ''«''»-
fought ud triumphed for th«V Tu !"""" •"<> decay.-
gliding days. ^ '°' *^^ «k«. day after day of the

Virid colour winounded her p.-u .-

touched hi^ ,he .tood taihe en.h!'^V.""* *" ''« ^"^
of U.e common homelT c^e «k I'T'' "«' W»«de
when brooding on Effie'.ZLn^ ^„ ^^^S^t of thi,
w« he,,-, brighter land thaS'^^p/"' *« ^'-yland
known. '™" P<»' Effie could have ever
Far or near it wu <ii

St«Uing out to walk u^Jn fte d^To *f *«""« %"»•
hand, white they sat njon T benf t'^'f '^'^

""<='«PmU« away from home ^en tht ti bT" '"' "•"' ^
their bicycles, she was conscious of A, ^" "*"' '•"* '»'
ch«ge in all the common wX "' *' -hang^j^, ^^^.^

haS S'.r;\h^KiS" hVhaf rr -- - ^^^

•^ of the sadnessS Sd CSe"" ''f
*°"«''*'' '°^

^ Now, the sunlight dazri*^ one^V'"' T"' '*"<^ »"d
valley with field, of topaz, „d1r^„r

^'' ''"' ""*"« »he
himp. behind them: hVd rSd !L ^T 8'«^ '** faiiy

.« Bevis Castle like a ghtt^ng to^TLh "'J'"'
'""'*' ^^

it ev^^^ot"
"^^ '" '^" '°-—-lly P I ^„, ^,,^^
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• "]Jf'>y<*oyonlov<,me? I am oM."

Then she laughed.

"Am I what you want ?"
"Yes."

"All that jrou want?"
"Yes."

Day by day the tun shone on them • and « „}-i,» a
near, the grey dusk had no sadn^ fe tJem S.. T
understood why lovers who wX^h i?!i,!^

"" *'
«ek the kindlyU oftlt^ ^iS-.td^cT^STrout regret the red «m dip behind the waves
Comuig home in the darkness with him, the night was as

fields
;
4e dew was heavy on the dusty road, and their*h^

X-uTe'^T'T"
*« --tened^rfaS: withou^^uSwithout effort or fat.gue, they flitted side by side, likeZS

front of them the sky glowed red and purple • above th™, thl
great vaul^^as it darkened, came lower Sd'tewert?r,^5a^n. bnghtening, softly glittering, filling itself wi'hsU^.

*
On the ndge of the down near home, where the K^oundbegan to slope toward, the cliff., they dismounted forC"o
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light Ae baps. He iBomti ks m w.i^ a v.- .

he «ooped to hi, Jfc!Si^l*t. T"^
"'^

"fttag the Ump startters^iad^.^
ha b«w of metche.,

wide yague world of their own—tImZL •*»"<'"»8 "> «

»tood u a narrow room, with Iock«J At™. .u
^ * ^^J'

hfnd could break. In fteltoi^e^'^tS "*"""»«
pierce the black walls, he toot i^?" *^ J" "^ "Tm conld

with hi. ann roS\l' SJetiThL' t"?.- "•'"""^ "'*
embrace.

««* her to him m « dose

th^gHdrhotxr::^^?;^ "r ^^« '''^'«'

shadow, that flitted after a SnTSl' ! ?.°"' '^"S""' '»«

"My wicked Sybil."

"No. Your willing slave."

And indeed she is as wax in hi, hands now qk. k •

herself to her love with >n „h.„A
""^^ P^en

already it ahnost L^teL^i.^ ilT'^Vf •'*°""' *«
ha, in truth suffered 4oni«"f s^^ Hel°'

'''''°'' "^
He fights with thoughTdrives t fm™ k-

^ ""' ''"'"*•

to forget the past, to forge" Ae 1 1Tfit""
'' ""^'^ ''™«8'«'

the passing ho^ He st^^t to forge^S.^''
'°" °"'^ '"

love-warmed hour : yet even while h.T^f f !''.'"8s except the

the thought of the'r he" ^':tgerS"ht^',r^™^''a knife, shame stabs him.
wood—«,

But she seems to have fonfotti^n .),.> .u
to have known. She is liZTZT^i^oTr "~" ""^"
thought seems paralysed She L. «! ^

•""°'^*- Allj^raiysea. 5,he is wrapped m soft flames. If
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* She abate* nothios of hw ^^ <•_ i. .

Wm-Bts by hi. be<^ .T^»K^f " '"«'" »l"e md. to

not hev perh«M when h.J^ nnhumed voice. She doe.
her deeve ffi,1^,^,^= re«ls tiU he gently p„^
to H^p now. lo%^he™^^.rS *-'«»• He b g^g
•n»nging the room. .ha<UD«°hri • k'

"^'"' "'thodidly

r*ter.gU«on the uSe by £^ bS S* ^"^«
"''"'^''-^^

M quiet movement—riirt^-. u ' "^ " "<> liUTy: aU
Then die g<^ Sl^"?" ""^''^ "^ »>«biu uiZfled
back «.<, lU « h^' °He r.T«:!^'

"^"' "'""'• ^-^
long time by hi. b^-JJZ Nr^f

"*•" ^''" «»» ^«» «
she leave. Wm-gUdes Z^f- ^°,.^""y- Then, ,t last,

house, all the world, wiA li, i^lift hJril^K^^' "' *«
night and sleep, as she <jUd«a n ^Jf"^ }^" '''°"«^ out in

in the dark„ci:'.ee« hlloTwXX^J^' °'''^"""^ '"^

jhsr.y'^'^aK^a&fi'V
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c^;«^the.. .li^id'^'rno^jr-''^^-^'*'-''^

be£tfo«'dL^!!^Jt^;:«-^^^^^^ Shewm
"I know." °'""'«"ocIock-«t the latest."

r^ h"; ii"nre'o„?t^!r'^^ ^ •»- .o^cel,

iiB-youhaveansw^XXS'^"""'"'"'^-"

what was „L««;,r''"''«' "«»-only . few words-only

noi'stS"" """"* '" •"•^"^ -^ing? She doe.
"No. She does not fuspect.-
xiieir dream was over Tl,-„ .. ^

« they stood before tl^desl^'^T V ''^^ °«>«' ^Unkly
<l«.m had come to an^nT OM,tr'^"" ^heir joyous
-their impossible, traitorous w/,W T.'^^ '° «'«'»
could be neither%ol,r„o '^ « •'•' *'«"*^°«»' *««
be hemmed round wTh nT.h^

Henceforth they would

,
there could be no escMS'"*^ ^'«5"'«««. from which

After six o'clock allX ql. htrfi^'*"'"
"'' '^"8^««-

expectation. Maids oS InHK ° '' ""^ "'^' «'h fussy
Miss EiEe was retur„°drL"!."\^°"" '""'«<' ^.ily
'oom, chattered in the JL^f1 '"'• ''"'"^ *»«»' h«
the well-trimmed ^idlTZ^'ZZT^T^ '""«* "P
-fussily strove to give briehTVl ^^ "°*"'' ^ ^ses
picture. All the ho^^hoULLT^^n" *' ''"«''» •><«»«
thought of her return

'*'' »" '*« happy in the

M^^Bu^oyne in hi, workroom moved about restlessly .- u.

rvKSBiw^^'.wsnsapr '<
-
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now be coming in. aLi^^* !J'
• The twin riwuld

mprobable. Wh»t do you Sink?"
'»««>'-«d that i.

-ul-but notlns^!^o!^Z^^^ "' ' ""' ""^

^
J'

She .. coming. I c« he« the wheel.. Stone. She i.

soa^^he«?^h5,^ "r '°°'' '^^ •"' »«'«'*«
«nd. in «uidS^,^.S,St?r'''^'''*»''<=^'
crept back, ,tote up!^ l^H1^ ?

"!"''* "^ *« houw
corridotT

'**^'''^*^'"«^ 'string, trembling in the

girl would snatch rtetmh^™™T'°^ "" «"*'*'^ *«
lip3. Creeping .^. s^ o^J^^r*""* "'«• »' f«»>«Iou,

the door of^ELwL ,^et /' °'" ''°*''' **" "^^ "^

that, .. careful mistrrof tEou.! Twa
~""* ' P"*""*

candle, burned, that the room wTnLt ^H *T^^"* *"came slowly back to the be^T^u "^J'- ^C" she

again-afraid t^ grdownr„H 1? T"' '""^ "^ ^"^m
give the traitorC^wL " """"' *" *=*"«"" «y". "f^id to

From the hal, the voices rose-Stone's voice, her husband's
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toicelood mdcbeerfbl » wdcome, and the giri'« Tofce dew
and jojroo* w a bird'n

"O Uncle RichMd. 1 •« to taw bwa «ray for yew*-
Then dowljr Sybfl BuigojniecMiie down the ihallow ttaira—

„IT^J^* k»m ft* the girlith •mu about her neck."O Aunt Sybil 1 «. •© glad to be home. Have you aU
niind me ? Say yoaVe missed me?*
"Indeed we have missed you," said Mr BuiKoyne cheerily.

" One and all—my dear Effie—erery hoar in the day."
Then he slipped his hand through his wife's arm and gently

drew her away, back with him to the workroom. They murt
not be sdish

:
Aey most not ibrget that the engaged couple

are longing to be alone.
'^

Mrs Burgoyne, looking bac^ from the threshold of the work-
room, saw the girl's face Ihisbed with excitement, ladUntly
haRpjN The engaged couple were going to the morning-ioom
-to the pretty httle room that all the household considered
as much Effie's own as the summer-house itself- and till the
door closed behind them, Uughter and innocent joy filled the

He has gone to pUy hU traitor's part, to give his traitorous
caiesses, to bide his treason with the anticipated disolav of
responsive delight Holding her hand, with ui arm about
the slender waist, with fingers that press and fondle each time
that the soft young hand and the bright young eyes ask for
evidence of love, he will sit and listen to her babbling words •

wUl smile, lift his eyebrows, nod his head, find s<»iieanswerine
words, as she prattles in his ear—of the wedding, the dresses
the presents, of the wonders of the great town, of a dog at the
great hotel

;
of herself, sad in the midst of so much eaietv

yearning to Ay back to him; of Mrs Townley, into)ricat,5
with London dissipations, never wanting to come back at all
Alone with her, behind the closed door, he is playing hii
traitor's part

r / 6 »
An eternity of time drags slowly by while husband and wife

sit together m the workroom.
"They have so much to say to each other, Sybil. We



dit

"Sybil, 4eu, I tUnk ah* <• t^i_.

Pettier brid«„.„d tli; J^ ^""' ;««'•?«»'• irl 1^

good cs:i:i:^^,,i,^^^«;j««.e«pb«.^

don't go «,d dre«^ '"'^ "^ *'« "-W-**. If we
dinner"

*"" »»*. w A.11 i, be horribly kte f«

«^one. She looked « him 22.%"•"" '°""« «»" w«*
•»'« with cold hand., „?l,ret''"j™'"« ''"' '"«' «='""« 'o

J«*,y'oumu,T"b^'^4'--^^f«- ^•'-'« fee it now.
"We can do nothtg ItT^.t^I'''

*'"''""

«nu»t w«it Sybil if rtekn.-^T'" **"*'*• "othing. We"^ knew, /believe •f-wSd'-k/J Z' ''^^ '^ '^
Their love-dieani i. „>., n

Effie guard, him d^'vSe/T "''"; U„con,ciouJ;
" eT« .nere to hold th'm .^^^

*"" '""' '^««"t eyes.

^-Vth;^trrmo';r v'\*''- «-''»".
i«re.w,,tii,g upon chwce. n"w „7.

•'°"^''°"' ""« ""O""
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photop«ph.^the wedding grcup.. the bride, the bride«oom

or, (Mttw etill, Bflle hat gone to church- ho tti«r^^^

emtence poor Effie believaL <5hl
""P""; t'OO w whoee

to the dtttdlZdJnT^ .
• *• •'"«'"« •»*» gwtitude

them «« in f«^ mS.^ •^'' ^T*^ *^ ^^ "^

rthr£-r.-etr^^rFF^^^^^

Iun.h T
••"• «y«« to you''-rte whimpers _",?tolun<A_I mean-when the called you bMJi?"

"^

she mJ; .^*?
'^^'^* "^ »omething-in a letter-from a girl

" ^hi riflf'''?~^°'°' "°'''«"»« ••x'"' »*•"
^

i>he had talked of you to the girl ? "
" Yes, I suppose sa"
"Jwk. Do you know that I suffer whenever you are with

•C wh?.'"''"
yo" talking of-aU the timeafteTTel?^

think°^<Sts:ffrtor?"
^'^'- '^°'""«- '^o^-
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"Na Not u Ida*
Cteo. be ^Mrti .taort liW, w»er.

*«li;tSr2!ll,^ '^ •» --^ '^ >»*' to b«r

tWrSTi.^ of H^^Jl"' i» pWnI^-th.t to him

^uthep^U. Hon««„««hi^ How ou. .h. doubt

He hMHWMt nothing. She ouaot doubt hi. Ic^

emoUon th« no «t ofU^ SJ*"*^
•'^ "^ * "«»» "f

—r^\rb^to"^j?- ^'-'-»«--l, le«.

"Sl„"^K
-""Ihe tried to «»the ud quiet her.

we m^,'"-Jr ' «-•«'-••« «-T «.conc^^W^

wi:'SrbSiSj'4,«—« I •« be .u« that .he won't

Th«. hudUng her. «H.thing her. u lot ciUa«ng he,, he
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2^o»«-14.wo«Uofhop,th«h.eo«W«„.«on

to

together then-ta,,o~2,^***"* *'• -^ «»• »«Wr-
"In a long timel" Th* achoari »^

detttur. "T«* i .„ „m "r^.*'*" <»n>e m • err of

her erer to loe, "I ui too old la «J.T7 •
*™'<*<^«"
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«w
•• day after day th^ LTcIo^ t™"'

*''"^' «"<» <Jri^"g
"onny scand cloud af^^utu'r*? "'and from thf

H«« fi«t bound in CnJ^° t *' '"'' *»''*' " Cliff

""POMible; walking w«nSTm„„^'- ^'<=y=""8 '«
'«» eft to fill the feaden fc^'^T""/ f°"''''«

but work
w.thin the book-lined w^ o^h^^^ v*

"^* "^"'^^ 'f^W
of silent toil, with no^df tour ^jf'T'

'^'="»^ * ««='«
worken except the craSlV"^' S^^'

^^' 1°'"'""'' '^^
monotonou. beat of thTS^^^p^ j! '"^ «« "<» 'he
Then one mornina n.. u ^ "* window.

Of rellowle:."r3en r:^°«f°-
a«.in: lit up agarden full

broken branche,-2e ;!^°? J'''.'^''
'^^ ''«"=be,a„d

autu«n wind blew chill JTii/w "•"??• °^«^ '^ich the

t1.s,t.^-"^-t"^t^^cts^^^^^^^

woXlSlfJ-f^ro^Sr^^^^^^ been

««<=k and iee bewld him 1^'^!"''^'' '' ^''"^'° '<«k
that rough unfinished W^Tw^f .T" "f'^' 'hreatening.
w>fe. It was „ though w^ol'i'"" ^ ^^ 'Poke" ^ lA
Pncked him. and wit/a .£ of

'W °1 " "" '=°°''««"=«
self to an inevitable but most w^^'*"*^ """bmitted him-
«op the flying pencilTjrr we«nsome labour. He must
drudge^ of fte Sr ™

ttn?''
" ''"'"''""«^ '» the

-ould take a .e^rm^ap^SrSSlir '^""^
^

i;6
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wond«r^.„i„p.SjJtS^ whe« stone.

k4Tv °" '^ '«"-• ' ""ought— ^Didn. you very

-t «tr^;'^rh^^^sr^^^^ "^-^ '^^ie or ^.
pected to find them still hidd^h^^ ""' " '' •" ''•^ ~-
th« moment he had not known^'t '""""^ " '^"""i'

mored; and now he lookSr^^d 1 S '^^" '"^ '^'^ '^
"Stone? Those thi„gs-!^Se f^"'.'" ^"^^ ''"n>rise.

that^ouweregoodenougi'toX;?, S?> "^"^

"S^u ro:"T:;:'r,
s'«''i''ringthe?d":;„,..

fullofinte'-^e
' '^'"''>yo« '^ould. I feel sure they were

broken furniture, wom^ut^nv! 'r*/"**?
'» dust, amidst

Jandingand seen him with hlfntt ^ ^ "P^^"^ »" ^e
emeigefrom theS^or^h:'KS'"'"'^«'^''-'«
^«d*aggedou.oneofthei«;il|^'"'"""«°°'• H«

sooner help you myself, than ,:,,trtJ »'"" """ •*-^'*'

and'"cS'm:Sh'^X?sr<^r/j---r^^

KhT-efdnr^fF^^^^^^^^^

your kindness hasn't been wi^^ ^°" ^««-»ft" »n~

-^^^'^y^ZiZl^S'r^^T"' ""' '^'^^' Stone

hecau.h.employerrd^rm£r.^^!i--P^S
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^SlbhiTh '' "", """' ''"*• '^'"'' "'«'»«. like . cold
knife^ gtabbed h.m w he .toop«d in the dark loft and groped
for the second roll.

»•<'*««

"I—I don't think hell find much in them, Effie."
" You wily boy, of counw he wiU," said Effie, gaily bmihina

book ««r «, much better th«, if you h«ln't got them for him.And you are a dear generous Jack to havs bought them-thev

^LT '*'T^'^ I «» Tery very proud of you-alway]^—even now, though you an all over dust

»

olH^r*"'^ ^*"<,"" ^'"^'^ '^^" ^^ •^» »«>°g » their

H^^ Z - *°"8h reaUy he had never seen it Sfore.He stood before each ugly picture murmuring «pplause-by^ce a^d eyes and gesture expressing the genuine admin,tion
that at all t,m« he felt for manipulative skiU «,d mech«,ical
art, no matter how displayed.

"."«ji«i

"Upon my word. Stone-in the old days-when I was in&e wardH-we should have «ud witchcraft-witchcrir
Stay. Don't turn it yet. .. . But what is this? ... Thepyramidal tn«U again. Yes. Wonderful. Any more c^rtiaS

^H^'f^'uVP*'"™''^*' HowdotheyLrSt^n^r
.^7 T^u I "!,

'<^°"'"'°n. before • picture from Madrid •

and when he had examined all, he asked for the Madrid

dr«;. *^' ''""' •••'•
'' "°-»«^ «<' «» -?

«'

JIh"*!,^'^
"* f good-excellent But this is really

grand. How clever they are nowadays. How easy they makethu,gs for everybody »; and while his wife and Sto^«c1anS
glance, from desk to desk, he stood before the pi«ur^Snow m deep thought

l»=iure, lost

Truly a dr«idful picture from Madrid: a vertical sectiondean down through the cerebrum «,d basal gan^ia^S
beneath the picture a gruesome note :— » 8 »• -ana

"No. 4,61. Madrid. Cerebral haemorrhag.. Apoorlvfed
male stude.t: age, 35- Death after ,8 Zrs: J^J^
of consciousness."

'wwyery
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Here, indeed "thT^J^ 2!^,™^"- <^ *e Wood ^e^el'
one may ckarly Hew VheLrriw '"'L

''*'' ""*«''«'• ««'«
-d matter. T^istL°^' u*?"*

""•°° »' '^^
the controlling .pirit" The^^o!^ fi^'lrf.'"''

''''«'' "
me«« the end of life. W^re "T. ?k"^

"""^ ''"•°«'«" «=«=»»

those twenty^ight sLZ^J^^^ ""°"»*"1 •O"' during
the .oul crouch^tSii tL "vS f"^"*

'"*«'"' ^d

doctor, round the bJ^del^ thS ,h" k'"'
'^'^ ^P*"""

wcant? Then at but rn„fi ^ ^ "'* ''°"''* »' 'if* "as
did it wing Tu w.^\o~Sr1t "." '^' "^« '^ "'^"^
Frodsham Ld hiTwendr^ ^ """!"' O'"'' Lo'd
In iU purely physiSwt^K-""* •""• ''"*'»'°"«-

» .implfa. ti!S.l'^^l^^:Z'i^°-fS6^ (Madrid)

n.ent-s„ashi„g buried gas J-^Si .' "I^
P*'^

wires, tearing and rendinirrtr. Ik ^u.^P'' ""* telephone

light cable, eta, etTK in fhi
'"^^ '"'"''-^^ '"« «'«='"«=

little, local rm^^,^'%^ '^^ P"='^ °« ""y «« the

plumbert gasfittetTr ^'k ,.
' P"='^ * something that

Perhaps: dr^ of .^o,S1'° '"''• '~ "°"« '^""^hts

and cell. haVTaow^C^K «generat,on. Here, in fibre

eloquent.p<^hi!^i'^"K'' "•'"=' """P^k"" ""'ds of

«™.ed tlHlo^or^i*;!^ ^^'°« »P'«did when food

robbed it ofKlnl "d wP'°P'''='''= 8loom as famine

soluble union S 2d aJ^L^r^nlv .^ei'^-"'"'
i^dis-

Frodsfcam and his friend^
* ^ '° ^ '^^"^ ^^ ^'^

wiS'i:;:i^dSi^rdr^d'r?.'T "^^ p^-'"- «>«>

them. Stone and Me "^'^^ '^"'°^' «-«='l '» --p
companion; the inviution l^s^7 onT"" *°J*

"''=''

Jmmediately after lunch thJ^^r-? * accepted; and

During theirTbs^ceiSy^^r "'^"'
t""^ »" *i'^ ride.

the cli£ A. he w™k^^„* r^"" '?* ^ '^'"^ walk uponwalked along the sunlit path-with hb hands
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looked out to «^Jhe offeredrnllemJw
^"^^ "^ '"»*''

«»phe«. But the snanlh^f-
^"^ '^°'' "™*'«"' P^oto-

their can,er« LIgonrh^'TR 'rT '°"™'' "*<* '"'"'

a few resident nuSd,;^ wf"! '^°""^- «'<= 0"'^

maids with unseeine evetLs!
"""'"^-'""'"ng at the nurse-

uncompleted "uK^^^ oT^'Ll"'' T?
*°"

arranging, grouping his roueh-hewn 1^- ,^ Pf'""""* '•"

that as the thought dee^Trf ^ T?^'' '^'^ '' »«"»ed
tm abruptly he tpj^^ltt T^n J?^ ^"^"« °"
brought him to a standstin .nH^ i^ i"

'^'''" '^"8"« that

figure : a red hai«r nf u ?' * "" * ^""'^ meaningless

significant and Mr Bureovne^?,. "f *" "»«" ««» '"-

and that they met thr'^e^ S"""" r"''
*"'' '*'«"•««''•

small man wL~lX adZTth^r'^^'^K
*^

was a physical imoossihiiif, f^ • •
'"*' ""^^ •" '^at it

with^tLlinghuTriSsI^gr'^irsr-^^ '° '"''^ ^

™J oShisL'nT '"' "" ^'^'^ '''»'" -<^ '^^ Allen

not an affabJtra„ger
'^°'^'°'^ ''"' ""S"' '° knowJ

" What a pleasant afternoon." said Mr Burgoyne genially.
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"Are you," asked Mr Bunrovne "Hn—.k r

"Tobl'suTe "^d M p
"'"°"'''- "' «' «"' «ve here.'

" Mr Burgoyne You HnJ,^
^'"' '° Whitebridge.-

.ni^^z.'^L'^^.'t;:'^^" "^^ *' "«'« --'» *^«

se'S\fre'^rhre:Sfnrto t^''"
—Profession

was a meatless fi^« on the cSZI'^'T ™"'^- "'
"Well," said Mr Allen with

'='^"P**-;» !»'«« nonentity.

don't remember .ir-SdTa»°„T"' •""«? "' «* '<">

Wehadso-nethingtaTe ' o^n ''*^"^~*" ' '»*"""•

time ago " and Z 1 '*{• ~^ unpleasantness-a long

executorsofthelateColonei&Jt Twr*""',?"".?
*'

and." added Mr Allen with aS « j amXid'T'"
'"P?

to you over it"
" *"*"' ^ *«* ™de

"Surely not?"

ou:ctn;"iesllTi LoTnowT
'^"^^^ ''' '"' "^

to you."
"°' ^ "*" uncommonly rude

"Surely not?"
Mr Allen laughed jovially

you—trying to bustle you " ^ ™*^'' '°
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ewr nide^ there i« onlv onV^^'
' ^^'-AUen, if we ue

unequivocal regret. Am lil ™h* ''J"
'" *'°= '« «*P«5s

«e trying to dT^ow?

"

««d«»»«nd that thi. i. wh« you

«i«;i.''lilS«gr1J'";l'i,r'"«^f- "^'S^'*- Apolo-

•:Not.word,CdM?C;^e"L,:^'''.
•?«« "It WM nothing_lT*^ „« l^

*""• '^«'' °"
gi« « thought to it H^iaZl.^

"""""« Let « never

w-th the growth of the t^„ ? «
^°" ' ^"^ P'Wtice grow.

•itt.epS^rCbe.l'"KrS""-- ^'" •''• • «'"«-«
it« honour to act fo yo„!!!l"'

occM.on-1 .hould etteem

^inK t„lt!!j?r;7i;'" » «»« •'-'^' Of o>d
need « lawyer's «d. But-Ihll?^

'^'"' ^ '^o "« »««
I «e« local business-- "dM^" °PPo««""y occur-
smile-.. ye,._I ^„^ ^ "r^

Mr Burgoyne had a friendly

Mr Allen."
o"'*"*

S"*! of your advice. Good-nigh^

the last of the bencheThe ,,11.^'^'"
J*''*-

'» fr°»t of
then for a considerable tim^^'''"*"'^''!" *««»«.,, -nd
his cloth hat on the searb^Me h^m

'"'^/"'«'- »« had put
he let the keen JZ^tl^^^ «nd. warmed by exercise,

the sharp crisp air ma^e himlit^/T,!^''^- »« «' ""ti
«d slowly and wearS «re tck to S? 'f

'^ ^^^^P^'^.
with no wife or niece to toke care of h' ^ J^«'-

A'°°«.
fcr and ton inn„ . u. . . .

*^"'« o' him, he had wallr»H »

J

ar and too long: he could not work after tea.

had walked too

co:^Uy"o'::ty* ""'' ^^ '-'^ ^en favoured with

"^' Allen engaged me in conversation. We discussed

i
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•nd be chuckled as thouBh he «,inv2i^ *if-ioom,ng,"

"Yes, my dear Effie, I did."
"O Uncle Richard." said Effie in distreM. "That »!!.was naughty of yon. You know we all^rt i..

'

.upr^kSw^Sve-ZleTeeS?"'- ^--

D^ wW,V^ .^^.
something naughtier than making

roof; Ltiked^'rci-.tstrLT;i ^' fr^^^^^mi«ed that he felt "slight S" i^bS J^l^s 'c/os^eMmmedbyEffieheconfess^T^
'»™ -no legs. Cross-

"My dear Effie, I was thinking, you know U ^;a .
occur to me that there was any^ T^n ^at „ t ?T
cold; and then I own that I l^e™ I^^f^p ' ^"'

r^Z^Z-Z^T^^' %r' '"•-^^"•"aU be
« ,^ ^^^^ " *"' ^ °" fault for leavine tou »
"Why should I be ilL dear?" Anrt .. k? "l V-

No, saidMrBuigoyne. "Certainly not Effie. 1 shclHbe angry ifanyone sent for George Wren" *••"«•* '"oo'd

•'Then wiU you go to bed-and be kept warm?"

think I will /otolS'' ^ " ''*«•<> '"•ek'r- "I



i

»

NEXT
night

XIX

fT" it could preZ! |J2,!J«'"' '^"t^bed" by piUn~tf

^-P." H. w„ lUl right. «d^*L:,7" ^^XJ. «fre.hi„g
^ren. The good doctor ,o"m Z^'^' ""^^ "»' «*« »'

hourshed^g^dlT^S^*
Jto "!«*.''•'*•"« '»<'•-•»«

worked yesterday, and utterly fSed H k ? T""'
*• "^ bad

cha.r much closer to the flrj th« - '"*' *^'° ^e «m-
Po«ed pencil-with a De«!i ^ 7" """^ ««» b« «t™h
wbich would not wSteonTwoLl'S? """l"

"^^P^ "«"
"^

« seemed that he had w ^n^ ?k u'*
'^°''«'"- To Stone

order to «reen hi, blank oS^lf' "^^ "P°» bi. ubie i,
penal fro. p^„g

* ^"^"^-^Pt paper «,d the .tubbo™
•tared at one of those ugly It^^^'J*' *«« of book, he
for, .truggling for «, impuffiTev!^ ' '^"' " ^ "biting

Just before lunch wh«.T!^ f *' **""«•- «ked hi. iftetr'n^c^rt: Tf""'' "^ ^^^
leather couch. '*^* 'o lie down on the big

sitting inuj'bythifi^"'
°°''

' ''""'' ' "» better here-

«be"Sle o?^*o^/r»'
'""<=^-«' tb.t you need not have

Arm-in-arm with Mr <!»««• i.

" witn as an invalid

'84
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M he ipoke.
"«"'«"'«- Md he pressed it gently

" ^ *'" "«« need it, Sybil dew : but I lit. .« u-my proR my suff. /„^ XJelef^ol
» "^

'i*
**"

»«nk into the «Tm<h«ir h» »~,t i. !
come-j and, as he

"What a cold.^d ^'dXSTf nI.T'.*"*' P*""^ '»

2Xs^«-> ^»- '^^ - .S^elr:::-^:-

M^B^iS J:e%r^er;^^^^^^^^^ - M, Ston. «,.

<-in^rot':Se"SL"'"fS*^^!-^ ".'^' "« ^.

thing amiii." ^ """* *«» is certainly some-

"Seriously amiss," you saij

J^^II'^^'-^^'-y'-eantbythat: « hi. age «^,^^ ,,

«.^«"o?!hiru^TaT^,:^ .rL*?
•- •'o- Since the

Dr W«n. it seeLTdXT X'''^""
*- '? -<^ ^o^

that he thought Mr Burgoyne AoM h/^ f
'

'
^'°"' »^'"

be wise perhaps for M« Crgfy°e and Effi!
?""''; '^ """"'

sittwg with him, and tollcinir to M™ >>r
'*' '*''^" •*»

come in «.d «e him nowTnd^u!^ r ^'k-°"'*
""«' "'"'d

the afternoon : then Mrhlnr •

^' '"'" '«»' "J-ietly all

He'tr^u7^raT„?:rr^'' '*•« .uiet workroom.

Stone, pretending to S busy a^h ^ Tv^ '° '""^ """^
'"""'"S-

him. Obviously'he was we^^^' tit 6^'°"'^ """^"^
natural inclination-while heTea^ nU '^^ ''""" "'*

° m one of his annotated
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volumM or slowly copied oat • line of two. The itubbom
pencU WM growing more stubborn : it wu not only refusing
to Jot down new thoughu but refusing to transcribe old
thoughts. Soon the pencil stopped tltcgether. and Mr Bur^
goyne merely read his book.

"Jack I"

Mr Stone looked up quickly. It was the first time that Mr
Burgoyne had erer addressed him by his Christian name.

" Jack—my dear fellow. You dont mind," and smiling, he
seemed to read the young man's thought. " The other sounds
so—cheerless. You don't mind my calling you Jack ? "

"No indeed, rit," said Mr Stone in a low voice. " I've very
often wished that you would."

"But you never uked me. I waited. I thought—ii4ien
yoB and Bffie—I thought you'd ask me then. I waited. . . .
What was I about to say ? O Jack I A little secret You know
—our anniversary—the fifteenth of November. Thafs more
than a month ahead of us, but I have a surprise for my wife.
Effie kindly bought it for me—while she wu in London—from
« ftshionable jeweUer. I have hidden it. Jack, in the bottom
letter-drawer—below the bundles marked ImUvulual, in the
right-hand comer. Thafs where it is."

"Shall I get it for you 7"

" Oh no. But that's when it is. It is somewhat fine," and
he smiled complacently. " Entirely Effie's taste. I teased
her, Jack, by saying it was /lasky,' and he chuckled. " It
certainly does flash. And that is where it lies hidden—when
the time comes."

Hastily rising, the young man came across to the hearth and
made up the fire. It seemed that, in bis turn, he had read un-
spoken thoughts.

" Sir. If you have any feeling that you—that you may be—
may be in for any sort of real illness—don't you think you
ought to lie up?"

" Jack, I don't want to lie up."
" No, sir. But I mean—when one is out of sorts, bed is the

best place."
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he"tllkrf !f.'L\L ^"?' j*»'''?8 '"««> 'he fire, Mill .milingly,Be talked in • low. thoughtful voice. " We old bori do nM
dread the thought of being laid up-to rest. . . It letiu.thmkmg of the «rrow bed. in wUich^o ««. c^J,^^

" I with you'd tell me how you feel."

aoll^l '''u
?'"• ^•'=^' *"" »'"'=« «•» morning they have

wtcned. His hand trembled once aa he reananeed hiipapery keeping up the pretence that he wa. bu^y^SyS
from time to time. Dark thought, that he vainly .trove to

ot>.cnred the grey old man in the big chair

hi.^irtl!!l"*^!
hi. fee^ and preaenUy he told Stone th»tm feet were numb and cold.

chiii^'^^hV-^lf""^'*^
Forachill— mort confou„d-ed

elbow on the mantelpiece, while he warmed hi. f^t one afterthe other clow to the bar. of the gnite.

or^rh*!^ '*!""* *'''?• •' ** 8'°''°8 «>*^ fo' • "muteor two, he fumed away from the fire and .haded hi. eve.w.th hu h«,d. Then Stone «.w him totter ZTn^w7^
In ac^ a. Stone «w. he only «ved him«;lf from the flllbvclutch.r.g« Aebigarm.ch«r. He had been like a man whosuddenly and qmte unexpectedly lose. hi. balance In the

^:^lt' •" "^^ '^ '"^ ~'"™' »^ -^'^^ w«
Stone, » completely startied that he could not wxsak. had

.prungupfromhi.de.k. He had «en thi. «,rt of hRf^An^sthe^ of the «,le. of the feet Thia-thoughtsfonS
the only caMae that could have produced the peculiw^
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itbrnpt difficulty in nuinuining the uorieht n««ih-„n ..he ceued to use hit eyes.

* Position u soon u

«o^;rr?t^^™^^^

-seriously ill. . . . No we «^n rf^
' *•»* ««>» «>at he is ill

JtVng.'""'"'
"^"^ '" *' ""'-«"». -nd «t watching

times li
™. S wUhtti^' !!''•' 1'°°' '""^ '''° ''^ 0' *.S

l»ve?fo^«r V
*' ^^"^ **•"' Vououghttogoout Md

When^^K i. T """' "»t-'«»'ble about m^"

for. walk, ^ffie hTd h.«.?f
' ">'^"''«' her to take her aunt

him without delay » °*y '"" ^^n**

wo^ber for wUto'r.Swn?-''^^- ^-
would be abl,. t« it.,- u . ? ^°^ '"" " '•s- Wren

would nott worki^L ?'' '" ^"''" """"^ "^ <='«".

thought. '^.Tt2 fb^wr2? ^:' ^-•'--
heart seemed to ston onH I^ .

^* y°""8 »">«
by fear. Was it fl > t ?k

° '^'^-^"^'^'^ ^y shame and

between thridoislUe fir l?^"''*
'^""'^ °^" *"'=

.he«sbe.„„.g-^-»-g^r^-^^--
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•P.th to freedo.^ Sooneror Lrd^^''-^"'^
*^^'^

Summoned by his thourtt w« A •
™'^' """P *«"»•

now? Hi. h^d .hooTfnl Tht'^ ^'r/ ""T*remembered til his thoughts.
»»* m few « he

the"^:te^ir ti tefhafr 'J!

""' ««<''« <>"

Burgoyne, «d put on"he Uble bt h k 'T^''' ^^ ^"
"Well, Tack Nonain p . ^ ^^' husband's side.

after a ll^l^Z, ^A„d j" cVT.:'
T""°"'' '^''-•

my legs-fro^the kneerdo^tard.^" '"' "' P"''" '"

BirdL^MTK dTnoTap'S; « fivf^l 'r^-been distressfully rushing to and ft^ f^ ! °'''°**' ''»«'

th. «ilway statiL. to 11^^^^^ .t""
''«*"• '»

to the Station: where at last <,hTH ir.', ?"*^ °"'=* "now
and strong and cal^alS'the .tr^i^r^u "'/"'''"^ "'«
from the five-fifty train.

»"*«"nK group of passengers

" Lefs have a look at him Mi«« vm. » j ^
kind voice calmed one's ne"'es "dSI I."?

,°' '^'"''' «™
To Dr Wren, taking off W. ..P

"*"*"" '''ads."

phrase as his only reply to Stone's exritJdw'^P?'""* ">«
symptoms. "* * *'«'«d descnption of the

TiJn'n";,
^''' •""" ' '°°k at him."

Of'n^gt«' h?rs;r.r^t'"' '': -- -'<>-
as Richard Burgoyne the K^«t nhi.n 1"^ ^"" °° ""^
bought whose TilJnt ..„L^^4 'J^^^f''"'

!^e giant of
-ed the world with -dmiraUo^^r^^cSe^-^^^^
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patient sitting liuddled in > rK.j. .. • .

.

«.d showier. fll«i^.^..^h. Z"!"" "-i'i't'-slT
even as he crossed the th.J^nW il °' **• ''^ "t™^.
fa the patient's i^tudti^S^^

t^ «omething characterirtk

patient; he is thinkine hard^,? • ^^^ ''°^* '^"' *e
less upon materiaWhl h" uStrje'S ^^^-^^ "^^""^
friendly, unconstrained vodL

'*"*"'"' '''» '^^^''^

"Why, what have von hn>n ,»«•

befo«, October's done-flS" tTfl
"" '^"='''"8 ^^

winter," and, after feelina .h
*' '"^ '° ''«Pn 'he

talking Pleain!? 'wMe^l S^esT"'\''"^ *"' «^' »"
The pulse is over a h^tdfhe ten,r?"-

'*'"'*"'*"•*•

Then he asks a few „ J '^'"Perature is loi" F.

with theas:ist^ce^;vr^L'l;tt"'^^'''' "»*-•

smaller chair. And th« li w«„ a„T^ ?' P*"*"' '"'° «
an arm of the patient hLrin^^ ,

^ ^tone-each with

the patient inVli^^^::'':^^^ !"«
""'-^

the patient; put the patient oTfillS ".' ''°°'' ""'Jf^s

fortable room.
comfortably to bed in his com-

Then, when Mr Stone had cone dnwn.» •

patient and doctor were left^i^ f
""wnstaus again and

the first time ofL^ "'^ '°«'*»^' ""ey talked for

Th7ciS'aLS' rd*^rtr;f '/''"P''^-'''''
doctor's fnendly eye^

'*'""' ^"^^^ "P into the

bul'^ow^.nL^'fhfco'r'N t^-^'""
^«-^«'' ^-

annoying, of courL."
^°'^'"« '° '"'^ «»• But

eve^tLg.
"v^'atls^they'^frtil"" » haven't fcgotten

confoundedgirdIesensation,"and
he m.^

'

^ •""' """
an imaginary band round hi, St ""*'"• ««''»« "°di«ting

go;i';r;f^yrc.;.ttm'emS. "^°- --^^ » «-
have had the'senS. No ^^' P**"P» y"" """Mn't
"mucky Chill. Inflamm^ior:, pS« -^4^- "^ 'hat
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OWren? From a shght chill? Surely not?"

So A^l,
'^^^^'^ "^ '" *• determining «««.No doubt we must »uppose-thi, state of affair, hL^

ttrLrr"^r"'-^"^«»'°°8 period. ^l"e«^
^d'Z'^JL'^ '^^' -^"-^ "^^ "e
"Yet?"
"And «o t<wJ«y, we have widespread trouble." and th-doctor waved hi. hand over the bed-lover Te «tienrttwe^hmbs, " in the peripheral endings."

'^ '"^

"Multiple neuritis?"

" Ym, sir, that's its nasty name," said Wren, smiling geniallv••a^d thafs .t. ««ty nature. That's what itisJSS
• 71^^' '° ^"^ "'^ ^ """'^ ^^ to think that my workis to be stopped—permanently." '^ *

« It is not going to be, sir. A longish job oerhans v....
keep you quiet, you know. But nothfng ti wo^'^'^-^"

ofgJ^Mi:^^'^""^**'^''^-^ "VoTare the best

"Isitwhat I thought?"
Dr Wren in the haU.was putting on his big coat, and

^K K ! ^f ^" ^"e°>"'« "«'« delaying him Effie

;«t?ons
•"' "' '" "^'' "''^"^ ^^ f^ but askefn^

" He is dangerously ill ? " said Mrs Burgoyne.
"He is seriously iU-but there is no occasion for alarm

oS" '""* ' telegram-^d i^s nearly eight

.K "l'u7^V *°"^'" ' " """^ Stone again, as he openedthe hall door for the hurrying doctor
'^

"No Oh no Only the peripheral nerves. I'm goingto w,re to Isaac Keeling. Of course we must have anXf
S^Jy" '*"'"'"''•'•"" Don't let 'em fu.. r"t
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by all who loved Wa. He wo^ L h-?f
^"^'^ '^"^'^

their hands-his body noleTu'
^,''?'P'"»." « <A«d in

bright It would bT^^LtTw ' t"l f"
"""''* '•*" •"''

for the tardy dragging «rl if, 7^ \ 1°"" '^"'°"^ ''"'^"8

illness there wo^^*^rJ" '""^ """""'^ «t»ge of the

arte, month; hut they'^n,::; t^Z^T^t^^^i^^Trwas gone
:
unseen by the» the good c^s^l^^^^'t^
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nerve substance for A- ,-k -,!
"^ regeneration of

I think we need not fear " "*^ '^ "* "« ""^f"".

«ZrS';:re^^^ ^" - -^-^^-^ -^—.ou rea,,,

that chair-writing reJdfnr " "" "*"'• ""'"» '"

talked-T^s^rinHui^^nl"^ •^"' ''"' '**• ^^ W'«"

when speaking of hi, humdrum Hfe,"ho„51^
''''1'^°

ambitions, wi-'. nothing to fiU it hnlT .^'"'' '""'°"»

dull jog-trot round. " I^ su^ ofL« «r'"\''°*
"' *''«

have ever been "-that „. w f T''^ ""' **" I "hould

ling the Xr^ Tdl'l'^Sf S '''^^" ^°'">'''-

to his hand and abandon^ h* drL^ aT* T^''man seemed sure of himself h1,«°\ ^'^ '"'^ "'•»

*l5i;. "n„"rf̂ r - "^^'^ '-

Of course I have seen something of this" said «5t"I remember a painter brought in who rfi-Zi
°"*-

But I thought itwas alw«v« f ^"'* **"« "'ght.

alcohol, ^se'nic-lld poSng-" " "^^ '"^'^ '«-'=^-

"Well," said W,«„, ...nd tL b to:do-^«,^torio .genous poisoning-whatever you like to
^"'"""—"'•^
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'In the blood? Some by-product ?"

once? I ^~"kT *^'"'-
.

^''^'' y"" ""d I t»lk .bout it

:St „r„l4 Z,fbiZSit'tf-^ """ *'"'^

later

"

"« "y wan if he had staved it off till

w.d.^the?a:L^rwL" rpieS^
'""" '^ '^•^^-'' ^o-

s.i?thtp:srtr ?:ii':'!;",r''''- *• p-«- •»««

Burgoyne wito DTwJn .^
embartassmg sort of man. a, Mrsuigoyne witn ut Wren led him to the door of the sick roomThen, as he passed through the door, he ch^g^ J^X

J ... \ja yes. ne WUJ eo on verv waU nn_ rmcome atrain n^„j _ ° ™ "*"' "O"- I

"

have luTw."'
•
'^'''°°"'°«-

• • • No. thank you. I

"M^fTk.^" ^°* "^^^'^"^ li™ "nto the workroomMight be his granddaughter from the look of SAnd she seems upset—unduly unset TInn»Jl • ' .'
"

«d excitement He'll do 2 X''
^'^'''^ ^"^''°''
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r%at thing AoMb^d^^J^T" ""«"«'"» ">« the

for the honour 1 hfre done him " ""^ """ "^' ™
so^d "the yMto^°

*™"«"^ ""' «'"- "»»"J«i «"tio«dy

Standing with hi, back to the workroom fire now Dr K«Ii„a

ever you like

"

' ° '*°''° "S^n when-

You haven't gone to sleep down here. I call that a H a

" /uu say, sir r Lton t you agree with me ? "



Mr Stone—thinkine of hi. o— j-

•pecuUirt', feft
"""non, mooted tin question of the

Ab"°5.tSt'^^f;S:'^-^^^^^^^ "Mycb^Ke..
thought not. Mr. Burgorne. %*^ ?"' • • • Na I

Wf- beg her to dStf^' ^'^
J'^'" ^^ y««"'g.

•bout /Ai/. Be. heTt^rJ 7"", •>« *oughts-flo hurA
«'«-nt..^BurJ*^'»«'^e^I^^ Quite andu:*^
copy of one of hu booki ^?k v *"* "^ <«» will be »



wfe Md hi. old wmn^ JTu °« ""fht be nnned b^ hit
•id, with Eflie „ nZT^^^,^'"^-tt. ^'""^ "> «»«!«
•upreme command. '"'•»«'8«'. «"> hii good doctor in

«=«^^n,in; ScirLoThfL'? o/^"'^"'- *» *'^
•eeming to be erer at h«H -i. u-

^""^ "«"«» «nd
value. He wTm^LS .^"iv 1'*:.''=^ ""'*• "^

<>'

much local treatment: c^L^^^I ' *"«^ '»" Pving
plication of galvanfem to^S ' !*^'' "'' fr«l«e"t •>

moreover «rathrfth^^ */f^''^"'
«^' «"d he had

-m,d and kept in ^JZ "y Jwte'L^r"
'"^'' •^""^

and by big woollen llocks on Ll^t HeT ^" ."" "«»
the mas«ge the wool «!rved t„ »! • "V°''"<» ««» after
artiBcally induced, wd H^o LZZ ** ''*™"' *u,
might lead to bed.or^

'^^'"'*' •"' ""hbiug that

^^nfZt^,:r\^V;'-^-!"> change in the con-
can u,e his ar^s'C 't f^^^^X '"

'"T'
" ^"-'

""

has gone. He lies on h« L? 1 ^T**'
*" ''<"'««<»'

across hi. brea,t-like a lul ' ? " '""' ^'^' clasped
day the. i. „„ mJ:^^^^';1"S^ ^ "^ "'«"'-
downwaids he might be a T. » l^' ^'*'" *e waist
him motionless. bZ by houTdav'^'.'"".

"*'"'=• Seeing
to believe that he wil/ever Lt^'^^f £' '' !' « ^ifficulf

heheve that the marble figure oTa Wh^ ""'' "'"^ " '«
on hi, tofflb will one day ^ °

to^f ^'"^ " *"" ^''^
Mthedial aisle.

^ * '" "^^ and walk along the

'97
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the white tomb. ^ "** *»«»«*«> «Pon

-"trr^s-eTs^r^-r^-^

JSt£t«Th";..^^s& '^''" "'^''«'-«''

•eemed leu jerky fuU«„f "* "^^^ '^ *«»'«> ^^

knew wZhe^«.Wt"^.^ '^ "" «*^ •'•"<1^-I>' W«„
the fact tLVfl^ '^^^ " wngnwulated Mn Bui^oyne on

" I hope he may."
"
S[^' '' """ y°""8 lady's name ? •
Eme—Miss Vincent."

telL*^!^!^^'""'
**"" very sensible-steady. I have beentelling Aer that you are all to malrf. fii« u rj ,

Bureovne cea«. fn K« .i
"""""8 e«e. ... So now, Mrs



IHE GUARDED FL>IME ,««fom then had huM — . .
"

of the wordT • ^ °«*«I*I»' teeined to be fuU

ni^^Z.^ or Rich^d B„,oy„..
. . . ..^^,

few mile, from iSg^ r^*"!? "''"J."''^''wrong, of cour.e. ftuty w^JteU 1 7^' *°"''' *« •"
ever fooli,h_rather1h.n ?i-, »k

"^ "'^ wo«l.-how-

.hould go without wo2.«luL •
"•" ''""''**^"« P"""'

been engiST^n^^i^'ir^'!: ^O'^ee^hehL
being „of^,e^z,rs^iS::;;i'* t """•^"^
ment in .11 l^d., fi«„ tte d.TS. ShlK''''.T°'«°'''^
Victorian era.»-AnT word. ^.. ?'''"'' ^rngstothe

outer forme i. on AemSjth"T " '^''"' "'"" «»»

"«iting in the y«d 1

^ "'*° «>e cm,w nmged «d

It i. hoped that in . day or ,^!^,!'> '"''"'"'=«» •««•

acain " n..» .k^
• "»y or iwo be will be out and about

Bufne/srurr;j''thred'^rj«^^^^^^^^
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•tudenti. from two mat princi^/ d^~*°°" •"«"•
•a the kind ine.«B^d JS^ !^"''*''' *^ •««««« to
kept .h, HtUe bSoTdh«d.t^;^;rr''? *''"''' '»'•

P«tient Mwx/ be kept auiet Wht? '^T^f'
'^" »*"*• ""»•

tW. worry .„d .nn^;^ W^^:i"" "^ '^ '» ""P •«

»e», Mid the vuitor. He «• n..
great newsagency. "Gi« -Vr.JT^ 5 «P«»«nt«tiw of a

««=».. we'd .Iw.y.totm'.Je.rP'* *»"'<> o-'ygi»e u. the

c.Sj;^irjj%of::at'i*s'''^
omitting M the fiction; wd rti^^L ?"w'^ " '**«
pathetic viritor promi,;i To „>e J"t

'"'^.^'^«>»8hly *ym-

wournof^r^Tyr.lht' Z'^'
'^^«~"-''''- '"-^

•poken: the bell, c^ed ^ Ln^.^T '"""'^ ^"^^
<»oor;.kindly.iicncere^J:„rh^;,„tl^»-^^^^^

public press to chronicle hi.7oume? O^'^'^'^'t '" ""«
himself to be well satisfied Th .

""'''^ * * dedutd
that they should be7he tiuld J , '^™'y'?<' "?•« »«« ««
of mu«n,!ar tissue; the pul^ i!'''!^ 'T"'*' w«ting
the heart was e,cellent-.-tre SeutgT^l^-
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wmmm
On thtt third vi.it. Dr Koeling-p tbniptneM and u,Hn«.of manner l»d almoit entirely diwpwir^ wi.v^w^out the .icic-roon, he wu .UTTS;. 1^-"^.

pnesthke, comporing: the kind fther<onfe«or wto i. iwlthe kind family frienc H« t.iir-j / T^ '• '*<•

Something beyond our plummet line? Someth.v- ^measure and no .tand»rd we can u«,? AboS u-^L*the range of thought of u. poor c^mon ^e^,"r!S"?

But. Wren." added Dr Keeling, becoming abrupJ"wh.tthe <fe««,s the matter with that woman? YouT„ow»«JfH

rirl' wh .. K
"'•'^-''M" Bu^oyne. »-*,/ Uit?' Sprl-whafs-her-name. wems devoted to him too-LTS

» steady. One can calm Arr. But that wo^T^
jumpier and jumpier every time I see Lr Wharrr""'
.s .^^„othing but .,r Of What i,„-t goi„g"„ hrppe„P '^""^

Dr Wren could only tell hi. distinguishedL^„ «»,



«>2 THE GUARDED FL.1ME«n Bmgoyne wu habitually . wHi k.i
cheerful, pewrfui, happy of L™J!**^ organisation:

highly strung. BuTl^ t^T^TZ""' '"" '"« '«»«
itself-ail her life. From rirlhl^ 1 ^^"^ "" »«' «*»
•U in all to her. ThTl^,^ "" ''"''""«' "«<" heen
to her: there had bwn nT^ •

"'^^'^^ '»«« « shock
shock. " '^° "" '*™«% nothing to b«ak ?^e
"Oh, is that it, ia it?» „,j r». v- ,•

«•« I hare told her not to up^t ^^"^T
"^''"' ^ «•»

more." "' '° "P*" herself. One can't do

thi^wh^ntherwaTre^Lrfor" =-^°^- •'-
•M« Burgoyne, don't be™i° "^^ '° h« words,

go'ng well I giye you „,, worf „fT "''' ''°"°'"'' »" «
carefUI-and we^.,// be vermeil "°" **' '' ^' "«

J
would not for the world dl^Xe^^uTrw^l not fear.

I think there is no cause for fear."
^'^ '" y°" 'hat

When one counted the weelr. ;» —
not five week, gone, «d S '^^ ""'='> « ««Ie time-
thinking of the <Mm ^ast when onJ ^.°? ^'^'^^'^ 'o be
•he illness began. ^ *" °"* "^'^ 'he days befo«

Ranged, yet nothing now^l" hIngLr Thf """«' '"'^
pf home hfe seemed to have nTJl\ * """"^ «n:le
'tself Here about the ^ZiT°Zt'° ""« ^^^-room
•tmosphere of home: here in 1 """ 'P'"' *"d the
hopes and fears, the inmaTes "f the "horn"

""'•= °' '"-
together closer, far closer than of old n.'-'/'""'^

''"""^
the house looked desolate and stran'e Th !,''' ^°°'»'
was always coid and cheerless- IT^ J^^ dmmg-room
to hurry through the ne'et „ L^l^l "'^"'^^ '" ^hich

•t all mEffie's morning-room. She used th^"'
"'' "° «'«

The deserted workroom was Mr^re'ft/oTn:: .-Td
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here tt least the fire burned strong—far into the niehL fornow It seemed that Mr Stone would «t and work when allthe house was ,t.U-would dt and watch the firelight flickeron the erapty cha» when all was hushed in sleep.
And, as the monotonous days dragged on, the doubt re-

t^IvlirJT
"'"" "^ ^'^""' '" 'P''' °^ ^' KeeUng-to Effie,to Sybil Burgoyne, to Stone. Would the new order of thina

ever change again to the old? Would he ever fill the emp^
cnair again ? ^ '

One morning, before Effie had come down to breakfast.
Sybil Burgoyne and Stone spoke freely of the doubt.

«irJ°"..wl%*!f?u'^*
'"°' '^'^^y- '»*^«'« y<«?" »heasked. "What did he want?"

" He told me not to say."

"Does he feel worse?"
"Oh no. It was nothing-nothing about himself."

recoS'
^"^ '^^^ °°'" °° ''" ''«"«^« he will

been holding her hand but he let it slm away as if from nerve-
ess fingers wMe. watching her face, nc whispered his thought.
" I believe that he will di^within the year they speak of
I am always thmking of it-except when I am with you.

"

Idream of It every night."
'

"Jack I"

"He is too old for recovery. AH that Wren says is trueabout this-about what is going on now. But something elsewiU happen. He will die. Sybil, I couldn't think affirstYou-you understand. It was too horrible-too like theanswer to a secret hope. But now I can think. He willseem to get better Then, sooner or later, some other trouble
will announce itself. This is the first failure in the nervous
system-the machine has broken down: it will break again
Or the heart will fail. That's what Keeling watches-lthe
heart I don't know wAat will happen next, but I am surenow that this is the beginning of the end."

Later on this cold November morning, as soon as she was
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hidden b^thX^v«,°^^ "^ ^ ^"'^li «»«">««

the year, she had fontotten thit »h- .'' ^"' '""* ^ •"

glittering, flashing town. ^ ^ ""' *'"'" ^"""^ '» ">«

"Do you like it, dear?"
But for a long time hisWe could not sneak r.f n.-She had burst into sudden tears ShITT ?""P"*-

XC:nSir^^-^^^'-----w:
^&rsr^^-?.--dto.e.
-3^{^d^jrts-isr~
aJi'i^M'hirj-'syStr^-s -^"-^
dmmonds-in exchange for dros's. . .TbU?" ^'"' ""^
Sobbing still, she rose from her knees wineH h

then, sitting by the bedside th.nuL k- r
^ ^^^ ^y^ ""^

He held h« hand ckSd in Ws h^
^^""

^V^' P'^t^ t^^ket

his gift, the trinketlrXtrnt^UTom't '''r'='^good for her, too splendid, too bright lithdLondT '?
as in a broken voice she thant^^ u-

^'" '"^"ond fire-^d,

thome's fable o7the wJ^ ^ I!"'
'^^ *''"8ht of Haw!

brands upon Ihet ^rLT^ r„1httuMLl'A^ T'^'diamonds had burnt her 3^;^
,'^"'8'"''°"^ 'he find that these
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ctan. of fire, ftty was returning, shame had returned sad-

rj^f^^^r"?-?*? °'^ »'^"«' - *e th^ght of We
u^u "'"^ """^"^ "> * measureless flood: yet still the

^o„ah ,rr T.* '""° ""= "««^°''* t" *e light-must Mvethough all beyond her love should change to d<ath.

StonTw T'' -""i"*
''^ ** ^ »he would see Kffie and

.ummeThou?. "wh'"
^"'"'- ^^ -- going down to the

the Z;?f r "*/" '="'*»'" ^^y' » fi'« '« Mt to keep

strdl^ on 1 '''

T''' *° ^ "•"'•"8 ''^"'•^"y- Now theystrolled on ^am, and together mounted the steps and di^^-«i While she watched them from the window ofZ
sliD .«l^ ^* •"" "'P '^'°°' ''•^ «^« «» he let her hand»bp away from h.m when they stood and whispered of thecommg tm,e? I, he turning to youth and innocencf?

.•„ ; •
"^'^ •^'^ •'"''="5'' h" heart leaped in joy. If

&e hX ,. ' :'^,^'^'^<' •»«» he came sig'bTck to

aevTo^U .'"""u""'''
^'""^ ""= '«<Jow always whenaey^two passed along the sodden path beneath the leafless

emntvlf; "t **\ '"' ** ^"^"^^^ '"oking down into the

oTasuddlV '"fr" "'"'' '° ™« ^'°-» heart to brain.

Slen«, of ;•. -71!!''^ '"*"'* *" ^^''^^ of the bond-the
vileness of life itself. AU that makes for joy is transient,

^ the sunlight of a summer hour the flame of love will fade;

sTincrivM T' ° "^^ ^'^ "" ""^ °f 'ove is ever near. In!

srntrtrK"'"°xf'"?-*" ^'''^ *« «=«^i"ty that he is

and shf Sr«. ;•. P 'f'
P""**^ '^» *^"" her to his heart,

t^t WndTel r^ °'*/","'" '^'"'"8 '" his eyes-the flame

S the Si " '^^ ^'' '" "''• Then she will behevethat the flame can never fade-for a little longer she wiU
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" dead. For r^r^n^r?'' '^°'^^' "»'» »•»' *" •»i» lore

thi.. «d .S'JldThS 'Cn'o:^\?!f
*« -^«r or

«t the sullen clouds and thTT*^ "" *'°P'5' 8«rden,

whe«oncewMltfe«,dltr ^"^ '''^." '''^^ ""^ '^k
year, she riii^

""* ''«l>t-sta„ng at the ruin of the golden

"Sybil, what are you looking at so intently?"Then she turns with a start
'

"Nothing. Shall I read to you ?•

AXn^'^Ln^hitr I "''
Z""-* '«y ««le. very

he would fold S hand^ T'" 5r" •"" P««"« tho-ghJ

aloud-wouS r^d L etenTo„t1 '
"' '"" """"^ '^^

libnuy novels, of honTstlo^rsZ'J""'.''"' "' ^' «''«''»

who masked th«rH ftTveaT?^ "! '°^"' °' ^^^^ '^^^
i-ughed and throveS LV^^' ^J ^ron'-'^'^'

""^

^^XZT^±IT ^r. Who sat hy the

.Tey^SlXrlLf^rT-^^^^^^^
dow^.aiS^Se'"^Sk to hi?e'h

°"'''
°'t

'"^ '""P'^ ^'>-

Aewould look ^tfi^m the ^h'"':, ^l"" '^'" "«"
again, her f«» w„ bright InH v ' '"''' '''"'" *''« '""'ed

cheerU not^iti^ if
'

k T'"*"
^°°' ""'='« »«'=' be

these heavy daystr uncr '"'^ '" "^ «»''• '^'^ '^« "-r

10 Aunt Sybil. She is going out, I think »
"Is your aunt alone, dear?"

"• ^ """"•

c^sVtdtXI^ '"• '''' " «-« '° Mr Hind's to

"Ohyes. ..Now.whoisitP-

wonJK^;. ^-^-^--S back to the house. SiUy boy-
" Has your aunt fi jne ? "

"Yes."
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sick man and his niece wZ h. •
^." ^"^ '°°'°- TJ»«

Effie with herSSt^'"
thfT" '""^"^

laugh, yet never tired hS^ wS th«
°^.'*^ ""^

Burgoyne in her room dL h, . ,^
'^ '*" '°8*''"''' Sybil

white linen h^^^ft^X:::\T\:^^ "!!
''•""'«

would carry on thTbusiness of AeTo'use 'J^^i''" i"*""'and the cook, and give all ho,»^!>u !' ^ '° ^""y' ^a^h.
now. would le.4';tuset1fst'' ^•»'»<=«--. «
the house: Effie would notTesSterS. '^''' '""

^Sk S^'l"""*'"' «-«" ^h her.

greenhouse at Z Ld of Novembl

«

'" '" ''°"' *^
"lair jroud."

pieces"
"°''" ''"« ""ly raade to tear to

iiSilfshe'S^''^ I««»ve,yfondofflowen,.«

thing, that hadTen in t!^ 1*" '° ""''• ''''" '•U' "f

thin^ that h^ SvL^h " '°"8 ** •>« ''^•^ >"«1 it-
the S,s wh^h:r^u';*/*"^',,':';X'r •"" '"^'^
ugly knives, the bola,.LdL£ tha^^ h hT" ?'" *«
South America fortyTvevL\!„« '^'^ '"°"8'" f""
colour sketches made oJ^Xantr'"' *! ^'''^"'^'''«

Ben^kera^dUncle^cLSrwh^'^^^^^^^^^^ with

BJ'^MeX^t'Srs'Sen^:: ''''"- '^ '" ^-«.
Poor Ryan !

»

*" "•*' "^ y°""g «nd strong.

uJri;;rrk"Sin'tUn^':ire?r t'
•^^''^ -°<^ '-

Callao. Solid still r^t ^ ,

^'* ^'•"° ^ F«ncisco to^-•iuo. 5H)lidstUl. oaken and clamped with brass, it stood i^
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«.J?^«XT ""*'*'' W-dito-uni Ai
"But then—when you law the «im .»••

•aid Effie, prompting!" " driL
" ^ "' '*"'' '' '~ «!">."

"Uugh^ .„d dink Tm " ^
"""'"" ""* '•"Shed."

"O Uncle I"

when they got . shark on board
"*' °' ""^ '=™«"y

oron?"°^f,Z<.lC-'"°'^ ^t - .U the rauit

;j«j:^ .L«ri;;;-;^ k^A -i 't
- -•-

lri3re?r.3iir""Csrdrh"^ %"n.^ne:fi-
knife. He never did KelTol t'""''* ^^ '^'^ "»« "«
we parted friends."

*"°*~^ «»^* '>''» "oney, «,d

thothXsirnioVzr
"i?

*'
r-'- - ^^^

took him by the hand rd^^de him LT'^"-
*'•*'"«'' "•«

Behind those far-off daj^ T^T anH
*^'""7" """"Kht.

»t«tched gay and light. Heirl ^T"''' '"'' y"""*"

graphs-such faded prints they ^re "Ti u"«
'"*"'' P"""""

it-lf was young and'new : whisS^j.^' ' ""
^'"''T'^^ygroups of grinning bovs-preDoste™.. ^ ^-

"^^ ""^ S"*"-
playing fields in stov^C and t'^t''

"^^ *«"' '°

stocks while rowing hfVptil^t^ ^Jr^^tbern^Wes in

when he and Mfe were young^'^^'^^j^^""
Church friends

faded group from thewKd 0^1^^- T''' '^« »
and. sitting by his side, learn'^^deaJ^slt^^^^"^^''-



THE GUARDED FLAME

••OUndeR chard. I. th.t reallyyo^

They sent him down . . . Bardilev S ol^l w? • " ""'"*•

on the left-you ought to knowZ fat^^""'
"^"'^ ^'^^S^

"Not Lord Frodsham ? "

"Yes, dear—Tom and no one else a i..»„i. . , .^ drink with you, fight with yo'u "iTde ^th •you-s^l'^^n'he d new own when he was beat Poor h.., i., Z '"*""8te

And farther still-behtad «^ davT^ T? '^u^T
'"

eadhi^back. With her^S„ '^Lfg !:"«t^^^ .'"

would gaze at the faces in the ebony f««e tha7
1^^

''u""'the chest of dmwers. Here, on thr^ Tl '^" '"^S •bove

-deUcate irory faces, with the srrifeTnt?.'^!^""""''*
dead Burgoynes. The lady with thfui „

'
n hiT'^*'

"^

h» mother-her great-grandmother Th.»^ ^^ '«
to think of. She see^r^ !r 7 ' '" '" wonderful

Once he talked to her about me'n-.o^
2°""' """"«•

thinrretp^lZH^^otf/"'"' *^''^'-«^° ^^

"w°,T ^J
''°" '°®*^ ^""^'^ Richard ?"

well, dear, when you think of somo «m < ^
those little girls you used to know w^eTv '^

^"•"**-°"« °f

Enid Bates, or Grace Gurney-TelherlCt'"' ' """-
upon a dark background. .^^ you tLK ^^"1';"'^
Bates was the girl I knew ' ? '•

™°«—m words
:

• Enid

^^^^^TJT^"^^ '" ''"=°"°"^ considerationPictures—I //fart^. First the pictures Th^n t ,.
the words to myself."

l"«ures. men I would say

"Ves. You would say to yourself • ' Ti^t ; .u .

of my friend Enid'-y«. ^ Th'V,„7t^l *^ P'^'"«
Vp. a 11 .l • / '

" '"*' TOttld be usualVes AH the time I was talking. I was s«.inr=. 1
o

"K'^ was seemg such pictures
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•^ooM bring ttST^T v'*
*""' "J"'** freri^-«d ono

h«d beM tot ^ ^"f?* « " « i"l«« key of . dmwer

•ga^Mt'SL^'.r"!"'^^'!''' *« heavy ho«. would glide

«So.d^?"**-
'•--ti'eOyou. Letm'ere^l-

Effit sawlu^^ J. ^ more bandages to make. Now
little wMet h^ .'^'^Sr "'L'*'"

'^ '^'"« ^~ »

5:0^;:'------^^^^^^^
,

other roof'
"^""^ '"" ^"""'"'^'^ «'-» «<» '-ked into the

"No » sSthe'i ^'" ^"u*
'''""• S""*" I fe'<='> her?"

"d see wh"i shV'ilMi
*°"S!"f"»y- "But go downsuirs

«d h ^nird t^o^oTiir^-rnU" "' '"' ^^'"
And Effie went upon her errand, and returned.
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In the irorkroom."

"Alone there?*

.t;L''c?r^'°«'-J«*"-»'-««W"g. Shei. coding „p

w'£i'reSt;S;„^'' ^•"«'^- '^'^ «•>• book in

^^
JeU. no. I have gUnced « the end. It ^.^ go back

"N^tiinTti^^Ka f^ {>- 'b- other one ?
»

thinking'SSryi^^e^j'i'^r'^ «'^«-«^ I i«ve been

m<!S: whS'4 o/'drh'^A'fTT'*'' '--were once
moved like Zot rthi.^?:;;IV^^ ''°"»« '""y
'"king, waiting, listening « the ifJ "J',,

**' '""^ ^
came to him and wepT

^^*^ *="• "«» ""'^ «he

«k SSint^otrir^^f " r^*^
'''"• ^-^ '^^

you believe now?"
•8^ «f 1 w«h it Jack, what do

"I believe that he wUl never recover."

•bout her waist * ^''' '^'" '"* ^er lover's arm,

"^~^ <lon't want him to dip Tf „. u i.

'"t'';'««"',^.«iandshiver:d?„Vi:r "" '"^ '"'""'^"

"S bt wL':;^??: '"'^^'^ °^*«= «-»> hen her.

"Sybil. Shall I go away? Tf if ;, •

that makes you thbk-mL« " ""^ ''""8 ''"<' "«"
away?" ' "»°k-makes you so unhappy-shall I go
"Na Don't leave me-Kion't leave me."Then don't think of it v~,

•nd...he drewher cW to\"r""-''°"'i"''
*'''''°^''"'

"oser to hmi, making her lift her head,
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Dont iMTe m^ Jtck-dont latraaj^

•leepingforerer on the white toaJwitfth!^ "^"^*'
«».nd, M .he .t«d. in the .hX wJS.1 w^'If

*
'!:

""^

melts in pity and remorse
'«««*"'« hun, her heut

J^^ hold. (ut-hCds her in the bondage oC he,
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IT w«i the middle of the niaht All n.- k

-«.e night windr^S; Sf lS^e«S "' '"°"'"'"'

faint patter of rain uj»n ri„, i*!u. ?,**** •""'P"* •
room one could hear ve^E,, "u

""
"'f"*

»' «>* big

;--«^.eh^--hr?t.:it«2?-t

.hii;^:^^theCor«r *^ •'«•'"• •-"'••'«". «4
ceiling a pde drdeVL" ^1 '^^ '! "'«'' »P^» *•
The screen had been airanL »

.^ °' """ky shadow,

.nd .1, beyond i^^rSSwXl'l"^^^ 1!;'
«"'''« '''

*»ppingit round about wiH^^^Sr^^'tf/'^.'''^ '«>»•
Only when the red coals hmir. .Ta I .

'*'' '" "««««»•

from the hearth rt,r^L" •

"
^'^*^ "' *•"" """nded

wall, of bo^'and for f:
'""""» '«" ««> Ml across tte

the empty cl^i be «ther coTch hff"
"'^"^ ^^ <^

other's arms. Then wain th! ... 'J 'T" ''^''^^ ^ "•eh
hide this shameful'crof£ nig*""*

'^"'^ '" '^ ^

breaSTofTbe^rtL S'cS^U^e "«Lf'
"^ **

I am afraid." *• ^t me go now.

"Don't be afraid."
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"^ once mofe an Um raom, iji «„ v-^ ^ ^ __,

"Lfatoni What «u thrt?- Sh. hadTStoS^ w

"Nothing," h« iriiispered preamtly. "Sonurtim^ .u

But within and without the houie not > »».»i — i^ t.

"Nothing," he whiipereA
" Listen now."

The aound had come again. Something morine-withln

m^.'-Tnce*'""^
-"'^^ ^ ^^ ^^^^^

"Jade, it it someone on the stain——"

near the kitchen, and wait tL e in hl^ ^^ '*"^*

cnance came. Then he could open the workroom door and
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f» way out. cwrfag th. Ugh., 8«l hc^'uTe ,«uJlf

be de.lt w^th u once. No time mart be gjren for the w.tch«rto com. down wd try the h«dle of the bolted do^x!
J«on « .he WW hidden in the .miUl roo« he l.^^nbi^^^ •«>««"»"' boldly. n«ke the watcher tWnk he Sd««)thmg to conce.l-h.d been working thr^gh ,he „S^one « ,fc, big ,o„„. H. would 1^^!^^: o^*•o th.t the wtcher might come down Uter if d«r.h^.oei.mine the empty room. **" '**

"Do you undeiitand? You nutt wiut in ti..~
yo«fee.cer.«niti.ufe. Gi.e her^iXn^^wt^K'Then you mart go out through the puiiur« „d ^TZJJ^,
•emnu'^itwr^ Do you unde«t«d?^^^ ^ ' *^*

" Then if you aeet uyone—then. Sav Ton Mm. ^« /
Jjom^hingfor him-.om!rre mili-'STr'SS
S'undLrnd'?."'

"•"•"' " '^ ' «"*•'' -'•"«' ""«> "'^

tllif~^ '"' ''"'* "•*" "• "^ *°<'k. "I unde,.

"Now I must nuke rare that you oui eet out »« .k
pMMge. Don't move till I come bwk."

* '° *'
Then cautiously he took th. lighted candle, softly crossedthe room, «>ftly unlocked the door that opened toZ smaiwrooms, and went to make his investigation

'

While she stood motionless, waiting for him to r^.,,^ r
for a moment laid an icy hand upon he'r hear! A radd«^reasoning terror of impossible things made . I^mbie for Jmoment. It was gone in a moment and she «",d £j.gam ofugly common facts. A servant lurking i^toeSness to d.«:over the wrong don. to the honoured ^Ltttthe house? Mary, Sarah-which ? One of these Sf^
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temple, .nd hot .hame C" ed her b«m v ^ ^ '"'

.eem-^whiteThef1*^^ «^ '>^« 'nlhrcandlehght

middle of the room ThM, h^f
«nd stood hstening in the

in her ear.
^''*° *"*««»*«>% to her and whispered

doi'r'iTt^uar T^r•

"*?-*'"'' "»- '--'^'^ *«
Clinging toS:he!^i™3«%l'"rf"

smaller rooms. What Zlrf fh! !, I ~ ^"'^ '""^ "^ ''«

How could She e,:S th^at ht^ ^° he^^^Jlf^V^r

"

less sentinel who was waitini? in th. T J "f""—'"« motion-

cold hand orpanicTerSrhl'htr' ^' ^"" ''"

even^ ttu k Jri^^; '>"
^^, ^-r go in there-

who it is She'll eobfrtwh "r" "" 8° "P '""^ »«>

think? .. . PeSs ^t^il th'"
"""^ • • • ^'•" do you

"Listen....X'(S it t^r""''''''^"

thinriv'wToli:!- ^ 'r^'^'P «° «>« stairs-som.

then^hesllefc '2;k
«

'td'"''
"^"-"^ "-^o^i

heart-beats coming tWdcanTi,; • f ?'""' *"" **'' "wn

"Impossible." hVihtpTrtdlr^" °^ ""^^'^'''' «>'"«••

the wall, and cowering s'tiSe/ac'ro^ S'o h""""!:
'^'^ '°

door. Her black haj> tTmhiW . u
""'''' " "* •^''t^d

hung nearly to her «,^t^>h^ u'l^
'•^" •»" Moulders,

athfrloose wraplwh ;. i lav
''^" '̂«"><^ *« <=l«tched

white face in the'S oTt^l S^Kfo " "'""' "^^ ''«

r:tt::^^^trr3^=^-
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"Impossible," he whispered again.

.Jm-
'^°'/ '°°°'*°*' " •'* """""d to &« sound of the

pwJysed man had risen (rem his bed.
"^

"

*

That would be indeed i. ,jx.,sible. /• miracle-*nd thereS totL °!k^*1""='^"8
''*"<^' '^^ ^'""^Wng fibers

S.thTl" """^''r^Pe^titious fear into his bl.i,d,

SS e' S'"''/ .^" '•"^'"^ *""«'>'• Could it bepossmief Could mmd thus triumph over matter? Th!,

^^s;: "whr °*M
""^^ ^'*"' ^eeling-hThi; elf b«

M,„r u ^ ''*'" '^"8 awake wondering; has caUed tohas wife; has begm, to M„i. And with such thougS hi^when once his thought is working, has come the c«ta ndivination of the truth. Then the vast bXLs LTi

"

command, has generated the nerve force, has fla^hef tie

mu«red?ol^:"T.°' !'!
'"'^'''^ '^"' ^' Natutherstlf

tZ ^» ^:
?"*•"*' ^'^ "* '"^''^n by such power asthat. The paralysed man has slowly risen from his bed b^

darkness of the house to confront them in their guilt

.hrl^- °^^ '/" "'""'" '^'^ «'«P»«i «nce their 6rstahrm-smce the first sound of the foote^p, yet alr^dvlts^ed to both that hours had gone by whil^ theyS^i^'P«ed. «:hemed an escape, and again stood listening.Now once more the footsteps sounded-slow shufflin<r

thTh!!!?'"'"^' ^u°"*"^
'" "^-^ « °°= thoSt of thetffof;that had moved those heavy, UfelessUmbs.

The miracle had happened-no one listening to the foot,steps now could doubt the miracle
'^ °'"

find^mfhere"^."
""'• ''°"'' '" "'" ~- ^O"'' '«' •>i-

But to save her was impossible

sm'ISroom.'^"'"
""' "" ^'"'^'^ ^^^ '»'«= ''"^ -'^ of the
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coming farther."
^^^ " nun—and itop him

LivlS and shaL?i^l:,f"V" '
""' *^ "«»'•"

the wall.
*' '""^ *° •"" «<1 "ouched down by

though a dead man had rben « thf k^u
"""'^ ^' "" "

ne« of their crk^ had cri^'^„*^°."8^*^'"°"«^0"* wicked-

and brought the de^^l^^rmtelr gl^::'^"-
"^ ">« "'«'^'

the SJ 'un"i?l7L?;wl^Cr"t^ -•"-'

;^^».^ ™»^"Si^r;;,-"--'-.

recumbent figure with th^T "'^V
'hite, majestic, awful-the

darkness anl^! ToX thS "Z'lT '" "^ " '^^

Her face is a staring mLk ^h I
''"*" '° ""« ^oor.

cling, and crouTi ^e^Tg S^^^.r^^"^ "« "•«

limb.
""'cnrng, waiting, shakmg in every

»Jb.: k'n'St^aT'L'roedT"' 5°"" *"« "•>''« '-b- The
the cathedS aSe Te' Si^htrT'':

''^' '^^ " '-<='"«

dragging, shuffling fooSl Tthe
" .^'"'^ footfall-thl

Nearer, nearer stia Te„^*fsT„
°'" '""' "'« «°"«-

darkness to the door
""^ °^ ^'°"« " coming through the
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«>e handle. «Ki she h'^rdhT"d ^J^^ ^^^handle turned and was violently sh.lr.n
"*'""'8- ^*^ *^«

upon the panels with aT,H . r . '
^^ ""S'"*"" ""°*n

J>or.heca.el.ching.swa,„,irtS:;:orr,S^^^^^^^

in -no^S'i^whitetne'^^^r"* T'l^"'''^
'-"^^

. dead .an who iS^itrfr^irgit' "^uTvts"

ri^hS^crhiT ?:
—edrpoinS^:^^

Then, just as he reached the couch, he tried to spe^ £voice came hoarse nnH thi/^k u -i-i
""="'" spcas. nis

Then there wrrwt" "^''^ »oc.l sounds, not words.

but the tickine of th/r.V„ u ^ V ^om within, no sound
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b*d awakened yet " "'=•'^'"8
•'X- •>« no one

«»7;^''"Vou';'uX'j:'.f„„S''°"'- "S'op
'I« he dying? IshedvinB?" Qk«

round. Her eyes never left thl .^^' '""'°« 'ooWng
holding a coldflimp ild «d 2TT'^ ^"-^e- She w

J

fingen. ^ ^'^' '^^ '^•fing « with her trembling

"No, he is not dying."
" Have you roused them ? An. n..
AU her fear had gone but t^^ ''°'""'« '

"

grief, a dull agonyTremo„X ^^ " """P"' °'
brail, numbing her sensermll u

^^^ I^'^^^ion of her
She had obeyed him in lolST ^'/"^ '°'^ ""» "fe'e^"-

«ded him as he turned tS stricke: fofm'"" """i
'° *'°

=
"^

a pillow under the head and M.H I k
**" ""^ =*'«^''' P"'

had sunk upon her kS, «^d^ '
k' ^^V'^'- Then she

begun to sob spasmodTcall^
'""*'^"'^'' '"^'^ -»d

mu'ittip m^e!?.

'"" '^ "•*' ^- «-' «top crying, you

nof^rs^^a^^rii'^erL':- '^'" -•^--'^

heiZ^r^^i'^r'"^- ^ you hear? You must

BM:ibi:i^s-i-r--thers?-
~rsfe"himTo'wninhe^' ''' ''^^^^ ^^'^
with his arm round he^M^oZTT "°'^ ^^^ "' ""^

" What doe, it matteT" ' H° " '° «"=' "P"
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^^wiljTcT:;:'"' " "'' —ntthey .ay wake. Then

-.^eS^V"''-
^"•'-"'e™. 1-IbeHeveitisw.ongto

w;;™w'L7;o'""''°- «« -"betaken back ^ bed.

1 am going directly. But Wren must not know-Wren

Then she obeyed him.
"Now. Put your arm below his knees. Now"
Staggering, shuffling-as though making echoes of th.

they earned h.m along the passage, out into the hall.
^

Jo-rbyTt-oT^^^^^

^f tt r„M ' K J^
'^^^"^'^ '""^ ^^"^"^ b«"e«h the burden

n LTh . ^*^?'u*"
'''"8'"8 ""^ '»>« '»'»''^iv« rigid Ck

1. r k"'
" '^' """"^ ""'^' »«" "'«"' labouring to con

l^LtT
'^'"''"' ""=''='•

*' ^«"«d *at as their^ oil in-

sTeUnnnTv r T°u "'""« '" ^° ">"' '"""^ noiselessly,seeking only to get the task accomplished. Yet no one

iSd'hJr ''""^'n.
"""' « *^ «-- -hen ItU the^

£"ed bythTi^m^dS "'""^ ^^^ -"'^ ^^

recumSntS'"'^' '" "' '"'' ''""^ '""'^ "^ '"^

"Is he dying: is he dying now?"

'^°i
^'""'"''yi"g- He will not die-now."

Hu. hand. we« trembling; his muscles ached «id burned;

i f
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Then .looping a«"„ h^
™" *^"1!* T^^^^^"'^^-

woollen .hirt^^Sf« h/Jr.*'*' ^^^ °P*° *« "Wte
b«k the white h^r ft^m a"£, !!h

""^ *' ""'"'*'^"' *''«^

There were no teUtaklSc. No?.^ 'T""*** *' '«°'P'«*
to tell of the fall. W^tuld °e^^er^ '

T"''arranged the beddothe., put «U ^LfT ^."" *" '*'

picture of a i>aialvs«i „!.„ i
•

'".<"^*'' "-econstituted the

statue. TLfSe'dlLrhS^*^T ^"^ ^'='^' ''»"«»'«"* « •
the doctor come

""' *••" '^» ^^''°- Now let

herS^eL^L^^J^r^irnTo""" *='"^''««.«»«» -"de
Put on a dre«.^o up yo^it a^;.,^ ""7°- '"o™-

-or one of then.. Don't wLeEffi^v *° ""'' ^' ^'^
us keep her away as long « we J!?^'"" "'" ''"'P '»• ^^^
"Yes."

J' »» 'ong «s we can. Do you understand ? "

thing wrong wl hlmZ^u"2TriS?"^' *!" ""' ''°'"-

me to go to Wren wd hriL h-
'^"8'"«°«J- And you told

say that I wenr« once I did /'
'"" '" P*'*^'""- » »hall

seen him yet I iTv^no id« k
?"" ^ '''''•

^ '«'^« ""t

there is really Jy^^^ wTo gt^Jf '

Do "*"r"'''"'«'

While he spoke he wL looking at the bfd 'Z r"""^ '
"

speaking „e listened to the deen hrl^f ^'•«'° "^^topped

with now and then a faSt ratUe i^,'?.^
''""^ '""^ '"°'''

coma of apoplexy-he W«' I k
""'"''•

^' *" the

yetsudden7asIw:t.^^h"U,^;^^^^^^^
>ng fe,.r broke his thought. W^11^^11?^^ ""'"'*«'"-

Were the eyes unseeing ?
'"*"'' ""consciousness ?

SofUy he drew her away to the door nf m.
Peated his direction.

' ° "" ''oor of the room and re-

" You are sure you understand? Tk.. • ..

tell Wren. He will ask you Son. ' ^l " """ ' ^^^^
ne has been eiactly as he ia now since

' *fe to say, that
you came into the
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room. It WM his heary breathing that alarmed you-and

T^ u • * """* ""'• ^ "'<J put on your dres.Md do your hair. Then call them at once."

wnen Stone came hurrying back with Dr Wren
In the sick-room there was a group about the bed—themj«re.s of the house. Effie. the tfo old servants J^ ^d&«h^^r„mg anxious, ,c«ed faces a, the doctor entered

ple«e:i!fowS»
""""'" "^^ "^ ^«°' "•»«» ""W •' 'here.

He had sent EflSe and the maids from the room, and Stonewas assisung him in his examination.
"That'sright. Raise the shade. Get thelight full on his face"

thJ^JtT^ "^y'^e O" h« back with his arms beneaththe bedclothes. The face was pallid, and wet with perspir.

Sured"br«th 'T"^ ? """^ °"' '^^^ ""^"^''y ^^ -^h

seern*^ to be drawn down. The eyes that Dr Wren wasexamining so carefully, were now wide open, looking st«iZfomard m the lamplight, unclouded, nevV^'blinking' Tht
b,^to°qtl'^'°K fj^'T", '" *"'' ^"^^y- ""blinking stare;but to Stone, holding the lamp above the bed. it seemed that

an hour and a half ago, before the seizure-, look of su^"human pnde. of superhuman scorn.
^

in'i^!,'fr„i*'"'?
«'<"'°."»°d regret sounded deep and trueM Wrens low voice. "A cerebral lesion . . . Hsemorrhage.

^"Zr^T r"'"''"' "^ "«=• *^- B-8oyne. NothTngof this character anticipated by Keeling or myself. But f

th^rtr " °°
'""i"-"

""' ""' ^P""^'- h' had Ufted and el

oea. Right hemiplegia. No doubt at all, I fear."
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Then, after removing a piUow in order to bring the bead

" Was he all right when you went to bed ? "
" Yet."

" You noticed nothing unutual ? "

"Nothing at alL"

•"no
^^'^ **''*" re«tle»-or in any way uneasy ?

"

"Was he asleep when you left him?"
"Yes."

"Sleeping quietly-not breathing as he is now?"
"Oh no."

he"c^" om'?'"''
'^""' "'"'°" ^°" '*"' '^ "- «8.in. did

"No."

you giVhL';"
"°*'"«-' '^' ' "«-• *"^«""8 '^ -«k«

"No—I heardjiothing, but I was frightened "
" Had you just awakened ?

"

" No. I was not asleep."

"I thought that perhaps he had given a ciy, and that had«aUy awakened you-although you might no haveT-ownBut that could not have been if you were awake. .'^But'Mrs B^fKoye-kt us think. Had you not been asleep ataU^?^Had you been ly.„g awake ever since you went to

"Na 1 think I slept at first perhaps-but I had beenawake some time-a long time-before I went in to him."
Your door was open, of course?"

"Yes."

" I think he must have made some sound."
Stone, standing at the bottom of the bed, had not looked

at her while she answered the questions. He was watching
the open starmg eyes as though fascinated bv their steadv
unseeing scrutiny. Looking at them now bs spoke stj-
menngly. "^ "i-iu-
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"Wren, i»—i» he still—imconsciou* ?

»

"Don't you Amw be ii v oonscioui?" and for a momentcontempt rtowed in hi. fac, „ i„ hi, voice.

h«^! M " ^ '^•. '"' ""' '^' '"""B ")« had really thought

WhaTcL n '""" " " ^'•'S'"" ••«='="» '» ">« healer'.Z
thn.,ff

' ^"t *? '" "'^''' •'«"»"i"& shaking, Se^Tjthe .ufferer wa, h., friend. For a moment Wren fel nSbut contempt. But then a kinder thought came. HowSmus be hu affection thu. to bani.h all trace of th. d^o?«d leave only the usele... helples. .ymp«hiser I

Mr. Burgoyne, you know what I told you"-Dr Wrenw« w.p,ng the perspiration from the patienf. brow-'-t^a"

rL^J'°u'*1.''
'^°' •PPrehension. Well, on my honourI beheved that there was no cause-Keeling believed it The

&restnt.."'"''"'='"'-°" "^ '-'-' ^ ^ -^d'

And again he asked her questions.

Ji^t" "" ""* *" ••* "" J"" "k« »hi.-I mean in ex-•ctly thi. position when you first came in ? »
"" " «

"Yes."

"There was nothing to .uggest that he had made somevotot movement-*n effort to turn himself on his side?'-

"The pillow, were not oat of poiition-the blankeU w««not thrown off his chest ? "
o-naets were

"No."
"I cannot understand it. One would look for evidenceof stram or movement. . . . This is what I think mu« Wehappened. He made some violent effort in his sleep ^was dreaming-wme troubled dream perhaps, and und«

n'tLeT'
°' *«.«^'«->-*ought he «rug?ed tj motIn the dream-or ,,i.t waking from it. he raised hims^tfwith h.s arms, tried to sit up. I„ the dream, oTbeforH!was thoroughly awak. and able to remembe^b Stii
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SZlHlT""* T' "^^^^ ""'"**• 2"" 'hen I think

J. Z h. Jm .f

*"° ""i-^even « outcry. I think,
in fact, he did make lome such lound, and that wu whatwoke you-what frightened you while you .lept. Why
.hould you be frighten^l-othenme? He wa, all rightwhen you left him. But «,u.ed from your .leep by «meunu«Md «,und you would wake with a «n« of alarm Jthmk that « what must have happened. ... If, a. 1 believe.

While he triked thu. In tone, of deepert .ympathy toMr, Burgoyne, Stone .uddenly left the hed^dewd hurried
•rom tne room.

He had forgotten the broke, bolt of the workroom door.Wren would come dow« to the workroom, would see thebroken door, would ad. fer the mea-ing of the brokeTdoor

t7r,!!t"''*
ceasv f-in questioning tiU thU mystery of«« nrtt was piereeA Already perhaps the servints hadbeen looking at the door, wondering, chattering, fillin, the

How should he explain-how provide an answer ?

f„,u!^
''"""' *^'^'* *' '^'^K group in the corridor,

found some stammermg words of hope for Effie, and hurrieddown the stair. All was dark in the passage to L wT*
room, and m the room itself. Fat. wiThelping i^mZ.
^TlT *T '"u**

''°''"°°"' y**- Lov« «d dreadhad held Aem all on the upper floor waitirg for the doctor's

l^f"')J"\'^r. ^" '^'1 t» "im: w,^ helping CL
l^VlTfu !''°" «""« ^°' ^'*"' ''« »»d remembered
to fetch the hghted candle from the chair outside the work-room. He had remembered to do this, yet, in his agitation,he had forgotten the broken bok. plte h«l b«^n vSkind to him. ^^
Now, lighting a eandle, he did what he should have done

«n ^?,Tk Tu "^'^^^ '°^" ^""^ ^^ ^o"' f^^ thewaU tiU the bolt was free and then left hanging by a single
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opened it would tu«bI,J^.^hj;t,h;^J" *"' "
All iha n..M _ 1

J

. ^^ "" '"• O"* Ann screw.

M wwoched It from the mil urf -j.i.
""* "»'

S';.'Jt'S,''«r' '" *^™ - •'•^^ X.S:

~ .»^. « £ X"*s;t,t"£;rnr

,:SLS;r',t:°.Srs:'ss4r'^B.r
founuun of blood the magic mini^Tr^h^^'^

'
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B Vj"h.*!i"r'^
'" "** """"*"« coniciouinei. lutd returned.*^ He h«d begun to cough; the rattle in the breath w«iheard no more

:
the reficxe. were again e.Ubli,hing theSJL"

»u.hfrf'"'•'" "" """" "" •W" "»'' to .ummrn Ae
kfttm a^ri;

"/"•' '''"" '"«" '«• • »ovement-.he

fl„ t^ t
^•"'' *""' """""S '""*»»y- Then the eyelid,flutured «d dropped, and. when ag«„ the, m^ J%t

to ^d.r.»f„HT?' f •' '"""P' '" •P«'^ ^' »«'»«> •« once

tS1„5^J ' r '"''^ '" '''"'-' •""«• '<"<*. "«' hi..

.r,^aa!.K »
' ?'"'"« *• °"»"«gl«« word form, into ariuKwh .tream of trouble and distrew. Thenceforth he uj

^ ISih K '
*"u'"

°P*° "y" ""' '"* 1"'«« unclouded-Md with hi. eye. h. followed people moving about the

.TieTr'^' r"1";"°'"
'""'''• " '••""S" 'h^y were

^'

.S ?••
u""

^' ^ "'"'^ »'« before. He made no.hghtct .ign that he recogni,ed Wren or the other..

deepen. The long night, had swept their dark veil, acrow the
daylight hour.. Pale sunlight sending cold and feeble^S^imoempty room.; then the grey clouds again; then swiftly fall^

un L Th"" ""? "'«''!:. "^ ""^^ ">' l^""'' wa. Strang

.nr«H -, •,

'°°'° ^!°" "^^^ ">* '^""y ^«« h»d gone, now.pread its silence: while he lay mute, no voice, m.st be h«rd

night the nurses guarded it When the door moved, a .tVang"



THE GUARDED FLAME ,,9

permuted by the .tern nurse, to go ^wd out o fh ^T**room, scarcely «hni.»H k. ir .
' °' '"' "'ent

mercy for the thingZioml" '"'"' '^^''='''"8

te^Tmst ^"uM^lhrr^rr S^^^^^ •'"^" '"'^

the faithful secretary ^Ithe .n?^^ V° ^ """""'^ ^

had shed its steady radiance nn-^. ° many years

the silent room, if Wren h^A Lt u T ^^^ "°* '°

indeed Wren wa;;;dt"mor'd::S'^' '''~°"- ^"*
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Early on fte first d.y Dr Keeling h»] cone down with MrmS . it-'r "".*''""' '^•y •" •^'^'J 'riA Sir Allen

Mr r«^ ^,
J""" Bower.. On the third day he broughtMr G«n«nej«a.:^ «d with him. perhaps the biggeat man ofM-&X Frederick G«nge. Trulj they needed no more

rio^i„rT'^
men were buay now. They .eemed to

Sr,tTii5r
^**"' ""?- = *«* ''""''^ ««»Pi^«l the-", madefte skilled pen. run fi«t and strong. "Richard Burgoyne

ir^K""*"* 'y*?« .'*^««' »tf« "nd death in hi, prinLy

ofZ^h-" " ^^'^^'>- A «ngle glance at the nam^

th.t .if^"^"l"
attendance must «itisfy the most fastidious

^Llh'^"^ "^ ^^"^ '°'*'=^ »=*«°'* «« thieve will

?utT™ !f .1^
' ""P^T •^°" '° "^* '^^ *B«J phUosopher.But It must be owned that nature has ordained limits evento the amaang powen of toodern science. At Mr Burgoyne'.

^"J^i''\** ^ f' '" "^^ ^"^ «»t reouper^ren-

?f^li kT ^^ "° '^ Mtertained of a successful issue.

Lrt « ^membered that tW. autumn a weU-intentioned

^rV^ ""f* ""
Tlf^

''•*^ ** '*°*»^ *« gravity ofMr Burgoyne's condition. But our re«ieis may also «.member that we found ourselve. unable to share this view.We pubhd, tOKlay a buUetin rigned by n«ne, that are kno^ft^ghout the length and breadth ll the land, which

T

happily, If read between the Knes. only too clearly provesthe correctness ofow earliest anticipations.-
Then would come the bulletin.

"Mr Burgoyne's condition remains unchanged. Siiaied-
Isaac Keeling. Edward Grenville, Geoige Wren.»

"

Even Wren wf : ftmous now, or accepted as famous by thenewspaper, when they met him in such fine company

"thaTlnT"''
":^*''" *•* °'" °^ «»" corresponden^

that can be seen m every face one encounters in the littie
fishing village. IS very touching. Here it is not the great

Zl -f T <'-'^'°°"« philosopher, who He, sick ^odeath
:

it ., the respected neighbour, the kind ftiend with the
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eyet-opea purse, the ever-ready ivn»»thv fn,1ii i,

^^'
Wm. It is quite erroneous to si^k^f M, « ? u^"""
«. . mansion, or in anyj« ^SU re^' I'^L't*

•""^

-^^^^-rtSai^-iS^S-r^
:.^trortret.i£ri-^^
Clustered about the gatfLX^TaJn t" 'TJ'^"'-.knot of humble fLds-!l!roTh faher?i k^ *','^'
the fields, men. women, and mtt ^iJdrt

' ^^0^gate IS a wr tten notice. reauMt.n» tiT ZV-"
*° '** ''"«

penetrating farther, ^,IZtZ ^J^^.lf:^'-''

doctonT V^r^ »;
Patiently they watt for the passage of «w

cr^ of b„„li SS. S^ Zr^ "" ''' " ""I'

"i™, «<l ..a J.^Jl^.S' ^" ""• ""^ •f

Truly, within or without the house. th»« ^«.. .,u • •

and surgeon, were giving little ho^^
***' ^** P^'^""""

nat^^lnhltroS^^'^e'd" """
^^t '^°"'" « '^ *«

asbetweenSXe'^VS^^^^i-'-rG"^'
TUle was of opinion that it was an emWUmlth« .^;bad passed from the heart to the bmta^^ He bl^ tt.opinion on the state of the Datient at rt^™

^
w^n though, without suffic^noii^ir:f\"„"^Ho';
state, and circunstance.. The condition of the h.^^^.

naturally othet^ost frn'^^rto'^Su^thTdi.
'' "-

jury nad been, the biaw shock was dangerously severe to
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•ccwint for the mental dttturbwce-*. manifested b, the
iMbdity to recogniie familiar faces, etc All three also con-
sidered the continued speechlessness of grave import
Ute that night the unilateral symptoms were abating."

Power was returning to the right arm. The paralysis wm
scarcely perceptible abore the shoulder, except in some still
apparent flatness, or want of expression on the right side of
the face. But the aphasia remained absolute and complete.

h^^j!u'fZ^'''T^ It was a haemorrhage. And
henceforth, day by day, the debate was only upon the regional
diagnosis-to locate the focus of the hasmorrhage and trace
the extent of the lesion. Really there was nothing else they
could talk of. Really there was nothing else they could do-««pt talk. They could but keep the patient quiet and trust
that the mischief had stopped: that no further hemorrhage
would announce itself. ,

'

Naturally the loss of speech restricted the possible area-
and, as they talked, they were busy now in marking narrowest
bounds, naming the Ucerated fibres, almost numbering the
tiny threads and cells that the gushing blood had torn and
bulged. As they talked thus of the situation of the ruptured
vessel, the learned, horrible, technical terms filled the air—
the Rolandic area, Broca's convolution, the lenticular nucleus,
the middle cerebral, etc., etc. ; and Stone, standing by the tablZ
studying the solemn face* or furtively gUncing at the wall
where hu brain maps hung, was dazed by the voices, while he
strove to pierce the cloud of words and seize the truth, while
he struggled to think for himself as he had been able to think
before his treason had begun.
As he sat at the big uble, answering lettera, copying Wren's

notes and directions, it seemed to him that all sequence in his
thoughts was broken, that the sequence of time itself had gone,
that m hu own narrow brain, some mischief was sympathetic-
ally working with the mischief in the vast brain upstairs If
memory had been stolen there, he himself had been robbed
of aU vohuon. The house held him : be could not leave it •

be was a prisoner in the hands of Fate.
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f«'^'?J!"*'"?!',
*•'* ^^' •" """'^ ''*'h'»»» 'bought, «cept

for . im e while, without few-m a long .leeplL wS
pau.^ till Fate .hould deal with him agaku Wm it on ^!
fourth o, the fifth day that his thoughtlnce mo« wll".^^^

face all consequences? He did not know. But one da;the loud Toice of a new-comer seemed suddenly to more his

StoVi^tir
""'" '^^ "-» -^'^ •>' «»«^«''^ - ^"

It was Sir Robert Denton, author of many books, presidentof one of the Royal Colleges, old now. but still a tS?"
rearSr^H T' T""'"' «' ^"^ 8-«« " « "»»•"

Td ;, r^ K^*^
'""*' " ' '""^ '^^ I'" *«>ic« 'W loud

SfeUo^'h " °""^'' "'"bearing-, lion-hean d, noble

™L^ V • 'T'"**
'" "^^er. no better than a callous

to and fro, and hamngucd Keeling and Wren, a, though the,

lectrtLm^''"''
'^' ""' '^ '-° P--«^ P'"fo™ of i

"Ve may call your hasmorrhage number one-for there'snumber two. three, and four to foUow-if he last. «,C
again. Ye'U have >t whUe he lie. there "-and he^h» arm above his head-"if he lie. there long enough!"

.hi^"' 1 r'f' *' '°°'"> be <»«e to Stone's hangingsheets as Aough they had been put there to a«ist wTfathe exposition of hu gloomy prognosis.
« mm m

aZ^':^ "^f'
""''' **y '"'•^ 'bafs a mighty fine pro-duction." and roughly he unfolded the ugly pictJes. "Irt«range to find such productions in the maS's own h^ .

him. If ye think of it-there's no man ever lived, better !bte

nteiwr'rt''"
"^'-"go' tbe broken bond betwle„ hj^

Sr^ -n"
^' "'"^ body. ... Ah 1 The veiy AiLCome here, will ye now, and hold it," and he beckoned t^ Sto"!'

brai^'fii^^:::' tar^r
'^"''"' •"""- °^ "^^ -'-«^
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h«PP«. with «y ow, ^1" " « tf I were seeing the thing

y^^t'L^^^r^^J^^ into hi. i,r coat by D,

n«..^c.«th>e;kyaJrpt„r^|ro'sttt " *' ''°*

«-tor"4t?orwre^ne7b:r' ••""' "!'- "•'"«»-
-«nd theyTl only set him ^ •

«*"* '*"''-''> • few day.

"Vou don't Wlir Ro^„'^"."<^^Kee>-g.™ileS.
he's aU right, yon know h!^~T' ^"'' ^"- ="' ^ ««y-
Mr <!tn„. »„ ;

'
' ^"'t* a» "MTV a. we are."

agaii"*^
- weU... «id Dr Kee«ng; ^d going, he turned

and 5 d^nt Lrl'S^'l waa-Lr'-^
«*'' " ^>'°PP«

«nd the young lady iT th« .^
'"? °^ **" Burgoyne-

for one of the^OdL
'*'^"' "l""'"* »nd called

PW^-^-" ""«» *-' ... I want a duster.

tm the twined nlT^L^ta,ctZf 't'
'"^"^ '»'''«'

»he wa. the servant of t^e^ stl ^nH T "^^^ '"" ^°*
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«o, Mary. He hasn't spoken vet Oh k. >i.. i. •

-«.d he pointed to the .oArZ'LrL:^'Z b^Sl^l

1 thought you'd notice, so I told you-but I doubt if^^aUjit i> worth while getting it mend4" '^ '^'"

u.«l-no one will ever' wanTto ho'he do^r^
^" "" "'"'

I have known the master, sir, bolt the door-like when hewMdcng something extra particular with his flowed"
It isn t worth troubling about," said Mr Stone.

Stone carried up the two rolls .brmed by the mai». «,h^'^^-^^^^^^^

contamed such chapter, a. Dis^nJ^o/C^s S^l^
traumahc, degenerative, toxic, am/ otier causes StrT^.
a truculent but trustworthy authen^T^e"^^,^"^
h« Stone unlocked, slowly unpacked, and then took^'ck tothe lumber-room whence he had brought it a few day, agoHe would not go. He would stay here-waiuLT the

to fly. and ,t was safi to stay. He uid Sir Robert werl
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^quenci""'
^ '""'*' ""' ^ ^^ ^^ "«» '•«* •« «*-

to hir"'' """l*" "u ~"'*'**' *""«''*« «w» been pouibleto him since the mght of duMter, these had been thfltagelof doubt through which he h.d pM«d. At fl«t he iSWieved that the et«n.l .ilence wm fiUling s^Mjl 2ehp. that might «:cu.e him. He h«l believedlb.t th^ woulSbe no recovery of consciousness. Then he had believed thathe hght would fade from the watchful but umecJS^^

coi nlT k'?
death obliterated all records, there wouldcome, perhaps, a brief remission ; the accusing voice would beS TVrJ' '^'"' •"«"' ^°' ever. While the fe«lasted, he had determined to f.y. Then again a torporTf

inaction had possessed him. and the hou^Thad seeTd tohold him as an unthinking, impotent prisoner.
But now he was sure. There was nothing to fear in the

^^If'l-'^'^:^ u
'"" ^ ""'"^8 ••• wLt would W enAink of him. If in these dark hours he turned hi. back on Wabenefactor? What possible pretext could he i^Tfor "ucha desertion? It would Uy the train of thouZ in W«n'.mind, from which he must advance to a slow^rTwm dlcovery It would leave her open to suspicion; unZrd^against Wren's remorseless logic-the questions that sprfSfrom solid thought, then the pause for more thoughtS

T^ &""'"•• '"""'" ^"" """"^ -'- '•>'i»*"
Then he wrote a few unsigned words on a sheet of oaoerput It m an envelope, and addressed the envelope toTrsBurgoyne. "I am not going away." he had written ..^oumay rely on my being here, and you need not fear. I ^tto speak to you. Arrange this somehow."

" • ^ '»»«

Only once since the seizure had he been with her alonefor a few mmutes. It was in the morning of the fim dav«d she had seemed almost distraught with gr£. iLS*"'the last two days he had not seen her at all. Shel^mlong hour, .n the «ck-room. and, passing to her ownS
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Arough the curtained doorway, never showed heneir about
the house. He tapped at the door of her room prewaiUv,
«ad delivered his note. Pale and silent, she stood in the
threshold, and took the envelope slowly from his hand At
the sound of his light tap, the door of the sick-room opened
alsoi and the nurse had come out into the corridor.

..Jl^^' " ** memorandum, Mrs Burgoyne," he said.
The memorandum for you to read."
"Thank you," said Mrs Burgoyne, and she closed her

door.

Then he talked to the nurse.

"Is he asleep?"

"No, sir."

" May I go in and see him ?"

"Oh yes, sir."

Mr Stone, of coune, must be free to ente- the sick-room
whenever he desired to do so. He was the house doctor:
Dr Wrens assistant-the second in command. He came
to the room with Dr Wren every morning, as soon as this
Nurse Emily had gone on duty for the day.
"If you are going in, sir," said Nurse Emily, "I'll take

tihe opportunity of running down to ask about my tea
They're an old-fashioned lot, the servants"; and Nurs^
Emily smiled at the good-looking young doctor. "They
mean weU, I'm sure, but they do want some reminding "

^AU right," said Stone. " I'll sUy with him till you come

Already it was nearly dark in the corridor, but in theroom the last light of the brief winter day shone coldly and
clearly Why should he fear? When aiding Wren, he hadseemed to seek the shadows of the walls, to stand alwaysm the background, to give cup or glass to Wren and draw
away again. But why should he fear? Now, he softly
closed the door, came to the foot of the bed, and stood
motionless, looking down at the watching, unrecognising
eyes—braving their steady, meaningless scrutiny
And cold and clear as the nys of the setting sun. the
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upon him.
'* '^ •*•" •'"'°* *»« the eya. fiUl

He w*ited tai the nune came beck talfc«« »^ i. /
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reed on he? face. Sowedtr^ tl\ ""t ? "'' ^^«
remember? Wa. h. formL// 'i""""''''^- Did he
he co-Ui not utter,^7^^XtllT'^"" '•»'

eye- w« the memory d^j rf.*!?' J^^f* 'il"^'"'"''wavered: lOI her thought mw in ^a .
*' '^"«** '»«'«

with wbbing voice wavedT^ « / '*'"'• ''^'^ «»•
wa. prayingfnCgKt2itiJfl!'!!??^*«'«»
to the force that m^oTS Uw. I^.^"^ °^ "*» •"<> «»«•*.

Let him not die. LlJim JLT^w"^ "^.""y "« ^^-k^^
her. Le, him no^di^^

«»« '"ke. Vt :.un Kve to denounce

-«m:siotedt>rh:r'7:.t,d
"^

'T
'^^ "--

-

minute, while Ae crou^ed .^dV^w ^''* "^ '•"• ^ ">°*
.titiou. terror, it ^teS^'^J^'^n'^- o^'"!-
froren for ever. Never ag^T^t Cm^ 7f ^'^ "^
rein, hold the warm .treaSrSJlXlL'°:!i'^ *' ''"«'"

that bad numbed Stone', bLn ^'d iS^h^ T^ *^^ ''"^

-fought, i- her ««med to I'^'^l^T^Z"^^;:

the"i:?^^'^e?te/;:-5xherh«^^^^
praying for the »und of hb v^~ ^'"f

S"""". waiting,

should tell her dume toU thU ,n"^"«'' *« ^°i*
Jong years of inno^' Lt ^f JT"'

*' "^"^ •««''' «•«
mounting debt of gr«i uST i^/ rf"?" ^*^ of the ever-

of comfort. peace.l,d pride-ftetfn^t'L''* "f-^ruled her life and made it noble L^^,'^"' "»' •»<»

which her peaceful gi^ChL ^S"^^ *!!"""" ^
of tears «,d dread. From hi«^ U^trt.l^"'*"'

* **°™
jgy

"" "•nents had con)e—he had
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young life into hi. hwdi. B« for h1« I T'*^ «*'* ""^

would bar. been CMt tato .hi Z ' *^ "'' •"" '»°"'«'

hnmd. Th«t^ »r: wT. .
">""»«» world to asht for

Pe- rJ^ZZ ^Ti^ ">« ^e'>t-'..ppinr. «d
in.te«l of tew wd pJn to Ji,^™

*"• J"' •"«• P^d*.
A. .he thought of her d^ 2d L ~ " ""* "°*'"« ^"^
henelf. her hew, tl2 .X^^'n"'"^ " "'' "«'"«'" <"

»"»•» i* fed by reMonedA^rK. . V '"'""^-the horror

noble,, ofmn^XS'of h
* "" """'«'" *»^ •>•«»• **

ing her to the tMh-ZZTl^ •"•"*"««* -""ed cru.h-

wonderftal to thiTS^^m^JlT ••^"«*- ''

^

«atter-the cruel kw of ¥fl JhlT * f"'° "^ •»»<> "«»
thought .nd the rJLm. rf So?*'

a*" '"^ *' '"'«°» »'

in . .ingle hour. ^« wm hel^H k • f'*?*" **" ^°' «^"
• shadow that wu DowerTJil ,!T ?

'°'" ' ^ '^^ for-
given him. brJ!^o7L^rL,d ^Zirrf ''' '•"'^'^ "'«''

to ovenx>wering life "ucrio«.*K'°''*''°
*' '''«*»''«

kindle, m derirt «,ddi«fa '^ Sh ' "if
*' ^••»* «"'

her .nd he would go H^wo^^H f ,/u
"''*. ""<* •>•" '~»

then » the fUme ^k * ,H ~f '^ ''r
'" •>« ""»». "d

glide from her f^e^',*, ,^o,d ?« *K
'^^ *.""'" =

'"^'^

He h^ not wooed ^^r"L7:i-^,^;:Z''''^^"^^rs.

sheh.dm.aeofhimth1f^S----^-a5



fag.ft.Wtt.^'Sj*^.*''** *'"«««. think.

there u the dancing .unlighr ^t^ ** ?*"'•" "^^ "ot
•»<«. with etch hoi of SL2^ .^'^«'** *• '^^ "^ow;
dmwing her bKk.

"^«* *^«h«. the ih«lo». wer^

-ff«^S'.ht't,r.S:;!^^«'^ 1«» -i^ the
•nd when ,he opened iTsLIf? V? '"PP"'* «» her door

;

out into the comZ ^ '^''^ ^^ «d drew^r
"SjrbiL Wean talJc now ».n^ i. .j-

her .w., from .he .ictj^«\w«l^f:« '1!^
\^^' "« '«'

^
He had expected th*t Th.?,^* "^ *^ 'he corridor.

h.p.puto„heVh.u„?cL2 '""''' «"»«^ down«.i«-^.
he could h.vefollow^heT^r'«:«"'«'*«hou.e. iCn
^^^arding y. ^quct'.^e ^^J^ ^ -°' 'PP-. «
wwted for an opportunity .«j .i.

" "*' "'"'n. he had
Su«n h«, «one~^"'h;2rv '"• '^ ' ^^
her dinner downsUirs,wkh now e7 ^"^ E'-ily mw at
O' sitting by the firewhUeNu.^ J^ uT"'""« '° her w«,u
desolate and forgotten teXoT'Tb^l'"' ^•"«'- ^^^
nurse, were there. .. i .he wwfdnVn K

"?"°°'" *•>«" t^
of human company, if not sym^th" ^ "" ""'^''"'^« »««»

by side, he could r.i« hi. v^ce fnd !' *"" '"«"<'>n8 side
hold business. '" "** «««» to speak of house-
" Sybil. I wanted to tell »n.. »„ u

•e are safe now. I am sure ofV""'"" ""''*»'"<J that .

Q "e wm nerer re-
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Vtunntetww.' ^ ^^^* "*** *• •»« know u*

PMt-for ber «ke or for hu> DM hTr t*"^''
""

oTgS ierr!«Si'"£'?T''^ °' P«i.-.o»e word.

honwed him. BnTh ' !!:« f hn.bwid, k«d rerered and

but W-^Sbe'lSdr^.^'^^.'^^r^-'^*.^^

wJiise x;': r.:oM'o^'„rn "'S. ^sr- r '^

IHU*e freed ber«lf from h„ hwd.«d «i«„g .way (ron, him.
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II

Mo, no. Nweragtin—wliitaweU»e."

ber to A- H^Jt '^ "^' ^y^' •«» »« followedh«^to th, <teor of her won.-whi.p«d tiU d« do.«J ,£

wSJte uSr^i", '1!''' ••" '^ P«" *"«""• •length.White he ttlked, Md in the moment while the freed hmM^ cmb^ce. .he ^ felt ^ .he weJ^I^IJi^S

Rich«d Buyo3«e nerer would remember. Stone wucertain now. But he could not etcpe from the conride^tfa^

of though that wu irremedUbly impwred. At nighTwWtehe re«l hu text-boofa. the dkgnun. on tb. p«e. chJ^S
hidden behind the watchins ere^ KwSiT, u '
h-unted b, thought, of c^y^^:!.^ i:.r^biwn of the age ruined by their impiou. low^ ,^^pri«^M in«rument b^kS: by chiuCta S,"; :^^';;:
^^t't"^ "^"^ ''8"^''' burden, ofthcS
?rL ^ ^T

** "PP""* that come, from the .enw of

.Zd'S^trii' rTT *^^^- prUoner :«t?n^ .„.tana hj. trial for the mon.trou. crime by which the w.h-

^t^iaTeTh'e re."'
•'° "^ '•^'"^' "^ '" ^'^

Once he dreamed that he wa. cKmbing iron ttair. uidwalkmg on «on gallerie. in .ome incredibly .tu^o^ w«rhouje of electricity. He had a.cended hundr^s of Je^I^H

Thou'J"
'" '"'°"*' """"" domeofS mightX"Thought, senu was cnuhed by the n,y,tery and Ta.tn«r^fthe pUce. AU about him. „ Z climb^ ^m .J"oTtL^were the grey zinc accumuUtori Here and thew^'w h,Sw

inexiJicable .pace.; but all eUe wa. filled ,rith^r^°?r

rsxis which dose at hand seemed like faeeot* in > «~^u^
Wlen into inextricable oonfud«,. b^tThS."'.;:j'^



244

}

THE GUARDED FLAME

unseen .beam of Utent Z I,!!;
"?*^'«««. now thew^ „

•h.pe-^«ophe«„ow«ri^i^rfiT •."'"^««^ <>'"°'

old hospiul-the ««« tL,t hTre^I^l^**- ««"• of hi. _

white tUe. glittered «. the\v^HT! ""^ *» *«"• The
lofty windo^; thTbL fittSf

^'" '^"'«' •" fr<"» th^
gl«s of . windU vibS „ '"8* •''°"« «d gleaa,ed. The
«««n of life that r2^ " * T^"- «>««i by in the bu.^
tl|e «one uble w« the^dTreKH"''*- ^"^
white .mock, with gauntlete^^^'"*^,^'"" »«" « 'ong
fr«* co.t., glorelew-taSL

to W^""* "'"'" »'J«<*
he «,„ld hear the drip of wfte^fii^

^'c«-bo low th.t
*et.cking of the big /ock.Cth^^r ''S V^ ' '~"«'''
•peak or move .- the .leep fiend. h.rf » u

"' •" '^'"'''J "ot
to the tiled waU to wafTLd^t ^ ^"^ '^* *"« «»<*

The^o^^Lr ato.ltd £l^ ^^^^ -'^.
the leg, from the knee, do«,wa^ tk

"' '^"^ °"'y ««
the feet moved-slowly. th^ ^i N^' " "' '^"=''«<J'
movement. They went on ^t^T- ? °"* "°ticed the
•bout the n,otionle« h^d-^^v

" '"'• ^hey were busy
Then the dead man'. voTc^ JundJ^^^ *« bnun"
their knive, worked, the voice w^^ed £.„ Z^^^' ^^
the group broke from the table T^/^P '^'' *'"'»8 J «nd
»«n ro«»; but he, the dreamer coS' 'f

Bed a, the dead
not move from the wall, w^re tLT T °""'- He could
f«t with invisible .t«p^Md^«':!P

''"'"t^
^ bound hi.:

teledwU. ^^*"«'«'*"'ble.taple,onthe



THE GUARDED FLAME
Of a morning he thought of it «tilL A«.t- ~ .•eemed th«t he must think of it-Th. • .** •"**P^ '*

behind the rteady eyei.
"""*^ mechanism

thought of it Ld o"u thed^Kr*' ^'" "y "is bed. he
with him? What would th.fiVk": ^*^» '«'uld Fate do

«.u.heknew£'Cl^tdTm«Kk"°'' ^"''^
animal must plot and sch«r* r^ ,r

*'"'-" "ome mean
destroying forc'es of"' sSrbLl°:S-P'°'"«- '*"'"' '^'^

itfter Richard Burgoyne's death ? What then? tvj ..•hi« tea and eating his bread and butter be tri^ ! ?T^"«the weariness of the lone muht^AZl •** '° ^'"^« «>*

the futu« was hiding OnivEffi^^^^?""
'^«' »» «« "hat

dealt with at leisure. An »L ? '^ '*"^» *«"-to be

Fa^u.d^r^UnCitot'^rS.^ gone then.

the^L?'.sri^:,rr°'''°''°"- ^-atwouM
ten silent- dT^ beZd Sft^K*! •'."" '"'^ "^ «''«»»

^^^rh*?;'~ •'*"»'"«>
'" «•« big room.

stSsi^TotS'brorir-cT^'r"'"•-«'»<' '-n
-dsedai; MarrSt!"^^^,^^^!'^^^'*"?'- -*«
solemnly didactic- ketZT i^t* '

^""Se and Bowers,

nervouJyratSgafuS^'^fir'^ifr' '^.'^"'^ ^^
Denton, pacing from T^^L ''*,"' ^» f^^et; rough old

head aid'^te!!^".X t'sS^Vr '"^^' •>»

the meeting before! K „d a^Hr' '^r'"
'° ^""^^

the company he kep -on th?L 1 "^~"""°"» "<"' fo'
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to the big men. JJ on« Dr K^^ '^ *" '~ '"'P*' '"~*^»

«d stand, byhi. idrS K^r ^~""* ^~'° *« '*°«»°»

"Mteed Wren LmZJ^TT'^ ^^ "^ •dmimtion. And
One migh? «y that « aT!!*

" T'T' "^ "^ ^'-"cter.

him«=lf t'o be^Utd" aterii^l^'nTr !?" ^"''^
«s he listen, now C'he hJ™ ^ .^'*^*""^

wy. this iA,L AfVl,._ « *^"''* nnconKdonsly he con-

nnharov effort r .^ • ^ •*' "'«'' '''• ^^'T <>f «>"'« ««««

It^«SL^ Tu- -^"""ting for thi h«aorriur

by the accident i, not itreS" ' ^ ''^'"

^^.h« the e,p««i„„ or..te^tc^LXtl
The prognori. i. unfaTourable. They have given their rer-

rWrefc^-raStU'-n.^-'''^''--""'-^
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"Noi no," s«d Sir AUen, «hi« thinking dayi are ovor."

And then came the common, itereotTped piinue. " It is tbe
beginning of the end."

Then Sir Robert Denton, who had begun again to pace the
room a< won a« Wren ceased speaking, gave them a very brief
harangue.

« Look here. Wren," and Sir Robert, stopping in his march,
tapped a bookshelf and pointed at the shelve»-at the long
Ime of the file copies of Richard Burgoyne's works. " There
There ye have the history of the case. There's your tale of^ aad strain, Wren—forty years incessant wear and tear.
What more do ye want to tell the story ? "

It was in the evening after the great eondave of doctors^ ^"° '"""•^ *'"•* ^' * fc» *«^ '"* grief-laden
Effie. As, red-eyed and palKd, she wandered disconsolate'v
about the house, seeking human society if only from the
callous nurses, she seemed to be crying for help from aU kind
pitying hearts.

" Miss Efl5e—he Js not gptng to die."
Dr Wren was holding her hand, patting it, and his eyes

were fiiU of pi^. Effie, with her handkerchief before her
face, was sobbing. The doctor's kind words of consoUtion
and sympathy had at once unnerved her.
"I know how you love him," said Dr Wj«n. "Well, that

le my conviction. It is not based on medical knowledge:
it is based on my knowledge of him."
Holding her hand in his, he consoled and comforted her.

She was not t* be unhappy; she was to hope—never to
lose hope.

"Oh, Dr Wren, I will try to hope. But I have been so
unhappy," and she sobbed most bitterly. "I may not be
with him—I may not even see him. Jack scarcely speaks
to me. Aunt Sybil never speaks to me. Every day I wish
that I were dead."

Dr Wren found time to sUy with her until he had really
lightened the burden ef her distress. Jack, he told her,



H8 THE GUARDED FLAME

neglect h/duVtohJl^" ""
'^f whyJ«klS

wu .l«,l„telr h«rt-b"k« Eflfr^" ^r'**" ^""K-y*

to «U of „^ „4 I flif'
^"^- ""w good jrou «»_

whatdid the othcSa foS?':°"
""* ""^-*^-

' • • But

:^^-SKrtSr,»^—
..
WJ« did S.r Allen Marriott think?-H. doe, not know him.flL "
Sir Robert Denton?"
No mors does he.

"

She understood wh«t h;. .».
thought that UndeS.Sruwl.'"^'''* ^'''"'^ «"

«ow, now, Miss Effie «h.> AsTr
up r»«r courage. Yofmr^lj?.

.'

"f
Vou must keep

h*nd. "I will trust you ^uTL;,? "^^ •" '«»' ^er
thought that I have not SL ^'~^"" "'' *"" «<=«t
not to share it either T h.^* "r"*' "^ y°" "«
Jn«dy retu^ing. i Wiere .i^"^ *'l

^'^-'"'"O'y «
Nowyo„«„,Iwiu,eeifheremeSbe«;^'°"^ me.

. . .
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TIME WM pM»ing—a week, a fortnight, three weeks had
passed. It was a month now since the seizure. Could

it be possible that Wren's surprising fiutb would at Ust be
justified?

Except for the aphasia, the hemiplegic symptoms had dis-

appeared. There was no perceptible paralysis above the waist

;

the right arm moved as freely as the left; there was no diffi-

culty in deglutition : the patient was taking sufficient nourish-
ment; the patient's strength, was well maintained. But no
spoken word came from the sealed lips : there was no purposive
effort even for spoken words—only now and then some plainly
involuntary vocal sounds, thick and muffled as the broken
echo of an unknown voice. And in all this time—no matter
what Wren might hope or think—the patient had given no
unmistakable sign that he recognized anyone among all the
familiar faces.

Once more all seemed fixed, unchanging, as in that other
order of the days before the fatal night, when the kind voice
had been heard and the kind eyes knew the loved faces. First

the quiet life of the happy home had gone. Then there had
been the narrowed circle of home about the sick-bed, with the
home spirit still on guard, seeming to draw all closer. Now
the house had passed into another phase—unbroken silence
and unchanging sadness. Yet now again all the household
seemed habituated to the new order. The nurses, always busy
and methodic, bad established themselves as part of the house
itself— with houn and meals now fixed, a rearranged un-
deviating system of service for all the household staff—the
household wheels all running smoothly in the altered grooves.

Effie was constantly in the sick-room. She had very little

talk with the others, seemed to diead all contact with the outer
149
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•he Lodge and we« to^'Thu^cJo^^ D'r-Effie left

*;=« look «„„d hi, church Satl^' «
\'° "^ "« «*««»

almost or «em defiwce. iwd tt^„ t 'u"*"^
'^"' * 8'««:e

*«=*««1 Burgoyae,
. .

.'•
'^ "* eunesHj desired for

"wn though the two or threT-l^rA
'"''I8*«'ered together-

Dr Wren. " ""* '"^ ^unt Sybil, Jack, and kind

-^^^^.titwZ:'::^r':^^"'^''. she
«'ght study her pale h^tdtZ^^"^- *' ''°"« ">« "O'W
She might be s4n oftS wiw tu'^

""='« '"^"^ ^er eyes,
hurrying through Ker StSf 1- "^ * ** cliff.path. or
making Pu«:ha.«_h"„,Sit&« ^^"'''''^'''» ''"'y.
would Stop her for coSotenS ^w'""? ""«'"«"» "»>»
P«eces" in the n.wspap«s

"f^'natK.n as to "long

hen'^lot^MtLt^oXt^telrb!?"' *=~™" 'PP-
now. he could analyse his tholht „ ^ ^•"""- '^«ki«g

fh?f^ 'Z"'^^ °"''^ '^^^ .Serx"?r '^'
we fear had gone. Now th.t n,«- ^ ""y? Because
could look at the st,ick« form wtti «:" T^^ '^ ''«•' »>«

unshaken in his belief that TeaTh^^^
""'. '•««" »« «»

house. The end was slowlv H„
""""^ ''""'y '<> the

Had Effie guessed their secret ?
it was a thought that fm- « „"S "^'fer a moment turned hi« cold M he
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talked to her one d«7 in the window of the workroom. Heww
her 10 iwely new that it leemed u If from disuse his actor's
art had faUed him. Day after day passed and they were not
alone together. There were days in which he oniy saw her
once—at the silent erening meal Now, suddenly, he realised
that constraint had sounded in his nrice: that he was talking
to her almost as to a stranger—to one at least with whom he
had no tie beyond an old acquainUnceship. Then with a
guUty baste he tried to act again the part of the betrothed, and
would have kissed her. But she drew back, made no response
—only stood looking at him.

"Effiel Won't you kiss me?"
"Wen, Jack," and she tried to smite—"I thought we'd

both agreed to leave off kissing."

Then, before he could reply, she had thrown her arms
round his neck, and was clinging and sobbing as a child who
is making friends with a cruel elder after a long estrangement

"O Jack."

But then, as in tears ib» spoke, that thought turned him
cold. Had she guessed?

"O Jack. O Jack. Tell me not to cry. Tell me not to
be afraid. I have been thinking of dreadful things. Oh,
Jack, you can't guess what dreadful things I thought of but
night"

"Your uncle?"

But she only sobbed and would not answer.
" Effie—what dreadful things ? Tell me—what it was."
"Oh, Jack, I don't know. I was afraid. I had been with

him—alone—while Nurse Snsan was downstairs—and then
I was afraid. Oh, Jack, I wanted you then—to teU me not to
be afraid."

TTiat was all she said, in reply to his questions, while sobbing
she dung to him.

"But your thoughts, Effie? The thoughts that frightened
you—they were about Mr Burgoyne ? "

"Yes-1 thought of him of course. I am always thinking
of hia. As soon as Dr Wren goes—I begin to think "
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»'»«tyoume«it?» '^*""''" yon •» «fi»id? i,,h«

She nuit trust Dr Wren w »"»» l» did not beiiere!
Dr Wr^ w„ never „!,"%:- ««" ^"1 of fcitb-S
W«n b«l, them hope. ^ ^''*' °"»* »ot despair^

^ ^n no other n.e.nmg°7hr^f "^a^"
«^«'- Th«:

'«• the thing which must l^nZ,^ ^« «>«««'''J thing
'"O'n Ae too had thoughtTT^,; ""*"* ^ "« «^
house. He »m «,„ nowLltt ^^ '~ """^"S to the
dreadful thing of whichTh^^^Ts"^'^ -^'-S^w phuner wordi. ^"' "<" '"wg henelf to q>eak

^oZZ^ 'X'Zh^'i'' *' '^<'- beforeJW and t«y,, «,d mechaS!^* °°'"'« •' ">« bottle. J^
th.ose old experimenuthw !Sm «'""? *^ PWphemali. of
•tUl thinking of Eflie P^r M^""^ ^ "'^'^- He^
momenuor doubt or fear to Sybil ^t

""^ ""' »?«* of hi.
»««t bemorecar^fiU. ^tL'^.'""^<l- ^-t he.W^« death h«, come, they so^. ^uld^rtf^^ ''--

f^^^^of'^nZZ.t't'^^- '''- '«• the
fro« neighbours, or wi^L »i ,

^^"^ *° •*"«'ts. hurried
garden walls. S the T^g hot^l"" ^l'

^ beTeath thi
™om. when one nu.« sg.t'',*'„7

*'«'» ^«^ «• in the ri^!
when there was „o one t?l "^'f.^ 'k

"""* '« «4He was her master, «,d <»„ld tr^' "" *" « «. m«^
hoar he could com^ h« toVf

^^'*^ ''"«"• I" mJ- to command. £ J^ f^ V^'v^^rV
'' '«' ^^^- ^'^ the footsteps of



THE GUARDED FLAME
^gSD«* •MMding newer, never rtiU. ri« could not etome whenhe forced her to renew their love.

c«»pewnen

WiOtog riowlr up the hill. At thought of her lore »,d oftegrief. The dMdow. h«l drawn her b«k to them. wZh.d •!» to do with life «Hl lore? Where h«l .11 the «eh

"uTS'^""' Haditeverbeenthere? Sdlt^fhofthe golden .ummer. when the world ww Ut with twdrlLI->ok.ng « grey cloud. «d .t the .uUen grey .«. .VTeS^down, .he thought of white cliff. th.t fwi iTthe .1^
Jf^ 'T^M? "' «"" *^' '^"Be to yeUowl?. ^hS^iS

SiorLt^'^i *'" ™""«^' P"""-* f°' • »»'»«'» into

*^n the long n^jht About her m .he w.lk«i, the .h«lowi

DeaU, ,t.elf threw the Atdow. deeper erery hour-yet rtS^^te«^the d«kne«. li.tening to tlXute^ he^''.;;^

tte W.U beneath the .ummer-hou^, «>d here he .topped

"No," .he whispered. "I am not going in that way. Iwall walk round into the road."
'

"But why not come this way ?

»

?L^ VT*^ •"' •«"^' ' '^"' ""* f""» 'he door.

letm^ego."
'"*'"'^''~"^'*'«'^^"- J»^-

"St There i» no one in the garden. Why won't you ?"

the,i"^nr^"r'^''"'' ^°" '""'"^ °"^e "-e go upthere, and she glanced upward to the dark window, ofthe room above the wall
w»naow. of

tJ^**"i Si!!'
-"." ""'"^ '^''- "^"^ « °" °"e «
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line. .U«^'by tJ^%2^' •;* .^k f^W. circle.. JZ
of »»ir upon her temple, look ^^^., ,7^.^"^ ^"^
ta now newly dead : 1„ JVL^ "f'l'^""-.

'« » »»ir thM

*elook..ther.elfind^JSl^/*?^"''^b«g«y. A.
of her dMunele* low^ aT ,.

^'"'* "' '^« f^^-nt ftce

Cm It ho posrible? Now Jrirf l^w^i. ''* °""'*« *«*

herwderttwd. alrfciXif'^*'";.
Mo.t cniel in a,ki„g

In.their briefini^l^'1^^^^.^'^ ''« '<>'«^
lt«onIy Ae horrihle boni oTSe fesfd^,?^I?'

""^"^
i* cruel to her—in>Un. i. j " '"' •'o'^s Wm. He
r«i.tthecirofrfl^,'Vh:: -r- ^v ^^^'^^^
She can think,^ Vuffer JTth.

^'"'' ••"' ««der,t«,ds.
but Ae «nnot e,«L H^^^^^

»hame «d honor of it;

" « w„ beneath at^Jbr^^°t ^ 8*>°«; r^ ^
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r\SCE more the fear had come—not of the tpeechkwV^ man, but of the girt. Had Effie gueMed theiri^ ?

,u\^ ""1"^ " •"'• ^"^ •'"' '»"'"8 hU naili, while in
ttought he endeavoured to retrace the puu^ of every hourm the taft week. Eight day. b-d pasMd since Effie K>bb«l
upon ha breast, tmce he vowed to himself that he would be
carrfuL He had tried to be very careful—but now. aa heworked back through the hours, ht reaUsed that Effie had
given him few opportunities to practise dissimuUtion. Eisht
days had gone and he had not once been with her alone Had
she, too, been careful—matching art with art? Withoutjeemmg to avoid him^ had she been avoiding him in all these

^Ti ui f ^° watching him ? Not as a household
W. lurking and waiting-but at the silent evening meals, in
the morning when they sat at breakfast, had she been watchingh« fa«. recording each new tone in his voice, studying his
.lightest gestures, riowly but surely reading hislm.1 myst^ ?

po^Sf.
"' '"^ "- -^ 1« «.«.ght nowVllu

He had in these days often written notes to Sybtl-afcw
wordsoBly. always without signature. Had Sybil stupidly
dropped on. of th.«, notes-perhaps, meaning to de.K«med It with her and let it fall somewhere ab^ut the ho«e ?

Z^T ul^" *'"«' °'' °"*"'"8 to throw the note into
the fire had she stupidly failed to bum it? A servant pe°haps had found it lying among cinders in the giate- tadobservmg that it was a written paper, had thoughrshe'mmcarefuUy preserve it, smooth it out. wipe it. and Uy it in some
conspicuous place on mantelpiece or table. Servant, do these
things. Idiot housemaids, who will burn the piled manuscriM
of a whole unpublished book, will snatch Lm de«3n
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KMM icnp of docmnentan tfidence if thM ~. ^j_«l by nving it,

' "iowice if tlMjr can drive mm

"i**! hi. h«dwriti,* wd^ i,Su! .rT ^?'^
«H>t look like • letS,-. Slecti™ .

"'^'- ^* •°""
written out b, JeckVuSTwcI^'^'^lf"^ ' '^
She would bMytntd h J^T-fciu ^' "" l**'^ »•«"•

"^^?-«^-S?« .Slinks'*" ^* --
WUt lud he aid ia My of hi. note.^^ H„, ,„.enough. perhH*, ,0 fill her mlndtirS^bt *N«^-;

"*"

endewaent ceminly; no nameiu th?beZ^„,
*^ '^

the end-but enough to betnw .h«! ^.T !'
"** ""^ "

who w« thewn^iLiu^S who^nT'*"'.
""""^

H«l the .emuit.
, begw tolSW ^J^

""'"•"'•

been whiipering donbt?it kX^ ?"" •*^»
might well da « Mto EffiJir **""" "'*' •'"P«=»««

Ithink^Sihttf^ofVL^rXl'"'"^'-'^'-
you riiould iJu^e to put «i wiU,1^"%!T'

'*: r «"'

he«d the voic In i^^n^ J^ST"."^wddenly white, her lip. trS^ h«^ ^"^ '*"

Aroet. the finger. puStTZtUtlK Kol"
"^

- 8^'"««h.theh«i«enMdremen^X^slrJH "T*
to hear «y more, would go toTTwom. . *S**-

'^'?"

clenched h«,d.. thinking. .'™ggli„g n^.^ l^^^
"' "^^

•tely fighting not to believe th™ mStrou ^J^^- ''•*'*'

•nd rick «.d faint u ri>e HwuXt of Z 'r'*-;'"™"'^ cold

•nd the foul treason to h«Lif Ld ,nV "f '^^ ""»«•

»^e than life i^ l^n^o^,T^:'t"T.T
believed, it would Mem to hor .. .t.. .u ,

'"^ *•"*

her Uttle world had^uml^^dt'to ^^ tSnl"''
""' ""

had fallen into dust, that her mn .nT™ i
"" '"'"''™'

lamps had bur«lTth^i''dI^„'"'* "^ ""r ^' "'' '«»«'

crashed down «,db^T,.liri,*J'''""^'"8 ''8»« «<! thenw- uv/wii «na oeen swallowed in darkness. <?),« _„. u u



THE GUARDED FLAME ,5;te ^Mt calm agun for « Uttle while-no longer belieriiic
t«i«t the thing could be true.

oeiieting

1,-^A
*?•"«*»? •''« "«>' •»«»«<» Wm ? Might the not wMchhat day ^ <Uy? H«l .he been .truggliig not to bluw

tfarongb eight long diyi 7
•* ««»«» oeuere

IW.^.^"-**!'
Suddenly he thought of „ two nurwfiom the Mmuig hone in London. He h«1 c. • .pwierT^

«««». They are quick to •uq)ect; they ,. T ^^
wofd« to eMh puling thought One o' <\ ,.

.
,. , J„h.^Te^oken her thought to Effie. SK. .v.. co..na. /-y w...tte»a«iut with them often .tthei, ...ai. cnc.J. ...

h«i been allowed to enter the lick-roorr, hey i.
-^ ir^at j t era meMenger, a willing aiiiitant, a th.id i:u™^ ,, 7,, ,d' theroom when they were abient chattering downr.uirf .br -

.be

to Effie of her betrothed. A joke and a laugh, ..s .ae ate he^dmner. In imagination he beard it "I «, mU. V
don't look after that doctor ofyoL If he MoTJ^.
I wouldn't truat him further .Ll-Jlts^'a^ f^^r|4g« jok»-word. uttered without meaning per^p. ^2bubblwg to the wrfcce from the apring. of vu^Si;°^d
y« «iffi<nent to .et Effie thinking. Perhap, that^ St^t!«d r«jUy meant when .he .poke that diy of the "^fa!thmg..« The nur«'. joke wa. what h«i Jt her thinkta^

JproT
*"'"'" ""^ "^ •'" '«"» • """«•» «P -nd

Had she guessed their Kcret eight day. ago? Hart .h.^^ it this afternoon? Wa. th'esecrjt ,tiU «fS wt,
? JT ^^^"^"^ »» ' Sitting at hi. de.k, tortured Z"
Sl"L th'Tn"^ r 'J:'^

^"«°y"«- ^yWl wJuM come «SWl h.m whether they had cau« to fear, or whether they h^
SSf^Thel*'-^'^"'- ^ '-'' there wa.'il'::;:

This was why the fear had returned to him Late in .k-
J«ftemoon, he and SybU had been in the s^merWe tthe deserted room aboye the wall It wa. dark^^ftlj^



»i» IW GU4KDED PLAME

Wren had paid W.^ ZJ^ ^ °°' '^•" ''^"^

we«.ll«fei„their own quw^TSr^ ** !'^''>^ •"'^

,^ ^-„id«.nr2'.'S:^--t;t

•8*i» "hen thSlwiH.! HJ^ Lr''''"«
^" '' ^ 'bate

to the cliff-paa ^errd Wd ; r**""
""* '^"'^ <«'

cUcked .nd tte doorgS^ted «i^l
°""""^ "°'^ ** '««»'

11 I

i

It might havt been^ne'^f tJe^en ' ^^''. ^» "»» "?

f
I *«y'^»othe«dtheg^dtertSrhJ"'''''"*^'* «»'

«'^
' gmrelpath. Had their wEfc^^**""''^"'8 on the

web a wund. had theirvoSl^, h*""*
•°°"8»' '« *»»„

n»n M he pawed belowthT^u •

** ""'"8*' to reach the
been no on.'Sthl ho„^ u.tlf bT'"'!^ '* ««'«^ J*-
n^t«^.ed tothehourXS L^r^'^''*^'**-"'
to thediff-unles. it wai .o,^^ u u'

''°"»* """^d ««> out
them and then ^ne oZJ tt. "r7 " **" '=°"" *»^ "pon
bebg uen by tTem CoiJ^afal'llr?'* *" «*"««'
•tone «ep. «,d listened at tte do^,'^!

^^ ~"" "P *«
whispered ?

**' *" *•»• «»m while they

hoL~AStti.toShS,f!!::f'r «-«•-* to the

all.ifoneofthe,i^3,ShtlH*^*'^""""^"^ After
think that O^^^enA^Zt^'''''^ "'"""«' ""'^
«the, that would be an 4S„"t.^n^,'rr"'°'^ ^•
nutter what the man might^rSk. **" """^ «»
Then had come a discofery Fffl-.
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that she had not mount^ th7t J^- '
""«•" ^ ««^

Bnt could Ae iT™ WH »l •
'^ "** '^'^ « *• door-

.tolenfromthehout;tow^uLt%J°H t^«'
'^^ """y »«1

nwm would mostS^J harj^'°fi**J";:^«»*°f*««l«erted
"What do you thSi' »^: «k2^t„Th^rr-

.

new of her dwcoverv «Do vT^l- u u /*"' '"°"8''* •>"»

"No. I don't ^T*eSd'^aSte'^r !,"

must have come to us. TadLif^T ^ '"'^ " *•
.nddidnotcometou,^tSmm2*'I^°r.*" "" *"« *««
"Why has she gonei.T?"'^'^**''*^»'»«'«7tWng.-
" I don't know. I have asked Nurse Emilv Sh. aknow. I hoped she would tell -e Vh! ZJI' ,^t

^'^ '""

something-to go to one ofS sh'opl'
^ ""' •"" '» '"''"^

^^^shops? Shewouldn'tgoUutway.-

IngleWtu^^"' " *• "«• 'f"^ '0 Hind's-or to

heras she com,.]?. "" '^'' *""-^<«
' ««y t««. Meet

she had gone, through ILeS!^ »>/
">e road and not. a.

"Effie 1 Is that you ? "

in^^^t^X' "•^^ «"'» «^^" «-«°yne was looking

"Yes."

shfl'^«,o'Sr^T:.tf"£^"'° ""^ ^^ ^^
her white forehe^,.. w«„%^::ied'lt'hr

''"'"^^ "^^
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Thj«^ eroded the hall to the ttS '""" "^ ^'^

Tou ^"^o^ ?S"
"-' «=^8e your thing. « once. Wh, did

--going up ;;;7.t,ir
'^« *• 1"«tion: ,™

Then,r.„"w^d"^"^-»? ^r"^
down." "^'° «« chff, and walked up and
^'But Effie-what a n«d thing to do-,„ the pouring

-•SJ^yors.tEh:':::^-- ^«»-'-' ^^pe it

"Jack—you heard?"
"Yes. She knows.-
He was sittins at h» ,i—

u

staring in fr^nt^hin, '«'^' •»*« «. nails, and

°*«e- It " not tru,^f couJ'^'^^l'
She never said your

She only s«d that whe^um^^r*" «''« '««1 'oothache.
"No. It may be tnie. csk f

^.*' '^^ "omething.-

r^erousurJoa^P ^^et^.'"«'
-">-he7

itte other day Shi>
heard her c.yingi«, r ^J!?;'" '"f

"»>» "d I thought I
the ««J.«d%h!l^dmeXld W°""' ""^ ''°'>''4 o"
tooU-che and she was I'^t^S."'^'

*" "'«'"-"'



Tm GUARDED FLAME
Then he thoogfat of how lie hinZl-T!.

moment«y doubt. *• wo^cJlif, We w v'^i
"' "^

Hu» Kcond fit of gobbing
"™"V '»»e let hua know of

sj^ '
"^'"^ *i« .he «ud. I did not think it

;;^ yon do «ythi,g .bout the toothache ?

-

'«f,'«Ul7 neuralgia ortooLS ""'
"^"^'^^ ** ^ '»

Did 8he speak to Wren ? »

-j.^SI!!:;'!""''*-''-^- shek„ow..-

Sybif-U^'irknT wo'SS rt '"'"'' '^- ^-'
rii?»

"«»> """Id Ae have .poken to me at

"She knows."

.he saw W«n-!whS,:/^,°^P-- ' -st dread. ,f
him." "* '*** ""^en *Ione, she may tell

For a little while he was sure th«t p*. i.
As he ut string across Ae^J^Ln SvbH

""' ""'*'•

left him, he was sure.
^J^'"' Bnigoyne bad

. ^*\ '»" .he do? Wm die tell W«„> wt. u;-ct.ely to the man who ^o:^Z'^JJ''^^

^.^^^Them^^rr^edSS^eSl^r" -" --
Something had perhaps ocS t„ . ^ ^' .u.pected.

but she did not know' ^S ^otTeL^ Jf^
'"^?"'°"'

the summer-house; she had nrn^? !. u
** "''"' ^°''*. ">

she had not gone out i^t 'd^Est mti r.""^''- on the Cliff, to let it beat -po„rToSS.i^:;:?



I
!

bewmble truth.
°««w«»ed by tht tbocfc of the nn-

She had tt onoe changed her »f m .l - ^

••»*««« in the wet doth*, h^ ,
'"^ *" *>« «»"«,

he would have kn^ifSHhS ^^^u"' *««« fro« coj

b.th. I told her ,Se Sht K ?"f'
'«"'«ve had a hot

M!;''^'e;T*;''t«-J^'^;.«a..t..a„^^^
Effie had been sufferinT^^^ ^V^'^ ' '^^ **«.
«»«i urged her to gotoMrIS .^ ^'°. *' P"^"" ^aiy
h«i replied that Mr W,S coSTJ^

*'"''"'*• ''"' ^iss Eflfe

were all right : it wa. neu»l!? •
'"'' ''° ^ood. Her teeth

Then he be^T^ ho^Tn" ^ "f"
'<««hache.

h«ty invention!!* SyS^n.,?. ^*'^' h*d "ot been a
to account foTlL oSd^H """'f^

^"^ "»«'^ P""-
She had really ^„,„^if?*'"** °^ duties, and ^ef
found her Jbing on t^S. ' "^"^ '""' Sybil'L'

I

"Where isAe now? With her uncle ?

»

No.he«stUli„herroon.."
Sybd—

I dor't like that Hmh'* .k-came in?" "**" * «» seen him since she

"No."
" Is her door locked ? "

"Yes, I think so."

wi^ter^rnE'tl^- fJl^^'''
'^" '^ ^--^ay

then. You can say I slnt yo!"^, r"*"'"''
''"'='' "-

cannot go and get her »^h- r ^ ^ ''""' to know if I

Then'sybJ Bu^Ttatr L t""'"
"

•Koyne talked to her through the locked

\M>^
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fTT;, •!*?• "^ *^ *^' P^ '^ •»"«*'«"'•»» '^ lying

^ T.l^
«U WTtpped up and quite warm : .he was re.Z«d felt much better. «,d At did not want to get up and

let her aunt into the room.
"Effie, I hope you are really better. I hope yon wiU be

able to come down to dinner."
"i« you wui oe

«?LS**n^!
••"thought rfie would come down to dinner,

itoti right Keep quiet, and reit tiU theo-but docome down and try to eat something, if you can »

shlLTdlt sTba
•"""• ^^"^ ''"" ""^ -"- '° ""P-

"Aunt Sybil, don't trouble about me. I am all rieht."

wi '," '^""f*"
""~"«:io«ly »ounding an echo of the

hltfn!! '"^f = "I
'^^ ^^ ^^ '«"• Aunt SybU. 1

•hall do very well, now."

.I?''"»l'^**. ^ u""-
"''•" Sy**" ^^ "ported all the.*words-" that « the best indication of aT. . . tSo-Z

would not have «ud that And she would not have promised
to co-ne down to dinner."

Then, for a Uttle while, he almost ceased to feu.

But she did not come down to dinner. While they stood
warting for her m the dming-room, Mary brought them a me,.

t^™ « r ^^^ '^ '« l»d "Hpinj rt.e could not jointhem at the evening meal.
"I've taken her up some mOk and biscuits," said Mary
SheTl eat «>mething Uter on, but she doesn't feel she couldgo through a sohd dinner—like "

Mary had Men her. The trusted old servant had been
admrtted to the room, but the mistress of the house was ex-

Sh. « fv/ '^°^ "***'""• tl^ « • bad indication?
She was not hiding herself from all the world-she was not
siting with clenched hands, dazed, hopeless, half mad. She

!i .T
'*"^"' *° »^ •»" '"««• to t»Ik with her. Agood indication, surely.

Sybil BuTgoyne again sought admittance.
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Nothing, Aunt Syba Dont t,«..Ki ,.don^„b, bout 4 Aum s'b?^"«
*'«'" ""^e.-

Once or twice diirinir th*^ inn- •

-^t i. rea;;ttS'-;^;£„f^^'-i,t^k-poor E«e
to-moiTow." """* "» ««y let Wren lee her

"Yes.»

-it'reS.'Vtas":;j: ,,^«" "« ""Ped. he «„
;n front of hi. desk. or.ClyS^mT •"?,• ^ >' «'

He looked back into the t«L «S « u**"*^been, and then thought of him^if ? " ^"^''^ - he had
creature of high ho^ of SobtearhV "^V «« '««* ««» «
to »ork, without feiT w thout «.?_^

•°"' ""^ '» '"»*. "ble
Po-er with which ^^^^^^^^''1^''''''^ ">e
bRun and the steady ne^e .Tdl^r.-'u"""

"""'y-
"'•'^'W

^'K ««e him in L, c^'en Ik 1''*",'^,*-'^
this—a creature of brotpr. *!!, T ^°* ^e had sunk to
,">eanly scheming, ICyZo^f^'^ff'^-''^^'^:.
^ft

or by fear. \i the'drlriuT"' l^P^'"^ "-y^ by
of youth might have come to in/i-

"°'''' ""K"*"' bopj
that he could never We been^'"?

'"^^' ™*'- He kn^
understood that very TZl Wrefr ^ ^''" '««' P^'haps
P'^e up his dream ofg^' h^"

.''?<^ 1"^^ bidden him
but he might have bee„« ho^'esttd^^^tot: e^?

«''*'•
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JJlJfi*™?!' *'**^f
y««. "ince he cme into thi. qniet room

™^«, ''^ '"**'**"• ""^ "f d«truction hud b«en•^ptahed. Outwardly he w« the .«,* : inwdly nothtojWM left but corruption and decay.
'"'"uig

.hI!!S,!L'°
"^ ^ •" *• '"'"' ''^°'' •>• *ought of the^n»n.bl. union of mind and matter that make. u. what wS

m™\^^ u
""''' ""'""»* '"'^ «»»«> but the linkedP«gr^ of thought and life till both a« lost in death. ^

^Sl.rl!' •• ^"^ ^'" ""' "°"' f'^'«« 'bought f^L6b« and ceU when once the morbid change has begun Theword of doom had been spoken for him-Jears agT HJL
tir^ ""IL"*^'^'

•" *'''* "^ happened to hi .in«,1,e^

21 i^^" '"r'"-
^"^ ^ """"^ht he heard .^.b™ speaking to him; felt again that cUmmines. of f«,ftathe h«J felt then for the fi^t time. Fromr^hll^w^ Keece had told bim to .top working, hi. ^o^^^

"Shfifi"*"' ^T "•" """^ «'?" he had a.ked huskily.ShaU I never be good for anything again?"
^

K-»-. 5 "^ ";,,"'* ^ '°""°^> be heaid the p«,K and thehe«Ut.on. " My dear boy, I don't mean that. Oh n^ S^tyou must make up your mind to be careful. Yo. ha*e b^dnving the machine too fast. Now you m« bTron^to gtve the machine ««.e re.V and so on.
If he had been a rich man, he would have been toW k-

Reece to go and Ifve in the country, to huntaTdS,^dta year perhaps marry some nice healthy daughter of a Mie^hour and never open a book again.
*

It was doom sounding-doom for a materialist. Themechanism was deteriorating, must henceforth slowly 7^
Srofno?,""''- ^r'"''""

""^ ''^ friends c^'talt«s.ly of noble spmts m broken frames, of the soul of a mancarrying on the good fight when the body would kla3from the battlefield. He might have knoL. when he talked
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*^ iKl-S1^ ili*"^. '^" "^ *««««» love

nothing ^ceptcorr'-tl'dry' 5oM2,V^ 'Tlcome DOW fiom tf- , ^«4 „!!r'' •
.^ ^^^ ''^* «»»"

wnok, lU«M«r^ 4^ '^I^A T" T^'^ = ""'' • guttering

She3S^^.^;^"V^ «»ki»8 low in .moke.
^

t^him^S^JtiH^!^'::?'""'"**'^- She would h.„

-the .pint of h5* of?ot"r* •''^'^ **" "^"^ o"'
h- chiWUlce tS^t^^^l T?J ^ '" """"ght of

t«>eiuiilightforhim w »K !°"'' """ *""'«* "-re been

«f-forhim. Bu'K".d t birvTerr'^""r'WM driving him : a eiine h.H kL i*^ ' *" ''5' ''*'• P***

t-mUnthe^lood S^^iTeiThrurr """
^
'-'"''^

Him .. delJh^-tJirSe in'SiSS ''"* "^

"Well?"

««i«sundingwrl,r«l'' '** "^'^ "^^^ »«' -'

door and «y good-ni^K,!"
h« «ga.n? Shall I go to the

"Na I heard her moving just now.'"
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"Yei. Then jroa might tpMk to htr. Ill come op with

I
you. I want to hear her yoic»—to hear how she anawen."
"\m jKM apeak to her yourself?"

"Na . . . No—I—I doat think—Yon told her I wu
amdooa?"

"Yea."

"Then I dont think lH speak to her. I will follow you—
and listen. She need not know that yon and I have been
togeOer."

The long evening had gUded swiftly while he had been
thinking in the big room. The long night wu cteeping by.
All the house seemed . whed in sleep, as he stood in the
conridw listening for the »oice from the locked room.

"Effie. Are you awake?"
"Yes."
" Is there anything I can get for you ? "

"Nothing. Good-night, Aunt SybiL*
"Good-night, Eflto."

'Good-nighL"
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golden light. Stone lid b^ SS "J?"'
'^"' ««•»• <>

window into the »^«Xn ^^^^'^ *« dining.,^^
Buigoyneto come do« ^2^1^'' ''*.''«'«' «» Sybil
to return without prelude to thTn V» ^?"« "**» °' Effie^

"|.e.tood by the^dowStXttel'"- "'«,"'• ^"^
watchang . ,ongl.„ tf^h, tS voiS. offhT*'*^*^^'^l»d reached him. **' "'* *o""«> upit»in

"Sir, the won't auwer * T» ... d u .

^ cUing to him^C the';2L!r'4h*"^ "'«-*
She won't undo the door Oh^k ^

^''* *""
' *»*«.

up-oh.docom™ 0»^*ewontM,wer. Do come
Th«y were all about the locked rf~-^u

fte mbtrcM of the hou^on w k„
^~^? '^^^ **

door, beating on thed^ wS.^ •*"'"« "^"8'" ">«

a him«tf. wEe'fhouSlSl^- •"' '"" """ «-'-
•Effie—Effie—Effie."

•»•/.

^^^^lx:^tz h'sfL'*
'^^ """"« •>-»">'

" open. Then he lo^kerroulA^:,.
«« ""^ not break

wuld help him; «„ from trior ?'' '°^•"J'*ing that
»g«in staggering through toe«,ldrVKr""?^ '

""'^ «"«
fi«m the haU. The women felfltt ^'l'

'"'^ »" oak bench
«.e heavy bench. r^^^X^)-^^;^^^

168
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I en agaiiMt tb« lock and imatbed the lock, tnuriied the len
ftom the bench, snMhed one of the door pweli, ud bant

I

the door open.

The women hwlfUlen b«:k. They wood behind Urn on
the thiethoU end he entered the room alone. F>om the
doorway he could not lee her ; the room seemed empty. But
even as he fptang round the bed, he had leen the two glawee
and the gieen botUe on the drsMUig-table. He knew that she

I

*»» there, on the other side of the bed, between the bed and
the wall He had seen the bottle only nine days ago, in the
open drawer when they two stood together before the cupboard

I

by the workroom window. It was the green bottle with the
strycbnme solution brought into the house by Wren for the
eqieriment upon the mice nearly two years ago.
She was lying face downwards, bands clenched, back arched

—quite cold, dead for many hours.

In the duU grey pause—the timeleu horror between the
discoTery and the inquest—one stood behind drawn blinds and
heard people talking m in a dream. By day and night, there
was waibng and Umentation. Mary, sobbing always, has now
much to say—revelations to make to one and aU.
"Oh, she did it—poor darling—she meant to do it that

i^ght—Oh, God forgive me, I might have guessed it," and
she sobs and beato her hands together.

As in a dream Sybil Burgoyne listens. Mary was sobbing
and waUing at a distance : now she is in the room, standing
close to Stone. It U a dream voice that has come nearer to
them of a sudden.

Gasping hysterically, grey-haired Mary tells them what had
happened three nights ago.

Very late that night Mary was sewing in her pantry—finish-
mg somethmg that she was determined to get done before she
went to bed. Then, when she was going up the servants'
staircase, she heard sounds of movement, opened the little
door m the corridor, and peeped out It was Miss Effie, with

I
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»7o THE GUARDED FLAME
. «ndle in her hand, going to her uncle', room. Thinkithere might be something wrong, M«y had foSowS a^throu^theopen door of the .ick-room bid seen E. Effi."

^s Effi. Marr though, "tslLp"^ rtio^ht Si'the master without wakine him"- .nH k. .
""^"'^ " "'

thinking of him that stopped her » and aZfw ?^ ^^
wails and wrings her handf^ '

^^1^^^ "obs and

Then Maty has more to say.
"Oh, it isn't me alone that thinks so Tt,. „.u

answer-same as she gave me. I believed if p. r • .
have guessed. God foreive me. I „ !I! u *"'''»«'>'

might have known there^w^ ^o,/S ^^with'her-poor darlmg-M>n the night she done it
*^

aao ioa oaa teu out And God forgive you, Mr Stone, if you
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ipoke hard things to her. So there—«nd now I've said it "

;

and Mary beats the air, and gasps and wails.

The dream voice has gone. When SybU Burgoyne looks
up again, they are alone.

Hollow-eyed and haggard, they move about the darkened
house, from room to room, as if driven by ghosts. Instinct-
ively they seek each other, sitting together silent—afraid of
solitude. Comfort or soUce there can be none for either, but
together they can perhaps support their misery better than in
solitude.

They were together behind a closed door when the shuffling,
stumbling footsteps—the dragging footsteps of men carrying a
heavy weight passed out of the house. WhUe these new foot-
steps sounded, Wren and the two nurses were on guard in the
sick-room.

Wren's voice, as in a dream, had been talking to her; and
when very slowly she understood what he meant, she had
begun to shiver and had fled from him. He had asked her to
look at the dead face. He had told her that she must not
delay if the wished to see the dead form as it had been in
life.

She can think for a very little while with dreadful clearness
of the tragedy itself, of her own agony of sorrow; then merei-
fully there comes diffused pain about her head, a xum fulness
u of blood pressing in her head, a curious feeling of suffoca-
tion; and then thought of her misery becomes most mercifully
impossible. It is not unconsciousness or anything approach-
ing to unconsciousness, but all has become dreamlike again.
Reasoned, connected thought has ceased to be possible; but
of trivial things, external objects, of aU that is disconnected
with the cause of her misery, she can still think—can and does
think with a dreamlike, illogical interest. She may watch the
narrow shaft of sunUght that falls from the side of the drawn
bUnd; she may consider the pattern on the carpet, and think
if the roses and the ribbons on the wai' paper are separated
cluster from cluster, by eight inches or nine inches. She may
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think thus without the least Dain for . i«„ i

suddenly, once more ^hTr^T^^^ 'X"/ T'\ '''"

tears have begun to eush from i.
^'^^ «"^ «

pectedly while she studied ^h^ n
"^^ "«"" '"'''« «««

he«!d Jhe thought! Tht *«
f.

^'^' ""^ *« '^
pa«.. Slowly blofting o^the'rught

•"'"= ""^ '''""

--atthelock^ra^;^--s^^Jh

he^"wirir tie^r-voS'^rd'' ^^" ^-= -'
was standing close to the Zr °h =

""""^ """'"• »
•t the carpet; and. as he t^L K-\^'T ^' *""* »'"'«

shoulder. The dre^m vot1 i- ' ^^ "'^ °° ^'""^''^

with emotion. ' "''"' *"•* ^esiteting-broken

Then he explains about the inquest

4«t "iTwifl Tb^?';
'!" ^^''^ •»-- «" ^fter th,

indeed be im^r^ iS n«Sl^°f \°?
V°

«° « """^^-it will

« once leave^he house oTw^L^ ^ ''*'* "«' »« "•»"''>

There is a duty to the dlVwe, « tTlT-^''*
'*•

The mqu ry_that must h, i,»m Tu '"* ^'^K- • •

is no doubt-tree e^t^i7'"K.''t'"""'°"»^'- There
usual verdict. Bu pTja^k-re^H ""^J

^l-^^ "'" give the

"Mrs Burgoyner^hev Jit
"'"*'"" '''''»P°''»'«- • •

that it will b1 rUh oTe^ ry"^^.^ ''"'^- ' '^"-
pain. ... Mrs Burgoyne-!Ih7re7s .hT'k

"" """"'^e^sary

the most sincere sym^ytri*" 'hroughout the town-
THe inquest, says ^e^Lw hi '«8^«-and sympathy."

da. anerVlrw.'tlT 'TTZ%r' "" °" '"«

o'cI«=k or hair-^. «„ee proUbl,"" Z^tT^^it::
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Sr^fT\ ^^- ^ »™"8emei,t. have been made : thenuteesf of the bouse need not think of «,ch matters.
Upstam in the sick room, all has been weU-so far. There«»e grounds for very grave anxiety, especially yesterday mo™.mg when

, was impossible to keep the house quiet, when for a

when n the comdor, on the stairs, and through the hall, so

*^'wl'*Ti°°'"''""'""°""'""8- Then,inthesick.ro;m°

t^rl
««le«ness-verygreat restlessness. And since thahour there has been no sleep in the sick-room. Mr, Bmgoyne

^ ^ El iH
"^ "°^ '""*' ^ *«"« ^y ">« patient. »houldhe ever b« able to realise the fact of his bereTvemeit, must

jeopardise all fte chances of that complete recovery for whichwe have steadfastly hoped. If-and this is possible- hepa lent has already formed some dimly oppres^ve concept

he deepest an«ety-then our hope in the future is almost lost

Z^JTH- " ^"'^°^"' '"' ^-nP^ehend that it is right to
«y these thi-igs at once. "But-well, the future-the fmure
« what we cannot control or even modify by any action now."Then again he speaks of the inquest. He talks for an im-mense time, as it seems. He is preparing them for the ordeal.

the UtH^^T^ 'T ^^^ '" "'•''''"8 °^*« =hina behind
the latuced glass over there. The blue and white bowl was her
mothert. It used to stand on a shelf in the study, or librarv
of the house at Woking. There used to be fossilised teethed
a flmt kntfe lying ,n the bowl. That and the Chelser cup and

old hoi^''
°°^^ ^^' '° *^' "''*'"' '•"" ^"'^ ^° '» ^"

Ifoni.

the dream voice has ceased speaking; they are

Once she touched him. In pity of a misery that perhapswas greater than her own, she stretched out her ha^ a^
touched him-m pity laid her hand upon his arm. But he
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"1-I<am't I—I—cM't"

•tepped between them ft2«2rK""/ '""''"• '

been laid upon hi. breastV„T^. ? ?.^ ^° ^'^'^ """"ds 1

the Uving h^i "'**" '" ">""' him bwk from conUct,

JS::.ktfofa "4 '^u^';!',"'^ '!r;
"•*"^«'' -'=«•- -

niin they have do2 ZLh^ ri*"
•'''''•^^"' ='«""«« °f

«

strength ' *""«'''• ^"fi""' weakness and infin;

*o"rd<^'hrv:'i:ct^ ."•?-"' "^"'^ "-<»• «
"•"; .nd he cough, iJla'^'^**'" T°" '" '"^^ ''«"'

mentally, he ha, ipVed ".
k"*^^

P''''"*''^' « "«" '

able, feeble wr^k-^ff„on,. hoJl"
'*'""""• »' " « P*'

Watching him .he think^^^,
'^ *''"'' ~"«««Kone.

man would h^e acte^ hI -" ^T"' "^ '«"' " «'on
quence. of their love ,om?h^:"^'**' ^^««^ *« "^on*

-for ever. They wouU i~ T^ •"' ''*' *»«y-&rawa
them-but not t^iiIn"l^bL f '^''.'"^ "«""« '«W'«
VeUn her thoughtThK:?i?:„7^^«^"''«' and d«^

8frl: of the laughing happy1 ^h. ul "^ *' '^'^^"^
thought he use. no othe?woS H °h« .'^f.T*'''"^-

^^
done her to death a. .u" ly « if

"* '^.'""«d »»«. He ha,
beaten out the light in The ?„,if^

"""'"8 »"°»« he had
a^a." in blind homfc i, iyTl'!:^'

""'''' '"'' ''^'^^
till the moaning voice ceaT^' u f'"'^"'^

arm. relaxed,

his feet. Suchl m^derTr mieh h«
^' '""=*• •^°'^'"'«'» «

light, as he had com" toTooTlf h^''" T' '" '^'^ ""^'ng
where the .unlight ^^^ ^ ^; ^1'°?-'° ^"'^ ^er, lyi„|

for m»ny hour* ° '**"'»* fi'«' <l"ite cold, dead

4^„M
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witches him
iarness of thft

s and infinite

ibakes and
murdered

dared. In
' He has

M he had
ind struck

a relaxed,

nwards at

i morning
her, lying

old, dead

And he thought of the white mouse for whose life she had
pleaded. He had robbed her of hope in life : he had opened
for her the gates of death. And he thought of his cursed ex-
periment He thought of her writhing on the floor in her
agonised sympathy, while the mouse writhed in the horrible
tetanic convulsions produced by the cursed strychnine. That
was how she had writhed upon the floor upstairs, again and
again in the ghas ly convulsions, again and again with brief
respites of motionless exhaustion, till at last the end came.
She was alone in the silence and the darkness, hopeless,
desperate, thinking that her God bad forsaken her, knowing
that she was forsaking her God, and yet using the key that he
had put within her reach to open the gate of death. Because
the caned lentzine was a rare and expensive drug he had
guarded it with miserly care : had put it away with his trea-
sures where none could Umper with it But the strychnine
solution---because it was a common thing, of no value—he
had left in the drawer with all other common things. There
were other poisons, many poisons, there; but of them she
knew nothing. But for him she would have known nothing of
strychnine and its power. Perhaps, as they stood in the
window that day, she had seen the bottle in the drawer and
remembered what it was : perhaps, even as she sobbed upon
his breast, she had thought : "This is what I must use if he
drives me to my death."

It was late in the evening—the last night of the timeless
pause. To-morrow would bring their public ordeal.

"Jack. . . . What will you tell them?"
"I don't know."

"What shall /say?"
"Vou—you I I don't know."
"Shall I tell them the truth? . . . Jack—if they ask me—

I shall tell them the truth."

" They won't ask you. They will ask me the questions."
" WiU you teU them the truth ?

"
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1 nen, ,ner • long „lence, h" .poke agaia
' « "•

^^

No you mu,t not tell them the truth."

«k r» ""
' "^ "" ''-» 'Pi'" of my.elf-if U.C

cauM. T-K • J.
• • ^*"' ^"*'" understai.J Wren N

you unde^und T. kTZ'^J^ ""' ^^ «>«• ^
our lecret now.-

«ke-not our.-we must keej

' mil
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pROM continued sleeplessness all Sybil Burgoyne's leniet,X except one, seemed numbed and inactive. But the sense
of vision seemed strangely acute: as though the sleepless
eyes had been steadily gaining power, instead of losing power
from fatigue. As she walked by Stone's side down the hill
towards the nver and the Anchor Inn, she was conscious of a
quite unusual clearness and sharpness of outline in far-off
objects as well as in things near at hand.

It a was splendidly bright January day-extraordinarily sUent
and peaceful

:
the sky cloudless, the sea gUttering. There had

been light snow and frost the night before, and the ridw ofdown was white still, but spring was in the air. The davs
were len^ening already; the sun was high three hours after
noon. She passed by white snowdrops in a garden, and the
yellow jasmme in flower on a sunlit wall-and aeain white
snowdrops. All the world seemed bright-a younir girl's dav
of light and hope and budding life.

yo""!? g"" s day,

Near the railway and by the police station, men and women
bowed to them, or stood staring as they passed. Then thevtum«i into a passage between high walls-a short cut thatwould bring them behind the police station round to the

^em
"^^ '°°' ^'*" ''°"'*^ ^ "'"'=' '"^""8 fo'

Tho-e was an open gate in one of the walls of this passaee.and about the gate children just out of school had gatheS
to stare mto the yard-a cluster of little girls with daj^
white pinafores, and behind them, staring, oafish boys
"Run away, you Uttle girls," said the man at ihe «te

briskly and good-naturedly. "Run away, don't I tell you?"And then fiercely to the boys: "Go on, you boys, or I'll brinemy stick to some of you." ^
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He took off hJa h«t to Mn Ri.k...

g«te. .he »w the pTred wd ^T" '^ !* *" !«"«> "

h.d comefron, hXnlC^^.S o„^
'°* °? ' ^'-

were itanding about. t«lkin7o/!!- • * ^ *"• = ""» °«he

•bed. AmoL Z« «ml* * '"» '" "** »"' »' *« bri,

the .Utioner • ^d*?.TZ" "rVu""'*'''"' ^r Hi„,

Instinctively .he u„d«,t^ %t h "Tu.*^ •*"' '»' >«*"
ofthe yard w« thepSo.i^.^tSl"'' '^rIn the hall of the Anchor i T;L *^ *"' *" ">"«
Ingle, the i^rcslttu^ZZ"LT T' """-**
•oicitor; and in fron of thf iS^^j"'*"' ** '«»-''airec

drinking. The mcn'« i™.^ •
'™*'°'»> • knot of met

took off'their hatT o M^JuZ^ '*";; """"^ " "^^ «"

Then the barmaid am" outTth' k
'**""*'

'" ^°» ''«•

to her.
* °'" °^ '''« bar parlour and .poke

or office. •'MrK"fJ'°"'""°*r""'«"8-'«>'».
said, would you waiU^ hiw tSlh. '^' «•'•»>-•»
you to yourUt. M^Pu™-.

*" ^*""" <'°''" «d .how.
sharp."

*• **' ^""^ «)" *ey'" begin three-thirty

himself. She STpokenVw' '^^ ^ ^"« P^-«*^
many year. i«o!?„t£ eSn^L had

"""
^' *'" '^'"^

&el\Thr^ -- ---Kotd^
is - -"^^^rtrni^ir'^^^^ but

represent you at the inquest?"
'^ ^ °° ""^ *<>

ror'al"olfSyS ''rJtTT^f ''"^-^ »«»
he mean ?

' "' "'='' ""ber fearfully. What did

to 'b^lS •SSr'Si;i,"T"-'-^-^ best

awkward, painful questions arl^sked!™'"
""'' P^" ^"^
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But Mrt Butgoyne did not antwer. She wm looking at

Stone, and she had begun to tremble.

"Mn Burgoyne—I should not have spoken, but I saw at

once how upset you are, and Purvis told me Just now that

you had no one. Please allow me o represent you. It

will be best—I assure you, I ask .ais from no improper

motive. I am not seeking business. But it is wrong that

you and the family should have no one."

He spoke kindly: he meant well, not ill. Stone said

nothing, and after a pause, she murmured some words imply-

ing acceptance of Mr Allen's proposal.

"Thank you. I am sure it is what Mr Burgoyne would

wish. I don't know if be ever mentioned it—but there was

a complete reconciliation between Mr Burgoyne. and myself

—

last autumn. In fact, he was good enough to promise that

if the chance came, he would let me act for him."

Then Mr Allen hurried awny.

They waited until gradually thu sound of the men's voices and

the men's footstep. 1 died away and all the house seemed silent

M the grave. Then there was another knock at the door, and the

brisk man whom she had seen guarding the yard gate appeared.

"They are beginning, ma'am. Best go up now, ma'am
—first floor—past the billiard-room. I'll show you. Mr
Purvis he'll be there to receive you."

It was an old house that had once been the principrl inn

of Whitebridge. She bad been here on one occasion with

E.'Se, to a sale of work in the big room on the first floor. She

knew that she was going tc the same room now. It was

used as a masonic lodge, for minor charitable oazaars, sales by

auction, and such humble entertainments of cor; hirers, singers,

and musicians as were not vortby of the larger and more

expensive accommodation of tne Assembly Rooms. P'^ople

used to say of any prospective show that was obviously of

a modest character :
" Of course they'll have it at the Anchor

and not at the Assembly Rooms." She knew that Miss

Granger and her friends had often acted here ; but she bad

not known till now that the room was used for inquests.
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IMMcd Ju»t now. The y«rd wu empty ; the dog wu steeping
in a patch of sunlight before his kennel. Then she saw
Wren and the fat grey man come out of the brick shed and
carefuUy lock the door. The dead girl was there. They
were locking the ghost of the dead girl in the dark shed, lest
the ghost should come out into the sunlight and point at the
window where her murderers sat trembling,

" Gentlemen. The Coroner."

The grey man had thrown open the door behind the dais
and all rose as the Coroner advanced and seated himself at
his desk.

So the grey man was Mr Purris, the Coroner's officer!
She had known him by sight for fifteen years and had some-
times wondered who he was. She knew the Coroner—

a

middle-aged sandy man, whom she had frequently seen driving
in a high dog-cart on the road to Slanes. He was uking
papers from a black bag, arranging papers on his desk, and
talking to his officer while he adjusted his gold-rimmed
spectacles. Now he was bowing to her. Mr Purvis was ulk-
ing to her—telling her that the Coroner wished thorn to hav
better seats. Then they were placed quite close to th Coronet,
where all eyes could see them, where all could watch their faces!

It was dreamlike now for a long time. Voices sounded at
a distance, then drew nearer. In all that had happened she
had taken a curious unthinking interest. It was an emotion-
less but not a dull dream slowly unfolding itself. It was
curious how Mr Purvis opened the court, reading from a paper,
saying "Oyjz, oytt" It was strange to hear familiar names
as the Coroner read out the list of the jury, and to watch them
all standing with hands raised while Mr Purvis made them
swear in some archaic formula. Something had been said
about the body. They had all seen the body.

" Gentlemen, who do you choose for your foreman ?"
"They have chosen, sir," said Mr Purvis—"Mr Hind "

"Very good."

Then the Coroner had got to work in a quiet, talkative
informal manner.

'

!(.
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"Take care of the step," said Mr Purvis. He had said

this to each witness.

What was most dreamlike was the knowledge of the
Coroner and all theiie men. It was as though they too had
lived at the Lodge for many years. It was as though, invis-

ible, they had been always there, watching the quiet guarded
life of the Lodge, waiting for it to end thus. The Coroner
in truth did not seem to ask questions : he seemed to know
everything that could be said, to be telling the witnesses what
to say. He and his officer seemed to hold all secrets in
their power.

"You are Mary Eliza Swithings—but stop a moment, it is

written two ways here—Swithings or Swithins? With the G
or without ?

"

" No G, sir," said Mr Purvis.

Grey, trembling Mary turned her piteous tear-stained face
from one to another while they discussed the spelling of the
name. She did not herself seem to know anythmg about it

"Swithins, sir," said the Coroner's officer in a solemn
authoritative voice.

"Very good. Well then—the last time you saw the de-
ceased young lady alive was on the evening of the twenty-
fourth at about nine fifteen ? Yes. And you did not see her
again till the morning of the twenty-fifth about nine o'clock
—in the morning. . . . Yes, about then—perhaps a little

earlier or a little later," and so on.

"Take your time," said the Coroner kindly. The witness,

describing the occurrences of the morning, had burst into
tears and was unable to answer a question. "You may sit

down, you know—sit down and compose yourself."

And while Mary sobbed, the Coroner turned to the jury;
and he and they together showed their incredible dreamlike
knowledge.

"The room is on the first floor. Oh yes. . . . Where is

the plan? Yes"j and papers were handed from one to
another. "You understand, gentlemen, the alarm was given
by the last witness, Sarah Hooper, Mary Swithins was
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Mr Allen knew everything. They all knew everything.
"Very good, Mr Allen. But—later—as you say yoursel£

We will now get on."

"Take care of the step," saJd Mr Purvis.
Thus the long dream slowly unfolded itself. Dusk was

falling now; the shadows were creeping into the room.
"ShaU I 'ave the gas Ut, sir?" asked Mr Purvis in a

solemn voice.

"Well, scarcely yet, I think," said the Coroner, and he
glanced at his watch and then looked at the reporters' table.
"Surely not yet ? You can all see, can't you, gentlemen ? »

Then after a pause a perky little man answered from the
bottom of the table.

"Well, sir, it isn't as you may say, blind man's hoUday
yet"

Unseen people in the shadows at the end of the room
laughed.

" SUence," said Mr Purvis loudly. " Silence."
It was growing darker. She was thinking again. From

where she sat she could see through the first window the
ridge of the highest outhouse, blood-red now in the last
light of the setting sun. Beyond the ridge of the slate roof,
beneath, out of sight, was the paved yard, all grey and dark
now, losing itself in shadow. Her hands shook. The poor
lonely dog in the yard had begun to h iw' plaintively. The
poor chained dog was afraid of the deepening shadows.
Her hands were shaking as she thought again. Now would
be the time for the ghost of the dead girl to glide through
the locked door, to pass through the shadows above the
dog's head, to rise through the air and show her face at
the window.

Dr Wren was giving his evidence.

He was reading from a paper in his hand, reading in a
firm low voice of how he had been called to the Lodge, of
how he had found the body lying. .

... "As ordered by the Coroner, I have made a careful
post-mortem examination, and have, as instructed, submitted
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Mrs Burgoyne and Stone were conducted through the door
behind the dais, and invited to sit and wait in the Uitle room
into which this door opened.

"And now, if you please, Mr Purvis, we will have the arti-

ficial light."

TLey sat in the Coroner's room for a long time, in complete
silence, listening to the confused drone of voices, in which only
the nearest voice, the Coroner's, sounded at all clearly. Then
the barmaid came up, lit the gas, and put tea-things on a table

—a big black tray without a cloth, a huge brown tea-pot, several

breakfast-cups, and a plate heaped with slices of cake.

"If you'll help yourself, ma'am," said the barmaid, "I'm
tare he'd wish it Hell be out himself any minute now "

;

and, lingering, the barmaid spoke sympathetically. "Poor
dear young lady—I'm sure, ma'rm, there's been more interest

took in this inquest than what anyone can remember—yes, and
sorrow too. You're anxious, I expect, about the verdict . . .

May I pour you out a cup? . . . It's always the same, ma'am.
If she done it o' purpose, she never rightly knew what she
was doing."

Then, on the sound of many footsteps, the barmaid ran down
to her bar. The Coroner had adjourned the inquiry for fifteen

mmutes.

He was a good, kind man, the Coroner. He pressed her and
Stone to drink some tea and eat some cake ; and, as be stood
with his back to the fire and drank bis own tea, he did all that
he cou' i to lighten her ordeal.

" Most painful—must be. Eut we shall soon be through
with it now."

While he ate his cake hastily, he talked to them as much as
he could. Obviously he was seeking, while he chatted about
his court and so forth, to relieve the strain, to prevent them
bom brooding in silence.

"Our courts, Mrs Burgoyne, are something quite apart-
just handed down to us out of the past Obsolete forms—and
all that—strike one as odd in these days. But custom makes
the law, doesn't it ? Everything of course had its meaning

I



Illl
II

»88 THE GUARDED FLAME
once

: evolved—well h» »h. „
Mr Burgoyne couW tdltTZ "'

r'""""' ' •"??«

to^Z'"'™* "•" '"»'^- -P °^ te-. he .JdUj hu»„

•ndll that We JsqtitTtr™' ''''"-"''••°'«"''"'=

'eft to our discretion. Whe e the i"
*"* "'^ «' " « «'

cluuacter-where there i. no 1^ ! "1?"^ " °^ « ""P''

Fo:&^/;r«::riis^7r-°--od.

have doubt, butam du™ ,*'.*.*'' '=°""« ^ """y myself
on their gLd "

y^tl^f T'^'^^y^e to set p^pj
the Coroner's discret^l*? ^ Irft^ToV"U" ""«"» ^'
•utocratoinourway.

. . . Weulh^ .
«* We «e quite

• 'hJij^ootr'^:g^„sLr'^"''''''''''"™«^'°
the windows; the ftaoZernM ""

"If """^"K fr""
becoming heavierandhSrWthoJt'. "'"'''"' "^"^ '"«
that Dr Isaac Keeling wTw.? •

'^""'' '''* "hs-^ed
right hand-an uTexpeTtedt,«. TL '"''"« °" *" Coroner's

time everybody had b^nIt u''°"°"'-
^°' «> '"""ense

window, the bottles and1Li^7,K'"'°'"
*" ^"P"^'*! '" the

strychnine solution ^^^ '^^ «''*" '«"'* that held the

the^;£n\rI'io^rli^Tjr \'"^"^^^^

for a scientific experime^ ^f^! "u^""'
" '° 'he house

scientific experim^Tt no f."^°"*
^^ '""'«' "bout

what this ex^rime„?'h^d b
°
n VrT T.

'^'^ '° *«»'

-ution would not have evt^^ratej' T^sS'cEtl



THE GUARDED FLAME 289
not have been deposited in crystals at the bottom of the
bottle. It was an actinic green bottle.

The sallow juryiaan had changed his seat. He was sitting

in the front row next Mr Hind, the foreman, and he whispered
and scribbled on bits of paper, and made Mr Hind ask ques-
t jiis. He was becoming more and more prominent.
No, said Dr Wren ; it was improbable that Miss Vincent

would drink the strychnine solution to allay the pain of the
toothache. No, in Dr Wren's opinion, she did not drink it in

mistake lor something else.

Mary, recalled, had talked only of the key of the drawer.
The sallow man and Mr Allen both asked her many questions.

"The drawer did used to be locked—all the drawers did used
to be locked once." She never touched the drawers, "No,
nor any other servant" It was a rule of the house that no
one should touch "the things like what the master used in

his work."

"What I want to get at," said the sallow juryman, "is why
all these deadly poisons was left where anyone could get at

'em. Why wasn't they in proper bottles, too ?
"

" I beg your pardon," said Mr Allen. " Where is the bottle

itself? . . . Here 1 It is a green bottle, and here is the label

—a poison label—clearly written—' Strychnine Solution, i to
2oa' That, to my mind, is a very proper bottle."

"As it 'appens," said the juryman. "But what about the
others?"

"The others do not concern us," said Mr Allen. " THis is

the bottle we have to think about."

"Yes," said the Coroner. " Mr Foreman, I think we need
not trouble ourselves about the other bottles."

"Seems to me," said the juryman, "precious careless—the
'ole set out"

Mr Allen was being permitted to make something in the
nature of a speech.

Mr Allen was describing the quiet life in the quiet room.
This cupboard would have been out of place altogether in an
ordinary library of a seaside villa ; but here, in the workroom
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"Yet."

"Very good. Yei. Then I think th«t i» aU, Mrs Bureoyne
Mr Foreman, do you "

"Aifc her," said the sallow man, "if there bad been any
quarrel between the young people."

" Very good. Mrs Burgoyne, you heard the question—will
you reply ? There had been no quarrel ? "

"No."
"So far as you know," said the sallow man.
" Mr Allen, do you wish "

" No thank you, sir."

Then she came back to her seat by the side of Stone.
"Seems to me," said the sallow man in a loud whisper, " we

know as much about it as when we cime into the room."
Stone had left her side. She was sitting alone now, listening

to the words about the day of judgment, listening to his voice
commg to her from an immense distance. The dream was
unfolding itself rery slowly. The questions were unending
They were taking him step by step from life to death : the
last night of all, the morning, the discovery again, the bottles
agam, the cupboard again. Then back once more from death
to life, from a paved yard hidden in darkness to love in a
sunlit garden.

"... ExacUy. No date had been fixed for the weddine
but It was a settled thing that the wedding would take pUm
sooner or later?"

" Yes."

" It "^ » regular engagemeut—approved by everybody? '

"There had been no quarrel—or estrangement?"
"No."
" I would like," said the sallow man, « to ask a question "
"Please do not interrupt me. Mr Foreman, I shall be

glad if you can prevent interruptions. . . . Well now Mr
Stone. Where were we? ... Yes. Well, then " '

"Seems to me," said the juryman, "my question cometm here.
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"*' "" ^"°""'- "^^^ ^'"'"^ ^"

-.ri' T!'"r
'^ ""'""^ ""*• "« '«<' covered his face

l^^^l^u-'- "°\T" •« ••""'^ it, ghastly pale but no

hefd r„^"?- " ^'
"Z^'^

°"'* ""'^ " '"-window a^dthen dropp«l his eyes. Time was being given him to compose h,mself. The foreman had brought I slip o^pLpeTTo

:iLrDr^'eet::
'"'^ *" ^°'°-' ^ '^'^"^ '- ">"

„,h7''VK°''
'^^ ^'?'- °"' q-estion-to sum up all theothe«. The current phrase ! So far a, y<n^ know, there wasnothmgon her mind.

. . . Well? I am waitingtr^r
"No."

I'
Very good. Thank you. Then, I think that will do- "
What about my question ? " asked the juryman

you'r*jLp^r°T"'"
"' "" ""'• "' '"" '' 'here beside

"Come here will you, please," said the Coroner after .pause. " No, not yon, Mr Hind. You, please "

Then the sallow man came to the desk, and he and theCoroner talked about the slip of paper.
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were tumnoned here to get tt ih« ,r..,K
'''**"«'" '

" Ym."«m . 'T*7'**»'ng my business

There?'.h*l'"o°t;^„"'^'"'"- " ^^ ^'"' •'"•• «"« ""'y one
"Do you," Mid the Coroner leverel* "-.iithe question f After what I iL^S'J^^ '*' "' '" "'

saentiously desire it?"
^^ "*"• y"". ^o you stiU con

„;;;r
'*"'""'•" -"» "•• ""- «.n curtly. "iVe ..id

quSb;*"'"
'"''•"'' »«»••' ^^ Coroner uked ,h. .edified

•nyactsofifflpropriei^J^„^ *f« « "y time been

" I protest. 'cried Mr AlT-'^" '"'^ *' *'«'^««»«^ ? >'

^Jhatw,Udo.MrAllen. That will do. Gently, ple«e.

»«',!"'"*' •'"«^«°'' '«» put again.
No, • sa.d Stone hoarsely. « ^„ „y o,,^ no "

The Coroner looked at him sharply.

knowfcrr.^^' '''^" °" -''•• y- -'ow. But you

••B;:c'::i";?.'^^^"-''^<'-">^"own,e,ihope--"
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Then Mr Allen provided wordf of IndignftMon for the witncts.

There nerer wii • more monttrout inggettion. lliere wu
not one iou of truth in the suggestion. The witness held
the deceased in reverential love. He h«d nothing to look
beck upon that he would recall. He had nothing in his

heart now but grief.

" Very good," Mid the Coroner. " One moment, Mr Stone.

Juit now, when you used that expression—On your oath—
you only wished to repel the suggestion in the most forcible

manner that occurred to you at the moment?"
"Yes."

"You had no other meaning In employing those words?"
"Na"
" Exactly. Just to express the xtrongest denial ?

"

"Yes."

"Thank you. That will da And once again, Mr Stone,

I will say what I know all really feel. You have our sincere

sympathy in your loss."

They were sitting side by side again.

The Coroner in a chatty informal manner was telling t*.^

jury about the famous Dr Keeling—perhaps the f^rettoiit

living authority on mental derangement. Dr Keeling wu
good enough to offer himself—to offer as an expert to aid

them in their deliberations.

" No, no, Dr Keeling, don't go into the box. I don't pro-

pose to swear you. You know nothing about the case itself

of course."

"Very little."

" No, I only want to ask your opinion. To see if you can
throw any light on the matter for us. I suppose you pro-

nounce in the course of the year on many hundreds of per<>ons

—whether they are sane or not?"
" Well," said Dr Keeling, " I am engaged with very many

such cases."

Then in grave thoughtful tones Dr Keeling briefly told the
court, that a person might be sane one hour and for all

practical purposes insane the next. As a fact, when once



'f
"^ GUARDED FLAMEthe mental balance m. w .u

'^^^^'^

the most despe«te thing!. ft-tn^T '"*'*' P~P»« «1Ae most trivial thing, Veemed „^
Proportion waTgon.

•mall trouble would il^T^ °J
Paramount importance-

th« state might bepu^"^r^'""' ""«'«• aH aI:

»"ch.stoothache.SeS^"t''*°'*'^''«ti°'>- ^

temperament. She was aloTJh'
" P^""'- • Wou

have no hesitation in frivine mf^ ^ " "*« y°"»B lady. I
o the young lady-thftT^KmuTtV'V^ "^'^i'-

^unhmged at the time of this "^f.T 'T '"=^" completely
"Thank you. Dr KeeliS.~

''"""' occurrenj^." '

hfcin'ts^rb^^srr-™. ^'^-
There was no need for th^m to uZ °°',"'* '''« «""»

S2^t--o-rr::^xs'^j-
^oiS^grgTr'si^^^^^^^^

SS"^°P^ -^^^^^ talking. The
talked to her-Dr Wren. an7 DrV^y

""""• ^'>« Coroner

TLiL^tdirtr4'^^^^^^ °'"'"'"

committed
suicide^XetmrriirSe.*'^ deceased had

-M;«I-^-^^«.hJh road and climbed
"th her till they came to a n^^ u^

''°"'^' *"« ^^ "alked
the sheltered hollowT'^ £' "V^/ ^igh -^ JustaW
lamp-post where the flagged pa^ml^ ^""'- "«^«' hy the
her good-bye. **^ Pavement ends, he stopped to bid
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"Good-bye."

"Good-bye. Where
'I don't know. Anywhere

297

going?"

aw»y from here. Anywhere
that I can forget I shall go mad if I don't forget it."
"You will sUy in London to-night?"
"Yes. ... 1 believe I am going mad. . . . You know I

thought I Mw her. I seemed to see her. I think I am eoing
mad."

" You will write to me ?
"

"Yes, I'll write to you."
She sees his face in the lamplight. He is looking at her as

though he does not see her—storing horribly, with a convul-
sive twitch about the mouth.
He does not touch her hand even—ere he goes. The dead

hands are there—between them : one cold hand on his breast,
one 00 hers.
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y^ YEAR had gone by.

to the sr,r.Krtejr ^. ^-"--^ ->«
fa.th was justified.

'"'"^ '"'" ">« h" wonderf

stuSou?,""'''"'""'''"'-*-'''. Wren? AbovetheW-
"But. Keeling, the memoiy?"

"ill? Don't you ^7"^~;P
°"« '^y-tf there «e break

dropped out-]f -t rSe or'"evet
'"•*'' "^^ "^ ^^-

Isn't it best-perhaps-fforj"',""'''!" ^°^^ regretting!
Be content, old chap with m=V.."

'
"

'* ™'™<:u'ous as it is.

"Vou have had your'^^Sj^' j
'"" ? '^'=''''"K """"ed.

for verily your faifh hasTe™? »
''"' '•^*"'"'' « °"'»«=''=;

And indeed in this long ye^'n h,^and week by week, that a mi^T '[^^ '*='"«'. d«y by dav

nea^Te tor:r"lifS-:!s^;t"d"'
'"^' ^ '^^^

"te^UyTuS- -- ^-edtS-.n~.:

^"^tietaV^trr:;^^^
stage of baby talk-a„d t"en ith.J " """^ ''*'' ^'"e the
was gone. He was learning to ta^*^

''"^"' ««>' «» 'he past
learns to talk for the firsH.me mL ° '"°''' *' "» »'^«
observe the progress. Sterb„ .t^n •

'""?' " '""' ^^^n to
of speech, he had shown ^hemth^' .

'^'"^'"^ing the recall

nfent passe, in the acju sitfl „r
P''"'! through which an

wuh isolated words-suCX:
^.?^,t,,.«?,f^<^

'-«-
i'uiiK, Sleep," etc.
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Then adjectives :

" Kind Wren," " Fine day," etc. Then had
come verb forms and linked ideas. Now he could recognise
everybody, but still it seemed that the whole past was gone.
To make him speak at all, a definite erternal stimulus was
needed. He was quick to respond to the stimulus of spoken
words. Sometimes it seemed that he could only echo words
that he had heard. He said " Doctor Wren," " Nurse Emily,"
"Mrs Burgoyne." He could only echo, as an infant Wren
taught him to say "Sybil," not "Mrs Burgoyne"; to say
"Wren," "George Wren," "Ge rge," but not "Doctor Wren."
He never nov said a name out of the past—never EfBe.

All that Ivjeling, before the cerebral haemorrhage, had fore-

told as to the course of the slow retreat of the multiple
neuritis was now being fulfilled. The symmetrical paralysis
was remitting— the slow regeneration of the peripheral
nerves was manifesting itself plainly. Tremors were per-
ceptible ; sensation was returning to the feet. Tinglings were
leading to slight movements. The feet were moving. Power
was slowly but surely returning to the lower limbs. With
regard to the original ailment, the multiple neuritis, one might
almost say that cure was now assured.

With regard to the later and far more serious troublj the
brain paralysis, one might say that no outward symptom could
now be detected. The outgoing stimuli were plainly un-
impeded to the right side. The right arm moved as freely,

was as healthy as the left. There had been no wasting of
muscles in arm or shoulder, no atrophic changes. There was
no contraction of the fingers or wrist. In the facial muscles
all signs of immobility had long disappeared. Outwardly
there was nothing to tell the story of the brain lesion, except
the speech defects. All possible diagnosis now was passing
from the physical to the mental side. Hinceforth they can
only estimate the process of repair in the narrowed area of
destruction by observing the process of restoration of his
mental power.

Then, during another two or three months, it was known
by all that the memory was working. The past was coming
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Pve the„. tte u„«isteSirst,"Tf ?"« «l-y he wo,
would be no new «gn. Then !S« .

'" ^*" * ""'• *'
"d fMter. All couldlee them .^.

^"' ''°""' «'°« «»*
could look l«ck into uTp^'^L''' r«, '"'°'' "ow that
must realise th.t whole spa^in^.-*

" '"'° ^""^ "" ^^^
and emotions had been !„™ ,^

""«•»"«» °f '"ciden
Then, after what^eemS ^Sl' "''"'«"«'=«' ^r e^
became more rapid. He IT T"^ "=°''*''°"' P'ogrei
thickne.. in .n.~lation LTessl?"'^

""^ ''^^f Th
then there came a curiousZfST^^' ^' *^ "°^ •"
wondering. What w«U? No 1?^ "?J

"'"^y' »« W'«
the past. That was the CTeatSn""'- "«''« talking o
"mes more important nortlS.!"""' ^''" *« « hundrec
resonance of tow.

*^ "'*«"'«» °f articulation o,

ri"*; ^hereisRuth?"

4tVnVtarr^'^'^°'"^'»''-''-heve."
;:V«.s^.^ Would you like to see Ruth?"

to his lips without a prim'a^extf" ,

^'''''' """^ ^ad come
had thought of Ruth.™ * 1

1*" """"'"'• Somehow he
been flashed from withi^orTeT/J

""^ Tf"«" ^-th had
Cham of connected though^nj1^'^''' ^"* "^-h'tle
was no servant in the room tV^„k ht ' T- 1' «°°^- '^'^^'e
Such stimulus as external oKcouwf '"'^°'^'' ''^^^«»-
only amount to this :-sometWn/^ 1 ''^ ®"'^" '^'» """"d
servants; then he might have Hn T ' '"S^^" '^^ work of
servant would P'obably have belS' °'

l
""^"'- ''"' ^at

Jought of other serL.s of Ma^^L'^,-'^ '"'«''' ''«-

Thustheprocessmighthavebee„!7H,K "'''"«'' "^ R"th.
memory works.

^'^'"^"' and that is memory. Thus
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For the Ust three months Dr Keeling had been down every

fortnight. Dr Wren was very proud of the patient, but Dr
Wren was very anxious.

They used to sit, one on each side of the bed, and stay with
the patient, talking to the patient for an hour or more. Keel-
ing called these interviews Memory-talks. Writing to Wren he
said

:
" Many thanks for your last report. I will be down for

another Memory-talk next Wednesday. Since you think I

might help you, I should much like to be there when he opens
up the bad time. But from what you tell me, it may come
now at any minute, and as I can't be there always, it is a thou-
sand to one I shall be out of the way when it does come. But
don't worry. You'll be able to tackle it single-handed."

Bloc!
. 1 of time that had seemed to be obliterated were filling

themselves with remembered incidents. Memory was working.
The pakt was returning. Wien thought that the critical hour
was near when the patient would speak of Effie, when the doctor
would have to tell the patient of the granite cross in the ceme-
tery on the hill.

The patient lay on his back with hands clasped across his
breast, but now the knees were often raised. He could draw
up his knees whenever he cared to do so. Sometimes, while
Keeling talked to him, he would open his hands and with an
easy gesture clasp them again behind his head. Always, while
Keeling or Wren talked, his eyes watched the speaker. His
eyes were full of intelligent, anxious interest. He listened with
untiring attention, but he never smiled. Keeling would make
littlejokes—childish jests or worldly-wise reflections—and then
would laugh cheerily, but the patient never responded with a
smile.

" Well, sir, how are you to-day ? "

"I am better. Keeling."

"So Wren tells me—going on famously."

"On famously," the patient would echo.
" I came down in one of the slowest trains that ever ran.

You couldi.'t call it running—it crawled."
" It crawled."
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have planted in the mid^ofTfieW T° Tl .''°"*^-*

take your first drive you'll finH
^°° '^'J' When y,

Whitebridge. You mus^" "n!
** """^ ^'""'8« « your o

"Change,."
""" ""P"' you.«df for m«,y changes.'

Oh y^tht^ "'^"s-?.g huur '^hejr^-
builders-jerry-buildw.'' ^~'' "'^ *« "'I «>«»» Jerr,

"Thafs what they're caUed still_i»™,K u .

Ha, ha," and Dr K^Ung^L^Z!!^^"':'. ^^"^
had made an excellent jofce.

^ °"«'' ** P*''™'

eyetL^tt: LTesrSci-t£' '"T'
""-«-

.timulus there is never a response In .,!T" -^^ •'^° "»"

•ound of affected mirth evoke, n„
?" .*" ."'"^ '"te^'ews the

curias altho„gh it istfnTi^ulJ^^^^^^^ That is

whi?rr;r;rnr^-rr??"-- «-'
in these three months. TheTbsence ^f

'^°" '^ ''*^* «"""
It is more than time that a nam! /k?""^ " * ^"^ *«»•

have come out of the pLt So mT' '
'"" """« ^''""'d
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his .nxiety. The bad sign mars all his pleasure, robs him
of half his pnde; and he would fain be restored in full con-
fidence by fnendly words from Keeling. But Keeline can
only repeat what he has said already.
"Don't you worry yourself. Be content Leave it as it is."
"You wouldn't prompt any more?"
"No. Leave it as it b."
"I think sometimes it would be best to bring it on—wmehow-to get it over. Sometimes I don't know what to

" Leave it as it is. When he speaks of it-if he does speak
of It, help him to pass on to something else. Don't let him
dwell-at first When he comes back to it again, help him
again. Help him to get it slowly. That is all you can do "

" KeeUng. I sometimes think it is there. It is there, but
he »«• /speak of it Is that possible ? What do you think ? "

My dear chap, I don't venture to think. I regard him as
your property. If you say so, I must bow to your decision,"
and Dr Keeling laughed pleasantly.

"But. Wren," and he jerked his head. "That woman I

T-ziwis IS misery—great misery. She upsets me. I dread see-
ing her."

"She is much better than she was. I think she has borne
up bravely—on the whole."

"Has she? She upsets me. I don't suppose you noticeAe change in her-as I do. When did I first come here?
Not eighteen months ago ! She was a girl-a nervous, high-
strung gurl. And now \" ' *
Wren could only tell his a,n/rin that Mrs Burgoyne's

health was certainly better than it had been. Mrs Bur/ovne
had given Dr Wren considerable alarm at one period-five or
SIX months ago. It had seemed that she was in danger of
breaking down completely under the after effects of the shock

hLSf- K^'l'^K
^"^ ''"=" '''*"''= '^^ •'^d never spared

herself: she had been a staunch assistant to Dr Wren throueh
out the year. °

"Oh
!

. . . Wren, I must come back to my old question.
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Slnot^t^gri"''"''^""""'" I. i« nothing,

"Z r'*^ k"'?
"" •*''» "' ">• '•^'h of the grief

mew to her-a natural death eren"
"* ""'

f«.l?het?fii? "Vt uo^Lll'
' """ ~""^ •"'*^-'-«» "«-

"i-T. vij pitXT" "'
'"
'^

'° ""• «'«•
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IX^ITHOUT doubt the misery of Sybil BuiKoyne hidjr been very great. She had suffered a year's martyrdom
of pun. She was alone in the silent house, alone with her
Husband, alone with her thoughts. She suffered-without
respite.

He had begun to speak. Soon he would denounce her.
Day after day she sat with him, and waited. Each time
that he spoke, she thought that the moment bad come.
HIS thought was working: she, as well as Wren, could see
the thought behind the anxious eyes. In a moment now
the memory would leap into sudden Ufe; he would fix his
eyes upon her; he would say:
" I remember. But what have you done with Effie f

"

He would denounce her and call her to account From the
picture of the cowering figure of his wife, he would pass on
to the picture of the innocent figure of the dead girl. With
Juch thought as his, when once those midnight hours re-
turned to him, he would think out all that had followed.
Who could hope to deceive Urn, when the thought was
working? With infallible logic he would trace the fatal
sequence of evente from the recorded picture of guilt and
shame to the unseen picture of despair and death. Thick
and huiried would -ame the accusing words

:

"I know what you have done to me. Now tel' me what
you have done to Effie."

As each long day came to an end, she said to herself:
He does not know yet. Will he know to-morrow?" But

she did not shun him, no matter how greatly she feared him.
She sat with him, waiting through the days, waiting for her
doom.

She suffered her martyrdom, as the long weeks crept by
"

30S
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Another month gone and he doei not know, it is nigl
•Bwn and he hM not remembered. But the night will dr.
Uuougb, and t<>morrow'. daylight will bring him the though

t^n^Sr^U^" """" '""""•" "*• •""°"^«' "'«"""

"I remember. Thi. i. what you have done to me.know tlut your «n bn)ught me to the gate of death. Noi
tell me if your tin drove Effie through the dark portals-

She would not than him. It wa« her duty to be witi

v""-."?'.?'u'"'"'''
" poMible-Wren had told her .o. Nurs.K^ ^" ••"'/?'' '"*• °"'y ** "'8*" ""^ «"«"«!

Ll T "" P^"""! '^' »>• •hoold •« the old familia,
faces: they may help h.m to remember. And of .11 faces

LIM, "Sf-
"

"u
'^'' " "" °"« """ 'hould help himmost So thii u her taA-to nui«e him and to wail

months of the long year. He wanto her to be with h«

S."^?.;^^"1 'L"^""'^ ''* '^^ "' •>" love"

S .;^"he''u.*'
'""°" "'"' '^"^ '"''' '^ --^ That

Dr^WrenWo'^'J^K"'*
"•'"ctions. All this was whenBr Wren had praised her courage, had been surprised by thelesistence she opposed to the shock of her grief. All thi!was before the ..me of which he had spoken to Keeling-tt>e

time when he had been alarmed.
In the morning-after the almost sleepless night-shewould look at her face in the glas.. and study the print'o patThus nuns must have looked in the cold morning light manymany years ago. The eyes in the deepening orbits lere dull

ithe drawn lips seemed bloodless, two upward lines had marked
themselves more strongly between the dark brows; over thehd^ws of the temples the coarse lustreless hair hing loose
with coarse grey strands beneath the dark tresses. Thus a nunmust have looked after a night of pain hundreds of year, ^o-
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2
ditgraced nun whom our Mother Superior hu given into the

hand* of the travelling inqui«itoit. Our erring liiler hei
been lying beneath the handi of the hooded men who have
come to the convent to investigate all diiorden. Siitcr Sybil
hai been "queitioned," and brought back to the ttone cell to
repow herwlf. She bat all ths day to repose herself or to
piay for courage: to-night they will question her again.

All day long, while with grey Mary's aid she guarded the
sick-room and waittJ on the sick man, she thought of the past,
and listened for the mumbled words that should tell her the
past had come back.

"He seems brighter-like to-day," Mary would whisper.
Yes, to-day he will speak of Effie.

Kffie, Effie, Effie I He must have heard the hoarse
voice shouting the name at the locked door. The name is
there, deep down beneath the anxious eyes. Ere night falls
the name will rise to the surface, and sound on the toiling

All day long the room reminds her of the past Soon theroom must remind him too. Here the dead girl used to sit.
close to hu piUow, prattling to him hour after hour. Sybil
Burgoyne in imagination can hear the voice, faintly as it
came to her through the curtained door when she stole awav
to meet her lover.

'

fin^'^l'? f,? '"'°J'"
"^^ >he sees it in imaginaUon

filled with children. That was year, ago. Effie, as a child,
has brought a chorus of children's voices. She was aU love
and could not play on the sands with other children and not
love them. She is there on the Uwn in a blue pinafore, sur-
rounded by her Uughing band of sunburnt girls and boys In
imagination Sybil Burgoyne sees them. They are to have team the summer-house; they are to sit in the room above the
wall, between sky and sea, and mingle clear young voices with
the cry of white birds that wheel and swoop in a sunlit skyAU the world was young then—such a little while ago This
grey old servant even: haggard, grey -haired Mary I In
unaginatioa Sybil burgoyne could see her, grim but kindly I
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perh.p. forgotten
"^ ^' '^ profeuioniU nunc lud

yL^thJ^'HrK'.* k'
•" " "^'"S •»«"• "«««=• 'hi* evening."

• I'.'^'u'"
"'?*" '^' »''* »"'f"«J mo" Of kU. In ,wMt M.V

sZ7of°^*'^-r"^S"«"^^^^^^^^^

she »lept it was to dr^7ofir ""'"' '^''"^' ""' '^

uxige men. bhe wa, helplew in the h«.ds of cruel men
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who wen putting bw to the quetHon. It. her dmn the wm
beiag tortured becauie ihe would not tell her lecret.

" Answer me," Mid the dream Toice. " Had the a happ*
diipowtion ? and under the cruel pain the aniwered.

" Yet."

" Wa» the fond of her home ?
"

"Yet.»
•' Had the any cauie for anxiety?" and the pain made her

wiiwer*

"Yet."
" Had the anything on her mind ? "

"Yet."
" What had the on her mind ? . . . Answer roe. . .

."
She was afraid to sleep, because in sleep she must dream.

Yet awake, she was shaken by terror-awake, she suffered the
night terort of a little child.

Sitting on her bed, afraid to lie down, she thought of the
dead girl. Now would be the hour for the tired brain to
work abnormally. Now, if ever, one might expect the nerves
of vision and the nerves of hearing to pUy one false. Now
If ever, the weary nerves, craving for rest -et forced to work'
might revenge themselves. Now would be the time for
Illusions—for hallucination.

If she saw anything abnormal, it would be a haUucination.
She knows this, yet she dreads a hallucination. Jack had
thought something . . . Jack had thought. . . .

In such hours as this, she thinks that Effie haunts the
house-must do so. She is here now-walking in the corridor
pale and sad-coming to look at the sleeping man, coming
to crouch and whisper in his ear-coming to tell the abomin-
ab e story

: to remstate in the injured brain all that had been
obliterated by the fountain of blood. The white faced girl
IS here now. If one went out into th rridor one would
see her—must see her. . . . Jack saw her.

! words 3re SDoken aloud.
you. I wish that I had died instead of
would have died to save you."

you. Ertii

L ioved

I

^

"4-

n

mt
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f««r to flow in. When once tht fK
^

u
" '" ^" ''«'« f™

•t must go on .utomatic^r;: ^l* ie" oM f""" "" '"8""
Peated ere the stimulug fadei .m^ »h

*"°' °""" •=« re-

She is a materialist ^Vi *''«.''«'^« cease to act.

In the daylight it is certain^ T.T" " T' "^ ' "^'^f-
to Effie-to the love, fte bi«.r ."T *'"' •"" *>«PPe"ed
'over's treason

: to Im fhat rje^! ' *' ""* "orror of her
agonised girl. It i, extinction Th.'" T^ °' ""= gentle,

out with brutal hasted Sent S
""? °^.' '"""P '"'"«d

ness. All that was E^£t
i ' th

'"^ '" "'«™' d"*"
thing that was Effie h« « '!L^ 1 graveyard on the hill : no-
hasbeen saved rf:X^S.TZ'^::^ZT' '''"'
Yet in her room, in the mi^^i ,™ '*''^^'hat this is true.

the door, hides her ej:, 3'It H
"!'''''''* '^^ "

moments, frozen by {J^ JL °^^^ "* fear-.its for

Effie is cominK-no7S.K^ u
** '°'='«^ ^oor.

iscoming-theltiredformT ^'" 1'''* ''• ^he corpse

» coming to conCttn»t"lr''':''''«^*'-'='°*«'
came, in defiance of nature's L,?5 " "'^ P^^'^''^'' ">»"
raised a. in those mi«cles o Chri;t thlVT" " '^''•"^«'

She is coming._Throwin.r offlif"*^ "'*"'"'"'««•
off the load of Lnit^I/fJ'^^-t °\--^^ throwing
commg to the door TrJhL th» ''"f"8

oak, she is

earth, dropping splintered boards sheTr""";. *°PP'"6
darkness to the door-to bre4 Ihe I^u'^ k«

'^"^"^^ "'^
to smash the flimsy door

°^' '° '''"^ '^e bolt,

of'^:''a!r;i'.";s«^^^^^^^^
she begins to think SheTsi^'""'"'""*'^- Slowly

punishment. She is gofng mad
* ™» " ^ be her

Bi^r:ii.Tdrrn"grX';/-^ ^«
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To whom? To some woman? No. That is a night thought,

a mad thought. A woman would betray her. No woman
would be strong enough to ht'p her.

To a priest? For a ir >meru rbe ib'nks or the vicar. No.
He cannot help her.

To Wren ? Yes, to W ?n -to no o .« else. She will go to
him to-morrow. Not here—in ili»! haunted house. Away
from the house—somewhere, she will confess her guilt to
Wren. She will ask him to share the secret, to help her bear
the ourden, to save her, if he can, from her punishment.
There is relief to the tired brain in the thought of it. With

the decision, something of rest has com* to the weary nerves.

To-morrow—to-morrow she will confess. To-morrow—and
for a little while she sleeps in peace.

It was the first time since the inquest that she had left the
Lodge and the Lodge grounds. She had waited until late in
the afternoon. Dr Wren was always at home after six o'clock.

As she walked up Harbour Street men and women bowed to
her: several would have stopped her. All the world stared
at her in her black dress. Mrs Burgoyne had not been seen
in Harbour Street for four months. The shop people stood
in doorways, or came out on the narrow pavement to look at

her white face and her black dress.

At the door of the modest little house at the top of Harbour
Street, she glanced at her watch-bracelet. It was a quarter
past six : she might be sure of finding Dr Wren now. For a
moment she hesitated. The house was quiet: no sound of
footsteps came to her from the little hall. No servant had
seen her on the stone-flagged garden path. She need not
ring the bell. She might turn away even now : no one had
seen her.

No. She must tell him.

" Is Dr Wren at home?"
" Come in, ma'am," said the doctor's servant. " Step this

way, please " ; and the woman led her through the h.ill and
ushered her into the doctor's prindpal sitting-room—the
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sailors couM eo lurching .L-- '
^macksmen ai

an unZken^L LtT ?^ *t."°'»
">e books mad

must conc^Jt^t^ef otir'sr Itt?'';
'"°''^-

^'^

she should tell him.
^ °""" """'' "8"° "f ho'

Now. His hand was on the dnnr ti,. j l ,

"Dr Wren is in, is he not?"

"
He won't keep you long now, ma'am."
But IS he out, now?"

iJd^^;h:t"or.s'::rt'^£5t7'^
-^--whatever their Itrn's'lr/brnev^"^^^^^^
patient go without seeing the master tm. ^ ' *

been the servant of l^ZsttJ^J'^''^'^^''^
Burgoyne by sight-the grei ladv 1^ !k ? I '""' '^^^

hej^husband, thf most i^Snt StiSrv^.i:Sge"-P'Mrs Burgoyne sat by the window, waiting.
^'•

see:;::tfLr:\x^eLt\t^™ '--
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entirely without suspicion of the truth. He believes that love
and anxiety had made poor Effie mad. He believes that, in
spite of all his efforts to sustain her hope, the unhappy girl had
despaired of her uncle's recovery : that this only was the cause
of the tragedy. He beUeves in the verdict. He believes
with Dr Keeling, that from brooding grief Effie had become
temporarily insane; that, in fear of seeing her uncle die, she
had taken her own life. He will not help his visitor as she
tells her story. He will not credit the truth at first. He will
struggle not to believe : she must force him to believe the
truth. It will be very difficult to tell him. She glanced at
her watch-bracelet She had been waiting twenty minutes.
Should she go now ? Should she wait no longer ?

No. She must tell him.

How? She will say: "Dr Wren. 1 have come to you
to help me." Then he will promise his aid, of course. He
win ask what is the nature of the aid that he can offer, and in
imagination she can hear his voice. Then she will say : " Dr
Wren, I feel ahnost certain, that I am going out of my mind."
Then he will smile reassuringly; he will perhaps shrug his
shoulders; his voice will be friendly, comforting, although he
speaks lightly. He will say something like this: "Now I
wonder what makes you think that, Mrs Burgoyne," and he
will Uugh perhaps, but he wiU be watching her face attenrively.
"Why on earth should you think you are going out of your
mind?" Then she will say: "Because " and then she
will tell him all the truth.

vShe waited an immense time. It was seven o'clock; it

was a quarter past : it was nearly eight o'clock. Oh, why did he
not come ? The garden was losing itself in shadow ; the room
was growing darker; dusky curtainswere hiding the wallofbooks.
The room was silent as the grave. Suddenly she began to shiver.
She would wait no longer—she could wait no longer. She

would not summon the servant, or leave any message. She
would go softly into the hall and let herself out of the house
as quickly as possible—evading the servant, getting away as
quickly as she could.



not tell hi.. Had th^TthXn "^T "^^ '"^ -^
t° d him. Had he come to h« i fu°"""^*'

»''« "»ght 1«

h?4/-M*---2o„?!rrr»'--
'Ah!f- -^^ '^"P'*' Clement, ourtt L k'^

^*'" y°" '«'=

» t7'
^"yW have told him

"''* '^*' °°» 'hat

you^si^4t it'"VI 'do
"! "r .'

''""^' '^h'^'-bou,
you«^yo„b,,,,^,^

J''
d m^p

• • But rou
"Oh, It's nothing, really b^k '*'"'"* "''"bout it."

'poke fast and eagfriy^'.^j ^~^^^ Dr Wren," a.,d she
at all. And when I do sleep i^,V^ ^ «»> hardly sleepme something to make Seep ^'' ''^^'"«' ' " Give
thing that W.U make me sSo.S,T' ^'''' »« =""»-
-sleep without dreaming." ^ "^"'«''' '»''<««y I go to bed

Oh yes," said Dr Wren «/- .

tnonal-or something else m IZ"'^'^'
'^'''" "'« « ht.le

and he smiled reas.^Iri„giy "w " "P '° y°"- Oh yes,"
8'y- ^« mustn't have you sleepless
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I can't have

Do sit down

I It night after all the fatigue of the day. No,
my best nurse laid up. No, don't run away,
and let us ha»e a good talk over everything."
He would not let her go. He compelled her to remain

and to talk to him; and, while they talked, he was watching
her. She was trembling. He would not let her go. Could
it be possible that something in her manner bad aroused his
suspicion? Could it be possible that he would now force
her to confess—wrest the secret from her in spite of herself?
"Do tell me aU about It. How long has this been going

" Oh, not very long. Really, I oughtn't to have troubled you.
But I thought 1 might as well ask you for a sleeping draught."

"Exactly. Quite right. You know, people are apt to
exaggerate the harmful effects of sleeplessness. Of course
there is nothing more annoying—harassing ; but, you know,
Mrs Burgoyr ., that's aU. It isn't dangerous, of course," and
agam he smiled. "But about these dreams—these worrying
dreams? Do tell me."
" Oh, Dr Wren—it is nothing—really. I—I have not been

a good sleeper for years."

"And a dreamer? Do you habitually dream ? You know
—they say some people never dream."

" Oh, 1 have always dreamt."

"Yes. So have I," and he laughed cheerfully. "The
most ridiculous dreams—nightmare, even—making one wake
more tired than when one went to bed. Is that how it has
been with you?"
"Yes."

"All sorts of dreams?"
"Yes."

"Not the same dream, night after night? . . . That some-
times happens, when one is run down, you know. Has that
happened to you ?

"

" No. . . . Not the same dream."
He would not let her go. He kept her in the lamp-lit

room making her talk. But, somehow, after a little while,
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"h-WMcon^iou. of comfort B« h7^
omniscient u to dl outward L^%^"f '"'^ «"*f"l d
•ng. She never could SftoMh^ '"r**

'" •" '""""l '

• m.d thought only. ^Z he ,^'° w
^*»' « "«'« «>o

Porting her,, the little frirdly 'chlSh/'
'" '°'«' '~-WM calming her.

' cnat-the necessity of spe.

the"o^„ .rf^^rhS'«r«°r ^- -« be o.
Vou h^e been too ^uchrpS,"!?^-

^'^ -« a-^

ouUide the'Sd'n.^'
'"''" '°'-«-«- I don't w«t t,

"But you really mn-t v»„

X^""««--"oi?s.:;:.r„r?-

mands so much less initiatir. -f
"'°"°"' ='*e- It <

" '««• Vo„ h.,, b^„^.'X°"«»'« drags one outJ
nu^^es need some fresh air'

^ ^ """^^ ^ut the best

w« hud for the doctor's drnni^&T "I*
"^^ °^« "'•'l

>n-dev,ed meal. To-night a"^**„^'=\«'°'^ ™consider«

and again he closed the~dlT^"^ ^ ""'"'' '° 'Pe^k of "

you a^ut thatpoorXtSne^f
•

"' ^^^^ ^ '^'

"I heard from him to-day He »•« .He IS still in London."
^'"""« """e from London

He had never written to her W» k ^ •

wnte, and she had thought that he „ ,*. i""^
""" ^' '^""M

long months he had never written
'^° '"• ^'" " ^^
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I
'7°1

l!,"**"'
.*" """'J' " ^ W"" •'«' R^ne to his

[wnting-table and was unlocking a diawer. "That money

J! n J°,",!°'''"'"^~'"="'
••« ^ «"' it back-he has sent

1 «» b»ck." Dr Wren had found the letter and was unfolding
I It May I gire you the notes now ? »

" Does he say why he sent it back ? "

"Yes, he does not need it. He says, he has not exhausted
his savings-but he begs me to thank you." Dr Wren was read-

Z.!!' T' T- .

"^''-'
'° '^^ M" Burgoyne very sin-

cerely. I wont give you his letter-because it is full of
medical detajls." He had put the bank notes in another

[

"ivelope, and now he handed this envelope to her.
Ha« that doctor—your friend—seen him?"

"Yes. And another fnend. Poor Jack! He says they are
frying for an appomtment as ship's doctor-the Royal Mail
«

u,^''
«ys 'liey "e almost sure now that he will get it"

Will that be—good for him ?
"

"1 think it is altogether the best thing he could doYou know. Mrs Burgoyne, I am afraid-I am afraid that his
health is completely gone. Poor Jack,"

Dr Wren, oblivious of the waiting dinner, escorted Mrs
Burgoyns back to her home.
"Good-night, Mrs Burgoyne. I won't forget the trional-

and listen. You are going to sleep well to-night There
You may take that as a hypnotic command. You could not
disobey It Ifyou wished to," and he Uughed cheerfully. "Good-
night—and pleasant dreams."
No one could help her. She was alone in the silent

house, alone with her husband, alone with her thoughts.
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sleeping, the St"L^ »"" "> "'« !'«d "i.hout «,isu.
Dreaming, theStSi^ „""*"" f""

"*** "^ "
«nd flow. Dreaming ofrte^lfK ** '*'*•'" "'°"8ht, ,

his hand,, fling Tt^^iheJ^T^T'^.r'" '"''^"'y- "
•boulders; thel turlgta L " ""' '^ P"""^"'
»gain into dreamles, .lumS " ""'"'' ""'" •>« »^

he?nr;;;; '="ss:ih ?f fn
'"" •""'• -'> ">«p- i>c

yet the hour befo^l-s rfl*'T •"" «»« """^k-but n
across the couch n^fi*?H7'^ «"<! he fell forwa
h™ as he mutter. S^T^ k''^'" " *'^'"- ^"'^h"
It mar return fir« ol^aiVil^am WH^'^k

'"'"'• °^ ''''

remember the ugly dieam T^ u
''*" ^' "^es he wi

through the day ^hapT From r^ ^' '^" '"'"^ "^ ''-''

built such «, ugTdr^m? H^ I^f r'!"*' """• "« hav
clear.

^' ^°" "« *«« thmk of it until all i

ag^n :^m:;Kr5'rrtSrT r *« ^"-' ^

She listens to advice, but wW nL !« f
^- °^ ^" ^•"«°y"«

his lightest word ir, regwd to th. J"^" "" ^''"« "keying

disobeyed him inlSlXconc«n/he ".V':.'"
P^^^'^'^"

the house
:
she will nm tSe suZ" ? •

'

^''•' *"' °'" '^''^^

says that she is very we^ ,h ^
° """'* '''^*^'='^«- She

Not want of sleep, Zt7L „f ! ^. °°''""e to complain of.

"Mrs Burgo^eTh^l^X ^«; «•- -nt of energy.

go out." ' *°"t do. Yon really must

^••'•ooks at her, he sees the change that KeeUng had

318
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spoken of lix months ago. The change i« great. One would

say that the was ten yean, perhaps fifteen years older than

when her husband's illness first began.

" I do go out in the garden."

"Yet, but that's not enouc'.. There it no reaton for you

to stay with him so much now. You have done grandly for

him—but the time has arrived for you to think of yourself."

" I am ell right. I likj to be with him most of the day."

She absolutely refuset 10 entertain the idea of resuming

her bicycle rides. The bicycle has rusted : she will never use

it again. She will not drive—until her husband is well enough
to drive with her. She would not care for walking by herself.

"Mrs Burgoyne, I really shall have to send someone to

take you out for walks. May I tell Miss Granger to come
and call for you to-morrow morning ?

"

" Miss Granger ? No, please don't do that."

Then Dr Wren pleads for an admission of the merits of Miss

Granger.

"You don't know how kind she is really—how sympathetic.

She, too, is mourning, you know. Since her mothers death,

she has been softened by sorrow. She is not frivolous—as

they used to say she was—once. I am sure you would find

her a sympathetic companion."
" I was very sorry to he:u of her mother's death."

But nothing will persuade Mrs Burgoyne to accept poor

sorrowful Miss Granger as a companion for walking exercise.

One day Dr Wren has a very grave face as he comes out of

the sick-room. He has been with the patient for a long time,

and Mary and her mistress are both waiting in the corridor

when the interview ends.

It has been a painful interview, and throughout it Wren has

heard the muffled note. Is that note only sorrow—nothing to

do with the injured instrument? The patient has been speak-

ing of Effie.

"What did you tell him?"
" That she died very suddenly."
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_"Didhe«ikm.nyqueition.?"

•' Dul^he «k where .he WM bun^«
'^

" Did he .peak of Jack?"
Ncs not once."

"^ *"* **'' '"°'' »''e died ?
"

you'?-*"
•**" ^"S^yne-^'^ h.,e nerer told him. h.

"Never."

one else." **" "' "—'<» "», or at

"No."

"This is why I thought of that-becau«« h« h^ -^never to speak to him aeain-ofTfl; .^ .
"^^ed n

rew question.. . . DoTS ,h i®f'
^"'^ '« ^^^ n>e

,

-haveto.dna.«.?tSi„7,X;-""~~''"'" '••"

No don't think so. I feel sure not"lU tell you the truth. I wai sUrtl«d h. 1.1more thai by what he »M a '"'"•d by his manner-

that someone^' old h^ «•«•'*»« 'W. impression-

be trusted?-! We truZU 'i'"""'"
'^ N""'* Susan ca,

I think we'd better si^d^„™ f """: »'"' «>° XO" know
think it will ^^uTwJ^TJT '^'" "•' ^'''''«=«-

'

And, Mrs BumoynUl would L •!!*.' T« **" '^^d . . .

what he «dd to m^ .7don!mf f •' '"« '»"• "^
a subject, because the h^nrf „? J°

*''"** y"" •>" ""ch

«. strong-Tve™ st^on^ ^mTT'''^ ^''"^" '»« '"» i'

guided by that, and wait fnTl- ! ***-»•»»' yo" should be

offer consolation tilfhl does s^i° ^^^ "' '"'''—«> »««

-e to^ out orthe ^^^202^1-^?, L"
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,JVA V^ *}' *""«'" "«» •*• ^^ '>e8««n to remember
he fatal hour before the (einire. For one whole day the
thought that he knew all.

'

On thi. long summer day she dared not remain alone with
him. She went m and out of the sick-ioom only when Mary

r*l u. •?''* ^"^ "" """ •''» «y"- She dared not lit
oy the bedside and wait for the words of doom.

It was evening, and she was in the garden, when Mary
came to her.

'

" The master is restless, and wants you, ma'am."
Now. The hour has come-and she goes to hear her doom.
But he looks at her attentively, takes her hand, and pata it

•

and, when he speaks there is no anger in his voice: there is
only that muffled tone-the note of sadness or the defect in
the organ itself-which she, as weU as Wren, has learnt to
know,

J'Ktad SybUl ... Do you mind? . . . Lonely-very

He has not remembered.
So much has come back-but not this. Perhaps be never

wui remember. Never again will she shun him. No matter
what she suffers, she will not spare herself. And once again
all her thought u a prayer.

Not for herself, but for hU sake. Let him not remember.
Let him not remember.

(

!

The months were gliding now.
Nurse Susan had been sent back to London, and another

nurse had been obtained. Dr Wren suggested that they should
engage a man-nurse. A man would be more useful than awoman now; a man could lift the patient out of bed, and
support him as he moved from the bed to his chair. But the
patient said no; he would not engage a man. Let Wren eet
another woman: let him tell the woman that her services
would only be required for a month or two.

.m^
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t% would thinkofdSX*'!^,"?'' T" •*•• ^^ "o

^^^ -.« mm in . bath-ch.ir and wheeling him .bout th

In coniuUati6n with the miitreu «f .k .
worked out .verrconreniem^, "*' '""••«' ^^^ ^rei
the patient'. r^,^rbcmZT""""'- Jh^X »°"W ch.ng,

into hU bedro^ then when
T/'°°'"^''°"'*' ^ «»'«"««

fi«t time they would k.tS him ^ """* ''''» *••"« '« "»«

floor. Thi, would tr^Z^ ^ permanently on the ground

nu.refwZrmtor^moToni'irr'' '' would be able to

Thu. the new arSn^m,^":::^'^'?."^'"^"'"*'"^-
effect the change, when Vk. ? .5 u

^ *""^ *" **» ««dy to

rhemommg-room? No"

to^.r^owrvXtrt^'"'' ^'
T'*"

"'««' "-
II r,„ „ „ """""geous was the proposal.

bem^o^'^maHowftL^r 42^""^- ^"'^

.ho..dnotbecom'oSet1^S.^''' ^'^"- ="' ^

yourlinX^J^ou;;'^^"" ^"^^- "^- «"«» •«- it

noweve4day:and„X?rn..%\f'^ "«"•. <^ ^S^^
patient; thought is comW f«fto hf» H '

'"""u"?
''^' '°""=

self now. It is no lon<r^Jr M • "««" think for him-

the wi.e plan t^^r.^r'iUr" "^ '"" ""• ^""^^

n.^'at'^ll'*""
"'"" ^'•"' «'-- '° the subject of a

" I don't mean a nurse afr i ~..
w!et. Some trustworthH.!. ^"•»" « «gular servant-

body-servant iw/;t^Tsv" '=°"''^ ""^^ y°"
* '""** »nd the comfort of a good
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Tr^lS^^^'''''^ •"" •" »"• -' of it-help you

g^dener. .0 corin^dTir^r^ JSr"' "' '"' ^' '""

« II wonderful to hear him talking t>,«

-riving t^ti <L'^e jtJir Prided"?"
"' "

n-keDrWren-s face glow. "'•
P"**" "d •d'wrat.on

Moit wonderful of all ii it tn h.., kj • •

wonn I Ten*. The book belonged to Effie A. . ^kjm V

and elocution
^*'* P'*«' '^'^ f"' "'"ory

recite, continue, to recite unT ve^ Jowlv ^J h!
^'"' '^

h...se.f. And so long as he recitelXt'luttJ^Ien.'*"^'^

It u wonderful to hear, wonderful to think of. This white-

iMt
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D^rflr d» ,ri» pom™, h hi, .,„^ ^M«^ Morty rt„ „o™» ..d. ,zs t:

"And d««n. of thing, Which tho. an., neiU.« «e no, hoi,.-

^JTl!!!''-
N°/"*«- Let me walk... Sybil I"

pJJg^rrw^^t--'' ^' ^«"' "* -•^•^ -0- the

iKlw'^- ^P'"""'"*- Shake hand.. wiU you. «r?-

pnde and joy as he thinks of this day °"" *»" "«1' ">">

to^^^!!??^'* ^"^ **"' '° "«''* • "W. to the hearth,

^« ™f\ '
"*" ''""« *"» '"• 0° this first happvday

^h^T """'
""i :* '"°'"=«* '» •'"y downstairs?K7It had been anmnged that he should come down to tea s ^fo

oack to hi, bedroom to rest after what might be perhaps an

dnak tea with the pahent. would remain in the house, on
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guard: though perhaps he might leave the husband and wife
•lone together after tea. The doctor did not desire to be
intrusiye-to thrust himself between husband and wife in thishappy hour. But the doctor would be here with Jenkinson to
carry the patient upstairs again.

"Well, sir. Not tired, I hope?"
Dr Wren had come back to the workroom. Allhadeone

happily and propitiously. There were no signs of distr«s-
physical or menUl. But now the time had come to eet the

where he had stood facing those solemn talking men, looked

hSed '**'"** "^^ *""^"' ^^ ""^^ "' •'""*''• •"''

"No. I am not tired."

Then, when Mrs Burgoyne went upstair, to ascertain thataU was ready for the patienfs reception, Dr Wren tested the
patient's memory.
"If you are sure you are not tired, I'd Uke to tax yourmemory. How are you getting on that way ? "

thZl"'^"''"* ^ *'"' "*"
^ "" P''""« "P *' ^^^

"Well, sir, do you remember something you once said tome about a certiin lady ?
" ""u ro

"Miss Granger?"
"Yes, sir. Can you recall the circumstances of a conversa-

tion we once had ? "
conversa-

The patient lifted his hand to his forehead with a troubled
gesture; and, as he spoke again, the muffled note sounded
very plainly.

""uca

J^Yes, Wr.n. ... You and I talked-one night-in the

Wren undersUnds. It was the night of the betrothal dinner.The recollection has roused a thought of Effie. He is almost
sure now. The muffled tone has a mental not a phy"^
cause. It ,s not a failure of the nr^,, it«,f, ^ j, P„f'^jnote of sadness sounded perhaps unconsciously.
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"I will do my best."
'^'^''

w/^H i*"u
?''*'"^ Buigoyne diades his eyei with his
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"Frodsham I" He had been reading, and he looked up

ftom hw book and turned to her. "Frodsham. Sybil, whatu his name?"
"Lord Frodsham? It was the same name as the title-

Frodsham."

"No. I mean his Christian name."
"Thomas."

II

Yes. Tom Frodsham. Tom? How is Tom Frodsham?"
I am sorry to say Lord Frodsham is dead. He died—

while you were ill—a year ago."

"Dead? Tom Frodsham—dead. I, too, am very sorry
... He and I were at Oxford together " ; and he closed his
book and sat musing for a long time.
To and fro he used to pace the big room, when at hut he

ventured to walk unaided. At first he watched h.s feet, as an
mfant watches each movement when it is learning to walk
He was learning to walk again, doggedly struggling to overi
come a defect m the movements of one leg that was perceptible
to aU who observed him. He would walk thus again and
again ui each day, patiently, bravely struggling by careful
practice to recover the lost control. He never made allusion
to the defect or to his efforts to master it.

" Wren," he asked one day. « How soon now will you with-
draw your embargo ? When are you to teU me that I may eet
back to my work?" "

" Well, sir. Don't hurry. You are doing famously. Take
it easy a little longer."

" 1 am taking it very easily."

" I don't know about that, sir. Mrs Burgoyne tells me that
you read a great deal—and the books you are reading now
have never been supposed to be easy rtrMag."
Dr Wren, as he said this, laughed and looked for the

response that never came Richard Burgoyne smiled some-
times now. As he read, a smile came about his lips sometimes

:

a smile of approval or questioning doubt in response to the
author's appeal; but he had no smile of mirth to give in
response to appeals from Wren.

S'
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" Yes."
°'''' «g«in-will you help me ?"

•'Wren sayt that I must be careful."

ccJuZn^'J^XZi-^^'^' ""' '"^ '"->«' •-very

-^.^^^e^^^ti^:^?^-:-

only^ourhdp. Will you gir^h to J^°»
•• '"•"'•

^ "-<»

volume, and again took it .T' hV '° fP'^^other

following thr^fd, onhoihTthr^^rmarS-T^'^^
practising the old use of the working tJs'^

^'- ''"' "'«

treture of'Lt"'
'" ""^ °^ "" •»* PO^^olio^the garnered

p.;r^..^^s^-sy.r-K^-
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"Philology?"

"Yes, philology, philology. See Philology.
'Aryan racei. Max Mulkt>i tUp. 1869.' . .

found it?"

"Yes."

"Is that the date 7"

"Yes. Sixty-nine."

" Good. Nearly all my keys are on the bunch."
"Your keys?"
" Never mind, Sybil. Read it, will you ? "

It is three years exacUy from the beginning of bis illness
when he Uvas up his pencil.

It is a bright September day; and though a wood fire is
burning, the windows are open, and sunshine fights the fire.
She is seated at her desk, when suddenly there comes the
sound that she remembers, and she looks up. He is writing •

and he writes all the morning.

With a jerk, as of dodcwotk running down, the pencil stops.
He has been working hard, filling many sheets. He has
worked to the utmost limit of his force, and is tired. She aids
him, as he goes from the arm-chair to lie down on the leather
couch, -rranges the rug about him, reads to him from The
Times until he begins to doze.

Then, that day, after tea he sends her to her desk.
"Sybil. Are you ready? Can you help me now ? Take

your paper—the large sheets. . . . Begin :—
" Where Light may Come—
"That is 'he title. I want you to make my time-table .

Sybil, it is quite a short book—a light and easy task—purely
speculative. No tiring thought in it. I think it will help me
to get back into my stride."

Then, reading his pencilled notes, he dictates in a firm
clear voice.

'

\' I
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^HE seawni were gliding now.

the work'of th^uSfrain^d ''
'*""•' """ "'°"8'" ""^

old thi„ki„g'^i:^''^°',rhtrt h
:"

"'," *^"' °^ ""»

him. w.iting^„ hi. l"^:?no'^t:i'"sh?f:t; on'!:^"^

over the down?" *"* home

of Jfi!h?" "i"'' ""^ ''''"''"8
'

^'^^'''J''^ ''^hind the white railsof. fisherman's garden swung on their long stalks; IiS"wrve,
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broke and bubbled acron the yellow nnds ; and, beyond the
ridges of foam, brown-sailed boats were scudding fast upon the
»il»er plain. The wind that seemed pleasant and kindly down
here by the harbour, might prove too strong for comfort up
there on the high ground. Mrs Buigoyne, considering the
wind, was afraid of the hill roads.

But,unexpectedly,herhusbandto-daygaireSturgessdirections.
" Take us up to the church—past the church."
" Don't you think it will be too cold that way ?

"

" No," he said thoughtfully. " I want to go there. We can
come down—afterwards—if it is cold."

Throughout the long climb to the church he did not speak.
Men and women bowed to them, but he appeared to be un-
conscious of these civilities. It was as if he had suddenly lost

himself in deep thought.

Beyond the old churchyard lay the modtm cemetery, but
she did not guess his purpose until he told the driver'to stop
at the gate. Sturgess got down from the box and helped him
to alight. His wife stood by the carriage wheel waiting to
assist him, but he leaned on the driver's shoulder, not on hers.
It seemed almost as though he did not see her, as though
suddenly he had forgotten that she was with him, as though
because of his own absorbing thought all that surrounded him
had been deprived of substance or had become unreal to him.
Without looking at her he pushed the iron gate, and entered
the cemetery, and walked up a gravd path by the side of
the low wall of the churchyard. For a moment she hesitated
and then followed him. She had been here often, but he had
never been here. Yet he knew the way to the grave. He
had not at first asked where Effie was buried—Wren had said
so. But, perhaps, lately, he had talked to Wren about the
grave: he had never talked to her: As a man walking in bis
sleep, as a man guided by a dream thought, he walked amidst
the tombstones to Effie's grave.

He stood bareheaded before the granite cross ; and slowly,

unchecked, his tears fell as he read the inscri

George Wren.
riptii by



On the other tide of the «.ii ^vu
were pl.,«g..„o„g iJe omTI^S^'""^!' P^
««>«« yoong gT«„, nuking LS?^ ?^^ ^"^^ «
• little distance childwn fn mSt^^"*'"* *"««*W«;

^

newly n»de g^^e, puttta^ fr«ff,^^^'^ bu.,,bout
carefully lemovinKwither^rKi

"'""' '» * "eUl fram,
In a field a «« ^Sg'^'^™"<' •Ji«erofdrie^^^^^
bird, follows the man* «d hfat!;i

'P'°"8'>' •"«»««
turned furrow and ri,i„g w," hal ^ •''°°P'"« "'^ ">,

wing, in the .unlight ,2 LJu!? %}" ^^ "'•"whit,
of life. Nature fa*r «,d neT^ ^^^J^' r" *' P«"»"«
Only here on all the wide doJ^-^* '^'"" ^er ,Ieep.

«.d Witching Ko^ht2^ fLT'^r'
""'""•««'.•

•he h«l Iook«i at hin, «,«, .rL'\*«'» A-nenU-of how
wecpmg. Howmanyyearsator^* f* "'' «*" bin>
of it, time and aU seL of^?l IT"^*'' A«.he thought
him « he w„ then, when riifTM'"' "^'^ ^
own tear,. She could ,ee himJK. """ "^"«'' ^e,
dned her eye,, a„d. draiZ tJt T ""*' ""^^ when ,he
wmiting for him.

^* "^ ^O" the g»ve. .tood
Then fhe saw all the change in him n

«<! « lighter n:,n. He^ "hftS; -^ ^'^'^ * 'borter
thing. He had alway, ,t<Zd "h''""**'l'"«

t""' wa, no-
more-that wa, natuSl TC h."""

'" "^oped . little

P»nd man: now he wa, . fLie „. !
'""'^ '»««^«"y

on the pathway, ,he «w all th7S.„rr "^ '" «"»« '° h"
H« face had been nobly iSffi^lT

"«""'' ""^ '^'^''y-
now aU the force .eemed toW L "'"'' '"" °^P°wer'
.t«>If-«,btly changed even 1,^11.;°.^?'"' '' "''owed
But the other features were refi^ *' ^'«^ blue eyes.
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thrown by the mind itielf about the weaknen of the bodilr
frame.

He looked at her as though he did not lee her. It teemed
W if, completely lost in thought, he had forgotten her existence.

" Richard 1"

He would have pasted her on the path : as a dream-walker
unconscious of all but the dream, he would have passed by
without seeming to see her. When she spoke to him he
started and drew back as though involuntarily. It was u
though she had roused him from his dream, and for a moment
or two he did not understand what she was saying.

"Richard! . . . You are tired. Take my arm. . . . Please,
take my arm."

His face was wet with tears; the hand that held his cloth
hat was shaking; he looked at her wit^ inscruUble eyes and
then slowly passed on, down the path towards the gate. Very
slowly and wearily, he walked back to the gate; and, with
bowed head, she foUowed him. He held the gate for her,
and, after she had gone through, stood for a little while
looking over the white tombstones towards the granite cross
by the churchyard wall Then he turned, put on his hat
again, and spoke to her.

"Now, Sybil, give me your arm. Yes. 1 am tired—I am
tired."

Sturgess, as a good and careful coachman, had been walking
his horse up and down the road instead of allowing it to stand
and catch cold after the long climb from the harbour. While
they waited for the carriage, Richard Burgoyne was leaning
on his wife's arm.

Nothing was hidden from him—that was his wife's thought
All, or nearly all, had come back to him. He knew or had
guessed nearly all the truth. He was leaning on her arm now

:

he was speaking to her, while they stood by the gate and
waited for the carriage. But, on the other side of the gate,
in ihe garden of death, he would not touch her, he would not
speak to her,
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•ky, lutening to the whim*^^ "•tehing the oUm evenir

o* in the » "m" jSt^ n^ .»*« n,ice u it «,unde

-hen .he reco^^Wnl^? '** '^^ *" ^'^^g''

oytterie.: hi. .vmiX^ h!^' '"'"'»«>«« were no
«o limiu to tb7^,ifT ?*"»'"«" l>ec.n.e there were

*«tfhlLrwJni^f'''^ Coulditbepo«iW

"-g ^ he would un^nd h« ^,^^ '"^^ ^--

lo.« ir.t« 'he'^hSlS h^Ji*^' '^ •" ">«

her to help hia. of hTpr^Tli^
*«*

:
of hi. «ki„g

P.tienre and her carr H^jl k u? f"'' *'" ^ her

never the old wo«^fen£rSI»^"T:^^ '°'*^' «»««»• ^ut

««11 no word ofhSSdtL^ ,

^^"« '^'^ »''* ««"
of toil in the quiet r^ '^'S rK." 1'"' ''^ '^y^

but never "Syli, deiX. in tSe Ss^
V/'"'"' ''""'"

had come back to him. wZ s!id^ „ft '
"' "'"^^ •"•

PMt had returned; but d.rC^i^^r*"":'""'''" ""c

If » much of le n«tJr* ^ "*!" '^'"*«'l "«« today,

with the tajedy of^^^dt"' '.':" he could connect h^
the wronglS'.hiZ '^Tm^' 'T "^ '"" ''^ '--
th«e. and yet he had not ^t h« awatfro« H^'"^ '"
•uffeied her to remain • h7 1!J u ' ^"^ •""• He had

disgraced her
''* "^ ^•»'"' "«1 ?«» he had not

He wa. greater than all othw m.. «• i. ." otner men. Might Ae hope for
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hi* pwrdon 7 Ai the thought of hin now, lomething akin
to peace retunied to her. If he knows of her tin, he hat
not sent her away from him. Pcrhapi already he bai under-
stood all the torment of her remone. Perhapa he hat been
watching her punishment Perhapa the it working out her
punishment day by day beneath the eyes that know all when
they seem to know nothing of her pain. He has kept her
with Lim and will have no other help but hers. She is his
servant and must wait upon his will. She must wait patiently.

And there it peace in the thought This it the thought
to which she mutt hold. Tbit it her tatk. Her only
potsible expiation liei in the fulfilment of the tatk he givet
her.

The yeart themtelvet were gliding.

It wu an autumn day and the rat before her dretting-
table with a letter in her lap. Wren had sent her the letter
to read. "Thit came latt night from that poor fellow,

Jack Stone. I fear it mutt be near the end with him now.
The wonder it that he has gone on to long. It it very sad,
but I thought you would like to see wltat be says, and
perhaps you will care to send him a few lines yourself."
He bad written to Wren often, but be had never written

to her. She looked at herself in the glass. Her hair wat
all grey now; there were deep linet upon her fiice, and her
eyet seemed dim in their sunken orbits. How long ago
was it? Five long years—or yesterday? And again she
looked at herself in the glass.

The man who had been her lover was dying. He wrote
from Marseilles, and in his letter he told Wren of how he had
been carried from a ship to a humble inn that common
sailors used; of how strangers had been kind to him—two
sailors oJ a yacht, a priest, and the wife of his landlord; of
how arrangements had been made to send him on to San
Remo as soon as he was well enough to travel In his letter
he spoke gratefully of money that Wren had tent him a year
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•"Other Job. Nowhe wLgU?to^'u'r^h' ^'"''/V "^king

"And no doubt di. e^^„ o^ - h.'°iS
Jj"'^ ''-P'^-

•diJre* th., would beh^^^'R]*' '^; »« »•« 'he

to write to him there
**"*•'»*'»<> he wked Wren

fk^nXSm h^"''
'^'- ^""^ »»« "• h«, refund to

wouM„otu.i."£j^?^»::-S'^^^^^

uo..^nh:;'h?rn^-,-/?j^4"^;^^^^
..^ he i..U right. rourgml7be"u•S.,^'• ''"^"'"»'' «-

..Sf T"""
°ot fccept . gift from me."

h.p.'i/itt^uidtiirm j'^^^z/f'"'-' """'' p-'-

bj^you."
^^ """•**»<»* that he WM not forgotten

" He will know that I ham >»>*.>. u- ..

"Ham«n..> Tu / "'•'""en to him."

i^^^rrwii/Si-rh^

-^tt'^Zll:T'r^' t/re7u>e doctors

if not profe«io^,y%XV^ n '"i"^' " * ««"«•

" Did you." asked dTw^^ u
P""""~* '° ^° ^» «l»o.

"No. I have not told him."
"Will you do so?"
"No."

i«n^tr.S^'l\^-»'*««y«t-I wonder. Has

question atourhS ? -^ *" '^" tmie-nerer asked a single
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"No. New."
'Then no doubt it will b« best not to tell him MvtWng-

•ith« now or Uter. He wm » fond of J«Ji th.t iWin
Ml (Uence. The Mtocution if too painful

"

hJi'J*'",'"'"'!!"
?"^*' " •«*'°*^ "-« »»'• •«''•• of timeh»i gone from her for erer. I, mm be dway. .„,„„« now-m..t .nd ndn »d filing leare.: AortenLg d.,._ftl

K'irh ": '^/T''-..
'^''"" *• "' •' ""^ «>"«« work!2 for her huibwd the tUent room wm f„U of gho«U and

Uie other desk, the could hear hi. voice, even while thelutened to her hu.band'a dictation and mechanicaUv setdown h« word.. Through the mi.t and he nun .he could Meher«lf walking with her lover in the garden, or .landing by
h.. .ide at the window and looking into the quiet room-
two ghoiU of lover, who bad Uved and loved hundred, ofye$n tgo.

K ^ ''",.7*'** *" J***'"? fr*"" !«« to <Je*th. All thathad been hfe fa th« hou« of thought had pM«d from it for
ever Only thought and the work of thought endured.

.tood alone in the garden, it .eemed to her that death and

the garden h«l been neglected: there wa. gran on the
grave path.; the border, were full of coar« Snk .hruh,!

1' V r"' "* '^"^*"*" ^"^ '«™'°« '•'y- »'»Pid. and
old. Nothing was ever mended or renewed,
Thmking of her lover, .he went one day to Effie'. .ummer-

hooM. Glass .n the window, had been broken; there was
green slime on the floor and on the waUs ; the min had come
through the roof; plaster had fallen from the ceiling. The

^K \"",f.'°'"''- ^^^°« J"" wi'Wn the threshold she^ught of him. He was dying at San Remo, and he had not
wntten to her.

. y^.i^ "'' """'"" "***" «*'* "" ""'"K »t her dressing,
table. Wren had been talking to her in the passage outside
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SH^!!^"; IL°'.
•" '^ •"'"« •'" '""**"''' •»<> »•» hadcome up he« to be ^one with her thonghtt. Soon the soundof wheel, would tell her th.t Dr Wren had gone, «,d thep .he

^/^T T°'J''l'*
»>« d«A «»d go on with her work.

.JTk^ ""^* ""^ ** S^'y »*» '*« one t<H3«y
: the nii.t

!r»K Tu*"* !'"*P"« ^"<'' "««''8 the houw, hiding
JU

the world beneath greyyeil,. It wa. a. though the.had«Shad triumphed oyer robstance, a. though the real world wa.

n^ r'f '^^ ** shadow world remained : it wa. m
tf today thought «,d life had met in their ta.t .truggle andWe UyTinquuhed-thought had won the fight
He wa. dead-at San Rem<^ and he had not written to her.Her lover wu dead-and .he looked at her face in the glaw!^

bJ^.'Z^
of *e wheel, upon the wet grard «me «K,n.but .be did notjiear .t. She did not hear the .errant tapping

d«e beaide her. before d>e could rou.e herKlf ftom hi

The ma.ter fawl wnt Mary to My that Dr Wren had Bone.lj«m«ter win bo glad if the mi«,L can come doSlTt^

"SyM. Do yon mind? 1 want yonr help badly. . .Kind Wren ha. waated nearly an hour for me-and I am 10
anxiou.togetona8quicklya.powible."

Nearly M the morning he dictated from his pencil manu-S no*Sl
""^ '"^^^^ ^^ ^°" ** '''• ""^ "^

"Now I must stop. Sybil, I think I must do no more. I

r^v^ ; ^V'. ' *«k I have made up for the time lo.by kud Wren's visit"

J^.'hijr^'^i."'*" u" "f '"*'"'' " *» ^'^P^ him fromOe ch«r to the couch
J and he was asleep almost a. ,oon as•he had arranged the rug. While he slept she sat by the

roudi, wuting patiently untU he should wake refreshed after

Sk^f '!!1'?'*> "^^ *"^ "P°" her arm again as the^walked to tte dining-room for luncheon, Thi. i. her task.
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While he sleeps she is thinking of him, and «f his work.

Outwardly he too may change ; inwardly nothing can change
him. He only can defy the years, can rise above the common
ills of flesh, can live unchanged through pain and grief and
shame, because he is thought itself personified.

There is only one thing that is real, one thing indestructible
—thought, or the work of thought All else vanishes. We
ourselves are even as a sleep. Why should one mourn for
the dead or cling to the living ? They are shadows that move
and then £ade. And she thinks of her own life—of how all
hu gone out of it Passion was there—yesterday, but to-day
all is cold. Hope, gladness, and, Ust of all, fear has gone.
Effie is dead—Stone is dead; aU that made her old self is

dead. People, pUces, things that made her life have aU faded
or are fading fast out of her life. Only her husband's thought
remains. That, p^d only that, has prevailed. Only thought
endures. AU else is transient futile, and unreal
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edition^ t„ fk- J^ '*^ ''^ *' »*<=°"<1 'Olune (orieinal

340
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belief numerous; there is an Appendix A B C .«-1 n
U^ng.ati,.caluWesofobser.?rc.e^.f„'H2^^^^^^^
Euro^tables of chemical analysis, of climate, diet ace „d
Tr T^' •?' ''''""^ «P°='"' of zoological' dWsiolI* "cetc.; and there i. an index which for fulneJ andTS h«won the pnuse of countless readers. All this wm th^woJk „f

H^^t^u^!,
.'"•"*

''"'j'«"'''*'°'»«hod.she»ucceededindoing all the dead man used to do. She was toil.nl-^ .
spite. rinnge.rly,goingtobed late, sleeJnl^X^^^^^^
out the flying year, and each day of toil brought her new^'

"
I dedicate this treatise to the memory of Robert Denton

Al^n Marriott.Vmes B^i^^nd'^X^Xe^f-^""-

thought; It IS a m«vellou, piece ofsy^the'tic work; S^id
aiutConrefuemrts forms the colossally solid baseThe wnting of the book occupied exactly nineteen mn„n.He was wnting faster now than he had everS He^'working double tides" with only his wife to help him F,^the first planning of this book, ere the AO^i .- vll ..

the press, to the Ly on whicht'irn^L'^^^'^ ,;^ '^^^^^
he consulted with his wife, confided in herS l^m .„w

""

.sJ^^
.go he had been accustomed to"dtrLlirS

"Sybil dear."

whl^K "*"! '^'*"« "****' *•" *• 'oad by the rirer and
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M.y'l S"
*''"•

'
"""'**^ *° **" yo" •»><>« «»y new book,

h^ iT'
wonderfial-above the law. The year, could notharm him: time dared not touch him. She kept her handupon his arm; and, watching him while she listened to hit

words, all sense of tmie or change was obliterated. He wu
fi^gile and h.s face was like carved ivory, but the power of his

strong. Thought lit up the pale face and flashed from his eyes,and played about his lips in a wonderful smile.

d^lIZ^Z": ^y''"T-*°»« »""P'd begga" of critics used to^ me about my tnck of alliteration. Oh yes, they used to
try to be monstrously funny-chaffing me, you know, aboutmy alliterative titles."

o •» / "w, "oeui

wTZ '^^^'^^"y^-- *e Joofc long year, were nothing.He was unchanged, unchanging. She was listening to thesame man who Aad at at her father's table-the honoured
guest who smUed and chatted and foreed you. against your
will, to forget his greatness. And she was a girl again. .Raw-
ing long breaths whUe she listened, watching the light in the
kind eyes, thrilhng with pride and flushing faintly because the
lignt was shming upon her.

B„»^t
'^\*^ almost broke my nerve-those yapping critics.

Bu)^ do you know SybU-upon my word. I think FU do it

^Z,U^f' """'
' ""' '^' "' "- ^^ ^^ -''

Then he told her his Kheme.

J,',l!i'^" ^ ,'^"''^'*'y- Sybil. Ju.t going over aU theground for the last .ime, eh? Just a surface survey-don't
you kno<' and he smiled. "Just a rattling good shik«sup of
the kaleidoscope-till we get a symmetrical pattern-and
perhaps, .f we are lucky, here and there soinething new in the
fresh grouping of the old thoughts—eh ? "

Then he praised her for her untiring industry

wfll not be easy for you. There will be work in it-hoivy
work m it for you. Will you mind ? "
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" I do not mind the work—I love the work."
"Good Sybil Brave Sybil. Very weU—that is what you

and I will set about, as soon as we have polished off this
dreadful Mukamsm."
She kept her hand upon his arm, and the fingers ceased to

tremble.

"Sybil, do you think our kind friends—the doctors, will
like my dedication?"

" Yes, 1 am sure that they will"
" You see—I left out complimenu purposely. It would not

do to pay them compliments—that would not do, would it ? "

"No."
"No compliments to men of that class. You know, I have

never tried to shuffle off my obligation by any sort of payment
I would not now seem to pay them in such base coin as com-
pliments."

They drove along the river by the white toad that twists be-
side the railway following each turn of the twisting stream,
and all the world seemed changed. The ugly work of time
showed itself wherever one looked—in terraces of mean houses
where there had been smiling fields, the long embankment of
the new reservoirs, chimneys of a factory, and pretentious little

villas and newly made roads and levelled hedges. Only he
was unchanged.

" But, Sybil, I have ideas of what we might do later on—if

yon will help me. I have not thought of business matters for
a long time—but they tell me I am growing rich—far too rich.

When we are free—between books, I would like you to help
me to spend some of this money."
And for a little while he talked to her of the Research

Studentships that he had founded long ago.
" I think they have done good—I think they have been

really useful. ... We might do something of the same sort

but on a larger scale—if it is true, as they tell me, that I am
such an old money-bags."

They drove out into the quiet valley between the hills, where
the river meanders through the wide marshes and the road to

if

S
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Bevjs Castle cute the road to Slane.. H- —. -i .

g«den,- but their wLrri^:fVa.^"'"Ji™'«»'» "^ ""••

seemed de««ed. Th,n„»i,
Farand near the vaUey

tree, be^o^e 6^ ^a^^^T" !?
*« «>» "^ watou?-

fallen leave, and the^un^Slf ^*j!JT*,'^ ^'"^ '^^
road wddenl, ceased Th« 3. ""• ^'^'^ ^^"H °» *«
silence in an un^orM 2^ " f^"* *""•«'' * """"r of

Till ther nS^he^ ftiStflnr'r''"
•""'"'««»'"''« dreads.

»n«.li^^;rang J^nW H^r H"'-!fT'
""' °"^ "«»« "^

«din.LHve,..K:'ca*^.rthS''^"^"''''-™^

Th^Sjbi^oSold^r Tr '="»' '^ ' "««'»«••

knew the cuitominr Ili^.f. »r »u ,
"oppea. The horse

turned on hTs'StSi^^' ^'^ ''"- ^tutgess

tolyZw'-
"*''""' ^—y—.it'll have to be

5?e^^d^ite2S'rL7r^'e-ci^^-r

-.e w« ,«re^r.h^'S^ ""Th'e'^'rrK!?-
^"'

from the inscrutable eyes aSd ^^'mJ^* u'i
^'^ ***" ^^

her. No matter-h.^T ^* °'** '"Sht had shone upon

When% r^^h'e^Te'o 'SL^Tf Settle t '^fn
'^"'^'"•

«tting. Among the bn^^ ZJ^^T"" '^^ "^ "^
through Shadow while above£ wro'w.'^,.7^ SS^h^
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jrellow flames were pouring out of a burning house. At the
railway station the passenger* from the five o'clock train came
in a straggling crowd across the open space before the Anchor
Inn—«n indistinct uuuh of moving shadows, a procession of
ghosts who turned familiar faces and in a moment were lost in
the grey dusk.

Ho bad loved the dead girl with all the strength of his vast
brain, and yet he had forgiven. To understand all is to
forgive all.

Mr Allen, the solicitor, was bowing to them. All through
Pier Street, men and women bowed to them—came out of
doorways or stood close to the carriage wheeU to show her
clearly the ugly work of time, to remind her of the havoc
wrought by the flying years. Dr Wren and his wife, arm-in-
arm before a lamp-lit shop, turned and unlinked their arms
and waved their hands. Dr Wren raised his hat to show her
a bald head

:
to prove to her that the years had not forgotten

him. Dr Wren was a heavy middle-aged man ; and Mrs Wren,
who had been the belle of Whitebridge, was a heavy middle-
aged woman—was the ghost of her own mother moving slowly
through the dusky street that she had loved in life. Mr
Challono', the new ascetic bachelor vicar, bowed to her, gave
a priestlike ceremonious bow to remind her that the cruel
years had dealt with Mr Townley, and that Mrs Townley in
widow's weeds had left Whitebridge nearly two years ago.
The narrow street was full of ghosts, and each familiar face
told her its story of time and change.
At the comer of Harbour Wall, on the steps of the new

library, Mr Ingle, the hairdresser, was talking to young Mr
Hind, the enterprising successor to old Mr Hind, who died
last January. Poor Mr Ingle was a broken man whose glib
tongue had ceased wagging, who had no impudent familiarity
for customers, no stinging reproofs now for the follies of youth.
Mr Ingle did not see them pass. With downcast eyes he stood
listening to yoo^ Mr Hind's ambitious dreams of the future
-progress, expansion of trade, and still more progress—while
he thought of dreams that were dead, of all that was past
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colour «nd the Hght
^ "^ '^'^ «"«» »e^ to n»rvel at «,e

SvbKi^'l''''^'
"^"«f»'-«<«t beautifu:. ... But,

wTOw. «u tbe colour and the lieht Snt »k». » j i
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mined to dine and deep at Cliff Lodge. Mn Wren, who it

always honoured by Richard Bargoyne*! high etteem, comet of

an afternoon before the drive, with &t-cheeked, litping children

—Matter Richard, her firtt-bom, who promiiet to be a fine

fellow like hit father; and Mitt Bvelyn, who favoun the

danger tide of the houte^ who may grow into a beauty one
day and be famout in amateur theatricals at wai mamma.

Sometimet Matter Richard it tent alone—for instance, to pay
a formal visit of congratulation on Mr Burgoyne't birthday.

Richard it, at he never forgets, Mr Burgoyne's godson, and it

is proper therefore to be scrupulously attentive.

" I wist you many happy returns of the day," sayt Richard,

ttanding between godpapa's knees.

" I am very much obliged to yon, tir," says Mr Burgoyne.
" And since you have been good enough to remember my birth-

day, I shall endeavour not to forget yourt. Meantime "—and
Mr Burgoyne, unaided, rises from the arm-chair—" I think we
bad better go into the dining-room and look for a slice ofcake.

Give me my stick, will you f . . . There's a clever boy to find

the right stick."

"It's the only stick in the room—so I couldn't find the

wrong one."

"To be sure; so it it. But you are a clever boy, aren't

you?"
" Mother tayt I am."
" Then you may depend upon it you are. Your mamma

would never make a mistake of that sort."

Then, while Master Richard eats all that portion of his

cake which he does not spread in crumbs upon the dining-

room floor, his godfather chacs about birthday presents.

" What would you like, Dick, when the time comes?"
"A clockwork train."

" What I Another ? Wasn't it a train last time—and one at

Christmas too ?
"

"Yes, it was."

"Well, can't we think of something else for next birthday?

Young Mr Hind won't have any trains left."
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»ol S'JSo*''nX';:?„? ?;S:--

»-• » think I co„M

• conjurer NowTLm^ '^
""'u ' "^ '°° •^''""•y for

UU the birthday i^i*':ld"'^°"P«=k« «"«• keep i. there

When will th«t be?" **" '"'' '""^'^ «»« pi«ent

."«v'
'*" """"** "*' mnnie."

Oh dear me, wh«t a pity I . . «retl „„-^ i„ „.
lore to mamma and papa, and «l - '

^'^'^'^ «« «y
on Wednesday.- ^^^ **' ** «Pe« them to dinnw

Uc^^SlfL ** '^'' '--•—^-'y. but i. called

Buy th« train in Mr Hfnd'. Snd^' r:"*"" '"^ ^i-
And Dick promi«M^fSw2; r~;^'' "u'?'*'

°"-"

then trot. away.
"^^'^ ^ """«• »>« godfather and

to""^^i^zTZr^z^r' "^ "^"-^ "•> ^' ^ '-
the diamond heartttkt he^,„ ^"'"l,'t^^ «° »>" wife of
tooped over h^eTon the"fthTv'" "^' *"»« »k«
years ago. She had never wo,^*t

°^/°''*'»b«^ "early ten
never spoken of trion^~r"Ji, !""=' *" ^f be h,d
»nniver«i,y of the'r malJ^f '^ '^'-'f the long-ffited

;;

I w«h you would wear it Wear it to-night, will you ? "

Th^^ Httledirri«iL'';:r;£j^- rou we.H„g
Wren

.. unchanged at least ta toS^ ? * ''°"' "'^ ^
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SomeHmM the spirit of brooding silence puses through the

looffl. The host is lost in thought; Wren too is thinking:
the hostcM IS watching her husbud; "Mrs Wren, joml ud
Miihng, rustles her fiui but finds herself tongue-tied. For •
little while only the whispering of Uuj snd her busy Uen-
twiMU fights with the silent spirit. It is always Mrs Wren
who dnves the spirit from the room: as when, to-night, she
bursto forth in admiration of "dear Mrs Burgoyne's too lovelr
diamond heart"

'

"And I have never seen it before. Too lovely for words I

»

It is a present from my husband," and Mrs Burgoyne
holds out the pretty trinket on the bUck ribbon ; and, while
Mrs Wren examines i^ looks at the present-giver and tries to
read bis thought

Very early in the meal there comes a loud report from the
hall. Mary has passed ou a champagne botUe, with tzhich
she has struggled bravely but unsuccessfully, to an unseen
male assistant outside the dining-room door. It is known
that Mrs Wren has a preference for champagne over all other
wmcs. Dr Wren drinks only a weak mixture of whisky and
Apolhnansj the host and hostess drink only water now.
Mrs Wren attributes much virtue to the effervescing wine, and
perhaps believes that if she did not thus fortify herself, she
would be no better able to fight the brooding spirit than are
the three other members of the party.
Old grey bustling Mary alone is left of the servants who

knew and loved Miss Effie. Sarah has gone with lamentation
at duty's caU to keep hou^e for a bed-ridden father, but is
not without hope that the may one day return to be again
second m command to Mary. The music of wedding bells
has drawn the others from the silent house each in her f rn
—Ruth, Cook, upper and lower housemaid, and the wenchm the outermost kitchen recesses. All who knew her are gone,
except the one who loved her most—poor grey old Mary.

In the drawing-room, after dinner, there is conversation
but no piano-playing. The spirit of silence has been given
power over the piano for ever. Dr Wren knows and Mm
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'«r. setting » dS-Xi^r'^ ?' "**« '•• '

h« own
.r"-p^-"» 2s Sis ^eTLr"* ^of U>e old Chun: and if h-TTtS* * "^ ""«*

-Hi. though Dr w^ ilTit to^ '* ; ''r*" p^ **"•

hi. «»e«d ho«. the ^Z^^^J:^ "^ *'*«'» **">

hour. ,

•»»«uog wu aimyt orer by the half

^'^cot^b^Z"^..^ "'• '"'^« »«* *ith

«»hty-tl>«e. I. i,enoT;5endi??."
•*'''''*-''• ""-"r

««'tS':^'Sr.:StS.- «—•««- "^•«

Vou wJ^-t fo^ttS-w,;";^',^^,-^ ^ 'P-k of her.

he'hi':;;*i?oXti':; h^^-'At^'r-r-^'^'

«ny lenie of the word."
"^"7™ w not ordinwy—in

and wife wer.againr^ri^SUt^Xl::?-'' '^-'-d
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Oiw aftemooa in May the p<»t brought the ImI packet

bom the printen. lit* Burgoyne, iitting at the tea-Uble in
the workroom, opened the tighUy rolled parcel, and taw with
Mirpriae ito oontentt. What was thia ? Sixteen pages of pra-
liminary natter that had nerer pasted through the secretary^
hands, that the secietaiy had never seen until this moment t

"Richardl Apre&cel But I never copied it Inever—
" No, dear. I did not want to bother you about it"
"Richardr
"I had to go over it very car.^

write it more plainly than usual -

without bothering you."

Hastily smoothing out tho >">

the pcebct. There are p<.op,.< <

candour and its modest; . is

written, in any tongue, in any a^'e.

ing interest for the authcw's win , „^ „,^
room and carried away the tea-t.iin, , nd siir oeveriook*ed
up from the printed page ; ber husba.i- uioved from his chair
and stood with an arm resting on the nuuitebhelf, and the
was unconscious that he had stirred from his place on the
other side of the Uble.

uiyself

; ioiit •

T managed to

t- rhe printers

i sliee:-., she l>c n to read
'( s\y ti.iit oc(\ase of its

' " '.i.hnrtv [ii^fcce ever
C.j'ahcy itw.uofabsorb-
Stfvar rame into the

"At the risk of seeming to be tediously egotistical, I have
determined to trouble my readers with some autobiocraphical
details."

With this apology he began the story of his illness. Very
briefly he recounted to the world how, ten years ago, while
pasting tnrough "a weariiome bout of peripheral neuritis,"
he was so "unlucky "as to find himself the victim of cerebral
haemorrhage.

"My medical advisers "—and again he gave to the world
the names of aU his kind friends—"pUced the seat of the
htemorrhage in that commonest of all situations, the region
of the lenticular nucleus, left hemisphere; and I have no
reason to doubt the correctness of their diagnosis. By a
somewhat odd chance I was at this time engaged upon my
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own et*^ fh. ;_ •
inwing so lar as possible in mv

that 10 far u it i—j^ ' *"^ ' °»y ^"7 «y
Hi, «d F«m th.? ""T"

' "'"«' «>««» ""y effort

hour „^Ji"^ t°er l''T'"« P^'^^P''"" '° ">«

^^rof.Tsf™^"'^"^^^^^^^^^

^o?^':^^Tt^ "" .lowrecove^of sp<lc\: of

the firstS '^ '*^ «8«° " » «f«nt learn, to talk for

toii^drr'" «P«t'«=« I'^« led both to modify and

-yclumsywithmyhands. I^wJis"<:Sled^SJ
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but when l^nt* child, my anne, rabukiqg me for munul
blwden, often Msmed me that I had two left hands. Al-
thougU I have written so many books I am the poorest of
penmen, and I have persistently shirked the Ubour of perfect
ing myself in the penman's art Once, when I was a lad at
Oxford, my right arm was injured by a fall, and during the
whole of one term I wrote with my left hand. I think that
probably in consequence of these and other circumstances,
the word centres in the right hemisphere were aheady far
more fiiUy organised than would be usual in a normal right-
handed person, and that the difficulty in bringing them into
pUy was correspondingly less.

"I surmise that in my own case the speech motor centres
of the bulb were stimulated solely by the right hemisphere for
five years, and that then the left hemisphere again came into
play. Since then I think either hemisphere has been able
to take the lead; and I hesitate in saying that I have been
^Ue to control the employment of either and both (of course
in so far only as speech productipij is concerned) but, in my
opinion, such is the fact.

"I certainly would not have put this belief, or surmise as
I ought to caU it, into printed words, but that 1 fended they
might prove of interest if read and considered in connection
with the last four paragraphs of chapter five of the Mechanism,
and, more especially, having regard to the paragraph which
contains my conjectures as to the progress in future ages of
auto-cerebral control. . .

."

He was wonderful—above the Uw. She read on, with
absorbing, ever-increasing interest.

Now oe was turning from the physical to the mental side
of his "accident" and its results. He was telling the world,
m the plainest words, that from the earliest possible moment
he had been busy with work for the world.

. . . " While the motor aphasia still continued, I would test,
during hour after hour, the openness of thought paths, and
find how completely some were barred or broken. It seemed
as though certain connections could never be made again. In
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« character. For wb««. I h«i the cle««3lS?^;2^c„c«»««,c that c«..ed or led up to the .S^?

he had always known of her guat
«™aiioerea,

"How does it read ? Have you finished it, dear ? "He was .t«d«g on the hearth. Now their eyes met

«« nenceiorUi I must seek for untrammeUed effort not inArgument but in Speculation alone. And I havHrtv^ m

as weu as disconnected exposition of ideas

date ofw£ tT*"'' "! "'''^^ '^'^^^ ^ «»<» thedate of which I have spoken, and in their use ofall that I havewritten since that date should be chary of relvinV uno„ .„logiod chain that I may have tried tofege wLlXC
lam pathognomonicaUy unable to detect-students shS^d««gnthis cause, and not think unkindly of me as of a workman grown careless and unworthy of his work."

He is rot looking at her. He is standing bv the hMrth -ifk

^:zT" K**r*" ">«''• ««'^Ke'.S'thSgT

h^ h?Lh^ °" '^'"^'^ '^'^ J"" •"^ not^Sracedher. He had known, and yet he had kept her with wTa^
S^rri^d ""

^. "* ''•'™^' ^' com" toTm ani

" M^,^ ' ^ ''•/**'• "^ "^'^ '^ "Po- h« head.My good, my brave Sybil Best offriend^bestofwim-
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limy"; and at the light of her lean hi* voice for a moment
iibiokeB. " All my gnrtit«Kl*-«n my lore—always."
She haa sunk upon her knacaaod it kneding before biir
"I want to tell yoo."
" No. Tell me ntMhing."

He is smoothing the coarse grey hair as he use<rto
smooth the aoit dark tresses, and she looks up at him through
tears.

"There is nothing to teU me," and he Uys his finger on her
forehead. "The thoughts were there—the bad thoughts—
but they are gone. The good thoughu are there now—they
have been there for over two years."

It is true. She understands—and it is true. She has
nothing now in her thought of him but lo»e and reverence.
Her old self has been long dead. She bas been bom again.
And dimly she understands the deeper meaning of his

ambiguous phrase. He speaks of thoughts, but he means
actions also. It is the old mystery. To him the thought
and the action are all one—for him subjective and objective
phenomena are one. It is this that makes him greater than
all other men. He has gone a little farther than the rest and
he stands beckoning, seeming to say: "Down this widening
avenue all human minds must progress."

Only he could have forgiven. Only he could have under-
stood. He has made this incredible proof of magnanimous
power. He has shown in his noble life, so that she can com-
prehend it, all that he has shadowed forth—all that lies
beyond her comprehension in his noWe books.
She leans her forehead on his knee and weeps.

:mmmifittBismii
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TSfl^^r""" ''"^ ?*" '^**' "• "^^ "«» ««h
"th,.»L uf ^' cofrespondents bad been calling him

w» eighty-four, eighty^ve-nearly eighty^ and the* usedthe epitbrt lew frequenUy. It wL u Sh he b^SAem out. The obituary notice, had been b^ht^Jm tS

K.H •» / "'^ '^"5"^ *"«* '"tered. SkiUed hkndi

tS h^
^''* '''''^*^ '^'^ »""«» « Pwbably the U™«tthat h« ever been an^wed by the industty of a sinrie^MrBurgoyne has reaped in fullest meas^the benefit

^'
fe-d upon literary worker, by the provi«WthlcfS
5- ki;irr°'' "^ fifty years since the first ap,^^
t^^Z^"^"' ""^ *~"K''°''* '^" Period itK^^fte owner of the copyright a steady revenuVwhich has bl^vanousiy estimated, but which cwwot well fiJl short JT
^hlfr "^"^T'

^"""^ i- -- Id""!"
fi^r; T^ be remembered, is only one of many. It i,W
cCtJ'Jf h^^

''''""°"^'' *°"«""P**k, truly, M^Bu^^o™^^^^

^uao^s^° " """"'f*"'
*" ""'^ "«•"" •«'»« been^"

cr^rrthSeTw-^i'tStrde^-^.^ ^^ ^^^
3i«

^Jif'I'W
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"Mr Brngoyne— binitelf the matter of research— hM

founded ten Reiearch Studentships of tbiee hundred a year
each. Thus with a golden key has Richaid Burgoyne once
more opened the gates of knowledge. Ten times three is
thirty, and thirty hundreds represent the interest on a capital-
ised sum of one thousand hundreds. Thus, with a stroke of
the pen, has been signed away the tenth part of a million.
One TOuld have wished that the donor bad perpetuated hU
name in the gift by caUing the endowment the Burgoyne fund.
But the name of Burgoyne needs no rielame and there is
a pretty story attaching to that name of Vincent."
O Rumour, Rumour I

" Sixty years ago, when Richard Burgoyne was struggling for
bread, one Vincent, a fellow-student, came to his assistance
and possibly saved him from starvation. The two youths were
both filled with a lofty ambition to make and leave a name
behind them. Richard Burgoyne has ever averred that his
friend Vincent was inteUectually the stronger of the two. But
Vincent died unknown in early youth, and now the fnend who
survives rescues the name from oblivion. ..."
Any words—bosh words, if you can find none other. But

give us words.

And indeed if an old gentleman will not come out of his
house and bring us " the offidal information," what are we to
do ? If when we call to inquire, to send in our card, to ask for
a few minutes' quiet informal chat, a grey Goigon of a parlour-
maid shuts the hall door in our faces, what then ? He is in
his bath-chair, probably, in his pleasure grounds—wrapped in
his cape, the round shooting cap on his head, the muffler
about his neck, as we saw him in the last published snap-shot
—just snoozing in the sun very Ukely. Now, could it hurt
the old gentleman to rouse himself and say half-a-dozen words
to one of our correspondents ?

Very good. He is refiising to see us at his own proper
peril. If he won't give us the facts, he mustn't complain.
Here is the editor's exphcit order. Thirteen hundred words.
"In an age when titu.'ar honours are so freely lavished on
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mtiioaiy, it wm be inlooiiie newi to om, thtt Mr Bu>»m..
« .hortiy to be ennobled Hitherto tahTLSn^^
U^dminction. which the Sute hM toS^^hTS^been rommooed to the Moet Honourable Prifv ComS™^
wM^ieued to tee him letted in the gilded chamber buttaplcdrf h« pe,««ia dirindination to .^ himiSoTlhe^peed compliment He ha. rem«„edTh«S^'th? »S^commoner' of our tin» m~_ u

""^"ore ine great

the dJ^r^flL
™»- Now, however, he has bowed tothe detue of the present Prime Minister and the advice of hknumerous friends. «,d ha, «g„ified hi. wilJJ^ ^™fte^ronet that he might have worn mo«^ aS

And again .

—

tZm^^'lT^ MthoriM. us to publiri, an emphatic con-tradiction of the wport that he i. about to be lai^ toX^e^ Nothing could be farther removed from^he".™*than the recent statement, to this effect "
But If he had consented to see viwtors, he would not have

^tor^H^Sr-'lf °' '^'^"<^ • •«'" 'o the Und^eoitor. He ha. brought it on him.elf.
"'"uua

He would not see visitors. He was almo.t inaccewible to

voame that wa, to be caUedT„=^ ie«^ "* *'

thi'^.TT"'^r*" '^^'y^^'^ summer-it happenedt^tBe^ Castle was let to a foreign princes. ITU. ill^Ktady, with her own equeme. and the equeiry she had borrTw^

S^llS^hri^'Lirr'
'"^ ''^ o- •^'Hnl^^Lltoe My who had been lent to her by Buckingham P^cewith her royal equipages and her royal weeknendVu«ts-!w.^'so much to render her interesting and attractive fo^^ ^

curiosity, this beautiful and ill^triou. S^ ^^^^Sthe p^ure upon Cliff Lodge. At least haH our
™

spondents got out of the train at Slanes Juncdon and^lS
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•loBg the white road tomrd* the glittering towen of Berit,
UMtetd of going on to Whitebridge to look up Mr Buigoyne
One morning, however, pressure came upon the Lodga

from the Castle. The post brought an unexpected and un-
welcome packet from Bevii. Colonel Sir Augustus Chawling
wrote to say that his temporary mistren desired to wait
upon Mr Burgoyne; and he enclosed a letter from Professor
Jenner Cox, wherein, with the most flourishing compliment*
to all concerned in the transaction, the Professor promised
that the visit would be highly grateful and comforting to his
"distinguished confrin."

The years had not changed this Professor: the years had
not yet burst the swollen envelope of the spurious reputation.
When our correspondentt called on him, he was alwayi
at home. Nay, if our correspondents failed to drop in now
and then in a friendly way, he would come out of his house
to seek our correspondents, to slap them on the back, and
playfully to chide them for neglect. He was the friend of
prince»—he was the only man of science who was punctual
in attmdance at levees. He was always to be seen at the
funeral of "a eonfrirt": he looked solemn, but he must
have been happy at fiinerals of the great, the really great
workers—because dead men tell no tales.

"O Sybil! Bothering, tiresome fellow I ... I will not
see her. Really I cannot see her. You must write to this—Stt Augustus, with some p(riite excuses. ... Say I am
stone^le^^-anything. Yon will know how to put it cleverly
and kindly," and Mr Burgoyne went on with his work.

" No. I could not support it" The pencil had stopped, and
he lotAed round with a smile. •' You know, it is a trick of
these princes—it is a very vulgar trick that I believe is common
to aU pnnces—this desire to see any aged person who is in any
manner notonous. It enables them to say afterwards: 'Oh
yes, I saw him just before the end. He was very old, but he
answered all my questions with propriety. There was, however,
no evidence of the clevtmess one had been led to expect,'" and
Mr Burgoyne chuckled and then went on wMi his work
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"Sjbajmr." Thependlh«l«opp«li«i« "DUlertt

• • He if a

<H*r«tjort ofletter-ftom the north.

^^
' ' "^

ru;:„'^.rhr^?:-:^—--^-^t"^

pretty b.o«om. i^rh.^d-^^fj^'r'^^'h ''/ "^
picked in the garden by StrS^tf,%^£ "f^Jf",

"'"'«"'

her every week to remind her of home She hS^'l
**"' '°

no other name."
"^^^'*' '^»' °»«- I »»>*U recognise it by

The little party drank tea in the workroom M, p
wrote his name in a copy of75fe^w^ ^l

^"^°yn«

them to the oorch • «nH «:, * ^ . ** '™' escorted

n«.th VkI ! • ' ^"^ Augustus, suddenly bunowine be-

j



THE GUARDED FLAME 361
Udy MilkUe i*, of coune^ the widow of the hiitorian, and

henelf a scribbler. She recordi the afiemoon escunion ia
her recently publUhed dUry, with the tptightty, yet not ill-

iwtuied, touch-and-go manner that ha* made her book de-
ierredly popular.

"Very memorable to me," layi Lady Mflldale, "wai a viait

*« P"<1 to *« g«»t Mr Burgoyne. Something I had laid
about the famous philosopher aroused the curiosity of the
Princess. In this I confess it was one for H.R.H., and six or
se»en for myself, as /was keenly anxious to see him.

" He was amiable, but would not be dratim
; yet with quite

the grand air, and a gentle fatherly case that won all our
hearts—the Princess's included. I observed, naturally, rather
than talked, and have a lively impression of what was a most
remark.' 'e personality.

"But almost as remarkable, to my mind, was Mrs Buigoyne
—with one of the most wonderful faces I have ever seen.
She must have been a pretty woman, and with white hair
would still have quite passed for his daughter. A thin face,
but 1 reaUy think I never saw such a wonderful expression on
any face—as if the love and veneration had stamped them-
selves, and told one the undeviating devotion of her life more
plainly than words. It was very touching to me—this picture
of wifely devotioa They say she was but a girl when he
married her, thirty years ago ; and she told the Princess very
simply, that in aU her life she had only Uved in two houses:
her father's house at Woking, and her husband's, here at
Whitebridge."
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