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ELIZABETH GLEN, MB.:
" The Egperiences of a Lady Doctor.

——

A BOA'RDmG-HOUSE ROMANCE.

I HAD dropped in late one afternoon to see my
frlend, Dr. Elizabeth Glen, of 18, Ra,yburn Place,

Bloomsbury,“bemganxmus to interest her in a case,

which had excited my own sympathy and compassion.
I was disappointed fo find her not at home ; but
hearing that she was momentarily expected, I elected
to await her return, and was ushered into her study—
dear little cosy, womanly room—where she and I had
had many a confidential talk. The history of our

first acquaintance would, in itself, make no bad story, '

but I need not enter into it here. Suffice to say, that
though there is 3 disparity of twelve years—a goodly
~ 5 T
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2- ELIZABETH GLEN, M.B.

slice in a woman’s life—between us, we are friends
close and dear. There are but few pages in my life
she has not read ; none, T believé, in, hers she has
not laid bare to me. The difference in our domestic
affairs—I being married, she single-—has made no
difference in our friendship. She-is a woman of so
large a heart and so wide an experience that I have
often said wifehood and motherhood could scarcely .
improve her in .that respect. It always soothes me

to go into my friend’s room, even when she is absent
from it ; her spirit seems to be always yhere. It does
not differ materially from the privatel room of pro-
fessional men, has the orthodox bookcase, study table,
and consulting couch ; but it has many other touches
—a perfect harmony of colours, a judic:?Si\rg arrange-
ment of pictures and.ornaments, and the inevitable

flowers, without which no woman’s room is complet%r\\

1 laid my cloak on the couch, took off my gloves,
and lifted the medical journal she had evidently
hastily left. I looked into it with but a languid
interest, finding nothing new. Of medical doings
and sayings I have so much in my own home that -
1 have lost that morbid interest in them sometimes
exhibited by,the uninitiated, though familiarity has
still deepened my conviction that the medical pro-
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fession, regarded from the highest standpoint, is the
noblest in the world. )

Presently I laid -down the paper, and gazigg
intently into the fire, ruminated upon a matter
which was troubling me'considerably—»the choice of
a subject It was not that I lacked inaterial; the
point was to find something at once personal and
interesting. Sitting there, in Dr. Glen’s own chair,
the intuition I had so longed for came to me. I
would ask her permission to record her experiences.

Many of them I knew, some of them I had shared.

My mind was illumined by this brilliant idea when

T heard her latchkey in the door, 'and her firm but -

* light foot coming towards the room where I sat.

»

>

-

I jumped up; and I snpp(;'sé/ I ‘mast have looked
particularly animated at the moment when she
.o;;ened the door, for she gave a little satisfied
nod. ‘ .

“You looked worried last time I saw you. You’ve

got a light, evidently. How are you to-day ?”

‘While we shook hands I looked at her with a new
interest. I had long loved her as a friend, and
admired her as a woman, both physically and men-
tally. She was now to become something more, if
she could be persuaded—the heroine of a tale. And

. &

CUTRMITIO R TR ST O VR | § 1 N



4 ELIZABETH GLEN, M.B.

»

as I looked, I told myself she was an ideal heroine,
intensely interesting, because she looked: rather dif-
ferent from the ordinary dazzling -creatures with
perfect features and crowns of golden hair whom we
are expected to trot out in the pages of fiction for
the delectation of th;\sé who admire such uncommon
beauty. I have always considered Elizabeth Glen to
be a beautiful woman, and she is so still. Can you
conceive of a perfect combination of womanliness and
strength in the outline of face and figure? Rather
above the middle height, straight as a_pole, well
moulded, and elégantly dressed, a sweet, grave,
attractive face, with & mobile "yet firm mouth,
and glorious grey eyes, capable of a bewildering
change of expression—such is my friend as she -
appears to~ ‘me ; beautiful, womanly, lovable ex-
ceedingfy. .

“T am very well,” I said, “and I am happy because
I have got a new Qidea., though it is just possible that
you may shatter it to atoms.”

“Am I sauch a Dbloodthirsty, wretch ? ® she in-
quired, as she laid down her hat, and pushed her
fingers through the short bright hair above her
brow:— ' ’ ‘

“T knew you were here to-day; I felt it as I came

ER N
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4 BOARDING-HOUSE ROMANCE. 5
A

along the street, and\was glad of it. I have had a
long, hard day, and haye not broken my fast since
breakfast.”

¢ But that is nothing unusuah

d you don’t dine
for an hour yet.”

“No; but Margaret will bring us tei’ presently., .

You are all well at home, I suppose ? ,_And now for
the new idea. Will it help, do you think?”

“ Yes, if you will give it a chance.” '

“I! What cap I have to do with it? My dear,
nobody in this world, except perhaps your own.
husband, can be more mterested in your work
than I am, but I do not aspire to help vyou, excepf/
by being an occasional safety valve for your grum-
_ blings.” -

“You have helped me often, though,” I could not
help saying. ¢ Often when I have been depressed
you have uplifted me.”

“How? I should like to hear in what way,” she
said, leaning her elbows on her knees, and, with her’
chin in her hands, looking over at me with those
large, - lovely, inquiring eyes, which must have
wrought havoc with many a man’s peace, thémgh

- _I have seldom dared to hint at it.

“ Oh, because you are strong ; purpose-like, as we

W
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" or not,” she said resignedly, and leaned ba

6 ELIZABETH GLEN, M.B.

. Scotch say. You always look as if you could "sar-

mount any difficulty, apd rejoice in it.”

“Then I'm a frand, I fear. I have my cravings
for the idle life of other women ; as to-day, for in-
stance, when desire has failed, the grasshopper has

been a burden, and so on.”

“Your digestion -is out of order,” I ventured to
remark boldly ; ¢ and anyhow, I am not in the least
sympathetic. to-day, except towards myself. I’m
swallowed up in this new idea. Don’t you want to
hear it ?” ’ -
do
in her

“J shall have to hear it, I suppose, whether

chair with her elbows on the arms, afd her long,
slender, strengthful fingers meeting at the tips, “so
go ahead ; and if I shut my eyes, pra.v doé’t imagine
I have gone to sleep.” N

+ “You *won’t shut your eyes, I promise you. I've
got the title for my new series of short stories. Will
you make a guess at it ?

“No ; time, and leisure, especially, are too precious
to be so scandalously wasted. Don’t treat me like
a baby, or try to whet my curiosity. Be honest,
as it is your nature to be, and tell me what you
mean.”
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“Don’t y;)u think it will look well ?{ I said, tearing
a leaf from the table hic%l had written

ELIZABETH GLEN, M.B.:

EXPERIENCES OF A LADY DOCTOR.

She took it in her hand, eyed it steadily for a
mom/ent, and then threw it into the fire.

« Thee new“idé’_a., is exploded, dear,” she said, gently
but firmly. ¢ Now for the evolution of another.”

I slid down from my chair, and, folding my hands
on her knees, began to talk very rapidly, and, as I
thought, very convincingly. I can’t remember all I
said, but I know I tried to show heF what glorious
idea it was, and how capable of being w ked right
to a successful issue, if only she would not be ‘as
obstinate as a mule.

“Well, I must say you plead well, but what about
my reputation ? I shall have half-a-dozen, or a dozen,
libel actions immediately. Pray, will you bear the
costs of these, provided I am willing to ‘bear the
ignominy ? ” :

I got up then, feeling a trifle aggrieved.

1 see you are not amenable to any kind of reason,
Elizabeth Glen,” I remarked, “so I am going. No;
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not. even Margaret’s scones will lure me to stop

. to-day1” :

“Sit down, you spitfire, and let us talk over this-
utterly unfeasible scheme rationally. Don’t you fore-_
see & thousand complications that might arise—
complications from which, clever women though ‘we
account ourselves, we might find it difficult to
escape?” ‘ :

« Qh, there are difficulties in everything, if you go
to look for them,” T interrupted lamely.

“ Besides, I am a sane woman, if & trifle erratic,
and I'm not going to walk open-eyed into mischief.”

“There is such a tiling as changing names and

) disguising fact%t;here not ?” I suggested mildly.

¢« Here comes rgaret, timely interruption,” said
my friend with assumed relief; and the gaunt, keen- -
eyed, faithful servant-woman, who had gone into exile
for love of her mistress’ ¢ dear bairn,” came marching
into the room, bearing the tray.

Those who did not know Margaret Inglis abhorred
her ; those who did, adored her. There was no middle
course. I belonged to the ranks of the latter class,
and she had so far overcome her prejudice against a

Py . .
woman who wrote novells, as she pronounced it, with

" an indescribable, inimitable accent of scorn, as to

-~
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bake scones especially for my coming; and that
meant a great deal more than any mere words. e
paused, privileged by her place in the househ
inquire kindly for me and mine, and when she departed
her mistress did not speak.

¢« Margaret will stand. out beautifully—a kind of

Caleb Balderston in petticoats,” I said cheerfully,
“and her devotion to you is one of the sweetest things
I have ever seen. "My dear Elizabeth, you can’t
escape your destiny. Your persona.lity is too striking
and too lovely to be passed over.”

Still my friend did not speak, but I saw a waver-
ing,- lovely smile touch her mouth into exquisite
sweetness. I took it as a sign that a thaw was ap-
proaching. ; — :

“ Now,” I said, “just do one thing for me. Tell
me the story of your first patient, just as you tokd
me it that memorable days seven years ago, when
we first met. "I shall take it down in shorthand,
and after T have mampulated it at home, read it

* _ over to you. Then I promise you that if you still

entirely disapprove, I shall never - broach the idea
again.” —

“Very well.” I'm called a strong-minded -woman,
but it seems to me when you talk to me that I have

CrET SNSRIV PR
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i

no ba/ckbone‘ except the meagre portion you graciously

" allow me. Put down those scones to toast, and let

me fill up your cup, for if I begin 1 sha'n’t stop till
I have done.” : 4 _

« Very well,” I suid, and, with note-book in hand,
took down every word as it fell from her lips. Two
days later I brought the manuscript and read it to
her, having carefully changed names and localities.
She gave her consent to its publication, and has
promised me further leaves from her journal, only
stipulating that the stories should be written in the
third person, and that she shall not, be made more
prominent than is absolutely needful. The story of
her first patient, however, I give in her own words as
follows :—

“Jt is not n'écess&ry\to enter here upon the con-
siderations which induced me to entér the ranks of
professional women, nor to expatiate upon the many

difficulties, at times almost insurmouptab]e; which -

barred the way, and made the attainment of my life’s
purpose seem an impossible task. When I look back

" mpon the bitter humiliations of my early struggle, I

marvel much that courage and endurance were mine
to pursue my course in the face of opposition most

bitter and strenuous from all I loved. Although j:ime .

2
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and success have somewhat mellowed their objections,

. 1 am, to this day, the Ishmaelite of my family, a
ﬁming regarded with a mixture of pity, disapproval,
and mild contempt. From my first entry into the
tice of my profession it has Been my custom each

,

night to note down the events and experiences of, the _

da/y. I have, therefore, in my possession several
bulky and closely written volumes, which contain
such odd bits of life’s comedy and tragedy as come
daily under the observation of a doctor. Before I tell
you the story of my first patient it is necessary to
state that, having obtained my degree at Dublin
University, and studied for twelve months at the

schools of Paris and Vienna, I took a small house in
the Bloomsbury district, furnished it according to my
own somewhat erratic ideas, installed therein a faith—//’

who, though sternly disapproving of the career 1 ht#i
chosen, was willing to share my exile from the la7f1d
‘we both loved so well ; and having put up my modest

!

plate— /

a ful old Scotchwoman who had been my nurse, ahd

: BrizaBerH GLEN, M.B,

<

sat down to wait for patients. I had, happily, an
income of my own sufficient for the simple needs of
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- my small household, and my good Margaret is, as you
know, a shining example of our national forethought
and thrift. i

L «I was sitting hérg one evening about eight o’clock,

my after-dinner coffee growing cold bgsid: me, while

I reflected on the harshness of destiny and the dis-

appointments of life. Two months had passed without

bringing in a single summons from without. This I

had anticipated, and prepared for, and had stoutly

resolved to make trial of the neighbourhood for twelve
or eighteen months. My relatives, when.ﬁhey ‘con-
descended to discuss the matter, had disapproved of
the taking of the house, advising me rather to take
rooms in a better locality. But 1 had, on that day,
completed my tenth week of residence in Rayburn-
Place, and I had not ounce crossed the dooréfgﬁ pro-
fessionally. I had actually begun to seriously con-
template the complete downfall of my ambition, and ;
to admit to myself that nobody in Bloomsbury seemed
to be in need of a doctor,' éerta,inly of a woman doctor
least of all. Being a very proud person in my own
way, this thought brought with it its due meed of /
humiliation, and there were some very unprofessional_
tears standing warm- and bright in my eyes, when T

was startled by a very loud and peremptory ring at
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the hall bell. I heard the hasty ‘tread of my good
Margaret on. the kitchen stairs, awd my strained e&r
did not fail to catch the sound/ of voices in brief,
but evidently excited, colloguy at the door. Then Mar-
garet appeared, large, comely, and excited, at my
study door, and gave her message with a -djtinct
- note of triumph in her faithful voice: ¢You're
wanted, Miss Glen',,'a.t once, to 198, Bloomsbury
Square.’ '

. “I jumped up:withﬁ glowing cheeks and shining

. .eyes.

“¢Get my hat and jacket. “Who brought the mes-
sage? Any particulars about the case ?’

“¢No, ma’am ; but it’s a lady very ill, the lassie -

_ said, a servant lassie, but poorly put on, though she
had a fringe of hair on her fore%iad as good as a
bonnet.’ | .
- “T took my stethoscope from my desk, with a siile
at Margaret’s thrust at the ‘servant maid’s fringe,
and having donned my neat double-breasted jacket
and my felt hat, I sallied forth upon that eventful
_visit—eventful to me, since it was thé?, absolute
beginning of my professional career.

. % Bloomsbury Square i§ not mé.ny steps from my
own door; and I was not gi‘ea.tly surprised when I

) I
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14 ELIZABETH GLEN, M.B.

discovered 198 to be one of the many boarding-houses
in the Square. My smart knock was answered by a
seedy-looking youth in a waiter’s garb, and my nose
was assailed by a mingling of odours left by the
late dinner, which is the event of the boarding-house
day. © ) -

“As I stepped into the large, bare hall a door
opened, and a lady appeared, a large, important-looking
person in a black satin gown, and & quantity of
jewellery about her. She looked surprised first, and
a trifle disappointed. o

% ¢Qh, good evening, madame,” she said ; ¢ what can
I do for you? I'm expecting the doctor for a sick
lady upstairs.’

. « ¢ ’m the doctor,” I said, without flinching, though,

truth. to tell, I felt it keenly. ¢And I have come

An respoqs;: to the message left at my house a few
zminutes ago. Where is the case?’

&

#  “Ithought T'had stormed the castle ; and though -
- . the large lady looked distinctly dubions, she made
a move towards the stairs. '
e Oh, well, it you are a doctor you'd better come
-up. I sent the gal for the nearest. Where do you
live, may I ask?’ ‘
“c18, Raybﬁ‘m Place. My name is Glen. What
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is the matter with the lady ? Was she taken suddenly

e’

“«< You'll see,” said the lady éigniﬁcantly. ‘It’s a
queer business, very queer altogether. I ounly hope
vow’ll understand it, and help me to save the credit
of my house. N

“She then, without farther parley, led the way up
the long winding stairs to the top storey, and there,
hol&ing open one of the mﬁny doors, motioned me in.
As I stepped past her a low moan came from the
interior of the room, which was in semi-darkness,

one small gasligl_lt burning near the toilet-table be-

tween the two windows. It was a decently sized
room, sparejf furnished, but fairly clean; the bed
stood out frbm\\the wall, and on it lay my patient,
& woman, yo ng\an§ JJovely, as I saw at a glance.
Mrs. Mallow, the Endlady, also entered the room and
closed the door. I confess that, for te moment, I was
completely puzzled to make a diagposis of the case.

¢ ¢ She’s begn so dreadfully sick,’ said Mrs. Mallow,
interrupting me as I took the feeble pulse. ¢ It’s
my belief, on account of everything, that she’s been
and took something.’

“ The same thought had occurred to me ; and now,
having all my wits about me, I saw in my patient’s

AN 11 [N
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cond-ition_certain signs of poisoning. I glanced round

the room inquiringly: Mrs. Mallow’s glance, follow-.

ing mine, observed, simultaneously with me, a glass

on the mantqlpiece, which had a white sediment at

the bottom. . Mallow handed it to me®in vgsible
excitement. I recognised the sediment at once as
that of a simple article of domestic use, yet deadly
enough in its action to bring about resnlts-the most
fatal. Fortunately my patient, ignorant of quaﬁtities
and their action, had stopped short of the fatal dose.
I sent at once for the necessary antidote, and ad-
ministered it with the desired effect. The poor young
creature was very prostrate, and there was a look of
dumb entreaty in her eyes, which touched me in a very
unprofessional part. All this time the landlady was
Watching me keenly and with a critical air, which
convinced me that I was, so far as she was concerned,
on my trial. S
o« Feeling that my successful treatment of this curi-
ous case might be a matter of the u'tmoit importance
to me, I put my best foot forward, as the Scotch say,
a1 had the satisfaction of. feeling that I had made
a very favourable impression on Mrs. Mallow. It
" was about two hours before I could say I observed
any improvement in the condition of my poor young

o
" -
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patient. By-that time her skin had lost its clammi-
ness, sickness had ceased, and the burning painos
were considerably eased. But her appearance still
left much to be.desiregl. The languor was excessive,
and though she looked at me with perfectly conscious
eyes, her expression was one of settled meléncholy.
I signed to Mrs. Mallow to_come to the window
with me.-

“¢You can, I suppose, tell me something about
this poor girl ?° I said. ‘She looks little more than
a child, though she wears a wedding-ring.’

"¢« ¢ Yes, but that doesn’t make her a wife,’ said Mrs.
‘Mallow grimly. ¢She came here with her husband
about three weeks ago, as handsome-looking a young
couple, I will say, as ever I set e n. He said
he was an artist, and that they might be here for
_some time, as he was going to make some copies in
the National Gallery. All right, of course, I took

em in ;°for she’s as sweet. a young creature as eve

_wa.lked, and sings hke a nightingale. Sometimes
they. came to the drawing-room of an evening, and

made themselves agreeable, as only real quality “¢n. -

’ Hp’s'.th‘at, anybody can see; afi’ they adored each
other. It has made mouths water in this house, my
dear, to see their happiness.’ o

BB ORI |
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“¢Then why,” I ventured to inquire, more and more

surprised, ¢ why has it come. to this’; a.n&‘where is

the husband ?°

“¢In the country. He went the day before, yester-
day, in consequence, I do believe, of a letter that
came to “im that morning. They got it it at breakfast,
and I saw ’im look kind of queer, an’ then ‘he went
away.’ :
“¢ Not deserted her, I trust,’ I said, casting a look
of compassmn towards the bed and its occupa.nt.

“ Mrs. Mallow shook her head.

- “¢It’s my belief she thinks that, a-sweet, dear,

if ever there was one, but too excited an’ fly-away for
any sensible man’s wife, a splder-webby kind of cretur,
Miss Glen, all fancies. It’s in ’er very eyes.

“Mrs.” Mallow was undoubtedly a keen, dlscrum-
nating observer of human nature, and thus- gave e,

in a few words, a grasp of the whole situation. The
details I filled up, though somewhat -wrongly, for

myself
%« She won’t die, do you thmk"’ inquu'ed Mrs.

house, of course, having an mquest, and all sorts of-

anpledsant things. . The other ladies and 0'entlemen

wouldn’t like it, would they?” - ~

CIITTT -
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¢“¢Indeed they wouldn’t. But I assure you there
is not the slightest fear of death, or of any serious
consequences. Her ignorance of the power of the
poison she took has saved her. Do you know any-
thing about the husband’s whereabouts ? He ought
to be sent for. He should be here at a time like
this.” - o RN ‘

<¢¢] know no more than I’ve told you, and Mrs.
Capel, .poor dear, is very‘cloée, though as sweet-
mannered as she .can be. Muybe she’ll tell you.
Daoctors get a many stones, an’ you have a good
heart, an’ a true woman’s way th you, ma’am,

. though it does seem- queer to think you are a

doctor.’ L.

“I smiled a little at this frank expression of

opinion, but felt. sécretlybgiad that I had made so
favourable  an impression on the good soul, who
might be able to do'me a good turn. . I then walked
over to the bed, and laid my hand on the square
. A‘Whlte brow of my young patlent.

, “‘My dea.r, I said, as gently as I could ¢you are

. greatly better, I thmk Could you answer me & .

- question ?°

She SIgmﬁed by her eyes that she could and Wonld
. The‘vague terror had left them, and a more peaceful

RN
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-~

* and nataral expression had returned to her face..
§~ Mrs. Mallow, with a delicacy which cansed me to
‘ think jet more highly of her, immediately left the
"_j ’ . ~ room. - ,
“¢Who are you?’ -inquired my patient, when
- her eyes had followed the kind landlady to the
door. '
i “¢I am the doctor ; my name is Elizabeth Glen.
. And now I want to know, my dear girl, what is the
meaning of this?’ .
“A faint flush’ beoran to rise to the gul’s fair cheek,
‘ and her eyes avoided mine. ' v
i g - “¢You meant kindly, trymg to save me,’ she said
i ‘ . in a low voice. ‘But 1t would have been better to
S ) - “have let me die. I suppose I'shall get bei;ter, sha’n’t
~d oIz . L : 4
:! ‘\ o “¢Yes, you w1ll You will be nearly all right
- to-morrow,” I said cheerily. ¢In time to receive your
‘ husband when he comes back ; and I hope,’ I added
| severely, after I had hazarded this remark, ‘tha.t he :
i : ) will give you the talking-to you deserve.” - —
|

«¢Who said he would come to-morrow? He said
» he would come last night: I don’t think he will
come back any more !’ she said passionately.
", . ‘ ‘fb"f purséd.up my lips and gave a little nod. - ‘,S.O', :
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it is that! Clever &Mallow 1” was my inward
" remark. ’

“] continued .to stroke the sweet white brow on
which the bright hair carled in baby ringlets, giving .
_ to her that very young and childish look. )

“¢My dear,. you talk nonmsense. You know how
dearly he loves you. He will be here to-morrow, as
sarely as my name is Elizabeth Glen.’

“y made this statement with boldness, and . it
reassured her a-little, I could see. The distress
gradually faded entirely from her’ face, but a great -
wistfulness took its place. A

“¢How kind and good you look!’ she said, and,
pu].hng my hand down with her small, white fingers,
she pressed her cheek sgainst it. ‘Perhaps he will
come back, though I spoke'so harshly to him. You -
see, I have ruined his life, and he knows it; and
how can we. be happy? It would be far -better for
me to.die.

“¢You have not ruined his life, and he loves you
better than himself, I said, ama,zed at my own
assertions. ‘There will be some explanatlon of
his prolonged absence, and you will be very sorry .
to-morrow when you see him for what you have -
done.’
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“I -was very proud of myself as I made these

bold statements, not knowing in the least wha.t I w'
. was talking about. . _ -
“¢There is only one explanation. He has gone to
" ‘see his mother _because_she is ill, and’ they have ..
plotted to keep him away from me. They have per-
* suaded him not to come back; and if he loves them

‘better than he loves me then he can remaln w1th
them, and- so I ‘told hlm

E]

“ This little gleam of a passion so natural and so

~ womanly ‘made me smile, because I was pleased to
- see it. It was decidedly a healthy sign. .
“¢Oh, nonsense! Did it not gccur to you that -
his mother might be so very il that he. could not
‘leave her? She may even have died in the interval, )
. while you have been judging him so hardly.”

“<Then he might have written or telégraphed,
she said sh‘rewdly?. and even pettishly.. ¢ You . are

“very kind to try and reassure me;;but then, you
see, I know better than you, because I am his wife.”

“« Thls was rather conclus:.ve. and I felt fhat it

" was_useless to say miuch more. -

“¢That is true; and because you ‘are hls wife you
ought to know better than anybody how dear: you

ngtent a fact,’ I added, with

-

~

A
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9

a little smile,d-as I took my gloves from .the table-

_-and prepared to.depart. ¢ So patent a fact,” I e~

peated with emphasis, ¢ that everybody in thls house -
envied you. Mrs MaHtow told me 80 thls{—v/ery )

.evening.’

«“ A lovely llght sweet and" soft as'a baby s srmle,
" smoothed all the hardness from - her sweet fa.ce, and’
1 saw her eyes grow dim.’ .

«¢I think he loved me a littlé. . It_was I.who did
wrong to marry him. You see, Iam a nobody, an
ofplian morking. with my needle for my daily bread,
and he was the son of a.great house.”

“e Yes I said, 1ntensely interested, as every

_woman is in a love .story. ‘But I shou.ld say that -
you were a ﬁt enough wife for him; you are gently-’

- born yourself :
“¢No, I am not. My 'father wiva.s a poor tutor, my
mother a teacher too; .we are of no family. I met
him at Bournemouth,- which used. to be my home:

- We forgot -everythiug but onrselvés, and it .is always

wicked to be selfish. . Selfishness is always pumshed
sooner or later.’ .
¢«<¢Is he, then, the heir to a great .estate ?* I in-
quired, with a cariosity natural and womanly, though
* quite unprofessional,
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“¢No, he is the second SOI;; but his mother is

- an earl's granddaughter, and she will never forgive
him. She has said so, thoﬁgh he is her favourite
~child” '
“¢Poor child, all will yet come right, I hope
‘expect,’ I said, and stooping down, kissel her brow,
and my eyes were not dry as I turned away.
- » L . . )

o Il “I was very early at my patient’s bedside next
day, and found her much better and brighter. It
was quite evident that the dawn of the new day had

.
i .
e JUSE SO

P

)

i . given her hope, and that she expected her lost
: . happiness to be restored to her before it closed.
,i o “¢Has she had a letter, then?’ I asked Mrs.

Mallow before I went up, when she told me of
" the quiet night and the bright diéposition of the
i/ ' morning.
. 4 ) “ But no letter had come, nor did any come that

‘ day nor for many days to come. Although my at-
tendance could’ well have been dispensed with, I
i continued to visit the young wife every day. Need-
‘L less to say, I was intensely interested in her case,

but the interest of the woman exceeded that of the
doctor. _ : : -
j “ Frances Capel was no longer a patient, but a
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woman suffering, as so many of us do, tHrough that
delicate and terrible organ we call the heart. As
the days went on, and no word or sign dame from
the absent husband, I béga.n to entertain a strong
resentment against him, and to fear that perhaps,
after all, his wife: did know him best. There might
be wheels within wheels of which I knew notiﬁng.
One thing only was certain—the highly strung tem-
peramient of that undisciplined girl could not long
stand such a strain. It was not difficult to foresee
the end. ‘

“I therefore considered myself justified in taking
a decisive step. Mrs: Mallow, whose goodness of
heart and true motherly kindness shown to that
distraught creature have sanctified' to me for ever
the maligned class to. which she belonged, was not
less anxious during. those weary days, in which our
patient passed through many vagaries of mind, many
. stages of acute spirit anguish. I found her alter-
nately passionate, resentful, reproachful, sometimes
railing at fate, and even threatening once to end all
by her own hand. .But I was able, as before, to
convince her of the sin of such a step, and to show
her that, however hard and intolerable the burden,
yet must the creature not lay violent hands on the

B .
B
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i life given by the Creator for a wise purpose, which
( is in every case through time revealed. Those wild
i . moods, howéver, passed, and- she relapsed into a
‘ state of quiescence and apathetic silence which I,
%'T . as her medical attendant, could not regard without
\ eoncern.

¢ ¢Something must be done, and that at once,
b '_ - Mrs. Mallow,’ I said; ‘and I have an idea. I shall
j myself this very afternoon pay a visit to Mr.  Jack
Capel, and see whether he “is really dead to every

feeling of ma.nly honour, to say nothing of common
decency.’

“ Mrs. Mallow regarded me in silent admiration
CLL for a full minute.

«¢Miss Glen, if there be a hangel, you are that

hangel,” she said, making free with her %’s in her

. - emgotion. ‘If you were known in this neighbourhood
as you deserve, the gentlemen doctors, with all. their
hairs, wouldn’t ’ave no chance.’

“¢Something has got to be done for her, Mrs.
Mallow, and that soon, or we may have a repetition
of the scene when we met first,’ I said significantly ;
and, walking out of the house, I took the first han%
in sight, and drove to Charing Cross Station.

«It was only after I was in the train, which was

}
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rapidly conveying me -to Bartlett Common, that I
realised what a very délicate and precarious mission
I had taken upon myself. Only the knowledge that
I acted from the very highest motives, and the con-
viction that good must come of it, bore me up to my
journey’s end. It was rather a.‘ldnger journey than
I had anticipated, and the afternoon was waning
when the train drew up at Bartlett Common, the
nearest station-for Capel Court. It was a wet and
dreary day, a thick' mist enveloped the landscape;
and I could not see many yards beyond the little
enclosure, where sundry vehicles awaited the arrival
of the train. !

¢ ¢ Capel Court, miss ?”’ said the porter, to whom I
put the question. ¢It ain’t

t' a few steps down
the village, and first turning on\ the right. You see

the gates? Not expected, miks. There ain’t no
carriagé from the Court ’ere to-day.

“T thanked the man, and tramjped away down the

& son of Capel Court from the allekiance to.the
family pride. '

-
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T had to ring a bell to gain admittance, and the
woman who came out of the lodge looked so friendiy
that I ventured to ask whether Mrs. Capél were

«¢Qh yes, she be, ma’am. ; and Mr. John is a little
better this evening. The doctor has just been and
gone.’ ’ ‘

«¢He 1is-here, then?® I said, completely taken
off my guard. ‘And  what is, the matter with
him?° :

“¢Why, fever ;-he’s been near death’s door. He
was taken bad the’very night he came; an’ has been
off his head every minit since, an’ goin’ on dreadful.’

“I must have had a very curious expression on-
my face, for I observed the woman regarding me
with something uncommonly like suspicion. I
thanked her hastily, and turned my steps up the
avenue towards the house, quite conscious, though I
did not look back, that the lodge-keeper was staring
after me.” I did nof care. I was happy and filled
with trembling excitement, a sensation altogether
new to one who had always prided herself on her
calm temperament and remarkable powers of self-
control. Capel Court was an imposing, if somewhat
gloomy-looking mansion, & great house, indeed, in
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every sense of the word, and the interior was more
suggestlve of gloomy grandeur than bnghtness or
comfort I was allowed to wait in the hall while
the man took my name to his mistress ; no hard-
shlp, however, since a glorious fire blazed in the
‘v?ﬁde'dbg-grat.e, and many luxurious chairs invited
me to rest. " But 1 was too excited to do anything
but pace to and fro, wondering what was hkely to
be the issue of my errand. ,

“I had ;_plctured Mrs. Capel a woman after the
melodrama type of the proud and unbending mother,
& woman of noble figure, and handsome but for-
bidding cast of face. The reality was entirely
different—a little mite of a creature, with a fair,
round, placid face, and yellow hair arranged so neatly
about her head as to give the idea of extreme pre-
cision in all things. Her manner, however, had its
own touch of hauteur, and when she spoke her voice
had a harsh, unmusical ring.

“¢Good afternoon,” she said, with a slight bow,
and waited, with a faint touch of haughty inquiry in
her whole bearing, to hear *my message.

“¢You do not know my name, of course,” I said.
‘I come from London. I am a doctor, and I hLave
been attending your son’s wife.’

S
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She gave a little start. The expression of her
mouth changed, its outline becoming long and thin,
and @ren crael. ,

%“¢Yes she said languidly. ¢Then you will be
able to give me her address. My son came to see
me because I was ill, and was taken ill himself
directly he arrived. I sappose the fever—typhoid—
was on him when he left London. He is quite
delirious, and I canrot find the address in his pocket:
Please to give me it. I shall send for her, in case
of any serious issue. I would wish to do my duty, -
thoﬁgh' she is not, of course, a person of whom I
can approve.’ -

“She delivered herself calmly and precisely, and
kept her cold blue eyes fixed full on my face. I
only hope I looked as angry as I felt, and I have
been told that I can assume a very forbidding
expression. )

“¢J can give you the address, madam,” I said, as
I took out a card. ¢ Mrs. Capel has been very ill
indeed ; the émxiety and suspense have nearly'kﬂiecl
her. Although you cannot approve of her she is

_devoted to your son, her husband. Her devotion and

her unselfishness have been a daily wonder to me
since I have made her acquaintance.’

A

F
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“ Perhaps I stretched a point, but the ca.lm even
- stare of those cold blue eyes made m _,ml&
“¢The address?’ she said mqmmwnh '
that slight deprecating glance which said quite’ .
plainly she could very well dispense with any farther ‘ ,.\ .
expression of my opinion. I scribbled it on the card,
and gave it to her as n;gmiously as possible.
“¢Can I take any message to Mrs. Cape ?’ :
““You can telegraph for me if you will be so : o
good Tell her to come, that my son is here, and
that I have no wish to pa.rt husband and wife,” she
said calmly. ¢If you will please sit down tea will
be sent to you. There is no train to London, any-
how, for an hour or more.’
“TIt was not a graciously oﬁ'ered hospltahty, but
1 accepted it, in- the hope that she would stay and - :
talk. There was so very much I did not know, and ,
which I wished to know. - .
“ She rang the bell, and, having given her -orders,
looked at me again with a frank cariosity which I
confess surprised me not a little. (,
“¢So you );re a lady doctor? You do not look like
it. Who emplogs you ?’
“ The manner of the speech was almost rude, but
something' in her face disarmed me. Now that the

~
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sore subject was laid aside I saw another side of the -
mistress of Capel Courb.

“ <1 have only begun the practlce -of my professmn,
and your daughter-in-law is my first patient,’ I said, -
with a shght smile. “But I hope she will not be the
last.’- o

“¢You are.a lady, I can'see. What induced you to
take a step so extraordinary, and, if you will excuse
my frankness, so bold ?’ - -

“¢1It is a long story, Mrs. Capel, but I i;hink I am
doing tight. I have decided to give it a fair trial,
anyhow ; and if, at the end of eighteen months,
have still nothmg to do, I shall bury my ambition,
" and return, a sadder and wiser woma.n, to the bosom
of my family.’ :

“I laughed a trifle bitterly as I sa.ld this, for I d1d
not relish the ides, even in jest. .

“¢You are a north-countrywoman by your accent,’
she said. “‘And perseverance is your national charac-
teristic, is it not ¥ I trust there will be no occasion
for you to forego your ambition. Would you like to
go upsta.irs'a'md see my son?’ - -

“This request, so suddenly proffered, took me
entirely by surprise. Needless to say, I assented at

once, and Mrs. Capel berself led_the way up the
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* fuxurious staircase to the sick-room. I glanced about .
me with an involuntary sigh of regretful envy,A re-
calling just such another roomy and- lovely old family.

. house, where my place was empty, and where my
absence was deplored. It'is a sign of weakness to .
yearn for the flesh-pots of Evypt nevertheless, the :
contrast between the old life in my father’s house and T T
the new was painfully strong at ‘that moment, and
made me half & coward. -

“I was recalled from these frloomy thouvhts by/
my intense interest in the young man lying so ill in
that pleasant sick-room, containing “everything that
money could buy to alleviate pam .

“There was a nurse in the room ; and the swk man,

- delirious still, kept up an unceasmv ba.bble of talk, to -~
which she paid no heed. I looked at' him. with
pathetic interest, admiring his noble head and fine

features, though his mother assured me he did not .
look like himself. He was in the acute stage of the .

- fever, and it was impossible; to prbg‘nOStica.te the end.
We did not long remai{ nor did wée say anything -

the hall.

“« ¢What is your opinion ?’ she asked then, and the

question flattered me, of course. J
“¢There is not much to-give. The fever must

3 .
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simply run its ¢ourse. The issue- depends, of course,

on what strength is his to ba.ttle vnth the ecrisis
wlfen it comes. I %

“The 1pl} of catriage wheels mterrupted us. Mrs.
Capel, igf evident surprise, walked to the hall door,
and threw it open, To my amazement there stepped
from the hired fly my patient, Jack Capel’s wife. It
was a. strajnge moment. I almost held my breath.
She took out her purse, we watching her, and paid

" the man, saying quietly, ¢ You- need not wait.’

“ Then she walked into the house. She~looked
very frail and ?i-agﬂe, I thought, but lovely beyond
expression. She did not appear to see me, but paused
in front of -Mrs. Capel and hfted her la.rge eyes te*her
face. o3

“¢My husband is here, and he 'is i]l,’ she said.
‘I had a dream that told me so. You hate and
despise me, I know, but you cannot keep me from

 him. Will you take me to lum if you please, at

once ?’

“Mrs. Capel’s face was absolufely white. I saw
her give a little shiver, but her expression conveyed
nothing.

« They regarded each other steadily for a moment.
The elder woman was the first to flinch.-
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“¢I have no desu'e to keep you from him, she said
quletly then. ¢I had no address, or I should have
“sent for you before. Step this way.’

¢ You.do not logk so unkindly at me as I expected.
[f I have wronged you—as I have bitterly disappointed
~“vou; I know—I ask to be forgiven. )
remedy it now, but I love him ?

“ Her sweet voice broke.

It is too’ late to

- I saw the_ elder woman
shiver again, and a curionus trembling light broke

upon her face. The sweet humility, the childish‘grace
of that desolate young creature had won the heart of'
the earl’s granddaughter, I could see.

“¢ Nay, my dear, it is I who have wronged you,’

she said, and I marvélled to hear the tender cadence

in her voice. ¢I had not seen you. I ask to be for-

given. Now, come.’

“She -put her arm, with a protecting touch of
motherly kindness, about the girl’s shoulders, and
led her away. { The better nature, the highest of all, _
since it is neaﬁst to the Divine, had triumphed at the -
supreme moment, and there was peace. * .

«“J was left, as I was destined often to be, on the
outside. It did not trouble me to know I was for-
gotten. I drank the tea they had set-before me,
adjusted my wraps, and went away from Capel (.ourt,
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back to my solitude, to my little quiet ilqme, to my
. hopes and fears, a little less lone]y, perhaps, than
} when I came. Yet my woman’s heart was not with-’
S . " out its ache. It was many years, and then under very
L ‘ much altered circumstances, before I saw my first
5 . patient again.” )
. -

4]
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A SH.AD/OWED LIFE.
«T SUPPOSE,” I said to my friend one day, "D‘yon
have always found men look more askance'a.p you,
professionally, I mean, than women ?”
“ I don’t quite catch your meaning,” she replied at
once. “I have found women a great deal more scep-

tical about my abilities than any man could possibly .

be. In fact, at first at least, no woman would have
" me of her owa free will, though, after a little ex-
perience of me, she generally changed her mind. The
prejudice to be qvercome against women doctors, even
to-day, my dearks tremendous.”

“And perfectly unwarrantable,” 1 supplemented
calmly.

Dr. Glen smiled alittle curious smile, and I saw a
slightly mischievous gleam in her eye: ’

“ Well, I don’t know, or rather 1 do know what my
~ private opinion is, but I am not bound to give it to

.
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you for the asking,” she replied. “ Now, don’t you
want to hear about my first patient of the other sex ?
I was looking over my journal the other night, and

“when I read the account of him I wondered what you

would say ; probably, that it would not be- calcunlated
to suit your purpose.” .

“Let me hear it; I am the best judge of that,”
said I, feeling that I owed her a retort for the first
part of her speech.

¢ T have no doubt you are,” she said af)sently, and

" took out her watch. ¢ It’s half-past four. Supposing

you’ve drunk sufficient tea—too much, if youn ask me—
will you drive with me to Hampstead ? I have to see

.. a patient there, close by the Heath. I have just time

to do it comfortably before dinner. I can drop you at
your own door as we return.”

“ And tell me the story as we go. I dreamed last
night I had burglariously entered your abode, and
borne away your story triumphantly.”

Dr. Glen laughed, and gave the tip of her nose a
rub with the palm of her hand, a curicus little habit 4
of hers which has often amused me.

“T’ll take care you don’t lay burglarious hands on
that, madam. Il burn it first. Well, are you
ready ?” -
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I asserted, and we proceeded to the door, where
the neat victoria waited farther orders. Prosperous
days had come to Dr. Glen, and the carriage was paid
for out of her own professional earnings. She was
proud of her success, a.r? ‘she stepped into her own
carriage, and sat 8ownc in it too, like a woman
who always has been used to it.” It is a grace of
manner difficult to acquire., Dr. Glen has Jit to
perfection.

“ Well, about this patient of mine, this man,” she
said, with a curious intonation on the last word.
Of course, I got him by mistake, and it was as good
as a yomime to see his face when I entered his
room=" Do you know this, dear ?—thereis not a woman
in twenty who can bear up under the constant humili-
ation of such looks. They nearly slew me—at first ;
and though I don’t get so many of them now, of
course the effect is just the same. Well, it was not
long after the Capel case, and I was just wondering
whether I had seen my first and last patient, when I
was called up at two o'clock in the morning. Imagine
the excitement of hearing.the night-bell ring in my
dressing-}oom, and of speaking down the tube for
the first time! It was a delicious sensation. Curious

how we change; now I wish the bell-wire would
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break, and I feel inclined to stuff my stockings down

the tube to ensure a quiet might. It was a man who
spoke up to me, asking if I’d come at oncetq a neigh-
bouring street to see his master, who had’ a

seizure. I’said yes, of course, and asked him to wait-
& minute for me. I was a trifle nervous then about
the streets at ni,ght, though I had to get over that.
You think you can dress quickly,—I’ve heard you

" make your boast of it,—but you can’t beat me. And
I didn’t go out a fright either, or forget to do my
front hair. I even put on a pair,of fresh cuffs, and~
I was down that stair in seven minutes from the time
the bell rang. By this time Margaret haa\let the
man in, and there he sat on thé hall seat,and when

\hé saw me he had the queerest look abtn his face you
ever saw.

“¢T suppose you knew I was alady ?’ Isaid, a trifle
sharply ; and he slapped his hand to his forelock
respectfully at once.

-¢ ¢ Yes’'m—Dbut—but——-> -

“But what-?’ I asked. <

‘¢ Not so young, please’m,” he said, & trifle doubt-

/\f&lly. ’ .
"~ “¢T presume the case is urgent. We had better
go,” I said, with all the dignity I could command,
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and wishing my hair would suddenly grow grey.
¢ Are you the gentleman’s servant 2’ ‘

“¢ Yes’m, his valet,” he replied. .

“¢Yqu can tell me about your master as we go,’
I said with dignity, and we passed out together into.
the chill air. You don’t know what it is to rise out
of a warm bed and march .

t into the raw air at two
oclock on a November morning; so be thankful for
your mercies, and respectful to me.

“] gathered from the valet, whose name was '
~Wi]li;1,ms, that his master had had a sudden seizure
Mnight, when preparing for bed, and that he

%s in an unconscious state. The house was not far
off—only a stone’s throw from my own—but Williams
had gone out of his way naturally to avoid the lady
doctor, and it was only in desperation, after calling on
two médical men and finding both out, that he came
for me. ~ When I entered the house, I saw at a glance
~what not a man in ten would have noticed—that
though the hall was quaint, and in some respects
shabby, it coutained much that was valuable, and
which belonged to a person of wealth and taste. It
was a private house, not a lodging-house, as I quite ’
. expected. A middle-aged, respectable-looking house-
keeper came running downstairs to receive me, looking
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at once relieved and a trifle disappointed with my
appearance. My dear, in spite of all you and the
doctor said about it, it as a mistake to make myself
smart and youthfal looking ; it only implanted dis-
trust in the bosoms of my elderly patients, and a lack
of respect ir the young ones.” . .

“T don’t believe it,” I replied flatly. *If we'd let
you make a guy of yourself to-begin with, we shouldn’t
be riding out to Hampstead in your victoria, Dr. Glen, ~
but in a hired one at three shillings an hour.- But
there is no gratitude in this world—now - proceed
about the old gentleman.” -

“I calmly nodded to the housekeeper and pulled
off my gloves as I went upstairs behind her and in
front of Williams. By the time I entered the large,
lofty room where my- patient was, I was so interested
in him that I forgot all about them, though they
stood by while I made my examination, watching me
like hawks. I saw at a- glance what was wrong.
He had had a paralytic shock, in the left side for-
tunately, so that his face was not much distorted.

"It was a good thing, for he was the very ugliest old

man I have ever seen. He. looked about seventy
years of age, and from the colour of his skin I
thought he must have spent the greater part of his
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life in a foreign country. Though this was my first
case of the kind, I was at no loss how to proceed ;
and the two pairs of suspicious, watchfal eyes upon
me kept me up to the mark. I forgot nothing, and
I gave my orders in a‘}’quick, decisive way, which
favourably impressed tﬂem, I could see, while it
filled me with admiration for myself. There are
moments, as you know as well as I, when he who
hesitates is lost. I know that my prompt action
saved my reputation with thege two menials, who
have stood up for me like Britons ever since. It
will not be very inter/éstin for you to hear the
details of my treatment ; suffice to say that before I
left him I had the saﬁsfaction of seeing my patient
open his eyes, though they did not appear to look
with mach intelligence. Still, anything is better
than unconsciousness. I perceived that the pair,
Williams and Mrs. Davis—both Welsh names, by-
the-bye—were considerably relieved by even such a
slight improvement, and that they were undoubtedly
attached, and strongly too, to their very ugly old
master. When I left about six o’clock, Williams
respectfully followed me downstairs, and asked
whether I would- like him to walk back with
me.
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“¢Oh no,” I replied cheerfully. ‘It is day now,
and I am not afraid. I shall come round after
breakfast : meanwhile you know what to do.”

.“¢Yes’m,” he said, with a curious touch of wistful-
ness, which made his plain, unintelligent face quite

attractive.

“¢ Would you please tell me how it’s likely to turn
out for my master ?’

“¢I can’t I replied frankly. ¢Because I don’t
know. T.can assure you this stroke will not, be
fatal, that is all. He may entirely recover, or he *
may be left partially disabled. .We shall not be able
to tell for some little time. Has he had anything
special to worry or annoy him lately ?’

“¢Yes'm, a heap; he’s always bein’ annoyed ;
they don’t give him no peace,” he said quite
savagely.

“¢Who are “they”?’ I inquired snggestively.

¢« His relations, the Brynforfls of Plas Martyn ; ’

.they’ve done their best to suck him dry, and worry

the life out 0’ him. It would be the best bit 0’ news
they ever heard if he died, but you won’t let ’em
hear it yet, will you, Miss—Doctor—beggin’ your
pardon ?°

© «¢No, we won’t, since they are s




A SHADOWED LIFE. 45

I replied, with a smile. ‘Then my patient’s hame
is Brynford ?° ’ ‘

“¢Yes’m, Brynford Martyn it should be, but he
dropped the Martyn long ago.’ .

“I nodded and left the house, begiﬁ'ning to be
interested in the curious old man, who evidently had

>

as he looked, since he had won the devotion of the
two servants, who waited upon him hand and foot,
evidently out of phre ;aﬁ'ecﬁon. I saw him again in
the course of the day, and found him, though con-
scious, in a dazed condition. He appeared to know
I was a stranger, and to wonder what I wanted, but
he always submitted quite quietly to all my ministra-
tions. This went on for some days, until he was
able to talk, a little thickly and incoherently, of
course, and his faithful servants appeared to be
overjoyed to hear the tones of his voice again.

first question to me was not very encouraging.
do you think it was?”
I said I did not know-
asked me if I had been disappointed of
a husband that I had taken to medicine, and if I had
no relatives to put me in a lunatic asylum.”

“ And how did you answer him ?”

a history of his own. He could not be so repulsive -
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«I told him frankly to mind his ‘own business,
and not-to forget altogether that he owed his life
partly to me. That was stretching a point, maybe,
but I was bound to hold my own with him. - And
he liked it; he chuckled over that retort as if it
were one of Punch’s best jokes, and was very civil
to me for two days. He was .the queerest mixture.
Sometimes I positively hated him, and vowed I
should never pay him another visit. At other times .
he was almost amiable, and there was something
touching in his loneliness, and in his utter dependence
on his servants, who lavished-upon him a devotion
which he must have earned, since it had nothing
mercenary about it.”

“Did he never suggest that you should have
another opinion, or appear to object to revard you
as his medical adviser?” :

“No, he was most amiable so far as that was
concerned ; and his confidence in me did a great

- deal towards restoring my self-respect, which “so

many months’ idleness had brought to the lowest
ebb. We_used to have long conversations on évery
conceivable sﬁbjecﬁ, and became very friendly, after
he was quite strong eﬁbngh to speak. One morning

- Williams came for me in the greatest haste, saying
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Mr. Brynford had had another seizure, and would I'
come at once. He explained as we hurried to the
. house together that some of his relatives from Wales
had arrived that niomi_ng, and that there had “been
~ a scene, ending in'the collapse of his master. When
we entered the house, a lady came out of the dining-
room, a large, haughty person, of most forbidding
aspect, and without so much as a civil greeting asked
me what I wanted. ¢1 am the doctor in attendance

on Mr: Brynford, madam,” I replied, and if ever I _

looked hanghty I think I managed it then; €and I
cannot attend to you until I have seen him.’

-¢“She stepped out into the hall aid followed me
upstairs. I suffered her to ascend out of the hearing
of Williams, and then tarned to her politely.

“¢] am sorry I must forbid you Mr. Brynford’s
room just now, madam. I understand it is yo;lr
sutdden arrival which has again prostrated him.
Until 1 give permission no one except myself and
his attendants must go near my patient.’”

¢ Splendid,” I murmured. “Splendid; you were
born to command, Elizabeth ; but go on.” '

“You ‘should have seen her face! She looked
for a moment as if she would disregard me. She
was nearly twice my age, and she had an eve that
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‘might have pierced a st.one”wa.ll, but I met her gaze

steadily, and she saw that I meant what I said.
She was neither a lady nor a good woman ; therefore
I had no compunction at all about her feelmgs
When I entered the room I turned the keym«the
lock. Mrs. Davis was alone with her master bathlng
his ha.uds, and doing everythmg she could think of.
I saw at a glance that what I feared had not occurred;
he ha,(L had no second seizure, but had' only gone
into a fainting fit, out of which I managed to bring
him, and when he opened his eyes I saw that there
Qs a scared look in them, as if he had got a fright.

¢¢“That “woman, ‘Sophia Brynford Martyn, he
muttered. ¢ Has she gone?’

“¢She shall not come in here, sir, I said ‘sooth--
ingly, and I laid my hand with real tenderness on
his head. He was very ugly, and generally most
disagreeable, but I felt a great rush of pity for him,
and could not help showing it. Mrs. Davis took .
my hand and kissed it, with a queer sudden gesture,

- and tears standing in her eyes.

“¢But has she gone out of the house? You'll
put- her out, won’t you, Miss Glen? Get the police

to her, only put her eut, he said, with piteous
eagerness.
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«¢She shall leave the house within an hour,” I
replied, with that colossal assumption at which you
have often professed yourself amused. He appeared
more contented after that, and when I had given
him something fell into a sleep of exhaustion. * Then
I bethought myself of the large woman awaiting me
downstairs. .

«¢Mrs. Davis,” I said in a whisper, ¢ will you éome
into the dressing-room & moment ?’

« She followed me at once.

¢ Can you tell me anything about the lady down-
stalrs ? Iam going to order her out 6f the house—
at least it amounts to that. But what® relation is
. phe to Mr. Brynford ?°

“¢<His cousin’s wife, doctor ; but never mmﬂ order

her ont an’ wclcome. She’s a bad un, she is.’

«I have never professed immaunity from the
common weaknesses of my sex, and I was fearfully
curious concerning ‘my patient and his OI)JCCtIODable

relative, but it did not ‘become me to force the cop-

fidlence of a servant; so I withdrew to deal
diplomatically . as %night' be with Mrs. Brynfo
Martyn. * . }
¢ She was pacing the hall, & most imposing-looking
figure, and when ‘she heard me on the stairs she’
. : ‘.

D g

P g L

AR e v

i

2 % N VRS -‘zalL".!T e

’
.~i oy o

VL
i



B
i
L
1
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-opened the dining-room door and motioned me to

enter. I did so, and saw there a gent\lit:;n, sitting
at the table  unconcernedly reading the 7imes, a small,

rather evil-looking person, with ted hair and fartive.

~ shifting eyes. He merely glanced at me, but a

curious and not very attractive smile was on his face,
as if he anticipatéd ‘a pleasant excitement in the
encounter between his wife and me.

“¢Well, said Mrs. Brynford Ma.rtyn, very sharply,

how did you find him ?’ .

“¢In a fainting fit, from . whlch he has now
recovered,” I replied politely. ‘I know- nothing,
madam, of Mr. Brynford’s -family affairs, but I do
know that in his present weak state he does not wish
your presence in the house ; and he desires me to
ask you to leave without delay.’ '

“¢And pray, who are you, to f)ring me any such

message ?’ she inquired, in a most insulting voice ;

but I kept my temper, and replied calmly :

“¢I am his medical adviser.’

“¢His medical adviser!’ she repeated, with a
sneer. ‘And a pretty one you are; don’t you think
shame of yourself, at your age, a disgrace to your -
sex, nothing more?” .

4“ 1 smiled, because I could not help it.
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“¢] have sent for another doctor, miss, a proper
doctor, who will take Mr. Brynford’s case into his
own_hands, and you can send in your bill as soon

as you like, though I suppose you and Williams and -
_ Davis have feathered yonr pockets pretty well out-

of the old fool’s purse.

¢ Her vn]ganty took the sting from her words,

and though I was very _angry, I 'didn’t show.it.
“¢Iam Mr. Brynford s medical adnser, 1 repeated

calmly, ‘and I keep the case in my hands until he

desires other advice. As you have sent for another

doctor, I shall; of course, wait to see him, and explain
the matter to him. If necessary I must remain in

the house altogether, l;o see that you do not annoy

_'Mr. Brynford. A -few more shocks of the same kind

can have but one lssue.

¢ The palr_excbanged glances and a few words in

Spanish, which I unfortunately did not understand.
Then Mrs. Brynford Martyn’s manner suddenly
changed, and became almost conciliatory.

«¢] did not mean to be rude to you, Miss Glen,
but I have been naturally annoyed, of course, at
having been kept in ignorance of my cousin’s state
of health. We are his only relatives, and it has
grieved us to see him so entirely in the hands of
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servants. He is a very rich man, and I fear these
people only serve him for their own ends.’”

“¢T don’t think so, madam,” I replied courteously.
‘I have had every opportunity of observing them,
and I have never seen greater personal devotion than
Williams and Mrs. Davis bestow on Mr. Brynfl'or@’\

“ She shrugged her shoulders, and made no reply

to that. -

“¢As my cousin has unfghnnately taken some
sirange umbrage at us, and we cannot but think
that his mind has been} poisoned against us,” she
" said, ¢ Mr. Martyn and I will ]Jeave the house to-day.
We shall go to the Inns of Court Hotel in Holborn,
and there remain until Mr. Brynford is better.’

“This was so much gained, and within an hour

the pair had left the house. I went up to inform -

Mr. Brynford of their departure, but found him still
. asleep, and after I had seen' the medical man whom .
Mrs. Brynford Martyn had called in I also left.”

“ What did the other doctor say ?” I inquired.

¢“ Oh, he was very civil, and we have been most
friendly ever since. Well, I did not see my patient
till the evening, and then he was quite himself again,

\;ery weak of course, bnt'appa.rently relieved in\hi's
mind. '
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“¢You gave us all a pretty fright this morning,
* _Mr. Brynford,” 1 said.
. «“He smiled faintly, and asked me to sit down,
which I was not loth to do, be,ing exceedingly anxious
to have some light thrown on the occurrence of the
morning, though I hardly anticipated that Mr.
Brynford would give me his full confidence.
«cWell, did you have a hot quarter of an hour
with her this morning, my dear ?> he asked, with
a curions gleam' in his restless black eyés. He
sometimes said ‘;ny dear’ to me, and never offensively.
1 knew by it that he was immensely pleased.
“¢She is certainly not a very agreeable person,’
I replied. ‘But I succeeded in_couvincing her that
it would be better for them to leave thé house, and
that was the main Gusiness, wasn’t it ?’
“¢Indeed it was. No, she isn’t an agreeable
person, Miss Glen ; she’s a fiend, a woman without
- heart or principle. It is due to you, seeing you
have done so much for me, to tell you sometlfing
about her, and how she came to have such an evil
influence on my life.’ ' .
«¢T will admit g natural curiosity, Mr. Brynford ;
bt if it will agitate you to speak of her, pray don’t.”
“¢Qh, it will agitate me, but no worse than
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_thinking of her. Besides, I want to tell you. I’ve

never known anybody like you, so good 5_5md true,
and possessing so much sonnd common sense.”” There,
see how unblushingly I can sound my own praises ;
but it’s all a part of the story.

I think I see the poor old gentleman yet, sitting
op in bed, with his gandy Eastern dressing-gown
round his shoulders, and a Turkish cap on the back
of his head, his thin white hair straggling out below
it, making his face look even more parched and
yellow by contrast. He was a pathetic sight.
~ “You wouldn’t think, looking at Sophia Martyn,’
he began, ¢ that she once appeare& to me a beantiful
and attractive woman. But it is the case. I have
spent’ the greater part of my life in Indis. I was

' on the Government survey, and in the course of my

iourneys took up shares in various tea-gardens, which '
turned out a good speculation, and hdM to make
my fortune. I rather enjoyed the wandering life
after I got used to the privation of being almost
totally remaved from civilisation. There was a young
fellow on our staff, Fred Clayton by name, who was
a great chum of mine; we were as intimate as
brothers, loved each other more dearly than most
brothers, till we both fell in love with the same
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woman—the woman you saw here this morning. We
saw her first at her brother’s bungalow in Assam,
" where she was keeping house for him. He was
manager of a tea-garden there, and they were a rongh _
lot altogether, and were spoken of lightly all over }
the district. But theywere jolly, and Clayton and I, .
~ careless young fellows, hung about their place, travel- '
ling long distances to it whenever we got the chance, ;
and of course we fell in love with her, or imagined
ourselves in love, which amounted to the same thing.

She was & very pretty girl then, and had that peculiar
fascination which a woman, not good at heart, can
sometimes exercise for the time being over the lest
of men. But only for the time being, mark you;
the revulsion of feeling is bound to come sooner or

S

e
later. She was not particularly comfortable at the ’f
bunvalow with her brother, having come out to him ‘;
agsmst his express desire, and he often showed her i’-—
pretty plainly that she was hardly tolerated. That, )
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of course, made her doubly anxious to get married,
and she did her ntmost to secure a hasband, making
the mistake, however, of letting her efforts be too
plainly seen. She had had plenty dangling after her,
but somehow they always sheered off at the critical v
moment. Clayton and I were about equally hit, and
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she made it her business to find out which of us was— B

the best match. The luck was on my side. I belong
to an old Welsh family, and I had a property in
(C'arnarvon, and my prospects were much better than
poor Cl:;yton’s, who had nothing .but his profession
i to look to. So she favoured me. Clayton was madly
jealous, of course, and over Sophia Blake we fell ont
for the first time since our acquaintance began. If
she had only been honest to poor Fred, things might
have gone differently, but she gave him encourage-
ment when I was not there ; in fact, at the bottom
{ I believe she liked him best, as well as such a
oo | heartless woman could like anybody. Well, things

o came to an awful crisis when we went up together
i ] to spend Christmas with the Blakes. There were
. ! other people there—not a very nice set—and. there

‘ was a good deal of gambling, and ofherr objectionable
games went on. Sophia’s behaviour was the reverse
of what it ought to have been, but we saw no fanlt
in it. They gave a dance on Christmas Eve, and -
there were about thirty persons there.’

“<Thirty !” I repeated in surprise; ¢where did
they all come from ?°* )

y “¢Far and near. People think nothing of riding
! twenty miles to a dance in India. I've done it




A SHADOWED LIFE. 57

myself, many a time: Sophia flirted ountrageously
all the evening. I was sitting a dance out in the
verandah with her, and was just on the point of
asking her the all-important question, which I shounld

bave regretted always, when Clayton came out. I

had my arm round her waist, as I had often had.
I saw in a minute that Fred wgs in a passion. I
didv’t know, of course, that she had been sitting with
him just in the same position not an hour ago. He
only looked at us both steadily a moment, and then
re-entered the bungalow.

« ¢« Poor Fred looks struck all of a heap, doesn’t
he?” she asked coquettishly. ¢“Bat what was it
you were going to say ?”

“¢J couldn’t for the life of me havé said it. The
look on Fred’s face haunted me. I got up suddenly,
and said we’d better go back to the honse. She was
angry and chagrined, I could see, but I didn’t care.
I knew now that Fred was much harder hit than
I was, and I made up my mind to leave him an opew
field, forgetting that 1 had a woman to deal with
as well. We re-entered the house, and as I was
standing at onme of the portidre curtains, someone
tapped me on the shoulder, and Fred’s voice spoke :—-

¢ ¢ & Come oujﬁ, Tom. I want to speak to you.”
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“¢I turned round and followed him at once. A
little avenue of deodars ran straight down from the
front of the bungalow to the rough road, the jungle’
being on the other side. It was a pretty wild part
of the country, and the tea-garden one of the latest
brought under cultivation. On this road, in the
open space, Fred stood still. I think I see him still,
his face distorted with anger and his eyes blazing. He
had always a passionate temper, which often got the
better of him, but I had never seen him so worked up.

“¢«] want to know,” he said, and his voice was
thick, “what you mean by making love to my
affianced wife. 'We can’t both have her, and I want
you to understand that she belongs to me.”

“¢Idon’t know what it was in his look and tone
that irritated me, but 1 got angry too.

¢ ¢« That’s for the lady to decide, isn’t it ? ” T said,
with a slight sneer; “and I don’ think she has
decided yet. Suppose we call her here to do it on
the spot.” _

«¢«We can decide it ourselves if you like, a fair
field and a fair fight,” he said suggestively. ¢ If you
don’t give her up, swear to me here that you’ll never
breathe love to her again, I'll kill you, Tom Brynford,
where yon'sta.nd.."
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“¢I laughed right out. I was sorry for the boy,
but at the same time he amused me.

“¢«T've only to snap my fingers and she’s mine,
my lad,” I said. lightly, not dreaming that my idle
word would have such an awful effect. He whipped
a pistol from his breast, and, pointing at me, fired
a shot which missed me clean. I jumped back, of
course, and before I recovered myself there was

another double report, and I saw poor Clayton fall-

to the ground, with a red stain on his glossy shirt
front. As quick as lightning a woman’s white form
flashed among the deodars, and Sophia flew out from
her hiding, where she had been listening to our con-
versation. We bent over him together, but he never
spoke nor moved. He was dead.

¢ At this point the poor old gentleman was qu.ité
overcome, and I had to give him a stimolant. It was
some time before -he could speak again, and then he
_did not say much.

“¢You are a good woman,” he said, ¢ so you can’t

comprehend the depths of a bad one. I don’t want
to expatiate here on Sophia Blake’s wickedness ; it,
and my own bitter regret, have cursed my life for
the last forty years. Instead of being sobered and
..changed by the lad’s awful fate, she sought to make
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it the stépping-stone to her own advancement. She
said that.if I did not marry her she’d tell a story
‘which would bé so badly against me that my life
wouldn’t be worth an hour’s purchase. Marry her!
I’d rather have served myself with the same pistol
that had killed poor Fred. It was mine, too, and
she might have made the evidence strong. There
was an mqmry, of course, but "&n”inquiry in India
and one in England are not sy nonymous terms. I
refused 1;0 marry her, but fool that I was, I offered
her.money as compensation, though compensation for
what. I did not very well know. I was.distracted,
in fact, and didn’t know what I was doing, and I put
myself in her power. But marry her I didn’t, and
never would. I'd have killed her and myself first.
She followed me to England, and I knew no peace
- till she married niy worthless cousin, Robert Martyn ;
»; " : and as. he never could earn a../penny for himself, T
allow them to live at Plas Martyn, and give them
enough to live upon. Bat she has an eye to my
money, and would hold the old threat of exposure
over me yet if I would see her, Which I haven’t done
1 ‘ for some years. She stole a march upon me this
| morning.” And that was his tale.
B “ Though he told me the story that night, he never
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allnded to it again, nor did I, and I never told him
about a letter I wrote to Mrs. Brynford Martyn at the
Inns of Court, letting her understand that I knew the
story of her life and my patient’s. She replied most
insultingly, of course, but from that time she left
him alone.” -

“ And did he recover ?” I inquired, with intense
interest. )

“QOh yes, and went about as lively as a cricket
for several years, till another shock carried him away
only six months ago.”

“And I hope he was properly grateful to you for
your attention, for saving his life, and ridding him of
a torment.” _ .

“1dido’t think so at the time,” replied Dr. Glen,

* with a very odd little smile. “I sent him my bill .

in due course, putting, as I thought, a fair value on
my services, and he sent Williams back with it, to
tell me it was exorbitant, and that I must take off
the odd shﬂlings;”

« And did you?”

“ No, I never reduce a billy my dear; it’s. a bad
precedent to create. Either it must be paid in full
or not at all. He did pay it, thongh with grumbling.
He was a very queer old man. I have never told

»
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you it was Mr. Brynford who left me the money
to buy the carriage, and a letter, which I may
show you some day when I am particularly amiable,
and you are not on the hunt for copy. Here we
‘ arel” '
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ABIES ?” said Dr. Glen meditatively. “ Yes,
I know something about babies,—mnot very
much perhapé, but enough to convince me that they
are not so helpless as they are called. A good,
B decent-sized baby has as much -power in its small
finger as some grown people have in their whole
anatomy, and a larger. capacity for tyranny in its
tiniest squall than an antocrat in his most amtocratic
mood.” .
¢ Could you demonstrate the fact?” I enquired,
with a smile.
“]1 could, but you don’t require it to be demon-
‘strated. You can’t contradict it.”
. «Have you got anything specially interesting about
‘babies in that journal of yours?” I enqmred, with
cautious meekness.
63
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64 ELIZABETH GLEN, M.B.

“ Yes, indeed,” replied Dr. Glen cheerfully. ¢ But

.who wants to hear about babies?”

“ Bverybody,” I asserted boldly. ¢Those who
have babies like to read about them, if only: to see-
whether the writer knows what she is talking about.
Those who have not got them wish they had, and
are devoured with curiosity regarding their habits
and customs.” )

“You wriggle out of everything with surprising
agility, for a person of your age,” said Dr. Glen
whimsically. ‘I supposc the long and the short
of it is you want a baby story this month, don’t
you?” !

« “Yes, I do.”

“ Then why couldn’t you say so in plaln language,
instead of trying to walk round the enemy in that
fashion ?”

“Well, to tell the truth, the enemy wears rather
a forbidding aspect to-day, with that ominous pucker
between her brows.” ’

“ Well, I am worried, awfully worried,” said Dr.
Glen ; and, sitting down, she let her square, bean-
tifal chin drop into her hands, and regarded me
solemnly over her finger-tips. “I’ve got a patient,
& woman, who won’t get better, nor show the tiniest

B
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bit of improvemeﬁt even. She defies every known
remedy, and I’'m at my wit’s end.”

“ What’s the matter with her ?”

“Well, between ourselves, I don’t mind telling
you the diagnosis of her case has been a puzzle to
me. Sometimes I think she has one thing, some-
times ant.:)ther.”

“That’s a fearful confession. Hasn’t she any symp-
- toms ?”’I enquired vaguely.

“Far too many; and you needn’t adopt such a

superior .air. Your husband has been in the same -
diléemma often, I could take my affidavit, though,"

being 8 man, he wouldn’t admit it.”

« How hard you always are on' men, Elizabeth,”
I said, in mild remonstrance. :

“Am I? They cad survive it ; but it is a worry-
ing thing, dear, to go on day after day, doing one’s
very best seeing no result. One has no credit
by such patients ; they haven’t sufficient energy in
them even to take a disease thoroughly, and give a
poor medico a chance.”

“ Has she & history?™

“ Oh yes, she’s going into the journal by-and-bye.”

“T1l take her to-day if you are not in the mood
for babies,” I sa.ld lnsmuatmo'lv.

) 5
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“No, no, she isn’t mnearly ready, but to be con- S
tinued for some time to come. I Zawe a good -ba!);v; :
story, and as I.suppose you mean to sit there till
you get it, I had better begin at once.”

“Do,” I said encouragingly, with my note-book
ready in my hand.

: ““'Well, this baby happened pretty far back in my
experience, and as he was my first baby, it was" fit-
tiug\he should have something to- distinguish him
from'all the rest. Looking over my books the other
night, how many babies do you think I found myself to
have assisted at the earliest stage of their existence ? ”

“I shouldn’t like to say, but tell me.” :

“On second thoughts I won’t—at least not to-day.
Well, this baby is a great fellow now at Loretto
School. I had

“ At Loretto!” I interrupted.  What’s he doing.

‘there? Is he Scotch #” .

“Yes. See what a word can do!” said Dr. Glen, .
with a little tender smile. “I say Loretto, and yon
immédiately forget all about babies, and see nothing
but that little quaint old town, where the grey sea
tosses up to the green ‘links, on which the red
jackets of the college boys make lovely bits of colour;
is that not so?”™ '

4




A CHRISTMAS B.A4BY. 67

“ Indeed it is,” I admitted, and there was even a
moisture in my eyes as she drew the picture for me,
for my heart filled in many details she did not
mention. The quaint sea-beat town; made classic
by its old college, is haunted by many memories,
and there is a house there, facing the sea, hallowed
to me by thoughts of some who are “away.”

“ There are lots of precious bits in the old land
for yon yet,' dearest,” said Dr. Glen, and her face
wore its loveliest look. ¢ But I can’t have you grow-
ing sad over it, because I'm a bit out of sorts myself,
and if we both go down at the same momelit it will
be a bad business. - Besides, this isn’t a sad story,

though it begins in sombre, colours. It’s a stgr}.

that will rejoice your soul, a record of noble en-
deavour, of difficulties niapfully overcome.”
“Go on,” 1 said, putting the point of .m)'-penpil
to the page once more. ) . ‘
“ Well, about this great boy—when I saw him the
other day I cou;d not believe, when I looked at his

broad shoulders and long legs, that I had once held -

him in my arms, a limp atom of humanity, with

nothing distinguishing about him but hrs yell; whlch'

was truly stentorian.”
“Begin with the ?,vell,” I said, with suggestive

,
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haste, for by certain signs and symptoms 1 gathered
that Dr. Glen was not in a dependable mood. -

« T must begin before that,” said Dr. Glen. * Well,
one night I was sitting at dinner, when the bell
rang in a rather fast and farions fashion. I had

"the Brynford case in hand at the time, and I quite -

expected & summons to the old gentleman, when
Margtltret. came to say a young gentleman wanted
me in the consulting-room, ¢An’ he’s Scotch, Miss
‘Lizbeth,” she said in her canny way. ¢An’a bonnie
man, though trouble sits upon his face ; an’ his vera
tongue warms up & body’s heart.’

“ This sounded so interesting that I left my pud-
ding unfinished and went to interview my patient.
He was. standing just’ by my table there, a big,
powerful, broad-shouldered fellow, fairly well dressed
it appeared, though when I saw him in daylight I
discovered that he was very shabby. His face was
very honest and winning, but it was haggard with
tronble, and at the very first moment I thought he
looked as if he wanted a good meal. And that im-
pression was correct. If I regarded him attentively
hé returned my steady look with interest, and there
was a distinct appeal in his eyes which made me soft
at once. Yes, though he was only a man, I made up
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" my mind on the spot that whatever help he needed—

and help it was, anybody could see that—I would not

refuse.

"“¢You are Dr. Glen ?’ he said : and his voice had
precisely. _the effect Margaret had described s
~ ‘warming up your heart’ That pﬂh‘ase expresses
it better than anything else. ‘

“¢Iam. Won’t you sit down?’ I said pleasantly :
but he did not do so. ¢I am in trouble,” he said, in
that honest, direct way which wins evervbody even
to this day. ‘My wife is very ill, and I came to see
if you would see her.’

% ¢ Why, of conrse I will,’ I said cheerfully. *Can
you wait just ten minutes till I finish my dinner?
Is it far to go?’

“¢No; only to Riego Street.’ ,

“ ¢ Riego Street ?’ I repeated, the name not being
familiar to me. . .

. %¢Jt’s a poor place ; off Gray’s Inn Road,’ he said,
snd his face flushed a little. *And it is my duty to
tell you that we are very poor, and it may be some
little time before we can pay your fee ; but I will pay
it, madam, I give ,vou’-\iny' word.’ '

¢+ Oh, pray don’t mention it,’ I said hastily, feeling
quite ashamed _that he should so assure me. * What
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is the matter with your wife ? Has she been long
ine’ )

“¢She has ailed for some time, but not seriously.
The truth is she expects to have a child.’

¢“¢Oh !’ 1 said, with intense interest, for remember
it was my first case; and I/;vmﬁ(’r “have tramped
miles®to it for nothing. “And ' does she expect it
to-night ?_ B _— ) i

4Ol T no, not for a week or two,” he replied, wnhl

% melancholy smile. ¢But she is so \er3 poorl) I

felt I could not wait any longer.’ :
“¢But do you mean to say you have not engaged
anyone to attend her till now ?’ . |
“¢No. She had heard of you, Dr. Glen, and would
not hear of anyone else. e were waiting till I could

bring' your fee in my hand, but I have not been ablé

to earn it ; and I could not see her suffer any longer,.

I trust yoa will not refuse to come.’

« Annie, I felt dreadfully Ashamed and sorry for
him. The man was a gentleman ; counceive what
it must have cost him to stand there and utter those
humiliating words.

“¢<What do yon take me for?’ I asked brusquely,
to hide my real feelings. ¢ You are a countryman of
my own : and if I can do anything for you, you are
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welcome. Emy/(/l/(/)/u’t say any more, but sit down
antil-1 get on my boots, and then you can pilot
me to Riego Street.’ .

“In ordinar): cirenmstances I should have let him
go and followed alone, but I wanted to talk to him
a little more, to learn something of their circumstances
bhefore I saw my patient. " I had one stupendous
desire as I hurried back to finish my dinner, and
that was to send Margaret to the consulting-room
with a steaming “liot _plate of soup ; but there are
things one daren’t do, how ever much one wants. I
did not keep him waiting long, you may be sure, and_
dirgctly we got out I made him hail the first hansom.
And he handed me into it, my dear, as only a gentle- |
man can, and at my request got in beside me. -

“¢¢ Now,” I said, in qnit?a' motherly manner, thongh
he was my own age, if not more, ¢ tell me something
more about your poor wife. Is she Scotch like your--
self ?* , ‘

% ¢ Yes, she belongs to Edinburgh.” - 5 -

% ¢And how long have you been in London ?’
“¢Nearly two years ; and what an awful struggle
it ‘has been !’ L ‘

“ He leaned back, and his face grew more haggard
and his mouth trembled. We like men to be strong
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and self-reliant, and to exhibit no sign of weakness
even in trying moments, but there are times when
sach weakness is n6 dishonour to manhood. The man
was beaten, and as I could easily see, the first words
of genuine sympathy, thongh but poorly expressed,
broke him down. I did not speak to him for & minute
or 80, and then I said cheerfully : ®

“¢Oh, but all-struggles come to an-end, and there
are bright days as well as dark in every life. Suppose
you tell me your name !””

Then Dr. Glen pal;sed half,a moment.and looked
me whimsically in the face. -

“I'm going to give you a fictitious name, my dear,
for very obvious reasons; as I may tell you some
day.”

% Never mind the name, it’s the story,” I cried
quickly. “Go on: don’t be tangalising.”

“ Well, I must say that for a-woman who concocts
novells deliberately planned to keep people on the
tenterhooks, you display a.very commonplace curiosity -
which does not raise you in my estimation,” she
replied, with her sweet, sudden, bewildering smile,
which I have heard her admirers say *‘goes for
everybody.” “ Well, snppose we call him Charles
Ruthertord’; it will do as well as anything else,

q .
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When he had told me his name,/f asked him as
gently -as I could what was his employment.

“¢I haven’t got any,” he said bitferly. ¢ That’s the .

trouble. Miss Glen, thank God that you have never

known what it is to tramp these stony streets day

by day, asking little, only work sufficient to keep
life in your dearest, and being refused everywhere.
It’s: experiences of that kind that change men
into—’ -

¢ ¢ Hush,’ I said, very gently ¢ She would not like
to hear you say that, I.am sure ; and it won’t go on
like this for ever.’

«<It can't, he said, with a little hard langh. ¢We
very nearly made up our ininds one night to try the
F rench plan and buy a pan of cha.rcoal bnt she wonld
not, because of the child.’

“I could not spedk, dear, for there was a lamp -

in my throat like to choke me.

“¢ Aren’t we near the place?’ I asked, to divert
his attention from my emotion. 1

“¢Only a step more.’

“¢Well, now, what was your occupation prior to
these hard times, Mr. Rutherford ?’ I asked.

“¢] was a journalist, that is my profession, and
1 have—or rather had—literary aspirations, but

ta
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hunger starves these out,” he answered. ‘¢We are
guite friendless here and elsewhere, orphans both of
us, and we are thankful for it, since nobody suffers
through our degradation.’

“¢Not degradation, I corrected. ¢Nothing is

degradingbut-dishonour.’

'%¢So she says. Women can bear more, they do
not rebel as we do. A man can’t always wait to
pick dainty words. This is the place, Dr. Glen.
You have tempted me to lay bare a bitter story
to yon—why, I cannot tell, unless because you are
a country-woman, and because’ your face inspires
trost.’

- «I did not make any reply, but dismissed the

cabman and waitéd for Mr. Ratherford to pilot the ]
. way. _
“ It was a squalid street, thongh it had an outward -

semblance of respectability. Youn know the strange
custom that prevails among a certain class here—how
one takes a. house of fairly good size and lets it out
in rooms to different tenants., .It is a bad system,

- from which in the course of my practice I\ have seen
many evils resnlt. For one thing, there is generally

a dearth of kitchen and sanitary t;pplianpes, and those
provided ‘are quite:inadequate to the number who
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require them. I am always strry when 1 hear of
~a young conple beginning in a room in such a house,
because if they have not sufficient pride and pluck
to desire a house of their own at the beginning of their
married life their prospects are not likely to improve.
Our Scotch system of flats in those big ¢lands’ you
and I remember may have its drawbacks, but it is
far preferable to this sub-letting. But I must go on.
Mr. Rutherford opened the main door of one of these
self-contained houses, and led me upstairs to the very
top, which is at least always preferable to the base-
ment floor under the street. The house smelt musty
and close, and there was a vile ﬁipgling of cooking
odours which very nearly upset me. But I became
oblivions of all that presently, when Mr. Rutherford
opened the door of his own small dd{nain and we
entered it together. )

“The room was quite small, and lighted by a
solitary candle. It was the middle of December, and
the weather was bitter and raw, but there was no fire
in the grate. A more cheerless and miserable place
I have rarely looked upon. The furniture consisted of
a paltry thin bed, a small round table, and one chair,
and the floor was quite bire. On the bed I could
distinguish the recumbent figure of a woman, lying in
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" an attitude suggestive of the abandonment of grief or
the sickness of despair. (
¢ Jessie,” said my guide, and his voice took an
entirely different tone. ¢ Are you asleep, dear? Here
_is Dr. Glen come to see you.’

¢“She moved wearily, and finally turning round
endeavoured to raise herself on her arm.

“¢Will you excuse me?’ she said in a low, quiet,
refined voice. ‘I am afraid I am not able to get up.’

“¢ Pray don’t attempt it,” I said hastily, and taking
the solitary candle from the table I approached the
bed and allowed its light to fall full upon her face—
a sweet, serious, wom.axily face, very thin and worn,
and with great purple circles abount the eyes that told
their own tale. She looked older than her husband.
I should have said she was thirty at least.

«I set down the candle withont sa'ying anything,
removed my gloves and felt her pulse, which was
quite as low as I expected to find it. All the time
the husband never took his eyes- from my face, and
I felt them reading my very soul.

“¢You have no other room, I sappose?’ 1 said ;
and he shook his head. Then I must speak to you
on the landing just for a moment.:

“ A spasm of fear shot across his face, and, hke

-
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a man who makes haste to know the worst, he opened
the door and stepped out, I following. .

¢ No, it’s not a death-warrant I'm going to deliver
into your }{:nd,’ I said at once. ‘Now look here; I
know you are a proud man, that you are a gentleman
and your wife s lady, and that both of you are likely
to resent charity, however delicately offered it may
be. . But this is not charity, it is common humanity.
Your wife must have nourishing foods, good wine,
a warm fire, or she will die. I am a rich woman—
at least I have a father in Scotland who has more
morney than he knows what to do with—and this is
the doing that would delight his soul. Take that,
and bring or send all that is necessary—bread, tea,
sugar, butter, wine, coals, and if you forget anything
you’ll be sent back for it

“So saying 1 whisked back into the room again,
and locked the door from the .inside. He seemed to
stand still a moment; then I heard a sound sus-
piciously like a sob, and his retreating steps on
the stairs. I had now to make the best of my time
with the wife, who had laid herself down again, and
appeared to take but little interest in what was
passing. She looked indeed like one who had given
up the fight and surrendered at discretion.
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“¢Suppose you open yvour eyves, my. dear Mrs.
Rutherford,” I sugg sted cheerfully, ‘and try to
answer me a few questions.

“T sat down on',he bed, and when she looked at
me a faint inexprefésibb:t sweet smile dawned upon
her pale lips and a tear rolled down her cheek

“¢It is so long,’ she said brokenly, ¢ since I heard
a lady speak, or looked upon such a kind-face.

“You see,” said Dr. Glen, in rather an apol;ﬁgetic
tone, “I’'m telling you everything, even the flatter-
ing things they said to me, just to show you how.
stupendously grateful these two people were for a
simple service.’

“ A simple service!” I repeated, and rubbed my
eyes. -“But please go on with the story.”

«“Well, I asked her all the questions necessary,
and if I was touched before I was nearly overcome
now. Such a story of young love .and faith and
courage, of <honest, whole-hearted endeavour unre-

cognised, of hopes gradually quenched, till there.

seemed to remain only the agony of despair. She

bad had a little needlework, ‘but her poor health

affected her eyesight, and it was thrown back to her

with bitter complaints, and finally taken from her

altoéetheg. Would you believe it, my dear, the baby
li .
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was expected in a week or two—might come any
day mow, and the poor creature had nothing prepared,
~ not even a shawl in which to wrap it! And she a
" lady born, and & woman whose instincts and_tastes
were all refined. Could there }>e any martyrdom at
the stake much worse than hers ? -
“<¢T could. have prayed, Miss &Glen,” she said, ¢ that
I might die with the baby, were it not for - poor
Charlie. ‘He has been so. good. What do you
suppose we have done 8o sinful that we should have
been so hardly punished ? We did not ask very
much, onlf enough to eat, decent clothes to wear, a
simple _roof to shelter us, honest work to do. But
there seems to be no room in the world for ds.’
«¢Qh yes, there is,” I cried cheerfully. ¢It’s been \
a long lane, but we’ve got to the turning. Stop till«  —
we bring this precious baby home. He’s going to
bring luck to the Rutherfords ; see if he doesn’t.’
“¢Did Charlie tell you, Dr. Glen, that we had
nothing to pay at all - Perhaps I ought to go into
one of the places where they take .poor women in
circumstances like mine. ' I have little enough pride
left, but } shrink from that.’
«“T should think so. No, no, I’'m going to have
all the credit of this baby; he’s going to be a

‘
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wonderful baby, I feel sure of that; and perfectly
sure that hels going to bring back the luck to the
Rautherfords.’

% She looked brighter and more hopeful as_she.
listened, and while "I waited with considerable
impatience for the return of my errand boy, she told

‘me some further particulars of their family history,

and filled in all the outlines in that story of unmerited
misfortune. At last I heard the lumbering of feet
on the staifs, and threw open the door to admit Mr.
Rutherfor&, with a big package in his hand and a boy
staggering behind with a bagket of coals. ¢Now,
I said gleefully, ¢ we’re g:& to have a house-

~ warming.<You build the: fire, and see yom do ii

right. I've never met the man yet who didn’t think
be could kindle a fire better than any woman* that
ever was born. Where can I get some water to fill
t‘he%i:ettle?’_‘ o

“ There was a very ominous quiet in the little room,
and I was glad to chatter any nonsense to prevent
the ov&rﬂow of two gbsurdly grateful hearts. I felt
in a wildly extravagant mood. I lighted four candles,
and turned out the contents of the basket joyfally.
He had done his shopping well for a man, as 1 told
him ; nbthing essential had been forgotten. In an

—
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incredibly short time we had a blazing fire and a
steaming kettle, and 1 wish you could have seen that
man’s face when he put in his wife’s hand a cup of
real good fragrant tea and a dainty morsel of buttered
toast I had made with my own hands. 1 saw that
it was time for me to depart, unless I wanted to
participate in a scene. I saw that for the moment
he had forgotten me ; he knelt on his knees beside
the bed, and he fed his poor wife with every morsel ;
and if I have sometimes said I didn’t believe in
wedded love, I take back my words ; yet that was not
love, it was worship pure and simple, and the whole
scene was s0 indescribably touching that I felt I
was .on the point of making a complete idiot of
myself. N

“¢Now, good people,” I said, all in a hurry, ‘I’'m
going away ; you don’t want to see any more of the
doctor just now ; so good-night to you both ; and D1l
come back some time to-morrow.’ -

“Then.I ran away ; positively rén, my dear, down
those stairs as if I was pursued, and I didn’t slacken
my pace till I reached the corner of Gray’s Inn Road.
Then I stood still to collect my thoughts; which were
all of a jumble. I had not then seen so much of the
stress of London life as I have seen since ; and the |
’ 6
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night’s experience had most powerfully moved me.
I do not suppose there was a much happier woman
than I in “the npeighbourhood, it is so exquisite to
relieve distress. But at the same time, though I had
relieve\@. immediate want, that was but a teylﬁorary
benefit, which could not be often repeated; and I
knew very well that the oiﬁy substantial way in
which to help these people was to get the husband
something to do. But where or how? I was myself
a comparative stranger in -London. Had you begn
here then, I should have had no hesitation where to
iapply ; but I knew so very few people, and these not
at all likely to be able to give the precise assistance
I wanted, that I felt perplexed. All of a sudden I
bethought myself of my cantankerous old patient,
Mr. Brynford Martyn. He was now almost convales-
cent ; it was after the episode of his relatives’ inva-
sion. I had seen him in the morning, and though he
had been then rather cross, owing to an attack of
indigestion, I determined to make an appeal to his
generosity, and wended my way joyfully to his abode. .
Mrs. Davis was surprised to see me, for I had left off
paying two visits in the day, and even sometimes
allowed two days to elapse without calling, which,
I may say, always made the old gentleman rather
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-cross. But it does not do, my dear, to make oneself
too cheap in any walk of life. .

“Mr. Martyn had dined, and was playing cribbage
with his man, which showed that he was considerab’lyA

there I found him; looking a very different
everg; respect. I saw at once that he was in/a good
humour, which meant that he had beate
in the game. He received me gfaciously, told

Williams he could go downstairs and brmg coffee

“for two, then he bade me sit down.

“¢You ha.veu’t been here, Doctor,’ he sald rather
grimly
long time.

“¢No, I haven’t, and I shouldn’t be here now.n
Mr. Martyn, if I dido’t want something, you may
believe that.’

“¢Ay! what do you want?’

¢ you haven’t been here in the evemng for a

“¢Something which I hope you will grant. As
you are nearly resi:orqd to health, to say nothing of
having beaten poor Williams to-night, you ought to .
be in a very generous mood.’ ‘
“¢What on earth do you mean?’ he asked, and ™
his eyes glared at me from under their shaggy brows
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; : b in'a way which mlo'ht have fnghtened me had 1 not
.1 i known him so well. - N
«“<¢Just what I say,’ I answered calmly. ¢Don’t
you feel at peace- with all mankind, and moved at _
this particular moment to do spmething to help a )
i : fellow—creature in distress?’
; ' “«<If you don’t say out what you want, I'll get
P Wlllrams up again, and"go on with my game,’ he
: said brusquely. Then I told him the story, not in
. : such elaborate detail, of course, as I have given it to
Tt ‘. you, but I made it as graphic and touching as I ¢co
- wAnd the old man- was touched, I could see thaty for
> he flourished his big red silk handkerchief with a
great deal of unneceséary‘vigour, though all the time
he wore an. pxpression which would have frightened
you out of your wits.

Sl
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i . “¢Well, you are easily imposed ut)on,’ was his
‘ interesting comment when I had_finished. ¢ Don’t
"~you know there are shoals of such frauds in London

ready to deceive a guileless soul like you?’
« T felt angry, but tried not to show it. ¢ If that is
< all you are going to say to me I'm sorry I came,’ I
%J ! o said in a very dignifieg-way. ¢ And all I've got to say
o is, that I shonld be ashamed to exhibit such a spirit

1_,.. ) . after having such recovering mercy vouchsafed to me.’”




- - A CHRISTMAS BABY 85

“That was a bold stroke, Elizabeth,” I could’ not
refrain from interpolating. . “ And how did he take
it?” . , '
«QOh! impertarbably as usual; he told me to

keep my temper, and asked how much money I - .

wanted. a )

“¢1 don’t want any money,” I said quickly. I
have enough of tha.t..to do what is necesalzl in the
‘meantlme What, I do want is a_gitnafion for Mr.
Rutherford and you have .a connection in the city,
Mr. Martyn, that can get that sitnation at a moment’s
notice, you know you have; and I'm disappointed in
you, after all I've done for you.’ Wa.snt. it awful to
go on at the old man like that? When I told
Margaret about it afterwards we both wondered
how I dared; but I felt as if I were conductlng a
_ crusade. :

“<And do you suppose, young lady, that I'm go’ ng

_to give  anybody you like to pick up a sitnat on ‘at
a moment’s notice? - You are a very gulleless young
person indeed.’

“1 was nearly crying with vexation, because if he
failed me I did not know where to turn. It was that.
solitary tear I could not.force back that did it; I
know it was.
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“¢TIl tell you what I’ll do; Doctor ; I’ll see this
young man, if you like, to-morrow morning at ten
sharp,” he said presently. ‘I used to be a good judge

of character, and if he satisfies me I'll do what T °
can.

-

“¢I don’t want any more,” I crigé joyfully. ¢If
my new friend doesn’t pass the bar of your judg-
mépt T've, made the biggest mistake I ever h;‘ e.
Oh}_Mr. Martyn, if you had only seen the picture
I have just left—the poor young wife dying, posi-
4 o ' tive\fy dyfug from want of proper food—you’d thank
: God you had it in your power to do anyﬂiing to
{ help him. :

%f | , “¢Now I'm ‘goiné a.v;ay, and I think you’re a very
i " nice old gentleman when you like, and Mr. Ruther- -
4 ' " ford will wait on you to-morrow morning at ten sharp.
' Don’t bully him—but I don’t think you will, because
SR he isn’t the sort anybody can bully. No, I won’t
, "have any coffee—good-night to you, and a thousand
‘{\ thanks. I’ll be here at noon to-morrow.’
“ Then I went home to Margaret, and, after we had
i had a long talk together, I wrote home to Glen
¥ Speed to my father, telling him the story, and asking
1 . him to forward to me i media»telj; ‘a certain trunk
. l‘. « that stood in an uméd“ room,\agiwhich was ful} of

N 4 4
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the linen I had used when I was a baby. Not that I
intended giving it all’away, it was too fine and costly,
but Iinew there were plain things there as well, and
it was better to have it g
and I could make our s

sent, as then Margaret
tion. Yes, it came in
due course, and a -proud ¥woman am I this da.y
to thmk that baby wore .anything that pertalned
to me, and I may be. prouder yet of it before I
die.

< “Well, next morning by nine o’clock I was at
Riego Street ; and I found a different atmosphere in
the little home, and I saw a brightness in the young
wife’s face which I knew had not been there for a
long time. She was much better, and the sight of
her improved condition had kindled anew the feeble
spark of hope in her husband’s breast, and he was
preparing to go forth with fresh courage to seek a
place in the ranks. What did they say to me ?  Now,
my dear, don’t ask-me to linger on that. I don’t
think they said very much, but I have never felt
more grateful to' God for opportunity given to do a
. little kindness than I did that morning. Such an
experience is worth five years of selfish enjoyment.
I gave the husband Mr. Martyn’s address, and tried
to prepare him as well as I could for the kind of

S
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: ' reception he might expect,’and I thounght as he left
the room with a kiss and a fond look to his wife that
I had nevie# seen a more centlemanlyi capable-,
looking, winsome . fellow, and the m ,jtery to me
“was that these manly quahtles S0 ev1dent in his

T e

”*‘i_ o . whole appearance and.bearing had met with such
‘ meagre appreciation. I remained an hour with his
wife ; m\:ftl_r;:n;w;ms—ndt- 50 precious then as now, so \
s I could easily afford it; and as he did not quwklyg
C return we both took courage, and 1 was not afraid to -
Tk assert boldly that Mr. Martyn had sent him to the

o * city. Then I repaired to my old gentlema\“\to find

bl ETE L clpn

. ‘ i him impatiently expecting me.
| ' “¢Well, I hope you'll be satisfied now,” was hls'_“
greeting. ¢ I’ve sent your protégé down to an old
| friend in King William Street, and asked him to give’ -
¥ i | him ¢mployment at once.’ .
B “¢Then vou didn’t think him a fraud,” I said
mildly, though I felt so deliriously gratefal I-.could
almost have kissed him—almost, but not quite. ~
“¢No, he’s all right. It’s astonishing the bad
oy luck some poor fellows have. Would you believe,it,
Y he’s had a universiéy/ education ?”
“¢Yes, I could
or astonishing about him. Well, Mr. Martyn, Christ-

elieve it, or anything else good
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comes next week, and it'll be a bappier one for
ou and me because of this; don’t you think so?’

“¢Humphl T dow’t know: If you say so I sup- -

pose” it Wlh\% yrg are a very assertive young
i)erson. I shodld like to see\ the‘-wife ; couldn’t
she come ?°’ A ’

¢ ¢ Not at present She shall brmg the baby by-

nd—bye, Mr. Martyn. I'll fetch them both.
- “He affected to make a wry face, but I could see
he was secretly pleased.

& Well, my dear, that’!»\. my story ; don’t you think

it a pretty one ?”
o Love]y( but I'm not going to be defraunded in
that way. I’ve called it ¢ A Christmas Baby, and
there isn’t anything about the baby. Do you think
I am going to insult my rea.ders like that? Tell me
more about the baby at once.” » .

“There isn’t a.nythmcr to tell. He/ was born on
Christmas Eve, is a lovely boy, and is growing fast 7
up into a handsome man.’

¢« And she got well quickly, and he got the sitna~
tion, and their prospects improved ; "you must tell
me all that, or I'l' have a shoal of letters asking

& hundred questions. You must spare me. that,
Elizabeth.” - '

S —
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She smiled a slow, meanipg, inexplicable smile.
“T wonder if I should tell vou. I suppose I must ;
but you must promise secrecy. “Where do you suppose

they live now?” . =
I shook my head. P
“JTn Square ; and haven’t I told_you the boy

is at. Loretto ?” -
“ And are there any more ch1ldren ?”
~ “Yes, three. The last, a little girl, was only Born
last year ; her name is Elizabeth Glen. Now, posi-
tively not another qnestlon
“Only one more,” I pleaded. ¢ You have been
very good, but I do want to know whether he ever
succeeded in his literary aspirations? You qmd he
aspired, didn’t you?” 7 /
“Yes.” Again Dr. Glen smiletf and this time
there was real mischief in her eyes. '
“You are a reliable person, on the whole, so I
won’t spoil the story for you; but if you rexealed
the climax, the consequences would be a ‘pallmg. 1
told you, didn’t I, that Rutherford ;was \a fictitious
name ? ” . 11‘
“You did.” - ) e
" «Well, here’s the true one.” YN

She stooped down and whispered two words 1.% my\~
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ear, and I feared I could not have heard he:.aright.
I repeated- them after her, the words of a name
honoured in the world of letters, and beloved by all 4 .
to whom it is known. Then I went honie,‘to ponder

anew on the mystery of life. =~ .
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MRS. PLATT’S HUSBAXND. -

genus Husband,” said Dr. Glen, -with an ‘odd
little smile. “ Do you remember a certain quiet little
vil]é.ge where yoﬁ had your home for a while, and
where I paid you a memorable visit ?
“1 have not forgotten it, I believe,” I replied ;
nor had I. It was one of the bright spots of that
particular time.

\r

“Well, do you remember, among the many other —

quaint customs which used to divert us, how they
spoke of certain individuals as So-and-so’s man—
Easy Tamson’s man, do you remember him, and how
appropriate we thought his designation ?>

“What a memory you have, Elizabeth!” I
exclaimed ; “Easy Tamson’s man had .become as
shadowy as a dream until you spoke of him. What
has he got to do with the present case?”

92 =

HAVE seen .a great many specimens of the .



.matrimonial too.” .
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“That you will see presently. Yes; I’ve seen
a lot of husbands, come into contact with them in

all sorts of trying conditions, behind the scenes,

where they sometimes appear heroic, sometimes
ridiculous, and sometimes pathetic. The one I have
in my mind’s eye at present generally appeared to

me in the last light, though he was pretty cheerfal -

on the whole, considering his trying surroundings.
We’ll put him under the heading ¢ Mrs. Platt’s

_Husband.” Have you got it ddwn ?”

“Yes,” I said, “I have, but I wanted a love story
this time, pure and simple. I hope you’ve got some
in yeur repertoire, because you see I have so many
young people among my readers, and they don’t
want always to be reading about ,‘i;atla'imony in the

real. This is the fourth story, remember, and it’s
=

« Well, if you Eon't take Mrs. Platt’s Hﬁsband

_to-day I fear you must go without, my dear. 1 saw

him to-day, and I’ve got him mixed up with every-
thing. To mollify you, I promise that number five
or six shall be a bona-fide love story, with only a~
promise of weddiug—bells at the end.

“ T made the acquaintance of Mrs. Platt’s husband
the_very first winter I was here, not very long indeed
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after my experience with the Rutherfords. It was
on one of the most disagreeable days of January, the
sort of day when it can’t make up its mind to fog,
rain, or snow, and so does ‘a disagreeable mixture
of all three. And the cold? It was simply pene-
trating, & raw, biting, bitter cold that ate into one’s
bones, and left a creepy, shuddering feeling. Talk
of north-country cold ! It’s a bearable kind of cold
anyhow, and you know what to do with it. Well,
I was sitting about three o’clock in the afternoon
¢ grousing,” as we say, over the fire, and not feeling
in a particularly amiable frame of mind, when
Margaret showed somebody in upon me with her
usual lack of ceremony. It was grey dusk in the
room, and it Was not till Margaret lit the gas that
I saw my v1s1tor was a long ‘lank slip of a girl,
apparently ‘about fifteen, with a white, anxious,
weary-looking face, éuch as we look for in the mother
of many small babies who has limited means and
innumerable mouths to feed.

“¢Good afternoon,’ I said; ‘what can I do for

_you?’

“¢<Will you come and see mother, please?’ she
said, and her voice was in keeping with her face,
listless, but without life or hope.
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“¢Yes, my dear, I will) I said with alacrity.
¢ And where is mother to be\found ?’

“¢At home in Portland Street,” she replied. ¢ T’ll
go back with you, if you like.

“<Very well, and what is your name ?> ="

¢ ¢ Clara Platt.’ .

“¢And why, my dear, have you comq‘ all,. the
way from Portland Street for me ?’

«<Mother sent me,’ replied the girl, and as
there was no other explanation forthcoming, I made
ready as fast as I could, and accompanied my new
friend to Portland Street. She was not a very
interesting child. 1 tried to talk a little ‘to her,
but did not find her at all responsive. She seemed
depressed, and had none of that natural buoyancy
we look for in a person of her age. She was fairly
well dressed, but the garments did not seem to
assort somehow ; when I arrived at her home I
discovered why. She could not tell me much about
her mother’s 'state, merely saying that she was
feeling very poorly, though not in bed. In due
course we arrived at our destination in Portland

Street, a shop with two windows, containing a very

heterogeneous collection, and above the door the
sign, ¢Platt, Dealer in Antiques, Uniforms, etc.
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Ladies’ and Gentlemen’s) wardrobes - purchased for
cash.’ f ’

“Yes, I’'ve been in m ﬁy ‘queer pla.cés, my dear,
during the last few years, and have got my fastidious-
ness rubbed off. I followed my young guide through
the untidy, close-smelling, musty emporium into the
mysterious back regions where Mrs. Platt and her

family lived. I was ushered into a large sitting-

.room, well lighted, and too warm for comfort, nor

was it clean and pleasant to the eye. Seyeral
children were amusing themselves, in rather a sub-
dued manner, with some old coins on the table,\and
at the fire sat a woman whom I supposed to be my-
patient. She was lying back in a leather-covered
eagy-chair, and had a'large, dingy grey shawl wound
right round her head and shoulders, and almost
entirely co;'ering her face. She ’seeméd in figure a
large, loose person, and her gown was a rusty and
grease-marked black merino ; while her feet, resting
on the stool, seemed to be bursting out of a pair of
old Court shoes with high heels and broken paste
buckles.

¢ ¢Mother, here’s the doctor,’ said Clara, and then
slipped away, in that quick, noiseless, subdued
manner of hers, back to the shop.
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e sﬁ, sittg(ng Jup, and
to revesl her face, which

“¢Qh, you've come!’
pushing back her sh
was thin and shrewish, and lit ap by a pair of black
eyes which surveyed mie with extraordinary keenness.
‘Well, ’'m glad to see you. I’m bad, proper bad,
I can tell you, and I promised Platt I'd send for a
doctor te~day. I hope you know your business.

“¢I hope so, I replied coldly, for the vulgar
mannper of the woman and her stoﬁy- stare angered
me, I did not know why. I laid down my gloves
and proceeded without further parley to make the
usual examination and put the usnal questions. ‘

“I had no difficulty about my diagnosis, the case
was as evident as the day. )

“¢First thing,” I said, severely, ‘you maust go
to bed.’

“¢I won’t go to bed,’ she replied. ‘The whole
thing goes to sixes and gsevens when I'm a-bed ; so
you must just treat me at the hearthstone, miss.’

“¢I can’t do it, and I won’t; I replied firmly.
“¢If you don’t obey my orders you must get somebody
else to attend you. You have a serious attack of
pleurisy, and if you persist in.your. determination to
sit there, why then anybody can foresee the end.’

_“¢You ain’t afeared to speak up, miss, but I ain’t
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going-"-tl‘,‘o_ bed yet at least, so that’s flat, replied my
patient. calmly. ¢So now you can do what you like.’

“1 looked round at the children, who continued
their qmet pla.y, pa,ymg no sort of attention to our
talk. I felt_.‘much inclined to walk out there and
the]:, but éomethind about the house interestgt‘ii me,"
I could not tell why. ’

«¢T must try and get your husband on my s1de,
Mrs. " Platt,” I said then ; ‘and for that purpose I
shall call again when he is at home.’

e

. -

_ «¢Qh, well, you, can,’ she said, with a queer little
smile. ‘¢ But Platt’s a bit soft, and knovﬁ he can’t

PR

e come it over me. It’s a cold I've got, I reckon, -
o and if I keep myself warm by the fire, it’ll cure
% % . itself.’
i “¢<Then why did you%d for me?’ I enquired
i “bluntly.
% . “¢Qh, I thought I'd be on the sa.fe sule, she said
P serenely.
“¢And I suppose you thought, too, that because 4
I am a woman, I’ll let' you do just as you like,” I

ventured to suggest. -

“fWell, no, 1 sent for you because I believe in_’
women doctors,—I think they should be encouraged ;
and becaunse I lost one of my children through the

a
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carelessness of one of the other sort. Clara, it’s ti
to light up,” she cried, .raising her voice sh

N
H
5

¢ Well, ain’t yon going to give me any medicine ?’
«“¢I won’t do anything for you till you go to bed, ' -
I maintained firmly. -
“¢We'll see; if I get Platt to move a bed down
here would that do? as you see then I can see an’
_hear what’s goin’ on.’

S “It might do, though 1 wouldn’t advise it,’ I said
cautiously, feeling, however, that I had gained a
point.

“<It'll have to do in the meantime,’ she replied.
‘You can come back: in the evening, if you like, and
see ; Platt’ll b;z>in then. He get’s ’ome abont seven.’
" «<He does mnot help yoa then in your business ?’
I said enquiringly.

“¢Q0Oh, no. I wish he ’eard you. He hates the
business, does Platt ; it maﬁes\’im sick, it does. You
see, miss, it’s like this. I took an’ married a gentle-
man and a scholard, an’ I’ve ’ad to suffer for it.
Oh, it ain’t been all beer and skittles for me. But
he’s only a cler]£, an’ earns.no morn .pays the rent ;
an’ what’s to feed five children, an’ us two, an’ get
clothes to our backs? He’s mad at me_ fetching up
Clara to the business, but I know what’s what, an’
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100 ‘ELIZABETH GLEN, M.B. .

there’s' money in the second-hand line, though ’tain’t
what it was.” - .

¢ She spoke of her husband with. a species of good-
natured contempt which considerably amused me, and
I naturally felt no small curiosity to behold the
¢ gentleman and the scholard’ upon whom Mrs. Platt
‘had thrown herself away. I left some simple direc-
tions, again recommended her to get-to bed, and,
promising to call in the morning, Took my departure,

though I must confess I lingered a little in the shop
* to look “af.some of the curios it contained. The place

was in a frightful state of disorder, but the old
clothes, which I discovered were the most profitable
part of the business, threw everything else into the
background. Nevertheless there were some things
worth looking at, odd bits of china and bric-a-brac,
upon which I cast covetous eyes. The child Clara’s
dull face brightened when I spoke to her apprecia-
tively of some curious bronze figures, and an old
Dresden coffee set which was really lovely of its kind,
and I saw that she had. thé soul of an artist hid
under her rather phlegmatic exterior. I thought
of them a good deal as I walked home, but I found
a letter from my father full of home news, and
containing & cheque for my birthday, which sent
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. all my .thoughts coursing in & new and pleasanter ¥
- flirection. - I was at dinner when I was told that Mr. %

Platt wished to see me, and I again became conscious
of the keenest curiosity about him. :
“/His appearance, I must say, considerably sur- -
prised me. When I entered the conshléing-’room he
was standing by my table with his hand on the
back of my chair, his whole attitude apologetic, as o
if he expected to find his intrusion resented. He
was & long, spare man, frearing a suit of rusty black;
bhe had fair hair, and"a thin, fair, effeminate face. °
I coultf not discern the colour of his eyes, because
he wote a pair of dark spectacles. He had a de-
pressed appearance, as if long experience of Mrs.
Platt had been too much for him.
B ¢Good-evening,” I said pleasantly. ¢ You have
come from Portland Street? I trust Mrs. Platt is
no worse.’ : -
“*Yes, madam, she is—that is why I have come,’
he answered, and his accent was educated, his manner
gentlemanly. ¢She seems so very ill that I thought
I had befter come at once. Would it be convenient
for you to pay her a second visit this evening?’
“¢I’ll make it convenient, it’s my business,” I
said, cheerily. ‘I had some thoughts of coming on

&
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b my own account later on, to see whether you could
- ~ exercise your anthority. She is far too ill to. be
. out of bed.’ ‘ B
: “¢I know that, but she is very hea&strong—a
‘ good, kind soul, Miss Glen, but very headstrong,’
i f,' . he said, and taking off his spectacles, he wiped them
: » " with the corner of a very old discoloured silk
RS handkerchief. :

' “The spectacles made such a difference that I

e gave a little start of surprise, and even forgot myself
oy so far as to stare at him. He looked quite young,
not more than five-and-thirty. at the most, and his
=L eyes were so frank and pleasa;bt that they gave him
; j quite a boyish look. When I thought of the home
i1 he had come from, the untidy old clothes shop, the
,L,‘ musty back room, inhabited by‘the\mhealthy:éhildren,
! and, above all, of the big, frouzy, unkempt woman
who was his wife, I was more than amazed, and I
" felt like asking him, on the spot, how he had ever
got himself into such a scrape. '
“ I did not accompany Mr. Platt back to' Portland
Street, but followed him later on.. It was about nine
wheén I arrived, and I found him at the shop-door
eagerly lookingout for me. ‘
“¢I'm glad you've come, he sald in a tone of
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relief.” ¢ She is very bad indeey Tt is alarming %o
look at her.’. ) )

“¢Indeed!1” I said. ‘I am astonished toy hear
that.’ o

“Y was still more astomshed when I saw; her.
She was not in the back room, but upstairs in her

own bedroom,—in bed.too, and directly I crossed the .

threshold and heard her brea,thmg I knew the change
for the worse was serious. °

“She looked towards me with a slight glance of
recognition and a faint smile. .

%¢I gave in,’ she said. - ‘I s’pose it’s all np with
-me."., . -

¢ When did this change take place 2’ 1 enqmred :

as 1 1;ook out my watch. :

¢«¢After tea. I had to go.in the shop to see a
customer as was good for five pounds, and I felt the
wind from the door cut right through me. Am I
agoin’ to croak ?’ -

“I made no reply for a moment. The pulse was
rapid and -feeble, and her whole condition séFons.

«¢Yon've seen Platt, baven’t you? He’s/a gentle-
man an’ a scholard he is, but ’e can’t make a livin’
for the children. Pull me through, miss, if you

can.’ - Co

TN
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“It is not posmble for me to convey to you the
pathos of these words, but-it went to my heart.

‘There was a whole history revealed in them, a

history that was half a tragedy. Of all the mar-
rlages that have puzzled me tha.t seemed the most
curious. :

“¢Tll do my utmost, Mrs. Platt,” I said, and .
went downstairs to see if I could get anybody to
take my orders. I found Mr. Platt sitting at the
table alone, looking the pu,ture of perplex1ty and
concern.

¢ Clara was in the shop, the cadaverous children
seemed to be all a-bed . ’

“¢Well’ he said, enquiringly, ‘how’s my poor
wife ?° o .

“¢ Her condition is critical. Are you in a position
‘to afford a nurse? If so, I shall send you one
as I go home. L

“¢We are not well off he a.nswered ‘so far as
ready money is c_oncerned but there are things
in the; shop worth money. If you think a nurse
is necessary,-she will be paid somehow.’

«T looked at the man gravely. He seemed kindly
and solic;itou‘s, but his 100k of utter helplessness, so
unusualifi a man, perplexed and even irritated me.
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[

' Ifelt as if I should like to give him a good shaking

ap. - - v
“¢She must have somebody to wait upon her ;
and your daughter, with the shop and the house
and the children, I should fancy, would find her
hands pretty full.. Do you not agree with me?’

“‘I do; it’s'a sad business. I hope, Miss Glen,
you do not think my wife will die?’

¢ She may; I have said that her condition is
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critical.’ . .

“¢If ghe -dies,” he said helplessly, ‘what is to
become of the children?’ - )

«¢Qthers have been left motherless, Mr. Platt,’
T said severely ; ¢ your case would not be any more
serious than many another—but we may pull her
through——> /

“¢] hope to God you willy he said, with a most
unusual burst of passion. ¢ Poor Susan! our mar-
riage was a mistake, a frightful mistake; we both

. admitted it long ago, and I feaf she has had a hard
struggle.”. :

«¢She apprehends the future for the children,
I said; ‘she seems anxious to live for their sakes.’

“ ¢ But not for mine;’ he said, sorrowfully. ¢ Well,
you see it was an awful mistake. She’s ten years

IR
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Tay senior, and I had & university- education ; how
could the result be otherwise?’

“<How did it come about at all?”> I inquired
bluntly. t.

“«Tt’s a long story, but it can be put in few words.
She was a lady’s-maid in a f‘amily where I was tutor.

I was very young then and ambitious, but had ni)l)ody.
" to help mé on. I wanted to continue my career at

Oxford ; I thought I could do something there. She
helped me with money. She had a mistress who
was' very generous to her ; and I thought I should
succeed and be able to repay the loan. I didn’t ;
there are a number of causes why a man doesn’t
succeed, Miss Glen; but I did what I could, and
I inarried her.’ ‘

“1 did not say what I thouvht—-that it was a great

" risk to repay a loan in such a fashion.

" « ¢ She looked very different then,’ he said, a.poloo-ls-
ing, manlike, for his own selection.. ¢She was a
‘handsome, bright woman ; but of course when things
went against us, and the children came so fast, she
lost heart ; but a good soul; a gdbd soul as ever
breathed, and l’ve been' as good to her as I knew

k]

how.

“I d1d not know thch to pltv most ; I thought
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it a pathetic tale ; but it also savours of tragedy to
. hear from a man’s lips such a confession of utter
failure.

“¢This business,’ he #aid, waving his hand towards
the door, and slightly reddening as he spol;’e; ¢ was

the very last resource. Her former mistress still"

remembers _her, and gives her cast-off wardrobes.
Theres,money in it. Of course, we've had less
sordid anxiety since we went into it, but it’s a bad
atmosphere for children to’ be reared in ; and I will
not dlsgmse from you that it has been a very keen
trial to me.” ‘

“J saw it all, and I d1d not know whether to
despise or pity him most.

“He was weak evidently, lacking in every quality
that makes for success, but the alloy of pride remained
—well, an' Oxford man and an old clothes shop have

‘not much in common. I thought of the ailing,
probably dying woman upstairs, of the- brave front
she had shown, the struggle .she had made to fill
up the breach, and I reproached myself for my first

shrm'{(mg fromi her untidy appeargnce, her vulga.rj
speech her unattractive look. ‘After all she had in -

her the stuff of which heroines are made.

S ItL 1 _can_trust-you-to- carry out “my"fdir’ééti&{s‘
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I will not see the nurse till morning,’ I said. ‘I
shall come very early. You can sit up with your

. wife to—mght T suppose ?’ :

“e Yes, he-said, ‘I can do that surely, but if you
think the narse necessary pray send her to-night.’

“¢I think the morning will do,” I replied, and went
into the shop to speak to Clara about ‘preparing some
nourishr;lgnt for her. moﬂx%. She - brightened \up as
she had done before when I spoke to her; and 1
noticed that her father, who had followed me, looked
at her with rather more interest than usual .

“¢Can I get you a cab?’ he asked politely,v bat -
I said no. I thought I should walk home. He
accbmpanied me to the door, and just ‘before I-went
off asked me a.curious question : ¢ Miss Glen, I fancy’
1 see dlsapproval in your eyes. 1 trust you do not’
think I am in any way to blame for my wife’s present
illness ?* "~ . . ’

¢ For her illness O o, not at all, . How coald

___you possibly be to blame for a perfectly natural

seizure ?* I replied. ‘But of course, there is no :
doubt that her a.nx1ety and worry for. the fature .
-may retard her recovery.’ . )

“‘But what can I do? I- have my place of -
"busmess%er go to. “If*l absent myself even for a day,
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it is quite possible my services .ma.y be dispensed with.
Such are the conditions of life, even for the competent
and the educated, in this ity of f[}ondon,’ he said, with
" a slight shade of irony. ¢Such as they are, I must
regard them. Do you not think so?’

«¢It is not for me to say,’ I replied. ¢But I
gathered from your wife that your present post is
not a particularly lucrative one. It might be to the
advantage of all concerned were you to remain here

and -attend to this business.’

A “I had no sort of right to make any /such sugges-
tion,- but he was Vpla.mly seeking an expression of
my opinion, and I gave it as candidly as I knew how.

He shrugged his sLou_]ders .and glanced back into-

" the emporium with undisguised- scorn.
“<I may come to it in time—though not till it
'is a case of desperation with me,’ he said rather

peevishly. I find it ‘pafd enongh to have it as en-
' vironment during the few hours I spend here. But to

: become ldentlﬁed with it perpetnany, Heaven forbid !’
“eltis a perfectly respectable business, Mr. Platt,
and- your wife says there is money in it. I do not
see why you should have such an aversion to it.’ -
“¢Do you not? Then. you. would think it
h%miliafioy_ for me to -be here some fine day when

ey
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one of m& Balliol fellows might step in. I could not
stand the risk of it. That is why my wife’s name
is above the door and not mine. If I told you my
name you would recognise. it as belonging to one of

the oldest Surrey families. I have relatives there,

near ones too, who have disowned me since  my

-marriage. If they knew of this,” he said, with another

comprehenswe wave, ‘they wouldn’t speak to me in
the street.’

“It was a false and -;ie‘spicable pride, yet how
nataral ! I did not feel the contempt for him I opght,

- because I knew very well that there are very few in like .

circumstances. who would not have felt just like him.
It is a very rare and hlgh-class nature, my dear,

‘which can absolutely rise above all such considerations.

Think over your own experiences, and see how many
instances you can record. - '

© %< Well, I must not stand talking here any longer,

. Mr. Platt; so good-night,’” 1. said, and walked off
- quickly, thinking a good deal of the curious episode

which had come\in my way.
« T had an unusually early breakfast next morning,

-and plloted my way through a thick fog.to Portland

Street - shortly . after nine. The depressed-lookmg
Clara, rather worn, * and red about the eyes, was .

-
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makmg an attempt to dust the contents of the shop, and
at sight of me the tears swelled in her eyes afresh. -
““Well, my dear, how is your mother this morning?’
“¢Very poorly ;. pa hoped you'd come before he
_ went away. - She’s had a bad night.’ )
“<I’m sorry to hear that,” I said, and. passed into

the inner room, pausing just half a minute to pat

the children and ask them how they were. Nice
little things they seemed, too, if they had been cleaner,
and exhibited more of the liveliness of childhood.
- Even in their play they were very sober, as if early
oppressed by the reality of life. I found my patient
much exhausted, and after I had-made my examina-
tion feared the worst. She' seemed pleased to see
‘me, and gathéring my concern from . my face, put
to me a very straight question.
“¢Am I agoin’ to die?’

“<You are very ﬂl I rephed ‘at once, for I never

hide the truth,.especially when " it 1s so earnestly

sought. I laid_my hand on hers as I said it, and I -

suppose I Iooked the sympathy I felt. My heart
. indeed overﬂowed with the pity of it, and I felt

'nothmg but: honour for the poor: woman who. had .
made such a mistake, and paid for it more dearly
per'haps than' I knew She was uneduca!:ed .and-

-
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_plebeian of course, as the Surrey famlly would have

had ne. hesitation in telling you, but she had feelings’
as acute, sensibilities as easily wounded, as_the gently-

‘born, and the knowledge, never hid from her b); ‘the

gentleman and the scholard,’ that she had dragged
him down, had been as bitter as gall to her, and

.broqght out all the unlovely traits.in her character.

“You' look so kind, miss, an’ there ain’t nobody, I
can speak to; w111 you sit down, and hea.r what 1
have to sa.y?’ N # N
«1 did so, st111 keeping my hand on hers, and she
turned her dim eyes on my face with a whole world -
of pa.thos and entreaty in their depths. ‘Only for

our, children I wouldn’s mind much. T’ve been a _ °

drag on. Richard, that’s Platt; from the first. I mlght
a’ known it never does for a gentleman to marry a.
servant, but I didn’t think, and as Heaven is my

' jndge, I loved *im dear. Not that Platt’s ever: been

bad to me—he wouldn’t be bad to nobod) , poor fe110w '
he emt got as much venom in ’im, or he, might ’a

K got on better. But s fretted after ’is own kind, a,\‘ -

is nat’ral, I suppose. Oh them chlldren' what’ll
become of them ? Heaven knows, I don’t.’

" «¢The way is always opened up, I-said soothingly,
-and it is quite possible that left entirely to his own

¢
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\) - B
resources their father may develop new capabllltles

' -I am " afraid you have too often stepped 1nto the
‘breach.’ :

. o« B < - L0
% ¢Maybe. We never had no bitter words only over’

-this business, but I knew there was money in it, an’
"; T bad to think on the five. I wish ’e'd let €lara
ke_ep on. She’s-beginnin™ to Aknqw it, and she takes

. such an interest in the bits o’ china.and things;-if

’e’d let Clara keep in I. think I’d_die with an easy

mind. " If e doesn’t, then they’ll starve, ’cos he makes .

only sixty pound a year, and has to go like s gentle-

man. Maybe. youw'd put in a word: for the business;’

miss, for Platt, he took mightily- to you- last night,
anybody could see ; he said that you was a lady

born, " an’ that goes .a long “way .wi' Platt, being a .

gentleman and a schola.rd hisself.”

" «J promised to do. what: I could, and when I went
away my heart was hot -and bitter against the man
‘who had, though perhaps -not intentioually, made the

" burden of life so heavy for the woman 'wl}o had given

him herself and all she had.

“That evening, when I pald my second visit, I was
the unwilling witness of a painfal and.pathetic scene.
I went after dinner with my mind made up to thik
very plainly to Mr. Platt, but when I arrived I found

' ’ 8
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no opportunity. Directly I entered the room I saw
that my patient was dying. He sat by the bed
looking painfully and pltlfully at her, and st sight
of me appeared immensely relieved. But it was very
little I could do. She smiled. wanly upon me as I
bent over her, and tried to press my ﬁngers as they
touched her hand. - - }

“‘I’'m. a-slippin’,’ she said, ‘an’ I’ve been a-talkin’
to Platt. He says I ain’t agoin® to die, an’ won’t
. promise anything. Jes’ say a word to him, miss, for
the sake o’ Clara an’ the. children.’

“She spoke with extreme difficulty of course, her
breathing being much oppressed: I turned to, the
husband, who stood on. the hearthrug twirling his
thumbs, the picture of helplessness and discomfort,
| «<You hear what she says, Mr. Platt. She wishes
you to promise that you will keep this home together
for the children, and let Clara do what she -can with
the shop.’ N

“¢Is she going to die?’ he asked mcredulously,
and with a scared look in his eyes. .

“ I nodded, and, to do him justice, he then exhibited
a very genuine distress. He threw himself down on
his knees by the bed, and implored her to forgive
~ him for all the past.
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- “¢There ain’t nothing to forgive, Dickie,” she said,

with a faint, pleased smile such as she might have
bestowed on a baby at her breast. ¢ You've never
been bad to me, nor said no cross words, 'cept about
the business.. I did wrong to Amarry you, though I
loved you dear, an’ 4

«I stole away, for these were not words for me
to hear. I did not leave the house, however, but
remained in the sitting-room talking to the little boy,
the only one of the children not in bed. After a
little I heard a hurried movement upstairs, and Mer.

. Platt (iuickly calling my name, I t&l)k the little boy
in my arms, ealled to'Cla.ra., and ran up.

“Yes, the end had come, apd poor Mrs. Platt’s
face wore a perfectly serene look as she sat up
-gasping among her pillows.

« ¢ Dickie, fetch the baby, and\Will, and Fanny,
she said, and turned to me with \a smile. ‘It’s all
right,' miss, between Platt an’ mé, at last, an’ he’ll

let Clara keep on. You’ll look in\now and again,

won’t you? 'Td like to think of y
the little ones, an’ it might help Plad{ to be more
reconciled; as, yon see, you're a lady born.\ Here’s ﬂ;e
baby, bless his little ’eart, rubbin’ his eyes; wot a
shame to wake ’im up, but I wanted to kiss Im once.’

lookin’ in on

N thvi -
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‘ kitng children, and what T said I know not-; but words
fitting and appropriate were given me, and I know I .

¢ She stretched out her arms, and hér husband
laid the child at her breast. She bent her face oyer
him a moment, and then looked towards me.
 “¢There ain’t no parson, nor nobody to say a
prayer ; could you, miss, for the baby’s sake?’

&1 knelt down at once in the midst of the wonder-

had a strange feeling of nearness to the Divine.

“She echoed my ‘Amen’ in a faint whisper, and
closed her eyes, while  her feeble clasp on the child
gradually relaxed. So she died. Your eyes are full,
listening to my poor recital of that pathetic scene ;
you can imagine what it was to be a witness to it.
Well, dear, that is. my story; sad enough, eh ? but,
curiously, it is omé of my favourite bits: and I have an
odd, reverent feeling whenever I think of Mrs. Platt.”

“ What became of them?” I asked, with intense
interest. “ Did Platt rise to the occasion, as you
predicted ? )

« Clara did. The development of that child- was
most extraordinary. Would you believe that every
bit of antique furniture and some of the very scmps
of china you have coveted in my d}a.wing-roém came
from Platt’s in Portland Street? The aristocracy

o~
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patronise it now. If you go down any fine morning
in the season, you're sure to-see a coroneted carriage
at the door. It’s-an art and vertu shop now, though ;
_ the old clothes which so exercised the soul of Mr.
_ Platt are a thing of the past.”
“ But Mr. Platt himself,” I reiterated, ¢ what about
him ? »- . -
Doctor Glen shrugged her shoulders. g
% Oh, he exists, and deigns to own the concern now '
it flourishes, but I have never forgiven him. May I
be forgiven myself for my lack of Christian charity 1 ”
“ But he has remained true to her memory ? ”
« He hasn’t married again, and, to do him justice,
I believe he thinks of her with -a tender regret. It’s.
the old. story over again—only when death, kinder
sometimes than life to humanity, steps in and takes
‘something from us do we recognise its value. Mr.
. Platt makes a kind father to the children, and the
eldest son is at Balliol ; so I suppose he beholds . his
ambition live again in the boy.” “
“And the despised shop provides the where-
withal ? ' '
Dr. Glen nodilgd, and somehow the bantering mood
I knew so well fell from her, and she seemed to be
musing on the irony as well as the pathos of life.

-
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N the early days of my acquaintance with Dr.
Glen, I sometimes puzzled myself not™ a little

. over her religious views. I knew from sundry

remarks 1 had heard her make that she was not
quite orthodox, and she sometimes said things which
startled me just a little ; but I said to my husband
long ago that I wished there were more of Elizabeth
Glen’s kind of Christianity in this world, and I some-
times say so still. She is not a woman from whom
you can get a direct expression of bpinion at the very

_moment you may happen to want it; in fact, she

takes a little delight at times in keeping you angling
after her views, just as I have seen her angle herself
for the brown trout in the peat streams of Amaulree.
Qne day I went to her, puzzled and a little downcast
over one of the problems that often exercised me :
why the best people, whose daily life is“a gracious

118
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benediction to all it touches, shonld so often be called
upon to bear such unheard-of an@ almost-nnbearable
\ria.ls of patience and faith. 1 had a particular casc
in my mind #Hat afternoon, a fine yvoung fellow, fall
of promise, whose robust manhood was a thing to’ ”\

PR MR e

rejoice in and thank:God i'or; yet who in his venture
matrimonial had .drawn not a blank, but what was
worse, a genuine cross. ‘
If 1 werg ever tempted to make copy out of the
wad family histories that have come under my ob-
servation, that young man would serve as an es
emplification of the old saw, Marry in haste, repent
at leisure. ) , )
Dr. Glen was busy when I arrived. She had got -
‘to that stage in her profession when you always
. found two or three people in her waiting-room during .
her consulting heurs, which she had fixed from two
till four. - Margaret took me to the drawing-room,
and lingered to have a little talk over things in
general. She always called me “ the mistress,” and
took the liyeliest interest in my affairs, even to the
extent of critici:ipg the Scotch in Amyo novells. Many
a skirmish we had over the meaning and -spelling
of certain words, and lofty was her scorn of Dr.
Jamieson, my authority and standby.

/
/
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- L . «He disna ken athing,” she would say.’ «Div
. = T no mind 1t frae my mither’s knee ?” Dear. -old
T Margafet ! In her late years she took the' matri-
monial fever badly, and married a wastrel, so that
f - her last days were worse than her first. Dr. Glen,
i being by natnre the most> womanly of women, was
- always making the most delightful” alterations “and
additions to her drawing-room. _ Do you know

drawing-roofns  that are, as unalterable as the laws

of the Medes and Persigns, rooms you. go into month -

after month and year after year, knowing you will .
never see anythmg there to, relieve the monotony :
“of perpetua.l order? It is the room of the conven-

tional woman, who sternly represses any original
idea which may by some strange chance occasionally
occur to her. -Dr. Glen was not conventional, and
though I am fond of' moving furniture about myself,

'
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and of introducing variety in my bome, I do not
rival her. BEntering Dr. Glen’s drawing-room, you
always have a fresh, delightful feeling, like recog-
nising old friends with new faces. The . artistic

Ly AR, m“’iid‘vi' [ O
[

arrangement. and the interesting items which con-
tribute to it make half an hour’s waiting there seem

= less irksome than anywhere else. But 1 ninust
hasten on.
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Elizabeth .came_in about half-past three. 'She

looked a little tired, I thought, but fresh and.dainty
“in .her dress as usual. Shall I tell you what she

wore that day, my most nnm:th_odox of lady doctors ? -\

A brown serge skirt and a blue cambric blouse, with
"starched cuffs .and turnover collar, both fastened by
her’ magmﬁcent yellow cairngorms in their settmos
of _gold, the only ornaments she possessed which I
really coveted. They had been found on her father’s
estate, _and were heirlooms in the Glen family, bat
I don’t think anybody whoever wote them was more
“stately than my Elizabeth. She had a guaint sllyer
belt round her “waist, which was very slender for

_her height, and she looked evgi:y inch what she was '

" —a simple, well-dressed, well-bred gentlewoman.. She
threw herself on the couch and folded her hands
behind her head.’

“Isn’t it hot? We have not many Aprils like
this in Lopdon, and what will August be like? - Are
you going to Amulree this year?” . -

*«T don’t know whether we ¢an a.ﬁ'ord to go any-
where.”

“Oh, is that it? Well, I'll take you if you can’t.-
I made five pounds this afternoon. This thing is

.going to pay. I've seen nothing but Amalree before

'ml'; ‘,..’:‘5, e
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. = ’ my eyc,s all da.v Oh my dear, do you rememberJ
P o o that “view from the old road between Corrymuck
e " -7 " Loch’ a.ndAAch_nafauld“? I shall always love you for
& A _: making Sheila" happy just there. Don’t I wish I
- - saw it with my own eyes at this very minute!”

« Elizabeth, don’t mga,ke me homesick. It's bad
enough to ‘have a man at home always raving’ about
g Amaulree.” ) i :,
- i . © “Who introduced me to -its loveliness ? It is a
N . favourite remark of yours that all things are by
comparison, and when one tramps the streets ‘baking

under a tropical sun, then must the soul that has
seen Amulree be fain for it. I Just feel that 1£\I
had a blash, Mrcaret would say, a genuine blash
of Amulree rain swept clean up from the sma’ glen
‘ into my face, I should get rid of the London smuts.
R I hope, my dear, you have no evil desig;ls on me
.to-day. Im positive it was only the ‘day before
yesterday 1 gave you ¢ Mrs. Platt’s Husband.’”
. 7 “ Three weeks ago, Elirabeth,” I said ; ¢ so you’re

,i,
A

5

in for it again.” .
¢ Aren’t you worming more than your due out of
. me, and making surreptitions use of it-?” she asked
© whimsically ; then we both laughed.
“I called on the.Harrisons as I came through

&
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. Bedford Street, Eliz#beth, and I am more tha;p.
gsualiy depressed about them. Can you tell me,
why good people have such & poor time of it, some
of them at least, in this world?” .~

“Yes, becanse somébody must have a poor time

- of it, and the good show up to the best advantage
under difficulties. That’s the conclusion I have come
to.. The Lord is a great deal wiser than‘we who .
believe in Him know.” \ .

1 didn’t say anything, for I was lboking at my
friend as she spoke. Her eyes were shat,-but her
face wore a most steadfast ‘and lovely look, which
almost made me feel that she was conversing
with the Unseen. Presently she opened her eyes
wide. :
~ “Your question. ‘makes e think of something
ayoul might like, but_it’s sad, and it’s about married
people too. You said, I remember, referring to
Mrs. Platt, t];g.t .you had had- enough of married -.
people, and wanted a genuine love-story, though it’s
my opihion that by far the most interesting love
stories are to be found in the lives of married folks.
The -other is only. the prelude.” - .

“I'll take anything to-day, and be thankful., The

., young ladies who are clamouring for nnnérried

-
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romance can wait without sérious consequences to
themselves or to me.’ -

“Such meekness demands its reward » said Dr.
Glen, and after a minute’s pause went on: “Of
course you know I have many Scotch folk among
my pa,tlents, and as a rule I prefer them, chiefly, I
quppose because I understand them better. Thgre
is more difference than one would think between the
two nationalities, and it is more noticeable among
women than among men. »

" «1 have heard my husband say the same thing,”
I remarked. “ But I should think _you could accom-
modate yourself to anybody or anything, Elizabeth ;
you are the most adaptable person I ever met.”

She turned her head and looked at me straight,
as if to ask just how much or how little my words
might mean. :

«It’s a fact,” I nodded. & You are the sort of
person to make yourself at home a.nywhere, and fo
take the bearings of persons. or things at.a. glance.”

“You have a good opinion of me, dearest and
though I know how far it falls short of the real,
I love you for it. Nevertheless I do make some
gigantic mistakes, and I made one in my first
estimate of the little woman about whom I am going
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to tell you ; and of course I was-mistaken too in my
first impression of Mrs. Platt. One afternoon, soon
after I fixed these consulting hours; a lady was shown
in, a ladyA with a baby in her arms. She was very =
well dressed, in° a serge gown and a sealskin jacket;
was very young, not more than three- or four-and-
twenty, and she looked so extremely fragile that I
jumped-up hastily to givé her a chair. It was rather
a pretty face, though in my first glance I thought it
lacked character, and with my usual hot haste drew
a mental estimate of its possessor. -

“¢1 have heard of you, Dr. Glen,” she said, in a
voice of winning sweetness, ‘and I have brought my
baby to see you. I.have an aunt living in Rassell
Square, who says you are very clever, so I have come’
to ask your advice.’ S _

““¢Yes ; then 18t me see the baby,’ I said, bending
over her as she put*up the child’s veil and unfastened
jts white cloak. Then I saw that it was a white-
faced, puwy little thing ; in a jword, & baby who did
not thrive. ’ ) i

“¢A little girly I said nodding, as I pushed the
granny .bonnet off its little head. '

"“The usual questions were asked and answered.
. It was a common tale of a London baby—the mother
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unable to nurse, difficulty of procuring satisfactory
- milk, gradual decline of the child. You must make
" haste to get that little house in the country, dear,
. in order that yours may escape the common.fate.
And after " having discussed the baby and settled
what was to be done, the mother and I fell into a
little friendly talk, during which she mentioned her
husband’s name, which for obvious reasons I must
again make fictitious. She called him Mr. Fleming.
"~ “¢Why, I said, ¢ that’s pure Scotch ; but you are
not Scotch, Mrs. Fleming ?°
“¢QOh no ; but my husband is. He is a clergyman,
'Dr. Glen—curate to Dr. Mainwaring at the church
in Mariwood Road.’ :
«¢Qh, I said.” I know him perfectly by sight,
and I have heard him preach.’
T “ Her face flushed a little, and she bent over her
. baby, I thought to hide it. -
_ o . “¢We live in Marlwood Road. It would not be
L too far, would it, for you to come and sea baby ?’
f., I “¢No. I shall be only too glad to come,” I.said,
‘ speaking from a friendly point.of view. I began to
be interested in the little woman, and that flush
( puzzled me. Was it pride, or sensitiveness, or
shame, I wonder, that could have caused it ?—not the
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last, surély, because I knew the Reverend Wallace
' Fleming by name as a rather brilliant person, who
could fill the Marlwood Road Church of an evening
when his rector couldn’t? E

“He was a very handsémeé person, too, the adored
of the young ladies of his charge, so.I had- heard.
_Yet, curiously enough, I had mever heard of his yife.
"It occarred to me, even in that first interview with
Mrs. Fleming, that she was not a particularly happy
woman. There was a curious wistfulness in her eyes
and a droop about the lips which suggested more
heaviness of heart than she had any business to feel ;
but thé genpine cause of it never occurred to me at
the time. I learned not long after, however, that
it was cansed by heart hunger, and the yearning of a
deeply religious soul over another which she thought
deviating a little from the right way: My dear, you
find deep religious sentiment and a consciousness
sometimes morbid in the least likely places. I never
expected tp find them in Nora Fleming. Yet there
they were, and my subsequent intercourse-with her
did more to deepen my own religious convictions than
anything has done since my mother died. My poor
little Nora Fleming !”

For the moment Elizabeth seemed to ’forget me ;
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the associations called up by <the story she had i)egun
seemed to engross all her thorM‘l
“ About a week after that I was summoned to

e
Marlwood Bp:cb she said at length, “and when.
- I arrived I found it was to see the mother, not the

child. She was not in bed, but sitting at her "bed-
room fire, a fragile little figure in a blue dressing-
gown, looking so childish and petite that I felt like
treatmg her accordingly. But a big, strong, noble,

woma,nly heart beat under that blue dressing-gown,

Annie, a heart meet only for the Kingdom.
«¢Baby is ever so- much better,’ she said, greeting

" me with a bright, sweet smile. ‘Yes, I am a little

down; and I thought I wanted badly to see you.

" Did you know how much good you did me that day

I called ?’

“¢My dear, I didnt prescribe for you. It was
the baby I treated,” I said bluntly.

“¢No, but you made me feel strong, and you are

good, I know. I have often wished for a strong

woman friend. I am so weak myself.’ )
N¢¢Weak in body you may be, but nowhere else,
I said cheerily. ¢But come, let me feel the pnlsé.

Mothers can’t afford to make such a fuss. I must .,

get you out of this room.’

4
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.

“ The pulse was very weak, and there was a languor
and depression about the little woman which made
me think there was a heart trouble at the bottom.
I sat down in front of her, and I suppose I looked
very grave and serious. 1 certainly felt so.

“‘Now, Mrs. Fleming,’ I said, gently but firmly,
¢ pray forget that I am a woman, and think of me
only as the doctor. Have you got anything on your
mind? Are you fretting about something? There
isn’t anything the matter with you that I can find,
unless there’s a worry at the bottom.’ :

“¢Qh, I have a lot of worries—every woman has,’
she said evasively. . ¢ There’s baby; you know ; .and
the servants are not very satisfactory. We are not
rich, and can’t afford to pay experienced ones. I
have a good many household cares, and Mr. Fleminé»

doesn’t really know how much it takes out of one. -

It’s the sort of thing which seems too trivial to talk
“of,’ she said, dropping’ her voice to a whisper. *‘ Bat
it makes one’s heart cry out to God all the time. He
always ‘understands women, don’t you think? If it
were not for that, indeed, indeed I could not bear
A .

“ There was a lump in my throat. I stsoked the
"white, fragile little band, and said to myself, ¢ Eliza-
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beth, you. big, soft creature, don’t weep, or your
credit as a doctor is gone’ )

¢ Of course, when one is not very strong all such
worries assume mountainous proportions,” I said
bravely. ‘I am the happy possessor myself of “a
perfect treasure ” in the shape of my own old nurse, but

- I can sympathise with you for all that. You have

never got quite strong, I tﬁink,' since baby came,
and what you want is mothering, and country air.
Is your mother alive?’

“She sfook her head. A

¢¢Oh no, she died when I was quite little. I
have nobody, only ‘Aunt Kate, who lives in Russell
Square. She has a school. I lived with her and
helped a little w1th the younger children before I
married. She-is very clever, but you see her way

_ of life is different from mine now, and she does not -

quite understand all I have to do.’

“¢You don’t do any pansh work, ot course?’
I said bluntly.

«“She shook her head.

“¢I wish I could. I am afraid I do very little
to help Wallace; but really there are plenty of
workers. If T had been a little stronger, of course
I should Tike to have ta.nght in the Sunday-school’
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“¢I suppose Mr. Fleming is a very busy man?
Marlwood Road is a big church,’ I said inquiringly.
Somehow I had got it in my head that the minister
was at the bottom of the worry. .

“¢<QOh yes, he is very busy; he cannot be in very
" much, and I am always so sorry if 1 do not feel well
and: cheerful when he is in. He likes everything
brli::ght and dainty, and when baby is cross and the
servants trying, he doesn’t like it; no gentleman does.’

“J got up and took a turn across the floor. I had
got the key to the mystery, and I had only one desire,
to make a few plain remarks to the popular minister

of Marlwood Road, and to point out one duty which ;

in all his intellectual and ambitious flights he had
wickedly pa.ssed by.

”proud, I sald, changmg t.he subject abruptly. SAnd
sto-morrow I have to go to Cricklewood to see an old
patient of mine, who is staying there temporarily.
If it is fine, may I come at four o’clock and fetch
you and baby for a drive ?’ '

“She answered me only by a bright smile, and two

big tears which rolled from under her long lashes,
and glittered on her cheeks.
3 « On Sunday evening I went to service at Marlwood
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Road—yes, for the sole purpose of beholding the Rev.
Wallace Fleming and heaﬁng him preach.”

“So like a woman,” I murmured. ¢ No man doctor
would ever have thought of such a thing.” )

“No, he wbuldn’t, my dear ; };ou are quite right.
I always do my duty by the man doctor, as you call
him, but I know very well that it is just in such
cases that he makes his professional mistakes. He .
would have gone on.exclusively treating poor little
Norah Fleming’s body, when the mind was at the
bottom of it all the time. It was sympathy she
wanted, and mothering, and loving understanding, for .
she was being worried and neglected into the grave.”

“ And - what kind of spiritnal food,” I inquired
meekly, ¢“did you. get from the Rev.- Wallace
Fleming ? ” -

“ Well, my dear, I will "not deny that I got an
intellectual treat. To begin with, his very presence

-in the pulpit was eye-satisfying. He is a man of

splendid physique, and his head is noble. Oh, the
man has gifts—even the most pl\'ejudiced would not
deny that—but somehow I felt inclined to- get up
and contradict him every minute. His sentiments

“were unimpeachable, doing equal credit to his head

and heart ; and as"I observed his calm, complacent, "
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gelf-reliant air, and looked round on the rapt faces
-of the congregation, among whom young ladies pre-
dominated, I thought of the little wife at home, and
I felt in that state of mind which Ma\rg‘aret describes
as my birse being up. No, of course the service did
me. absolutely no good whatever. My last view of
the Rev. Wallace Fleming was seeing him the centre
of what was tndoubtedly an admiring throng, who
were probably telling him how much good they had
derived from his discoufte. Next day, when I went

to see his wife, I had the felicity of being introduced

to him.

« It was about noon, and I found her dressed and
in the dining-room, looking very worn and weary,
and thinner than ever in her close-fitting black gown.
She had the baby in her arms. Mr. Fleming was
lying -on the couch reading the newspaper, and he
jumped up, all courtesy, to receive me. Really his
manners were quite charming; he had that peculiar
suave, deferential touch which. women like, and even
I began to wonder whether I had been in my thoughts
a trifle hard apon him. ‘

¢« <My poor little wife has not been very strc]ng, and
nothing would satisfy her bat the lady doctor,” he
said, with'a grand smile. ‘I am very glad to make
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‘your acquaintance, Dr. Glen; and I hope you do not

find Mrs. Fleming in a serious condition. W\hat she
wants, as I tell her, is stimulafing, looking on the
bright side of things, and making her own environment
bright. I make a point of preaching the doctrine of
sunshine ; we have enough dark creeds in our midst
already.’ )

¢ That is quite true, Mr. Fleming,’ I replied gravely,
as I laid down my gloves and took the baby in
my arms. ¢ And I agree witll you' that it is sunshine
Mrs. Flemmo wants ; but somebody has got to create
it for her.’

“He looked at me as if my words pnzzled him
a little ; their hidden sarcasm I am positive he did
not see. ﬂ /

“¢She worries too much. I am always telling
her she worries, and household cares should never
be, obtruded. The wheels of domestic machinery only

- want oiling with tact and graciousness, and all will

go smoothly.’

«]1 saw the faint glow. of a pitiful smile on the
little woman’s grave lips, and she =’smoot_hed the front
of her gown with her-hands in a nervous little way,

_which let me know this was the sore bit.

«¢That is so like a man’s speech, Mr. Fleming,’
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I said, and I believe the tone of my voice was almost
rude. ¢Perhaps you will consider it presumption on
my part to remind' you that there is still the old-time
dlﬂ'erence between theory and practice, between the
" real and -the ideal. The pla.m facts of the case are
that t_he baby and the servants are too much for Mrs.
Flem’ing>meanwhile, and we must get her away for
a time. Suppose we say Scotland for a month ?’
«¢Tt isn’t possible. I shall not be free till August
this year, as Dr. Mainwaring takes his recess in June
and July. I am confident you are exaggerating, and
that if Mrs. Fleming would only exercise a little more
strength of mind she would feel herself perfectly well,’
he said quite coldly ; and the critical, disapproving look
he cast on his wife showed me that his heart, so far as
her condition was concerned, was as hard as the nether
millstone. For the ‘time being his eyes were holden
so that he could not see. Atthat moment a servant
said somebody wanted him in the study, and we were
left alone. »
~ «<Perhaps Mr. Fleming is right, Dr. Glen, she
said presently, trying to brace herself up, I could see,
yet speaking with an unconscious touch of bitterness.
‘Yes, I am weak and foolish, and perhal;s selfish ;

but oh! I am worried. Jane has given notice. this
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morning ; she says the: work is too heavy. I have
not told Mr. Fleming yet. He says that a woman
who changes her servants as often as I do does not

-know how to manage ; but what am I to do? They

are inferior girls, and they leave whenever they tire
and want a change ; and the work is heaﬁ, I know
that’ I thought of you at the moment, dear, of
the way you pour your domestic worries on to your
husband’s head, and I wondered what part an experi-
ence like Mrs. Fleming’s would take in your develop- -
ment. I-have an idea that it would ‘not tend to make
you or me a better woman.’ - .

“No,” I replied w1th conv1ct10n “I'am perfectly
sure it wouldn’t.”

%¢] was at church last night in Marlwood Road,
Mrs. Fleming, and your husband gave us a very
eloquent discourse, I said, and again that slight,
inexplicable flush suffused her cheek. Then, quite
suddenly, she turned to me, and there was a whole
world of wistfuluess in her eye.

“¢Dr. Glen, do you-think many ministers preach
the gospel ?’ '

“Yes, it was a poser, and I answered lamely
enough : .

‘1 hope they do.”
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“¢What did you think last night? Tell me g
honestly. I am sure you know. Did my hasband ;l
say agything that would help a suffering or a doubting ;}_
soul %2:Was he in earnest with his message? > B

«She spoke feverishly, and I saw that the matter
. was one of serious moment to ber. I felt it impossible
to trifle with her. I was brought to-bay. ¢ -
“¢The sermon was an intellectual treat to me,’
I replied simply. °‘But it may have affected others
in an entirely different wa,);.’ - ‘
“¢It would not, it would have exactly the same .
effect. I don’t know what makes me speak out so
frankly, to you, Dr. Glen. 1 bhave never breathed
- Lthis anxiety, which is eating. into my soul, toa living
creature. But oh! I fear my husband thinks but
little of the message he has to deljver, of its solemn

import to his hearers. He is carried away by ambi-

tion, and by the adulation of people who go to hear.

him because they admire his fine sentences and hjs’

eloquent delivery, and it is killing his soul.’

“I lobkedg at her in amazement, marvelling

hear stich s#trong, frue words from her lips. She

did not look like one who could probe so deeply -
into the heart of things. But there was no doubt

~ she had the kernel of the whole matter in her hands.
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I could not for the moment find words™jo reply, and
presently she went on in a quieter, caIr\ni)r voice : ‘I
do not think somehow that I shall live very long,
and perhaps the feeling of nearness to the unseen
gives me a sharpness of vision I should not otherwise
g 7 have had. Wallace gave me that sermon to read,
IR LA and I told him what I thought, but he did not seem
' \) to understand, and he thinks it is presumptuouns of °
¢ me to criticise. But, Miss Glen, it is not- criticism.
It is because I feel so .ké'enly what a responsibility
is his. He does not realise: 1t himself. He is per—
fectly satisfied” .

“ He re-entered the room at the moment, and I
almost 1mmed1ately left. He accompanied me to
the door, and there was the same impatience visible _
.in his manner as 1 ga.ln ‘urged the absolute necessity
of complete rest and change for his wife.

“It was quite evident that something was out
of joint in the houseliold, and that if there had
ever been any sympathy or understanding. between
the pair it had not been maintained. The popular
preacher, to whom worldly success and the applause
of the multitude had come, was hardened by pros-
{;r:y. The adulation and the praise of others had

e him dissatisfied, critical, harsh to those of his

7"»‘14_ .
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own household. "His pastoral visitation took him
into the homes of the rich and leisured, where-
he was made much of and flattered; its effect was .
to make him fastidious over trifles, hard to please,

-dissatisfied with his own plain home, where his wife,
struggling with failing health and limited means,
did the best she could. If he did mot absolutely
regret the marriage, wlhich had been the idyll of .
his student days, he was" bitterly disappointed over -
its issue, and too selfish to hide it. - All that I
guessed, and my estimate of the situation was abso- -
lutely correct. Do you think I have presented an
impossible ‘picture, deat? It is the naked truth.
The soul of the man was ‘a stunted and miserable’
thing, against which'hisé wife’s, pure, womanly, an-
selfish, .shone -with the whiteness of Heaven, only,
as I said, his eyes were holden so that he could
‘not see. Well, this condition of things went on for
some time, until the hot weather began in earnest. \
I visited Mrs. Fleming at intervals, sometimes pro-

" fessionally, but oftener in a friendly manner. The
baby improved, but she did not, and I soon foresaw
the end. We had many long talks. Do you remem-
ber how in the early days of our acquaintance you
used to quiz me a little abont my religious ﬁews,
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and 1 did not give you much. satisfaction? I was
not very sure of them -myself. Medical study is a
crucial test of religious faith, I think ; either makes
shipwreck of it or establishes it on a foundation of
rock. Your husband will tell you the same thing.
Just ask him the result of his own experience and
observation. It will perhaps astonish you, that is
if you haven't talked it over hready. Well, T was
for some years in a transition stage. Nora Fleming
helped me out, and set m} feet, please God, on the
- Rock for ever.” )

Here Dr. Glen paused again, and I saw that she
was moved as I had seldom seen her. I sat very
still, waiting for her to go on. _ .

“She lived through the summer till August, and

then slipped away, and I thought that, but for the
“child, she was not sorry. Life had cheated her’ of
the highest gifts. She had grasped on!y a shadow
for the ha.ppineés, essential to the very beihg of "such
a woman. In a word, marriage had been for her, in _
its inner and most sacred sense, a failure.”

«Tell me about it—the end, I mean ; that is, if you

. care.” ‘
“1 do care ; the story would be incomplete with‘!)ut
it ; because I think Nora Fleming accomplished by
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her death what, her life could not do. Her hnsband
will never forget her..

“Well, it went on as I said all the sammer, she
fading early like a flower from vghose roots the sap
had gone, and the end was very near before he saw
it. I will give the man his dae, he had many
engrossing interests. The rector, being very frail,
was away nearly all summer, and the claims on Mr.:
Fleming’s time were andoubtedly/ heavy. The proba-
. bility was that ere long the livi

would be vacant,
natural -and *not blaméworthy
desire on his part to -make it impossible for the
congregation to pass him over. Therefore he did
his  utmost to make himself indispensable to the
church, and he succeeded.

“Well, at last the end came. She was ‘not in

and of course it was

bed ; she went about,- poor, frail, brave creature, to :

the last. About three o’clack in the afternoon I had

looked in to see her, and found her lying on the -

_ couch in The sitting-room, and I did not like her
look. Her smile was very faint and feeble, and she”
could do no more than press my hand when_ I asked
her how she was. I went out of the room; and
inquired of the servant whether the minister was in
the house. He was not, having gone to open a sale
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of work at the church. He came in shortly, however.
I saw him pass by the window, and went out to the
hall to meet him. )

“¢8ir,’ I said, and I don’t know how my voice
sounded, only I know my heart was wrung with pain,
¢your wife is dying.’

“ He stared at me in simple incredulity, and replied
hastily : : ' o

¢¢QOh, nonsense, perfect nonsense; she wss all
right at dinner-tim}%ﬁ}t is only the heat; it is very "
warm to-day.’ . .

~ “<She is .dying,’ I repeated. ¢ It will be all over
probably before sunset.’ . »

“¢She can’t be, I tell you,’ he said, raising his
voice exciteﬂly. ¢It’s all nonsense. Nora dyiné!
How dare you say such-a thing ?’

“¢Come an > I said, laying my hand on his
M}iﬁﬁ you must go gently. You must
not trouble too mich the passing soul” :

“] saw him grow white and haggard, and the

N great pain lines, which have ~131ever~ left it again, -
deepen on his brow, and I softened to him, as every
woman must soften, even to a bad man, when he is
in-an extremity of anguish ; and he was. not- a bad
man—only one who had made a gigantic ‘mistake.
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 “Bo I led him in. And directly we were within
‘the door he saw it for himself, and a strange cry
rang through the room—the cry of a strong man in
. bitter agony, made intolerable by the sting of a great
remorse. H‘ej fell upoix his knees by her side, and I
stepped out-to the hall, and there paced to’and fro,
nervously waiting till I should be summoned; for
summoned I knew I should be soon, but I had no
business with them in that supreme and awful moment,
when the heart of each was laid bare to the other in
the fierce light of a final separation on earth. It

seemed a long time, and at last I tapped ]jghtly'at’

the door and looked in. She was sitting half ap on’
the couch, but leaning agafnst him, and her face,
turned towards the door, was radiant with . the sun-
shine of heaven. His was hidden, bat I saw his
broad shoulders heaving, nor was the hand which
sgppgrted‘her as steady as its -wont.

“ She held out her hand to me with a lovely smile,
and I took'a step forward. Then he looked up, and
met my eyes with a look which cut me to the heart.

‘¢ Save her, Miss Glen, save her to me, for God's
sake, for the salvation of my soul !’

- «¢J cannot,’ I said, and my tears fell. I could not
keep them back.
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¢ ¢If you cannot, then pray to God to help me. I
know now what I have done. When she is gone, I
shall feel that I have murder on my soul.’

¢She laid her hand or his lips, and kept it there

while she spoke.

“Though I am gone, I shall be with you, Wallace.
Heaven is not far away. Nay, it is about us every-
whei-e, and the spirits of the redeemed are nearer
than- we think. He blames himself too much, Dr.
Glen, and I see more clearly than I did. I think
perhaps I shall help more when I am goiie than by
his side ; my spirit will give him a message when
he needs it most. God will grant that as compensa--
tion to me and to him-; so will his ministry be blessed
as it has never yet been.” . ""

« Perhaps these were not her exact wo‘rds; but they
convey her meaning to you. She spoke with extreme
difficulty, and appearéd so worn out that I asked him
to rise while I laid her back upon the pillows. I

did what I could to relieve her, and went away;

coming again sorrowfully in the evening, not knowing
whether I should find her in life. She was in life,
but no more, and just after midnight she died. He
did not appear to realise that the end had come ; he
seemed like a man mortally stricken. I left him

a
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sitting on the couch with his arms folded across his

_ chest, the picture of despair; and remembering the

child, I took her from her cot in her little white
nightgown, and laid her in his arms. She awakened
then, and her little cry seemed to startle him, and to
arouse in him a strange, sad wonder. . ’

“¢You must be father and mother to her now,” I
said very gently, ahd when I saw the look he cast .
upon her I knew that he accepted the trust,and. tha.t
hope had revived in the man’s soul:

"~ “Np, he has never married, and it is nine years

since his wife died- He will never marry ; of that I
feel sure. If you want to hear the gospel message
fitted to the need of every human soul, go to the

chm_'ch in Marlwood Road, any day at any hour; it .

will never fail you. It is a centre of blessing, the
work is honoured of God, and many souls are given

. him for his hire. But the crown of glory is hers ;

she began the work ; and when I go there, as I often
do when I want a little new courage for the “battle,
I think all the time of Nora Fleming, and these texts
_ate always appermost-in my mind : )

«¢She being dead yet speaketh *; ¢‘her works do
follow her.’”
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JOHN RANSOME’S LOVE STORY.

N

« 5? OU must have come across many interesting

love stories, Elizabeth, during the last ten

‘years. ' I want one so badly to-day, and I want you

to give it to me gracefully and spontaneously, be- .
cause I’m too tired to try and conciliate you.”
“Well, I do think that is very calm,” said Eliza-
beth, with assumed indignation, “ seéing I've come
of \my own accord to see you to-day, and seeing -this is
the sixth story you’ve had. Yet you 'basely insinuate
that I have not\alwa.ys been civil over it.” .
¢ QOh, civil, yes,” I replied, smiling in lazy enjoy-
ment of her indignation. “But I have often bored
you, and the interests of tiuth compel me to say you
seldom took pains to hide the fact that you were
bored. You' see, dear, I was wise at the beginning.
It would have been far better had you just given meé

the diary, and allowed me to make my own selections.”
146 ’
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«T think a good deal of you, and I think you are
more discreet than many of our sex, but my trust is -
not so limitless as that,” replied Dr. Glen. -“Oh, I
know very well how you would revel in that Joumal
if you could get it 1)&0 your hands, but nobody shall ,
ever see that while I am alive, and 1 think Il de-
stroy it -one of these days to make sure nobody will.
see it after I'm dead.” . '

“ Oh no, you won’t, and 'somebpdy will see it;

" you’re going to have a ‘sort of Arabian Nights Enter-
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. tainment by-and-by, reading it out of an evening to’ *
" your husband.” A ;i
“You are safe this time, because you are pretending *

to be an invalid, and I can’t shy anything at you,” . ’;
said Dr. Glen, rather quietly. *“ But I'll be even ?
with you yet.” . - ’
“Oh, Elizabeth, it isn’t any sort of pretence! It’s :
rather too real to be pleasant, and I don’t enjoy lying -+
on a sofa, in which attitnude I am painfully conscicus x
that I don’t even Iook as interesting as the weakest :
of my own heroines. I’m the sort.of person whois .
seen to the best advantage tearirg round like & whirl- 1
wind. Repose doesn’t suit e, nor invalid ways, so ,
you ought to be sympathetic, and not disagreeable.” . 3

“Ill try,” said Dr. Glen meekly. “To hear yow




) .“""’*..5,’&""‘:‘.@‘%55' P

/s

148 ELIZABETH GLEN, M.B.

speak, one would think I was diéagreeéble most of

the time. But we’ll cease mutual recriminations, and
improve the time. This. is John Ransome’s Love

Story. Will you accept my title? Nothing else will

suit it.”

“Yes. I hereby agree to accepﬁ anything, and to
re.tract all my former disparaging remarks,” I said,
as I shook up my cushions and brought out my note-
‘book, “\although I maust sa.y the most of them were

‘true.” I was not used to invalid ways, and the whole

paraphernalm.\ of shawls and cushions and things
worried me.- There was not a sofa. in the house on
which I could establish myself comfortably and feel
at home. Elizabeth got up, and in three minutes I
wondered what she had done, for I began to think
you might lie on  your back in the daytime with some
degree of comfort, and even feel a kind of calm satis-
faction in the arrangement of cushions. Elizabeth
was a nurse as well as a docfx)r Had I been in
a better mood, I would certamly \have called her a
ministering angel. There was a w\\mlslcal, tender
look in her eyes, which told me that ske did not like
to see me-there, and that her big heart was brimming
over with all the sympathy I sometimes felt I 80
badly needed. \
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“It’s good for you, dear, to feel like this just for
once in your life, so that you may know what others
have to bear,” she'said, quite soberly. T shall never
be just what I ought as doctor or nurse till I have had
_ a bad illness myself. Well, now for John Ransome,
one of my heroes, dear ; and it’s as pretti' a story as
you need wish to hear.” '

“Tell it,” I said peremptorily, and she began at
once. ' : '

“T knew the Ransomes l;y sight for a good while
before I ever spoke to them. They lived only a few
doors from me in Rayburn Place, and I sometimes
saw them of an evening at charch in Marlwood Road,

of which they became regular attenders after: Mrs.

Fleming’s death,” I always thought them intprestiﬁg, .
refined people. | The mother was a widow, a pretty,

faded sort of person, who had some little affectations,
which I noticed before I spoke to her ; there were
two daughters, ladylike girls, and a son, whom I
rightly “imagined to be the prop and stay of the
household. He was a big, fine-looking fellow, with a
boyish, open countenance; which was a true index to

his frank and manly heart. There was an air of

cheerfal strength about him which inspired me.
He passed my window every morning when I was at
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" breakfast, and I got to look for him, and even to have

a little smile ready for him, though of course he never
saw it, or had the least idea that I was looking out.
I don’t suppose he even noticed that my house was
the abode of the woman doctor. I decided that he
was something in the city, on account of his regular -
‘hours, and yet he did not look like the ordinary city
man ; and I wove all sorts of little romances of which
he was the hero. But the real romance of John
Ransome’s life was a great deal prettier than any
hatched in my poor unimaginative little brain. One )
night one of the girls came for me in a great harry.
She had ot waited to put on hat or cloak, but came
in breathless and bare-headed, and crying helplessly :

¢ ¢QOh, please do come to mamma, Dr. Glen. She
is in a dreadful state ; we don’t know what to do with
her. She wor’t be quiet.” -

«<What do you mean, my dear ?’ I asked, as I
hastily threw on my cloak.

« ¢She screams out 80; we think she has taken a fit.’

“ Hysteria,’ I said to mys\'éif, in no way surprised.
I had sometimes thought of Mrs\.\B.a.nsome as a likely
person to suffer from that tryipg complaint. I felt
inclined to make light of it ; but seeing that the girl
was genuinely distressed, I held my peace, and fol-
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lowed her to the house. I found her in the usual
state. Yes, hysteria is a very alarming affliction to
those who know nothing about it, and any uninitiated
person ‘beholding Mrs. Ransome lying .on her bed,
screaming at the pitch of her voice, might with reason
have concluded that she was fit for a lunatic asylum.
You know that hysteria requires very drastic treat-
" ment, and I therefore deemed it wise to ask- the
- danghters to retire while I did my utmost to calm
the excited woman’s nerves, She talked a good deal
reproachfully about John, whom I sapposed to be her
son, and generally behaved like a suffering martyr.
In time I got her quietened down, and then she
became sulky, and would not speak. Then I went
down to the dining-room to her da.ughters to give
some -instructions. "They were both there. The
younger one, who had come for me, was a second
edition of the mother, but I thought her preferable to
the elder, who was a cold, haughty,t mﬁrson,\
with an extremely repellent manner. I thought her
singularly indifferent to her mother’s condition,
which, though by no means serions, was yet alarming
‘ enough.

“¢Well2’ she said, regarding me with a kind of
hanghty inquiry, which conveyed to me her impression
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- that a lady doctor was a ve'ry" questionable ]Serson
indeed. ‘Have you been able to do anything for my
mother ?’ -

‘¢ She is much quieter. Would you tell me, if yon
please, what cansed this attack—I mean whether she
has had anything special to agitate her?’

« The sisters exchanged glances, then the younger
one spoke. ‘

« ¢« You'd better tell her, Clara. Doctors always do
ask questions, I believe.’

«<My mother has been agitated, Miss Glen,
replied ‘Mjss Ransome then, in her most guarded
inanner. ¢ My brother has vexed her very much to-
night. Istit necessary that I should tell you how ?°

“<Not at all” I replied, coldly. ‘Only she had
better not see him again, to-night at least. One of
you should remain with her ; and if you could please
" send round to my house in about half ah hour I shall

have a soothing draught ready for her.

“ 1 had no temptation to linger, as one sometimes
has, to have a little chat with a patient’s relatives ;
accordingly I took my departure, and I could not
help‘ feeling very sympathetic towards the erring
John. Certainly I could not but think that life with
such a trio must be more or less of a trial to any
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average man. They had not exhibited a single lovable

- or attractive trait, and as I went home I pondereti on
the deceitfulness of ,Qppea.mnces, and how easy it is
for one to get wrong impressions from mere casual
observation and speculation regarding one’s neighbours.
Well, I went back to my surgery and prepared Mis.
Ransome’s draught, and I was enjoying my post-
prandial coffee two hours later than usual when
somebody called for the medicine ; not the maid, as
I expected, but Mr. Jobhn Ransome, who sent in a
message that he wished to see me. When I entered.
the consulting-room I thought T liked the look _E)f him
a great deal better than I had liked his women-folk,
and I bade him a very pleasant good evgﬁing and asked
him to sit down. He looked worried ; he kept tugging
the ends of his moustache, and his brows were knit a
little ; then he kept looking at me very intently with
a pair of keen grey eyés, which seemed to inquire
how far)I might be trusted. ' ‘ )

“¢T hope, he said bluntly, ¢ that there isn’t any-
thing sel:ionsly the matter with my mother ?’

“<Oh, notlﬁng,’ I replied cheerfully. ‘A h ical
fit, which will probably be over by to-morrow. I
suppose she is snbject to them ?’ ‘

“¢I have often seen her hysterical, but never in
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such a condition. 1 confess it alarmed me very much.
- Does a person in such. a condition absolutely lose all °

nerve control ?° ' N

«¢All; I answered promptly. ‘I have seen worse
cases than Mrs. Ransome’s, often. She made a great
deal of noisé, but was less obstinate than many.
Have you seer her again?’ .

“¢‘No; my sisters gave me your message, -and
indeed I had no wish to see her just at present.
1 have got myself into a frightfal hole, Miss Glen ;
and I must occapy myself to-morrow in getting out
of it again.’ ' .
 “His serious frankness charmed me more and
more, and as I met his honest eyes, I told myself
that it might be a holé,. but that there could be no
possible doubt that it was an honourable hole.
Dishonour and John Ransome had nothing in common:

“¢<J hope you will ‘find it an easy matter,” I said
kindly ; then he smiled, and the last atom of my
heart went ;-that is, I registered myself on his side
of the fight, whatever it was. _

«¢J don’t expect to find it easy. I left my situation
to-day without any warning, ‘and it was because of

. that, and becanse I refused to tell my mother theg

cause, that she becanie 8o fearfully excited.’ '
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_“¢Dear me,” I said. ¢I quite thought you had
been guilty of some .very “serious misdemeanour.”
-“¢«Well, it may be serious enough, for no man
knows in these hard, competitive days where to lay
his hand on- a situation ; and of course my salary is
all we have to depend on. But as I said to my
_ mother and the girls, they might trust to the fact
that I am not the kind of man to be numbered long
* with the unemploye . TL get something to do.

«¢] should think so; but I suppose this situation
you have left, I am sure from the best of reasons,
was & very good one?’

« He took a deep breath, and his colour rose.

“¢It was, in some respects, the best a man could

have had, but I coaldn’t stand it any longer. It was -

’ impossible, either for her or for me, tha.t. it éould

- go en.’
« Wlth that he got up, and I appeal to yoa whether
anything could be more tantalising. I saw quite well
that the last words had dropped unawares from his .
lips, and his face wore a kind of far-off expression
which let me know he had forgotten my resence ;
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one of the most -interesting kind. It was a speech

;_5‘,’7 t

% extremely difficult to answer. I therefore stood in
?, polite silence, waiting for him to say something else,
" or to go away.

“ ¢Well, I need not take up any more of your time,
Miss: Glen,’. he said presently, with his fine winniné
smile. *Perhaps I have said too mach, but -when
D a fellow is on his beam ends and looks into a sym-
P " © pathetic face he is apt at times to foget himself’

« ¢ If you are on your beam ends, you won’t be long
there, I prophesy,’ I said, and I shook hands with
him and went out to the door with him myself. And
I knew he’d come back to see me, perhaps next day.
He did not pass by when I was at breakfast next
moriiing, and I paid Mrs. Ransome the first visit on
my list. I found her in bed, calm and resigned,
wearing that particularly aggravating look of self-
imposed martyrdom which many women use as a
shield and defence against the ordinary worries of

~ life. She was a remarkably pretty woman, and her.

mental state was not so serious but that she had

.. taken care to make the most of her surroundings.
' Her dressing jacket was heliotrope adorned with soft . -

lace, and her cap and bows of the same coloured

ribbon. . She looked at me expectantly, and just with
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the proper. touch of mournfulness, which I regret to

say did not awaken in me the sympathy it ought..

Ifelt that she was & humbug ; besides, I had mentally
taken the enemy’s side, though I had not the remotest

idea what it was all about. I was not surprised, to.

hear that she had passed a sleepless night, but 1
doubted it. Her pulse was strong, and her face
looked fresh and rested ; in fact, she wa.s, practically
speaking, out of my hands.

" ¢«¢] am afraid I alarmed you very much last night,
Miss Glen ; and 1 felt glad that you were a woman
'and not a8 man. Men do not understand the suffering
of a highly strung and nervous woman. Have any
of my daughters told you the cause of my distress ?’

“¢No ; they simply said you had been agitated,’
I replied, and hesitated whether to say that her son
" had given me such meagre details as I possessed.

“Indeed I was. Perhaps you do not know that
.I have only one son—a good boy, but headstrong,
very headstrong. He has occasioned me a good deal

of anxiety. He has had for thé past two years a

splendid situation at the East End, manager in a
large printing establishment, Barratt and Co.; you
must know the name. Some of the most elegant
works that are published come from Barratt’s.. Old

ok e
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Mr. Barratt died last’ year, and there is practically no
head to the firm. My John was head and shoulders
and everything to it, and now he has thrown it ap
when he onght to have been made a partner.’

% ¢But how conld he be made a partner if there is

- nobody to share with?’ I mqmred in a perplexed

voices

%< Qh, but there is somebody that.’s the ridiculous
part of it ; there’s a chit of a girl, Evelyn Barratt,
Mr. Barratt’s danghter an( sole heiress. -She hasn’t
long come from school, and instead of stopping at
home at Rickmansworth with her chaperon as she
ought—a lovely place it is too, fit for a prince—she
comes poking down to Mile End, and makes all sorts

" of trouble. She is one of those objectionable persons

with- ideas, and she wants to upset’ the whole tlnng

1 have often told John he was too forbearing with
- her, but at the same time I never thought he’d be-

such & fool as to throw up the situation. Hes mad,

:'-: Miss Glen, positively mad to do it/

“¢] am sure he had the best of reasons,” 1 smd

softly, and the romauoe took definite shape.

“ ¢ No reason was sufficient to justify snch a step.

Why, you don’t know what he’s done for the place ;
. he has simply made Barratt’s. He’s both au artist
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and a mechatical genius, and he’s invented new
machinery that has saved them hundreds of pounds
—saved it for whom P—that upsétting Evelyn Barratt,
who treats him like the dirt beneath her feet. Every-
thing tbat comes from Barratt’s pré‘s,s’bears the
stamp of my son’s genius, and to think he should
have thrown it all up, and declined to tell me his
reasons ;-but I’ve written to Miss Barratt a letter,
which I flatter myself will bring her to her senses.’

“ I thought of John Ransome’s face, and I wondered

how it would look set l.n anger. I also thought that
my curiosity might be satisfied if I could see him
when he was told for the first time of the step his
mother had taken. She was very communicative,
but when her elder daug}:ter, still, composed, and
proud as usual, came ixg,d the room, she became at
once reticent, and I soon afterwards left, with a
promise to' pay another visit in the evening. The
thought of John Ransome tramping the streets in
search of work was with me all day, and I was also

pursued by & most insatiable desire to behold the -
canse of all this trouble, Miss Evelyn Barratt, -of -

Barratt’s Rext, Rickmansworth, and Braton Street, W,
“J] had my desire gratified rather sooner than I
- expected. . ‘It was winter time, and the weather was

nema™
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bitterly cold. In response to Margatet’s solicitations, .
I liad agreed to come home always at one o’clock: fo )

- a bit of hot lunch ; and on the third day after I was:.
‘called to Mrs. Ransome’s, I came home as usual, to

find a very smart carriage at my door, a brougham
drawn by a lovely pair of black horses, and attended
by two imposing-looking menials in the most orthodox
and immaculate livery. Visions of an aristocratic

_ patient made my heart beat a little quickly as,

mindful ‘of the scrutiny of the aforesaid menials, I
walked with dignity up the steps to the door. I had
just né:vvly Eng&ged my Battons, who looked so very
fresh and smart as he let me in that I felt quite
proud‘ of my égtablishment, which, if modest, was
perfect of its kind. A lady, Buttons said, was in the
drawing-room, and when I entered I was confronted
by the most lovely and radiant young creature I .
had ever seen.. She had on a velvet cirriage mantle,
trimmed with sable, which represented a small fortune ;
and a little toque of the same, with some cunning
little sable tails, made the most bewitching setting
for her sweet.face. And it was a sweet face; and her
manner had not an atom of pretentiousness in it. I

| felt that she was as good as she looked, and I have

never changed ‘my mind.
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¢“¢Good morning. My name is Barratt, Evelyn
Barratt,’ she said, and I feel sure I must have looked
amazed. ‘I came to see you on a little matter of
business. Your servant said you would be in directly,
of I should not have presumed to come in. Bat if
it is yonr linch hour, or anything, f cau easﬂy come
back another time. You see I am a person of 1o
occupation, and I feel ‘a great reverence for you.’

At this I lauo'hed and bevglng her to be seated,
said I was entirely at her disposal. And I thoaght
- with a vast pity of my - hero, Johu Ransome, for
there did indeed appear to be a great gulf fixed
between hun. and this radiaut vision. And yet for a

man to come in contact with her and not love her

was & thing impossible.

L 4

«T want you to do something for me, to engage *

your services, that is, if yon are willing and ‘can spare .

the time,’ she began, in a gquick, nervous, earnest way.
¢1 happen to be connected with an establishment in
which there is a very large unmber of young women

employed. I'take the deepest interest in these young

women, and [ am trying to do everything in my
“power to make the conditions of their hard life more
comfortable. 1 want to organise a sick benefit club,

and do youn think you counld spare the time to-give it
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3 medical attendance? I don’t mind what 1 pay, but
Ev/ I do wish them to have a woman doctor, and I know
@ "~ how clever you are. I have heard of you from my
% ; : friend Mrs. Capel, of Capel Court, whose town house
,;é: : is next door to mine in Bruton Street.’ . i

' % ¢Qh, indeed ; that is extraordinary,’ I said, and
. indeed I thonght it was. ¢If you will give me a

"[1 little more information about the time and attention
E T which would be reqmred, Miss Barratt, I can give
L ‘ you an answer at once.’

{ ' “]I had made up my mind on the spot to accept

it, at whatever inconvenience, and I own frankly, as

B4

.
‘:t I did to her long after, that I had the basest designs
TJL on my innocent client. She forthwith launched into
) _ﬁtf a minate account of her scheme, and as I llstenedi
*j ‘ carried away by her enthusmsm, I felt that she was -
”‘; ' one of the right sort, who “do much to keep the world
—;" from despair. Of course 1 promised everything she
41" asked, and we waxed very friendly and counfidential
”{asf 3 ° over the matter, and she seemed quite reluctant to go
-4 away. oo
,,3 : “¢] quite envy you yonr professxon, yolir aim in
%_. life, Miss Glen,’ she said, a8 she rose to go. ‘;[t is
RN dreadfal to be rich and useless. They tell me I shall

never be able to speud my incowe, so 1 must try to
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get others to help me ; but what a lot of worries one
has, finding the right way.’

“The radiance left her face, and a great wistfalness

"took its place, the sort.of loGK\seen on a face like
that which makes a man forget' everything but his

desire to try and banish it for ever. I thought of -

John Ransome more and more ; and at last I made
a bold plunge. - '
“¢1 am attending a family to whom your name

is known, Miss Barratt,”’ I said. ¢The Ransomes, who

live in this street.’

“1 saw that 1 had made a- mistake. Her face
flashed painfolly, her eyes filled with tears, and
bidﬂling me a brief and, as 1 thought,/bextremely cart
good afternoon, she took her hurried departure, leaving
me vexed with myself. .

“¢A lesson to you, Elizabeth,’ I said to myself,
as I watched the perfect equipage drive away. A
lesson to you to abstain in fature from uncalled-for
meddling in other people’s concerns.’ .

“] thought “I had mortally offended Miss Barutt,
as I did not see her again nor receive any com-
munication from her for more than a week. DPuring
this interval I continued in attendance on Mrs.
Ransome,- ‘because she msubed upon it ; and though 1
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could really do nothing for her, I could not refuse
to visit her. She obstinately persisted in remaining
in her own room, and, in order to show her son how
entirely she disapproved of his 'action, declined to see
him on any pretext whatever. An aggravating case,
you think? Oh, very ; but there are many similar.
It’s 8 way some women have ; when things don’t go
just as they please, they go to bed out of sheer spite.
The only thing that brings them downstairs again,
my dear, is the dropping of a hint that their room

"8 better than their company. I have never yet

known such a hint fail in its effect, when indisposition
was the result of bad temper. They get up for the
same reason that they lie &own, because ‘they think
it will annoy somebody, or pay them out. I did not
take any more kindly to the Ransome women on -

closer acquaintance. I felt quite ashamed of them ;

and to think that these two strong and capable girls
should be content to depend on their brother, and to
give him sour looks when adverse circumstances
overtook him, was almost more than I could bear in
silence. But I wasggewing wiser. I had so often
been wholesomely for volanteering a candic
opinion that I went 'aboit putting a continnal curb on
myself. Now I see and -hear everything like a stoic,

£
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and never give my advice or pass a remark unless

it is asked or desired. I was still smarting from the :

snub admunsteret\to me by Miss Barratt, and I
never mentioned to  Mrs. Ransome that she had

called, though she- talked—of “her every day. She told.

me she had written and sent the threatened letter
to Bruton Street, but that it had elicited no reply.
That week I saw a good deal of John Raunsome.
He came every night to inquire how his mother was
getting on—the feeblest pretext, of course, because
I told him the first day that there was nothing the
matter with her. But he seemed to like coming, and
we became very friendly, chatting over every conceiv-

" able subject. It was about the end of the week, I

think, before he referred to the event which had
caused our acquaintance. He - was very downcast
when he came in, and I knew he had had a.nother
bitter day of disappointment.

“¢I'll have to do it, I fear, Miss Glen ; but it goes
against the grain.’

«¢What?’ I asked, looking as sympathetic as Icould..

«¢ Apply to my old employer for a testimonial ;
it’s no use hunting for another place without.’ ‘

“¢ And why shounldn’t you apply for a testimonial ?
Even suppose you quarrelled ever so badly, that

¥ 8 e g ¢
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doesn’t affect past services. Surely he would be a
very unjust man to refuse you & testimonial.’

“ His face flushed a little. .
: «<Jt isn’t a man at all ; it’s & woman—a mere
1 . girl; that’s where it stings; and she’s as innocent

TIERLE WS SRR

% ;" of business as a baby. I ought to have remembered
i ‘ that, of course ; but she was so entirely unreasonable,
z 1 forgot myself. It’s a misfortune to be born with a
g, \‘\ hot temper, Miss Glen.’

%“¢Tve got one myself, and it has its a.dvant.ages

sometimes,” I said cheerfully. ¢I daresay this arbi-
- trary young lady wishes she had been less arbitrary
by this time.’

“¢] believe she does, just as I wish I had been
more forbearing. Bnt you see she was demoralising
the whole establlshment with her quotlc ideas, being
taken advantage of right and left. " I couldn’t stand
that, so I put my foot down ; then the tempers flew -
up, of course, and We are pretty equally matched.’

“«I conld not forbear a little smile as I saw the
tenderness. leap in his eyes; his secret lay open to

- any who were quick enough to read. The keenest
sting of all was that he was parted in anger from
the woman he so faithfully, though hopelessly, loved.

. It was just on the tip of my tongne tontell him Miss
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JOHN -RANSOME'S LOVE STORY%: 167

Barratt had been to my’house, and for what purpose,
when. there came a tremendous ring at the door-

"bell. Immedidtely John Ransome got up to -leave.
I walked with him te the consulting-room door,

and when we looked out mto the hall what did we

behold >~ Evelyn Barratt in an evening gown of -
white satin and an exquisite crimson cloak trimmed -

with white feathers, just far enough open at the neck
to reveal its lovely/contour:-.

“¢Good evering, Dr. Glen,” she cried gaily. ‘I'm
going to a party, but I wanted to see you just for a
moment. Pray excuse me—oh——’

“¢The ‘oh ’ was caused by her recognition of John
Ransome ; but he only bowed stiffly, and walked out
of the house with as much haste as was compatible
with dignity. I saw that Miss Barratt’s cheeks
rivalled her cloak, and that her eyes had a very
bright, rebellious look. But 1 gave her a perfectly
matter-of-fact greeting; and asked her to come in,
which she did, and 1 saw that "sheAv‘vas:-qa.ite upset.

“<I’ve had a bad cold, and not been able to go out.

Yesterday I went to Mile End for the first time,

and the girls are enthusiastic about the sick club.
They’ve all joined. Dr. Glen, have you known John
Ransome long ?° '

P
N 4
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“‘No, only ten days. I was called to see his
mother week before last, so our a.cquamtance is purely
professional.’

“¢ What do you think of him ?°

“¢] admire him very much; I think him a true
man, which is more than one can say for all his sex ;

- and I'm very sorry for him t0o.’ ‘

“¢Why ?’ .

«¢Because he’s out of work fo.r“ one thing, and
can’t get anything to do ; and because he’s got three
horrid women at home, a mother and two sisters,
who nag. the life out of.him ; and I think he’s a very

" badly used . person all round.’

« ] was forced Yo say it, even_ 1f it cat the connec-
tion between me and Miss Barratt for ever. I saw
~ the sweet colour pale out of the girl’s lovely, eallnest
face, and I knew that I had wounded her to the heart.

¢“<He, should not be so-proud and unreasonable,
then,’ she said, just a little stiffly, thongh her eyes,
moist and-tender, belied her words. Then she began
to talk with great rapidity of her benefit and sick
club, and never recurred once to the subject of’John
Ransome. But I saw her depart to the party, feeling
very sure that her enjoyment of it was spoiled, and
somehow I didn’t care. Next night, a little earlier

-
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than usual, John Ransome came, and the first thing

he told me was that he had written to Miss Barratt

for ‘a testimonidl, and had also expressed his regret
that he had parted from her in such haste and anger.
We were just talking of it, when Buttons brought
me a message, which he "delivered fortunately in a
low voice. I asked Mr. Ransome to excuse me a
moment, and went to the drawing-room, where™ 1
found Miss Barratt, and she had her ex-manager’s
letter in her hand. ’

“¢It’s an odd thing, Miss Glen, that I shonld

trouble you with my affairs, but after what you said
last night I felt I should like to show you this, and
to own that I believe I did not treat Mr. Ransome
very well after all. Fancy how humiliating for him
to have to ask a testimonial from me.’
- “I read the letter, since she desired me to do so,
and because I knew the -man who wrote it would be
pleased for me to read it; then I handed it back to
her with a very straight, keen look.

“¢Mr. Ransome happens to be in my consulting-
room again to-night,’ I said quietly. ¢Perhaps you
should see him. Let me send him here.”

“She hesitated, and her face flushed softly again.
_%¢It is a good opportunity for me to ‘apologise,’ she
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said naively; ‘and if I wait till to-morrow I may Harden
up again, and write him a horrid letter. I am.that
kind of person, Miss Glen. Rs, pray let him come.’
“] darted back to the consulting-room_and told
him %o go in. He leaped to his feet, and’ I saw a
very JLurious look on his face. .
“¢‘T'll go, but I'm sure it isn’t wise. Ill make a
fool of myself. How i to help making a
: ut I'll go.
bhands with him on the spot, and my. -
eyes said what my lips dared not. Absurd, wasn’t
it? Yes, highly so, I know ; and I, plain Elizabeth
Glen, paced that consulting-room for one mortal hour
like ‘a lion in his den. Fortunately for themselves,
no patient§ came that night. At last I could bear it
no longer, and went to the drawing-room door. They
appeared to be very silent, for I could not hear a
single sound. My little knock, however, brought
John Ransome to the door, and when I saw his face
I knew that it had been an eventful hour for him, - -
¢ ¢ Please, it is nine o’clock,’ I said humbly; ¢ would
you say to Miss Barratt that her coachman has just sent
in a message that the horses are getting very chilled ?°
“He opened_33 the door wide and motioned me in.
Then I looked from ome to the other inquiringly,

—
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wondering which would énlighten me as to the result _ -
of this prolonged interview. She spoke first ; she
was " looking lovely—with that peculiar loveliness
which is never more conspicuous than when a girl’s

heart first owns its deep interest in a lovex. I saw -
that there had been a talk of love between them, but

that it was by no means satisfactory.
“¢Mr. Ransome will perhaps come bac to Mlle
End, Dr. Glen, she said. ‘I haye told Him how he
is- missed, how! badly they want/a{ fga.nising hand,
and how mpo§s1b1e it is for anybody to use the
machines he has made except himself. And I have
apologised, as 15aid I would, for my unreasonableness ;
and now I do ndt think he is treating/me very -well.’
“John regar her steadily, and his eyes were
aglow with the| honest passion of his soul. She °
saw it too, and I knew it made her glad, but a little
_tremulous too. He answered then to me exactly as if
I were the judge ¢alled in to arbitrate upon their case.
“<And I have'told her that it will not be wise for
me to return ; she ‘k‘z,knows well why. You must know
also, Dr. Glen, because you are a Woman yourself.”
“ Both waited for me to speak.. Now wasn’t that
a :pretty corner for a respectable practitioner to be
put into byftwo people almost strangers: to her?
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They said afberwards when I “tried to show them .
the enormity of their conduct, that I ‘was quite
equal to the occasion, and that they believed I
rather enjoyed it. -I.fook the bull by the horns at
once. It was the only way. 0

«¢It has resolved itself into a love Iaﬁ'alr, I said
frankly, ‘and there is no middle course in that. It
maust be aye or mno.’

“¢That’s what I say, Miss Barratt remarked,

with the .most whimsical, lovely smile, ‘only he is
as unreasonable as he was before.’
- “¢Dr. Glen, I am in & sore strait,” he cried then.
‘Think of the difference in our positions. Her
carriage is at the door. " I have not a penny I can
call my own—not even a calling to my name. I am
nobody. Could I take such stupendous advantage?
Even’ love—aﬁd God knows that is genuine enough
—could scarcely bridge such a stupendous gulf’

“¢ Love can bridge an&thing,’ I said, with the bold
assumption of ignorance. ‘I’ll tell your coachman
he can go home, Miss Barratt, and perhaps you will
jOi;I me at coffee in half an hour.’

“Then I left them,‘and sent the astonished and
rather indignant Perkins back to Bruton Street, with a
skilfully concocted message for Miss Barratt’s dhgperon.



{/\ - * ‘Y%u
pe s

) o - ) 4
i

—. 4
JOIIN RANSOME'S LOVE STORY. 173 3
. ’ \ . , i

~ “Yes, they got married, but there was a good deal 2
of friction at first with Miss Barratt’s trustees and 4

_her—well, perhaps not, for ‘she was very- rjch——-but

. me

" and that is Dr. Glen’s.”

sundry dissatisfied - relatives. No great match for

I put it to you, was she not better with honest John
Ransome, who adored her, and .who, besides being P
a genuine manly fellow, was a genius, of whom she -
has lived ‘fo. be proud, than with som

greater preténswns and less real w

“ They live the best part of the year at Rickmans-
worth, but they’re ix town now. I have to dine at ‘,
Brutor Street to-morrow night ; that’s why I couldn’t ) F
come to you.” .

« And what about the mother and sisters?” I
inquired with interest.
“ Oh, they were: delighted, of course.” They still
]1ve here in Rayburn Place, and are very proud of
John’s wife and the son and heir ; but young Mrs.
Ransome, though very kind to them, rather holds
she does not understand them. Well, do you
ohn Ra.nsome 8 Love Story?”

“ Very much I replied heartily. “There is only
-one other- love story, I think, which might equal 11;,
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LUCY GERMAINE’S MARRIAGE. . S_,

« I HAD a good many paj.tients out of the Marlwood -

Road Church,” said Dr. Glen. “And I was

interested in a good maty people who were not }

my patients.. Among them was_a very pretty girl
who sang in the choir, and, who ha.d about her some-
‘thing so winsome and bright, that I felt very friendly
towards her quite a long time before I knew her, or
had even heard her name. One day I was summoned
to see & new patient in one of the handsomest houses
- in Marlwood Road, and when I had waited a few
minutes in a particularly elegant drawing-room, who
should come to me but the sweet-faced girl who had
the finest contralto voice-in the church choir.

“ Qur- recognition seeméd mutual, and she give a
pleasant little nod as she cordially shook hands.

¢ ¢ Good morning, Dr. Glen ; it is granny you are
to see.” She has. _been"quite low for some days, but

174 .
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would not hear of a doctor till last night, when Mr. . ?
FI ing persuaded Rer to send for you.’ g

rs. Carlyon is quite an old lady, I suppose ?’
I replied: ‘I know -yo

Carlyon your-ngme ?°
“No, mine is Germaine—~Lucy Germaine. Granny
‘is. my mother’s mother ; -but I am an orphan. \I
% »

oF

,,.thi)ught I had better come and talk to you a lit
" first to prepare you for granny. She’s a dear old lady,
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but has whims, a good many of them, and is some- "\\
. times a little trying to those who don’t know her.’ u

““She spoke very prettily, and as I looked at her '

I admired her more and more. She was a ‘slim,
girlish thing, very dainty in her dress, and very
winsome alfogether.l I thought granny very well off
indeed to have such a nurse arid companion. ]

“¢And granny doesp’t believe - in docters at. all’ R
said she, with a little twinkle in her eye, which -
showed that she could enjoy a little joke. ‘So if she -
is very rude to you just set it down to her prejndice

‘-against your’ profession. She is really very good and
kind at heart’ She gave a little 81gh however, as :
she said this, which let me kinow tha. there was a )

little sore bit somewhere, and it was not very long ‘
till I found it out \ S

\ . §
\ i
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“‘I’l'ﬁ not at a.ﬁ‘ifraid of formidable “ld l5.die§,
Miss Lucy,” I said oonﬁdeﬁtly ; ¢1 generally manage
to get my own -way by letting thém think they are
getting theirs. This plan is very efficacious- with

> _old gentlemen, too, and I've, had & good dea.l of
expenence with them.’
» ~ “Bhe gave a little laugh.

«¢Hverybody loves you as well as admires you for

your skill,, she<sdid frankly. ¢TI have always wantegl)
. to know you, and Mr. Fleming so often speaks of you.-
He says he could not bring up that baby without y;)u.’

«“I perceived that Mr. Fleming was a privileged
and familiar friend in the house; and' I remarked,
as 1 followed Lucy Germaine from the room, that
Mrs. Carlyon’s prejudice against my«?mfessmn did
not extend to the calling ministerial. ', We ascended
the :nde, handsome staircase, and I found my patient

in a large and luxurious dressing-room, where she
lay on a couch, wearing a dressing-gown and havipg
a fine, soft, white shawl round her head and shoulders.
She was without exception _the finest-looking old la,dy

old face, and the keen black eyes had not much
softness in their Jepths. Her features were almost

1 have ever seen, and I was quite transfixed awith . :
admiration. But it was a very haughty and stern
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erfect, and her figure, when I afterwards saw her
walk_across the floor, had lost none of its :-'yoqthf{ll
erectness and grace. ~She surveyed me very criticall?¢
‘a8 she answered sa.lutatlon, and then bade her
gra.nddaughter 1eafus alone. - o

%< S0 you are the lady-doctor who has be the
fashion in Marlwood Road Churelr?’ she said ’brusquelv

“Nof person. Well, what is the matter with me ?”
1<%¢That I shall find out presently, Mrs. Carylon, I

character to deal with, an experience I always enJoyed
¢ Now please to answer me a few questions.’ ~
“ ¢ Humph ! I thought a woman of your pretensions ,"
and abilities conld diagnose without the usual quiz-
zing,” she said grimly. ¢I see y‘ou?re just a humbug
like all the rest.’ C .

“Well, I must say, you look a capable, self2rekiant sort -

plied cheerfully, for I saw I had a person of strohg"‘

“¢This did not disconcert me, and- after a litfle -

skllfu]) mampulatlon, I managed to get from the old
lady the necessary information. There was not much
wrong, only a feverish cold, which . would keep her
in her room for some days. I did not seek to I;rolong
my--visit, and when I had told her I should send
her meditine in the evening, I put on my gloves,
prepared to go. .
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-he hasn’t fallen in love with you.

178 " ELIZABETH GLEN, M.B.

time,” she sfa.id, still
omething told me she

“¢ N6, you don’t ‘waste mu
in the same grim way but
was not displeased with me. “Couldn’t, you' sit down
now, and talk to an old woman for five minutes ?’

“¢I could, but T have still seven visits on my" list,.
Mrs. Carlyon. And besides, a docto‘i' “should never
degenerate into a bore.’

“ We both langhed at this, Bhd at the same e time
I sat down. I had just got a pair of new gloves,
which fitted particularly well, and as I stretched my
hand out to put in the' buttons, I surveyed the well-
gloved’ hand with satisfaction.

“¢You are as vain as a peacock, I believe,” said
my old lady. ‘But you’re right, quite right ; every
woman is, to mdﬁe the best of her appearhnce
Yes, you’re the fashion in the church at present.. Mr. '
Fleming thinks you are a nonparell ; and I wonder
Do m;ny'of your

N

patients do that?’
" «] have never had one aﬂ'ected that way,’ I rephed

/
/

¢ Mr. Fleming is simply grateful because I take an'in-

- delicate, I believe.

-

terest in his little Nora, for her sweet mot.her s sake. 3
«¢Ah! she had a short hfe, poor thmg—very ,
Don’t you think he ought to--

marry again?’ = <

«
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«¢Idon’t know. I don’t think he ever will.’
“To my amazement my old lady flushed a little at
this, and looked annoyed.

"“¢And pray why not? He is quite young, only
four-and-thirty. Why should you condemn him to &
single life ?’ S

«¢] don’t condemn *him,” I said mildly. ‘I only
ventured an opinion. Iam almost sure. he won’t

. ° Inarry again.’

“¢Then he 1s a fool,” she said; with such acidity
that I looked; as. I felt, mn/h amazed. Then, as I
was not partlcularly interested in the second marriage
of Mr. Wallace Fleming, I went away. Her last
wor(%g‘ were a command-to come back next mommg\
without fail..,. Lucy Germaine waited for me down-’
. stairs, and seemed anxious to hear how I had fared.

© “¢ Granny is very cross just now, Doctor-Glen, and
1 am not in her good gra.cgs. I have offended her’
dreadfully. Sometimes I think she will never forgive
me. It is so hard to know what is right.”

«¢ Tt becomes plain to us what is right after a bit,’
if we wait, and ask to be guided, my dear,’-1 said
klndly, for the anxious look -on the sweet young face
touched me very much.

“<] wish I could tell yon. I am in such a
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dilemma, and so m'lha.ppyfr,’ she said impulsively ; and
just then a bell rangf with loud impatience, and
bidding me a hasty good-bye, she ran to answer the
summons. But I thought of her a good deal that
day, and I feared, if it were a contest between her
and her gi'andmother, fhe odds were against Lucy
Germaine. ; .

“ Next morning I pald my visit to my new
patient about eleven o’clock, and found hey not
much improved.

“¢] didn’t take your medicine, because I didn’t

feel like it,, she said calmly, ‘and I didn’t sleep.’

“¢I should think not, with such a temperature

" and pulse,’ I replied as calmly. ¢ Wellszis. Carlyon,
unless you obey my orders I’'m not coming back.’

«¢And why, pray? If I choose to pay you.for
coming, and do not choose to take your drogs, where s
the difference ?°

¢« ¢The difference is this. You called me here for
the purpose of consultmg me as to your health.- Tt
is not my business to make morning or any other
calls upon you ekcept' for that ; and as my reputation
would certainly not gain credit by sueh a patient, I
shall not come back except on the condition named.’

be Well well. You are a Tartar, and no mlstake
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Pour out the obnoxious stuff and I’ll swallow it,’ she

said, quite good-naturedly. ‘Truth is, I'm & good

deal annoyed just now, and I've too much on my .
mind to let-me sleep. What do you think of m;:

granddaughter, Lucy Germaine ?”

£
=

“¢I think her a very sweet girl,” I replied, con-
siderably surprised by the question.

S B S BEELR Y I  pat te

“el suppose '80. She’s sweet to everybody but me.
Would you believe, Doctor Glen, that girl has as
much obstmacy in her as a stone wall, a.nd a8 much
resisting ' power ? She’s got entangled in & ‘love affair  —
which I/ determined to stamp- out! She sha.ll not
throw herself away as her silly mother did.’ x

«T looked interested, q- suppose, ‘though I eaid ‘Rﬁ
‘nothing, for she presently went on N 4

«¢J told Mr. Fleming there was 'nothing but
mischief in choir practices and literary society
m'eei;ings, and I want him to do away};vith them

3
#
L

lad.is a me(hca.l student at Guy’s ; a nobody, mthont <
any people, who goes out.as a tutor to pay his fees.
I’'ve no doubt he counted the cost beforehand, and
thinks he has nothing to do but pop into my money
after Lucy inherits it; but if they persist in this i
they’ll find their mistake.’

>" .. 5i
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¢ Don’t be too hard on them, Mrs. Carlyon. Even
"a8 you tell it, the story sounds well, and he must
be an honest, hardworking fellow. What do people
matter after all? and if he honestly loves your
granddaughter he’ll make a living for her.” -

“¢I won’t have it, I tell you. I'll never ‘give my.
consent,’ she said, quite fiercely. ¢ Now, if she’d take
my adyice and marry Mr. Fleming, what a splendid
thing it would be for them both.’ ’

“¢Well, but if they don’t see it, Mrs. Carlyon?’
I remonstrated. ¢No good ever comes ‘of forcing
such things. Has Mr. Fleming ever asked her?’

‘“¢No; how can-he with that fortune-hunter
dangling after her, and she encouraging him? But
T'm sure he’s thought of it.” . -

“1 felt’equally sure he hadn’t, but abstained from
saying so. , . ;

“¢I wish youd ;: give her a word, Doctor Glen.
You are, or ought ,’to be, a woman of sense, and you
could point out the folly of going against me. Why,
she has nothing and nobody in the world but me ;
- and my mind is made up that she shan’t -marry
this Walter Farndon. If she does, I wash my hands
of her, just as I did of her mother before her.’
~ «¢I am not going to interfere, I do assure you,
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Mrs. Carlyon,’” I replied frankly. ¢For two reasons :
first, because it would be a thankless and quite
useless task ; and, secondly, because I am afraid my
sympathies are.very much with the culprits, though
I never saw Mr. Walter Farndon in my life.’ .

¢<His father had a shop!’ she cried, in shrill
scorn. ‘A haberdasher’s shop in Holborn,—sold
- sixpenny ties over the counter ; and my father was

a colonel, Dr. Glen. Do you suppose I like to see

the old stock going down in the dirt like that?’

~ «J got up, for I wanted to say sométhing which
would not do any good. So I thought I had better
go. - -

~ “*Now look here,’ she said rudely, ¢ you needn’t
g0 gossiping over this affair to the first person yoa

meet. I'm sure I don’t know what tempted me to

talk to you about it at all.’

“¢And I am sure neither do I,” I retorted curtly.

I wish you a very good morning, M: rlyon.

“<And you'll come back; see/fou comelback to-
morrow, she called out shortly. i ]

“‘I’m not gomg to do any such thing, Mrs..

Carlyon,” I replied flatly, and ran away. Lucy, as
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usnal, awaited me downgtairs, and I saw quite well
from her look that she guite expected and guessed
that her grandmother and I had been discussing her.

“¢Wasn’t granny awful to you this morning,
Doctor Glen ? she was awful to me. Has she told
you—I am sure she has—what is msking her so
angry ?°’ : \

“fYes, my dear, she has told me; but perhaps
time may do wonders in this affair as in 8o many
others, so keep up your heart.’ ‘

“¢Qh, but you don’t know granny; she never
forgives or gives in,” cried poor Lucy, tears standing
in her eyés. ¢ Her only objection to my poor Walter
is that he is poor, but he is so clever he will be
sure to get on, and I’ll help him all I can.’ «

«“¢How far on is he in his medical course?’ I
asked with interest. . .

“¢He hopes to qualify in summer ; then he will
go as an assistant, and I am sure he will get on.’

“¢] am sure he will, I heartily agreed; ¢ with
such an incentive any man ought to get on.

«¢Granny has got it into her head that I ought
to marry Mr. Fleming, and it is so absurd’ she’
said, half langhing and half crying. ¢Because I
am quite sure he has never thought of such a thing.
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It seems an. a;vrfnl hi
bot if she weren’t so
love with him herself.

«Tt js quite likely—love of a kind. I have
seen instances of such infatuation in- old ladies
before now. But I think you are right about Mr.
Fleming’s own view. I feel sure he will remain
troe to his wife’s memory.’

¢“¢J wish you’d tell granny that; it might do
some good,” she said ‘But I wish more than

<
. /
bout one’s granny,

d I should say she was in

anything you could get to know Walter and speak

for him. Granny.has taken such a fancy to you.
She says you.are not afraid to speak your mind.
“¢Well, I don’t think I am. Now I must go;
and keep your heart up, my dear,—I am sure all
“will come right.’ :
“ So I bade her good-bye. A few steps from the

door I met Mr. Wallace Fleming himself, and was”

not surprised to hear he was going to call on Mrs.
Carlyon. .

. “¢I am very much obhged to you, Mr. Fleming,
for recommendmg me to a new patient,’ I said,
when we had cordially shaken hands. ¢ How is my
little Nora ?’” = - - -

“¢Very well, chattering as usual,’ he replied,
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> ‘with a happy light in his eyes. ¢And what. do

you think of Mrs. Ca.rlyon'? > ) :
“¢A very strong-minded. old lady,” I replied.

¢ Mr. Fleming, do tell me about Mr. Walter Farndon.

Is he any good ?’° _ \

_ “¢A great .deal—a fine, honest, hard-werking,

clever fellow,” he replied warmly. <His only fault
is that he is poor’ : )

%¢A fault the qualities you have mentioned will

soon mend,’ I said cheerily ; ‘you and 1 must do
- our best to get ‘the old lady round to our way of °
thinking; and so make ‘that sweet Lucy' Germaine

vas happy as she deserves to be.”
s ™ s ™ e

“I paid Mrs. Carlﬁron a few more visits, and_then -

. there was an outbreak of scarlet fever, and I was

80 busy I forgot all about her, nor did she send for

me. I hegrd that they had left town to spend Easter,

which fell very early that year, at Bournemouth, and

I did not see or hear anything abotit them for quite

a long time. One day I met Mr. Fleming, and he

told me that they had gone abroad for the summer,

so I did not think of them much, having a great
many other things to occupy my time and thoughts.

. "~ “One night, in the autumn of the ‘same year, &

N
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young man was shown into my conéulting-room, where
I had had a very busy two hours. I was feeling

tired, and wishing the bell would stop ringing for
the night—yon see we are never content ; however,
1 concealed my weariness, and turned as interestedly
to the new-conier as if he had been the first. I did
not think from his appearance that he had come to

consult me, for he certainly looked the picture of -

“ealth. "He had a very honest, ugly face, with a
certain attractive strength -about it which I liked.
He looked about five-and-twenty. i

¢« ¢ My name.js Farndon—Walter Fﬁrndon, at your
service, Dr. n, he said, and in an instant I
remembered Who he was and all abont him.

“¢Oh, yes, I have heard your hame from Mrs.

Carlyon and also from Miss Germaine,” I said at °

once. ¢Perhaps you have come to tell me something
- about them. I have heard-or seen nothing of them
for ever so long. Have they returned from abroad ?
they went to the Engadine, I think, if I remember
" rightly.’

“¢Yes, they have been-at Pontresina.for three

.months, and they returned about ‘three weeks ago.

I came to tell you that I am going to be married

to Miss Germaine on the fourteenth of October.’

-
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. “¢Oh, mdeed I cried, with the liveliest mterest
‘The old lady has proved amenable then, after all.
Well, 1, congratulate you very heartily.’
- “¢Well, no, she hasn’t exactly. We’re going to
marry without her couse;.lt,? replied Walter Farndon ;
‘and I must say I could not detect the smallest shade
of regret or embarrassment in his tone. He stated
the fact ‘as calmly as if it wer;*of no consequence -
whatsoever. T -

“¢Perhaps I ought then to withdraw my con-
gratulations ; but you look as if it were all right,
Isaid. ‘I supi)ose you have got your licence, and
have some sort of prospects for the fatare ?°

“‘Yes, I have got an excellent outdoor assistant-
ship in the Midlands; with the prospect of an early
partnership. - Of course, it is not what I would like
for Lucy, nor what I mean to have, but she was so
unhappy, we could not think of any other way out
of the difficulty.’

“¢Well I said, very deliberately, ¢I suppose you
know your own affairs best, and have counted the cost ;
and I must say I think Miss Germaine has the real

grit in her. So there is no prospect of the old lady

coming to?’ e
~bat’ Il hold

_ “¢None; she’s"a.n, old—an éld
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~my tongue, Dr. Glen, in case I use langnage too

ng. But the way she has persecuted my.poor
- darling |- Lucy told me she tried to throw her at
" th 11 of Mr. Fleming, who doesn’t want to marry

y, a8 every one knows ; and when that failed
an old colonel turned up at Pontresina, old enmough.
to be husband to Mrs. Carlyon herself, and he fell
in love with Lucy. It is to esca.p_é their united
persecution that we have decided on this step.’

«“¢And where is Lucy now? Still under Mrs.
Carlyon’s roof?’ :

“¢No, she is in lodcrmgs ; in: fact, she has ran
away, and I came to see you to-night to ask you to
be kind to her, and to come to the wedding on
Tuesday morning.’

«“J felt a good deal puzzled I did not approve

.. of the running away, nor of Lucy’s being in lodgings
by herself, but my private sympé.thies were entirely
with the young couple, though I did not choose to
say 80.

“¢Who is going to marry you‘ ?’

“¢Why, Mr. Fleming, of course. He quite ap-
. proves of it. He’s been wonderfully good. I know

if Mrs. Fleming had been alive they’d -have taken-

Lucy-to their own house.’

i it 35
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V. “‘Pm rather astonished at Mr. Fleming ; but his
" approval is very satlsfactory, I said smiling. “ Well,
_Mr. Farndon, if you will give me Lucy’s address I’ll

go and see her to-morrow—perhaps this very evening,
if it is not too far.” v ,
“<QOh, it is not far at all. . I felt sure you’d come.
“Lucy said you would be too busy, and that probably »
you had forgotten all about her. But I was anxious
to tell you, because I feel very.miuch of course that
Lucy must miss having lady friends at such atime”
«¢You are a wise man, and I think you are a
very placky pair. I am afraid Mr. Fleming. .will
have damaged his reputation in Mrs. Carlyon’s eyes.’
“¢Qh yes, she forbade him the house ; it’s been
a terrible business, I do assure you. But I'm not
afraid. If I keep my health Miss Glen, I’ll be able
to support my,wife yet in‘ the position she deserves ;
and she trusts me absolutely ; that alwa.ys brings
" out the best that is in a man. ’
- % He spoke with su¢h simple: honesty and smcenty
that I felt my heart warm to him ; and told him so in
a few kindly words. And just as soon as he was
"gone, I put on my hat and went round to see the
runaway bridé, whom I found quite bright and cheer-
- ful and when I hea.rd from her the story of the
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harsh old woman’s perseention—it was"nothing shoﬁ
of that—I did not wonder that she had preferred
the dinner of herbs where love is, and was illing
to cast in her lot with her true-hearted lover. I
fetched her stra.ight away to my own house, and
there she remained till the marriage day, and we
had quite a pretty wedding, I assure you, and no
lack of guests either. _ The young couple went
straight to their new home in Worcestershire, and
I heard from them occasionally. Then there came
a long silence. After the marriage, being mortally
offended with Mr. Fleming, Mrs. Carlyon severed
" her connection with the church in Marlwood Read;
nor did she again call my services into requisition.

Occasiona.l_ly I remembered her. a‘irh,en in the neighbour- '

hood, and wondered whether she were still alive ;
“"but it was quite two years after her granddaughter’s
wedding when I saw her again. She came into my
. consulting-room one afternoon in early spring, looking
vei'y handsome and stately, and I was very much
surprised to see her, nor could I help telling her
so. - o
“¢You may be. I haven’t forgiven you yet—for
. what you did two years ago—and I haven’t come
to ‘consult you either,’ she said quite gravely. ‘I
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have come to ask you a simple question. Do you
know anything sbout that headstrong girl, whether
she has lived to repent her-ingratitude ?°’

“The tone was forblddmg, the words ungracious,
bat I was shrewd enough to detect a certain anxious
interest. underlying ther. .

«¢J] know nothing about them, Mrs. Carlyon. It

is eighteen months quite since I heard from Mrs.
Farndon. She was then well, and Dr. Farndon
getting on famously.’
. “‘Humph !..she’d say so—that’s the way-; she’d
say they were all right at the last gasp. But I
don’t believe they’re all right. Il take their address,
if you please.” _ :

“I opened ‘one of my drawers and took out two
or three letters in Lucy’s handwriting which I had
kept. 1 tried to hide a surreptitious smile as I did
sb, and I was surprised and inwardly delighted at
-.. the turn affairs had taken.

.. “Mrs. Carlyon wrote down the address and went
- away ungraciously as she had come.

- “That same night, cnnously enough, by the last.
post I received a letter beanng the Birmingham post-
mark. It was in the handwriting of Mrs. Farndon,
and as I broke the seal I was naturally struck by
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that curious sassociation of ideas which has in it so

often something savouring of the' mysterious. When

1 read the letter I thought it still more odd, because .

it gave such foundation for Mrs. Carlyon’s strong

anxiety. It was quite a short letter, evidently written -

in haste; and the object of it was to borrow “five

pounds. Yes, it startled and horrified me, and the

few brief lines did not give me as much satisfaction

as I could have wished. It simply said that Dr.

Farndon had been out of health for some time, and.

had had to leave his situation ; also that a serious

operation was mnecessary for h1m, and though they .

were willing and anxjous to do it in Birmingham,

"he szhea particalarly to come to London to his old - - :

~  Professor at King’s College. Would I oblige them o0
for old times’ sake with the loan of five pounds to
pay their fares to London ?—and that was all. There.
was a reticence and self-restraint about that letter
which betrayed a great deal more than the words. I

" sat quite stupefied fbr a few minutes, recalling how

~ 1 had last seen them go forth together, young hus-

. band and wife, in the glory of their youth and
happiness, looking fit to conquer worlds. " And in- -
two short years it had come to this. | 1 felt angry,
impatient, badly used—that my hopes should have
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194 ELIZABETH GLEN, M.B.

“been so- poorly realised, and chagrined that Mrs.
Carlyon’s grim prognostication should have been so
abundantly ed. I drew a telegraph form across
the desk, wrote—upon it that I would arrive in
Bu'm.mgham next day at noon, ‘and had just rung
for Buttons to take it out when the hall bell rang,
and who should be shown in presently but a & young
woman with a little child in her arms—a poor, worn,
and wasted creature, whom I recognised with a little
cry of consternation as the brilliant bride of two
years ago.

“¢Why, Lucy, Lucy, my dear!’

“Yes, I began to cry, I could not help it, I felt
so sore. I took the child from her arms, and madé )
her sit down, but it was quite five minutes before
she could speak. ' :

«¢Dear Dr. Glen, I knew you’d hqlg\us.- Walter
got so impatient he could not wait for your answer.

-1 had- some little things I. could ‘sell, which got

enough to pay the train fares, and he will go into

hospital to-morrow. We thought“peﬂiaps you’d find
us just enough to pay a qmet lodgmg. Ob, isn’t it

awful'l’ ' ' .

“She didn’t cry—she was past that. - She sat on
her chair, and her hands crossed themselves in.her
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lap, and she looked me very straightly in the face,
- and her look cut me.to the heart. _
¢ Laey, 1 said, ‘I shall never as long as I live =
forgive you—never, so ‘you needn’t ask it She did
not smile, or appear to take any notice of my
words. . . T
“(The last blow is the only one left to fall. It
will if-the operation prove unsuccessful; yes, it is
a very serious one; they told us that at Queen’s
Hospital at Birmingham. "j’l‘ha.t is why Walter was
so anxious to come here. He knows all the surgeons
at King’s, and he ssid youd be kind to me and
" baby ; there isn’t anybody else.” —
“¢J think,” I began in a shaking voice, ‘the very
‘least  you could have done was to let me know you -
_had this baby. You. have not behaved well to me,
_ Mrs. Farndon.’ " . ‘ :
“J had to get-it out someliow, the ‘m-ise.'ry of the
whole story was so hard for me to bear.
"“I"alw'ays meant to, but I had poor health so
long  after, and -our troubles.- thickened. so .fast.
Walter’s' principal was uot & nice/man ; he treated :
him unfairly and. very harshly whenever he was un- . .
able to do the drudgery, and he didn’t keep to the
letter of the agreement eitl';er.ﬁ It has been a fearful




196 ELIZABETH GLEN, M.B.

struggle, and all through it Walter was—so brave
and good and anselfish, never grumbling ‘at a.ll until
this terrible thing came to him. ‘What have we done
that -we should be so hardly punished? Was it so
great a sin to run away from granny? I think it
would have been a greater sin to stq and marry as
she wished me—to marry an old man- I hated.” -

“¢We won’t go -into that meantime, dear,” I’ sald 3
and just then the baby, a lovely boy, little more
than a year old, opened his eyes. and crowed into my -
face as if he recognised a friend. Then the _young
mother smiled, and so became a ﬂeetmg vision of
the Lucy of old A :
© . ““Where’s Dr. Farndon now?”:

“¢He’s in the cab at the door,# she rephed and
-~ 1 jumped up so quickly that the ba.by gave a little
_ery of terror. - :
“¢In a cab at the door!- then he comes in here ;.
-and here you.stay a.ll of you #ill I take the bearings -
- of the case,” I said, and, heedless of her refnon— .
strances, I tossed the baby to her and ran out to
. the cab myself And ‘when I saw poor Walter
Farndon, worn to a shadow by temble disease, 1
could have cried again. He demurred véry little to
my proposal. He was in that qmggcent state bronght -
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about by great weakness, and seemed to have but
a shadowy interest in what was passing. And yet,
. when his eye fell on his wife and child, I saw a
spasm cross his face, a spasm of pain more real and
acute than-any physical pang, and lLis eyes met mine
in that mute, anguished appeal one sees in the eyes
of strong men beaten in the battle of life. Margaret’s
sympathles were not difficult to enlist, and the top
floor of the house was given up to Jquy guests ; and
in my house the surgebns held’ their consultation, and
it was decided that they should operate, and that I
shofild watch the case. And I told tor Farndon
that such ‘an opportunity was a very a.bunda.nt pay-

ment to me for any trouble they might make in the

‘house. .
“They were all agreed. tHat no tnne shonld be
" lost, and the operation was fixed for three o’clock

‘in the aﬂ:emoon of the third day, which was Friday.

 Iwas preseént the whole time. ,
' “ Lucy was. not in the house. We had kept the

hour and the day .secret ‘from her, and I had, under - -

the pretenoe that both ‘she and baby required ‘fresh
a.u-, sent 'them with Margnret in the ca.mage to
- Potter’s Bar to execute_a commission . for- me there ;

and as ‘they would . have ‘tea at the inn, I knew -
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they’d be safely out of the way till six oclock at
least.

“ It was got well over, and, as far as we couId see,
in an entirely satisfactory manner. By the time the .
-carriage returned there was not a sign 6f what had’
taken place, except the dainty, soft-footed nurse
moving noiselessly about the room. And when Lucy
heard it was all over, successfully, too, as far 'as we
could then predict, she fell down upon her knees and

remained still for so long a time that I was afraid.
Buf when I totiched her, and she looked -up, 1 saw.
. that her face was sunshiny and peaceful, and that She -
had beex alone with God ‘who had taken her trouble .
from her, as you and I h_a.ve proved, dear, that He can
take all our troubles’ from us-and make our hearts
light as air. She begged so hard to be allowed to
sit & little while with her husband that ‘we-allowed it,

" and I was in my room amusing myself with that
. absurd baby, whose high spirits nothing could damp,
when Mrs: (_,a.rlvon was shown m -She looked irerv
troubled I cotild see, and she gave me, almost without

- greetmg, a. returned letter, which, of, course, did not
© - atall surpnse me. While I looked at it, she picked
‘up t‘he baby, whom 1 had laid down on the hearthrug _
He was ]ust begummg to toddle and he soon wnggled -
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hlmself from' the old. lady’s lap and stood at her
‘knee, looking up into her face, babbling his pretty
baby nonsense, which nobody but his mother ever
pretended to understand. -Glancing .at the two, I ~
saw a big tear ran down Mrs. Carlyon’s - cheek, and

I knew that the baby had done -what- nobody else .
: could——soft.ened her heart. - :

. “¢ Gone away, left no address,” I said, ¢ Well, -
what can you do mow?’ '

“¢It would be no use going down, I suppose'?
They “haven’t got on evidently, or he would have
‘stayed longer in the place. - I'd give a good deal to
know eomething about him. Why, I cannot )e‘li
because they treated me abominably, only I ]mow _
T can’t get them out of my head.” - A
" ““Would youn do anything for them, Mrs. Carlyon?’
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. " they were in harassed clrcumstances ?’ _
TS & might, if they were in a proper frame of ’
mind ; only young people of the -present day. arJ )
"so independent, and Lucy’s hke that, as I once
told - ybu—shes as ‘stubborn as a stome wall.
. Whose lovely chﬂd is this? I suppose you have
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~ visitors ?°
. “‘Yes, I have, I replled a.nd my hea.rt beat a
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little fa.ster as I ooncelved a ha.rmless plot. ¢Isn’t
he a beauty?’ . - . A .
s ‘f‘ Heis. I 'used to imagine how pleasant it would
be to have Lucy’s children running a.bput. . She
" . said this with a .va.gue wistfulness “that betrayed an
erhpty heart. ‘And I believe, if they had behaved
decently; I would have given in at ‘the last. Oh,
you darling !> -~ - - " s
~ «The child playing bo-peep behmd her fha.lr sud-
. denly made a little rush at her and clambered  on her
knee. Then, begging her to excuse me a. moment,
I left the room and ran upsta.n-s to Lucy.
“¢There’s a lady downstalrs anxious to see you,
~ Lacy,” I said ; ¢ baby is amubmg her mea;nwhlle, but
youwd -better. run down.’ . .
- ¢“She rosg obedlently, and with a look .of love
: Lowards the prostrate form on ‘the bed went down-
_stairs. I heard the quiet opening .and shuttmg of
_the consultmg-room oor, and then no more. When .
© nurge, who had been| downstairs. at supper, ca.me to -
relieve - me, I went the conbultmg-room door, and
basely listened, and when I heard the contmuons
murmur of their voices, 1 m.uke bold to glve a little
knock at the door and then to enter ; and there they
" were, gra..nny< in n..ly chair with the baﬁy asleep in her -
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arms, and Lucy sitting close by on a stool, and traces
of tears were on both their fy - \

“< Granny has forgiven mey Dr.AGlen, and vv;e are
friends -aggain,’ she said ; ‘thanks be to God—and to
you.’ i ' .

“¢You have tanght me a lesson in human charity
I shall never forget, my dear,” said the proud
old lady, and the look she cast mpon me warmed
my heart; ‘and I shall never forget it. I pray
God it will do° me good to the last day of my
life. :

« She stretched out her hand to me, afraid to rise
lest she should disturb the sleeping child ; and when
I had wamly pressed it, she touched Lucy’s bent
head tenderly with a mother’s touch. _

—S0 the breach was . healed, and tribulation was
bles_sed to those young.people, and they often in after

.years admitted the sweet uses of the adversity which -

at the time seemed so bitter.

«Yes, Dr. Farndon was restored to comparative

health ; and in the autumn the young couple were
established in a house of their own, in a growing
London suburb, Mrs. Carlyon providing the where-
withal, every penny of which, however, Dr. Farndon

has scrupulously repaid. He has an immense practice, .
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has just taken a partner, and they are still my true,
dear friends.”
“How fortunate you are, Elizabeth ! ” I said with

a vague envy, “to have so many opportunities. -

What lovely things you constantly do for people ; and
how nicely all your stories end !”

“Not all. I've made my bitter mistakes, dear, and
I have my sad moments; and you, with all yoar
blessings, need not.gradge me such compensations as
these. Remember that, with them all, I am still a
lonely woman, standing on the outside always.”

Then very soberly she kissed me and went away.

.
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PORT LEYTON'S HEIR.

“ The pathos exquisite
Of lovely minds set in harsh forms.”
= GrorGE ELIOT.

« HAT is it, Elizabethi ? You look not omly
. sad and out of sorts, but there is a gleam in
your eye which seems to me to indicate a certain
degree of indignation.” o

She had come to me at a most unnsual hour in the
evening. and though I was glad to see her, I _fe,l.t that
something had brought her, possibly that she had
a story to tell me. She threw herself a trifle wearlly
into Jher favourite chair, and began to unbutton her
gloves in a_most unusual silence. o

“] can stay a bit,” she said presently. *I have
sent John away with the carriage, and will go-home
on the humble ’bus., Can you give me gnyth?'m,g to
eat?”

203
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I rang the bell, and, looking at her, I saw that she
had been crying. oo .ot
“You have not been -home for dinner, I suppose,”

T said severely. “But fortunately my larder is not

quite empty. Who has been vexing the soul of Saint
Elizabeth 7 )

“Oh, my dear, give me time, and I will vex your
soul likewise. I have just witnessed the culminating
act of a long injustice heaped upon the head of a
child. Ah, now your eyes flash! In the Bible you
and I read and love there is a text, ‘ Can a mother
forget her sucking child?’ and you think it hardly
possible ; but there are women to whom motherhood
has no meaning unless it be for the advancement of
their own selfish aims and ambitions, and then the
children suffer. Do you remember my telling you
about John Ransome, who. married his rich
employer?” - '

“ Yes, but surely that sweet girl—you told me she
was sweet—has not developed :mch objectionable
characteristics ?”

e Oh nG ; the little Ransome boy has been born with
a silver spoon in %¢s mouth 86 far as his mother is
concerned ; but it was through Mrs. Ransome I got
acquainted with this—this person, Mrs. Leyton Brooke,
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_ one of my aristocratic patients, and one of the sort
that makes one endorse the most radical notions, even
to the total abolition of the aristocracy.”

My husband entered the room at the moment, and
" caught the last sentence, but Elizabeth was not in
the mood for the gay badinage which they often
enjoyed. It was not until she had had a little
refreshment and we found ourselves again alone
tﬁat she returned to the subject of Mrs. Leyton. '

. Brooke

- “They are very fine people she began, with a.
cunous long curl of the lip which I knew well. «An
old Buckinghamshire family, and of course it is a
great honour to attend them, but I have paid my last
y1s1t, professional or otherwise, to Mrs. Leyton
lﬁBrooke.”

o« Why ?” I inquired innocently. ¢ Has she dis-
missed you ?>

“No,” replied Ehzabeth crnmly “1 have dis-
missed her ; but you must not ha.ve the end of the
“story before the beginning I don’t rea.lly mind,
I believe, though you put it in names and all. A
- woman like that deserves to be shown up—a creature,

God forgive her, without a heart.”

I waited with no small lmpa.tlence tll.l Ehzabeth
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had recovered herself sufficiently to begin at the

. beginning.

It is not very long since I made the acquaintance

-of the lady,” she said, after a short silence. I met

her one afternoon in Mrs. Ransome’s drawing-room in
Bruton Street, and she was introduced to me as her
cousin.. I thought her that afternoon one of the -
handsomest women I had ever seen, and she was
dressed like a fashion-plate, as we used to say when
we were girls—really elegantly dressed, in a style
which displayed both boundless -wealth aud an indi-
vidual and perfect taste. I admired the outward -
woman very much, as one is bound to admire what is
beautiful and out of the ordinary run. .She had a
little boy with her, a handsome, lovely child about
seven, of whom she was evidently more than proud.
He was dressed picture fashion likewise, a trifle
fantastically, perhaps, but there was no doubt about. -
his beauty. He was a spoiled child, a perfect
nuisance indeed ; it was impossible to be in the room
five minutes with him without finding that out. ' He
devoured the sweet cakes on Mrs. Ransome’s tea-
table, and ate sugar till he nearly made himself sick,
his mother smiling indulgently on him all the while.
She remained about fifteen.minutes after I arrived,
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and as she monopolised most bﬁ'/g];e/cﬁnversati<)n,
I gathered that she was a very— fashiomable lady
indeed. She talked of royalty and other exalted )
personages with a familiarity that almost took my :
breath away. She was gracious in a condes.ceuding' ’\\
sort of way to me,sand even to- Mrs. Ransome .I
thought her manner a triflc patronising. But she
interested me a good deal, and her beauty afforded
me a posﬂ}l'e delight. When she’ departed at length
with her obﬁectiona.ble child, who, by the way, was /.
called Frank, Mrs. Ransome turned to me quit
eagerly. .

£¢ What do you think of my cousm, Dr. Glen ? Is
she not lovel’y? I hope she liked you; Ithink she

bl

did. My dear, if she cousults you professionally,
your fortune will be made. She knows everybody.
Of course; you must have heard of her—her portrait
is everywilere.’ .

“¢] don’t go everywhere, dear Mrs. Ransome,” I
said, with a laugh, ‘and I am in such a state of
heathen dar‘ltng'ss that I never even heard of her till
to-day.’ . . a '

“¢All the same, she is quite distinguished. I
admire her very much of course, myself, but somehow
one does not love Letitia,—I don’t} know why ; and one

/
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“thing I can’t forgive her Isn’t tha.t a homd httle

boy ? John- says he’ has but oné desire where Frank
is concerned—to give him a proper whipping.’

“I smiled in sympathy with honest John Ran-
some’s senclble views. |

“¢The child is more t6 be pitied than b]a.med Bl
sajd cantiously. ‘One day, however, Mrs. Leyton

"Brooke may discaver that she has prepa.red a ro{ for

her own back.’

“¢That’s’ what John says, and that she will richly -
deserve it ; and the worst of it is that Frank is not-
an’only child, nor even the heir. It is that I cannot.
forgive Letma, and it makes John pos1t1vely savage.’
' “¢What?’ I inquired, with interest. Mrs. Ran-
some’s remarks were decidedly va.gue..

« She has another child, a son—Myles, .two years
older—but he is de“formed: quite an object so far as

" his figure is concerned, though he has the sweetest

face. Nobody ever sees him. Fancy, I have not seen
him -for " quite a year. He lives mostly at Port
Leyton, their Buckmgha,m home, but I hear he-is in
town just now.’
‘¢ And is his mother unkind to him ?’ I inquired.
“¢Well, not positively unkind, I should hopé(, but
of course it was a fearful disa.ppoiptmeht, ‘and Letitia
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really can’t bear the sight of him. She says he -

makes her ill, and- her husband feels pretty’ much
the same. You see, Port Leyton is such a splendid

old inheritance, and, with Letitia’s money, there is.

_ almost nothing the Brookes could not aspire to; and
it is disappointing, of* course, that the. heir should be
a i)oor little crippled hunchback. - All the same, were
be my-child-I should just love him ten times more
than if he had been all right, woildn’t you?’

«¢ Anybody with a heart wonld,’ I";eplied; and,
though we afterwards began to talk of other things,
my mind would not rid itself of the . picture her

words had called up, and I saw before me that day,
 and for many days to come, in all. my.odd moments, -

the sweet, patient face of the ~aAﬂiiqtedJ‘heir of Port
Leyton, whom nobody wanted, and who was an eye-

sore to his own parents. " I thought it likely, in my -
vague thoughts of him, that littlt Myles Brooke, -

_sensitive as most such afflicted ones are, would "suffer

mentally as much as physically, but of the keen heart-

and spirit-anguish possible to a child so young I did

not dream until I had seen him. Now I know, and

I thank God it is over, that to-night I, with my own

hands, closed- his eyes in their last sleep, and saw
- the seal of eternal peace set upon his ‘brow.”
14
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Ehzabeth pa.used there, for a. deep so'b shook
her.

“It w1ll p'un you- very much, ! can see, to tell

" me. Ican understand without tellmg I said gently.

“I want to telt you; I came to tell you,” she
replied: “It will do me good. You will, perhaps,
at the end help me to understand why God permits

_ such things in a world controlled by His love.

«1 first met Mrs. Leyton Brooke at the very
beginning of the ‘season, quite early in February,
and it was about a fortnight after that I’ received -
a note from her, requesting me .to call at her house
in Portman Square. 1 was quite excited over -_the
simmons—uot for the reason for'which Mrs. Ransome
bad desired her to call me in, but because I thought

" I-might have a chance of seeing the heir. I arrived

at the mansion about four o’clock in the afternoon,

- and found no one to receive me except the servants.

“¢Jt’s for Master Myles, I believe, madam, the
footman said, when I had informed him who I was.
‘1 have no orders, but I'll inquire of nurse.”’

¢“He left me in the magnificent library, and shortly
returned with the request that I would walk upstairs.
I followed him up three flights of stairs, and on the
highest landing was' received by a .nurse-—a middle-"

&
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aged person of kindly aspect, who eyed me w1th the
keenest enquiry,” which I did not resent, because it
betokened an interest in her charge. She asked \me
to go to her room and sit down, while shs explaiged
matters a little.

“¢Master Myles, dear lamb, has taken a dislike
to the doctor’ who ha.s been attending of him here,
she sa.ld w1pm0' her’ eyes, ‘and when ’e come it puts \
the poor dear in that state that I begs missus "to stop
his visits. He don’t need no doctor, poor dear, and
ain’t long fer this world ; so at last, though she were
very angry over it,- she agrees and sends for you,
all aloug of Mrs. Ransome, pretty dear, that has a
‘eart as soft as wax.’

“¢¢Js he in bed?’ I asked.

¢ No, ma’am, nor you mustn’t put ’im there ; an’
please,rx\na.’am,.when you go in first don’t look sur-
- prised-like at-the-poor-.dear, cos_he ain’t made jes’
like other folks. 'E is a little gentleman at ’eart.
if ever there' was one, ma’am ; and I often say, I do,
that the Alinighty’s ways is past findin’ out; but I
tells ’im it’ll be all right there, an’ e knows it, dear
lamb, jes’ as well as 1 can tell im. Will you come
now, ma’am; and see im? ’E doesn’t know you’re
a-comin’, but I think you’ll have a nice wa_y' with
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im. Mrs. Ransome said you would, and I think
you will. ) ) '
- «erm try, nurse,” I said, and followed her fo the
room. It-was a la;rge, light, pleasant place, con-
taining all that was necessary for comfort or weil-
being, and there “in his reclining chair by the high,. s
" wide window sat the child I had come to see, the
heir to a great estate, which he has now exchanged
for a heavenly crown.
_ “¢Oh, nursie, he cried, as we opened the door,
‘they’re lighting up ever so soon. Is it tea-time
already ?’ O o
“Then he gave.a great start, seeing me, and turned
away his face.
“¢This is a kind lady come to see youm, to try
“and take away your cough and your nasty headache,’

-

said the nurse, with an infinity of tenderness a mother
might have envied. ¢Tarn your head, my dearie, and
speak to her, just to_please nursie, for a moment’

«He did not turn his head, but I walked over to
the chair, and then I saw a little white fox terrier
puppy lying on the cushion at his feet, and I took it:
up and laid it against my cheek with one hand, while
with the other 1 softly touched the brown head of
my little patient. - e -
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“‘Don’t you think this is. & very well-off doggie
mndeed ?° I said cheerfully, ‘and isn’t he a beauty?
but I would be ra.':hamed of such a mean little tail.
I am sure he -feels it very much to have’ such a
stumpy tail, don’t you, doggie?’.

“¢No, he doesn’t,” said the little master, quite
briskly, ¢His tail is just the proper length, Fenton
"Il tell you so ; he measured it, and docked it himself,
and he’s perfect

“¢Who, Fenton or the doggie, eh?’ I asked, as
pleasantly as I could, and his eyes met mine; and
looking into their larcre, lovely, serious depths I felt .

plty. I think gomehow that look made us fmends,
and I sat down by him, and we talked of dogs and
other pets for quite a little while. Then in the middle

of our talk he s&pped quite suddenly, fixing me with

those speaking, \pathetic eyes, and said suddenly :
‘ “¢But, I say, I want to know who you are.
What’s your name ?’

«¢ My name is. Elizabeth Glen, and I'm the doetor,’
I replied smiling. " How de you think youll like
_to have a lady doctor, Master Mgyles?’

«¢J don’t know,” he said doubtfully. ‘I like you;
but you won’t hurt me like the other doctor did? I
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asked mamma not to let him, but she said it was
for my good. But what is the use when I shall
never be well any more?’

“¢I shall not hurt yom, my darling; I promise
you that. .

“The endearing word slipped out unawares, and
the child, who was starved of love by all from whom
he had the right to expect it, looked at me with a
sweet, bright smile, and gave me his thin, childish
hand with a confiding gesture more eIO(iuent than
words.

“¢And you’ll come and see me, won’t you, every

-day? Sometimes nursie and I are a little dull when

nobody- comes up all day long; and even Ted.gets
cross and won’t play.’ .

“ Nurse had now lighted the gas, and before’ she
drew the blinds she wheeled the chair away from
the window, and then I saw for the first time the
misshapen, distorted frame, and my heart bled for
him afresh. It needed mno special skill to see that
the seal of early death was on the boy’s high white
brow, and I felt as I bade him good-bye that the
end for him when it came would be great gain.

P - - c® = -

“] had visited my new, and to me most inferest-
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ing, patient many times ‘before 1 saw any of the rest
- of the family, except the. other boy, Frank, who was
in the room one day when I called. To see those
two brothers togethez was an interesting study in

ought that had John Ransome
seen the spoiled child in his brother’s room, even he

.human nature, an¥ I

would probably have been.unable to keep his hands
off him. His demeanour to Myles was patronising
and a trifle contemptuous, and I saw the quick temper
of the boy in the invalid chair rise in eye and cheek,
and I said to nurse it would be better if she could
keep them apart. My little Myles was by no means
a sdint, nor one of those good little boys who in
story books die young; he was hot-tempered, and
impatient, and full of life, chafing wildly against the
bars of his poor prison house. But he was a creature
it was impossible to help loving, and he crept day
by day more closely into my heart. I think—nay,
I know—he loved me too; he proveld it to me one
day as we sat together. I always stayed an hour
by him when I found it made him happier. Well,
he proved it to me one day when he spoke to me
of his heavy cross. He alluded to it simply-and

boyishly, but~ with a certain wistfulness which be-

trayed its import to him.
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“¢Am T so very ngly, w That day you
saw me first, did you think m

PR ??
@ “¢<Hush, my darling; I saw .o::%' sweet
: ’5 face,’” I replied, laying my hand on'hiﬁ‘_tiin,ﬂ\nshed\ r
cheek. L “
“He looked pleased for a moment, but presently
shook his head with a faint, melanclk)ly smile.
“¢Mamma says I make her ill,—I heard her say

so ; and even papa can’t bear to see me, though he
talks quite kindly. Have you seen mamma ? She
is like an angel’ .

“I did not think so. My heart beat hard~sgainst
her, and I longed for just one opportunity to tell
her the straight and solemn truth.% I am not a
.mother-——may never be one, but surely I know thkat
if a mother cannot give love to the child she has
borne she has no right to the name, and had better.
forfeit it to the meanest wretch who has a woman’s
‘heart.

¢ Before you came,’ he said presently, ‘I wanted
awfully to get back to Leyton. It is so dreary here ;

~ I never get out, but mamma says I muost wait till
Easter. At Leyton Fenton takes me out in my
bath-chair.’ s

“¢Why did they bring you here where you car

,
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see nothing and never get out?’ I asked bluntly,
though I might have guessed.

“¢I’m not sure, but I think they brought me to
see if the other doctor could make my back straight,’
he said confidentially, ‘and of course he couldn’t.
I knew that all along. He only hurt me. You
know, don’t yon? that nobody can make my back
straight, but only God, and I’ve left off asking
Him.’ ’ ’

“¢He will make it straight in His own time, my
darling,’ I said very gently. ‘One day you will
shat your eyes and open them in another world,
where there is no such sorrow as _yeurs.

“He gravely nodded, looking through the ‘window

“and away across the gray expanse of London .

roofs. ‘

“¢You mean that I shall die. ; 1 shouldn’t mind
it much, I think, only Teddy would miss me, and
nursie, and 1 believe Fenton would cry. He did
when I'came away this time, and he is nineteen,
and quite a man, even with a moustache.’

«¢A good many people love you, you see,” I said
cheerfully.

¢ Yes, narsie and Fenton and you. I'm so glad
-1 know you. There’s one thing,” he said, with an
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old-world, ‘wise look in his face. ¢If I died Frank
would be the heir. I'm the heir, did you know ?
that’s why it’s so hard on papa, for, of course, if I
grew up,_and was like this, who would look after
Port Leyton? Don’t you see it would be better 1f
I did die?’

. “I got up from my chair. I could not bear it,
“indeed I could not. To hear such a child gravely
discussing the possible advantage to others of his
death was intolerait»ly cruel. It showed that-the
trath as it appeared to these selfish people had not
been hid from him, and the sensitive heart of the
boy had grown familiar with the idea until he re-
garded it as a sad and inevitable fact. That very
day going downstalrs I met Mrs. Brooke. She had
just come in from a drive, and the carrlage with its
prancing horses, perfect in- every detail, stood at'the
door, quite eclipsing my humble equipage. She was
a radiant vision in her elegant carriage cloak trimmed
" with priceless Russian sables, but as I thought of
‘the lonely child heart upstairs I could not admire
her; I only felt sick at heart. She looked surprised
for a moment as if struggling to recollect me ; then
- she bowed- with extreme graciousness and spoke.

“¢QOb, you are Miss Glen, of course. You come "
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every day, I am told, and I have been sorry not to
see you, but I am so mach engaged. Will you step
in here a moment?’

“X follo:ved her into the room, which happened
to be the drawing-room, and where a footman was
seeing to the fire and the lights. -

“¢Bring tea now, she said quickly, and the man

. withdrew.

“¢Now please do tell me what yo-u think of your
patient,” she said, with a quick imperiousness. ¢ How
do you find him ?’ _

‘¢ Growing weaker,” I replied, sadly and listlessly.
The contrast depressed me. I had not sufficient
energy even-to show the indignation which surged
in my heart. ‘I should advise you to take your boy
back to the country if you wish him to live.”’

“JI._could not help throwing a certain amount of
significance into the last sentence, but if she noticed
it she disdained to show it. ‘¢ We shall all be going
shortly, in less than three weeks. I should think
it would be better to wait till then, it will be
warmer.’

«“¢He is eating his heart out for the freedom and

the freshness of the country, Mrs. Brooke, I. said. -

¢If it is not convenient to move him there, why not
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let him go out daily in the pa.rk vnth his nurse?
It is only a stone’s throw.’ .

“¢It has been very cold as yet, and his chair is
not here, neither is the man who attends him af
Port Leyton,” she said, tapping her foot impatiently
on the ormolu fender. It Was quite a mistake
bringing him here, but his father would.’

“I had never seen the father, but i:hat remark
made me think better of him than I had yet done
‘I can only advise, Mrs. Brooke, I said coldly
She was a great lady, a,ccustomed to be flattered
and conciliated, and I saw that my manner angered
her.

<“¢What do you think of his condition as a whole ?
Mrs. Ransome says you are very clever. Have you
discovered anything the other doctors overlooked ?’

“There was a light mockery in her toné which
at another time 1 should have been quick to resent,
but I only answered quietly, ‘There is nothing to
discover. The boy has a delicate frame, of course,
sensitive to every change. With care he maj' live to
be an 6ld -man.’ v ‘

“I saw her face chano'e, and I knew that she felt

" disappointed. You look shocked, dear, and almost

ws if you thought what I am telling you impossible ;
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but I am not exaggerating, and I say that that
woman, the idol of soclety, the lovely and popular
Mrs. Leyton Brooke, was at that moment at heart
a murderer, because ‘she truly wished the -death of
- another creature; and that her own child. He was a
burden and an eyesore to her; she wished he would
depart to make Toom for her own idol. That was
the naked truth, and she knew that I knew it. After
that, of course, I did not remain to tea. I could not
have broken bread in her house. Well, the days
went on, and Myles Brooke was not sent home to
Leyton, nor was my advice about the park followed.
The weather grew milder, the breath of spring was
abroad ; the fresh-downy buds were on every hedge
and tree, the brooding twitter of birds even in the
London air. One day, when alone, Myles managed to
open wide-his nursery window to feel the spring, as he
said to me, and sitting there for nearly an hour with
his head laid on the window-sill trying to coax the
sparrows to come to him, he caught the cold which
took him away. They sent for ine that evening, and
I found him in a hot fever, and complaining of an
acute pain in his side. From the first I never had
any hope of him, becanse his strength was reduced,
but I did what I conld. He grew daily worse, how-_
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ever, and at length, whenys1 had told hi_s mother there
was no hope, she elected to make a great fuss, calling
in for consultation all the fa:mons physicians in town.
It was absurd, there was nothing to consult. about.
The child was dying of a simple and common com-
~plaint ; and all the skill of all the colleges on earth
could not have saved him, His father was salmon-
fishing in Scotland, en.]’d'}ymv the first rod on a duke’s
preserves, and though word was sent him he did not
hurry himself. I will do him the justice to say he
did not think it argent, the boy’ had so often been
seriously ill before. I spent as mauch time as I .could -
‘with the child, who was often delirious ; then he’
would call for his m_other in tones of the most intense-
longing. He betrayed in all his delirium how much

the one idea possessed his soul,-the idea that he was

a burden and a cumberer of the ground. One day"
—only yesterday indeed—she happened to look in

during my visit, and as we stood by the bed he looked

straight up at her and said simply :

“¢Mamma, I'm going to di&, and Frank will be
the heir. When you come to heaven and see my
back straight will you love me like you do him

«I don’t know how she refrained from clasping
him to her heart, pouring into his ears a thousand
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endearing words, but she only coloured uneasily and J€ ‘ 3*

gave him a careless pat on the head.
¢ ¢ Nonsense, Mv]es, you are not going to die yet.

We are soon going back to Leyton, where you’ll get

your chair a,nd all your other thmfrs next week ;

won’t he, Mlss Glen?’

“ Myles looked at me w1th a shght sweet, uhder- :
standing smile. . . B
“¢ We know better, he said, in-a faint whisper ;

‘and Frank will make a better heir.’

“She looked as she felt, truly ‘ancomfortable. .
With a light kiss she left him, and that was the
last time she saw him in life.

-4 «This morning I paid my first vi-sit‘thére,"énd -
found him far épent but qﬁite conscious. I would
tell you if I dared trust myself how he clung" to me;
seeming happier when I was with- him. His talk,
when he was able to, talk at all,was all of heaven,
where he firmly believed- there awaited him a heritagy
of health and strength We khow very little of
“.these hidden thmgs, of course, but we do know,
that compensation w1]l be ‘adequate ; so I had no

besitation about allowing and encouraging him to
dwell upon the happy home to which he hastened. -
It will be to the end of my life a sweet thought
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that I had been able to call up_a smile and a

look of peace to that worn, sad \child-face. On
my way home from my round this afternoon I

‘called at Portman Square again, and finding my-

poor boy so ill, I remained. .The end was not
far off. His mother was not at home, and when
she did return, about half-past six, had to make haste
to dress for a dinner at thé Friench Embassy. About

seven o’clock, as nurse and I watched by"onr darling’s -

_ bed—heartb_roken becanse we could do so little for

him—he quietly closed his eyes, and ‘we saw that God
had taken him,-and I knelt down by his bed and
uttered a passionate thauksgiving for so happy a
release. Betore I left the room I cut one of his

corls from his head, and ‘here it is. As I slipped =

downstairs I saw the woman—his motlier—come out
of her dressing-room in all the bravery of her white
satin and flashing d.lamonds, and while her slight,
cold salutation trembled on her Iips I looked her very
steadily in the eyes. '

“¢ Madam, I have come from your son’s death-bed,
and from thanking God on my knees for his release.
Yet I loved him well.

“So I left her, and I have come straight to you.

Oh, my dear, I thank God you are not a fashionable
L . ) -
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mother, and that your child will never know the
heart-hunger that killed poor little Myles Brooke.

Compensation—jyes, there had neced to be compensa-_

~ tion somewhere for such sorrows, else must belief
utterly fail.” ) : .
“It is sure,” I said softly. “And He loved the
children, and has already welcomed little Myleé
Brooke to the kingdom forbidden him here. Let that
thought comfort you, Elizabeth. Keep it in your

heart beside-the happy knowledge that you were a.ble

to do so much for him here.”

Baut- a welght of sadness oppressed- my friend’s
heart, I could see, and \I loved her for it.

It is such natures who ‘make every human sorrow

: thelr own ;- who . .carry out here the Master’s behest,

and who impart His message of hope and mmfort ‘to
suffering souls in their hour of need,

TR
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R. GLEN and I had been discussing the servant

question, and had come to the conclusion that
our mothers surely possessed some secret they ha.d.
not bequeathed to us, a secret which seemed in those
earlier and s1mpler days to have solved the whole
difficulty of household management.

“You have used the word which is the key to the
"whole matter,” said Dr. Glen, in her usual quietly’ “
decisive way. ¢It-is sm:phclty we want. We exact .
too much from our ‘domestics.” '

“I am sure you don’t, Elizabeth,” I made answer
calmly. “The way you pamper that Margai'et of
yours has become a matter of history.” }

¢« Qh, Margaret is an exception, a#d besides, I had
" no particular case in view when I made the asse 'ion..
I merely laid down _a general principle, and I know
that your view ¢ntirely coificides with mine, flor 1

: 226
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have heard you say practically the same thing dozens
of times.”

“You are very sharp to-day, Elizabeth, and I
won’t risk argufying, as Margaret; says. 1 came for
my dole of copy anyhow, and not to discass the
burning questions of the day. You always do put
me off till the last moment, but I must have it this
afternoon. I'm behind as it is, and can’t help
myself.” ) ’

“You ought to have been a man, dear, and you
would have shone in_ diplomatic circles ; bat -there,
I shall not tease youn %ny more. Talking of servants,
the old race and the new, the Caleb Balderston typ‘e
is no¢ qnite extinct yet.”

“No, so long as Margaret is the prop and maifi-
_A stay of this perfectly appointed estsbllshment I
know all about it”

“ Pon’t be in such a hurry. I wasn’t thlnkmg of
Margaret, whom I know you wickedly covet, but of
another, superlor in’ some respects to her. Shall I
give you the story?”

¢« If you think it’ll do,” I said doubtfully. * If not,
postpone it, for I really am in a harry.”

“ Well, if it doesn’t do for one section of your
readers it will for another. I think myself it is one
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s

of the most touching little bits I have come across
for years.” :

“Well?* I said inquiringly ; and Elizabeth took
up a piece of work she was busy with, embroidering
a baby’s frock.

“You don’t look a bit like a doctor, Elizabeth.
I really think you grow younger every day,” I said
suddenly, struck by her bright, beautiful, giﬁi?h look.
“I have ever so many letters asking your -dddress,
and I believe I gfir=right in withholding it. So long
as I wrap you in a veil of mystery, my readers regard
you with a proper mixture of awe and respect,
while '

“ A personal interview would entirely dispel it,” she
supplemented. * You are nothing if not compli-
mentary and candid.”

“ d—fall in love with you, every man and
fﬁif ‘them, and you know it, Elizabeth. But
“" really, dearest, you seem lately to have #cquired the

secret of perpetunal youth.” ' ‘

A vivid blush rose suddenly and quickly to her
face, and she hid it in the creamy folds of the baby’s
frock. - c

“1 wish yoil would remember how rade it is to
make such personal remarks,” she said, with én odd,

- e
o -
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disturbed little laugh. “ Do you want that story or 3:
do you not?” o 1

Of course I said I did want it; and after a little &
pause she began :— : i

“I met my heroine in very unconventional circam- : e
stances, and "at first sight [ paid no sort of attention =
to her, being misled, as we so often are, by mere
appearances: And certainly Barbara Waite was not
a particularly romautic-lookjng person the first time
I saw her in my surgery on & certain December

_evening a year or two ago. My consulting hours’
were over, and I, was making up my books, when the
bell rang again, and Barbara was shown in. It was
half a minute before I even looked round, and v}hén»

I did I saw a short, s@are person in a rather scanty -
black gown and an old waterproof cloak, under which -
1 saw the hem of a white apron. She had the hood
of her cloak drawn over her cap, so T had no difficulty
whatever in divining that she was a domestic servant.
. “‘Good evening,’ I said pleasantly, but a trifle
severely. ‘My surgery hours sare over; .it’s after
nine. - £ . e

¢ Yes, ma’am ; but I don’t want to see you myself.
It's my mistress,’” she replied ; and when she spoke
I looked at her in secret amazement, and with a new,

>
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keen interest. I have heard many voices, both sweet
and harsh, in my time, bat I never heard one more
musical than Barbara Waite’s; it was simply
exquisite. ) ‘

“¢ And where does your mistress live ?° I inquired ;
and her face now began to attract me, though it was
rather thin,’ scraggy, and worried-looking, with no
special beauty of feature to recommend it. But it
was an honest, good face, and the eyes were tender
and troe. She looked a woman of ﬁve-g.nd-thirty,'

-OT even more.
“¢Not far, ma’am, only in Bedford Square,’ she

replied, with a little eager, pathetic glance. ¢She’s
been bad for some days, and we can’t do anything
with her this time, so I came of my own accord for
you.’ : .
“¢ What’s the matter with her?’ I asked briefly.
“She drew her hand across her eyes, and I saw
a faint, colour rise in her. cheeks. '
«¢Pll have to tell, ma’am, I suppose, thongh it
hurts, it does indeed, for we were children together,
as it were, in the old Surrey village,’ she said, with
a catch in her voice. ’
“«¢Drink ?° I said inquiringly.

% She nodded, and an expression of relief came

~
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npon her face. Evidently she had dreaded being
called upon to give copious explanations.

“¢You say you can’t do anything with her. Has
she got delirium tremens?’

T AT GG

“She nodded again, and immediately burst into
tears. "1 turned back to my book and left her to
recover herself, which she speedily did.

“‘Excnse me, ma’am, she said, ‘but it’s been
bottled' up in me that long I can’t help it, an’ you
do look as if you understood things. It’s for the
master and the little children my heart’s broke, as
~well as for her.’

“¢Has she been long at lt?’ I inquired, as I
locked my ledger up and prepared to accompany her.

“¢Yes’m, more or less for five years, an’ it’s
changed ’er very natur’, it has. . wi

AL
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«“¢It always does,” I said briefly. ¢ When a W
woman once takes to drink, it’s almost hopeless. f
Is she young?’ ‘i’}

“¢Not so very—near forty, ma’am. Miss Ethel, )

e
Ly

she’s sixteen.” )

.%¢What’s her hame ?’

«¢<Etheridge ; an’ master, he’s a banker in the
“city, an’ thére ain’t many like Aim,” she said, with
emphasis ; but I did not ask her whether it was for

2
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good or for bad qualities he was distingnished. I
supposed I should soon find out for myself.

“T walked round with Barbara Waite, she talking
all the way, telling me little things about her master
and mistress, to prepare me, as it were, for my
reception. I saw that the faithful soul was devoted
to the house in which she served, and that a secret
shame over its dishonour was hard upon her; and
I :ilso felt that her outspokenness indicated that she
‘had found in me some quality that inspired her
faith. She felt intensely relieved, I could see, that
I took her story in such a matter-of-fact way.

“The house was a-good one, well furnished and
well cared for, all by the hands of Barbara Waite,
assisted by a tall slip of a girl, Ethel .Etllii‘éi'idge.
They had done their utmost to keep their sorrow
hid. In order that no outside person might behold
it, Barbara Waite cheerfully did the work of three,
and it had told upon bher, makmg her old and_
unlovely before her time.

“The cries and mutterings of my poor distracted '
patient met us at the door. Barbara looked at me
with a wistful, meaning look, the pathoé(of which
I never forgot. We went upstairs at once, and " a
gentleman came out of a room on the first landing,
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and looked at me very keenly as he said ¢good
evening.” He was a fine-looking man, not much
over forty, but his face was haggard and careworn,
and his hair prematurely silvered over the temples.
I felt interested in him at once.

“¢Good evening, Dr. Glen. I suppose Barbara
has informed you of the condition in which you
will find my poor wife?’

«] nodded gravely. It was not a case for speech.
He opened the bedroom door, and we three went in.
As we did éo, the poor creature, pursaed by the
phantoms of her delirinm, leaped out of bed with
a scream of terror and crouched at my feet, a
pitifal figure in white, with a wild face and despair-
haunted eyes. I need not expatiate on her. condition.
If you have ever seen a person suffering in this
way, you will understand how poor Mrs. Etheridge
looked ; if not—well, I need not try to draw the
picture. for you. She calmed down a little when I
spoke to her, and by-and-by we managed to get
her to bed. She kept hold of my hand like a vice,
seeming to feel some support in my presence, and
I sat there till Mr. Etheridge, under my directions,

. prepared the dranght I had-brought. She was still
young, and must have been once a beautiful creature ;

.
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>

bat you know, of course, how such indnlgence robs
the human face of its higher beauty, because it
destroys the soul. Although quieter, she talked
incessantly, railing against her husband and - her
faithful servant, glaring at both so. vindictiv_elyw
and viciously that I marvelled. Just as the draught
was beginning to take effect, a young gitl entered
the room, the eldest daughter, sweet Ethel Etheridge,
who is going to be married next month to my friend
Dr. Gower. She looked just as you might expect
a sensitive girl to look in such circums@ahces, worn
and - terrified and sad. Gradually, as the strong
draught did its work, Mrs. Etheridge grew quieter,
until at last she lay perfectly still, and her fierce
grasp on my fingers relaxed. .

«¢Thank God, said the unhappy husband, as he
looked on the unconscious face of his poor wife ;
and I saw Barbara wipe her eyes and take a long
breath. I gave a few simple directions, and when 1
rose to go Mr. Etheridge accompanied me down-stairs.

“¢Will you step in here a minute, Dr. Glen?’
he said at the dining-room door, and I silently
followed him in. -

“¢Will you tell me quite frankly what you think
of Mrs. Etheridge’s condition ?”’
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“¢Tt is most serious,’ I replied at once. ¢ Evidently

this unhappy state of affairs has lasted a long time.

I find her nervous system so completely shattered
that I conclude she has-<had ma.ﬂy such attacks as
the one she is now suffering from.’

“¢Yes, many,” he replied, in a ld{v, hopeless tone.
¢ We have done what we could. God knows every-
thing has been tried, and yet she finds the where-
withal. It is a fearful curse, Dr. Glen, especially
when it falls upon a woman, and the mother of
.children.’ ' .

“ He was not a man given to much talk, I could
see. He struck me rather as being reserved and
self-contained. His case moved me deeply, and I
sappose I showed it in my face, thus encouraging
him to tell me more. - -

«¢It is an inherited tendency,” he continued ;
‘and I  have- done my best to shield her. But in
London, surrounded as we are on elvery hand by
. such fearful temptations, our poor precautions were
but a mockery, and shé has gone down step by
step till every spark of i'eeling for those she once
loved is dead.

“¢Have you not sent her away, or tried living in
the country?’. I inquired. o

~.
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“‘Yeé, —everything has been tried-; Barbara will
tell you that; but it is quite hopeless. If I were to
tell you the whole history of* her case, with its painful
examples of diplomacy and cunning, it would make
your heart ache; but I must not detain you. You
find her seriously ill, then?’

cases. They are most deceptive. But my opinion
when I left her was that her recovery was doubtful.’

. ‘“ He took a stride across the floor. I saw, his face
twitch ; then he opened the door.

“ ¢ Will you come here a moment, Dr. Glen ?’
«T followed ¥im mutely, and, in a back room fitted
up like a narsery, he showed me three children asleep,

the youngest a baby of two years, lovely as an angel. '

The adoring love in her father’s face as he bent over
=1 . her might have stirred her littleé heart, even in that
(3 sweet, unconscious slumber.

“ ¢ Would you not think these worth living for? And
I—I have tried to be a good, kind husband to her ;
but she is as indifferent to me #nd to these as if no
tie bound us. God help the children, and save them
from their mother’s fate. I sometimes have a pang
of remorse looking on them. It might have been
better for them had they never seen the light.’

“¢Ido. Of course it is not easy to predict in such-

1
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. «¢Qh, hush !’ I said, a little sharply. °Take what
comfort you can, and for the rest—trust in God.’ ’

“T do not often use such words. Talking religion®
is not my forte.” )

“No, you live it, Elizabeth,” I said, locking into
her sweet face with a sober gladness, because she was
my friend, and because 1 knew -she loved me. She
smiled a little, and went on :

“ My words, commonplace as they were, seemed to
comfort him, and when presently I went away he
wrung my hand at parting, and blessed me for my
coming. Never had I felt more keenly that my skill
amounted to but little, after all. I could do nothing
but administer wha{ would. soothe and quieten, and
somehow I could not but think that death for once
would be a healer and a kind friend to Mrs. Etheridge

herself, and all in that unhappy house upon which

such a bitter V(Ershg had fallen.
- ! - * . * -
“ She ‘only lived three days, and passed away in a
state of coma, without being able to speak a word of
comfort in passing to those whose hearts her sin had

torn. 1 was present when she died, and I went round -

again in the evening, when 1 saw Barbara, and had
. a long talk with her.
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“¢Jt began, Dr. Glen,’ said she, ¢soon after her
marriage. She was a wild girl at home—her 6wn
mother could not control hér; and she never wanted
to marry Mr. Etheridge, good as gold though he is.
. Her heart was set on a young barrister, who would
have broken hér heart if she’d married him, and it's
my belief that that was the beginning of it. It never
does to force anybody to marry, does it, ma’am ?’

" “¢Djd Mr, Etheridge know that she cared so little
for him?’ I asked, interested in spite of myself. I
had no hesitation in asking, for Barbara was so truly
a friend of the family, so devoted even to the poor
creature who had passed away; that I felt it was_
betraying no trust to listen to her. )

“¢Not till after. It was hurried on, amd then—
and then’—and here Barbara’s cheek flushed a little
—*¢she met the other in London, and that was the
beginning here. It Qnea.rly broke his heart—my
master’s I mean—for he worshipped the very ground
she trod on, and it’s a mercy, I think in my own
soul, that she’s gone, for things were getting quite
desperate.’ ) ‘

¢«c<J suppose, I said gently, ¢you will remain here
and take care of the children ?"

- “¢Qh yes,” she answered in" some surprise. ‘I’ve
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always been here, and I shan’t go to no place else,
please God, as long as the children need me.’
“They adored her, and it was no marvel. Her

gentleness, her untiring patience with them, was .

wonderful to see. I was a witness to it in the next
six weeks, when the three young children had scarlet
fever. I visited every day, of course, but always in

the middle of the day, when I did not see Mr.

Etheridge. The atmosphere in the house, however,
in spite of the sickness among the‘ children, -was
-b‘righter, and some girlishuess began to steal back to
Ethel’s sad face, and she became more like a girl of
her years. She and I became very friendly ; she used
to come to the surgery of an evening for the children’s
medicive, and I found her intelligent and companion-
able beyond her years. One evening, after I had
stopped my attendance at Bedford Square, and the
}gn\valescents had all been packed off.to Bognor, Mr.
Etheridge came ronnd to pay my bill, though it had
not been sent in. And we talked a little, as was
natural, of the children and their prospects. !
“<You have a treasure in Bzirbara,’ I remarked
incidentally. It must be a ggeat comfort to you to
know that she is so utterly devoted to you and yours.’
“¢It is -a comfort,” he replied, and it struck me that
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he spoke rather curtly and cooll&, so I changed the
subject ; but his manner left a little) sting in my
mind, and I even felt a trifle indignant, imaginidg
Barbara was not appreciated as she deserved to be.
I did not see any of the Etheridges for some time

R ‘after that ; it was quite :six months after, I should

think, when Mr. Etheridge came again one evening to
my surgery. I thought him a remarkably fine-looking
.man as I rose to shake hands with him, and I
observed that he looked younger and happier, like a
man who had taken a new lease of life. I congratu-
lated him o his looks, and when I had inquired for
all the children and for Barbata, I waited for him to
state the business on which he had come.
« <] want to consult. you, Dr. Glen,’” he bega;:, with
a slight nervousness, ‘not quite professionally, but
on a purely personal matter.’ .
“¢<If I can be of the sligﬁtest use I shall be very
glad,’ I replied, sincerely enough, for I liked the man,
_ and I had always felt sorry for him because he had
been cheated of his best happiness. But I believe 1
must have looked a little surprised ; I certainly felt it.
" «¢] am contemplating a second marriage,’ he
said bluntly, as was his way. It was impossible
for him to beat about the bush.
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“¢You are a man in your prime still, Mr.
Etheridge,’ T replied, as politely as I could. No-
body could blame you.’

“¢I don’t approve of second marriages,” was his
next remark, certainly a totally unexpected one,
‘especially where there are :grown-up children.
Ethel will soon be seventeen.’

“Not knowing what to say, I said nothing. A -

man who is contemplating giving his children a
stepmother has generally a good many excuses for
the . stép he - proposes to take. I waited for Mr
Etherldge to make his.

“¢<But this is quite a dlﬁ'erent case, Dr Glen. I
want to marry Barbara.’

“¢You want to marry Barbara, Mr. Ethendge ?

oh, 1mposs1ble 15

“I could not help saying that, for as 1 looked at
the man—handsome, winning, every inch a gentle-
man—and thought of the scraggy little ¢ geperal,
1 felt faint with surprise. ‘

“¢Yes, and why not ?’ he asked, almost fiercely.
‘If you can point me to another woman in all
London with a heart to 6ompare with Barbara’s,
I'll marry her; but it can’t be done.

"~ “¢What you say is true, I admitted. ¢If you
‘ 16
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ask me. for my opinion, I will say Barbara_has Do,
equal ; if for my advice, I will say, Don’t do it.

¢¢“ Why?’ he asked, standing over me in qmtc
a menacing fashion.

¢ ¢ Because she is not suitable in 'many ways. You
mean well, I feel sure ; you would reward her.de-
votion by the highest honour a man can confer on
a woman ; but if it is her happiness ybu desire, you

think of ‘some other plan.’

“¢It is my own happiness also, Dr. Glen ; I love |
"her.

v

“1 looked at him incredulously, again drawing
a mental comparison between the two. _..Kfy last
memory of Barbara was seeing ber bending over
a wash-tub in the scullery; making the children’s
" things all clean and sweet for Bognor. What was
there abont her to ,win the love of a fastidious,
" - cultivated mah like Stephen Etheridge ? '
“¢She’s out of health. Why? Because she’s
ruined it in my service. She wants to go away
becanse she’s not able for the work, and can’t bear
to see another in her place: If you can tell. me
-anything else I might do with her except marry her,
1 shall be very much obliged.’ -
%1 could not help smiling.
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¢ ¢« If you care for her as you say, it alters matters,

of course,” I ventured to remark.

- “¢I do care for her. She creates a; atmosphere

of comfort and peace wherever she goes. My

children love her so dearly, they cannot do without
her—nor can L. ‘

‘¢ Bthel ?° I said inquiringly.

. «<Ethel is included. 1 ought to have said all
my children. Thete will be no difficulty with
them. The difficulty will be with Barbara herself.'

¢ ¢ Have you spoken to her yet ?’

“¢No. I wish you to do it.’

“Yes, you may laugh, dear,” said Elizabeth,
with a comical smile. “I would about as soon have
cat off & leg. Did I do it? Yes, I did. The very
‘next evening, down comes Barbara, sent by Mr.
Etheridge, and when I saw her come in I felt about
as queer a8 ever I felt in my life. But I took a
good look at her all the same ; and somehow, in
) the light of a new interest, I discovered new beauties,
hitherto undreamed of in Barbara Waite.
that her toil-worn hands were small, and -that she
sat down gracefully, and that her face was interest-
ing and full of possibility. Her eyes and her voice
were always lovely, and many & woman with smaller

I saw .
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weapons has conquered fate. I tried to picture her
in a lady’s attire, and I began to be a trifle ashamed
of my disparaging remarks to Mr. Etheridge, espe-
cially as she was I;éamiug at me from out her
sweet, true eyes, regarding me as a friend of the
famlly ,, ‘

’“‘Mr Etheridge thinks you are not very well,
Barbara, and he wants me to have a little talk with
you, I began, lamely enough. So far, however,
the situation was natural enongh. A

“¢That’s true, ma’am,- I’''h not well ; an’ did he
tell you I wanted to leave?’

“ There was a curious wistfulness in her eyes as
she asked the question, which touched me not a
little. a0 ®

“<He did ; bat he will never allow that Barbara.’

«<But I am not able to do the work,” she said
piteonsly, ‘and I’'m not g_omg to stop when I
nse to nobody.’ « oy

“+ Barbara,” 1 said calmly, ¢it is very wicked
to talk like that No use, when you have brought
up all those ' children, aud made them what they
are ! You can’t leave them.’

4 J’'ll break my heart,” she said in a low voice, -

‘to leave them and him ;- it'll break my heart.’_
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“<¢Youn have noidea, I su;}pose, what Mr. Etheridge
wished me to say to you?’ I said then. She shook
her head, and I saw that she was thinking of some-’
thing else. , L .

“¢Well, you needn’t leave them, Barbara,.as long
ag you live. Listen to me, my dear.

S leaned forward and laid my hand on hers,
and I saw the slow wopder gather in her sweet,
serious eyes. ‘You are d:d;ood woman, one of the

noblest and most unselfish,” I said impressively,-

thongh I was trémbling a little, feeling the responsi-

bility of waking the heart of the woman before me. -

¢Others beside me"have discovered it. It is a hard
task Mr. Etheridge has set me, Barbara, but I will
do it. He wished me to"ask you not to leave him—
to become the childrel’s mother in name, a8 you
have long been in loving thdught and deed. He
cares for you, Barbara, as a man ‘should care for

the woman he wishes to make his wife. Don’t for -

any foolish scruple throw away such a cBatice of
happiness for him, for the children, and for yourself.’
_‘“She lodked at me straight and steady for a full
minate, as if not comprehending ; then she clasped
her poor red little hands together, and said with &
little gasp :

i
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¢ Qh, myGod!’ ?

“ It was'like an appeal or a pray er, in wblch there
was nothing but reverence, and she fixed her eyes
on my facﬁl; and though she said nothing at all,
they made me talk. And talk I did. I can't.re-
member now the half I said. After. a time she
went away, and there was a dazed 180k on her
face, and a dainty flush which told me her beart .
was fouched. It was awaking slowly. I had but

" opened the door a little way ; it was for Stephen

Etheridge himself to set it wide. I. prayed for

~Béarbara that night, and next morning I went ont

- of my way to call at Bedford Square. Ethel opened
the door to me, and when she saw me she threw
her arms round my neck and gave me a hug.

“¢Qh, dear Dr. Glen, sach a funny, delightful
thing has happened ! Barbara;s_x away, but she’s
coming back soon to be our mother. ' Papa took ’
hér last night to her aunt’s at Putney, and we’re
all alone, only a charwoman to help us till she comes -
back.’

- «of course I said how glad I was, and I felt a trifle
eager to behold the interesting pair. . Barbara herself
came to me that night, and when I saw her I kissed
her, and she sat down all of a tremble, so womanly

/ v
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and so modest in her demeanour, and yet so glad.

Her gladness shone-all over her face..

“¢I've come to tell you that it’s going to be,’ she
said simply. ¢I don’t rightly understand how it’s
come about, but ‘we can’t part, any of us, and I'll do
myfbest, my very best, he knows that.’

“¢But you care for him, Barbara?’ I said
anxiously. ¢ The risk is too great otherwise.’ .

“¢] have always worshipped him, Dr. Glen,’ she
said simply ; ‘and there’s the children.’

“So endéd, or rather began, the romance of Barbara.
‘What do_you think she said as she went ont of the
door?” . ‘

I'shook ‘'my head.

“She said, ¢ Poor missus ! I hope it won’t make
her feel bad where she is—anyhow I'll be good to
the children.’”

“ And how did it turn out, Elizabeth ?

*“Very well. Some day I shall ask you to tea to
meet Mrs. Etheridge, and then you can judge. There

was a great deal of truth in his remark that she:
created an atmosphere of peace and sunshine about

her—that’s just Barbara ; and I think if you saw

them together now, you would probably say, ‘ What .

& happy-looking, well-matched pair.’”
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Y N A COMMONPLACE TRAGEDY.
N Y
N .

«T" ‘AVE you ever met witlr any tragedy in the
course of your practice ?” I asked Dr. Glen
one day. ) ‘

“ Lots of it,” she replied promptly. ¢ There is a
great deal more of it occurring constantly in ap-
parently commonplace lives than most people imagine.
Of “course, the doctor gets behind the scenes, where
people act withont their masks. I have seen things

. that would make the angels weep ; some of them I

have never dared to reveal even to the innocent pages
of my journal.” A ) 2

“Tell me xomething exciting, Elizabeth,” T said,.
coaxingly. ¢ The holidny - season “has - commenced.
Everybody- is’on the wing : and we want a little spice
of excitement even with our literatare.”

Elizabeth -siled a trifie sadly. It might be
imagination, but my husband and I had of late noticed

- 238 j
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- a change in our friend. She had not grown less
"lovable,—nay, there was a pensive and subtle charm
about her which was more fascinating than her former
,high‘ spirits, She was more thoughtful and subdued,
and sometimes had a far-off, contemplative look on
her fa.cé*which seemed to indicate that she had things
to think of we knew not of. Often I was on the point
of question.ing her; but was always restrained by the
“thought that Elizabeth would be sure to give me her
confidence when she felt-the need of speech. Between
such friends as she and I have been these many years,
there is no need, neither is ¢here the desire, to ask
many personal questions. Confidence concerning cer-
tain things comes spontaneously, the rest is sacred,
‘and that is one of the reasons, I think, why our
friendship has never become a common or s vulgar
. .thing. When I hear people bonst of a friend or
friends, saying, “ We have no secrets from each
other,” ' only wonder, because there must remain “for
ever in the human soul a holy of holies entered only
by the Unseen and the Eternal, who alone can’ give
congolation when sorrow enters there. "But I was ot
the less anxious about Elizabeth, becanse T detected
at times a certain wistfuluess in her regarding of me ;
and I could guess that she was pondering sométhing
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very serion(.ély iu-‘her mind, and was not quite sare of
my opinion regarding the same. I could wait, how-
-ever, with patience on Elizabeth’s time. '

¢ Talking of holiday making, do you remember the
accident to the Scotch express; w8t far from Belford,
some vears ago—the accident-I was in ? ” she asked
presently.

“I remember it perfectly,” I replied. “And a '
narrow escape you had.” ‘
“I had. I told you, I think, that a lady in the
compartment with me was killed.”

- “ You did.”

“Well, there was a little bit of very real and awfal
tragedy connected with that woman I have never
forgotten, and never shall. ‘I'll tell it you; then
you can use your own discretion about using it.
1 daresay; though it should be printed, names and
all, it wouldn’ do much harm. You remember I
was on my way home from visiting you for the
first time at Amnulree, and the glambnr of the place
was over me still. I had slept the night at the ,
* Balmoral,’ in Princes et, and in my =leep I con-
fused the murmur of streets with the rush and
roar of that peat streamr where your husband taught me
to fish ; and even when I got to the station I moved as
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in a dream, thinking how the warm yellow sun would
look that lovely morning on the purple moors, and
wondering whether it was helping to clear the burns
to give the fishers a good day. The London train, as
usual, was full. T was late, and had to take a seat in
a very full compartment, which, however. was nearly
emptied at Berwick, where there was an agricultural
show being held. When we started off again, there
were three persons in the carriage with me, a gentle-
man and two ladies—hnsband and wife and friend,
apparently, so far as I could gather from their
conversation, which was animated, at least between
the hosband and the friend. The wife was rather
distraite, and once or twice the look of weariness
on her face assumed the deeper shade of absolute
unhappiness. , i

“She looked any age from thirty to-forty, and
thongh she had a sweet, serions, winning face, she
seemed dispirited, almost as if she had lost pride in
herself. She was wrapped up in a rather shabby and
unbecoming travelling cloak, and her bonnet did not
© suit her—a.ltogéther she presented & striking contrast
to the younger lady, who was daintily attired in a
travelling coat and skirt of brown homespun, a pink
cambric shirt, and a natty little hat, which sat janntily
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on her stylish head. She was rather pretty, but there
was a pertness in her expression I did not like, and I
did pot at all approve of the very decided flirtation

. she carried on with her friend’s husband. He was a

well-built, rather attractive-looking man, about forty,
and I was pnzzled to make out what profession or
business he followed. They talked a great deal—
chaff\ mostly-—and though I kept my eyes on my
book, I conld not help listening and being amused
by it, though, of course, it was all in very bad taste.
They were London people, I gathered from their talk,
and had evidently been having a holiday trip together,
doing the usnal tourist round in the usnal tourist way.
Some of their remarks highly amused e, and soine-

_times I felt tempted to protest at the lordly manner

in which they disposed of Scotland and her institu-
tions ; but I held my peace.

‘¢ Do be quiet, Mr. Claydon,’ said the younger lady
once, with an air of coyuettish reproof. ¢Don’t you
see poor dear [sabel is tired and bored ?°

“¢Is poor dear Isabel tired and bored ?’ enquired

~Mr. Claydon, turniug to his wife with a slightly

mocking air, which I saw she resented by the slow
uprising of a dull red flush in her cheek. She gave
her head au impatient shake, and shot a curious éhnce

Y]
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across at the younger woman, whom I had heard them
call Amy. - /h '

«¢Now Isabel is cross with me, I know she is,
said that young person, with a pout. ¢ All your fault,
Mr. Claydon. How you do talk! Don’t mind him,

~Isabel. ;

“¢] am glad he amuses yon, dear, ‘she replied,
with a slightly languid smile, in which I imagined a
faint touch of scorn.

“¢ What a wet blanket you are, Isabel ; and why do
you always wear the air of a suffering martyr ?’ said
Mr. Claydon shortly ; and Mrs. Claydon opened her
book, saying quite coldly :

“<Yon might remember, Willie, that we are not ~
alone in the carriage.

“ She settled herself in the corner, put her book np
before her face, and spoke no more. The other two,
however, talked enough for us all—such silly non-
sense too. I hated myself because I could not help
listening, and I felt so contemptuously towards them

that I could have shaken them. There is a type of - .

man who, whether married or single, deems it his
duty to chaff every woman he meets. He thinks they
like it—some do—this person of the name of Amy
certainly did ; and she was quick at repartee, and had
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_ a great many pretty little airs that pertain to the born»

\" o coquette It makes no différence to her whether the

N man*to whom she is talking be married or single,

e provided he is habited in the garb of a man. Well

T this sort of nonsense, distracting to anybody who
wanted to be quiet or to read.s book, went on from
Edinburgh to Berwick and beyond. It is not a long

* . run from Berwick to Belford, and ;you know it was

B jusi; on the edge of one of those desolate Northumber- °
Jand moors where the accident took place. I forgot
to mention that arrived at Berwick in a pouring
rain, and as we got into the wide sweep of Northum-

- " brian country the blinding mists came down, giving.
to the landscape an indescribably dreary look. It
beat against the carriage windows, and,'thbughlthe
air was quite warm, made us feel inclined t6 shiver.
I was standing at the window, trying to clear a little .

' spot on the glass with my handkerchief; when the

BN thing happened ; and the marvel was that I should

“ s ~ have escaped as I did quite unhurt.”

‘ “ Was it a collision, Elizabeth ? I have forfrotten,

I asked.
¢ Oh no, a collision was not likely to occur on that
- line in the daytime, and with the ordinary traffic ; the <
' train ran off the line.” :

o
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“Ran off the line?” I repeated. I can’t imagine ?

how it happened.” ) : : o 3

Y «It did, though.  They had been repairing that ;

' particular‘part of the line, and the rails had.not been. ;"I
able to bear the pressure. I believe that is the ex- - E‘
plaﬁation/given, but I can’t make it any® clearer; 7%\ «”

§
i
!

i

anyhow, it was a most extraordinary buéiness;v and 1
have sometimes wished I could have witnessed the
great thing tearing up the-ground a8’ it ploughed its
way off the line—before the final smash ap. We felt
the shock as it left the rails, ?,nd even while we looked
at each other in mute horror the crash came. I was
holding on like a vice to the carriage window, and
just at the ify/ful‘ moment ¢What, do you think hap-
pened ? That man Claydony before his wife’s eyes,
sat down by the girl and put his arm round her.
Perhaps he was beside himself, but there it was, and
I shall never forget the look on Isabel Claydon’s face.
‘The anguish of a broken heart made the fear of death
seem as nothing in ‘her sight. And death it was,
sure enough, poor soul, for her. -

“ When I came to myself, I was hoidiizg on still
to the door of the compartment, though I had been
forced to my knees. And. there was a great wreck
all about us, and a confused babel of sound, like
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nothing I have heard Lefore or since. The horror of
it haunts me in my dreams. .

“The cold rain beating on my face revived me, and
I struggled to my feet and_stepped out of the débris.
The first thing I saw was the girl Amy, sitting on the
bank in a hysterical condition, ang Claydon, with a

" big purple bruise on his forehead, standing helpl(;ssly

over her. The wife I could not see. I turned from
them in sick disgust, but presently the natural
instincts of my calling rose uppermost, and I made
haste to lend what aid 1 could to the sufferers. I was
the only doctor in the train, and we were a good

" many miles-from_town or village, so my hands were

fll enough. Fortunately, I had my pocket instru-

" ments case and a good many other useful artigles in

that little brief bag which goes everywhere with me,

80 °I 'was 'not altogether without resource. 1 had

enough* of surgical work that morning to satisfy me
for a considerable time to come.”

“ How‘glorious to feel that you could be so useful.
Just think how helpless you would have felt ba,d you
been an ordinary woman,” I said impulsively. ~

«] hadn’t much time to think about anything
except.the work in hand till the other doctors ca;me,”
Elizabeth replied. “ Several were -killed instanta-

L]
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neously, as p:erhaps you may remember. Poor - Mrs.
Claydon died .in about half-acg-hoﬁr after we extri-
cated her.” o .
“Well?” I said interrogativély, when Elizabeth
paused as if not inclined to go.on. And what about
that wretched husband of hers ?” '
“You may well call him wretched,” said Elizabeth,
with curling lip. “It was_some' little time before I
could get her restored to consciousness,-and even when
her eyes opened the look of anguish did not leave her

face. She died with it. It was not physical pain,

nor even the horror of the accident, but the agony of a
trust betrayed, the confirmation of a fear which hatl
haunted her for years—that she was supplanted by
another woman in her husband’s heart. "\
«< Where’s Willie ?” she asked, when she could
speak. ¢Is hehurt?’ :
« ¢ No. - I'll fetch him,’ I said, though indeed 1 felt
in no haste to do so. ) , .
«“¢No, no. You look- kind and good,—I thought
so in the train; a woman one could make a friend of.
You saw it, didn’t you ?°’ ) o
« T bowed my head. I could not say I did not, or
that I had not understood. Besides, she was dying,
_and the dying are hard to deceive. For the moment
17
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is given to them a /clea.rness of vision which enables
them to see through every pretence and tear the mask
from every deceit. ' A

“¢«It’s been going on ever so long,’ she said, moving
her pQT)r head restlessly. from side to side ;7 and of
coursejshe s-very attractive. Men like brightness and
vouthful looks ; but I’ve had so many children, and
—and I'm older than -Willie. \Don’t be too hard on
bhim. ) DU

“The. pathos of it nearly broke my heart, and I
couldn’t speak a word. Motherhood had not made her

-sacred to him.' She had gone off in looks, and the -

superficial, selfish, heartless man was unable to
appreeiate the beauty of the soul which shone in her
very eyes. .
“<He’ll marry her, of course, and I don’t mind
dying—perhaps he’ll be happier with her; but obh,

" the children—poor little things! God help them ;

there’s nobody to care for them ; he never did ; and
she cah’t be expected to take any interest in them.
O God, it is hard !’

“It was. For the moment & great  bitterness
surged in my soul—a ﬁerce rebelllon a,ora.mst life’s sad
lrony I could even have’ queatloned the justice of

_Hca,ven, as'I looked upon poor Isabel Claydon, and
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thought(how'poorly she had been compensated here -
for many sorrows. It comforts me now when I think
of her, as I sometimes do, to believe that she has
entered upon her heritage beyond, and hag had fullest
recompense for the anguish of earth.
“‘I'm dying, am I not?’ she asked pres
feel it. : '
“¢Yes, I replied slowly. ¢TIt will not be
“¢Get Amy. I want to speak to her;'to ask her
to be good to the children.’ '
«¢And your husband ?’ o
% ¢No,” she answered. ‘I would rather not see
him.’ . f _ "
“ They were not far off. ~They stood side by side,
like culprits—cowards in the face of death. I.
motioned to her tc come nearer, which she did ; but
he turned away. Conscience had smitten him, and
he dared not look his wife in the face.
“1I, too, would have moved from my tlace by the
- dying woman’s head, but she held my Land fast in °
hers, and I had to stay. .
“¢Amy,” she said, as the em’pgy, frivolous thing
cowered weeping beforé her, ‘promise me you’ll be
good to the children.’ _ L
“¢Oh, Isabel, forgive me! I'm a wicked girl. I
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aever meant any harm, but only amused myself.
Say you forgive me, or I shall.die too.’

“¢Promise me you’ll be g66d to the children,
repeated the dying woman, with sad persistence. ¢ I
hope he’ll be good. to you. Take a word of warningé

from me. Don’t make a slave of yourself, as I've

done, You’ll get your thanks one day, as I have;
but I pray you will never suffer as I have done, and
be as glad to die as I am to-day.

" “She could say no more ; the numbness \creeping
upward had reached her heart ; in five minutes she
was dead.” . s -

“Did he never come to speak or look at her?”

‘“ Not while she lived. I tell you the man was a
pitiful coward, and gonscie~nce had him in grips. But
not for long. He was too shallow to suffer long or-
deeply. I did not inea.'k much to him, for 1 could not
hide my contempt.” ’ .

“ But the story does not end there, Elizabeth,”
I said. “It ought not, in the interests of justice, to®
break off just there. Did he never get his deserts ?

A slow smile rippled to the corners of Elizabeth’s

. grave mouth.

“ Tt does not erd there. I was Apermitted.to see a
further developmernt of it, which interested me very
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- much, and also afforded me a species of very un-
christian satisfaction over the complete-subjugation

of a fellow-creature.” . ,

“Well ? ” I said impatiently. “ Don’t stop’ at the
most exciting. bit.”

“I like to hear that,” sgid Elizabeth calmly.
“ How often in the course of these narrations have
I had to request you to carb a most }tlvholesome
h cariosity ! You ought to be-ashamed-of i.t,‘ seeing you
have not the smallest compunction about keeping all
. your readers on the tenter-hooks for an indefinite
time.” . )

“It’s you that’s doing-it this time, Elizabeth, an
they can’t stand it, I feel sure. Do go od”

“ Well, about two years ago—yes, quite two years
after that—why, now I come to think of it, it was,
only last September—I was called to a house in a side
street opening off Marlwood Road. - Claydon was the
name, but it is not so uncommon as to attract my
attention, and I took no thought of the episode of
the railway disgstér ‘whea I obeyed the summons. A
long slip of a girl, untidily dressed, but with rather a
pleasant, thoughtful face, opened the door to me, and
asked me to walk in. She left me in the dining-room
while she went upstairs to see whether I might sej

N
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: the patient When I was left, I looked round the
::: ) . room, of course—an ordma,ry mlddle-class dining-
o “room, with npthlng to distinguish it from fifty others.
But suddenly 1 saw facing me above thé sideboard

s a_crayon portrait of a woman, whose "face seemed
angely familiar, though I knew L had never been
ﬁ the house before. In a moment it all flashed
upon me, and I knew I had met, or was about to
meet again, one of the chief actors in that sad bit .

o of tragedy I had witnessed. on the, Northmnbglj@d
moor. ! )

N .

¢ Presently: back cam%: the tall \oung glrl and
asked me- to -walk upst.a.lrs e

« < Mrs. Claydon is rea.dy to see you now, she

- said. , ! y
' ) ¢ ¢Then they are ma,rried-? > I exclaimed,-without a
i o ' moment’s thought. The girl looked surprised, but
R answered simply, ‘Yes.’ .
P - “I felt more than curious as I followed her up-
stairs. She left me at the door, and I entered the

. room alone. And there she sat up in bed—the same
: pert, pretty, youthful fa,ce—w‘i:lich, however, had a
kind of sharp, eager look, as if she were perpetually
on the watch.

“¢How do you do, Dr. Glef ? Of course you are
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surpriseﬁ to see me, she began, in rather a hurried
waf. ‘< We g,o,' to Marlwood Road Thurch, and I saw . \
you| there onme day. ~Of course I recogniscd you at
once, and I-determined
quired a doctor. Now

p, send for you if I ever re-

me what is.the matter

with me.’ - ) ‘ h N
: ~ “It was not much. % pat the usual questions,
> ) and presently assured her 1t was only a feverish
_cold.

“¢I didn’t think it was much myself, bat I didn’t ‘\
. feel equal .to getting up, and I thought I'd better see
you in time. Well, are you surprised to see me here
as Mrs. Claydon? I mean .

«¢Well, yes,” I admitted. ¢But of course I rather
expected you would marry ultimately. How. do you
get on?’ . K

«It was a queer question to put, and I don’t know

, what made me ask if, for I am usually rather reticent,
and nevel pry. But her manner invited remark, and
I somehow felt that she had sent for me more_to talk-
.than to prescribe.

“¢Oh, I get on all right. I look after him, she
said, with a distinct eagerness: ‘He wants looking
after, I tell yoﬁ s and I often think of poor Isabel.
But I'm not so soft ‘as she was. I’ll hot stand by and
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let every chit of a girl put me in the shﬁde and Will
; Claydon knows 1t by this time, you may be sure of
E " that” o
e ¢ This was, of course, rather pa.mfnl ;or me*,.p;nd I
- looked at hér with pity I couid not hlde What  a
mockery of the marnage tie seemed the bond between
~these two, w-ho between them had- broken a good
woman’seh 1¢!

—

o

“‘He s the sort of man that thinks every woma.ng
he sees is in love with him, and he.can’t help tal!kmg
k- ’ 'nonsense to girls; but he’s stopping it by degrees
‘ I've made him do away with all the lady clerks and
cad : typists at the office, and I never let him go out after
TR . business hours alone. I pop into the office myself,
too, at a1l sorts of unexpected times, just to see what
he is doing ; so he never feels himself safe a moment
in the day, he says, and why should he?’ :
- ¢ Her voice became rather shrill as she asked this
qaestion, and her colour heightened visibly. My pity
for her increased ; and I suppose she saw it in my

face. ) .
“¢Winnie let you im, didn’t she?’ she mqmred
& " presently. ¢ That’s Isabel’s eldest glrl You remem-

ber what Isabel said to -me before she died ; well, I
haven’t forgotj:en it, and I think I'm good to the

[
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Nen ‘Would ._you mind. askmg Winnie for your-- o’ %’:
self 7~ I'd like you to. know it from her.’ F

«<T should not think of asking such a question,
Mrs. Claydon,” I aEWered hastily ;.and just at the
* momenk the door burst open, dnd a,\’little boy about
four years old ran,in and clambered on the bed ip
at boisterous and joyous fashion which h, yop, only *
see .in happy children. His evident love *for™ her
- eqnied- to gratify her, for she pressed her- cheek
his and spoke to him as lovingly as his own -
- “~yther could have done, and my heart warmed to
the. poor creature, who was Dbeing punished now
_through the very. jealousy which had slain the boy’s
niother. *
“<How many chlldren are there?’ T asked with
“interest.
“¢Five ; poor Isabel had eight, but three are
dead.”
“¢You have none of your own ?’

g.?
| i
¥
M
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“¢No, and I don’t want any, in case these shouId -
suffer, though I don’t think -1 could love my owu

- more dearly than I do them.’- .- .
oo W:rxyou a relative of Mrs. Clay dons?’ I,
asked. . .

s Oh,J no. I was Mr.~Claydon’s book-keeper, that

=N
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was all. That is’ why I k after him. I know
all the nonsense that went on in the office, but it’s
put a stop to now. )

“<You can’t be very happy,” I said involuntarily.

“¢No, I'm net ; except for the children, I couldn’t
bear it. I'th&wht I cared for him, and so I do.
after a fashion, bu-t I'm never a moment at rest.
It’s my punlshment I suppose, and I know what
poor Isabel must have suffered. You see I can’t
trust him, and if a. woman can’t trust the man she
is married to, God help her, that’s all.
~ «“ She rocked herself to and fro in the bed, still
keeping her face close to the little one’s chubby
cheek. I pitied her with a vast pity. If she had
smned none could say.- her punishment lacked nor
his. .

“¢I’m sure I don’t know why I tell you all this .

especially after the way you- looked at qé “that
" dreadfol night. I shall never forget your' eyes ;
they seemed to slay m&. But you are the sort of
p(‘erson people trust; and then ddctors see all kinds
of thmgs : ‘ -

“ She stopped talkmg quite suddenly, and though
I felt somethmg ‘was expected of me, I did not know
what to say. . 4

\ o
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*“ HE SEEMED TO FEEL MEETING ME,”
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“<Jt is not a very happy state of affairs,” I said 3-

at length. ‘I do not know very much of Mr. =~ . = ”
Claydon, and I saw him at the greatest ‘possible » ) ?f
disadventage. Still, I cannot think the sort of<_ 2
treatment you have described c¢an conduce to any- - ,
. thing but misery.- n’t you think this open distrust m

—and espionage are enough to render a mynn. desperate ? .
I couldn’t sta.nd it myself.”- ’
) “f‘Irca,n’t help it,” she said rather sadly. ‘I'm
” wretched and uneasy the moment he is out of, my
sight.’
“¢You should try and a'et over that. Let him see
rather that you trust him. It will be-the first thing
to rouse his chivalrous feeling.”

=

"« <He'hasn’t got any, or he would have been more
loyal to his first wife,’ was her flat ‘rejoinder ; and
. as I saw there was no use trying to reason with
her then, I went away. I felt “more curious to see
—-—Mr.—~€Claydon than I can tell you, and as his wife’s

cold developed into influenza, and she was' not able
to get up at all, I saw him one evening as I went
_ downstairs from her room.” He was greatly changed,
and looked so worried gi_l,d miserable that I couldn’t
help feeling sorry for hini too. He seemed to feel
meeting me. I thought he looked humiliated ; and

-
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though I knew he deserved it, I could not help, as \
I said, being rather sorry for him. He did not
mention the past, nor @id I.”

¢“ And is that all, Elizabeth ?”

¢ That is all meanwhile.”

“ Weren’t ybn able to put matters strg.ight there,
as -you _have put them straight in so maﬁy other
places ? »

She shook her head.

“What could I do? I could only advise her;
but really it was of no use. 'Her mind was diseased
on that particular point. She is a jealons wife, and
will remain one, I fear, to the end. It is ohe of the
most hopeless of all diseases.”

« Tt mustbe awful,” I said fervently. “And do
you see them sometimes still ? ”

“ Qh yes, often.; and though the children make
a bright spot in that miserable home—she has been
‘good to them, dea‘r, and they reward her with devoted
love—I never leave the house without having recalled
to my mind certain lines of Longfellow’s, and also a
particular Scripture text.”

“What are they, Elizabeth ? »

“¢Though the mills of God grind slowly,
Yet they grind exceeding small ;
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- Though with patience He stands waiting,
‘With exactness grinds He all’”
L4

¢ And the text?”

“Tt will readily suggest ltself ” replied Ellzabeth
gravely. “¢Vengeance is mine, I will repa,y,
the Lord.”” ’




g
14
§
%

N~

© XL ‘el
A 'GENTLE LIFE.

“ TYAVEN'T you had any amusing or interesting

holiday experiénces, Elizabeth ? ” 1 asked,:
one day after we bad been discussing our summer
plans. ’

“ Not “very many ; the most interesting happened
at Lucerne last' year when I went to visit Ellen
Douglas. Do you remember Ellen, whe was the
torment and the pet of the old Edinburgh school ?”

“1 remember Ellen perfectly!>” I i'eplied, “and .
have often wondered what has become of her.”

. “Why! you must have heard; she married a

Swiss, who was a studefit ‘at Zurich University when

.she was governess to that- queer Dutch family, the

Van Rasselars. He was their cousin, and visited at
their house. Don’t you remember, I told you about
thi@narria.ge at the time?”

“] must have forgotten if you did tell me ; so
. 270
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please give me a few ialars. % the stz)ry-"é.bout
Ellen?” .
“ No, it happened w I was visiting her last

August ; -but it had nothing to do with her. She has

written so often, urging me to visit her, that I stole .

-a fortnight/ last summer, when you were buried in the
Highland wilds ; and I enjoyed it very much.” -

“ Has the marriage turned out well then ?” I asked.’

“ And doesn’t Ellen find existence in Lucerne all the
l year round a trifle monotonous ?-” . .

“ She does ; she admitted it to me quite frankly.
She told me she did not suppose there -ever wa.g a
more unhappy woman than she that first year,
sidering she married her ‘Professor of her own free
will and out of pure love. He is worth it, togo; he -
is a fine fellow, with a big, pure, simple heart, and he
is as haud@ Apollo. Ellen always did admire
a landsome many though she thought, being a plain
little thing” herself, she had no chance of one as a
husband.”

" ¢“ They are happy then?” I enqmred with interest,
for I had not hitherto regarded mlxed marriages with
approval. ’”. :

“QOh yes! they adore each other. - And then they
have two lovely bO) s, who have done more to -

.
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. reconcile her to the Tand of her adoptlon than any-
thing else.”

“ Has. she any society ?”
. . “Oh yes ! afew nice friends ; but I think they are
RS o sufficient one-to the other at the Chalet Loret. What
: a" lovely pla.ce it ls' It stands on the high ground
" beyond the Schwelzerhof and commands one of the
finest views of the lake and all the mountains. I
used to sit for hours in that old orchard, simply
*. feasting, and I think I got to know Pilatus in all his
moods, grave and gay, though I was never fired with
‘the common ambition to stand ‘on his crest. But I

Y .
,\({‘/ ‘ must say that at the end of a fortnight I was not
C - sorry to make tracks for my dear grey old London.

- I enjoyed my ghmpse of Ellen’s sweet Arcadia, but
oh, my dear, I could not, live there for all the goldetr
" haired ‘Professors in the world.”
. . 4 Ellen only did it for the sake of one,” I suggested ;
s , and Elizabeth laughed, though her colour rose.
' . ] “She was very glad to see me, however, and when
' we pa.rted she had a wistful loak we see on the fa.ces
S AN of those who are ¢ far frae hame.””
«“ And the Professor—how did he- regard you?_,
Was he not horrified at the very idea of a lady
S : doctor ?” - .
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“No; there are a good many women students a A
. \?v:;ich now, and, besides, he is broad-minded as 2:
1d expect Ellen’s Professor to be. The most \ -

charming man, dear;

e

such manners! so old-world,
so courteous, so chivalrous ! Our boys should be sent
to such homes as the Chéilet Loret to learn true

courtesy. But it strikes me I am gwmg you Ellen’s

story instead of the other one ) ;

|« Just, tell me a little more about her house,” I said

coaximgly. “ What is it like? I have always longed

to see“the inside of a Swiss chalet.” .
“It was a queer mixture of Engligh taste and ) ’ f‘

Swiss adornment;) which is very simgzh The floors b

I specially likéd/ and she had some Liberty rugs, :

which looked Homelike. Her crockery was English,

and her tea decidedly so ; with cream from her Swiss “
. cow, it was a beverage fit for a prince. She has it “F
sent with other things from ,j;histores, not sha.rmg at

all our views -about big monopolies, which don’t give :
 smaller traders a chance to live.” , .

\

“« Qh, it doesn’t matter there, I should think. Well,
Tl -ask you some more questions about Ellen later.

Go on with your story now.’ . §
¢« You won’t print all this about Ellen, dear ; she :
might not like it,” said Dr. Glen doubtfully : ’ o

18
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“Qh, Pm sure she wouldn’t mind ; we can change
her name if you like,” I said, with the cheerful alacrity
of one accustomed to dispose lighﬂ& of such scruples ;
“or we can send the proof to her if you like; then if
she objects we can take it all out, though I must say
it would be a i)%.” ' )

;‘Yes, send her the proof by all means; it will
amuse her, and it would be worth while hearing the
Professor’s verdict,” said Eﬁz@&ejb/“ Now for my
story, and I’ve only half-an-hour to tell it you, my
dea.r; for I have to be at Belgrave Square at half-past
seven.” o

a2

.¢“Any dukes or marquises ill ? ? I asked teasingly.
“I didn’t know you had-any.patients in that aristo-
cratic équare.”

“1 haven’t. I’m going to a dinner party.”
“ Whose ?” I promptly enquired.-

“You are too insatiably curious,. my dear, and I
. shall not answer you just at present,” said Elizabeth,

most whimsically ; and again the colour glowed warm
and red in her cheek, but ‘still I regarded her guile-
lessly, unsuspicious as a child. Many romances had
been discussed between us, and somehow having grown
accustomed to the idea, often expressed in her-own

words, that she .stood on the outside always, I had

S
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forgetten that it might be possible for Elizabeth to

’ ha.?e a romance of her own.

“ Well, one evening after dinner, Ellen and I were
sitting /in the orchard, talking sometimes, and again

- -wgtching through the Professor’s wonderful glass
certain stragglers -toiling up Pilatus to spend-the ~
night and be up in time to see the sun rise. It was’

an evening of surpassing and wonderful loveliness,
such as we do not often see in our misty isle ; the air
soft, still, serené, bearing every sound on its bréast,
and so crystal clear it seemed to breathe new life into

one. Not a cloud, nor even a fleecy film disturbed, the-

azure of the sky, except in the east, where the horizon.
was purple—a royal purple—merging to softest lilac

ere it met the blue. The west was the usual ruddy

splendour, and

- “You ought to have written books, Elizabeth, and
not I,” I interposed. - ; '

“ Are you laughing at me? Well, I shall not
weary you with any more tedious (iescription.”

“ How touchy you are, Elizabeth! I do not know
wh'at has come to you. I'm not going to let you off
in that fashion. . Tell me how the lake looked.”

“ As if you did not know how Lucerne mirrors
every passing mood of the canopy over it. It was so
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still I thought only of the sea of glass the Bible
speaks of, and the httle boats as they glided to and

fro scarcely seemed to distarb.it. Only the steamers,

laden as they came up from Fluellen and Stausstadt,
with their noisy puffing and their long black trails of
smoke, seemed like a desecration.” A

«1 see it, I see it all, Elizabeth ; and the fringe of
green on the banks, dipping down to meet the water,
and the laughter of the evening crowds on the Quay
Well, what then ?* N -

“We were sitting, Ellen and™L;"and I believe we
were talking about you, when a boy—a page from one
of the hotels—came hastily into the garden and, with

" hat-in hand, respectfully addressed us in pretty broken

English.
“¢The EnO'hsh mada.m—-who is the’ doctor—would

. she be so good—at the Sch;welzerhof—a, la,dy w1shes

her—immediate.’ =

“ Ellen promptly mtemewed him in German,» ;
which she translated to me disjointedly. A lady_
was taken suddenly ill at the Schwelzerhof a.nd
would I go to see her without delay. We sent the
lad off to tell them I was coming, and Ellen and I
got our hats ahd followed almost immediately. She
said she would sit on the Quay where the band was

,,,,,




playing, and wait till I came. As I crossed the roa‘(i.:

from the Quay to the hotel I secretly wondered jhow
the lady had learned I was at the Chalet Layret.
‘When omfa pays a pnvate visit one’s- name is/not
usually to be found in the list of visitors. I had not
asked thF lady’s name, but the hotel porter was on

the look-out for me, and I saw by his face that some- _

thing se%ribns‘ was apprehended ; and the moment I
entered 1 was “taken in an elevator to the third floor,

and into a large, handsome sitting-room, where an

. old lady came to me presently, the sweetest old lady
1 thin.?( I had ever seen. She looked terribly dis-
_tressed, and regarded me so imploringly that I felt
a trifle confused. The moment she spoke my heart
wa.rmed to her, for she was Scotch, and had. the real
. Edinburgh accent, whlch is music to ‘me always and

everywhere. e >
“¢It is my daughter, Doc‘tor Glen,” she said

faltenngly. ¢ My name is Lawrence. I knew your

mother before she was marriéd, and I have heard of
you from my. friend Lady Hamilton, of Flisk Castle.””

I wondered a little just then why Elizabeth turned
* away her hea.d and why her voice dlstmctl/y trembled
as she nttered these, to me, unfamiliar names. But
she did not pause at all, and presently in my interest

A GENTLE LIFE. . 297
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278 ' ELIZABETH GLEN, M.B.

in the story I forgot my momexiaﬁar_f wonder, though
it recurred to me more than once as she went on.

“I knew who she was instantly, of course, the
widow of a  well-known Edinburgh advocate who
had died suddenly in his prime, leaving her with
one child, the danghter who was now so ill. I re-
membered seeing her once’ at Flisk, a pretty golden-
haired little é‘irl who won everybody’s heart.”

“You knew the Hamiltons well, then?” I asked;
and Elizabeth answered again without looking at me
and with that odd constraint still in her voice. -

“Yes, Flisk is next to Glenspeed. We have.
always known the Hamiltons,” she replied.

“I have not heard you speak much about them,

I ventured to say, but Elizabeth continued her story

without noticing that suggestive remark.

“¢Your daughter has been taken suddenly ill,

Mrs. Lawrence,” I said sympathetlcally ‘ What was
the cause?’
" «¢] don’t know. We can’t make it out, said
Mrs. Lawrence mournfully. ‘Effit has always been
heaithy, ‘though not perfectly robust. She felt a
little upset by the journey yesterday, and I kept her
in bed to-day. Since lunch she has g}own rapidly
worse.
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“¢I had better see her at once, I said, a trifle
anxiously.. I felt so sorry for the widowed mother
whose one ewe lamb had thus been stricken. - The
bedroom opened off the sitting-room, and when I -~ 7 -- ‘
followed the mother in and looked at the patient
I felt more anxious still. She was in a high fever, BRE.
and complained of so much pain that my first ‘care
was to administer something to relieve it. She had -
‘not much reserve strength, I could see ; propped up
among her pillows I thought her a‘fra.gile-looking
creature, one of the sweetest and most guileless that
ever drew the breath of life. _

“¢Qh, it is so nice to see you instead of a horrid
man-doctor, especially a foreign one, with long
whiskers perha.ps; and goggle eyes,’ “she said, almost ‘ . i
gaily. ‘Ma,mq{a thinks I am very ill. Isn’t she
needlessly frightened, Doctor Glen? and what a 1
lucky chance that you should be in Lucerne at the' ]
same time.’ ~ “
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«I could not laugh and joké much with her, for
I was anxiously concerned. I did not like any of
her symptoms, and I was in haste to go out to the ¢
~ nearest chemist to get all I reqaired. .
¢«¢T always knew how clever you were, Doctor Glen,’
she said, looking at me with a slight -wistfulness.
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“Keith has told me yon are good, but perhaps you
have heard that I am engaged to Keith, and that
we ‘expect to be; married in October. Then I go to

. Flisk Castle, and~poor mamma will be left quite

)

alone.

At this point Doctor G'rlen suddenly stopped and
looked me very fully in the face. o

« Before I began this story, Annie, I knew certain
parts of it would be inexplicable to- you, but I must
beg of you not o interrupt me b); a single question.
Before I come quite to the end you will understand
perhaps how I felt as Effie Lawrence sﬁoke these
words. ’ -

“¢No, I have not heard,” I replied, as steadily as
I?Quld, though I knew I must have looked queerly.
Certainly I felt it. I had only one desire—to get
out of the room, to feel myself quite alone, for the
name had set my heart throbbing like the waves of

a tempestuous sea, and I was for the moment unfit

for the duty of my,profession. But it passed, and
when I'followed Mrs. Lawrence out into the sitting-

~ réom I was quite calm and rea.dy to speak and to hear

collectedlv

“¢You are a.muous, Doctor Glen, I can see, aald
the poor mother tremulouslv

a4
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“¢T am very anxious. “There is another English

. doctor in-Lucerne. He comes from London as I do,

and I know him pyetty well. - He is at the Hotel de

"PEurope. With your kind permission I will go and

fetch him. He has probably not yet risen from table-
d’hote.’

“I shall ne%er forget the smgmsh in that sweet

face, yet, as such women do, she kept perfectly calm,

and assented'{%all my suggestions at once.

% ¢You heard her ‘say she is engaged to her cousin
Keith Hamilton,” she ssa.id.gi ‘He is in the Tyrol at
present, at ischl, I think, q;nd was to follow us here

" next week. Had I better send for him ?°

“¢You had better,” I replied ; and then she took

_"my hand between her two thin white palms, and
. looked at me 1most pltxfully.

«¢My dear, it is a bitter cup. Prav that it may
pass from me. She is my all,” and has done no harm
in this dear world. But His w111 be done.”.

“T hurried out. I could not speak. Oh, my dear,

 there are times when we feel our puny knowledge but

moci;s |s, when we are inclined to think. our pro-

fession worse than useless. So I felt then. I forgot -
all” about Ellen, but drove back, to the Hotel de

PEurope for Doctor Ridgway, of Bryanston Square,
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whose name I had accidentally seen in the visitors’
list that very day. “1 caught him leaving table-d’héte, -
and he came back with me at once. His opinion
coincided with mine—we could not give Mrs. Lawrence
any hope.” .
“What was it ?” I asked. : —
£ Ob, a common trouble enough ; but_one which
often baffles all the skill- we have,”*Poctor Glen
replied, "¢ and often it is sudden and fatal in its
results. After Doctor Ridgway left, 1 offered- to
watch a.llhnight, or part of the night, by the poor
o 4 " girl, and they both seemed gratefal. Then I remem-
: i ’ ) bered Ellen, and went back to the Quay to find, of °
‘ course, that she-had gone. 1 returned -to thejhotel,
wrote a hasty note, and despatched the boy with it. .
' { © I asked her to .come along -after breakfast next -
T ’ mdrhing, as 1 might require her. I knew she was a
R . good nurse, even in ‘her girlhood. Then I went up
“to Effie’s -room. It was a.lmosf, 'midnighf: before " 1
could persuade Mrs. Lawrence to go and lie down,
“and she. only consented” when I pointed out how
serious it would ‘be to have two patierts on my hands-
. instead of one. The child seemed pleased to have me
.. beside her. She liked -me to sit quite clpse to the
/ bed, and 1 could not- tell you amhe things she said.

-
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Her constant talk about Keith Hamilton was almost
more than I could bear ; the keenest pain of all was
- because I knew that the fragrance of an old dream
was not yet destroyed ; and that I was weak—weak
where I had prided ;myself on my strength. But she
guessed nothing of that inward and terrible struggle
as I listenéd to her constant babble about her happi-
ness, and her oft-expressed fear lest she should not,
‘be fit enough wife for such a good, noble, clever -man.
“e It is so good of hnn to stoop ‘to poor little me,’
she _sa.ld with child-like  humility. 7have always
loved him, but 1 never aspired to be his wife. Don’t
you think Keith Hamilton deseryes a lZetter wife ?°
. “<He could not possibly find another so good or
“half so sweet, I replied ; and truner words I never
. spoke. oo =
) «¢But he is so clever ‘and knows so much,” ‘she
- said WIStfully ¢ Perhaps some day he will be sadly
dlsa,ppomted in hi$ poor little wife. 1T hope I am not
qmte 80 ba,d as Dora in CQpperﬁe]d.” Do you think
Iam?’ ;
"« Hush, - ‘my darlmg ; Kelth Hamilton knows as.
well as I do that all 1ntellectual gifts pale before the
ra.dlance of a pure, unselﬁsh hea.rt like yours,’ I said ;

-and, benc_lmg over ~h&r‘, I klssed her twice, apd the - .
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last kiss was my farewell to a dream from which I -
knew in a moment of supteme bitterness that I had
never parted all these years. But it was over now.
Very early i in the morning the distressed and anxious
mother came to relieve me of my vigil. I went np
to her room and threw myself, dressed as I was, on
the bed, but sleep was impossible. Too many memo-
ries haunted me, and the ‘bitterness of a past time-
rose up before me with such vividness that I did not -
know how to bear it. I rose at length, and throwing
open -the window, allowed the sweet breath of the-
_ morning to cool my hot face, and the loveliness of
the new da.wn, before the heat and burden of the day

had robbed it of-its freshness, laid 'a hush wpon my - -

fevered spirit. Looking out tupon that placid lake, .
‘with the silver shadows of the morning twiiight still
on its breast, and the soft grey mists rolling back- -
ward from - the mbuntains_, to- prepare them for the
sun’s caress, I felt that nature has a message for us
in every mood, and will give - comfort. to- our - souls
" even in their Q%i‘e'mity_ if we only understand her
silent speech. I felt such a desire to be out of doors
tha.iz, though ‘it was. only half-past five, I put on my ,
hat and stole downstairs. A few sleepj*-eyéd- servants
were about, and the. porter undid -half. the door te
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let .me out, asking civilly what boat I wanted to
ca.tch snd if I+had had any breakfast. I -thanked -

“him and passed out to the porch. Al the flowers and
plants before the door were wet with dew and the air
had a cool, clean touch which most refreshed me.

“As1 ‘stepped across to- the roa.dv'ya_w.,', a cab rattled

.up to the gate, and & gentleman, in great "haste, :ﬁ.ung.

_himself out. Then all- the earth seemed to rock

‘beneath my feet, and the landscape swém'beforei my -

eyes; though I stood quite calmly before * Keith
Hamilton, and gave him good—mornin'g in a voice

cold as lce, as he has told me since.’ ~He lookgd even .

more stricken than 1. - ‘His first words were,—
e You here ! what d.Oes it all mean??
“1 sa.w that his strong brown hand trembled as

he thrast it in his pocket, for the necessary change,

-

and I would have turned away, but .his eyes chained -
me—those . frank, fea.rless eyes, which had never

]mown the droop of shame or the swerving of dis-
~hox;oqr, and I said to ‘myself, as I waited while he

.~ dismissed the man, that in-all my travels T had never"

met his eq"ual' that Keith Hamilton was my woman’s
. ideal of all a man should-be, even as he had been the
idol of my gu-hsh dream.

‘e Now, he sa.ld and he looked. me very stralahtlr
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in the face, and his glance warmed my starved heart,
for T saw its deep tendemefss, its anspeakable yearn-
ing, which dared not now find a voige. And a great
joy possessed my soul, becanse I saw that I was not
forgotten. -

“¢J have been wdtching by poor Effie La.wrence all
mght, I said, “and I wanted a breath of fresh air.
- I am glad you have come.’ ) J

¢ ¢ What is the matter with her?’ he asked, almost
roughly. ‘I saw her in London only ten days ago, -

and. she was then perfectly. well.’ )
"~ “¢She is not so now, I replied gravely ‘Yon
" may prepare yourself ; it is impossible she can
live.

“He regarded me sternly for a moment then a
great sob shook him, and he went his way without
vouchsafing me another look or word, and I stole
across to the deserted Quay, and. sat down on a seat
close to the water's edge, and pondered in niy heart
many, many thingé, both bitter and sweet. But in all
my thoughts was I most loyal to that sweet, innocent -
soul, so soon to pass from earthly ken, and I prayed,
if a miracle might yet be permitted here, that her
life might be saved. Yet knew I all the time that
no éarthly aid could avail. I had not watched these




A GENTLE LIFE. ce 28

silent night hours for nought ; and I knew the end
could not be very far away.

« At”eight o’clock, Ellen came down from _the
Chélet Loret, full of sympathy and anxious desire
to help; when she saw me, she appeared much
concerned. - , ’

% ¢Why, Elizabeth,’ she said, ‘I could not have
"believed that the loss of a few hours’ sleep would
have so changed you!’ .

“¢It is not that, Ellen,’ I answered. I found
in my poor patient one I knew once, associatéd with

the old life at Glenspeed,*and it has greatly upset me.

Oh, my dear, life is a great mystery ! I wish our eyes
were not always so holden that we could not see.’
“ Dr. Ridgway also came most kindly after break-

fast/ and all—all was done to prolong that sweet -

life, to save it to the love of those her love had
blessed. It was my strange experience, I who loved
Keith Hamilton as my own soul, to remain a watcher
in that room while he sat by Effie Lawrence’s bed,
she "looking upon him -as her lover, almost her

husband ; and so strangely are we constituted, and -

so abounding is the grace and mercy of qu, that
not only could I witness it without bitterness, but
I could pray incessantly with unceasing and intense

~
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-uplifting of heart that, it possible, she might yet

live, But it could not be! Her gentle race was
run. In her brief span of life she had known. no
sorrow and much joy. Hers was a pature the
breath of sorrow would have crushed ; and" though

- it seemed hard to all looking on that a life so

young and beautiful should thus untimely end,

perhaps it was well, for even to the sheltered and
the cared-for, sorrow, the heritage of all eartl’s

children, must sooner or later come. She died at

sunset in Keith Hamilton’s arms, and Tn my soul .
"I blessed him, because from him had gone forth no
. shadow to add a pang to her passing.

« About an hour before she died I was there
alone with her. Not always could the poor - mother
bear up, and when her grief obtained the mastery
she always left the room. Poor Effie had been, as
we thought, asleep. When her mother had left us
-alone she opened her eyes and looked at me with
& quiet, brave little smile. ’ ‘

“¢I am very ill and tired. Poor mamma cannot
bear it. Something has whispered to me I shall
not get well. It is just & little.hard, when I was
so happy; but perhaps, after all, it is better, in
case any one should have been_disappointe(}.’
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“]1 knew quite weﬁ’ what she meant, but 1 could
not answer her. I laid down Amy_cheek on her
pale hand, and I felt u\Ly soul cleave so to her that
I would fain have laid bare. before her the burden
which had lain upon it for years. I am glad now

I did not with my sorrow trouble her tender heart'

' “¢You are so good. Keith always “told me so;
but now I know it,’ she said, very qu1etly < Will

you come nearer to me. till I whisper something to’

you which nobody else must hear?’
“1 did so—so nQa.,r‘tha.t I almost held her to my
heart. - . ’
“¢It is just this: If, after I am gone, Keith
should be very lonely, and, reverencing you as he

does, should ask you to—to help him, will you

‘remember. that if will maké\'me happy in heaven,

‘ because, I know that, however happy you two

mlght be, I shall never bé forgotten ?°
“I could not speak ; but, somehow, she seemed
to understand, and I do think that there came to

her in that last hour a clearness of vision which |

revealed to her what was passing in the hearts of
others’; but I felt that she knew my stormy heart-
history just as well as if I had myself laid it bare

to her, and s0 we came very near to each, other,
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though we both loved Keith Hamilton with the one
love of a woman’s life.

% And so—and so—she died.”

“But that is not all, Elizabeth,” I said, very
softly, fearing to intrude upon what I shw was so

<

sacred to my friend. . -

“No, not all; but I cannot tell you any more
to-day. It will be my story and Keith Hamﬂton 8
next time, dear, when I am able.

“ Will you give me that, Elizabeth ? . .

“Yes; why not, when I have given so much ?
Some explanation must be fortflcoming, anyhow,
for the sudden retirement of Elizabeth Glen from
the practice of her profession,” she rephed and a
very faint smile dawned on her face, makmgﬂt—sm'*" ’

T mexpresmﬁy’i;vely that-I wondered I had never
before thought her really a beautiful woman.

And though both our hearts were full to over-
flowing, and thouo'h4I had heard for the first time
such great and wonderful “news, we parted’ without
speech, and I thouzght more of L‘ﬂie Lawrence tha.u
of Elizabeth as I went my way,
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Tisa complicated story,” said Elizabeth, ¢ but T
must begin at the very begmmng, which dates

from a time before you knew me—when I was a long, -
lank slip of a girl ‘at Glenspeed, and he was & Trinity’

boy coming home from lenalmond at Easter(and
.1 midsemmer and Christmas, full of boyish slang and
boyish sports, all of which I shared.”
. ¢ Slang, too, Elizabeth ? 7
“ Yes, every word, till Aant Grace and father had
to lecture me individually and collectively, and point
out the enormity of such an offence in the heiress of
Glenspeed. I did not mind the lecturing, and I don’
" believe it did a bit of good. It was a jolly, happy,

- never-to-be-torgotten ttmef If I live to be a hundréd .

' I shall cherish the memgry of it as the most precious
l\ of my life.”
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“Flisk is near to Glenspeed, isn’t it ?”
%71t is the mext place, and we knew all the short

" cuts. Keith was an only child, like me, and we were

quite inseparable. I used to write letters doleful and
sentimental, interspersed with a few facts about
puppies and calves and colts, until one of them, the
most doleful and sentimental I ever wrote, fell into
the hands of one of his chums, who read it to every
boy in. the form. I leave you to imagine what kind
of life poor Keith had after it, and there was ample

" excuse for the kind of epistle he launched upon my

devoted head. I've got it still, and I’'m going to show

more aggravating than usual.”
“What did he say ?” e
I don't think I dare tell you.”

“ Yes, do—1I shall understa.nd him ever so much
better.”

“ Well, he said, if I wrote one more like that to

"him he’d never look near Glenspeed again, and that

he’d take back Sllver, the setter puppy ‘he had given

it to him one Lf;,hese_darv& when—he happens to be .

me for my birthday, and make Donald, the Flisk -

fotester, put gates on all the footpaths, and lock them,
too, and more such stuff, which is' very amusing

reading now, though it-took away my appetite for two .
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whole days, and made me water i)/ogr/Silver’s gloséy.

head daily with my tears. I had it oat-with-himjand

made him beg my pardon, too, the very next time he

came home ; ‘but I wrote no more love-letters .to .
Glenalmond. -His father is one of the finest old ’\\
gentlemen you could.wish to see. You have often '
said my dear old father is your beax idéal of what a
gentleman and a father ought to be ; but you have . -
never seep/ Colonel Hamilton. He won the V.C. in
India, and though he is-such a grand, brave soldier, )
his heart is as simple as a child’s.” e 7
- % Is his mother alive also ?”

¢ She was then—Lady Marjorie, a daughter of the )
Earl of Mount Meldrum. I lo'ved"her,’ too, but I -
believe I adored the Colonel, and when the estrange-
ment came it néaily broke my heart.”

¢ Elizabeth, to think you had this in your heart ‘a.ll‘ .
these yearts, and I'never dreamed of it !” I could not
help saying.

“It- was no treason to.you, dear, to keep it hid.
The thing wWms over, and if I had allowed myself to
speak of it or brood over it, I should have been ‘un-
fitted for my work. I always meant to tell you some
day, and that day has come.”

-

“Only when it was inevitable,” I éaid, bound to

y - - . =

/.
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have my grumble out. « I don’t snppose you d‘

exactly wish me to hear of yom- lpve affairs from an
outsider.” - ’ o
“ Oh, don” t be so t.ouchy, dea,r, said ‘Elizabet;h
bnghtly, for she 'saw 1 was only teasing her. “Do
- you or do you not wish to hear the hlstory of Ehzabeth
Glen’s first and only love.affair ? " :
_“Go on,” I satd,glvmg my pencil a new p@int, and
smoothing the paper of my note-book—which I shall

for ever keep because.it bears. the record of Doctor;

~ Glen’ S romance.

g6 Well from Glenalmond Keith went to 0xford
and did well there. ~ His father would have liked him
to enter the army, but his tastes lay in the occu-

pations of a country gentleman. He was the best =

rider, the best-shot, and the best rod in the county,

arid he worshipped every stone that iay on the lands

“of Flisk, so when he attained his majonty he settled
down to look after the estate.” .

« How old were you then, Elizabeth 2”

“ Niﬂetegn, hé was one-and-twenty, and for a time
we were as great chums as ever.”

‘ And what led to the estrangement ? »

“ Why, this 'thing, nfy desire to be a doctor, and to
live a more useful and a fuller life than that of —”

K]
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« Keith Hamilton’s wife ?

" She nodded, and her face ﬂushed softly, and her
eyes shone. « It began when, Mary Rutherfor.l came
one summer to Glenspeed and announced her intention -

of becoming a medical missionary and .going in for
' Zenana work. Have you ever seen Mary ?

‘“ Why, yes ; that _ little bla,ck-eyed wefu') fx lced
creature, who_ always looked so intense and melan-
choly ; but she had a true, unselﬁshlheart.” .
__“That she had ; and\she has :doue, and is doing, a

great work. But, you see, her case was different from
- mine. She was an- orphan—only. tolera.ted in - the

house of the aunt who broughf her up. Papa had

-nobody ‘but me. But. we are -so headstrong in our-
youth ; we see nothing but what we wish to see, and -

1m(10'1ne we, are called of God to a great work, whereas

it’is only self pointing us to a conpgenial course.’

“ True, Elizabeth,” I murmured fervently,-as my

thonghtg went back to my own headstrong- youth.
“You never spoke truer words than these.”

- ¢ Mary came to Glenspeed that summer fired with
her new enthusiasm. I was young and. very impres-
sionable ; she soon convinced‘me I led a life of
luxurious and sinful ease, though I sometimes thought

-. I had a good deal to do. She brought;.-her medical -

T e Y S 4 s oo ity s B4 T

[N
;
11
iy
o
!




296';-' 4 . ) EL}ZABETH'GLEN.' M.B.
bOOkb w1th her, and we used to study them together.
Before she- left Glenspeed my mind was' ‘made - up. I
_was determmed to goin for a medical conrse, and to
follow Mary to India a.t the earliest po<s1b]e moment.
‘But how to break it to father and Amt Gra.ce' It
kept me awakeé for nights. "

“ We}l T did. a very foollsh thing. - I confided. my
secret ambltlon first to Kelth Hamllton )

“Were you engaged to him then ? .

“ No, we were simply chums, but I knew as well as
_.he did that to see us married was the secret and
most cherished desire of those who loved us best, and
till now 1 had rather looked upon it’as a settled thlng
that 1 should m Keith one day when father haf(
no further use for me. But there had never been a
word of love between us.” ’ "

“ Keith, then, very naturally objected,” I said, w1th
intense interest. ’ )

“1 shall always remember that day,” said Blizabeth
reflectively. It was October, a lovely, crisp after-
noon, when all thé fields were bare, and the ‘trees
_ hingin’ yellow,” as the song says. Keith and I had
been for a rlde up Glendarroch, and the wind of the
hills was 1n our ears as we-came down into the low
ground once more.”

O
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w Dld you nde together all over the country like
tha.t Elizabeth ? ”

. .
T« Why, yes ; we were sometimes out together six
. ) ,

days in seven, and Qn’the seventh we met at\church.

" Yes, we were.a good deal to each other, and after the

- breach it was not to be wondered at that life looked
rather desolate.”.

“I should think not indeed. Was he angr),‘

then ? ™

“ No. He listened to.all I had to s:ay, and there
was a kind of aggravating -smile on his mouth—he
has a handsome mouth, too, even when he looks his
sternest ; and when I had finished he laid his hand
on my bridle-rein, and looked at me rather keenly.

“¢It’s well you’vé told me all this, Liz,’ he said
calmly. ¢For, of course, it’s the beginning, middle,
and end of the whole thing.

“e What do you mean ?’ I asked rather “hotly, for
there was a calmly decisive air about him which put
up my temper. | ’

< Why, that it is out of the question altogether, of
course, that’s all,” he replied.
© ¢¢And why, pray ?’ I enquired. -

“¢ Well, to begin with, it’s all very well for people
~ like Miss Rutherford to go in for that sort of t@ng,’
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he said, and I imagined a note of contempt in his last
woards‘. ¢It’s out of the question for you.’ - ‘
. b th ? You make statements and you can give
no rea.éon for them,” I said hotly. ¢ And you need
not allude so contemptuously to Mary as “ that sort
of person” ; she is a great deal better than most
people, and she is capable of a great deal of sacrifice
which we could never hope to emulate.’

“ ¢ We don’t want to—at least, I don’t ; and I hope
to goodness, Liz, neither do you, said Keith grimly.
.¢Look here, dear >~—and his voice fell a little, and grew
very tender—¢you’re not go.ing to throw me . over
like this.- Evers'l_)o_dy knows we’re to be man and wife
some day.’

“<Then everybody knows too much,’ I ecried
rebelliously. ¢ And I’m not going to be disposed of
in any such fashion-to you or anybody else, Keith
- Hamilton. I can live my own life, thank Heaven,
independently of youw or of any other man.”.”

“ What - made you 'so mad, Elizabeth'?” I asked

~ «These words sonnd Karsh enough now; but if you
spoke them in the heat of passion they must have
Mr. Keith Hamilton.
I ne

been rather hard neari
«I was awfully angry, dear.
- feeling quite so angry before or since. You see, he
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_]ust took the wrono\wav with me. I had trusted him
" before anybody with a secret Wthh .was almost sacred
to me in those days, and to have one’s most cherished

" ambition pooh-poohéd is not very e;a.sy to bear. . And
all the time there- ~was a secret soreness because 1
knew I liked Kelth so ‘much that it would’ nearly

-~

.
e o s o I 0 T

break my heart-to leave him.”
“Well, what did he say next ?” )
“Just the very ‘thing, of course, which he ought . .
not to have said. He began somewhat in this fashion, :
and I imagined a certain lordly, patronisingair’in him
which made me wild. : ‘ o
« It would never do for you, Elizabeth, to go in for ‘
such advanced ideas. No woman who thinks any-

R [

thing of herself would or could go in for medieal
study. _Why, it takes a fellow all his time to get . -
hardened to it. @our father will never consent to it ; -
and to me it is iNtolerable to think of you subjected
to experiences which-will rob you.of that exquisite
‘womanliness which makes everybody love you.’
"“Exqmslte humbug, T said, for these were the
_very arguments Mary had prepared me to expect.
“If my womanliness is to be so easily damaged,
Keith Hamilton, it is a quality not worth possessing,
. and I'm very much obliged to you for your very

\ ) - ) . - o _ K
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poor opinion of a woman you have known all your
life. ’

“ He looked at me perplexedly, and I saw him bite
his lips. We had fallen out many times in our lives,

but these were the first hot words which had passed

between us since we, accounted ourselves grown up ;
and t’hey _bhurt us both a good deal more than we
would have cared to acknowledge. , Presently he
began again.

“¢Putting aside’ all these other conSIderatlons,

which I regard as serlous, though you scoff at them,
it’s an awfolly hard grind. I don’t believe you’d

‘ever get through, and if you do it’ll be at the expense

of your health. . )

“¢We'll see,” I said grimly. If there had been
lingering spark of lndeCISIOD in mv heart these words
dissolved it, and from that moment I was a person of
one idea—to obtain with the h]o'hest possible credit
that difficalt degree.

“ We rode on then in silence for a time, and I could .

see that Keith was very miserable, but I didn’t feel
a spark of pity for him. He had wounded ‘my pride
and my sasceptibilities too deeply, and I told myself.

‘he’d need to humble himself in the very dust before

I would forgive him.”

L4
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“ Why, Elizabeth, how vindictive! I had no idea
- you could chensh so much malice.”

“T was very young,” said” Elizabeth, with a faint,
sweet smile, “and if it’s{any satisfaction to you to
know it, I was quite_as mikerable as it was possible-
for him to be, thoagh I would rather have died than
admit it. So we rode on in silence till we came to the
. lych—gate at Glenspeed, genemlly our parting as-well -
as oar trysting-place. You remember the bridle-path /
that comes up through the birch wood, and past the
old burying ground ? Well, we rode up there in
silence, and our horses, by use and wont, stopped at
the gate” Then Keith looked at me quietly and
steadily, and I returned his look with equal steadiness,
though I don’t know how I managed to control
myself. ~

«¢] say, Liz, yon didn’t mean all that. You’re
not really contemplating such,a/ szstrous step.’

“¢You don’t choose your words very:h Y,

Py

replied coldly and evasively.

“¢] use the words  which express wha.t I feel. If
you persist in this folly of course it is disastrous. It
will put an end to everything that is worth thinking
about in this world.’ )

¢ Opinions differ,”. I said hghtlv ‘To me it
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seems but a beginning—the beginning of a new

ife full of usefulness and abw
“¢Then my msh—my, my happiness—is>of no .

account to you, Liz. What a fool you have made
of me!-I tho‘ﬁghf you cared for me as I have done
for you all the days of my life.

“A mist swam before my efes, but I took care
“he should not see it. I never uttered a word.

“¢You won’t give up this absurd idea then, and
1 suppose it is all over between us.

“¢T don’t know what you mean by “it,”* I said

calmly ; ‘I was not aware there was ever anything

between us except neighbourly kindness.’

“] saw him get a little white about,éhe lips ; but
I went on mercilessly, ‘You have taken too much
for granted, Keith, like the rest of your sex. Bat
there is one woman in the world to whom marriage
-is not the Ultima Thule of existence.””

¢« Oh, Eiiza.beth,. how could you? ” I exclaimed.

“I don’t know how I could, but I did. I told_
Margaret about it long after, when we were rat}?er*

espondent one day together in London, at the be-
ginning of my career, and she said, ¢ Sakes, lassie, the
de’il was in ye,” and I suppose he was. I felt wicked
enough anyhow to have said a great deal more.”

T e
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«I don’t know whether it is a relief or a disap-
pointment to learn that you are as unreasonable as
the rest of us, Elizabeth. I should think the poor
fellow felt pretty bad just then.” \

“He did. I can see him now, just as he looked
then. He lifted his cap, and after opening the lych-
gate for me, turned his horse’s head without another
word, though I called him-back to say—what do you
think ?* ' s

“ I couldn’t hazard a guess.” '

“ Well, I just-said quite sharply, ¢ May I ask you
not to mention this matter to my father? He does
not know yet, and I would wish him to give my

case an impartial hearing, which will be 1mp0881b1e'

29

‘if he first sees you.
- % What did he say ? ™ -
“ Not a word, but rode away ‘as 1f the wind pursued
_him, and the next thing I heard of h1m was that he
had gone to Egypt with a party from Oxford, though
he had formerly declined their invit
“Well, and how did you get on with your father ?”
“ It took’ me three months to wring a consent from
him, and then I was allowed to begin n;y studies only
- on the understanding that the idea of following Mary
to India should be given up at once and for ever.

Soot preswTToR AR q
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Mary consoled me by telling me I had a field among
the heathen at home. I must confess I began my
new career rather ha.lf-heartealy, and had Keith
come to me in a proper mood any time during the
first year, I might have ignominiously given in.
Would you believe it, I never saw Keith for twelve
whole months? though I was home three or four ‘
times, and he was always at Flisk when I happened
to’ be at Glenspeed.” s
«“ Did your father know of the estrangement, ? >
“He knew we had disagreed about the medical
career ; and when he told me he had hoped to see
Glenspeed and Flisk joined by a closer tie than mere
friendship, I just said flatly, ¢ Keith has never asked
me, and I'm not going to throw myself at any man’s
head.”” . ) '
“ That wasn’t tr‘ue, Elizabeth.” ,
“It was literally true, though I kmew, of course,
_that there was.nothing Keith Hamilton wanted so
much -in the world as to marry me. And I meant
-to marry him, too, when he had come to his senses.”
¢« Which he never did.” , .
«Not in time.' I got interested in my work, and
nothing would have moved me to give it up. I had
a pretty successful college career, as you know, and

—
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my father grew rather proud of my prowess. When
he got used to the idea, he saw nothing incongruous
in my setting up as a doctor, aud after I cured him
of a troublesome cough his confidence in me was
unbounded.”

“Pid you ever get a chauce to crow over Keith
about your success ?”

“] never did. 1 used to meet him occasionally
—but never alone, of course—and we met just like
acquaintances. Yes, I had a good many sore hearts
over it, but I stuck manfully to my work, and found
a panacea in that. But all the time I never forgot
him. I used to compare all the men I met with him,
and though I could have been married again and

again, I felt somehow that I belonged to him and

that all would come right one day, though hew I did

not know. Therefore you can.understand what a

shock it was to me to mect him in guch circumstances
last year at Lucerne.”

1 saw Elizabeth’s mouth tremble and her eyes grow
dim. .

“ But I can’t imagine, dear,” T said gently, “ what

kept you apart all these years. A How long have you
been in London?”? :
¢« More years than 1 care to count, as I told Keith
’ - - 20

.

.
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. only yesterday; for now I wish I was young and lovely

-

for his sake.”

I felt temrpted to say, as I looked at her.true face,
upon "which was writ large the sweetest and most
perfect womanhood, that her loveliness far surpassed
the charms of youth and mere girlish beauty ; but I
knew that Keith had told her so himself.

“ Can you tell me any more, Elizabeth, or are we

-to conple your Lucerne experience with what you have

~given us, and fill up-the gaps for ourselves ?”
“No, T'll tell )ou—there isn’t much to tell It

'wa’s a very commonplace meeting. after all, and there

was very little said to smooth away the silence of .
the years. 1 saw him at Lucerne the day they left,
taking poor Effie Lawrence back to Scotland to bury
her in familiar soil. He came up to the Chélet Loret
and made a call, agd just before he was going Ellen
went out of the room. Then Keith turned to me, and
his eyes read me through and through.

“«¢] want you to forgive me, Elizabeth, for what
I said. I was mad with my disappointment. Time

" has shown that you weré wiser than I; and I want

to thank you for what you did for poor Effie. I shall
never forget it.’

“I could not speak a word. Oh, how my heart
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went out to him! When I looked at the grey
hairs on his temples, and saw the grave lines aliou_t
his .month, I knew that I had cheated him of a
man’s best gifts ; and that the grey, desolate years
bhad set their seal upou him more cruelly than
-apon me. i

“c¢Are we friends then, dear?’ le asked, in the
same grave, gentle way. ‘Let us leave here the
barrier which has been so long between Flisk and
Glenspeed and be as-we were, for Effie’s sake.’

" «cIt is I who need forgiveness, Keith ; I alone,’
I said. ¢Don’t sa.y another word, I can’t bear it ;
I can’t indeed.’

“So he went away then, and I saw him no more
till last month—one sultry evening when I was
sitting dreaming in my own room, and counting the
hours till I should go to Glenspeed, which to me

‘meant a chance of seeing him. I no longer hid from
" myself that I was a miserable, empty-hearted woman

who had tried to feed herself with the husks of life,
and only found herself hungry still. I knew now—
ay, and bravely faced the meaning of the dull heart-
ache I had often experienced going about my work,
when I would get a sudden, sweet glimpse of home
happiness, and see what life can be to a womsn whom

< < e
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God ha.s blessed w1th the devotion"of a true husband

"and the love of llttle children. Yes, I sat alone with

\

my empty, empty hea.rt when he was shown in by'
Margaret, who cast upon me, ere she departed, a look
so distinctly significant and imploring that it has
made me laugh since many times. I did not say I
was surpri.\:ed to see him, because he had been so-
petrpetually in my thoughts thaf it seemed the most
natural thing in the world to see him standing before
me. C E

«¢T did not know you were in- London,” I said quite"
quietly.

“ I came only last night, he rephed ‘T had

something important to see after. My father has

been at Belgrave Square for the last six weeks.’

“¢Living alone ?’ I asked.

“¢No, my a.unt,. Mrs. Crawford Page, and her two
daughters are-there. They have occupied the house
this season ; my cousins were only presented this
year. Have you heard that there is to be a dis-" -
solation ?’ ) \

“¢What of?’ I asked vaguely ; a.nd he smlled ‘8
ghost -of ‘his old merry smile.

““¢Why, of Parliament, to be snre, and my father
wants me to stand for the county.’
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«¢Qh, do, I cried, all interest at once. ¢They

—wzat men like you in the House. I hope you’ll gu-

in and win.’ o .
“He turned to me with a sudden light-in his
eves. : “ :

&¢I will, Elizabeth, if you bid me,” he said quietly.
¢ I told my father what I came for. I kuow very well

" if I do go in T shall be the successful candidate, and

’m not going to exist six or eight months of the year -

in ¢lubs ; nor am I going to inhabit that big house in

Belgrave Square alone. 'What do you _yay, then ? -
“] could not. speak, dear ; I« knew the turning

point of my life had come. He did not seem to resent

_{my silence or to wonder-at it.’ He took a tar or two

across the room, and then came and stood in front
of me.

“¢]1 know that you have now a successful and
influential position here, Elizabeth,” he said quietly.

] have heard of you in a great many unexpected -

quarters. It is asking a great deal, that you shoul
give it up for such ordinary things as I can off

Only my love is.notd ordinary, Elizabeth'; my very
soul cleaves to you, as, I knew that bitter day at
Lucerne when we met face to face, and I realised

what 1 had done in asking another woman to fill

b ety At eeeng
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L4

vou should know the outs and ins of tha{ episode now.

' the place you and you alone could hil} It is right
Before my mother died she asked me to marry Effie
Lawrence, whom she loved as her own daughter. I
. gave my promise, and I would have done my utmost
to make her happy had she livedx. But it was an
awful mistake ; I knew it that day when I saw you
on the steps of the Schweizerhof. Nelther of us is |
young, Elizabeth, but we have still a goodly portion
of life before us. If you can care for me, for God’s
sake don’t-let anvthing. come- between us this tinde.
" You are a lonely woman here. Flisk is empty with-
out a woman’s presence, and T love you ss my own
soul.’
“I could not answer h1m in a moment and I saw
the - qmcL shadow of . dlsappomtment ga.ther in his.
" eyes. .
«¢Jg it too much to ask? he be«ran, breaking the .
painful silence. ¢It is all very well just now—when

yon are ablé to enjoy vour work, and feel no need of
ipgClse. But another day will cox‘tf(‘e, Elizabeth.
§ that which makes me bold. Weigh it ail well
before you send me away.’

¢ Still . I could not speak.

«¢J don’t even ask you to give up your profession -

¢ - ot
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~ pow. I would leave you perfectly. free, Elizabeth.

Couldn’t you.trust me as far as that?’
“¢Trust you!’ I said, and I felt my face glow as 1

. turned it to him. ¢I’d trust you, Keith, to the end -

" of the world, and after it, without a word. ~ And if
you are willing to take m(;\n'ow that’ my youth'is
gone, I’ll give up everything for you—and be glad
to. do it’—and I am,” said Eliza;f)eth, looking at me
without blush or shame. ¢ For. he’s an honest, big-
~ hearted fellow—and a good man—who makes the
‘moral a,tmospbere pure wherever he O'oes-a.nd then,

you see,” and she "blushed as - she spoke, “1 have "

loved him all my Llfe ”” .
“ So you are going to settle down- 1nto a member’s

. wife? Your wext ambition will be a political salon _

—exit Doctor Glen, enter Mrs. Keith- Hamilton,
of -Flisk - Lastle, N.B,y and Belgrave Square, S.W.
Well, ‘well ; life is full of surprises.”

‘Suddenly Elizabeth looked at me with a great
wistfulness, and put a qnéstion so woman-like that
my tears rose. .

“Tell me truly, dear—you love me, I know,
but it is not that sort of love which is blind ; am
I very faded? . Do I look my thirty odd years?
Yes, I'm as foolish as a school-girl over her first

JRECSER O
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lover. 1 want to be young and lovely for his
sake.” -
Then I tried to tell her how beautiful she was,
and how time, unrelenting to most, seemed to have
N fo\rgotten her in his flight. A béautiful, gracious,
‘queenly woman is our Elizabeth, still rétaining
that indescribable charm which is the heritage: of
youth.
And when my hnsband ;pd I left the house in
Belgrave Square, on the evening of Mrs. Keith
Hamilton’s presentation day, whither we had gone°
to admire her in all her braverv, I said to him, -
“ Elizabeth among “all her potions has not forgotten
. -to mix ‘the elizir of perpetual youth. So Doctor
Glen, beloved of many, is no more, but we, though
walking in humbler by-ways, still keep our friend, -
-and .we have made another. And when we go to
Flisk, and T see w‘haLt Elizabeth is to her husband’s
people, and how perfect "is her happiness, and that
of the good, noble man she has married, I have but
* & passing regret for that cosy consulting-room in
Rayburn Place. And I often point to her proudly
as a living expouent of my fondly-cherished theory,
- -that the woman whose intellect has been fully de-
. veloped and those heart beats warm, and sweet,
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and true to her sex, by bringing all her powers-of
head and heart to bear upon her surroundings
achieves the highest possible results, and more
"npearly than any can make ghe perfect home an
accomplished fact.

\ - THE END. . .
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