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CHAPTER IX.

Rumsey began the severe routice of h's
daily work. He was particularly busy tbat
day, and had many anxious cases to con-
sider ; it was also one of hishospital morn-
ings, and his hospital cates were, he con-
sidered, s »me of the most important in his
practice. Nevertheless Mrs. Everitt's face
and Ler words of excitement kept flashing
again and again before his memory.

‘There is a possibility of that woman
losing her senses if her mind is not diverted
into another channel, and soon too,” he
thought to himself. ‘If she allows Ler
thoughts to dwell mu:h longer on tris fixed

”eu, she will see her son’s murderer in the

face of each man and woman with whom
she comes in contact. Still there is some-
thing queer in herstory—the young woman
whom she addressed on Salisbury Plain
was evidently the victim of nervous terror
to a remarkable extent—can it be possible
that she is concealing something P’

Rumsey thought for a moment over his
last idea. Then he dismissed it from his
mind.

‘No,” he raid to himelf, ‘a village girl
could not stand cross-examination without
betraying herself. I shall get as fanciful as

rs. Everett if I dwell any longer upon
this problem. After all there is no problem
to consider. Why not accept the obvious
fact ? Poor Everett killed his friend in a
moment of strong irritation—it was a very
plain case of manslaughter.’

At the appointed hour Margaret A wdrey
appeared on the sc>re. She was immediate-
ly admitted into Dr. Rumsey’s presence.
He asked Le: to seat herseif, and tock a
chair facing her. It was Margarct’s way to
be always very direct. She was direct now,
knowing that her auditor’s time was of ex-
treme value.

‘I bave not troubled you about my hus-
bend for some years,’ th2 began.

*You have not,” he replied.

‘Do you remember what I last told you
about him !

‘Perfectly. Bu' excuse me one moment,
to satisly you I will look up his case in my
casebook. Do you remember thie year
when you last spoke to me about him?’

Mar?:ret instantly named the date, not
only of year, but of month. Dr. Rumsey
»zuickly looked up the case. He laid his

nger on the open page in which he had
entered all particulars, ran his eyes rapidly
over the notes he had made at the time,
and then turned to Mrs. Awdrey.

‘I find as I expected that I have for-
gotten nothing,’ he said. ‘I was right in
my conjactures, was I not ? Yourhusband’s
symptoms were due to nervous distress ?

‘I wish I could say so,’ replied Margaret.

Dr. Rumsey slightly raised his brows.

‘Are there fresh symptom P’ he a‘ked.

‘He is not well. T must tell you exactly
bow he is affected.’

The doctor bent forward to listen. Mar-
garet began her story.

‘Since the date of our marriage there
bas bzen a very gradual, but also a marked
detorioration in my husband’s character,’
she said. ‘But until lately he bas been in
possession of excellent physical health,
his appetite bas been good, ke bas been in-
clined for exercise, and has elept well.
In short, his bodily health has been with-
out a flaw. Accompanying this state ot
physical well-being there bas been a very
remarkable mental torpor.’

‘Are you ot fanciful on 1hatpoint
asked Dr. Rumsey.

‘I am not. Please remember that I have
known him since he was a boy. As a boy
he was particularly ambitious, full of all
sorts of schemes for the future—many of
these schemes were really daring and ori-
ginal. He did well at school, and better
than well at Balliol. Wh:n we became
engaged bis strong sense of ambition was
quite one of the most remarkable traits of
his character. He always spoke ot doing
much with his life. The idea wes that as
soon as possible he was to enter the House,
and he earnestly hoped that when that
happy event took placa hs would make his
mark there. One by one all thess thoughts
all these hopes and aims, have dropped
away trom his mind ; each year has rogg:d
him of something, until at last he has come
to that pass when even books fail to arouse
any interest in him. He sits for many
hours sbsolutely doing nothing, not even
sleeping, but gazing straight before him
into vacancy. Our little son is almost the
only person who has any power to rouss
him. He is devoted to the child, but bhis
love even for little Arthur is tempered by
that remarkable torpor—he never plays
with the boy, who is a particularly strong-
willed, spirited child, but likes to sit with
him on his knee, |the child’s arms clasped
round his neck. He his trained the little
fellow to sit perfectly still. The child is
devoted to his father, and would do any-
thing for him. As the years have gone on,
my husband has become more and more a
man of few words—I now believe him to be
4 man o’(ﬂw thoughts—of late he bas been
subjzct to moods of deep depression, and
although he is my husband, I often feel,
traly as I love him, that he is more like a
log than a man.’

Tears dimmed Margaret’s eyes; she
hastily wiped them away.

‘I would not trouble you about all tbis,’
she continued, ‘but for a ch. which has
taken place within the last few months.
That change directly affects my husband’s
physical health, and as such is the case I
feel it right to consult you about it.’

‘Yes, speak—take you own time—I am
:much interested,’ said the doctor.

‘Tae ¢ e in my husband’s health
of body has also begun gradually,’ continu-
ed Mrs. Awdrey. ‘You know, of course,
that he isnow the owner of Grandcourt.
He has taken a great dislike to ths place—
4n my opinion, an unaccountable dislike.
He absolutely refuses to live there. Now
I am fond of Grandcourt, and our little
boy always seems in bet'er health and
spirits there than anywhere else. I take
my child down to the old family place
whenever 1 can spare a week from my
busband. Last autumn I persuaded Mr.

Awdrey with great difficulty to accompany
me to Grandcourt for a week. I have
never ceased to regret that visit.’

‘Indeed, what occurred? asked the
doctor.

‘Apparently nothing, and yet evidently
a great deal. hen we got into the
country Rotert’s apathy seeme 1to change ;
he roused himseit and became talkative
and even excitable. He took long walks,
and was particularly fond of viciting Salis-
bury Plain, that part which lies to the left
of the Court. He invariably took thzase
rambles alone, and o ten went out quite
late in the evening, not returning until
midnight.

‘On the last of these occasions I asked
him why he was so fond of wslkini by him-
self. He said with a forced laugh, and a
very queer look in his eyes, that he was
engaged trying to find a favourite walking
stick which he had lost years ago. He
laid such stress upon what appeared such a
trivial subject that I could scarcely refrain
from smiling. When I did so he swore a
terrific oath, and said, with blazing eyes,
that lifs or death depended upon the mat-
ter which I thought so trivial. Immediate-
ly af:er his brief blaze of passion he became
moody, dull, and more inert than ever.
The next day we left the Court. It was
immediately after that visit that bis physical
health b2gan to give way. He lost his
appetite, and for the last few months he
bas been the victim of a very peculiar form
of sleep'essness.’

‘Ah, insomnia would be bed in a case
like his,’ said Dr. Rumsey.

‘It has had a very irritating effect upon
him. His sleeplessuess, like all other
symptoms, came on gradually. At the
eame time he became int:nsely tensitive
to the slightest noise. Against my will he
tricd making small dojes of chloral, but
they bad the reverse of a beneficial effect
upon him. Daring the last month he has
towarcs morning dropped off into uneasy
slumber, from which ie awakens bathed in
perspiration and in a most curious state of
terror. Night after night the same sort of
thing occurs. He seizés my hand and
asks me in a voic3 choking with emotion if
I s2e anything in the room ‘Nothing,’ I
answer.

¢ ‘Am I awake or asleep ?’ he asks next.

‘ ‘Wide awake,’ I say to him.

*Then it is as I fear,” he replies. ‘I sce
it, I see it distinctly. Can’t you? Look,
you must see it too. It is just over there,
1n the direction of the window. Don’t you
see that sphere of perfect light? Don't
you see the picture in the middle? He
shivers ; the drops of perspiration fall from
his forebead.

‘Margaret,’ he says, ‘for God’s sake look
Tell me that you see it too.’

‘I see nothing,’ 1 arswer bim.

‘Then the vision is for me alone. It
haunts me. What bave I done to deserve
it? Margaret, there is a circle ot light
over there—in the centre a picture—it is
the picture of & murder. Two men are in
it—yes, I know now—I am lookiog at the
Plain near the Court—the moon is hidden
bzhind the clouds—there are two men—
they fight. G.d in Heiven, one man
falls—the other bends over him. I see the
face of the fallen man, butI cinnot see
the face ot the other. I should rest con-
tent if I could only see his tacc. Who is
he, Margaret, who is he ?’

‘He falls back on his pillow balf fainting.

This sort of thing goes on night after
night, Ds. Rumsey. Towards moraing the
vision which tortures my unhappy bnsband
begins to fade, he sinks into heavy slumber
and awakens late in the morning with no
memory whatever of the horrible thing
which bhas haunt:d him during the hours of
darkness.

‘The days which follow are more full
than ever of that terrible inertia, and now
be begmns to look what he really is, a8 man
striken with an awful deom.’

‘The symptoms you speak of are certain-
ly alarming,” said Dr. Rumaeﬁ, after a
pause. “I'hey point to a highly unsatis-
factory state of the nerve centres. Thase
symptoms, joined to what you have already
told me of the peculiar malady which
Awdrey inherits, make his case a grave
one. Of course, I by no means give up
hope, but the recurrence of this vision
nightly is a singular symptom. Does
Awdrey invariably speak of not being able
to see the face of the man who committed
the murder ?’

‘Yes, he always makes a remark to that
effect. He seems every might to tea the
murdered man lying oa the ground with
his fice upward, but the man wko commits
the murder bas his back to him. Last
night he shrieked out in absolute terror on
the subject.

‘Who is the man? That man on the

round is Horace Frere—he has been hewn
gown in the first strength of his youth—he
is a dead man. There stands the murder-
er, with his back to me, but who is he ?
Oh, my God!" he cried with great passion.
‘who 18 the one who bas done this de:d?
Who has murdered Horace Frere? I
would give all I possess, all that this wide
world contains, only to catch one glimpse
of his face.’

‘He sprang out of bed as he spoke, and
went a step or two in the direction where
he saw the peculiar vision, clasping bis
hands. and staring straight befors him like
a perdon distraught, and almost out ot his
mind. I followed him and tried to take
his hand.

“‘Robert ! I said, ‘you know, don’t you,

uite well, who murdered Horace Frere?
?‘oor fellow, it was not mucder in the or-
dinary sense. Frank Everett is the name of
the man whose face you cannot see. But it
is an old story now, and you have nothing
to do with it, nothing whatever—don’t let
it dwell any longer on your mind.”

¢ ‘Ha, but he carries my stick,’he shriek-
ed out, and then he fell back in a state of
unconsciousness against the bed.’

‘And do you mean to tell me that he
remembered nothing of tiis agony in the
moruing P’ queried Dr. Rumsey.

‘Nothing whatever. At breakfast he
complained of a slight headache and was

plrticullrl{edull and moody. When I came
off to you be had jast started for a walk in
the Park with our little boy.’

‘should like to see your husband, and to
talk to him,’ said Dr. Rumsey, rising ab-
ruptly. ‘Can you manage, to briog him
here?'

‘I fear I cannot, for he does not consider
himself ill.

‘Shall you be at home this evening ?’

‘Yes, we are not going out tonight.’

‘Then I’ll drop in between eight and
nine on a friendly visit. You must not be
alarmed if I try to lead up to the subj:ct
of these nightiy visions, for I would in-
finitely rather your husband remembered
them than that they should quite slip from
his memory.’

‘Thank you,’ answered Margaret. ‘I will
le_a;e you alone with him when you call to
night.’

‘It may be best for me to see him with-
out anyone else being present.’

Margaret Awdrey soon afterwards took
her leave.

That n'ght, trus to his appointment, Dr.
Rumsey made his appsarance at the Aw-
dreys’ house in Saymour street. He was
shown at once into the drawing room,
where Awdrey was lying back in a deep
chiir on one side of the hearth, and Mar-
garet was soltly playing a Sonata of Bee-
thoven’s in the distance. She played with
great feeling and power, and not use any
notes. The part of the room where she
sat was almost in shadow, but the part
round the fire where Awdrey had placed
himself was full of bright light.

Margaret’s dark eyes looked full of pain®
ful thought when the great doctor was
ushered into the room. He Gid not see
him at first, then sha noticed him and fal-
tered in her playing. Shs took her fin-
gers from the piano, and rose to meet him.

“Pray go on, Margaret. What are you
stopping for ?” cried her husband. ‘Noth-
ing soothes me like your music. Go on,
goon. Isee the moonlight on the trees,
I feel the infinite peacc, the waves are
beating on the shore, there is rest.” He
broke off abruptly, starting to his teet. ‘I
beg your pardon. Dr. Rumsey, Iassure
you I did not see you until this moment.’

‘I happened to have half-an-hour at my
disposal, and thought I would drop in for a
chat,’ said Dr. Rumsey in s pleasant
voice.

Awdrey’s somewht fretful brow relaxed.

‘You are heartily welcome,” he said.
‘Have you dined? Will you take any-
thing P’

‘I have dined, and I only want one
thing,’ said Dr. Rumsey.

‘Pray pam3 it: I'll ring for it immedi-
ately.’

You need not do that, for the person to
give it to me is already in the room.’
¢ 'Il“he doctor boied to Margaret as he
spoke.

‘I love the Moonlight Sonata beyon1 all
other muic,’ he said. ‘Will you continue
playing it, Mrs. Awdrey ? Will you rest a
tired physician as well as your husband
with your musi: P’

‘With sll the pleasure in the world,’ she
replied. She turned at once to her shady
corner, and the soothing effects of the
sonata once wore filled the room. For a
short time Awdrey sat upright, forced into
at'ention of others by the fact of Dr.
Rumsey’s presence, but he soon relaxed
the slight effort after self-contiol, and lay
back in his cbair once again with his eyes
half shut.

Rumsey listened to the music and
watched his strange patient at the same
time.

Margaret suddenly stoppzd, almost s
if she bad had a signal. Sne walked up the
room, and stood in the bright circle ot light.
She looked very lovely, and almost spiritual
—her face wa3 pale—h¢r eyes luninous as
if lit from within—her pathetic and per’ect
lips were slightly apart. Rumsey tﬁought
ber somzathing like an vngel who was about
to utt r a benediction.

‘I am going up now to see little Arthur,’
she said. She glanced at her husband, and
left the room.

Rumsey had rot failed to observe that
Awdrey did nat even glance at his wife
when she stood on the hearth. There was a
full moment’s pause after she left the room.
Awdrey’s eyes were half closed, they were
turned in the direction of the bright blaze.
Rumsey looked at him.

‘Strange case, strang2 man,’ he mutter-
ed under his breath. *There is something
for me to unravel here. The man who 1s
insenate enough not to see the beauty in
tbat woman’s face, not to revel in the love
she bestows on him—he isa log, not a man
—and yet——’

‘Are you well ?’ cried the doctor abrupt-
ly. He spoke on purpose with great dis-
tinctness and his words had something ,the
effect of a pistol shot.

Awlrey sat bolt upright and stared full
at him.

‘Why do you ask me that question ?* he
replied, irritation in his tone.

‘Because I wish to question you with re-
gard to your health,” said Dr. Rumsey.
*Whether you feel it or not you are by no
means well.’

*‘Indeed ! What do I look like ?’

‘Like a man who sees more than he
ought,’replied the doctor with delibera-
tion. ‘But before we come to that may I
ask you a question ?’

Awdrey looked disturbed—he got up
aud stood with his back to the fire.

*Ask what you please,’ he said, rubbing
up his hair as he spoke. ‘As thereis a
heaven above, Dr. Rumsey, you see a
wretched man before you to-night.’

‘My dear fellow, what strong words!
Sarely, you of all people——"’

Awdrey interrupted with a hollow laugh.

‘Ab,’ he said, ‘it looks like it, coes it
not? Inany circle, amongst any con-
courae of people, I should be pointed out
as the fortunate man. I have money—I
have a very good and beautitul wife—I am
the father of as fine a boy as the heart of
man could desire. I belong to one of the
old and established families of our country,
and I also, I suppose, may claim the ines
timable privilege of youth, for I am
only twenty-six years of—neyertheless—’
He shuddered, looked down the long room,
and then closed his eyes.

‘I am glad I came here.’said Dr. Rum-
sey. ‘Believe me, my dear sir, the symp-
toms you have just described are by no
means uncommon in the cases of sin ly
fortunate individuals like yourself. The
fact is, you have got too much. You want
to empty yourselt of some of your abund-
ance in order that contentment and health
of mind may flow in.’

Awd ey stared at the doctor with lack-

lustre eyes. Then he shook his head.
‘T am past all that,’ hesaid. ‘I might at
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the first have managed to make a super-
human effort; but now I have no energy
for anything. I have not even energy suf-
ficient to take away my own life, which 18
the only thing on all God’s earth that I
crave to do.’

‘Come, come, Awdrey, you must not al-
low yourself to speak like that. Now sit
down. Tell me, it you poissibly can, ex-
actly what you feel,’

‘Why should I tell you? Iam not your
patient.’

‘But I want you to be.

‘Is that why you came here this even-
ing ?’

Dr. Rumsey paused before he replied;
he had not expected this question.

‘I will answer ycu frankly,’ he said, with
a pause. ‘Your wife cam: to see about
you. She did not wish me to men'ion the
fact of her visit, but 1 bzlieve I am wise in
keeping nothiag back from you. You love
your wife, don't you?’

‘1 suppose 1 do; that isif I love any-

body.’

‘(gf ccurse, you love her. Don’t scn'i-
mentalize over a fact. She came to sece
me because her love for you is over-abund-
ant. It makes her anxious; you have
her, Awdrey,a great deal of anxiety lately.

‘I cannot imagine how. I have done
rothing.’

‘That is just it. You have done too
little. She 1s natural'y terribly anxious.
She told me one or two things about your
state which I do not consider quite satis-
factory. I eaid it would b3 necessary for
me to have an interview with you, and
asked her to beg of you to call at my house.
She said you did not consider yourself ill,
and might not be willing to come to me.
I then resolved to come to you, and here I
am.’

‘It is good of you, Rumeey, but you cen
do nothing; I am not really ill. 1t is
simply that something—I bave not the
taintest idea what—has killed my soul. I
believe, before heaven, that I have stated
the case in a nutshell. You may be, and
doubtless are, a great doctor, but you
have not come across living men with dead
souls before.’

‘I bavenot Awdrey; nor is your soul
dead. You state an impossibility.’

Awdrey started excitedly. His face,
which bad been deadly pale, now blazed
with animation and celor.

‘Learned as you are,” he cried, ‘you
will gain some fresh and valuable experi-
ence trom me tonight. Iam the strangest
patient you ever attempted to cure. You
have roused me, and it is good to be
roused. Perhaps my soul is not dead after
all—perhaps it is struggling witha demon
which crushes it down.’

CHAPTER XII.

Dr. Rumsey did not reply to this for a
moment, then he spoke quietly.

‘Tell me everythihg,’ he said. ‘Nothing
you can say will startle me, but it there 1s
any possibility of my helping you I must
know tha case as far as you can give it me.’

‘I bave butlittle fo say,’replied Awdrey.
‘T am paralysed day after day simply by
want of feeling. Iven a sense of pain, of
irritation, is a relief—the deadness of my
life is 8o overpowering. Do you know the
history of my house ?’

‘Your wife has told me. Itisa quzer
story.’

‘Itis a damnable story,’ said Awdrey.
‘Was such a fate hanging over me, why
was I born? Why did my father marry?
Why did my mother bring a man-child
into the world ? Men with dooms like mine
ought never to have descendants. I curse
the thought that I have a child myself. It
is all cruel, monstrous.’

‘But the thing you fear bas not fallen
upon you,’ said Dr. Rumsey.

‘Has it not? I believe it has.’

‘How can you possibly imagine what is
not the case

‘Dr. Rumsey,’ said Awdrey, advancing a
step or two to meet him, ‘I don’t imagine
what I know. Look atme. Iam six-and-
twenty. Do I look that age?’

‘I must contess that you look older than
your years.’

‘Aye, I should think so. S:e my hair
already mingled with grey. Feel the nerve-
less hand. Is this the hand of the English

outh of six and twenty—look at my eyes—
Zow dull they are—are they the eyes of a
man in his prime? No, no, I am going
down to the grave as the other men ot my
house bave gone, simply because I cannot
help it. Like those who have gone before
me I slip, and slip, and cannot get a grip
of life anywhere, and so I go out, or go
over the reciPice into God knows what—
anyhow 1 go.

‘Poor fellow, he is far worse than 1 had
any idea of,’ thought the doctor. He took
his patient’s hand, and led him to a seat.

*You are quite ill enough to see a doc-

tor,’ be said, ‘and ought to have bad advice
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long ago. I mean to take vou up, Aw-
drey. From this moment you must con-
sider yourselt my patient.’

If you can do anything for me I shall be
glad—that is, no, I shell not be glad, for I
am incapable of the sensation, but 1 am
aware it is tha right thing to put myself
into your hands. What do you advise ¥’

‘I cannot tell you until I know more.
My present impression is that you are
simply the victim of nerve terrors. You
have dwelt upon the doom c¢f your house
for so long a time that you are now fully
convinced that you are one of the victims.
But you must please remember that special
feature of the tragedy, for tragedy it is,
has not occurred in your case, for you
have never forgotten anything of consequ-
erca.

‘Oaly one thing—it sounds stupid even
to speak ot it, but it worries me inconceiv-
ably. There was a murder committed on
Salisbury Plain the night before I got en-
gaged to Margaret. On that night I lost
a walking stick which I was particularly
tond of.’

‘Your wife mentioned to me that you
were troubled on that point,’ broke in Dr
Rumsey. ‘Pray dismiss it at once and for
ever from your mind. The fact of your
having forgotten such s trifle is not of the
slightest consequence.’

‘Do you think so ? The fret about it bas
tastened itself very deeply into my mind.’

‘Well, don’t think of it again—the next
time it occurs to torment you, just remem-
ber that I who have made brain troubles
like yours my special study, think nothing
at all about it.’

‘Thank you, I'll try to remember.’

‘Do so. Now, I wish to talk to you
about another matter. Yousleep badly.’

‘Do 1?” Awdrey raised his brows. ‘I
cannot recall that fact.’

‘Nevertheless you do. Your wife speaks
of it. Nowin your state of bealth it is
most essential that you should have good
nights.’

‘I always feel an added sense of depres-
sion when I am going to b2d,’ said Awdrey
‘but I am unconscious that I have bad
nights—what can Margaret mean ?’

‘I trust that your wife’s natural nervous-
ness with regard to you makes her inclined
to exaggerate your symptoms, but I may
as well say frankly that some of the things
she bas mentioned as occurring night after
night, have given me uneasiness. Now I
should like to be with you during one of
your bad nights.’

*“What do you mean ?’

‘Come home with me to-night, my good
fellow,” said tke doctor, laying his hand
on Awdrey’s shoulder—‘we will pass this
night together. What do you say ?’

*Your request surprises me very much,
but it would be a relief—I will go,’ said
Awdrey.

He turned and rang the bell as he spoke
—a servant appeared, who was sent with a
message to Mrs. Awdrey. She came to
the drawing-room in a tew minutes. Her
‘ace of animation, wakefulness of soul and
feeling, made a strong contrast to Awdrey’s
haggard, lifeless expression.

He went up to his wife and put his hand
on her shou'der.

‘You have been telling tales of me,
Maggie,’ he said. *You complain of some-
thing I know nothing about—my bad
nights.’

‘They are very bad, Robert, very ter-
rible,” she repled.

‘I cannot recall a single thing about
them.’

‘I wish you could remember,’ she said.

‘I have made a suggestion to your hus-
band,’ interrupted Dr. Rumsey, ‘which I
am happy to say he approves of. He re-
turns with me to my house tonight. I will
promise to look after him. If he does hap-
pen to have a bad night I shall be witness
toit. Now pray go to bed Youraelf and
enjoy the rest you sorely need.

Margaret tried to smile in reply, but
her eyes filled with tears. Rumsey saw
them, but Awdrey took no notice—he was
staring straight into vacancy, after his
habitual fashion.

A moment later he and Rumsey left the
house together. Ten minutes afterwards
Rumsey opened his own door with a latch-
key.

y[t is late,” he said to his guest. He
lanced at the clock as he spoke. ‘At this
our I always indulge in supper—it is wait-

ing tor me now. Will you come and have
a glass of port with me

Awdray murmured something in reply—
the two men went into the dining-room,
where Rumsey, without apparently mlkinﬁ
any fuss, saw that his guest ate and dran
heartily. During the meal the doctor talk-
ed, and Awdrey replied in monosyllables
—sometimes, indeed, not replying at all.
Dr. Rumsey took no notice of this. When
the meal, which really only took a few
minutes, was over, he rose.

‘I am going to take you to your bed-
room now,’ he said.

‘Thanks,’answered Awdrey. ‘The whole
thing seems extraordinary,” be added. ‘I
cannot make out why I am to sleep in your
house.’

‘You slcep here as my patient. 1 am
going to sit up with you,’

‘You! I cannot allo~, it Doector !

‘Net o word, my dear sir. Pray don't
overwhelm me with thanks. Your case i
one of great interest to me. I shall cer-
tainly not regret the tew hours I steal from
sleep to watch 1t.’

Awdrey made a dull reply. The two
men went uvp:tairs. Rumsey had already
given order, and a bedroom had been
prepared. A bright fire burned in the grate,
and electric light made the room cheerful
as day. The bed was placed in an alcove
by itself. In tront of the firs was draw u
a deep, easy chair, a small table, a read-
ing-lamp ready to be lighted, and scveral
books.

‘For me?' said Awdrey, glancing at
these. ‘Excuse me, Dr. Rumsey, but 1 do
not apprecia'e books. Cf late months I
have had a difficulty in centering my
thoughbts on what I read. Even the most
exciting story fails to arouse my attention.’

‘These books are for me,’ said the doe-
tor. ‘You are to go straight to bed. You
will ind everything you require tor the
night in that part of the room. Pray un-
dress as quickly as possible—1I shall return
at the end of a quarter of an hour.’

‘Will you give me a sleeping draught? I
generally take chloral.’

‘My cear sir, I will give you nothing.
It is my impression you will bave a gocd
night without having recourse to sedatives.
Get into bed now—you look sleepy al-
ready.’

The doctor left the room. When Le
came back at the end of the alloted time.
Awdrey was in bed—he was lying on his
back with his eyes already closed. His
face looked very cadaverous and ghastly
pale ; but for the gentle breathing which
came from his partly opened Yips he might
almost have bee. a dead man.

‘Six-and-tweaty,’” mattered the doctor,
as Le glanced at bim, ‘six-and-forty, six-
and fitty rather. TLisis a very queer case.
There 18 something at the root of it. I
can no longer make light of Mrs. Awdrey’s
fears—something is killing that man icch
by inch. He has described his own con-
dition very accurately. He is slipping out
of life because he has not got grip enough
to hold it. Nevertheless, at the present
moment, no child could sleep more tran-
quilly.’

The doctor turned off the electric light,
and returned to bis own bright part of the
room. The bed in which Awdrey lay was
row 1n complete shadow. Dr. Rumsey
opened a medical treatise, but he «id not
read. On the contrary, the book lay um-
noticed on his knze, while he himself stared
into the blaze of the fire—his brows were
contracted in anxious thought. He was
thi: king of the sle2per and his story—ot
the tragedy which all this meant to Mar-
garet.Then, by a queer chain ot cornection,
his mewory reverted to Mrs. Everett—h-r
passsionats life ques —her determination
to contider her son innocent. The queer
scene she had descripzd as taking place be-
tween Hetty and hersalf returne(f vividly
once more to the doctor’s retentive
memory.

‘Is it possible that Awdrey can in any
way be connected with that tragedy ?’ he
thought. “It looksalmost like it. Accord ng
to his own wife's showing. the strange
symptoms which bave brought him to his
present pass began about the date of
that somewhat mysterious murder. I
have thought it best to makelight of that
lapse of memory which worries the poor
tellow so much 10 connection with his walk-
ing stick, but is there not something in 1t
after all? Can he possibly have witnessed
the murder? Would it be possible for him
to throw any ligtt upon 1t and save Everett ?
It I really thought so? But no, the hypo-
thesis is too wild.’

Dr. Rumsey turned again to his book.
He was preparing a lecture of some import-
tance. As he read he made many notes.
The sleeper in the distant part of the [room
slept on calmly—the night gradually wore
i‘selt away—the fire smouldered in tke
grate.

‘If this night passes without any pezculiar
manitestation on Awdrey's part, [ shall
begin to feel assured that the wife has over-
rated the case,” thought the doctor. He
bent torward as the thought eame to him
to replenish the fire. In the act of doing so
he made a slight noise. Whether this noise
distnrbed the sleeper or notno cne can
say—Awdrey abruptly turned in bed, open-
ed his eyes and uttered a heavy groan and
then sat up.

‘There 1t is again, he cried. ‘Margar-
et, are you there >—Margaret, come here.’

Der. Rumsey immediately approached the
bed.

“Your wife is not in the room, Awdrey,’
be said, ‘you remember, don't you, that
you are passing the night with me.’

Awdrey rubbed his eves—he took no
notice of Dr. Rumsey's words. He stared
straight before him in the direction of ons
cf the windows.

“Tkera it is,” he said, ‘the usual thing—
the globe of light and the picture in the
midale. There lies the murdered man on
his back. Yes, that is the bit of the Piain
that I know so well—the moon drifts be-
hind the clouds—now it shines ont, and I
see the face of the murdered man—but the
murderer, who is he? Why will he keep
his back to me? Good God! why can’t I
see his face "— L.ook, can’c yousse for your-
self? Margaret, can’t you see ?—do you
notice the stick in his band P—it is my
stick—and—the scoundrel, he wears my
clothes. Yes, those clothes are mine.
My Ged, what does this mean ?’

(To be continued.)

Courts of Love.

“Courts of Love"” were established in
the middle ages, when chivalry was at its
height, and love the serious occupation of
life among the higher class of society. Tte
first ““Court of Love” was established in
the Sou‘h of France in the twelfth century,
and was composed of knights, poels and
ladies, and their decisions on subtle ques-
tions connected with affairs of the heart
were given with great formality.

Baby Nearly Died.

Sigs,—My baby was very bad with ram-
mer complaint and I thought he would die,
until I tried Dr. Fowler's Ex'ract of Wild
Straw . With the first dose I noticed
a change for the better, and now he 1s
cured,and is fat and healthv.

Mrs. A. NormanpiN, London, Ont.




