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The Star Sapphire.

CHAPTER L

YHILIP TEMPIEST was walking along Piccadilly,
on a warm summer afternoon, communing with
himself. Ilc had no one elsc to talk to; that was his
first great trouble. e had another, a very scrious
onc, but it would have been halved if he could have
talked it over with a friend. It could not be shared
cxcept with one of those rare beings who can be
trusted with any person’s honor; and he numbered
none such among his fricnds.  These were very
numecrous, for Philip Tempest was a popular man
for his own sake, apart from the special advantages
he possessed, and there was somcthing in his bear-
ing or aspcect which told that he belonged to the
favored few of the world, even to the poor men
he passed in the street, who looked anxiously at him
as he went by, Yet he was a quict man, modcest in
every way; but there was a stamp upon him which
not the most discrect demcanor imaginable could
in any way disguise. Yet this quict gentlencss of
appearance never left him, even when, as now, his
soul was on fire, and tossed hither and thither, and
craving for some outlet. He walked slowly on,
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looking neither to right nor left, noticing no one, the
glittering bluc eyes which lit his refined yet cager
face looking somctimes on the pavement, sometimes
up to the sky, never at the people he met. Yet it
was the height of the London scason, and cvery one
else looked from right to left, grecting their acquaint-
ances.  Perhaps Philip thought he saw cnough of
these people at home; for they crowded his great
house at South Kensington two or three times a week
during the scason.

“ Oh, for some strong one, with brains and a heart,
that I might take counscl with!” cried Philip to him-
sclf, as many another has cried before him, and will
again. But he mect none such as he walked along
Piccadilly. At lcast if he did, he knew not of it.

“1 cannot go home!” he said, passionately, in his
heart.  “I cannot go home and face the old struggle
and the old difficulty without any fresh light.  If T had
something to do to take me out of it!—some other
interest, — perhaps I should go back better able to
deal with it.  What uscless, aimless lives we rich
people lead; what an occupation it must be te have
to carn onc’s own living.”

Such thoughts as these showed that Philip Tem-
pest was dissatisfied, uncasy, restless in spirit.  But
they did not touch on the actual trouble that un-
nerved him and ercated the turmoil of mind which
made him (a man, as onc would suppose, without a
carc) scem harassed.  This he did not phrase or

shape, even in thought. It was a great dark cloud
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that threatened to blacken all his life.  Ile dared not
look straight at it.  Yet he knew he could not go on
living just as he was without some change, some cf-
fort, some way of dealing with it.

He paused a sccond, glancing at a placard. A
name had attracted his attention, © Canon Winterby.”
“ The man of the Christ-life,” said Philip to himself,
“The one who has led the Temperance Causce in the
Colonies. A wonderful man, so it scems.  Could he
help me?  Shall I go and talk to him? I could trust
that man, surcly, with any sccret. And if any man
living can help me, he can. Yet it scems odd, to go
to him like this, without knowing him at all, without
cver having scen him. I had better go home.  And
yet I cannot —  To-day, for the first time, it
has become impossible, without some new light

He had stopped a passing hansom, Lmd, in the
second that clapsed between signing to the driver and

telling him where to go, had come to this conclusion,

12

that go straight home he could not!  So, without any
pause or doubt, he said to the man, “ Canon Win-
terby’s house, Westminster.”

At that moment, Canon Winterby’s name was in
Ccvery newspaper, on cvery tonguc, so that there was
no need to be more explicit.

It was very hot, and Philip was tired with walking

in the heat of the afternoon, and with the weariness
of futile thinking. IMe lcancd back in the cab and
closed his eyes. Ile was glad of the rest, and the

drive scemed all too short. The cab stopped at a
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door, he got out, paid the man, knocked, and when
his knock was answered by a man-scrvant asked for
Canon Winterby. < VYes,” said the servant, the Canon
was at home; he would sce if he was engaged or no,
Philip was taken down a passage, and down some
stairs. It seemed as if they were descending to the
cellars of the house. Then he found himsclf in a
large room, cool and beautiful.  The moment he
entered it, something scemed to settle gently on his
fevered brain and cool it.  Was it merely the change
from the heat and turmoil of the strects to this clois-
ter-like chamber? It was more as if the atmosphere
of a different personality were already affecting him.

Such a beautiful room! Stone arches springing
from floor to cciling, lovely in their grand simplicity.
The little furniture that was in the room was of dark
oak, evidently modern, and looking so amidst the
old stone work, but perfectly in keeping with the
whole effcct.  Over the table was thrown a crimson
cloth, forming a brilliant spot of color in the midst
of the stately, shadowy room. Architecturce and dec-
oration were special delights to Philip Tempest, and
he wandered round the walls, noting the detail with so
much pleasure that it absorbed him for the moment.
A slight sound made him turn, and he saw that Canon
Winterby had entered; it was easy to recognize so
remarkable a face and figure of which he had scen so
many portraits. For a sccond he looked at him with
an interest he did not attempt to disguisc. A tall

man, this idcal ccclesiastic, with a powerful figure,
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The Star Sa
yet showing signs of constitutional delicacy; not
quite of the thorough-bred type, yet pre-eminently
distinguished, and with the carriage of a fighter.  The
face, rugged and not well shaped; the long upper lip
forming a hard and almost repcllent linc across it;
the small eyes veiled by glasses.  But in these cyes
lay the strange fascinating attraction of the face which
took and hield the attention of any audience, whether
it numbered one or a thousand.  Bright, moist, brown
cyces, with a singular shadow of poctry in them, and a
dircct gaze full of infinite pity and sympathy, cxpress-
ing at first a gentle tentative friendliness as of onc
who would wish to make fricnds with all men, were
it possible.

Canon Winterby spoke first, glancing at Thilip’s
card, which he held in his hand as he did so, with the
manner of one who found it necessary to refresh his
memory at the last moment as to whom he was
receiving, characteristic of a busy man who was con-
tinually being interviewed. Tle spoke quickly and
rather cagerly, as if life were very full for him, and
he never had quite time to say all that he desired.

“ T am very glad to sce you, Mr. Tempest. I know
your name very well as one of our great liberal land-
owners, holding views that make you, at all cvents
fricndly to the more advanced party to which I belong.
I sce you arc admiring the walls. Before we go
to anything else, do let me point out to you what a
beautiful room this is; sce the space of these arches,

And just imaginc that when T came here T found
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that this had been used from time immemorial as a
coal-cellar and lumber-room.  You can sce it is thir-
teenth-century work; no doubt it was donc by the
monks, Think of the difference between the age
which could produce this work, and the age which
can only desccrate it. Sec there, where a square
door has been cut right through onc of the arches!
I was very busy when I first came to this housc, I
assurc you, uncarthing its treasurcs. There is always
somcthing to do in this world, something which others
have forgotten or overlooked. It is a mystery to me
how any one can ever have an idle moment. Don't
you find it so with all your responsibilitics?”

By this time they were sitting in two oak chairs,
drawn up to onc side of the table, The Canon laid
his hand on the crimson cloth,—a ncrvous, strong
hand, that had no atom of supcrfluous flesh upon it,
and that was full of continual movement and meaning.

Philip hesitated a moment, and then said, “ To tell
the truth, what I was most deploring as I came to you
was my own idleness and the idleness of the class to
which I belong. T fancied it must be good to have
to carn onc’s living ! ”

“Aht but you forget,” said the Canon, quickly,
“that all the Herculean labors of the world are left
for the rich to accomplish. Poor men have no power,
and busy men no time.  And yet I am bound to say
that they are the men who do the most for all great
causes. I havebeen so hard a worker all my life that

[ cannot understand it. T regard work as the salt of
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life. Why is it that your class is so rcadily content
with amuscment? Is it habit? ”

“T suppose so,” said Philip, ¢ and cducation.  You
know we arc taught to look on identifying onc's sclf
with any causc or cry as a sort of bad form.”

Canon Winterby laughed, it was the laugh of a
boy, and changed his whole face, flooding it with sun-
shine. Ina sccond he was serious again,

“You can hardly have benefited much by this
teaching, ” he said, “ or you would not be here.”

“That is true,” asscnted Philip, a little shame-
facedly.  Ile was fecling that alrcady his mood had
changed under the influcnce of this man’s personality,
—that he would not have the audacity now to tell
him of his cowardice, of his hatred of his home, of his
feeling that hie could not face his trouble. It scemed
unmanly to do so.  Without any words passing be-
tween them on the subject, he had already learned
from Canon Winterby that this trouble, which was his
alone, it was for him alone to combat.

“Look at the splendid names which are now
associated with my great cause,” said the Canon.

“You mean Temperance? ” asked Philip, in a low
voice.

“VYes, I mean Temperance. There was a time
when peeple were afraid to belong to this movement.
But that day is over.  Strike at drink, and you will
find the other vices sheltering behind it Men must
deaden their consciences before they can commit the
crimes that darken the world. Tt s the ene great
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cause now, till we have madce a change in the legisla-
tion on the subject.”

“You arc going to work here, as you worked
abroad?”

“Yes, without ceasing.  Life is so short, one dare
not pausc!”

“1 should like to join you,” said Philip, still speak-
ing in the low voice which, with him, meant intensc
fecling,

“Was that what you camec to say to me?” asked
the Canon, as if a little startled.

Philip hesitated a moment; then he said, “No,
but I think it is better than what I came to say !”

“Do you mean it?”

“Yes, [ know that there is no drawing back with
you, it is said. Tell me what I am to do, and I will
do it. T take your orders.”

“I cannot say how glad T am!” said the Canon,
“your name will have so much weight. It is so rare
that a great landowner will give his influence to this
causc. Perhaps we can hardly cxpectit. It would
be more than human for men to opposc their own
interests.”

“Then T am going to be more than human? ” said
Philip, smiling a little.

“Yes. But why not 2 Is it not the great destiny
of man to become more than human? T refuse to
be astonished when men do great deeds; it insults

humanity to greet such achievements or cfforts with

surprisc.  Thercefore, T will show no amazement,
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though I admit that your philanthropy is cxtraor-
dinary indced.”

“It is not purc philanthropy. It is that I have
scen a part of the curse of the world so close at hand
that I can no longer be a mere idler. I came to you
to-day because my life terrified me; I could not go
on; I wanted to tell you about a trouble of my own.
But I can go on now without doing so. Work will
save me.”

“Yes, it will save you.  And remember that there
is not onc moment to waste, cver.  There 1s always
work to be done cven when one is not before the
public. Never lose an opportunity of making pco-
ple sce life as a real thing. They think it is a toy,
and play with it till it is lTost.”

How often Philip thought of these words after-
wards !

There was a moment’s pausc.  Then he rose to go,
for he felt that he had taken up encugh of the time
of s0 busy a man.

“You will command me,” he said. “ You will tell
me what I am to do, and when — at first, at lcast;
for you will remember T am an outsider and know
nothing.”

“You speak? " asked the Canon.

“ 1 have madec speeches at dinners, of course, and
to my own tcnantry. But T dislike it, and, for that
rcason, have never stood for Parliament.”

“1 fear you must conquer the dislike,” said the
Canon; “and I fecar you must go into the House at
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the first opportunity. We want you there; and we
want you on the platform. Come to our next public
meeting ; here is a platform-ticket. I will not press
you to spcak then unless you wish to; but I dare
say you willl In the mcan time you must pre-
parc yoursclf to be laughed at. You must take the
pledge of course; but personal abstaining is a mere
detail with a man in your position.  Example, habit,
these are what we want.  I'rom this time forward lct
no winc be placed upon your table, or offered to
your guests. 1 know that you cntertain a great
deal; I have heard it spoken of. Thercfore, you
have a great opportunity.”

“You sct me a hard task,” said Philip.

“That or nothing,” answered the Canon, his ear-
nest brown cyes fixed unflinchingly on Philip’s face ;
“you will do it.”

Philip thought carncstly for a full moment. [Iis
mind had gone home, had reviewed his home, his
personal difficulty and trouble.  Then it returncd to
the cool chamber in which he stood, to the col-
lected, resolute presence before him.  He returned
the Canon’s gaze direct, and said, “T will.”

Alas for Philip Tempest! That “I will” meant
quite as much as it had meant for him in the mar-
riage service, and much more than it meant for most
men even then.

“You had better sign the pledge now,” said Canon
Winterby. It will make it casicr for you. Will you
sign onc of my cards? —the phrasing is my own.”
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He turned to a writing-table, and took a card out of
a drawer, handing it to Philip.

“I promise,” so ran the words upon it, “for my
own sake, and because I am my brother’s keeper, to
abstain henccforward from the use of any intoxicant
as a beverage.”

Philip read it over twice, then, approaching the
writing-table, took a pen from Canon Winterby's
band and wrote his signature upon the card.

“There,” he said. “Now it is done, and I must
live it out! IXach man’s battlc is his own, and I will
go back to minc. Good morning, Canon Winterby,
and thank you for giving mc so much of your
precious time.,”  So saying, he shook hands, return-
ing in kind the very thorough and unfashionable grip
he received.  Then he walked out of the house like
onc who steps on egg-shells.  Ie looked forward to
what lay before him with a sensation as much like
fear as any he had ever experienced. Canon Win-
terby, having rung for a scrvant to open the door,
went back to his study, rcjoicing.




CHAPTER II.

HILIP got into a hansom outside the Canon’s
door and drove straight to his own. His
house was at South Kensington, rather far out, as pco-
ple thought till they had been there. But therc was
full compensation found for the extra five minutes
spent in a cab or carriage directly the front door
opened.,  There was not room, even in the biggest
houses in Mayfair, for such a hall as this. The door
was screened by an inner porch of oak; this was
nccessary, the hall being used as a rcceiving-room.
Therce was somcthing very hospitable in its aspect,
and in finding yoursclf so immediately in the circle
of guests. For there were nearly always some visit-
ors sitting here; if it was not the hour for callers,
there were sure to be some of the people staying in
the house. The Tempests had generally one or two
distinguished guests staying with them, often some
onc from the Continent, or from America; for they
had travelled and visited a great deal in different

countries. And this was a favorite room in thc
house, in spite of all the others, cach beautiful in its
own way. It was oak-panelled, and very hich; on
to a gallery at the side some of the doors of the
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upper rooms opened, and it was pretty to stand here
and look down upon the hall below, which was all
darkly furnished with heavy oak chairs and tables.
Two wide staircases rosc from it at the back, and
somec enormous palms stood at their base, partly
scrcening them.

When Philip entered, Mrs. Tempest was standing
in the midst of two or three persons at a distant
table, showing them something of interest, evidently,
for they were all bending over what she held in her
hand. At the sound of the door she looked round,
and, sceing Philip, smiled.  She was beautiful, in the
style at the moment the most fashionable, — tall, some-
what Juno-like, with Venctian-colored hair, large
humid gray eyes, and a vivid flush on her face
which made it very attractive. She was TPhilip’s
sccond cousin; standing next to her was Leslie
Tempest, who was first cousin to both of them.

Philip went straight towards the group, wavering
justw for a sccond, for he had to pass a girl who was
quitc alone. [lc saw at a glance that she was quite
unknown to him, though shc was apparently very
much at home., She wore no hat or cloak, and he
recalled the fact that some new guests had come to
stay that day, Mrs. Monkwell and onc of her
daughters.  The Monkwells were all great friends
of his wife, but two of the daughters he had never
chanced to mect. This must be one of them.  She
did not look up at him, or show the slightest inter-
est in what was going on about her, so there was no

2
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difficulty in giving her a glance of scrutiny as he
passed her. He thought her rather Amazonian
looking; she was black haired and black browed,
and had somcthing of insolence and indifference
about ber which repelled him.  There was an uncom-
promising smartness in her dress and appearance, —
an air of being cxceedingly fashionable without in
the lcast caring about it

All this was noted in a sccond, with the result that
Thilip just faintly regretted that she had been invited;
“one of the very modern young women,” he thought,
and paid her no further attention.  His wife’s glance
called him, and he went to her; she advanced a step
to mect him, throwing aside whatever it was that she
had been interested in. 1t was an engraving ; the
others gathered round it again, so as not to interfere
in the greeting between Philip and his wife. Theirs
was well-known to have been a love-match; and they
were treated with the tender regard which is given
by socicty to its idcal married couples.  Mrs, Tempest
had been ill for some days, as cvery one present
knew ; and those who had been in the house knew
also that Philip had attended unremittingly upon
her. Not even her own maid, would he allow to
wait on her till she was better; she was occasion-
ally subject to attacks of illness, and his devotion
was then always extreme. He could not bear any
one clse to be necar her. It was no wonder, indeed,
that she was so fond of him, the others thought,
for love like this was not often found after three or
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four years of marriage! Not, at all events, in their
socicty.

“Tam glad you have gone out, Philip,” said Mrs.
Tempest, in the soft, very musical voice which was
one of her attractions; “you have been indoors so
much lately.  Have you been to the Club?”

*No, I have paid a very interesting visit. 1 have
been to call on Canon Winterby.  1le is perfectly
delightful.”

Lverybody gathered round him now, and asked him
questions about the popular clergyman, all except
the dark ¢irl who had established herself in a large
casy-chair, and was doing nothing with an air as if
it bored her just a little Iess than doing something.

Philip described Canon Winterby himself, and his
roomt, to interested listeners. Suddenly Mrs. Tempest
remembered the girl who was sitting alone, and said,
“ Oh, Philip, come and let me introduce you to
T.aurcnce Monlwell,  You have never met her. She

i3}

has come to stay,” and, with her hand on his arm,
she led him across the room.

The ¢irl looked up, and her eyes met Thilip’s.
Something in them startled him, — a flash which was
not in any way in keeping with the scttled indiffer-
cnce of manner that she wore,

“Canon Winterby Is a fanatic, is he not?” she
asked.

Philip considered before answering,  Then he said,
with a smile, “T scarcely think you neced use so

’

severe 4 word,  He is an cnthusiast, certainly.
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]

she replied, with fine scorn.
“ No word can bc too scvere.”

“He is a reformer,

“Then you think the world hopeless?” quericd
Philip.
“ Quite,” she said, with emphasis,

»”

“ IZxplain to me,” said Mr. Tempest,

“I don’t recad the papers, What does Canon
Winterby want to do?”

Philip hesitated, and Laurence Monkwell took
upon herself to reply: “One of his fads is Temper-
ance reform, — making people sober against their
will; treating men and women who wish to behave
like brutes as if they were children; taking temp-
tation away — Why was temptation cver invented,
and what is it for, if we¢ are not to have it, I should
like to know?”

A strange look had come into Mrs. Tempest's gray

eyes, —a look of vague apprchension.

“A horrid subject!” said Mrs. Monkwell, who
was a quite overpoweringly fashionable lady. “1
can’t imagine why you should have any views about
it, Laurence, one way or the other.”

“It is rather a mistake, perhaps,” said Laurence,
relapsing into her habitual apathy. Mrs. Monkwell
had managed to exorcise all vigor and naturalness
out of her other daughters; but in none had she pro-
duced so successful an appearance of indifference to
all things as in Laurence. It was most remarkable
that she should have cared to express hersclf as she
had done. Laurence wondered sceretly why she had,
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and concluded that Philip’s abject admiration of
Canon Winterby had roused the demon of contra-
diction in her. How was it that he had been able
to provoke herinto such quick speech? — she who had
schooled her tongue to silence, and had lecarned, as
she thought, not cven to sncer with enthusiasm.  She
was accustomed to think things out thoroughly in
hier own mind, and she was not satisficd by her first
explanation.  Mere contradictoriness could not so
have shaken her rooted habits.  Then she knew that
it was Philip’s look which had rouscd her; the flash
from his cyes, which glittercd when he was interested
or cxcited, had penctrated to her very soul and
stirred it. It was only a vazue awakening, which
nade her restless, and more deeply dissatisfied than
before, %1m was not interested in anyvthing that had

d, and she was vexed with herself for having

shown apparent interest.  She sat in o deep arm-

chair, her head leaning back upon a cushion, her
eyes half closed, her strong splendid figure in an
attitude of profound lancuor which was made into
nonsense by cvery fine curve and vigorous line in
it.  Teslie Tempest looked at her admiringly, watch-
ing the siow swing of a perfectly shod and perfectly
shaped foot. But he did not approach her. He
did not feel equal, at the moment, to encountering
the disdainful stare of sarprise which he would re-
ceive if he did so. Tt was casicr to lounoe abont
and ot the deep boredom settle on his spirits which

1

attacked Bim as soon as he had not his cousin Clare
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to talk to., And she had gonc away with her hus-
band; she scldom paid him any attention when
Philip was in the house. e wandered away to the
dining-room, to get a sherry and bitters.  The dress-
ing-bell rang, and soon the great hall was deserted.
Laurence Monkwell went upstairs last, wondering
rather bitterly why she was to be troubled to dress
hersclf so many times a day, when she knew no one
about whose opinion as to her appearance she cared
for in the least.
ta

cases with his wife’'s hand on his arm. “ Dress

Philip had gone away up onc of the wide stair-

quickly,” he said, “ and send Marie away. 1 will put
on your ornaments. I want you to wear pearl-gray
to-night.”

She laughed happily, and said, “ How foolish you
are over me, Philip. Why isit?”

“ Beeause 1 love you, my dear,” he answered.  He
went into his own dressing-room, and as he closed
the door his face grew strangly set and sericus; the
tenderness vanished from it as if by magic. He
dressed without any conscious thought of what he
was doing; his whole mind was pre-occupied with
what he had to do, the task that lay before him. Yet
he dressed with as much care as usual, perhaps even
more.  Dircctly he was ready, he went to the door of
his wifc’s room, and knocked gently, —a masonic
knock which she knew always to be his, three little
fow raps.

“Come i,” she said, and the music of her voice
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charmed him as it had donc when first he heard it
“1 am alone, Philip.”

IHewent in and locked the door behind him, to keep
out Mrs. Tempest's maid, who was very fond of com-
ing in when she was not wanted.  He found his wife
sitting in front of a Psyche glass, just where the maid
had left her after putting the finishing touch to her
beautiful bronze hair,  She was dressed in pearl-gray
satin which was full of the most lovely lights and
shadows. Iler arms and neck were bare; the skin
was soft and fair, as Naturc always makes it with such
hair as hers.

Philip came behind her, and looked down upon the
shapely head and the fair neck. Then he stooped
and put his arms very gently round her, and kissed
her neck just where the hair was drawn from it af the
back. Ifc kissed it again and again, so tenderly,
with so much love, that at last she could bear it no
longer — something smote her heart. She turned
and looked at him. “ Philip,” she said, “what is it?
You frichten me.  Is anything the matter?”

“Why do you ask me that, dear onc?” he said,
not rcleasing her; and, being held in such tender
arms, she yiclded to them and lay back again, her
head upon his shoulder.  “Does my love frighten
you?”

“ A little,” she confessed, almost whispering the
words. “Itis so wonderful! — and T am afraid I
am not worthy of it. Oh, Philip, if I should not keep
it!”
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He turned her face up to his, and looked carncstly
into her cycs, then kissed her mouath.

“Have you not kept it?” he said; “then why
should you not?”

“ T don’t know,” she answered.  “ Sometimes I am
afraid.  And you make me so happy, Philip, that 1
cannot imagine what 1 should do if 1 thought you
loved me even an atom less than at first — I should
dic, or go mad, or become utterly bad.”

“You must wear pearls to-night,” said Philip.
“Arc they locked up? T want to put them on for
you. You are my dove.  You look an angel in these
dove-colors.  Where are the pearls?”

“There, in the case on the table,” she said. 1
fancied you would want them, and told Maric to get
them out.”

He opened the case and took out a necklace.  His
glance lingered on the pearls for a second, while he
held them in his hand.  They were of perfect color
and perfectly matched and he could not deny him-
scif the brief pause of admiration. Mrs. Tempest
smiled as she watched him.

“They are lovely, arc they not?” she said. “T am
almost jealous of them.”

“ A, but they are not perfected till they arc on
your neck,” he answered, and, turning quickly,
clasped them round her throat.  “ Now look at

them,” he added.  Mrs. Tempest locked in the great
mirror, and blushed with pleasure, partly at her own
beauty, and partly at his pride in it. Thilip drew a
chair close to her and sat down in it.
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“ Give me your hauad, Clare,” he said, “ 1 want your
help. 1 have something very difficult to do to-night

1 am going to make a speech at the umncr—tzu)lc
which may startle you — which perhaps you may not
like —”

“Oh, Philip! Whatis it?” she asked, turning to
look at him, the vague apprehension deepening to tear
in her humid gray cycs.

“ Nothing terrible, only a little difiicult, Clare—
He went on in a different voice, “ You will help me
always when T have difficult tasks, \\'iH you not? Your
love will keep you J.I\Va_yb at my side

“Tell me more,” she said, in somce ammtion,\\'hich
she tried to suppress; “ you have made me nervous.”

“Nonscnse,” he sald, drawing her to him again
with the strong, tender touch which she found irre-

sistible.  “There is pothing on carth for you or me
to fear.  Tow shonld there be? And if there were
is not our love sufficient to make us strong? 1 like
you to be strong and courageous, Clare.”

“Alas!” she anzwcrcd, “ 71 fear it is not my nature.

I am only strong in you.”  She nestled closer to him,
and a sense of happiness came over hier, so deep that
she forgot everything else. Before there was time to

speak again, the d?ancr—bcll rang. She rose hastily,
snatched up the lace handkerchicf and the fan which
lay ready for her, and hurried down to the drawing-
room. Philip followed her a littie more slowly, with
the sct look upon his face again.  But it clearcd away

like a dark cloud the moment he entered the room.
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Perhaps he had never been more delightful, never
more genial, or brighter, than he was to-night.  His
gaycty was infectious, and the little party went into
the dining-room in a perceptibly brighter mood than
that which had been upon it when he entered.




CHAPTER IIL

HIERE were only two guests at dinner that night,
besides Mrs, Monkwell and Laurence, and they

were both habituds of the house, both having been
college fricnds of Philip’s. e was very fond of new
fricnds, but he never forgot old ones; and though he
had long since wearicd somewhat of the constant
socicty of these two, yet it was by his influence that
they had obtained their present position. One wa
the incumbent of a fashionable parish; the other was
a doctor who owed a very paying conunection to the
fact that he was constantly mect at the Tempests’
house, and that they appceared to pin their faith on
him.  The Rev. Ambrose Grayl was wonderfully
changed, as Philip reflected to-night, looking down
the table at his old chum, from the bright, enthusiastic
boy who used to be such good company. He was
oetting fat, and the bright face had become a bland
one, with the “all things to all men” expression so
often to be scen on the faces of popular clergymen.
He was decidedly popular; his pretty church was
always crowded, and his scrmons were considered most
interesting.  T.aurence Monkwell had been to hear

him once; and when she found he was {o take her




28 The Star Sapphire.

in to dinner, she felt as if the utmost limit of boredom
had been reached, and wrapped herself in a more
chilling cloud of indifference than usual.  This did
not trouble the Rev. Ambrose; he regarded this
manncer as a matter of fashion, and he troubled about
it no more than about what style of bonncet was in
vogue. e was a bachclor and an habitual diner-out;
he was therefore quite accustomed to cncounter the
coldly critical up-to-date young woman, whosce can-
dor amounts almost to brutality, of which Laurence
was an exceedingly well-claborated SpLuan Philip
took in Mrs. Monkwell, who irritated him by her
inanc and ceascless socxcty small-talk.  Ile had never
liked lher; she bored him to distraction.  But she
had been kind to Clare before she was married, and
he held it his duty to be civil to hier. Mrs. Tempest
wmd come in with Dr. Meredith, and sat between
him and TLestic Tempest. The table was round,
and with so small a party the conversation was
general.  No once had any wish to make it anything
clse.  Philip talked well, he was in his brightest
humor, and Dr. Meredith scconded him.  Mrs.
Tempest was in one of her sweet, gentle, somewhat
silent moods to-night, and talked very little.  She
glanced, smiling, from T.eslic to Dr. Meredith as
they talked, with an occasional long look, full of love,
divected at Philip.  Ilers was a charming manncr,
onc that suggested a deep vein of sentiment.  She
flirted with the men who sat beside her, but her heart

was plainly with Philip all the time.  Laurence
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Monkwell, who had never yet meta man she thought
worth flirting with, regarded her hostess from time to
time with a certain veiled amuscment and disdain,
Dr. Meredith derived great pleasure in looking at her
while he said smart things; in spite of his habitual
devotion to the lady of the house, and the homage
he paid to her Juno-like beauty, he evidently admired
Amazonian young women with masterful brows, a
magnificent physique, and an air of extreme fashion.
Laurence barely noticed him, and left seme of his
remarks unanswered, to the sceret delight of the Rev,
Ambrosc, who hated him with that keen cordiality
only possible between old friends.  Dr. Mercdith was
severely smart, thin, tall, angular.  When he walked,
these characteristics were accentuated by the fact of
a stiff leg.  He tried hard to conccal this defect, and
the result was the appearance as of an affected limp,
He dressed in the extreme of fashion, and suffered a
martyrdom at this time from the painfully high and
stiff collars which it was considered correct to wear,
He played constantly with an annoying cyc-glass
which served no purpose but to point his conversation.
He gave the impression of a cynical, sclf-possessed
person, while, in reality, suffering horrors from shy-
ness.  This was a sccret absolutely his own, not
sharcd cven with his oldest friend.

Such was the party to which Philip made a little
speech which was regarded as very remarkable by
all present.

He leancd back in his chair when he began, with
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his most insouciant air and his brightest expression;
the glittering bluc cyes scemed like sparks of light as
he looked round the table, glancing from fuce to face.
Laurence looked up when he began to speak, and,
against her will, was compelled to answer his glance
and give him her attention,

“Iwant to tell you all,” he said, raising his voice
just a little, “the result of my delightful talk with
Canon Winterby to-day. 1 have admired him for a
long while, as every one must, cven those who don’t
agree with him, — admired him for his power, his
unflinching courage, and his disregard of the consec-
quence to himself in fighting the battles of those swho
cannot fight for themselves.  This is a finc ficure on
the sordid canvas of nincteenth-century life, where
money-getters and pleasure-lovers form the crowd.
The Canon stands cut among them like a hero strayed
from the age of chivalry, when there were knights
who devoted their Tives to the rescuc of the oppressed.
I know you have thought me,” — here he addressed
himself to the Rev. Ambrose, — “rather a sentimen-
talist in the admiration T have professed for him; yet
it has never carricd me so far as to support his
opinions. I have looked upon the Temperance ques-
tion without any personal conviction, being inclined
to think that cvery man should be the keeper of his
own conscicice, and that it is absurd for any one to
have the right to order how much temptation any
other should have, or how he should have it °1

held, with Miss Monkwell, that temptation, like cvery-
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thing else, must have its uses, and that we have a
right to plenty of it.  In fact, I objected to treating
men like children.  But contact with Canon Winterby
has changed my view. I can’t recall any arguments
he used that would have the slightest weight with
you; I can quote nothing that he said. Vet T am
convinced that, if he were here, he would convert you
all, as he converted me. It is something personal,
something in his atmosphere.  Until he looked at
me I had never entertained the slightest idea that 1
was in any way responsible for the doings of others.
But in his presence it became borne in uponme; and
at last, when he asked me to do so, I signed the
pledge”

There was a moment’s silence. Then the Rev.
Ambrosce said, with the sincerest sympathy, “Poor
old Philt However, T don’t rcally think you cver
had much taste inwine.”  And, as he spoke, he raised
the winc—@h%% he held, and looked at the light
through it, before he put it to his lips. Ile had
great rcput:ttzon as a connoisscur; champagne was
his specialty. It was his proud boast that he had
never been mistaken in brand or age.  The Tempest
cellars were noted, and had done their part in mak-
ing the dinner-parties at Tempest Heuse so popular,

“Alas, dear boy,” said Philip, smiling with an

amuscment he could not repress, “it gocs further
than that. T have promised Canon Winterby to take
part in the public work.,  Of course I must live ac-
cording to the pimciples I profess, and the only
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coursc I sce open to me is to clear the cellars and
send their contents to the hospitals.”

So far his words had not apparently aroused much
interest; but now he could congratulate himself on
having produced an adequate cffect. The Rev. Am-
brose put down his glass and stared open-mouthed,
with a touching consternation visible on his face.

Mrs. Tempest had looked up at Philip quickly
when he had said the last words, with a glance as if
she suspected him of some claborate joke.  His gaze
was fixed on her, and she dropped her eyes instantly.
A heavy cloud passcd over her face; she said some-
thing in an undertone to Dr. Mcredith, He laughed
his peculiar little nervous laugh which expressed
anything rather than mirth. “Oh,” he said, “it’s
only one of Phil's fads. It will amusc him for a
little while, and soon pass over.  These are periodical
But
Mrs. Tempest did not answer or smile.  She looked

»

occurrences, you know, nccessary to his health.

gloomy, and relapsed into a complete silence.

“The worst of this sort of thing,” said Mrs. Monk-
well, reflectively, ““is that society does n’t understand
it. It’s not fashionable yet.”

“I’ll make it so,” said Philip, daringly, “if Clarc
and my friends will help me.  Why not? ”

“You’ll find it precious hard,” said the Rev.
Ambrose.

“All the better fun,” answered Philip, growing
defiant; “you know I am one of those people that
refuse to be beaten.”




The Star Sapphire. 33

“Oh, certainly,” said the Rev. Ambrose, “we all
know when you take up a hobby, you ride it to
death. But you can’t possibly carry this out. You've
got a big party on Saturday, have n't you? — you’ll
have to do things as usual.”

“If I did, T should never dare to face Canon Win-
terby again,” cricd Philip. “ No, Ambrosc, I’ve taken
the pledge, and must go through with it.”

Nothing more was said; and Mrs. Monkwell, who,
foolish as she was, possessed the social instinct, began
to tallk about something clsc. Philip liked her for
the first time since he had known her; for to do this
was the onc way of making a painful subjcct appear
to be disposcd of and finally settled.  Iler lead was
followed, and soon Philip’s new fad scemed to be
forgotten.  But two persons remained quile silent:
Mrs. Tempest, who wore an ominous cloud settled
on her face, and Laurence Monkwell, who scemed
lost in tantalizing thought, and looked from time to
time at Philip with a flickering interest.  Her mind
was trying to adjust itsclf to him, but unsuccessfully.
Why should he do such an odd thing? She wondered
if it was only a passing fad, as his friends thought;
but she could not forget somcething in his glance
which told her that he was in deadly carnest.

When Philip went into his wife’s room that night,
he found a different being from the gentle Juno whosc
arms had clung about him before dinner.  Clare was
now like the cmbodiment of a storm-goddess, sullen,
brooding, tragical. Her cyes were heavy with a

3
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passion of tcars which had come and gonc ; but they
were as dry now as though none had been shed.,  She
was sitting by the dressing-table in a white dressing-
gown, her bright hair loose. It was very hot, and
the air that came in at the wide-open window scemed
even hotter than that in the room. Philip stooped
over his wife, and kissed her forchead ; it was burning
like fire. She pushed him away from her with an
angry gesture, and turned on him a look of sullen
indignation that amazed him. He had never seen
her so angry. She burst out at once into passionate
specch.

“If you had given me the least idea of what you
were going to say,” she exclaimed, “I would have
stayed in my room rather than sit there and hear you
make a fool of yoursclf. I never heard such non-
scnse in my life!  Why did n’t you tell me what you
were going to do?”

“T relied on your love,” said Philip, gravely, “to
make you support me whatever I did.”

“ But why did you not tell me?”

For onc brief sccond Philip hesitated, a second in
which he mentally retreated from his wife, and thought
of her without consideration of his love for her; and
then he said, —

“I had undertaken such a difficult task that I
feared you might try to dissuade me from it, and so
weaken my resolution.”

“T wish T had had the chance,” she said, bitterly;
“I certainly would have done my best to save you
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from putting yourself in such an absurd position.
You don’t know how they all laughed at you bchind
your back.”

“1 can’t help that,” said Philip, valiantly.

“Mrs. Monkwell asked me in the drawing-room
afterwards how I could have let you do such a fool-
ish thing. She says it will make you so unpopular;
that socicty hates people with fads, especially goody-
goody ones.  Of course I had to tell her that I had
not the least suspicion of what you were going to do,
that you had kept me entirely in the dark, It was
humiliating; T don’t sce why you should have sub-
jected me to it, Philip.”

She grew more and more angry and bitter as she
talked, and Thilip saw it was uscless to argue with
her; so he only said, lightly, “ I'm sorry, dear, but
what’s donc can’t be undone, I thought it was
the best plan ; perhaps I was wrong.”

“(Oh, no,” she answered, quickly, “you were quite
right if what you wanted to do was to annoy me and
make me scem a nonentity in my own house. I
supposc that must have been your object —1 can’t
imagine any other.”

Philip looked at her in surprise.  “ Clare,” he said,
“ how can you think such a thing? You have ncver
known me annoy you.”

“No,” she admitted, “not till now; but perhaps
you arc getting tired of me. I have had a dreadful
fecling lately that you would before long. Why

should you go in for anything so ridiculous as this
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Temperance nonsense, except for something which
will take you away from me, in which I can’t be
associated with you.”

“You arc mistaken, dear,” said Philip, very gently.
“That is just what I want you to be; I want you to
help me in it all.”

“T will not!” said Mrs. Tempest, violently.

Philip was startled and silenced. The idea of a
dispute with his wife, so hecated as to be like a
quarrcl, was onc impossible to cntertain. I{c had
never drcamed of the remotest possibility of it till
this moment; and he stood stupcfied before her vio-
lence. There was a note in her voice which told
him that in another moment it might be raised.  The
mere thought of such a thing seemed to open a
yawning gulf at his fect.

“ My darling,
You will make yourself ill again, if you do not take

b

he said, gently, “you arc tirced.

care. Come to bed and rest. It will all seem casier
in the morning ; you know difficult things often do.”

She made no reply. It was impossible to answer
him angrily, for he had an irresistiblec manner when
he chosc. Iven in her anger and hurt pride, she
could not withstand his charm. She was silent
therefore; but the heavy cloud did not lecave her
face. Ile came to her and drew her to him, and put
his arms round her. She remained apathetic for a
moment, then suddenly turned her face and nestled
it against him.  Aad so, in silence, they were recon-
ciled. DBut it was not onc of thosc perfect reconcilia-
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tions which touch the very well-spring of the hcart, and
make a shadow of difference bring forth a new splen-
dor of dclight, like the sun after rain.  Clarc was
silenced ; but in her hcart was a bitter resentment,
and Philip was aware of it. It stood between them
like an unseen presence in the room.  Philip woke
suddenly in the night once, wondering what it was
that sccmed to scparate him from the woman hc
loved, though she lay in his arms.




CHAPTER 1IV.

RS. TEMPEST scldom appeared downstairs
until the middle of the day, and in the morn-
ing her visitors amused themsclves in their own
fashion. TPhilip gencrally breakfasted alone, and was
surpriscd when he went down the next morning to
find Laurcnce Monkwell looking over the morning
papers, while she drank her coffce.  She caught his
glance of surprise, and laughed as she answered it.
she said. “The

)

“T am a dreadfully carly person,
fact is I am quite painfully well always, and have an
amount of cnergy given me by Providence that is
altogether wasted on me. It would have been very
useful to a charwoman, or a reformer; for me, it is
quite superfluous.”

“Don’t you usc it in any way?” asked Philip.
“Surely you like doing something well enough to
use up somec of your cunergy on it.”

“No, I don’t,” she said. “ That’s just the worst
of it. I do envy you people who get up interests.
Tt’s very clever of you to make yourself believe you
carc what becomes of a million of drunkards or so.
What I admire is your power of make-belicve;
because of course you can't really care in the very

least. Docs n’t it make life scem colder than before
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when the make-belicve slips off you? — say in the
middle of the night, for instance, if you wake up.
That’s the time I dread, if T have been shamming
about anything in the day. 1 feel so foolish when 1
think about it all alonc in the dark; in fact, I have
such a dread of that experience that I have cntircly
given up pretending.”

1 doubt that, said Philip;” “1 think you pretend
a great deal. I can’t belicve such indifference as
yours is genuine.”

Laurcnce looked up with an air of surprise.

“Qh, yes, it is,” she said.  “ Certainly 1 don’t sec
why you should doubt that. Minc is an absolutely
uscless life. T simply drift on. Things don’t rouse
me; and the worst of it is, they don’t amuse me.”

“That’s the worst feature about this gencration,”
said Philip, “that it is not amused. The suicidal
mania will attack society next; if it gocs on being so
bored, life will become insupportable.”

“Yes, that’s what T expeet,” said Laurence, with
an air of conviction.

“Of course there arc only two things worth living
for,” said Philip, —“Jove and work, or passion and
effort — call them what you will.”

“Well, the first is a sort of dispensation of Provi-
dence,” obscrved Laurence; “you can’t love in a
socicty where there’s no one worth loving.”

“[ don’t admit that,” said Philip, rather warmly;
“when you love, you love a person’s faults as well as
their merits, more, if possible.”
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Laurence did not reply immediately. Her face
wore an cxpression of profound thought, as if she
were looking over the people she knew and wonder-
ing whether it were possible to love any of their
faults.

“1 admit,” said Philip, answering her look, “ that
one must be led up to this possibility by a great per-
sonal charm in the other; and that, of coursc, is a
question of what Ifate chooscs to give us. But in the
mean time there is always something to be done.”

The breakfast-room looked out on to a sheltered,
suriny picce of green lawn, and a window to the
ground opened full upon it. Laurence rose and
went to the window while Philip was speaking ; he
followed her, and when he said the last words they
were standing outside in the sunshine,

“Somcthing to be donc?” repeated Laurcnce,
looking at him. “Oh,” she went on, rcading his
face, “you mean doing good. That secems to me
more absolutcly uscless than anything else. I had
forgotten that you have joined the vain army of
reformers, and was talking to you as to onc of my
own world.”

Some garden chairs stood on the gravel path in
the shadow of the house ; Laurcuce sat down in one
and drew a cigarctte case from her pocket.

“1 am glad you smoke,” said Philip; “smokers
arc always so much morc willing te talk a subject
out to the end.” He drew a chair near hers, sat
down and lit a cigarctte also. But he seemed to have
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miscalculated with Laurence,  The turn he had given
to her thoughts had thrown her into a moody silence
which, if she had not been smoking, would have
scemed rude.

“There is something glorious about work,” went
on Philip. “It is what raiscs man above the level
of the brute; it is the sign of the divinity within him.
Animals have no instinct of work ; we have, and we
ought to be proud of it. T ought not to talk like this
perhaps, as hitherto I have led a lazy life enough.  But
I'm going to cure myself of that; it’s altogether too
horribly boring to go on amusing one’s sclf always.”

“ There I entircly agree with you,” said Laurence.
“ But I entirely fail to sce work as a panacca. I fear
I am on a level with the brutes. One would think so,
to judge from my rude health.”

“ That scems to be quite a trouble to you,”
observed Philip.

“Tt is,” she replied; “it is just like everything in
this badly arranged world, given to the wrong per-
son. Because I began to be bored to death with
things at cighteen, I suppose I am doomed to live to
a hundred. Now, your hero, — Canon Winterby, — 1
feel sure he must be delicate, and that his precious
days are numbcred.”

“Well, not exactly that,” said Philip; “but still you
are not far out. He is notstrong enough for his work,
I know.”

“Work! work!” cricd Laurence, with sudden
vehemence; “I am getting to hate the word! I
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don’t believe T ever heard it till you began to talk
this morning, and now it secms to be dinned into my
cars. What difference would it make to anybody if,
instead of sitting herc smoking cigarcttes, I went and
slaved at somcthing?”

“ It would make a great deal of differcnce to you,”
said Philip ; “ you would find yourself much hotter, no
doubt, but much lcss bored.”

“Do you think so?” she asked. “I really doubt
it.”

“I rcally do think so,” said Philip; ¢ that is, if the
work in question actually had to be done. A clever
woman I once knew, who found lifc very tircsome,
after she had cxhausted cvery form of amusement,
tried living without any servants. She told me that,
at the end of a weck, she found her anxicty to equal
a professional in the black-lcading of stoves, and the
sweeping of floors, had given a new zest to existence.
And she thought the chief rcason for her cure was,
that she was always in a hurry, and never had time to
pity hersclf. That's the case with a worker like
Canon Winterby ; he gets through in a day what we
should do in a month, and therefore his life, cven if
it is bricf in years, is, in fact, very long, because it is
so full of scnsations.”

“Ah!” said Taurence, in a low voice. “Now
you are coming to the point of the whole matter, —
sensation!”’

“What do you mean?” said Philip.

“We must feel or dic,” she answered.  “TPassion is
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usually regarded as the only form of scnsation worth
mentioning; but it docs n’t last.  Work, on the con-
trary, grows upon you, like any other hobby, and at
last the worker becomes intemperate, and must have
more ! — till he works himsclf to death, as the drunk-
ard drinks himself to death.  And it is all a matter of
temperament, a question of what part of the physique
is most greedy of scnsation. You arc enthusiastic
about work just now, becausc it offers itsclf to you as
a new excitement; it may not please you.”

“No, you arc not quite right,” said Philip; “ it has
come to me as a possible alleviation to a pain I am
tired of.”

Laurcnce looked up at him curiously, and their
eycs met.

“You arc fortunate,” she said gravely, “from my
point of view. T have often wished to feel pain for a
change.”

They had come to a point in the conversation
which troubled them both; the reference Philip had
made was embarrassing. There was a little silence;
then he roused himsclf,

“Will you come and hecar Canon Winterby on
Thursday night?” he asked.  “ He js going to speak,
and T have promised to be there)”

TLaurcnce surveyed him with a serious look of
surprise.

“A Temperance meeting!” she said. “How
dreadful!”

“Do come,” he said.
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“Very well,” she replied, “1 will—to sec your
hero.”

She got up and left him abruptly. Philip sat a
little while longer, till he had finished the cigarctte
he was smoking. Then he went indoors and upstairs
to his wifc’s room. Mrs. Tempest was sitting in an
arm-chair by the open window.  She looked up when
he came in, but did not smilc.

“What have you been talking to Laurence Monk-
wcll about all these hours? ” shesaid; “ I never knew
of her talking to any one for so long.”

“All sorts of things,” said Philip, lightly; “she is
interesting,” he added in a different tone; “she is like
a star sapphire, — sometimes all cloudy and obscure;
but now and again it is as if a ray of light strikcs
right into her mind and a star shines out, strong and
clear.”

Mrs. Tempest said nothing.  She turned her head
away and Jooked out into the garden. “ We mortal
millions live alone,” said Matthew Arnold; and
nothing truer was cver said, in spite of all the love
and devotion which exists in the world. Philip, all
unsuspecting of what he did, was lighting a great fire
which neither himself, nor any other, would have the
power to extinguish. It raged in Mrs. Tempest’s
heart like an agonizing physical pain. It had been
smouldering there for some time, — a vaguc fecling
that he was drawing away from her, that she might
lose his close dcvotion, which had made life so
delightful.  This fear had burned within her dimly.
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and made her restless and unecasy.  Now the sharp,
fierce flame of jcalousy suddenly blazed out and
scemed to scorch and sear her very soul.  She bore
the pain in silence; it was so new that she did not
realize it to be anything fuz pain, — a somcthing that
caught at her heart and stifled her. Philip went on
talking; but he noticed that she kept her head turned
away, and was looking all the while into the garden,
and concluded that she was not interested.  So he
changed the conversation, and soon forgot his talk
with Laurcnce, and cven ILaurcnce herself, in other
interests,  Not so Mrs. Tempest.  She soon re-
covered herself sufficiently to answer himj but her
mind did not leave the irritating point which had
wounded it




CHAPTER V.

HE next day was Thursday, the day of the
meceting, and the thought of it filled Philip’s
mind a good dcal, because he was haunted by the
idea that he might be called upon to speak. He
made a few notes, from time to time, in casce this
should be so. Ile took it for granted that Mrs.
Tempest was going, and did not actually refer to her
doing so. Ilc was pre-occupied, and did not notice
that she never answered him when he mentioned it,
but always remained silent for a moment, and then
spoke of somcthing clse.  Not until they met at
afternoon tea, did it dawn upon him that he had to
face an opposition which had not yet been expressed.
As they were beginning, he said to Mrs. Tempest,
“1I have ordered the carriage for a quarter to cight,
Clarc. T hope you won't mind going so soon.  Mrs.
Monkwell will excuse our leaving her alone, T hope,
tor an hour or two; Miss Monkwell is coming, I
believe.”
“Yes, T am coming,” said TLaurcnce.  And Thilip,
looking at her, noticed that she was very quictly
dressed in black.  Mrs. Tempest, on the contrary,
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was in pale-pink silk, This was explained a moment
later.

«1 am not coming,” she said, very decidedly.

“You are not!” exclaimed Philip, in surprise and
some consternation. He had never heard her speak
to him so positively or so harshly. Hc looked at her
in wonder, Her face was flushed, and her soft cyes
scemed full of fire. Philip’s surprised look changed
to one of apprchension.

“Certainly not,” she said, “I am not going to
countenance you in such nonsense. If you choose
to make yoursclf ridiculous, I do not intend to help
you in it. Will you come to the opera, Mrs, Monk-
well?  Leslic is coming in after dinner, and no doubt
he will go with us.”

“Yes, I will come with you,” said Mrs. Monkwell.

“ And you, Laurcnce?” said Mrs. Tempest.

“TI said I would go to the mecting,” said Laurence,
“and I have a weakness for keeping my word.”

“Don’t go, Laurence,” said Mrs. Monkwell.

“ Why not, mother? ” asked the girl, defiantly.

Mrs. Monkwell made no direct answer; it was
not casy to do so with Philip there.  After a moment
she said, “T should think you would like the opcra
better.”

“Tam sick of the opera,” said Laurence; “Thave
heard everything a dozen times.  Now a Temperance

meeting will be something new. 1’1l come with you,
Mr. Tempest.”

“Thank you, Miss Monkwcll,” said Philip, “T be-
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lieve you will be repaid ; and if you don’t mind going
with me in a cab, we will leave the carriage for your
mother and Clare.”

Mrs. Tempest was leaning back in her chair; she
did not look up or speak again during dinner. DMrs.
Monkwell came to the rescue, as she always did
when there were any symptoms of friction, and talked
about other things. Immediately after dinner there
was a general putting on of cloaks and wraps in the
great hall; I.eslic had come in and was standing wait-
ing with Mrs, Tempest’s pink opera-cloak on his arm,
which he had taken from her maid. Laurcnce ran
upstairs and came down again very quickly in a quiet
hat and veil; Philip was waiting, and the cab rcady,
and they were all about to start, when it was noticed
that Mrs. Tempest was not there. At the samc
moment, her maid, Lucille, came back again to say
that Mrs. Tempest was fecling ill, and did not wish to
go out — would Mrs. Monkwell excuse her, and go
without her?

“I’ll go and sece what is the matter,” said Mrs.
Monkwell.  “It is very sudden; she scemed quite
well at dinner.”

“No, I'll go,” said Philip, hurricdly, from the
open hall door where he was standing. “I won't
keep you a minute, Miss Monkwell.”

He was, indeed, only gone two or three minutes:
and he came back with a strange, sct look on his
facc.

“Itis a bad headache,” he said ; “she only nceds
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the opera”

But Mrs. Monkwell threw off her cloak, and said
she would rather spend the cvening quictly with a
novel, and that no onc need trouble about her.  And
presently Leslie went away to his club. The carriage
went back to the stables, for Philip, fearful of being
late, had driven off with Laurcnce in the cab that was
waiting for them.

But they were too carly instead of being late.
Laurence expected this, as she had noticed the time
of the mecting in the papers.  But she said nothing.
She was aware that Philip was in a state of cxcite-
ment, carricd away by a keen enthusiasm, and at the
same time pre-occupied with thoughts which took
him far away from her. Ilc was but just aware of
her presence, and she knew this. It pleased her; it
was much more agreeable than the way in which men
usually sct themselves to amuse her, to have him sit
silent and full of fecling and five at her side. Itwas a
strange feeling that his mind was scaled to her; and
yet that she was conscious of the vibration and cxcite-
ment within him which his thoughts causcd.

The doors were not yet open to the public; and
Laurcnce could not be admitted till they were ; Philip,
having a platform-ticket, could go in. He did not
seem in the least disconcerted at having to leave her
to wait; his enthusiasm was at too high a pitch to
admit of such considerations. This amused and
pleased Laurence; it was all part of the new cxperi-

4
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ence. She was so accustomed to be made much of
that the change was agrecable.  Thilip disappeared,
hurrying away down a long corridor, and Laurcnce
remained standing in the crowd at the door. But the
porter, who sternly kept the crowd at bay, opened
the swing-door wide cnough for her to pass through,
“You can't go into the hall yet,” he said ; “ but you
can sit down here.”  Laurence Jooked round the
dreary waste in which she found herself, and saw some
benches ranged against the walls. S0 she sat down
and surveyed the unfamiliar scene, It scemed to her
such an odd time to be in a place that looked like a
railway-station, instcad of in a drawing-room, or at
the theatre.  The crowd outside stood patiently, with
faces pressed against the glass of the doors; they
did not appear to resent the prefercace shown to her,
— probably, she thought, after studying their faces
for a moment, because they were too dull to do so.
A bustling old gentleman came pushing through
them, opencd the door, and walked past its custo-
dian with such an air that the man was quite apolo-
getic when he followed him a few steps and demanded
of him, “ Arc you a steward, sir?” and the old gen-
tleman had not cven a shilling ticket, only a fice one,
Laurence thought it funnicr than most farces to sce
how he was politely bustled out after the style in
which he had come in. The little incident amused
her, and helped to pass the time; for she was sitting
there quite in the same spirit in which she would

and the

have sat at a theatre and watched a play;

3
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little old gentleman who bounced in with the air of a
grandee, and had to be turned out to herd with the
crowd, interested her as much (if the truth must be
told) as Canon Winterby himsclf.  The porter ob-
served to ler, after the excitement of this little
episode was over, that people were being let in now
to the reserved scats; and as Philip had given her a
ticket marked “reserved,” she thought she would try
herluck. She found no difficulty now; a polite person,
wearing mutton-chop whiskers which made him look
{ike a character out of onc of Thackeray’s novels, and
a gorgcous red-and-gold band upon his stout body,
bowed and smiled, and et her pass in. The splendid
decoration bewildered and surprised Laurence, who
knew not of such people as the Good Templars and
Rechabites, and had ncver scen their regalia. She
found the hall in possession of people decorated ina
similar manner, some cven motre splendidly;  they
were the stewards and stewardesses. At a glance
round, Laurence saw that they all belonged to the
lower strata of the middle-class; they were small
shop-keepers and dwellers in the twenty-pounds-a-year
villa. The only wsthetic or agrecable object in the
hall was a great basket of white flowers which stood
on the table upon the platform.  Thilip had brought
this with him. ILaurcnce noticed that it was already in
the cab when they got into it, and that the fact that
he intended to bring it with him had not been
paraded at Tempest House,  She smiled a little to
herself as she looked at it.  “Clarc would be wiser
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to humor him,” she thought. There was no one on
the platform, only rows of empty chairs which stood
facing a necarly empty hall.  But the hour announced
for the meeting was fully come; Laurence looked at
her watch, and, just as she did so, she was startled by
a roar behind as of wild beasts,  She turned to sce what
this might be, and saw the rush of a ficrce multitude
into the gallery which ran round the hall.  How they
ran ! — tumbling over each other, pushing cach other
aside with hard hands, every onc of the mass being
determined to sccure a front seat if possible, This
was the public which entered free.  In what scemed
less than a second, the entire gallery and the whole
of the back of the hall was packed with a perfectly
dccorous, though entirely sclfish crowd. Now somec
instrumental music was given, presumably, so Lau-
rence supposed, to cover the entrance of the shilling-
scat holders, who began to come in rapidly, and fill
up all the places round her.  They were all of one
class: the men, cheerful and plump, quite unfash-
ionable in appcarance, all bearded or whiskered, and
all wearing an expression of complete complacency
and self-content; the women were all quictly, some
even shabbily dressed, chiefly in black or dingy
brown. They wore funny little out-of-date mantles,
and dresses too long behind and too short in front.
As there was a look as of a uniform about their
clothes, so therc was in their faces; there was a
similarity of expression which gave a sort of family
likeness to women who were total strangers to cach
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other.  On all alike was the slightly worn look which
comes from all through a lifestime thinking twice
before a penny is spent, and of bringing up children
with cffort to carry on respectably the same life-
long struggle. It was the stamp of decent poverty.
Laurence drew a long breath of sudden sympathy;
she had never been in a crowd of this kind before,
and it was a revelation to her,  The stewardesses were
of the same class, and bore the same stamp. It
secemed more noticeable with them, because of the
gaudy Good Templar regalia, which they wore over
their dingy, ill-made dresses. The music ceased, and
some gray-haired veterans collected on the platform,
appropriating little groups of chairs, and talking gayly
together, It is a cherished characteristic of the
oldest representatives of the Temperance cause to
be particularly boyish, as laurence perceived later
in the cvening when she had heard some of the
speceches made by these gay old gentlemen.  The
procceding scemed to dawdle rather ; and atlast this
was explained by a very roscate person who wore
his whiskers with an air as if he felt them to be quite
the latest thing, coming forward to say that the
chairman had not yet arrived.  To fill up the time,
a timid young lady gave a solo; she had a pretty,
but not very powerful voice, which was completely
drowned at onc moment by a stampede in the gallery.

Laurence looked round, and was amused to see the

whole multitude thiown into an uproar by a deter-
mined old lady who looked to be about seventy
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yecars of age, but who showed cxtraordinary vigor
in climbing over cverybody in order to get a front
seat. There was nonc vacant; yct she got one by
sheer pluck and resolution.  Laurence found hersclf
admiring her, and regarded it as an instance of her
natural sympathy with wrong-doing. Now two or
threc smart and rather over-dressed ladies came in,
and filled the few scats that remained empty in front,
rustling their silks and taking off their gloves to show
the diamonds on their fingers. They looked round
with disdain and curiosity upon their neighbors, and
then whispered together.  Laurcnce found hersclf
quite absorbed in studying their ways and manncrs,
when the great people of the cvening came suddenly
and quictly upon the platform, and took her atten-
tion away. TPhilip was among them; and Laurence
watched him with an interest new to her, and which
gave her a sensation of surprisc. The chairman
began to specak at once, but though a very cminent
divine whom she had heard of as a great orator, he
scemed to her rather prosy. Probably he was not
at his best, having hurried, and being oppressed by
the consciousncss of having kept the mecting waiting.
His withered old face did not attract her as it would
have done any onc to whom he was more than a
mere name, and who knew of his splendid life of
devoted work.,  Her attention wandered from him at
once, and settled upon the man who sat next him.
At first he repelled her, and she thought him agly,

and with the sharp, disagrecable lines of the hard
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ceclesiastic in his face.  But while she was looking
at him, he glanced up at the audience; his cyes in-
terested her immediately, and sent some kind of
message to her, for she, without hesitation, decided
that this was Canon Winterby. She found that he
not only arrested her attention, but kept it; for there
was a strange blending of characteristics which attract
and which repel.  This blending makes a personality
more interesting than simple charm; it gives the
clement of excitement and of doubt, without which
any cxperience becomes prosaic.  His tall figure was
angular and ungraceful, and, in spite of his great expe-
rience on the platform and in the pulpit, his gestures
were as nervous as those of a ncophyte.  is face
was full of scverity, the mouth, in particular, when in
reposc forming a curiously hard straight line. This
was caused by a very long and somewhat overhang-
ing upper lip. Such was the man as he sat quict
and unawakened, a mere figure on the platform.
His eyes were small and veiled by glasses.  All this
was unattractive ; and the only thing that pleased Lau-
rence, so far, was a delicate flush of nervous excite-
ment which softened all the severity of the face, and
gave it a boyish look in spite of the curls of iron-
gray hair which told of the many years of effort that
had passcd over this passionate nature without crush-
ing the youth out of it.  While Laurence was won-

dering at the cvident nervousness of this practised

orator, something in the chairman’s speech roused
and amused him; he looked up, laughed, took off
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his glasses and laid them on the table. Then Lau-
rence rcad the sceret of that restless soul in the
bright, moist cyes, which at the first glance scemed
only small and insignificant, and at the sccond showed
a shadow and a light that came from the lofticst in-
tellectual life given to humanity. The man was a
poct. A poct in a churchman’s dress, forever beat-
ing away the splendid images that flitted into his
brain, and stripping his language of its glory, in order
that he might be understood of the pcople whom he
scrved,  No wonder that here, in the very heart of
the church, untouched by the chill of its crystal-
lization, was wide, wide sympathy; for sympathy
cannot cxist without imagmation, and Laurcnce,
looking from the cyes to the forchead, saw the high
temples which mean the power of imagery. She
glanced at Philip, and saw a certain kinship of face,
not in formation, but in ecxpression; and then she
began to understand muach that had been dark to
her before.  She waited with keen interest for Canon
Winterby to speak ; so kecen was her interest that
she forgot to be surprised at it. But she had to
hear a good deal that scemed to her very prosy
before he rose.  Then she sat absolutely fascinated
by this man’s ability. His voice was very powerful;
his speech so fluent that sometimes the words pourced
out,and images evidently rose in his mind so quickly
that they jostled cach other. But his great diffi-
culty scemed to be to contend against his tendency

to positively poctic speech.  He had to keep himself
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within the intelligence of this great lower-class audi-
ence which leaned forward and listencd in onc great
breathless mass, as if it were one creature.  He had
to speak to it and tell it what to do; he was here
as a Temperance leader, fighting for an unpopular
cause, opposing the privileges of the class to which
he belonged, for the sake of the struggling crowd
below him.  Somectimes he could not hold himsclf
down; his fancy soarced away above the understanding
of the people, like a bird that will spread its wings;
then he held them fast with his now burning cyes,
which wandered over the faces before him and held
their gaze to his, while he came down to cvery-day
humor, of which lic had taught himself the use, and
made them all laugh, or to pathos, which was a
natural gift, and made them sigh.  He kept his voice
at a high pitch, which rcached right to the far listen-
crs at the back of the gallery; and to Laurence, sitting
just below him, his cloquence scemed to flow over
her like a great stream in which her spirit bathed.
She sighed deeply when he sat down, and abandoned
herself to the memory of the novel sensations which
she had expericnced.

After that, it scemed to her that the meeting was
terribly tedious, until, quite towards the end, when
Philip Tempest, evidently in obedience to Canon
Winterby, rose and came forward.  Ilc made a very
short speech; but it was manly, simple, and straight-
forward, Tc told the people how he was one of the

Canon’s latest :ccruits, and that as a Temperance
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worker he was only two days old; but that he intended
to carry his principles into practice now that he was
convinced that it was right to do so. He told them
how in the country he owned two or three thriving
public-houses, and in London one which was a
shamefully profitable property; and that he had de-
termined to turn these into coffee-taverns and work-
ing-men’s clubs at the carliest possible date, and took
this opportunity of publicly announcing his inten-
tions. Ilc sat down amid a thunder of applausc,
which gave Laurcnce a quick sensation of pleasurc.
A few minutes after this, the meeting was over, and
Philip glanced at her as he feft the platform; she
understood that he wanted her to join him at the
door, so she rose and got through the crowd as
quickly as she could.  He was waiting for her; and
they were very soon in a cab and driving homewards,
Neither spoke for a long time. Philip was, to tell
the truth, too much absorbed in thinking of what he
had pledged himsclf to, and of the difficultics which
might arise in carrying it out, to think much about
T.aurcnce. When they were nearing home, she spoke
abruptly.

“T1 find,” she said, “that T have only preserved
two sentences intact out of that tide of cloquence.
Onc is “The power of the Itverlasting which works
behind phenomena  Alas! alas! how can he know
that it does?  What a glorious thing to have faith!”

“ Tt transforms the dreariness of life into onc long

alory,” said Philip, in a low voice,
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“The other sentence,” she went on, “ was of duty.
It was this,  Your line lics clear before you, — it is
the rescuc of your fellow-men!’  Tell me, Mr.
Tempest, has he convinced you that this is a duty?
1 do not believe it in the least, you know, I think
it is altogether a wrong idea, tending to destroy
individaalism.”

“To my gricf,” said Philip, I have been taught
by a practical cxperience that T am my brother’s
keeper, and that there is no evading the fact. We
cannot divide oursclves from those who stand next
us in the ranks, nor yet from the whole army. I
had learned this to be the truth before I saw Canon
Winterby’s pledge, in which the words are used.
Otherwise, I do not think it would have been possible
for me to sign it.”

There was something in his manner which silenced
her.  She did not understand him; yet it scemed
impossible to ask him what he meant. Tt was fated
that she was to lcarn, but not from his lips,




CHAPTER VI

HEN Philip went up to his wife’s room, he found
her in bed and sleeping heavily ; she was very
much flushed, and had cvidently sunk into this pro-
found slumber after a great deal of restlessness, for
her bright hair was in a tangle on the pillow, and
the bed showed that she had been tossing to and
fro.  Philip lcancd over her, and put his facc close
to hiers; but though it looked as if he were going to
kiss her, he did not do so. He drew back after a
moment, and, sitting down in a chair by the bedside
with a sigh, fell into a deep reverie, which lasted
a long time. But Mrs. Tempest did not stir or
wake; his presence did not rousc her, as once it
would have done no matter how deep her sleep
might have been,

Ie rose at fast and went to his own room, closing
the door which led from the onc into the other.  Ie
had fallen, in one swift moment, from the heaven of
enthusiasm into a despondency deep cnough to be
apart of hell itself; and he found it hard torest. Ie
only slept for two or three hours, and in the carly
morning rose and went out. Tt was not far to walk

to the river, which looks its best in Iondon before
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the sun recaches its full height; and Philip saw so
much to delight him that he entered into apother
order of cnthusiasm from that of the night before,
and went home to breakfast well-content with the
world becausc it was so fair.

The breakfast-hour that morning was full of sur-
priscs for him.  Tirst of all, he was astonished to find
Mrs. Tempest pouring out tea.  She was dressed in
white muslin, and had pinned a bunch of roses in
her dress. She looked charming; and it secmed to
Philip that she was a different person from the
woman whose flushed and disordered beauty he had
looked at the night before. Her headache was gone,
evidently; and the sight of her bright face, as she
looked up and smiled at him, gave the finishing touch
to the charm which the world had for him this
morning.

“I never heard you come home last night, Philip,”
she said ; “ 1 was so tired T fell asleep, and this morn-
ing you were out so early! When I looked into
your room, you were gone. I don’t wonder; the
roses at your window were cnotigh to make onc loung

"

to be out. T picked these there

He was standing beside her while she spolke, his
arm roand her, her head resting against him. At that
moment his love for her was too great for words; he
could only hold her close and tight with that pro-
tecting grasp of his which would have made a woman
love him cven against her will. It was a momcent

of joy, and Laurcnce Monkwell, when she came in
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at the door, wished she had not been fated to inter-
rupt it. Philip passcd to his place, and, having
learncd Laurcnce’s love of the morning papers,
handed her some of those that lay beside his plate.
She took them and turned them over, glancing at
the columns with the quick eye of the regular ncws-
paper reader.  Suddenly she exclaimed, “ Oh, here’s
a report of the meeting!”

“I hope therc’s nothing about my specch,”
laughed Philip, rather shamefacedly. e was fecl-
ing shy about it, now that he had not the excitement
of the crowd and of the other speakers to support
him. Laurence gave him a quick glance of curiosity.
Her nincteenth-century  spirit made her wonder
whether he was regretting what he had said.  “ It is
given in full,” she answered, looking down the page.

“T did not know you intended to speak, Philip,”
said Mrs. Tempest.  Her tonc was quict, with none
of the resentment and anger visible in it which she
had shown when the meeting was spoken of at dinner
the night before.

“ 1 did not know it mysclf)” said Philip, lightly.

Laurcence leaned across the table, and handed the
paper which she held to Mrs, Tempest.

“Would you like to read it? 7 she asked. “It is
there, at the bottom of the nage.”

Philip looked at the two women’s faces bent
towards cach other, so contrasted, so entirely dif-

ferent, and boeth so good to look at in the warm

sunshine.
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«“ Tt is a new thing to sce you reading a paper,
Clare,” he said.

«T shall have to read papers if you take to mak-
ing spceches,” she answered.

A moment later she dropped the paper on the
floor. “7Philip,” she said, in a very low voice, “it
isn't possible you said that! O, how could you?”

“Tt wasn't difficalt after all)”
poscly misunderstanding her; “ when you arce there

replied Philip, pur-

among a sct of people all accustomed to making
speeches, it scems quite an casy thing to get up and
talle o little”

Mrs. Tempest did not scem to hear him.  She sat
with ber cyes fixed on him, widcly open, and full of
a vague alarm.

“You'll never be able to do these things,” she
said; “you'll be hated, and — Thilip, 7 she went on,
nervously, “do be sensible about the party to-
morrow night.,  We maussz have wine as usual.  Peo-
ple will think you are mad.”

Mhilip shook his head.  “They would think me
madder,” he said, “if they read that speech this
morning, and found wine on my table. No, Clare, 1
burned my boats last night.  There’s no going back
now.”

“No going back!” she echoed. “You are in
carncst?”’

“Ves,” he answered, “T am in carncst.”

Laurence looked up at him with great interest
She eav that he meant what he said, that here was
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a man who actually had the courage to be consistent,
who intended to carry his principles into actual prac-
tice. This had all the charm of novelty for her; she
had never met such a person before. She found,
when she reflected upon it, that she really regarded
Canon Winterby in the light of a professional philan-
thropist whose business it was to live up to the level
of his preaching. DBut Philip was an ordinary man
of the world, free to say one thing and do another,
like other people; and that he should not follow in
this familiar path seemed to Laurence very surprising.

Mrs. Tempest rose from the table. ‘It iy dread-
ful,” she said, in a tone of the greatest distress,

“ Why, my dear Clare,” said Philip, “there is no
need to treaf this matter tragically.  There’s tragedy
cnough about it among the lower classes I adnit,
and that’s where our responsibility Jics.  But it can
make no diffcrence to any of our visitors whether
they have a glass of wine or not. Treat it as a
matter of no importance whatever, and you will find
cvery onc clse will do the same.”

Mrs. Tempest turned towards him, an angry flush
darkening her face, and seemed about to say some-
thing passionately.  But she checked herself, and
went out of the room without speaking at all. Lau-
rence appeared to be buried in the paper; Philip was
reading his letters.  Mrs. Tempest left hers unopened.
She shut the breakfast-room door behind her, and
stood still a moment in the comparative darkness of
the hall.
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“Why is he doing this?” she said to herselil
“Why I—if [ thought —7”

As she stood there, trembling with excitement and
fear and anger, all mingled, the hall door suddenly
opened, fetting in a great broad stream of sunshine,
In the frame made by the doorway, black ke s
ctched figure against the brightness outside, stood a
man, who pauscd @ sccond to draw a latch-key from
the lock.,  Myrs, Tempest ran forward.

“ Leslie!” she said, “so carly!”

“T didn't stay to finish breakfast,” lie answered,
“as soon as I had rcad the paper.  Is Philip mad?”

“I1ec must be, T think,” she said.  “ e hasn'’t the
lcast consideration for any one.”

“No, indeed, he hasn't,” said Leslie, savagely, as
he shut the door, and so shut cut the sunshine. They
stood in the cool darkness, and looked a moment at
cach other.  Mrs. Tempest in her white dress made
a delightful ficure against the shadowy background;
Leslic Tempest was very smart and fresh, and wore a
beautiful white rose in his coat.

“Ile doesn't carc how ridiculous he makes me
appear. Tfancy giving a dinner without wine on the
table. 1 haven’t the courage to face it.  And he is
so hcadstrong when he takes up an idea, there’s no
moving him. Leslie, what shall T do?”

“1 dow’t know,” he answered.  “It’s horrid for
you, Clare. You ought not to have to submit to it;
a woman ought to be mistress in her own house, At

»

lcast, /think so. Is DPhilip in the breakfast-room?
3 i
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“Yes, but Laurence Monkwell is there, Don't talk
before her.  She went to the meeting with him last
night. 1 hate that girl!” she added, with sudden
vehemence,  “1 wish T had never asked her here.”

Lestie put his hand on her arm.  “ Clare,” he said,
in an altogether different tone from that in which he
had been speaking.  She turned quickly away from
him. Leslic had been Philip’s rival long ago; he
had never forgotten this, or allowed Clare to forget
it. e admired her even more now that her beauty
had developed.  Flirt though she was, she preferred
not to provoke any cxpression of feeling from him.

“Sce what you can do with Philip,” she said. “ Do
implore him not to be so ridiculous.”

“I've comc to talk to him very scriously,” said
Leslic, relapsing into the savage manncr he had been
speaking in at first. “ I don’tsuppose you understand
what he is proposing to do.”

Just then the breakfast-room door opencd, and
Laurence came out with a newspaper in her hand.
She bowed to Leslic without speaking, and then went
away upstairs instead of sitting down to rcad, as she
usually did, in a chair in the hall.  There was the
unmistakable fecling in the air of a discussion among
the Tempests which concerned themsclves alone, and
Laurence, without cxactly thinking about it, instinc-
tively left them,

“Thil’s in the breakfast-room alone now,” said
Clare, hurriedly,

“Come with me,” said Leslie.




The Star Sapphire. 67

“No-—" she answered, “I—1 daren’t! Don't
quarrel, Leslie”

She went quickly upstairs, and down the broad
corridor to her own rooms.  She found Lucille in her
d1'cssin(>‘~room, busy over some lace.

“ Lucille,” shie said, “ quick !~ get me some brandy,
I feelill. Tam surc onc of my attacks is coming on.”

“You do indeed look ill, madame,” said Iucille.
She went to a little cabinet, and taking out a beautiful
Venctian glass, made in it a mixture of brandy and
water which she was evidently accustomed to prepar-
ing, for she asked no question about it.  She brought
it to Mrs. Tempest, saying, sympathetically, “ You
scemed so much better this morning, madamc, X
thought you were going to be well to-day.”

“ T am tired of not being well,” said Mrs. Tempest.
1t is tircsome.”

She looked at the glass as she raised it. It had
been a birthday present from Philip, and she loved to
usc it because it reminded her of him.

Philip, meantime, sitting quictly looking over his
letters, was much surprised by I.eslic’s abrupt en-
trance.  “So carly!” he said, wsing Clare’'s words.
Leslic had a latch-key, and came in and out as he
chose, for he and Philip had been brought up to-
agcther, and had always been as intimate as brothers.
But he seldom camec in until the afternoon; he was
gencrally out late at night, and up late in tic morning.
hich

He came in now, with a look on his face wh
Philip had not seen there since they were »at school
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together, and one day had fought a battle over some
disputed possession, which became historic,  Leslic
had been in the wrong, and fought like a tiger to get
the thing he wanted; Philip was maddened by a sense
of intolcrable injustice, and his anger enabled him to
thrash his cousin, though Ieslie was by far the bigger
and stronger of the two. e could recall now the sen-
sation of rage which had possessed him; how his
sight had become blurred, and all the world appcared
to turn red.  Yet he had fought as though a greater
than himsclf had fought for him. IHec hated the recol-
lection, and prayed that this dreadful fecling might
never be provoked in him again.

Leslie sat down at the breakfast-table,

“Took here, Phil,” he said, “it appears to me that
you are acting rather unadvisedly in making these
platform announcements.”

Philip threw his head back with a defiant gesture
peculiar to him.

“What’s wrong?” he demanded. ¢ What have you
come to say?”

“ Why, this,” said Leslie, “that you don’t scem to
remember that I happen to be your heir, and that an
heir has got something to say about depreciation of
property.  You imagine because you have taken up
a new fad, that you can close the public-houses on
the estate, without a word to me, or any onc clsc?”

He paused ; but Philip made no answer.  They re-
garded cach other fixedly for a few seconds.  Then
Leslie went on: —
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“You can’t do it, you know; the thing ’s unhcard of.
There'’s only one course open to you. Write at once
to the papers, and say that you were wrongly re-
ported, that you never made any such stalcments as
to your intentions.”

<1 shall do nothing of the kind,

’

answered Philip,

nstantly.

143

Nonscense,” said Leslie, © you must.”

“No onc has the right to usc those words to me;
certainly not you”

“Then 1 don’t agree with you. 1 believe I have
the vight. And I am strongly of opinion that the
law will be on my side.”

“The law ! repeated Philip, in a low voice; and a
dark flush began to rise over his face.

“Yes, if you don't back out of this, I must find out
what the legal position is, and that at once.  Great
Heavens ! look at the moncy that comes in from the
Tempest Arms alone! You can have no more right
to destroy that source of income for your heir, than
you would have to cut every tree down on the estate,
You can’t have, it is n't in reason.”

“I intend to do it,” said TPhilip; “there will be
more money than will be at all good for you without
any of the public-houses.”

ITe answered resolutely, but without as much anger
as he might have shown, because Leslie had proe-
sented to him an entircly ncew view of the subject,
one that had not occurred to him before, and he was

re-occupicd in turning it over in his mind.  But his
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anger was only held in check for a moment. He and
Leslie regarded life and its dutics from absolutely
opposite standpoints, and a decp anger could only
be the result of their entering upon any discussion
upon practical matters.  As it chanced, however,
without actually intending it, he made exactly the
speech to excite Leslic Tempest to the utmost.

“You arc a sclfish devil,” said Leslie; “you have
always taken cverything you could get for yourself,
whether by fair means or foul. You have no con-
sideration for any onc.”

He used Clare’s words; and the thought of Clarce
came into both men’s minds. They rose simulta-
ncously and looked steadily at cach other. The first
quarrcl between them had been over a schoolboy
possession of no value, and it had been fought out
fiercely.  The sccond had been about Clare; it had
never found any open expression, and the jealousy
was as bitter as at first. Now the question of prop-
erty rosc like a great cvil spirit between them, and
cach knew that he hated the other. Words were
inadcquate, and blows were only for children.  After
a sccond of this silent survey, such as two dogs who
mean to fight to the death take of cach other, Philip
said, in a cold voice, “T will go down and see Dillon
at once.”

Dillon was the family lawyer. “Very well,” said
Leslic, “T know a man worth two of Dillion, I’ll go

straight to him.”

War was declared.
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At that moment the door opened, and Mrs. Tem-
pest came in. She had come back for her unopened
letters, and she had felt a little curiosity as to how
the interview was going on.  She had heard no up-
lifted voices, no rapid talking, and she hoped that
this mecant peace, that, as she would bhave ex-
pressed it, Philip was going to be reasonable.  DBut
she kaew them both too well not to be perfectly aware,
at the first glance, that what she saw mcant war.

There was a moment’s ominous silence while she
clanced at cach sct face. Then she closed the door
behind her, and came forward a step ot two, stretch-
ing her hands out to Philip entreatingly.

“ Philip,” she cried in her soft voice, vibrating now
with feeling, ©“ for my sake do not go on with this; do
not causc all this misery and bitterness !

Philip had not been looking at her; he turned now
suddenly, and with his cyes upon hers addressed her
in a tone she had never heard from him before.

“ Clare,” he said, “you, at least, should help and
support me in a difficult task. And you should
know why I undertake it.”

She drew back from him, and the vaguc alarm
which had been in her eyes cver since his visit to
Canon Winterby was replaced by a flash of intel-
ligence, foliewed by a look of deep resentment. Her
face hardened, and she answered him coldly,

“T have told you to look {or no support frow e,

I consider all you are doing ridiculously foolish. e

Leslie, it may scem more scrious.”
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“1 should say so,” ohserved Leslic.

Clare took her letters from the table, and left the
room again. Leslic followed her; but she had gone
away so quickly that he saw no trace cven of the skirt
of her white dress upon the stairs.  So he took his
hat and left the house.  Philip, moving more slowly,
for he was lost in thought, did the samc; and both
drove straight to their respective lawyers.  Philip
was onc of Mr. Dillon’s most important clicnts, and
was immediately attended to.  The two were shut up
together for a long while.  Philip camc away from
the interview morc pre-occupicd than before.  He
went for a long walk, and lunched at his club alone.
He was thinking without ccasing, anxiously trying
to sce his way. At last he came to a conclusion.

“ T will talk to Clare,” he said. T must risk her
anger. 'Tis the first chance of any rift within the
lute, and T have been perhaps too great a coward in
dreading it so, and am reaping my punishment. If
I did but speak out to her, without flinching, perhaps
all might yct be well.  Surcly she is strong enough
to bear the test!”

So thinking, he went quickly home, in haste to act
upon his resolution while it was still hot within him.
It was ncarly three when he reached the house.  Mrs.
Monkwell was alone, in the casiest chair in the cool
hall, reading a novel.  She told him Clarce was in her
room; Lecslic had been in asking for him at lunch-
time, and had now gone. Laurence had gone out

alone, to sec pictures somewhere, her mother said
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vaguely.  Tlaving heard this report of the houschold,
Philip went upstairs to look for Clare.
When he reached the door of her room, he paused

amoment before he went in. IHcaven hely

y thosc

he

whe hesitate thus doubtfully before euntering t
presence of the one they love best on carthy !

e knocked, and received no answer.  The door
was not fastened; after a moment’s uncertainty he
went .

Mrs, Tempest lay on the couch near the window,
fast asleep. lle stood still a few steps within the
doorway, and looked at her. Then, without ap-
proaching any ncarcr, turned and went out of the
room again.  He went down to the library, his
favorite room in the house, where Lo always read
and wrote his fetters. It scarcely deserved its name,
as there were not many books in it; but it had a
dignity greater than was visible, in the fact that here
the books were looked over, and chosen for the
really fine library which Philip had in the country,
and which had been the pride and pleasure of three
generations before him.  Philip was onc of those for-
tunate people to whom books arc as friends; and,
therefore, when troubled or perplexed, he preferred
this room. He sat down at his writing-table, and
thoucht very carncstly for some moments,  Then he
took up a pen and wrote this note: —

Drar Caxox WinterRBY, — I should lke to see you
for a few moments, as soon as you can spare them to me,
My hands nced strengthening. I find the action 1 have
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| taken, and its consequences, involving me in a perfect mael-

’ strom of bitter feeling and family warfare. I hardly know

| ] ‘ how to shape my way. Yet I am more than ever con-

] vinced that your principles are right. Dut is not some

? compromise possible in action? I fear I spoke too soon in
public as to what I was going to do.

Yours very truly,
PriLip TEMPEST.

Having written this slowly and thoughtfully, he
very quickly put it in an cnvclope, which he ad-
dressed and sealed. Then he went out himself and

posted it. There was a letter-box just opposite the
house, on the other side of the road. He dropped
B in the letter, and stood still a moment in the sun-
shine, looking towards a figure which was approach-

! ing him, and which scemed to him to be familiar, —a
l plump, waddling shape clothed in clerical dress.
| Yes, it was the Rev, Ambrose. e had scen Philip,
and hastened towards him, his face very red with
heat and hurry.

“T was coming to sce you, Phil,” he said.  “I want
a few moments alone with you.”

“Well, here T am,” answered Philip.  And, by onc
accord, they turned and walked slowly down the
road together, instcad of going into the house im-
mediately.  They were on the shady side of the way,
and it was very quict.

N\ “I am being badgered out of my life,” began
the Rev. Ambrose, “about that speech of yours”
(Philip groaned in spirit.) “You know onc or two
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of our influential people go in for this Temperance

rot, cspecially Merton, one of the churchwardo
You know him; he’s been at me before, but saw it
was no good. Ie had no sooner read your speech
than he called on me. I would have escaped Lun
if I could, but he was too carly. 1 had scen your
speech reported; and 1 saw at once the hold it would
give him over me. My aim was to avoid hing till I
had scen you.  But he gave me no chance.  Ie met
me on the doorstep when I first went out this morn-
ing.  Of course, he, knowing that [ owe my living to
your influcnce, expects me to follow your lcad, and
adopt your principles. Ie wants me to preach on
it this next Sunday ! Heavens, Phid, what a position
you have placed me in!  You must find a way out
of it for me. T don’t know what to do. T only know
it is quite impossible for me to preach this kind of
thing.  Why, just look at my interest i the Grayl
brewerics! It brings in the largest part of my
income. It would be absurd for me to talk against
my own intcrests. Of course 1 can’t. DBut I don't
want it to scem that you and I arc opposed, I have
told Mcrton that you will sce him and explain. You
must find something to say to him that will keep him
quict, I can’t.  He’s a perfect nuisance.”

Mr. Grayl pourcd out this rash of words as fast as
possible.  He took off his hat and mopped his
heated brow, put it on again, and then caught hold
of Philip’s arm.  He cvidently regarded Philip as his
saviour, and bound to act in that capacity, Dut
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Philip did not sce the situation quite in the same
licht, As soon as the Rev. Ambrose paused for
breath, he observed, —

“ But I agrce with Merton, and I think you had
better preach the sermon.”

“ Great Scott!” exclaimed the amazed clergyman,
“Why, Philip, dear boy, you must be mad.”  (Philip
began to calculate how often he had becen told this
in the last few days.) “Merciful powers! don’t you
sce that there would be letters in the papers directly,
pointing out that I am part-owner of the Grayl
brewerics? A hypocrite is the least of the hard
names [ should get.”

“I’m afraid you must get out of your difficultics as
best you can, Ambrose. I have cnough of my own.”

“ But you ’re not going oz with this thing, Philip,”
demanded Mr. Grayl, his voice rising like an angry
woman’s. “You can’t be serious !”

“T’ve told you before that I am,” said Philip, a
little impaticntly.

“(Qh, but I toolk that to be in the first fever-heat of
a new craze.”

“ What I said then I say now,” interrupted Thilip.

“ Then what on carth’s to be done,” said Mr. Grayl,
in a tonc of dismay. At this moment, to Thilip’s
relief, Laurence Monkwell drove up in a cab, They
were so near the house, that it was plainly only civil

to go and help her out.  So he quickly crossed the
road to do so, and Mr. Gray! followed him, looking
very disconsolate.
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“Come in,” said Thilip to him, as he opened the
hall door, it is just tea-time.”
Tea had just been brought into the hall, and Mrs,

Monkwell was sitting there alone. Thilip said noihiny

about his wife's abscnee, but presentiy Tauve
remarked it. “lLacille told me she was lying down
with a headache,” said Mrs, Monkwell, “and that she
was going to t ke her some tea. She seems to have

she added. I

i3

a great deal of headache just now,
supposc it is the heat”

“Yes, she always feels it very much,” said Thilip,
and then spoke of something ¢lse. Laurence was full
of the pictures she had been to sce, and tailed of
those a little.  Mr. Grayl sat in silence, occasionally
fixing a lock of despair upon Philip, which struck
him as very comical, and gave him o desire to Jaugh
in spite of all his scrious perplexitics. He succeeded
in avoiding another téte-d-téte with the clergyman by
devoting  himself to Laurcnce.  They talked tor a
long while, one of those delightful, discursive talks
which arce too light to bear writing down, and yet
which enlighten new friends about cach other.  These
two had this power of interesting cach other, whether
about great things or about trifies, which constitirtes
the strongest bond in friendshin, and they were
inning to discover this with mutual delight. Mrs,

be
Monkwell, finding that small talk was not required of
y S 1
her, relapsed into a novel i1 which she scon became
) I
absorbed.  Mr. Grayl found himscif quitc out of it;

and, as the time went on and the dressing-bell rang,
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and Philip was still talking to Laurence, he saw that
there was nothing to be done but take himseclf off.

Mrs. Tempest did not appear at dinncr; Philip
apologized for her, and scemed a little anxious and
worricd.

“It’s to be hoped she will be better to-morrow!”
said Mrs. Monkwell.  “Itis so trying to be ill when
there is a big dinner-party, I know. Clare does not
scem at all strong.”

“No,” said Philip, with asigh; “she is not as strong
as she was.”




CHAPTER VI,

HILIP scemed as uncasy as a perturbed spirit the
next day. e was down carly; he wandered
about the housc; he talked to cvery one; he visited
his wifc’s room a dozen times in the course of the
morning. IFor Mrs. Tempest was still prostrated with
a headache, and did not appoar. At lunch-time
Philip did not come into the room until quite haif an
hour late.  Ilc looked se distressed that Mrs, Monk-
well at once said, “I an sure you are anxious about
Clare. She is really ill.”
“Yes,” he answered, “T am very anxious, 1 want
to send out telegrams and put off cvery one to-night;

down.”

“ Oh, it would be very late to do that, unless

-5 Monkwell,

is dangerously I exclaimed My
I »
,

“Yes, it would be, T am afraid,” said Philip,  Ie
scarcely ate anything, and soon went upstairs again,

“Tt’s very odd, Laurence,” said Mrs. Monkwell, as
soon as he had gone.  “ T don’t understand what
can be the matter with Clare, 1 wish Mr, Tempest
would et me sce her. Why doesn’t he send for a
doctor?”
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TLaurcnce had nothing to suggest. The house was
full of an uncasy fecling.  Philip met Lucille on his
way to Clarc’s room.

“Lucille,” he said abruptly, after she had passed
him, as if the idea of speaking to her suddenly formed
itsclf in his mind. “ Do you think your mistress will
be able to come down to-night? ”

The woman hesitated.  “ 1 think, sir,” she said,
“ that if you will leave her to me this afternoon, she
will. T have known her recover before when she has
been as bad as this.”

At that moment another scrvant came to him with
a telegram, He opened it, and found it was from

Canon Winterby.
“I am free between three and four, if you can call.”

Philip looked at his watch. It was half-past two
now. e hesitated, but only for a moment. Ie
had never left Clare before when she was as ill as she
was now. To-day he felt as if he could not help her,
as if he needed help himself.

“Tmust go out,” he said. “T will trust you to
attend to Mrs. Tempest. T will be back at five.
Don’t lecave her a moment; you know it is too late
now to put off the dinner, and she must come down.”

“T feel sure it will be all right, sir,” she said; “if
you will leave her to me entirely.”

Philip nodded, and, turning back, went downstairs
again. e went out immediately, and drove straight

off to Canon Winterby’s housc.
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The house was very still that afternoon.  Laurcnce
went out for a long walk.,  Mrs. Moikwell sat in the
garden reading and dozing.  The scrvants were very
busy preparing for the dinner and for the cvening.
Upstairs all was silent.  Lucille moved to and fro
softly, only lcaving Clarc’s room for a few minutes at
a time.

Philip did not return till six. e went straight up
to Clare.  Lucille met him at the door.

“ I would not disturb her, sir, if T were you,” she
said; ““she’s asleep.”

Ilis mind was full of othcer matters, and he was
glad to be able to attend to them; so he went away,
and left Lucille in charge.

He found he was late, when he went to dress for
dinuer, so he hurried, intending to go to Clare as
soon as he was ready. Ile had to go downstairs
first, however, the scrvants nceding somec question
answered about the flowers and the arrangement of
the table, — matters which Clare always looked after
herself. The butler professed to be entircly be-
wildered by the order hie found himsclf compelled
to obcey, of bringing out no wine; he said he did

"

not scc how a table could be “set” without wine-
glasses.  Under these circumstances, Philip thought
it best to go down and endcavor to calm the ruffled
spirits before going to Clare. As he came up ngain —
two steps at a time, for there were sounds which told
that the first arrivals were at the door—he met

Lucille on the stairs.
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“QOh, sir,” she said; “it’s not my fault. I have
donc my very utmost, and given her cverything to
do her good; but, indecd, sir, she must have some-
thing I don’t know of.”

Philip stopped dead, and looked at her, his face
growing gray as he took in the meaning of her words.

““ Where is she?” he said.

“In the drawing-room, now, sir, surcly. I was
keeping her back, and praying you might come; but
Mr. Leslie was going into the conscrvatory for a
flower, he said, and she would go with him.”

Without a word, Philip turncd and went quickly
to the drawing-room. Some people were just being
shown in, whom he had to greet civilly, while at the
same time looking round for his wife.  She was not
there,  The conservatory opened into the drawing-
room on the other side, and he looked anxiously
at the doorway; he could not go across, for it was
now the dinner-hour, and guests were arriving quickly,
one after the other. e was obliged to reccive them,
and they all looked round for Mrs. Tempest in vain.
He was just about to break away and go in scarch
of her, when she came in through the conservatory
door. Leslie was following her as closcly as her
long train would permit of. She was dressed en-
tircly in black velvet, and wore a quantity of
diamonds. She was flushed, and looked magnifi-
cently handsome. The brilliant color in her face
was repeated by some large blooms of crimson

geranium which she carricd in her hand, having
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cvidently just gathered them. In the other, she
carricd a black lace fan, which was starred all oves
with small diamonds.  She was playing with this,
and looking at the crimson flowers, and did not
scem at all awarc of the necessity of advancing to

mect her guests.




CHAPTER VIIIL

THE moment was a very awkward one for cvery-

body, though not alarming to any one but
Philip, who turned cold. With scarcely a sccond’s
pause he hurried to avert a catastrophe, and took
the lady he was speaking to across the room to
Clare. The others, sceing that their hostess made
no advance to meet them, followed this example,
and went to her. Thus she was surrounded at oncc
by a little group, and Philip stood at her side, talk-
ing rapidly. She smiled vacantly, and shook hands
with those who came up to her, then broke away and
threw hersclf upon a chair.  One of the ladies had
followed her, and said something to her.

“Oh, I don’t know,” replicd Mrs. Tempest, spcak-
ing in a loud tone that startled everybody, for it was
not in the least like her usual voice, — T don’t recally
know who's coming or who’s not. T hate this din-
ner-party altogether.  Phil’s managing things all his
own way, and making a prctty mess of it.”’

The buzz of talk ccased for a sccond, as these
words, uttered loudly, penetrated all ears. Glances
of dismay were interchanged. Then the talking re-
commenced, rather more loudly than before, for
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cevery one made an cffort to cover the general cm-
barrassment. No one knew what was the maftter,
yet all felt alarmed and uncasy.

Taarence Monkwell was standing very near the
chair in which Mrs. Tempest had thrown herself, and

she remained fixed with amazement, gazing at hor

with dilated eycs. Suddenly Clare raised her voice,
and began to speak so that she could be heard
above the general hum of talk. At the first sound
of this lifted voice, which had something ominous
and strident in it, Laurcnce instinctively started for-
ward as if to silence it, or screen it, she knew not
how, and Philip did the same thing from where
he stood, beyond her.  They got in cach other’s way,
and for an instant they stood face to face.

“What am I thinking? " said Laurence, quickiy, in
a low voice which he heard perfectly, but which
reached no one clse.  “ Am T wicked to think what
T do?”

“ No,” he answerced, in the same tone; “you are
right. You know my sccret. I supposc all the
world must know it to-night; yet I would give my
life to shicld her.”

“What can I do?” said Laurence, and in those
four words, said as she said them, was a promisc of
devotion and of help such as had never come to him
in his life before.

“Don’t let any one talk to her; at dinner monopo-
lize T.ord Shortlands, if you possibly can.”

Hurriedly saying this, he passed her, and, stand-
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ing in front of Clare, spoke to the person she was
addressing. She rclapsed at once into a sullen
silence, looking angrily at him. Lord Shortlands,
for whom they had been waiting, now came in; and
dinner was immediately announced. Laurence un-
derstood Philip’s request as soon as she remembered
that Lord Shortlands would take Mrs. Tempest
down. She herself was allotted to a guardsman who
evidently thought himsclf simply too handsome to
live. Her quick intelligence told her that he would
nced very little attention, and that to devote hersclf
to Lord Shortlands would not be difficult. The only
doubt in her mind was, could she entircly distract
his attention from Clare, to whom he properly owed
it? Her whole nature was strained with anxiety to
do what Philip wished, and in the way he wished it
For the first time in her life she felt anxious as to
her own powers of attraction; for the first time in
her life she wished to please a man, and wondered
whether she was sure to succeed, and reflected as to
her best plan of attack. Iler glance rested on Lord
Shortlands as they sat down at the table. He was a
very smart man, not looking at all young, and yect
looking much younger than he was. He was a
bachelor, a diplomat, a courticr, with a thin, almost
cmaciated figure carried with dignity, and dressed
to perfection; his face scemed carved in wood, and
its skeleton-like look gave it an ascctic expression.
e would have looked like a fanatical monk if

dressed as one.  His reputation was about as bad as
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it could be, and was overlooked because he was very
rich, and, politically, somewhat tmportant.  Laurence
had heard of him as one of the most fustidious men
in the world, and as a great match (from the mar-
rlage-market point of view) who had cscaped the
matchmakers of Farope during fifty years, and had
long since been given up to his cynical bache-
lordom. She feared her task of keeping his atten-
tion during a whole dinner would try her strength
to the utmost; but she did not intend to fail in the
first task Philip had set her. Her sudden conscious-
ness of her overmastering desive to help Philip,
which would have troubled her tosribly at another
time, was now lost sight of in the horror of her
recent discovery, and, in the excitement of the mo-
ment, she forgot altogether to take hersclf to task
for

Everybody present had of course read Philip’s
speech, and understood  his position. There had
been much curiosity beforchand as to whether he
intended to carry his theories so far into practice as
to deprive his guests of an accustomed ,iuxury; and
a swift comprehending glance from each one took in
the fact that wine-glasses did not decorate the table.
The subject was carcfully avoidcd, and the talking
was even more voluble than at st dinner-partiecs,
as if all were anxious to show that h rwit did not
sause

depend on wine.  In reality, this was only !

cthing

all present were nervously conscious of

wrong.
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Laurence began to talk at once to Lord Short-
lands, hardly taking any notice of her guardsman.
She soon managed to get up an animated discussion
on some subject of the moment, half her attention
being fixed all the while on Clare, whom she watched
with incessant anxicty. Whenever Clare was about
to speak to Lord Shortlands, Laurence made some
daring, funny remark which forced him to turn to
her.  She foiled every attempt of Clare’s, who at
last recognized that she had no chance. Neijther
had she on the other side, as the man who was in
that place was nervous, and took refuge in a very
pronounced flirtation with the lady he had brought
down. So Clare sank into silence, looking up now
and again at Laurcnce with a glance of growing
hatred.  Sometimes this glance travelled up the
length of the table and settled upon Philip. For
the rest, she leaned back in her chair and played
with her glittering fan.  She did not attempt to cat
any dinncr, simply rcfusing each dish as it was
offered her. This coursc made the nervous man
very uncasy. He looked from the corner of his cye
at the plates which were put before her and taken
away unuscd. At last Lord Shortlands, in a mo-
ment of opportunity afforded him by Laurence help-
ing herself from a dish, turned to Clare, and said:

“You are not cating any dinner, Mrs. Tempest.”

“No,” she answered, “I’'m not, nor would you,
except for politeness. Nobody carcs for dinner
without any wine.”
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The same startled hush passed over the table
which she had causcd when she spoke in the draw-
ing-room. It was morc the sound and tonc of her
voice than what she said which caused this. There
was something unusual and alarming about it The
hush lasted barcly a sccond, and then the general
buzz of talk became louder than before. Nobody
looked at Clare, or addressed her, yet cvery one at
the table was thinking of her. Most of them thouglht
she was in a very bad temper, having evidently quar-
rclled with Philip over this wine question. Thure
was a sense of relief when the ladies left the room.
Clare moved with the air of a scornful beauty, which
fitted in well with the gencral theary of what was
wrong; and the women whispered together on the
stairs and in the drawing-roon, “ What bad tastc to
let every one see.””  “Tancy treating us to a scene.”
“1 always thought her too well-bred to go on like
this.”  She disappeared for a few momeaents after they
rcached the drawing-room; and when she rcturned
Mrs. Monkwell caught her alonce for a moment,

“ Clare,” she said, in an undertone, — “ you must
forgive an old fricnd — don’t let any onc sce how
vexed you arc; it doecsn’t make it any better.
Heavens ! my dear girl, how flushed you arci”

“ Leave mec alone,” said Mrs. Tempest, *“ and look
after Laurence. The way she flirts is a diserace?”

She swept on, leaving Mrs. Monkwell looking

after her, transfixed with amazement. This was a

Clare hitherto unknown to her.
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“ Mother,” said Laurcnce, close to her, “ what can
we do?”

Mrs. Monkwell turned to her, “ My dear,” she
said, almost gasping, “ her checks are turning purple
——and Laurence ! —she smelt of brandy — horribly I”

“1 know, mother, I know. What can we o?
Let you and I keep by her, and prevent the others
talking to her.”

This they did, with fair success, till at last Philip
came into the room. He came to Clarc at once; and
when he was close to her she was quicter and more
manageable.  She grew sullen; but she appeared to
be afraid of him, The three, without interchanging a
word, formed a specics of guard for her all the cven-
ing. There was a large reception, and little was
expected of Clare beyond shaking hands and smiling ;
and this she managed to do tolerably, as the others
ivariably took away cach new comer before she had
time to say or do anything cxtraordinary. It was
an awful evening for these three, nonc of whom cver
forgot it. The strain was so great that it ap-
pearcd to them as if the evening was intcrminable.
Laurcnce began to feel at last as if she were a lost
soul doomed to stand forever amid passing shades,
all gorgeously dressed and talking unmeaning plati-
tudes, while she watched another unhappy soul burn-
ing itsclf out. For, as the hours passed, and Clare
had no mecans of cscape, and no opportunity of
taking anything which would hinder this most misct-

able moment for her, she began to recover,  Return-
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ing intelligence brought with it an overpowering
weariness; the dark flush died out of her face, and
she grew white.  Ier cycs, losing their stony, angry
cxpression, gradually assumed an anxious, furtive,
deprecating look,  She began vagucly to wonder
whether she had becn talking too loud; whether

she had been laughing; whether she had been rude

)
to any onc; whether Philip was vexed with her!
It was awful to have to suffer like this among a
crowd of people; she longed to escape to her room
atone, but for & moment, and bring back the con-
fusion of mind and defiant anger which had carried
her through the cvening. DBut her gnard was too
vigilant.  If Philip was compelled to leave her side,
Laurence instantly took his p}zlcc' and Clare recog-
nized that to her, at all cvents, her seerct was known,
and that she was being watched.,  Mrs. Monkwell had
long since wearied out and gone away ; but Laurence
never flagged, and Philip felt a profound scnse of
relief in finding he could rely on her.

At length it was over. The last guest was gone.
And the moment Clare had smiled wearily, and said
“ good-night” for the last time, the tewrs rushed into
her cyes.  Philip, coming back from the hall, found
her in a perfect paroxysm of sobbing, and the tears,
with difficulty kept back for an hour past, were now
raining down her face,

“You are all crucl to me; you all linte me.  Oh,

what a weary, tiresome, stupid party! Why was 1
So far as hor gasp-

(IR

ever bern to lead such a life!
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ing utterances could be understood, they ran like
that. Over and over again, she poured out a similar
complaint. It seemed that she felt all the world to
be against her.  Laurcnce was quite powerless before
this childish passion.

« Good-night, Miss Monkwcll,” said Philip’s voice,
very softly, “you are very tired; I will take carc of
Clarc now.”

She said good-night, and hurried away to her own
room. She was full of a feverish excitement; she
had never drecamed that any experience could move
her so much., She had nothing more to think about
Clare; in the long, weary hours of the evening, she
had exhausted that subject. But her mind was full
of Philip, — his position, his overwhelming difficulty,
his endurance, his pluck.

This seemed a subject with which her thoughts
would never be satiated.  She recalled his face, with
the new expressions she had now seen on it, — of
pain, distress, despair.  She hcard again his voice as
he had spoken in a whisper to her amidst the un-
heeding crowd. She leaned back in her chair and
let the dark hours of the night slip away while she
pondered over this absorbing image.




CHAPTER IX.

OR nearly an hour Clarc pourcd forth a strcam
of passionate reproaches upon Philip, sobbing
bitterly the while. She walked to and fro, restlessly,
in the drawing-room, trailing her long velvet dress
aftcr her.  Philip sat in a chair ncar the door, into
which he had dropped when he returned to the room.
He was very tired. He watched her as she went
backwards and forwards aimlessly; but he said
nothing. This evening she had scemed to him like
some dreadful figure in a nightmare, not like his wife
at all.  Gradually the bitterness of the hysterical
sobbing died away, and then the sobbing itsclf
ccascd. There came a pausc. Philip was a little
bewildered by the silence, which scemed strange and
new. Surcly he had been listening to Clare’s voice
for ages.  He was just beginning to realize how tired
he was.  And it struck him that he had better get
Clarc to bed at once, now that she was quiet, Ile
rosc with this intention ; and, as he did so, Clare came
to him.
“ Philip,” she said, “ why don’t you speak?”
“Go to bed, Clare,” was all he answered. “1t’s
tuo late to talk.”
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But her fears had suddenly become aroused; she
would not be put off like this. She bad passed into
another phase, and it must be gratificd,

“ Philip, you arc angry with me!”

“No, Clare, T am not.  Comwg, let us go upstairs.”

“ Oh, Philip, I know what it is! I have not been
myself, and you arc vexed. Lucille has been giving
me some horrible medicine that confused me.”

“T don’t think it was the medicine,” he answered.
He crossed to the side of the room, intending to put
out the clectric light. She followed him, and scized
his arm, Her eyes were wild.

“What do you mcan? " she cxclaimed, in a hoarse
voice. “Speak out, and tell me what you mcan,”

He turned, put his hand on her shoulder, and
looked her full in the face. Ier cyes, wild, appcal-
ing, with a desperate expression in them, scemed to
devour him. Hc gazed stcadily at her.

“Do you want me to spcak the truth in plain
words?”

“ Yes, Philip, yes.”

“I have never found the courage to do it yct.
Perhaps T have been a coward. I have loved you
well, Clare! and you, that say you value my love,
are trying to kill it, trying to crush it out. T thought
that was impossible; now I cannot tell —

“ Oh, Philip ! " her voice had become a wail of agony.

“You must know yourself, Clare, that you are try-
ing it almost beyond what human love can be cx-
pected to bear.  While your sccrct was known only
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to me, — while it was unacknowledged even between
us, — it was casier to ignore it.  But now, cvery onc
who knows us will soon know that you drink.”

Clare shrank back with a sharp cry of pain, and
put her hands to her forchead. It was as if she had
been struck.

They stood thus a moment; then her hands fell
helpless at her sides, and she repeated, in a tonc of
absolute stupefaction: —

“That I drink.”

The amazement at hearing the words plainly
spoken having passed away, she burst suddenly into
heart-rending sobs.  She was too worn out to be able
to put any face on the matter at all; she simply sank
into an abyss of grief. It was uscless to attempt to
speak to her; she appearcd to understand nothing,
Philip gave his whole attention to getting her up to
her room. Lucille was waiting there, very sleepy
and cross.  Nothing was said. Lucille took no
notice of Clarc’s tear-stained face and broken-hearted
sobs. She simply began to take off her jewcls, and
to put her things away as quickly as possible.  Philip
went to his own room. Hec was of no usc to Clare
that night. For the time, she was scarcely an intel-
ligent being,

He lay down with that wearincss of spirit upon
him which made him dread the next day, which
reminded him that the night was ncarly spent, and
that there was but a very brief interval left before the
difficultics of lifc would have to be faced again.




CHAPTER X.

“Y"HOSE difficultics turned out to be heavier and

more dispiriting than even he had anticipated.
Usually midnight weariness makes one fear the dawn
more than onc need; when the troubles of the day
arc greater than the fears of the night, then it means
that life has put on the tragic mask in carncst.

Philip thought a great dcal over what he should
say to Clare. He expected to find her tearful and
repentant.  He resolved that now the blow had been
struck, the ugly word spoken, he would not allow her
to fall back for want of resolution on his part. He
would talk to her plainly; he would compel her to
begin to form new habits, and so recover the charm
of character which it seemcd as though she were
about to lose. He fclt profoundly thank{ul that he
had spoken out at last, so that now he could use his
influence steadily.  And perhaps it was as well, bitter
though the humiliation was, that she had made this
public exhibition of herself. It might save her, when
nothing clse could have doneso. Poor Clarc! What
a horrible thing for a woman such as she was,—a
woman formed for love and for social success, born
to be adored, —to awake to such a memory of dis-
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gracc and shame as must come to her this morning,
The thought gave him a sharp pang of sympathy,
and softened his heart so that he suffered.  Ie feit a
longing to hurry to her, to take her in his arms and
comfort her. e repented sorely that he had lct
Lucille attend on her yesterday; surcly that had been
his duty! Tt had not secmed possible at the time;
he wondered now whether he ought to have made it
possible.  Ilow often had he done so; how often had
he sacrificed other interests, put off engagements,
broken appointments, in order to be with her!  And
of what avail had it been?  This much —-there had
never been a scene, a shameful exhibition, like that
of the night before. Perhaps, as he now began to
hope, this might cffect a cure.  Perhaps he had
shiclded her too much for her own good.  She had
learned to rely absolutely on his protection.  His
heart weat out more warmly than cver as he thought
of all this, and of how she had suffered for her folly.
He went to her room before going down to breakfast;
but Luciile came to the door, and said she was asleep,
He went away, but pauscd a step or two from the
door in surprisc; he heard her speak; she was not
asleep.  Perhaps she had but just wakened.  How-
ever, he thought it best not to go back., He went
down to the breakfast-room. e was later than
usual; and he had grown accustomed to sce Lau-
rence Monkwell down before him.  But she was not
there this morning.  Of course, he asked himsclf,
how he could expeet such a thing after the terrible
7
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evening they had passed. She must be worn out.
He was surprised to find how much he missed her
presence.  Very dark and blank the morning scemed
without her, in spite of the sunshine outside. The
atmosphere of the house was depressing in the
extreme.  The servants waited on him in an awe-
struck way which attracted his attention at last,  Of
course he quickly remembered that they had prob-
ably been talking of nothing but Clarc’s condition
last night since they woke that morning.  IFor if the
greater number of the gucsts had been fairly well
deccived, there was no hope whatever that any one
of the servants had been. Of course they knew
everything, and more too.  Tle buricd himsclf in his
papers. ‘This was one of the ills of life which it is
uscless to resent; it must be met with philosophy.
Yet it was hard for him, who, as he had said to Lau-
rence, would have shiclded Clare with his life, to
know that she was the talk of the servants’ hall, and
that she deserved to be. It was worse than hard, it
was humiliating.  Humiliation is more difficult for
most of us to bear than acute pain; and in Philip's
proud nature it was an agonizing peint to touch.
e resolutely refused to think of it, and looked for-
ward to his meeting with Clare as a compensation for
what he was suffering for her sake.  She would have
recovered by now; she would be tender and repentant
as he had often scen her before.  When he had
waited on her during weary days, she had always

rewarded him by an access of affection, an abandon-
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ment of tenderness, which had won him back in spite
of what she had made him endure.

The reality was very different from the anticipation,
as it is so often in life.  This was the first time that
Philip had found his expectations so completely at
fault, and it was a shock to him. Clare was dressed,
and sitting by the open window in her room, reading.
She scemed Janguid but she was quite quict and col-
lected, She received Philip with great dignity and ex-
treme coldness, hardly answering him when he spoke.
He was amazed.  This was a new mood to him.  He
was not experienced cnough to know that it showed
she had fallen a step further. A bitter resentment
rankled in her heart, as she thought over what he
had said to lier the night before.  To-day, having
recovered from the hysterical phase, she marvelled at
berself for the tears she had shed when he made bis
accusation.  Why had she not torn him to picces?
Why had she not silenced him by her cold dignity?
Why had not she done anything but cry, —cry like a
fool! She had been asking hersclf these questions
over and over again cver since she woke, and had
completely hardened her heart before he came to
her. Thilip was quite in the davk as to how to
approach her.  For at the first glance — or, was it
at the first fecling rather, a matter of actual mag-
netism — he knew that she was not in the mood for
gentleness.  There was neither love nor repentance
in that coldly beautiful face.  He spoke of the beat,
which continued to be very great, of the book she
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was rcading, or rather looking at; for though she
pretended to be interested, and kept glancing back
at the pages, she betrayed the fact that she did not
even know which she was reading by the way she
turned them over.  Ile asked her if she would go
out, and she said, no, it was too warm! Ilc said
nothing of the night before; therce was something in
her manner which froze the words on his lips.  This
handsome, indifferent, silent woman, with the sullen
look on her face, scemed to be a stranger. It was
not any Ciare that he had known ; it was not even the
Clarc of yesterday.  Last night she had appeared to
him as a figurc might in a horrid dream ; this morning
she was like a shape cut in stone.  Where was the
woman hc had loved?  What had become of her?
It scemed that he had but her outward semblance
left.  The strangeness of this experience soon made
him as siicnt as she was herscelf.  He sat looking at
her, watching the hcavy eyclids and long lashes
which persistently drooped and would not be lifted,
so that their eyes should mect, — eyes that had always
loved to look into cach other’s depths, now for the
first time averted. At last, the difficult conversation
ceased, and a complete silence fell between them, —a
silence so hard to break that it stood like a palpable
thing, like a wall of scparation. They had always
been gay or tender together, as lovers are, and
babbled casily of little things, as lovers do.  Now
this scemed as impossible as though it had never
been. e saw that which had been the comfort and
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joy of years gone from him as though it had ncver
existed.  Ile imagined that it had faded for the
moment, and that it surcly would return.  To live
without love was to him an inconccivable state of
existence. It was as necessary to him as sunshine to
the sunflower. e would sacrifice anyt,‘;mg for it
While he and Clare loved cach other, he could suffer
all and cverything for her sake.  Dut it was dreary,
after the long hours of endurance, to mect this cold:
cyed indifference. He rose with a faint sich.

“Come out into the garden, at least, Clare; the
warmth is so delicious. Lct me take your books and
parasol for you. It is shady now at the back of the
house.”

“No,” said Clare, “I prefer to stay here, I am
not in the humor for talking. T think Laurence is in
the garden now.”

The insinuation was quite lost on him. That
Clare should be jealous was the last thing he weuld
ever have dreamed of.  Ile forgot, or did not know,
that this jealousy was a result of the vice which was
destroying her. Te understood what she said, as a
hint that he should leave her and attend to the social
dutics which she was not in the mood to fulfil hersclf.
So he went, without making any further cffort to rouse
her. - What was the use?  She would not respond in
any way, therefore it was best to leave her to herself.

He left the room, and went downstairs, and out into
the garden.  Laurence was walking up and down on

the grass,  She looked rather worn and orave;  her
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eyes were on the ground ; but, at the sound of his step
on the gravel, she glanced up, and all her face was
alight instantly, as with a ray of sunshinc. Philip
saw this and was glad.  DMrs. Tempest, looking care-
fully round the curtain of her window, saw it too, with
rage. Iler face flushed suddenly, and she clenched
her hands with a fierce, passionate movement.

“What shall I do?” she said to herself in a hoarse
whisper.  “How can I repay them?  Wretches!”

She watched them meet, walke on together, and dis-
appear into the shadow of the house, where they
passcd out of her sight. A moment later, and she
caught the sound of the front door, and then heard
a familiar footstep.  She sprang across the room and
hurried downstairs, ILeslic Tempest was standing in
the hall, doubtful for a moment where he would look
for Philip, whom he had come to sce, when he heard
his name called in a Toud whisper, and saw Clare
coming down to him. Ile was surprised at the state
of excitement in which she scemed to be, and went
quickly to mect her,

“What has happened?” he exclaimed.  “What is
the matter, Clare?”

“Lverything’s the matter,” she said, passionately.
“Come upstairs; I want to talk to you; they arce
out in the garden.”  She led the way to a little room
next the drawing-room which she often used in the
morning.  IMer cyes were aflamc; her face was
flushed; Philip would have hardly believed it possi-

ble that she could have changed so quickly.
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“Leslic!” she began, the moment they were in
the room, and the door shut, “T don’t know what has
come to Philip. He was never like this before —
until lately, that is. It has been coming on for some
time now; and it all scemed to come to a head the
day he went to sce Canon Winterby, and that hateful
girl came to stay here. T am counted for less than
nothing; I am nobody in my own house. I suppose
men always get like that after they are married; 1
have heard other women complain of it; but, oh,
Teslie, there is more than that! Idc has begun to
accusc mc of horrible things; last night he made
a dreadful accusation against me; I shudder when
I think of it. I can’t be called upon to bear so much!
I will not bear it— Teslic! What shall I do?”

“Tell me what he has said,” asked Leslie, who was
greatly perplexed by this sudden outbreak, for which
he was entirely unprepared.

“No, no, don't ask me to do that! You would
be shocked, horrified, as T was; indeced, T can't
repeat what he said. It is not right that my devoted
love should be repaid in such a way.,  But T will
make him suffer; T will not rest, night or day, till T
have made him suffer for the humiliations he has put
on me. Leslie,” turning on him suddenly, “1'd like
to go away from home. I wish you’d take me.”

“My dear girl,” said Leslic, who was thoroughly
alarmed now by her excitable manner, “ you scem to
me to be very odd and wild to-day. You 've — you've

not been taking any chloral or anything, have you?”
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“ Chloral} Certainly not.”

“Well,” said Leslic, apologetically. ¢ You told me
once that you took sleeping draughts sometimes ; and
really, you know, for you to talk about going away
like that—"

He left his sentence unfinished, and stood looking
at her.

“You think I must be crazy?  Well, I'm not.
I'm in carncst, Ieslic. I can’t stand being treated
like this. I thought last night that it was morce than
I could bear; and when it came to the last, and he
said thosc dreadful things —”

“Tast night,” said Leslie, “you were a little
excited —

“1 was not,” cricd Clare, with sudden anger. “1
was unhappy; and you men arc all so stupid, you
don’t know the difference.”

Leslic saw that he had made a mistake, and hesi-
tated as to how to remedy it. If Clare had been a
man, he would have said simply, “You were a bit
on, and perhaps did n’t understand what was said.”
But it was cvident that the “brutal truth” might get
him out of favor; and he would not risk this. Tor
to sce Clarc as he had seen her the night before did

:

not affect his admiration for her, except perhaps to

increase it. Ile liked a woman to be what he would

3

have called “human;” he was a hard lver himsclf,
and he hated nothing so much as superiority. 1le
detested Philip because he had no vices.  Ie de-

tested women who appeared to be superior to all
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temptation.  Some weakness in a woman’s nature
brought her more within his range, and made her
more attractive to him.

But he was alarmed at the humor he found Clare
in to-day. There was a recklessness about her which
made him cautious.  1or he really caved for her,
and had no wish to sce her do anything foolish
or compromising. It was fortunate for her at that
moment that he cared for her as much as he did.

Ilis hesitation gave her time to walk the fength of
the room and back again.  She was very much
cxcited, and very angry; but it scemed impossible for
her to stand still.  As she was turning away from him
again, he caught her arm.

“Come and sit down, Clare,” he sald; “you are
wearing yourself out!”

He drew her to a sofa ncar which they were stand-
ing, and they sat down side by side.

“Yes,” she said, “T am tired. It is terrible to live
like this, unloved, full of suspicion, accused of horri-
ble things.”

“No,” said Leslie, “not unloved. You know
that, Clarc!”

ITe took her hand, and held it ticht between both
his.  Clarce turned her face away and sighed.

Very different things from love were being talked
of in the garden, where Philip and Laurence, after
valking up and down for some time in the shadow
of the house, had subsided into garden chairs and
lit friendly cigarcttes.
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“T have long surrendered the idea that there is any
meaning in life,” Laurence was saying ; “ 1 cannot sce
the smallest rcason to suppose there is.”

“The dignity of the life after death nccessitates a
meaning in the life before it”

“ Oh, but onc cannot accept the fact of immortality
without proof,” said Laurcnce; “ and we’re so abso-
lutcly without itt  No Spiritualist or Theosophist or
fanatic of any sort has cver given us onc little atom
of proof.  That we shall live after death is much
too wonderful and mysterious a thing to accept so
lightly”

“ It 15 no more wouderful and mysterious a thing
than the fact that we are alive now,” said Philip;
“and the odd thing is that we cannot prove that.”

“True,” answered laurence, ““life and death are
conundrums which we arc left in the dark to guess.
But it is a very tircsome occupation. I am glad 1
don’t have to preach about these things, like Canon
Winterby.”

“Come and hear him this afternoon,” said Philip;
“he preaches in Westminster Abbey.”

“Yes,” said Laurence, after a brief hesitation. 1
should Tike to. T think it is a waste of time listen-
ing to these professed optimists; nevertheless, it is
pleasant.”

“I’m so glad,” said Philip, with delight. T must
persuade Clare to come.”

TLaurcnce made no answer.  Clare was a difficult
subject to-day, and onc that she preferred to avoid.
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She wished Philip had kept away from it altogether.
And yet perhaps it was best to speal of her in this
way, without any reference to the awful expericnee
they had been through together. At all events,
Philip thought so; he felt it to be more leyal to
Clarc to ignore all that had happened, even with
Laurcnce, to whom he had been compelled o speak
openly the night before.  Laurence understood this;
and though she felt cmbarrassed, she admired and
respected him for making the attempt.  Sitently she
followed his lead.

Philip looked at his watch.  “TIt’s late,” he said.
“1 hope lunch won't be very late; 'l go and ask
Clare. It generally is on Sunday, and we can't
cxpect the servants to be very wide-awake after being
up so late last night.  We must go very eady if we
arc to get within hearing distance. The Abbey is so
crowded when he preaches, T know people go quite
an hour before the time, and take books to vead till
the service beging; and those that come Tate stand all
the while.  Fancy what a power that man has! The
worst of him is, he is so stronyg, he makes one feel
like a fool.”

He rose as he spoke, and went indoors.  Laurence
lit another cigarette, and fell into a it of profound
thought, —onc of those states inwhich one questions
one’s self, and answers back as to another person, in
which the “I” talks to the “me.”  The conversation
was something like this: —

“Am I getting fascinated by Philip Tempestr”
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“1 dont know; if Tam, Tam afool. Of course he
is a fascinating person; but surcly I am not to be car-
ricd away b bricht cyes and a charming manner.”

“Then, how is it that he makes you feel as if you
could even try to do good in order to please him?”

“T cannot tell. I am afraid he could make me
want to do anything that would please him.”

Philip, meantime, looking for Clarve, met the butler,
and learned that lunch was to be ready at two.  This
was quite natural, but very unfortunate, as the West-
minster Abbey service began at three, and it would
take half an hour to get there.  “Try and have it

)

ready at a quarter to two,” he said, and went on to
look for Clare.  But he did not find her. IHe had no
Idea where she had gone, or that Leslie was in the
house. Finding that she was not in her own room, he
went out into the %(\rdcn again, where Laurence was
still sitting, alone, looking r;\thcr grave and a little
vexed.  The convcrsatmn she had been holding with
herself had not pleased hier. Philip’s return was a
wclcome relief, and, with all the perversity of human
nature, although she had just been taking hersclf to
task for her folly, she abandoned herself with delight
to the pleasure his presence gave lier. The break in
their talk had destroyed the momentary cimbarrass-
ment which the mention of Clard’s name had pro-
duced, and thcy immediately plunged back into a
discussion which had been carried on at intervals, for

days, as to t'nc valuc of good works.  This was ouly

interrupted by the gong.
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“Lunch,” exclaimed Philip, starting up. “We must
be quick, or we shall never get into the Abbey. Il
tell them to have the carriage rcady in a quarter of
an hour. Do you think you can ecat lunch in so
short a time?”

“Yes,” langhed Laurence, “ or go without it, if you
like.”

“Oh, we needn't go without altogether; but we
can’t stay out the function, I fear”

They entered the dining-room through a glass door
which stood open; and, as they did so, Clare and
T.eslic came in from the halll  Philip was surprised,
he had not known Leslic was in the house; and he
had not at all expected to see him, as their difference
had rapidly rcached the point when it is wisest not
to meet. In fact, both had alveady pledged them-
sclves not to communicate cxcept through their
lawyers.  Leslic had hit upon some scheme of com-
promise which he thought worth proposing dircct to
Philip, and had come to the housc that morning with
the intention of holding a brief and warlike interview;
but since he entered the house, till now, other
thoughts had driven this entirely from his mind.
When the gong sounded, he proposed to go; it
scecmed to him quite impossible to cat at Philip’s
table. Dot Clare implored him to stay; and he
reflected that immediately after lunch would prob-
ably be a good time for the interview he desired.
Partly because he wished to speak to Philip, but
chieily because Clare begged him to do so, he stayed,
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and followed lher into the dining-room. Ile wished
he had not done so, the moment he met Philip’s look
of surprisc.  However, it was too late to draw back
without being absurd.  The meeting was constrained
and disagrecable for everybody.  Mrs. Monkwell did
not appear, and Philip asked for her.  Laurence said
that her mother was very tired, and would probably
not come down till the afternoen.  The conversation
dragoed fearfully; Clare relapsed into her sullen
humor, and the men avoided addressing  cach
cther.

“Clare,” said Philip, breaking a disagrecable silence,
“1 want you to come to Westminster Abbey this
afternoon. have looked for you scveral times this
morning to ask you if you would come, but could
not find you. Where have you been?” (Lestic and
Clare both found their plates of absorbing interest
at this moment.  But Philip went on without waiting
for any answer.  IMis interest lay in what the day
held for him, not what was gone.) “The carciage
will be ready in about ten minntes; it’s o Hetle bit

of a rush, T know, but Miss Monkwell is coming and

does n't mind the hurry, so T am sure

you won't,
“Westminster Abbey!” cchoed  Mrs. Tempest,
in a voice of amazement, “ Church! my dear Philip!
What possesses you?”

It is perhaps hardly necessary to explain that
the Temposts were not church-goers.

“T hardly thought of it as church,” said Thilip,

to whom this word represented, as it doces to most
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of our latter-day indifferentists, a phase of boredom.
With Clare he went in an orderly manner to morming

service, when they were at home in the country,

and listened, with spiritual resignation and o mental

{atigue that was like a temporary illness, to the

I B TR
Le parisi.

platitudes of the rector of

Laurence looked up smiling,  “That is Jelight-
ful,” she said, 1 had really thought it was going to
church, this cexpedition of ours. Do oxplain the

dilference.”

CAVCHL vou see,” said Philip, answering ber smile
)

with one of his own brightest (and when he smiled

brightly the effect was as of a gleam of sunshine

which suddenly entered the room), “to begin with,
the (\bbcy Is a pocw in itself, and one that never
comes to an end, because every change of Hobt in
it brings out new heautics. Then the music i de-
licious; to hear the Abbey cholr sing a (ine enthem
is worth the pilgrimage in self. Then  Canon

Winterby preaches to-day; and to hear him is 1o

hear an intellectual gian tding with the problems

4

23

of the age.

“Oh, Canon Winterby 17 exclaimed Mrs, Tempest.
“No, I am not going. T don’t want to hear him or
sce him. T am sick of his name,” she added, vio-
lently.  Philip looked up guickly at her, and scemed
about to spealk; but he said nothing.  The disagree-
able silence which scemed like a definite thing in
the room, always waiting its chance, again fell

upon them, he moments passed; the scervants
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brought another course; the carriage could plainly
be heard at the door, the horses restive with the
heat. Philip looked at his watch.

“ 1 fear we must go,” he said. “ Do come, Clare;
I’'m surce you will enjoy it.”

“No, thank you,” she answered coldly, “I am
rather hungry, and we have only just begun lunch.”

This was not quite true, but near cnough to the
truth not to be open to dispute.  Leslic was quictly
discussing chicken and salad; Clare was just putting
salad on her plate.  The sweets were being brought
into the room.  Philip looked at Laurence.

“Tam ready,” she said, in answer to his look, “if
Clarc will excuse me.”

“ Oh, certainly,” said Clare, with a coldness that
had now almost rcached freezing point. Taurcnce
quickly left the room; Philip followed her. Two
minutes later the carriage drove away from the
door.

Clare looked across at l.eslie, who suddenly
scemed to have lost his interest in chicken and
salad.  She laughed,-—a gay and musical laugh;
yet cven he heard the reckless note in it that
jarred.

“We'll have coffee and brandy upstairs,” she said.
“It’s cool and pleasant in my sitting-room.”




CHAPTER XI.

TO Taurence, the expericnce of  that afternoon

was as novel as that of the evening when she
had attended a Temperance meeting.  She was
cven less accustomed than Clare to go to church.
Buat, as she had said to herself, with anger and sur-
prise, she found herself anxious to do anything
which Philip wished her to do. And she found
herself rewarded, as she had been on a previous
occasion, by novel sensations.

“T should like to show you the cloisters,” said
Philip. “T think we could spare a minute or two,”
and he told the coachman to stop at Dcan’s yard.
He did not ask Laurence whether she wanted to
sce the cloisters; he took that for granted. This
compelling force was onc of his peculiaritics which
pleased and rested her. To a rudderless, indiffer-
ent modern, nothing is more agreeable than to be
led by the hand of a delightful and desirable person.
It was nothing to Laurence, what she was expected
to look at, so leng as to look was cxpected of her.
All the other men she knew would have apologized
for asking hier to look at anything, And cloisters!

“Mother would ask him if he imagined we were

S
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miscrable  tourists,” Laurcnce thought to herself,
smiling with amusement as she stepped out of the
carriage and went with him into the quict retreat of
Dean's yard, The situation scemed to her as quaint
as the place.

“There’s Canon Winterby's house,” said Philip,
as they crossed the yard; ““that arched window that
is only partly above the pavement is the window of
the wonderful room he received me in the first time
[ saw him.”

“I remember,” said Laurcnce. [ hcard you
deseribe it.”

“Did you,” said Philip, with surprise; “ you cer-
tainly did not appcar to be listening.”

“Perhaps not, but I was. Your description of
the room interested me very much; and it gave me
an odd feeling that some day I should sce it. A
ridiculous idea, for nothing can cver bring me into
Canon Winterby's way.”

By this time they were in the cloisters, and stood
still to look round at the crumbling arches, and to
realize the poctic dreariness of the place.  The
silence which fell upon them was very different from
that which had come like a cloud upon the four
together at lunch.  This was a silence of sympathy,
of a quict pleasure that was of too delicate a texture
to be expressed in words.

“ We had better go into the Abbey,” said Philip,
after a2 moment’s delightful pause. “It is twenty
to three”
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They went back across the yard, and found the
carriage standing at the cntrance, so they got in
and were driven round to Pocts” Corner. People
were going in quickly; but there was still plenty of
room to get near the pulpit.  Laurence felt quite
ashamed, as she glanced round, to think that she
had never entered this glorious place before. Her
eyes travelled round the walls; and, looking behind
her, she was quite surprised to sce that the scats,
which a moment ago were empty, were now f{ul]
the crowd was gathering quictly, but very rapidly,
as the hour of the scrvice grew ncar. Had they
been five minutes later, they would have had to sit
far away. It reminded her of the incoming of
tide. It scemed strange to her, to look across this
great crowd which was so perfectly silent. A vast
throng of people, filling a great building and wait-
ing in absolute silence, fills an obscrver with a cer-
tain awe, a respect, which a noisy crowd does not
arouse in the least. It scemed very wonderful to
Laurence that any onc should have the courage to
speak to such a congregation of all sorts and con-
ditions of men and women, and tell them of right
and wrong, of good and cvil. It appcared to her
suddenly as a godlike thing to be able to do this.
How spiendid to have faiths and beliefs so firmly
fixed as to mnake it possible!  Laurcnce became
aware of a st;:m{ sort of pity for herself, and her
own aimless, uscless, drifting life,  She wondered if

there was soﬁmthing in the atmosphere of the Abbey
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which made her feel almost ashamed to be the thing
she was.  “Terhaps so,” she thought; “for there
must be glorious ghosts here, if there are any any-
where!”  Lovely gleams of sunlight fell through
the high windows, on to the dark arches, changing
and moving every moment; they were passing down
a row of statucs, making cach onc in turn shinc out
like a living figure lit with a ghostly radiance.
Somctimes as the sunbeam wandered over the
marble face it would produce the coffect of a smile
on it, which was startling and fascinating. It was
delightful to Laurcnce to sit quictly by DIhilip
Tempest's side, and look at these things.  She knew
he was watching the sun-rays too, and noting the
tricks they played; the feeling of silent sympathy,
and the sense of infinite comfort that it gives, was
again upon them both. The great circular window
opposite them glowed with its rich, dusky colors,
dark and warm; it looked like a large old barbaric
jewel.  The narrow window below it was very vivid
and bright, like a picce of modern jewclry, with
brilliant rubies, sapphires, emeralds, and turquoise
all masscd together. By this time, not only were
all the scats full as far as Laurcnce could sce in
every direction, but people were standing, closcly
packed, all down the aisles, silent, motionless, patient.
The stroke of three came at last, and as it sounded
the murmur of the choir was heard. Taurence gave
herself up to dreaming  until the anthem came.
Then she was roused to a point of pleasure that was
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almost pain, for the anthem was “ Hear my prayer,”
and there is something in the picrcing sweetness of
the melody which goes beyond the car into the very
soul, and stirs and startles it.  Laurcnce was in the
mood to feel such impressions keenly; she did not
dare to look at Philip, though he glanced at her as
the first exquisite notes floated through the great
building.  She knew well that he wanted an answer-
ing glance; but she dared not give it, she feared her
cyes might say too much.  So she stood motionless,
looking up at the jewcl-like windows, The next
thing she realized was becoming aware of a figure
in the pulptt,—of the ercct bearing, the silvered
curls, the glittering, keen, poctic cyes. She was
glad at sccing this figure again, and surpriscd at
hersell that she was glad; still more surprised to
find that now such foults as she had noted at first
sizht had vanished.  ler gladness at sceing the
man glorificd him and made him a hero. It is in
this way that heroes are made. We poor work-a-
day mortals want somcthing or somc one to give us
delight, and raise our ordinary mood to one of
exultation. Tt is the men who do this (no matter
what their fanlts may be) who are heroes in our
cyes.  Canon Winterby was of the order which in-
spircs hero-worship, —the most enchanting of all

e

religions.  Then, as these thoughts passed throuch

Laurence’s mind, came the great tide of his clo-

quence, — a stream that swept away all thought of

any other thing. He plunged at once into an cx-
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pansc of speculation and doubt, and passed over i,
touching it here and there, leading his hearers on
from onc painful familiar point of scepticism to
another, and then turned back and showered upon
this arid space a rain of tender optimism. It scemed
to Laurcnce somectimes that he positively pleaded
the cause of the God in whose name he spoke, im-
ploring people not to misunderstand Him, not to
judge Him hastily, to give Ilim a chance, in fact.
This was a way of putting things which was new to
Laurcnce, and thercfore iutercsted her; she soon
recognized that a keen thinker, such as this man
was, can only apologize and entreat, standing up to
justify the existence of a world full of injustice, as
he himsclf described it She felt the same kind of
admiration for him that onc feels for the courageocus
lcader of a forlorn hope, as he stood there towering
over the immensce congregation, and said, “The
optimist's answer is always, I do not care for the
injusticc and the undeserved suffering, because 1
Fnow God exists and is good; therefore all must be
well 1”7 Was not this intcllectual heroism?  Indeed,
yes. Laurcnce glanced round, as she reflected on
this, to scc how his poctic @pccch his golden words,
his stalwart loyalty to a God, left by the unbelicvers
without an cxistence, and by thc pessimists without
a character, were reccived by the mixed multitude
who listened to him.  She saw cvery cye fixed on
him; women listened, carricd away by the succes-

sion of poctic images and a flow of statcly language;
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men stood, close packed, motionless, scemingly
breathless, gazing on this preacher of good and of
glory, who, while he held his flag high, yet acknowl-
cdoed that the way all had to tread was horrible.
Ior, if the flag-bearer chance not to suffer himsclf,
his footsteps must pass among those who do and
inevitably;  and cvery step must pass over places
where hearts’ blood has been spilled many a time.
She saw nothing anywhere but profound, absolute
attention and interest. What a power! What a
gift!  She found hersclf so much interested in think-
ing about this wonderful man that she was forgetting
to listen to him, when suddenly an epigrammatic
sentence brought her attention back sharply, “Cease
to be a nonentity, and you become acriminal.” The
great preacher had apparently no better opinion of
socicty and the world at large than she had herself,
Yet hie worked for humanity ccasclessly.  Why was
that? — she asked herself. What led him on — or
compelled him?  To her, cffort scemed motiveless
— however  desirable for its own sake; but he
appeared to be driven on by some overpowering
motive.  While she was thinking this, his own words
answered her:  Zhe wnmanifesicd is alwars so much
greatey than the manifostcd — the power that works
belidnd phenomena.”  Here was the key to the whole
situation, — it was the man’s superb spirituality which
made him live in this ceaseless activity; it was his

consciousness of a supreme fact behind the changing

uncertainty of material life.  IIe possessed that
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magic talisman which to her was as a fable, a pretty
legend, — belief in the unseen so vital as to be knowl-
edge. To her, there was nothing beyond the weary
round of material lifc; all clsc was unknown and
unknowable. She was in a condition of highly
developed intellect simply; she saw in him the
same condition, intensificd and greater, but abso-
lutely dominated by spirituality. She become ab-
sorbed in contemplation of this glorious miracle, as
it seemed to her. Philip had to touch her arm in
order to rouse her, when all was over, and it was
time to go. They found the carriage waiting, and
were quickly driven home, the horses, tired of stand-
ing about, being cager to get back.  Neither Philip
nor Laurcnce spoke the whole way.  But this silence
did not lessen the sympathy which had sprung into
life between them; it deepened it

Arrived at the house, Philip went straight away
to look for Clare. She was in her own room; the
door was locked; and shc gave him no answer. He
came slowly downstairs again. Laurcnce had stayed
in the hall, where Mrs. Monkwell was sitting reading.
She put down her book when they came in, and,
dircctly Philip had left them, said to Laurence: —

“My dear, T think we had better go home. We
were to stay another week; but Clare is so odd I'd
rather go. There’s something wrong in this housc
and though Clare is an old friend, T must say
I am sorry for Mr. Tempest. Clare scems to me
to be becoming quite another person. 1’'m afraid
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Leslic’s influcuce is very bad for her. They 've been
together all the afternoon till now; he's just gone
-—and Lauwrence, T almost believe they 've  been
drinling ! —it sounds so horrid I'm ashamed to say
it; but I saw Clare for a moment, when he went
away, and she was so flushed — and  odd — she
went off to her room with hardly a word. I'll say
to-morrow we've had a letter calling us back; that
Jim 15 coming home sooncr than we cxpected, —
that is, if you don’t mind.”

“Oh, no, I don't mind,” said Laurcnce.




CHAPTER XII.

’l’HE Monkwells lived in a great old house at

Wimbledon.  As the girls were in the habit of
obscrving bitterly, they might as well live in Corn-
wall. It was out of the question to ask pcople to
dinner, and they could not be expected to call ; while
it was hardly possible to have guests to stay as if at
a country housc, when Charing Cross was only twenty
minutes distant.  So that, in fact, socially spcaking,
it would have heen better to live in Cornwall.  The
only entertaining the family attempted in the whole
year was a garden-party, which they gave towards
the end of the scason.  The state of the weather was
a subject of agonizing thought to cvery onc for a
week beforchand; for though the house was big
enough to hold a crowd, and they were not at all
dependent on the garden, who could be expected to
drive to Wimbledon on a wet day ?

From the day of her husband’s death, Mrs. Monk-
well had been trying to let or scll this house; but it
lay beyond the new district of villas, and was too far
from the station to tempt anybody. It had belonged
to the Monkwell family for gencrations, and had all
the characteristics of an old home.  When it came to
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James Mounkwell, at his mother’s death, it was found
delightful that it was so ncar town; it was a perfect
retreat in which to go and recover from too many
partics, for Mrs. Monlkwell and her daughters, and
from overwork for James Monkwell himself.  Ile
was an cminent surgeon, making a large income, and
full of honors.  Mrs, Monkwell was perfectly happy,
as they lved in a fashionable square, and gave smart

¥
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dinner-partics, and were in what she called “a very

good set”  She was sure the givls would marry
young, for they were all good-looking and popular.
oo she did not trouble at all about living up to the
income, and somctimes over it It was a different
matter when, suddenly, James Monkwell broke down,
The circumstance was looked upon by the whole
family with imumense surprise.  Willing horses usually
drop in harness, and their drivers are always im-
mensely astonished when this happens.  We have a
tendeney to look upon anything which goes on work-
ing incessantly as automatic, and not lable to the
weariness which falls upon lazy people when they do
anything.  But it cven happens with a picce of
mechanism that the mainspring will wear out, and it
was somc such catastrophe as this which fell upon
James Monkwell, as he stood at the very summiit of
his profession. He had to give up work, to take ab-
solute rest; the house in town was let, and the family
retreated fo Wimbledon,  Of course this was sup-

posed to he quite temporary; but there was no

change for the better, and there was nothing to be
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done but make the best of living upon Mrs, Monkwell's
own comparatively small income in the old house.
The boy, called James after his father, and apparently
endowed with his father's genius, was at college, and
was kept there with difficalty. The girls had to
accept invitations without any hope of returning
them, and to make their dresses last as long as possi-
ble.  Then the father died, which made little differ-
cnce one way or the other, except to Laurence, who
loved bim and missed him sorcly. From then till
now matters had not altered much.  None of the
girls had marricd, for none of them had had any
good chances, except Laurence, who, as her mother
indignantly said, had absolutely flung them away.
Sclfishly too, as she often added; for how wseful
a wealthy married sister’s house would be to Ger-
trude and Marion! However, Gertrude and Marion
had to do without this uscful article, in so far as Lau-
rence was likely to provide it; and their own oppor-
tunitics did not scem equally great.  This they
attributed to their not having long come home from
school when the town-house had to be given up.
Laurcnce was the cldest of the family, the boy com-
ing next, and then Gertrude,  Laurence had had a
scason, and refused scveral proposals before her
sisters had had any chance at all, — a fact they never
forgot, and always counted as a crime on her part.
Why, why, why, they frequently demanded, had she
not married this man or the other man who had been

known to have admired her. Tt was Laurcnce who
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got most of the invitations now ; partly because she
was the cldest, and partly because she had more
acquaintances,  IFor this reason it was thought cx-
tremely unjust that it was she who had been asked
to the Tempestse She was, therefore, welcomed
home with black looks.  But this made no difference
to here She did not take her sisters seriously.

The house was a great square building of dark-red
brick, almost covered with vy and other creepers;
it stood i a high walled-in garden, which was a
paradise for any oue disposed to enjoy it.  The
drawing-room looked onto quite a streteh of grass
with some large trees on it In these hot days, the
three Tong windows of the room stood wide-open;
Mrs. Monkwell Iny on a couch, in a cool corner, and
rcad novels all day. Chairs and little tables were
carricd out onto the grass, and here the others
passed most of their time. To the boughs of a
large walnut-tree a hammock was hung, in which
Laurcuce lay for long hours, slowly swinging herself
to and fro, smoking a good deal, and pretending to
rcad,  Gertrude and Marion sat near, doing fancy-
work or sewing, and talking all the while, Iaurence
had acquired a habit of never hearing anything they
said.  she and they were as different as the player's
crown of mock jewels from the queen's diadem.  She
was gifted with a mind, and neither of them appecarcd
to have any at all.  Yet Laurence had manased to
conceal this fact from most people; that Philip

should have discovered her secrct was an event in
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her Tife. Most of their friends thought the three
young women were all of one type,— f{ine, well-grown,
well-dressed, and empty-headed. Laurence had prac-
tiscd the art of effacing herself ever since she had

been in the nursery, and was now an adept at it

3

She had found it the only means of getting through
life in anything like a well-bred way, since she never
agreed with her mother or sisters on any subject,

She lay in the hammock all through the slumbrous
afternoon, gazing up at the tracery of the gray-green
leaves against the blue sky.  She had walked herself
weary in the morning; she would walk again in the
evening.  She was full of a restless energy, craving
for some outlet, and finding nonc.  And she was
plunged in an abysmal solitude which made her fecl
as if the world were a burned-out shell, and these
people about her the ghosts of its inhabitants,

Shewas finding out what it was like to have known
Philip Tempest, and to have to do withont him.

Her soul was all in rebellion.  She had to cope
with a pain which grew in intensity, and for which
there was no alleviation or any hope of any.  All she
had to do, was to find out how to bear it. Ilcr
whole being was in a state of suffering, — that acute
suffering of the emotional and magnetic nerves which
is only known to passionatc and sensitive natures.
There is no pain to equal this, for those in whom it
is possible.  All the world is darkencd, and the sur

nd the face of God are veiled, beeause the one we
1ovc is not with ws. It had come to this with Lau-
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rence, and she knew it. It was love which had burst
into Jife within her for the one noble and delightful
person whom she had ever talked withe She knew
it in the mstant when her mother asked her if she
would mind poing home at ounce; before, she had
wordlered at herself, and doubted her own hczu't; in
that instant, she knew finally, and there was no more
doubt. The passion of a lifetime had sprung into
dominant existence, and she had got to live it down
How was she to deal with this splendid, shameful
seeret of hz,‘l'}:? She quivered with the joy of it, and
struggled bldly with the pain. Already she knew
that she \\'ouM rather endure anything than not have
known Philip Tempest,  And it was uscless for her
cven to try and imagine having known him without
loving him, — that was inconceivable. She accepted
her misery as inevitable, It consisted simply in Tis
abscnce.  If she could have stayed in the heuse, and
scen and talked with him every day, and felt her
mind in contact with his, and her whole nature ex-
alted by the magnetism of his presence, she would
have been perfectly content. She wounld have asked
nothing more of life, A thick black cloud fell upon

1
[

her 1 ifo

o o pall when she left Tempes

o

ousc, and she
knew not how to 1ift even a corner of it.  She could
not read; books were dall in comparison with the
expericace she was passing through; she could not
study or work at anything, for she was too restless.
It was just possible to endure her existence if she

kept herself utterly weary by walking.  When quite
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worn out, she went and lay in the hammaock, as now;
the slight movement was a relief.  The murmur of
her sisters’ voices recached her hearing, without their
words troubling her mind. It was quite pleasant to
hear them talking, for they had naturally tuncful
voices, and they had been trained to speak low.

“Lots of people will be at Scarborough, this year,”
Gertrude was saying.  “1 am surc we had better go
there.”

“We must have a week in Paris while the Doris-
courts arc there,” obscrved Marion, I shall hear
when they are going for certain”

“They will be in Rome for a good while, I think,”
said Gertrude, “and a good many other people too,
about the same time. I must ask mother,” she went
on very thoughtfully, “ whether we could n't manage
Rome this year. If we found somc nice rooms, it
would 0't be very cxpensive.  Of course we would
not attempt to go to a hotel.  Yes, I must talk to
mother about it Now the Ellisons live there in the
winter, there is always so much going on.”

And so on, planning and scheming. Laurence
listened as to the chatter of children.  The door-bell
rang with a loud clang; cverything in the housc was
of an old-fashioned pattern, and this bell, as Gertrude
somctimes said, was worthy of a convent gate. No
interest was shown in the sound; no callers were ex-
pected, or were in the least likely to come.

Presently a voice was heard in the drawing-room
talking to Mrs. Monlkwell,

s,
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AR sald Gortrnwede “it’s Jim)”
Inoafow miutes he came out through the open

winalow, and widkend across the grass to his

Fle wos not vrected with effusion. This was much

too modern a famidy to own to anything anproaching

-

diection fur cach other. Devotion to one's relatives

of date. I‘«.:z"h:!ps it come into fash-

cves and sloping shoakders.

L:tm‘cnu,” sard Jiny, looking

jowr)

et

“Laurence s cither in for a grand passion, or
determined to have a small waist,” she sawd; 1 can’t
quite make out which,  She walles ke a person in
tratning,”

< OhY > this laziness s an after-

=
et
og
o
-

“That s AL veplicd Laurence, She suwddenty res

alized how 1 able ond's f;m‘:ii} 5, >he thanked
Providonce that she was so accustomed to wear a
mask, that she wes able to preserve her steepy s .
and Jid not tora orimson. She felt as if her hu\t

cardener now,” an-

wvod Gertrade, e must be attended to hefore the

Warad

orass look decent except by at-

the time, Hice everyth

9
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Jim.  “What muffs you girls arc !  Why don’t you
ut it yoursclves? You've got a machine, and you 've
nothing to do.”

This remark did not call forth any answer at all;
no onc thought it required one.  So Jim strolled on
down the garden to the shrubberics at the end of the
grass, and then into the kitchen garden, looking
round with practical cycs as he went. ILaurence
turncd her head to watch him. Ilc was outwardly
very like his sisters, tall, graceful, very slight, with a
fincly cut face, a very pale skin, and black-brown
hair.  Ile was alert, active, sclf-possessed, self-
absorbed.  Laurence wondered vagucly whether the
unspeakable torment of hopeless love could cver
come to him, and how he would bear it. Ile had a
passion for work, as his father had had Liefore him.
Laurence thought of this as she watched him; and
the phrase, as it formed itsclf in her mind, reminded
her of some of her conversations with Philip; of how
he insisted always that work was the only salvation.
She had laughed at this as a drcamer’s theory.  Now
she began to wonder whether work would be any
help to her, But how could she find any?  What
was there to do?  What lay before her but going the
weary round of visiting and travelling, dressing, din-
ing, dancing? Ob, intolerable!  Would it be casier
to stay alouc in the old house, mark out for hersclf
some course of study, and follow it?  Work and walk,
and cat her heart out alone?  Yes, it would be
almost unbearable; vet it would be the casier of the
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two.  The next moment she Lknew it swould be
impossible. Her suffering was too great for that;
she would go made What then was she to do? She
put the tormenting question aside, and viclded to a
sudden access of pam, of longing that was like a
physical agony. O, to hear his vorce ! She would
not aszk that be should speak to hero Just to hear
his voice!  Just to sce him move m the distance!
No one, no one, was ke him i all the wordd.

“Are you asleep, Laurence? " asked her mother’s
voice.

CNearly," she answered, Cwhat isiee 7

“AWon't you pour vut the ten? Youscem to have
nothing to do.”

Taurence roused herself at once, and sat

ng out

rest chair

ing in the hammock. A servant was
the tens Mrs, Monkwell was finding the ea
in which to cosconce hersell and her novel; Jion was

cominy back across the vrass. Laurence Tifted hor-
> D

el

s from the hammock, and went to the tea-table.
Jim came up o the table to hand the cups.

“1 am going to Birchampton, mother, for six

maonths,” he observed, as he tool Mrs. Moenkuell

her tea.

“ You have quite decided,” she said.

“Yex, quite. There's no operator in the world to

i

equal  Culverton Brand:; and T should never feel
satisficd that I knew anything if T had not been with
him.  Ile has done some marvellous things ltely”

“ Vou'll have to keep your going there a sceret,
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won't you,” said Mrs. Monkwell, “if he’s so un-
popular as you say in the profession? I know how
bitter doctors can be against cach other.”

said Jim. It

»

“Yes, it must be kept a sceret,
be all right, if the girls don’t talk.”

“Why must it be kept a sceret?” asked Gertrude.

Jim, having fulfilled his dutics, sat down at his case
to take his own tea. He did cverything, however
trivial, in a scrious, self~absorbed way.  Other people
cvidently did not count for much with him. 1Ic was
polite, as being a duty to himsclf rather than to
others.  He now set himself to talk down to Ger-
trude’s capacity, because he wished her to understand
the situation.

“Culverton Brand,” he said, *“is so clever at sur-
gical work that he has distanced the whole profes-
sion; couscquently they hate him. It has been
made a role by the trades-unionism of the profes-
sion that Lnglish surgcons are not to study under
him. Ife is boycotted in his own country, and run
down, and abuscd simply because he is too clever,
aud succeeds where other men faill  Of course it
would n’t do to send him cases when he is a genera-
tion or two ahead of cverybody clse in the matter
of skill.  And i we cannot count him as onc of us,
of course we must not learn from him. A pupil of
his is boycotted just because he Zs his pupil, and
knows more than other students.  The conscquence
15, the young American surgecons come over and

study under him, and get all the benefit of his skill;

e e
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and the next conscquence s, that when we have a
case wo are afrand to deal with ourscelves, we have to
send it to Nomwericas Now T opropose to learn cvery-

thing Cuiverton Brand can teach e, They say

that  his fingers are made difforently from other

AU they are more scnsitive, have more deli-

1

cate nerve-s Dot he himsclf savs hoe can teach
cood orerator o dooadl that he docss He shall
teach moeo 01T can keep it dark that T have heen
with hing, ot adl cvents Gl T have done all my hos-
pitad wors, 1wl be an immense advantage. Other-

possible ty will be pat in omy

5 siience for a moment; then Gertrude

R 11 © ot P
EHYISN S o seCts Very a:,\t‘;(im-:,m\n_\.

Ve ehserved Jimy T have noticed that plain

facts do seom very extraordinary — to ontsiders.”

“Then the hospital at Birchampton s his own? -
3 i

s a private one? ” asked Mueso Monkwell

“ Yoo hisoown hospital, bis own rales, his own
trained nurses, Tle won't have a norse that has been
under way other surgeon. What en opportanity for

o PoNo wonder he succeods; granted, first

of all, bis nuovellons gentus, for nursing, and feed-

: 1 " - T - Ly 1ehe f s
ing, and all the rest of it are so fmportant.

“Trains s nurses 7 sadd Mesc Moakowolls f“most
surgeens e expoerienced nurses, just as housckeepers
e d i ng | el
Preier expericncei CooNs,

NGt fhis man. e knows too much, The others

1

teact

vthem all wrong, Tle takes wemen who are
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entircly new to the work, so that they learn the very
a-b-c of his mecthod.”

ITere the conversation came to an end for lack of
interest, the others having nothing further to say.
Nobody gave a sccond thought to the whole matter,
All they knew was that they were not to say any-
thing about Jim's going to Culverton Brand’s hos-
pital.  That was simple enough; and all that three of
the persons present did was to make a mental note.
The other, Laurence, had a further thought. DBut

she said nothine about it

o

¥
3
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"I‘IL\'I‘ thouzbt was brought to the surface in
Laurence’s mind, and put back avain a great
many tines i the next day or so. And somcething
happened which brought it to the front in carnest,
and shaped it into action.
ftowas late one afternoon, about a woeck after Jim
came home. The house was as quict as any con-
vent could be; Gertrade and 3arion had ¢oac to
town te some function or other, cnd to pay calls.
Mrs. Monlowell was reading, as usual; Jiov was shut
up in a remote roem which he had converted into
a studyv. Lavrence had been out waliing before
breakfast, and had spent the day in the hammock
un:der the walnut-tree. At fast she could bear the
rain

quict no toncer, and fotched her hat to go out
on one of the solitary rambles which provented her
from coinve mad. Inoa fow minutes she went out at
the front door, which opened straight upon the road,
The orveat gnrden lay all ot the side and back of the
house; its dong wall stretched some distance, as
far as the next turnine, Laurence walked under its
shade,  She carricd no parasol; the clear pallor of

her face was tanned with expoesure; her hands were
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brown too, for she wore no gloves.  ller plain dress
was of brown holland; hier hat was a black straw
sailor.  She moved with a long, swinging step that
scemed slow, while 1t really carried her along at a
considerable pace; her bearing was upright almost
to a fault.  The uncompromising fashionable air
which had annoyed Philip when he first saw her,
stamped her even more markedly than cver. No
one mecting  this severely well-equipped  young
woman, and glancing at her grave face and proud
cyes, which had in them a reserved expression that
scemed like a veil, would have dreamed 1t pessible
that a firc burncd within as ficrce as any that cver
tore a passionate  Southern woman’s heart. She
walked alonc; she had not cven a dog as a com-
panion.  Mrs. Monkwell, who hated bother of any
sort, had forbidden pets always; and her children
had never had any.  Ier erced was the worship of
sclf, and she had taught it thorovghly.  The roads
were hot and very dusty. There were crowds of
cyclists out, rushing along in groups. Il.aurence met
a ladies club, all in the dress that so startled Paris
when it was first brought out there. They were talk-
ing and laughing together merrily ; they all had pretty
ficures, and looked extremely graceful n their gray
coats and knickerbockers, flying along with case, and
evidently with pleasure. Laurence pausced, and looked
after them. Was it possible that any of these light-
hicarted young women had cver faced the thought

of a death-like life, life-long solitude.  Utter lonceli-


http:!):lt~si.tl

The Star Sapphire. 137

ness of heart has somcthing appalling in it when one

dwells :F, midst of a busy, peopled world.  TTow

1
that these women were happy and gay and
satisfied ; and she never could be, becausce there was

?
not one human being in the whole, weary, wide world

>

w
who could give her happiness or gladness or con-

fentment.  She was pondering

i

over this, standing

1 and looking down the long road, now empty, for

the quick wheels had passed; when suddenly her
heart contracted, and stopped beating for a sccond

of avony.  Some onc was standing by her. She knew

without looking that it was Philip Tempest

Fle did not speak.  She felt he was looking at her,
and at Jast compelled herself to turn and Bt her cyes
to his.  Ile wore a suit of smooth, silver-gray cloth
in his coat was a white rose-bud.  Laurcnce won-
dered vasucly whether the :ﬁ._:“ cloth made him
loolk so very pale. In his white face, the eyes scemed
to glitter strangely, like burning stars

“ 1 was coming to call at your house,” he said. “1

1

have been

sce vou.  We are
Tempest House, and go into the

o

gomy to shut

country
AN

“Yes” he answered, “ it scems best”

hat, =0 early?” said T.aurence

OS¢ Lo they stood was a green field, across
which was a footpath. The ficld was bounded by a
m which stood some tall trees, and an old-

fashioned stile admitted to the pa :cﬁ&n It was very

hot where they stood; and Laurcnce moved into the
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shade of the trees.  Something in Philip's tone made
her wish for afew minutes’ delay before going into
the house.  She recognized the presence of a tragedy,
and dreaded the jar of hier mother’'s small talk.
asked ;¢

“Is there anything wrong?” sh you

¢
make me feel as if something had happened.”

)

“ Nothing new has happened,” he answered, gravely
and simply; “you know the trouble of my life. It
is the same as it was; that is, it is the same thing.
But it 1s growing like a great poisonous weed, and
blotting out the very sky, choking one like a grasp
upon onc's throat, making all life into darkness
and despair”

Laurcnce found that she was trembling. She put
her hand upon the stile to steady hersclf, and then
sank down upon the step.  She remained sitting like
this, Jooking up into his pale face. He leanced
against the stile, and looked across the ficld as he
went on talking,  And as his sad words dropped like

stones upon her heart, Laurence felt ashamed of

having thoueht so much of her own suffering. It

g
was dwarfed into nothingness by the side of his.
“The Clare T loved,” he said, “appears to have
gone from me forever; another being has taken her
place.  The change is so complete that it scems like
obscssion, as if a different spirit were in possession of
her body. Tt scems that this is the case, when the
vice which has ruined her is as deep-scated, and as
hopeless as it is— God help us! — with her.  Since
you were staying with us, she has sunk much deeper
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into the mire; I fear now there is no hope but that
it will suck her down utterly. When T first went to
sce Canon Winterby, it was because I had begun to
realize that this danger existed; T wanted to know
what was my duty. e told me, though T said no
word of my trouble to him. I am her keeper. I
must guard her against all iil; T must shicld her with
my life from the shame and the disgrace of it 1
have Iearned lately that it is hereditary; T suppose
she cannot help it; only a very strong nature could;
and  she, alas, is weak., I cannot give her to
others to guard, for I have loved her. T do not love
her now; 1 have seen” — lits volce dropped and
faltered a little “another ideal = another type — not
a mere woman, but a star-soul, and that has taught
me that there is a nobler love than she had cver
had the power to inspire.  And that which was
hers, she has destroyed, killed out. I have tried
to saveit; but she has torn out the last shreds
that were left. In these last weeks T have lived
in hell. T do not sce that it is possible for me to
suffer more, or for her to sink deeper.  What lies
before me now, is to give up my life to her; to take
her away from temptation; to guard her continually ;
and to save her from herself, if T can possibly do so.
I cannot trust any onc about her but myscif; no
servant can resist the bribes she offers. T thought 1
could trust her maid; but T discovered accidentally
that Clare bad given her the rings off her fingers.
This mcant, of course, that the woman had obeyed
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Clare and deceived me. They all will. T must be
her lceper, or fet her die a drunkard’s death. Is it
not horrible, incredible ! — yet it is absolutcly true, as
the most increditable things are, it scems, Now I
have told you what T wanted to tell you; you knew
so much, T wished you to know all. You will hear
people wonder what has become of Philip Tempest;
they will think it strange that a man with cvery
advantage and opportunity life can zive should be-
come a recluse, and should devote himsclf to an
unpopular cause. You will know, yvou will under-
stand; that satisfics me. I could not let you bein
ignorance.”

He looked at her as he spoke the last sentences,
and their eyes met. Soul spoke to soul in that
regard which lasted but a momcot.  The under-
standing between them was complete. Laurence saw
her knight co to his lif¢’s battle, and gladly would
have buckled on his armor, could she have done
so. But this was no task sct for her; she could only
give him that long look of absolute confidence, trust,
and love which lingered always in his memory.

TTc turned and went into the road; Iaurcnce rose
and followed him.

“It is a very short way to the housc,” she said;
“and I know mother is at home.”

They walked on together in silence. Tt was im-
possible to speak of any trivial thing. But they had
long since discovered that they could be silent to-
gether, — a mark of the most profound understanding
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between friends or lovers.  And they were both, —
that delivhiful combination which s as rare and
precious as a perfect string of pearls,

Mrs, Aloakwedl rose from her casy-chair in great
surprise 1t the sicht of a caller, and made much of
Phitip. e explained that e had come to tell them
Clare was not well, and that he was going to take her
into the country immediately; perhaps they should
o aboad ;s at all events, they would be in town no
more this season. e spoke absently, making this
set specch inoa very different manner from the out-
pouring of focting which Launrence had listened to.
She stoad T

talkeds she was inastate of rebellion against Tate,

king out into the garden while they

against the whole condition of things, which could
permit such a sacrifice as this. It was a hateful,
hurtful thougsht that Philip Tempest’s hife was to be
given up to taking care of a weak, worthiless svoman.
Such a life as hist—the most precions that the
world had ever produced, as Laurence felt it to be.
She paid no attention to what was being said; she
knew, withont istening, that Philip was giving her
mother the merest superficial olimpse at the situa-

tien,  She was olad of the moment in which to stand

was anything <he could do or say before he went.

Far he would go soon, she felt sure of that; he

\
would not Lo able to keep up the sort of conversa-
1

tion he was now engaged in very long. But she

could think of no word of help or comfort that she




i
4
i
§

142 The Star Sapphire.

dare utter.  She was like two beings: the outer one
sunk in a hopeless apathy; the one within all
ficrcely alive, struggling like a caged animal that
sces its master and cannot reach him, — fighting to
get free, and turn and fling itsclf into his arms, and
say, “ My life is yours! I desire to serve you.”
Motionless she stood, and looked out upon the gar-
den, now growing dewy and shadowy; for the cve-
ning was falling with infinite softness upon the
parched, hot carth. She never forgot the look of
the grass and trees as they were at that moment ; she
noted cvery detail, and it remained like a silhouctte
in her memory.

“Laurence!” her mother’s voice, calling her
sharply, penetrated through her absorption. Philip
had risen, and was standing, evidently wishing to go.

“Mr. Tempest has brought you a moest charming
present, Laurence,” said Mrs. Monkwell.  “I don't
think T cver saw anything so pretty in my lifel”

Philip came to her, very quictly and gravely,
and put something into her hand.  She did not ook
at it; her eyces were on his face.  She had an awful
feeling that she might never sce it again.

“I brought it because it reminded me of you,” he
said.  “Good-by.”

He was gone.

“Dear me,” said Mrs. Monkwell. “lle scemed
to me very odd and absent.  What in the world did
he mean about the bracelet? It’s very pretty and
very unusual; but how it could remind him of you I
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can't imagine. Perhaps if you had gray eves, it
micht, — though that would have been very absurd;
but T can't sce the slightest point of resemblance.
I only hope Clare’s strange state isn't driving the
poor man out of his wits. I can sce he is dreadfully
troubled.”

Faurcace looked down at the jewel in her hand.
Tt was a star-sapphire sct in small diamonds.  As
she moved 1t she saw the vivid six-pointed star flash
out and then disappear again in the cloudy grayness
of the stone, and then flash out again.  What had
he said, “ I have scen a star-soul — 7
She clasped it on her wrist, thanking him that he

had not done so, but had gene so quickly. It would

have been more than she could bear. She put it on;
and there it remained always, ever afterwards,

A Tlittle later in the cvening Laurence knocked
at the door of the room which Jim had made his
study for the time-being. e said, “Come in,”
looking up, surpriscd, to sce who would enter; for,
until now, none had interrupted his studics.

She caume close to him before she spoke; and
then, standing theve, looking down at him where he
oht into

sat at his writing-table, she plunged straig
the heart of her subject.

“Jim,” she said, “T want to go to Culverton
Brand’s as @ nurse. You must help me.”

ITe pushed away the book he was reading, turned
round in his chair, and surveved her with curiosity.

“Is this a joke? " he asked.
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“Certainly not,” she answered, with o simplicity
of manncer that carried conviction with it.

“Then have you taken leave of your senses?’” he
demanded, after ascecond’s pause for consideration,
in which curiosity became partly converted into
interest.

“No,” she satd; “T almost wish T had. T sup-
pose the stu )i(lity of lite would be bearable then.”

“Why, what s the matter?”

“T want something to do.”

Several remarks of a more or less contemptuous
character rose to his lips, and were dismissed unut-
tered.  There was something in his sister’s aspect
which sitenced hime  The fever that burned within
her was beginning to show in her eyes, in spite of
her habitual reserve. Those “windows of the soul”
will sooner or later mmc cven a life-long actor, and
will reveal the story of the heart to a sufficiently
iwoh to read

acute observer.  Jim was not clever cnoug
so much, or perhaps it would be moere correct to say,
not old ¢nough; for he was a born obscrver, and saw

clearly that Laurence cexhibited unusual symptoms.
With the instinct of the scientific mind, he gave his
attention to her immediately, with the desire to
know what these symptoms might indicate.  And
he went warily to work, for he saw this was
necessary.

“You won't like nursing,” he said, with a glance
at the slender hands, which showed the delicacy of

idlencss under the sunburi.
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“Perhaps not,” said Lawrence; “but I can'’t tell
till Tery.”

“Culverton Brand isa brute towork under.  They
say he swears horribly at operations.  And you are
sure to faint.”

“1 should Tike to go when you do,” said Laurence;
“s0 do somcthing about it directly, there’s a good
boy.”

ITe looked her up and down.  “You're just the
ficure,” he said; ““he always will have tall girls with
small waists; he says they lift the patients well
And his nurses are always good-looking.”

“You scem to know all about it,” said T.aurence.

“Lord, yes, every detail about that hospital is dis-
cussed : there are men who will tell you what Brand
has for his dinner cvery day; and how he cats with
his ¢lbows on the table. To be a great surgeon is
as good as being a pretty woman, so far as chattering
goes. [ wonder what they 11 make out of me when
I'm famous!”

“You mean to be, then?”

“Of course,” and he turned back mechanically to
the book he had been rcading, with the gesture of
the student who {eels he has not a moment to lose,
T.aurence was interested in her turn. She wondered
what 1t felt like to be ambitious.  She had never
thought of it.  Now it occurred to her that men
cured love by ambition.  Could she?  Would it be
possible for her, by-and-by, to want notoricty and
success, and to be cleverer than other peeple?

10
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148 The Star Sapphire.

and Laurence went down the road to it without
cven taking the trouble to put on a hat.  The dark
road was deserted.  In the blue blackness of the
summer night the stars shone out Dbrilliantly.
Laurcnce looked up at them, and stood in wonder
at the gorgeous pageant of nature, at the mystery
and pain of life.  Was suffering and hopeless long-
ing hidden in that brightness as in her soul?

T



———

CHAPTER XIV.

TIUC answer to this Jetter came by return of
post.  Jim handed it across the breakfast-
table to T.aurcnce. t was written in a fine, deli-
cate hand, like cobweb tracings, but very legible,
on a half-sheet of note-paper.

Dear Movrwenn, — As it happens, T want a nurse. T
should Tike to sce your sister.  Your father’s children shiould
know how to work., Very few people do. I oshall he in
town on Saturday.  Bring her to me at the Victoria 1fotel
at three o'clock.

Yours truly,
CrLvERTON BRaND.

Jim watched her read it, a slightly derisive smile
on his face. Truth to tell, he expected to see her
courage visibly ebb away.  But there were no signs
of this. She nodded, and handed him back the
letter. Nothing was said, as the whole family was
present. Later on, Jim came down from his study
and went to look for Iaurcnce, hoping to find her
alone.  In this he was successful,  She had the
garden to hersclf, and was walking slowly up and
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down the long path vnder the wall e crossed the
ariss and joined her.

B

“AVeH, what s to be done ?

“What about? 7 asked Laurence, whose thoughts
were very far away, “Oh, Culverton Drand. I
forgot.  Write and tedl him I will keep the appoint-
ment on Saturday.”

There was aomoment’s prase. Then said Jim,

[T,

Are vou in carnest about this thing?”
“Yes, quite.”
“SWhat s to be said to the mother?”
“If Mr. Brand will tak , I propose to say noth-
ing ebout that part ol U\ : ’tfﬁﬂll to her; but to telt
aer that T am coming to Hve with you for a while

1

She knows you will bave to live in

Jim kicked at the gravel; his head was bent

down, his hands were in his pockets.

“Ilitherte,” be said,“ T have attempted to sustain
the character of Truthfal James

“Truth iz all very well,” said Taurence, “when

you are tal anderstand it

[ dely you to tell mother thc truth. She would put
an ’m‘rci retation upon it which would make it the
very opposite of itsclf. I could not possibly discuss

with her my motive for doing this without leaving

[

iutely wrong impression. I tell

yo, simply, that T want work; and I think youare

y

her under an )

sensible enough to understand me.’

“Thank you,” said Jim, who fcit for the moment

as if he were in the receipt of a compliment.
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152 The Star Sapphire.

thing rather crushing in finding that the man they
had been expecting a summons from cvery moment
had not been in the hotel at all. “And it’s a quar-
ter past four,” Jim obscrved, a little later, after
looking at his watch. Laurcnce, meanwhile, was
looking at Mr Brand, who was paying his farc with
great deliberation. “I really never saw any one so
striking,” she said.  “And yet he is very ugly.”

“5o0 he is, now you mention it,” answered Jim.
“But, dear me, what doces that matter?  Who thinks
about the looks of the greatest surgeon in the world?
ITc can cut people up and put them together again
like no onc clse; and while that’s so, who carcs
how ugly he is?”

“I’'m sure I don’t,” said Laurcnce. “In fact,
it is rather interesting. I am in the humor for
extremes.”

“Then you’ll get what you like.  This man is
extreme in everything, and a man of contradictions.
I have heard him called a genius and a fool, lavish
and parsimonious, delightful and hateful.  Great
opcrators are generally odd characters; but he'’s the
oddest of them all.”

In a few minutes they were asked to go upstairs,
where they found Mr. Brand in a private sitting-
room. Ile was amiability itsclf, smiling and good-
natured, very friendly to Jim, whom he patted on
the back and called “dear boy,” and very polite to
Laurence.  Her deseription of him was not amiss.

Somcthing in the way the great head was put upon
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the shoulders, without any neck, though ugly, gave a
scase of power. e was very short, very broad, with
extremely short arms. Laurcnce was struck instantly
by the hands, - large and broad, with thick fingers,
flat at the ends, clumsy looking like a workman’s,
Were these the hands that could do such marvel-
tously delicate work that it was said they must
be gifted with more sensitive nerves than other
people’s?

The interview was a very short one, for Mr. Brand
was full of appointments and cngagements, being in
London only for two days.  Jle was a past master
i the art of being agrecable; and he managed to
make a pleasant impression even upon Laurence,
who was very hard to please.  She went away with
a feeling of interest in the great man uppermost in
her mind. Shoe was glad it was deeided that she
was to go to his hospital and see him work.,  She
thought very little of the details of the engagement
which she had made; how she was to receive twelve
pounds a year and her washing, wear a uniform, and
contract to remain for three years,

“T would sugoest,” said AMro Brand, “that the
other nurses do not know Miss Monkwell is your
sister.”

FReally? 7 said Jim. Oh, very well,” he added,

sceing that Mro Brand did not scem inclined to

cexplain his reason for making this suggestion,

2]

“Then she must use another name.

¢
“1 should advise that,” said JMr. Brand., “Call
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yourself Aliss Soath,” he said to Laurcnce. “As
yvou possess a distinguished name, you can afford to
take an undistincuished one.”

“1 don't quite like the idea, Mr. Brand,” said
Taurcnce; “and I don't quite sce the necessity
for it.”

“Well, Tonly advise it,” he said. “T think the

ther nurses may make it rather uncomfortable for

o1

you if they think you are made of different stuff

”

from themscelves.
“Oh, T see,” said Laurence ; “very well
T tell Sie

hospital, that 1T have engaced a nurse in town.
3 YD

’

er Valentine, who has chuarge of the

Come as soon as you can, for we are a hand short.”

“1 don’t think I can leave home until my brother
does,” said Laurence.

“In a fortnight 1 come, you know, Mr. Drand,”
said Jim.

“Very well, that "1 do,” satd Mr. Brand; and so
it was scttled.

That cvening T.aurence prepared her mother's
mind. Jim was in the room, and listened with
some admiration,

“1 am thinking of going to Birchampton with
Jim,” said Laurence. “lle’s going to live alone,
and seems to think it would not be much of a bore
to have onc of his sisters down there.”

“2Iy dear Laurence!” exclaimed Mrs. Monkwell,
in amazement. “Whatever will you find to do in

a dirty, horrivle, pmvmcml town where we don’t
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CHAPTER XV.

AURENCI never forgot the effect of her arrival
at Birchampton. It had rained very heavily
in the night, and, for the first time since the sum-
mer had fairly begun, the air was chilly, and every-
thing looked dull.  Perhaps the dreary appearance
was partly duc to the smoke of the great manufac-
turing town, which tinted the air for miles round.
Possibly in a Devonshire lane, or ¢ven in the old
garden at Wimbledon, of which she was so weary,
the dampness of the atmosphere and the cloudy
sky would have seemed delightful. Not so here.
Laurence shivered a little as she stood waiting
while Jim found their luggage; and she was jostled
roughly by the crowd of North-country folk, who
seemed to her to talk an unknown language.
There were only two cabs waiting at this large
station, and thesc were hansoms; the luggage was
arranged upon one of them with a little difficulty.
TFortunately Laurence had much amazed her mother
and sisters by coming away with very few clothes;
she knew they would only be in her way. Jim
admired her little trunk very much, and thought it
workmanlike.
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Lvidently most travellers who came out of this
station walked, carrying all kinds of bags and
bundles and baskets; laurence saw them going in
crowds along the streets, all more or less laden, the
men smoking, the women dragging children along,
all busy and fairly tidy, but very shabby and unin-
teresting. It was like the crowd in an Australian
street; there were no good-looking people, no well-
dressed ones, and no beggars or paupers. It inter-
csted and surprised Laurence very much at first;
but very soon it wearied ber. Nothing so soon
tires the observer as monotony of this sort.  The
dramatic contrast between riches and poverty helps
to make up the exciting and artistic cffeet of the
streets in the great citics of the world. Towns
populated with this squalid well-to-do class are
never eminent, though they may be large. Laurence
felt the dulness which the atmosphere of these people

creates, without exactly knowing what it was.  She
thought it was the lowering sky which weighed her
down.  But as they drove on — up-hill all the way
— she could not help saying, at last, “Well, this is
an ugly town.’

“1 can't say it is beautiful,” agreed Jim, looking
rather delefully at the dreary squares and crescents
they were passing through.  They resembled some
of the forgotten corners of T.ondon to be found near
the Fuston Road, in Islington, and amid the slums
of Westminster, which scem to be given over alto-
gether to decaying landladies and wandering lodgers.
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The whole of Birchamo scemed to have this
Crod-fors

dingy houscs they p

¢ lookaed at the

rhat sort of
Jives were Lived behind these dark Dlinds and dirty
rove on, a long way, and always

enly they turned out of a square

CInto a long terrace which stood as though it crowned

a cliff Hlouses stood all along one side, on the
other was a railing, and then o steep rock-face
Below Tay a dreary canal, and

great brewery were  grouped

it. Doyond,

whoere, if this hatd been a oliff, the sea would lic,

2d the Tower part of the smoky town, showing

a perfect forest of chimney-p
Evidently these houses on the
when there was a view of the coun
then probably the dwellings of

of Birchampton.  The aspect

Taurence with amozement.
to let, and looked rather rmunous, with broken win-

alls. Those that were occupicd

yrmed one of those unconscious

weoare going to

>

L1

really thought about it; but she

she had imagined o bright-losking,
suitding with clean-curtained windows,

chin this crescent. Jim stopped
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This being done, she came back to look at Laurence,
who was much the taller of the two.

Sister Valentine was not the regulation height,
but made up for this lack by her sharpness and
vivacity.  Shewas a little black-cyed brunctte, very
cided mannecr.
adies (the kind
of old ladics who arc not always old in years, and

good-looking, and with a most de
She was quite young, and some old 1

do not always wear skirts) said she was much too
young to have the management of a place like
this, and look alter the nurses.  The nurses them-
sclves would have said that perhaps it she had been
a bit older her sight wouldn’t have been quite so
sharp.

“I hope you’ll take to the work,” she said to
Laurcnce.  “The first few days arc generally very
disagrecable.  It’s all so new, you sce. 1 don’t
supposc there’s a nurse here who can truthfully say
she would n’t have run away the first day. After
that one gets used to it. You must be prepared to
feel like that; but I think you look like a sensible
girl who won’t be disheartened at the first start.
Let me see; Mr. Brand did tell me your name; ah,
I remember; Smith, isn't it?”

Just then a tall, nice-looking girl in the nursce’s
uniform came into the hall, smiling pleasantly, and
a little shyly.  She had bright hair brushed off her
face, a fresh color, and soft gray eyes.  “Here is
Nurse Hammond,” said Sister Valentine to ILau-
rence. “If you will go with her, she will show you
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just what to do. Nursc Hammond, this is the
new nurse; you know you have to take charge of
her”

“Yes, Sister,” said the girl. She went through
the baize door again, and Laurence followed her.
It shut the staircase off from the hall.  They went
up the carpeted stairs, Nurse Hammond leaning
back and speaking in a whisper

”

“Nooo1is dreadfully 111”7 she said. “We must
be very quict just hereo She can't Hve through the
nizht, T'm certain; I went in to look at her a little
while ago. Nurse Purvis 1s worn out; I shouldn't
wondoer, now you 've come, if I have to take No. 1

to-night, and you stay with my paticnt. You
wouldn't be frightened; my patient is ncarly

1

well,

Launrence noticed that the doors they passed were
all numbered. No. 1 was on the first door they
passed s they had reached Noo 3 now.

“This 1s mine,” said Nurse IHammond; and she
opened the door and put her head in.

“Do you want anything, dear,” she asked. “I
shall only be gone a few minutes.”

AL, nurse, don't be long,” said a soft Irish
voice, pitched on a very wailing note.

“Oriya few minutes,” Nurse Hammond repeated;
and then she closed the door and went on upstairs.
The staivease was all thickly carpeted, and pictures
hung on the walls; it secemed fo Laurence just like
a private house, save for the all-pervading odor of

11
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some strong disinfectant.  They went to the very
top of the house; and here Nurse Hammond opened
a door, and took Laurence into a narrow room fitted
up as a dressing-room for scveral persons. Tt rather
resembled the dressing-room for the “supers™ at a
provincial theatre; but as Taurcnce had never scen
such a place it reminded her of nothing.  There
were three little wash-stands, three little mirrors
on the walls, and five scts of hooks, under four of
which stood a trunk. Pointing to the fifth space,
Nurse Hammond said, “Your box will stand there,
and those hooks arc for your things. It ’s rather a
shame to put us all five to dress in this little room,
isn’t it? But there’s a bath-room up here, fortu-
nately; and we can use that when we like.”

“And where are our bedrooms, then,” asked
Laurence, while she took off her straw hat and
hung it up.

Nurse Hammond laughed out.

“You are green,” she said. “Why, we haven’t
got any. Nobody but Sister has a bedroom, and
when the house is very full, and Mr. Brand wants
to take another patient in, she has to give it up; for
he won’t send any one away if he can help it.”

L.aurence said nothing, and, thanks to the mask
she habitually wore, Nurse IHammond did not gucss
that she had suffered a sharp disappointment.  Truth
to tell, she had cherished visions of some small space
to be her own, and of the possibility of a locked
door for a few minutes in the twenty-four hours.
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Nothing clse that she experienced here seemed to

‘e

her quite so dreadful s the lack of this Therce
uscd to be a littde bedroom kept for the nurses to
have sometimes,’ \u‘w H;meoml went on, “when
Mr. Brand had three houases here; but now he has
shut one np, there isn't a room to spare. Hooray!
lhui‘u s the tea-bells Ilmodying to run out and see
my mash to-night, just Jor an hour; you 'l stay
left

alone,  Sister 11 let me go theno And 171 tell

A

vith No. 3 for me, won't you; she hates being

you what T do for you, il you like, — send you a
sewing-wonman who will nutke up your first uniform
dress quick; you must have it to-morrow cvening,
for there are two operations the day after, and you
must be in the room. Shall 127

“Oh, please do,” sald Laurence. * But how shal]
I wet the stuff 2"

“Sister 1 ogive it vou this evening,” said Nurse
ITommond.  “Come along, guick,” and she ran off
downstairs, looking back at the Ianding for fau-
rence, who came down more slowly.  They msscd
throuch the baize door, and went down a stone pas-

sage into the large old-fashioned km'mn which

o

v

stood at the back of the house, and Tooked out on

to a neglecte ], walled-in garden, where the grass

erew ragoed and ranks Inoa bare room next this

kitchen o beng table was set out for tea. Nobody

was sitting down as yet; the cook and kitchen-maid
were busy pouring out tea and milk; and the other

three nurses were already there, cutting thin bread
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and butter to put on little trays.  These trays were
carried off to the patients; Nurse Hammond got
hers ready very quickly, and ran away with it.

“Sit down there, Nurse Smith,” she said to
laurence, pointing to a chair at the table. “That 's
your place.”

Laurcnce took it, and watched the scene with an
odd feeling that she was looking at a play.  She did
not feel herself to be part of it in the least,

“So your name’s Smith? 7 said a black-haired
young woman as tall as herself, who took the scat
opposite her.  “I hope you won't mind being called
Smithy; the girls are sure to do it.”

“*The village blacksmith,” 7 said a very buxom
nurse who came and sat down next her. This
remark appeared to be accepted as a joke, and every-
body laughed.  Laurence found later on that it was
considered the correct thing to Jaugh at all that
was said by the buxom nurse; not because she was
regarded as a wit, but because she was looked down
upon as a fool.

The table was sct for ten persons. When the
party collected, Laurence found it consisted of the
five nurscs, the cook, the kitchen-maid, the page-
boy, and two other women-servants whom  she
learned afterwards to be the housemaid and the
laundry-maid.  This was the entire strength of the
houschold staff, excepting Sister Valentine, who
paid for her dignity of position by having to take
her meals in solitary state in the one gencral sit-
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ting-room of the house, where she did her Jetter-
writing and receivad visitors.

Faurence thought her best plan was to remain
very quict, and et them make what they could of

hero She answered when spoken to, with careful

pleasantness, and smiled a lLittle now and then for

rrecable. But, after the first

3

the sake of seeming «

few minutes, her mind became a blank to what was
wotng on about her, and she filled her part mechan-

icutly.  IFortunately, though something of an cpi-
cure, as every healthy and well-cdueated  person
must be, she had a tendency to every-day ascetivisi.
Therefore she drank weak tea, and ate stale bread
and butter without any rebellion of spirvit. Such
food seemed to her as good as any other for the mere
restoration of nature,  She was beginning to find
out that she was tired, not from physical latigue,
— a sensation she had never yet experienced, — but
from a vague sense of depressien. Since the
moment when she had stepped out of the train into
the ugly, crowded station, she had felt as if she had
plunged into some dully, dark pool where the sun
never shone, where no one ever thought, where no
one cven tricd to be beautiful,  She did not mind
this; on the contrary, there was a certain negative
pleasure in the dreariness of the mental and physical
atmosphere. It removed all strain. There was
nothing to appreciate, or understand, or admire.
She only realized new how extreme was the state

of cxcitement and exaltation in which she had lived
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ever since the beginning of her visit to Tempest
IHouse.  She had been stirred, and roused, and
startled by contact with Philip Tempest’s simple,
yet noble nature, and by his compelling her to con-
template the ideal figure of Canon Winterby,  The
mental excitement had lasted until now, when sud-
denly it ccased, and her brain rested, asking no
questions for the moment.  Something in the con-
ditions in which she found herscelf made it scem as
if there had never been any questions to ask; as if
the hunger of the mind for knowledge had been an
idle craving, and the thought of the unscen, the
belief in the infinite, mere childish fancies.  She
had passed from one world ito another in more
senses than one.

Nurse Hammond came hurrying back to the table.

)

“No. 3 necarly always wants another cup,” she
said.  “If she rings, I told her you'd bring it,” to
Taurence, “clsc T shall be late in going out.”

At that moment the fifth nurse came in, and took
her place at the table. She was a little woman, no
tatler than Sister Valentine, and very pretty, with
well-shaped, almost  classical features, charming
blue cyes, beautiful fair hair, and a very swecet
smile.  She was perhaps the ncatest and smartest
of them all, too, though they were all very clean
and trim; but she looked wofully tired.  Her cyes
were heavy, and her face drawn.  She only just
glanced at Laurence; cvidently she was too tirved
for more than a moment’s faint curiosity.  She
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gmiled at Nurse Hammond, and then asked for her
tea.

i3]

“T'm in a hurry,” she saide “T must only stay
two or three minutes. T daren’t feave her longer.
Poor thirg, it 's awful.”

“You 're goetting knocked up, nurse,” said Nursc
Hammond. 171 ask Sister to let me take NoooT
to-nizht, and you shail have a sleep. You can't do
another night without a rest.”

This was addressed to pretty Nurse Purvis. She
and Nurse Hammond were what they called “ chums ”
in the hospital. At the present moment Nurse

Purvis was recarded with interest, as she had the

worst ciase in the house, —— a patient who was suffer-
ing azonics, and who was expected to dic every

moement.  This was a pesition of hard-carnced glory,
which was the lot of a1l the nurses in turn. The
one who hud it was looked upon somewhat as the
star-uctress of a theatrical company is by the other
members, — with o mixture of jealousy and cnvy.
After an ordeal of this kind the heroine of 1t (that
ig, the nurse) was usually given, by way of a rest,
what was called a simple case. Uatients of this
order alvays thought it very odd that they should

he thus classificd; because, to themsclves, their
suffor

Iaure

s appearcd unesampled.

I

P
Teoked with interest at Nurse Purvis.
Surely it st be very delizhtfnl to be as tived as

that.  Surcly the brain must cease troubling almost

as complotely as if one were dead. She felt as if
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she would like to ask her. She would not have
learned much, for Nurse Purvis had never been
troubled by her brain even when most entirely free
from fatiguc.

While Laurence was thinking about this a bell
rang sharply. There was a row of bells on the wall
with numbers written against them, so that it was
casy to sce at a glance what patient was summoning
a nurse.  Butnoonemoved; no one except Laurence
took the trouble to ook up until the bell had rung
scveral times.  Then Nurse Hammond said, “It’s
No. 3; cook, give me another cup of tea, and Nurse
Smith will take it up.”

Laurence rose, and, taking the cup handed to her,
left the kitchen,  Before she could close the door
behind her she heard some one say, “Well, of all
the disagrecable stuck-up cats! She fancies her-
sclf, don’t she? 1711 bet she ain't no better than
she ought to be Desiring to hear no more of
these interesting remarks she hurried along the

passage and through the baize door.  Sister Valen-
tine was standing at the foot of the staivs, and
Laurence fancied she looked at her curiously as she
passcd.  This may have becn only fancy; but it
may have been fact, for Sister Valentine watched
events very keenly when there was a new nurse, on
the look-out both for her delingquencies, and thosc of
the old nurses with regard to her.  She expected
Laurence to be badgered and worried because she
looked like a lady. Not even pretty Nurse Purvis
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had the presumption to look like a lady, and of
course such audacity would have to be punished.
Having heen a nurse herself, she knew all this very
well, She did not say anything to Laurence, who
the rather over-full

went by her in silence, carrying

cup of tea with great carc.




CHAPTER XVI.

1

LAURE,\' CIl went on upstairs to the door marked
“3,” softly opened it, as she had scen Nurse
Hammond do, and went in.  She felt herself to be
a professional, and rather liked the sensation.
A little woman sat up in the narrow bed, leaning
against a bed-rest which supported her, and propped
up by pillows.  She was deathly white, -—— the sickly

white which indicates chronic ill-health, —a color
quite different from the clear pallor of Laurence’s
face.  She had the pretty dark Irish eyes with black
lashes, and short, dark, curly hair.  I.ong ago, when
she had not forgotten how to smile, and when the
pink rosc-flush was still on her checks which makes
Irish youth so beautiful, she must have been charm-
ing.  Now her face was not only drawn and haggard
from pain, but spoiled entirely by a fretful, peevish
expression.  Thiswas so habitual that it had created
marks and lnes which would never be ceffaced.

E]

“Ah, you're the new nurse,” she said, speaking
with a strong brogue and the pretty, soft Irish voice.
“Iow fresh you look! What 'l ye say to a poor
creature like me?  Ah, come and sit down now, and

let me tell you about meself; and don’t go away



The Star Sapphire. 171

again in a hurry like the other nurses always doj;
they re heartless  creatures, the best of  them!
You'll come and talk to me a bit, won't ye, now?
Is that my tea?  Treserve us, but it’s nasty stulf,
isn't i, now? I'd never drink 1t, but that I'm
dying of thirst, and T can get nothing clse. Will

5

yo buy me some tea when you go out? I 've asked
Nurse Hammond many 's the time, but she forgets.
And when .'~<‘|‘.c does bring me any "tis worse than
this, which 1s saying a great deal. When me sister
was here in Iwi'uh;nnptun she did get me somce that
was decent; buat now she s gone off home, the heart-
tess ereature, - says her husband and children want
her, :\I\,‘I‘(‘}' on us, they don't saffer Tike me! Ah,
come and sit down, and 1711 tell yo how T suffer.
Wil ye believe it, Mo Brand sayvs I to go home;
why, it s terrible! What 'H mie husband say — me
poor dear husband —when T'm sent hame in this
state? 1710 have to have a nurse for sure; and a
misery a nurse isoin your own house, where they
always want to be mistress. Will ye belicve it

J

['m helpless and can do nothing at all for mysell;

i

yet he savs T'm to go home. Ah, he’s hard. 1711

hiave to come back, for there 's ancther operation for
me to gothrough, To's true T be ghad to get away
out of this dirty roony; Lor, will you believe it T've
been here six weeks, and it s never been cl ‘,:mcdl
They =av I'm too 31l to have it cleancd; yet I'm
hto co home. T can’t make that out, can

s
you? and then Il h:L\'f to come back and go wunder
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another operation; and that 11 kill me for sure, if 1
don’t dic of fright before —1T know 111 die—  Sit
down here, nurse dear, and let me tell you—7

The soft voice was rising to an hysterical scream,
the dark cyes were full of tears of sell-pity.  The
opportunity to tell all her sorrows and sufferings
was very exciting to this unrcasonable little Irish
woman, who could not be made to understand that
she could not be kept indefinitely in a hospital that
was for opcrations only, and that rooms cannot be
cleaned when patients are lying dangcerously ill.
Mr. Brand sent away his patients as svon as they
were so far recovered as to allow of room-cleaning.
But this was unintclligible to her, as also was the
fact that the history of her illnesses was really rather
dreadful, and calculated to terrify a new nurse.  All
she thought of was that she had a new listener.  But
at this moment Sister Valentine, who had been close
outside the slightly open door, came in.  She did
not want her fresh hand frightened away too socn.

“Won't you drink your tea, Mrs. FitzGerald? ”
she said; “you know you don't like it when it's
cold.”

“Ah, but Sister dear, now — " began the little
woman, instantly and cagerly, “just sce what they
brought me for tea! T could n't eat it, if it was ever
so, now could I? Nothing in the world but a
sardine, that I've had every day this week, and you
know, Sister dear, those sardines weren't good at
all— "
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“These are out of a new box, Mrs. FitzGerald,”
said Sister Valentine. “And you wouldn’t have an
coy, or salad, or anything.  And vou know you're
the only patient that cever has anything but Dbread
and butter at tea-time”

“Ah, but, Sister dear, you know T must have some-
thing to make me cat, —the bread’s such queer
stuff that you get here in Birchampton; when me
sister was here she did get me some that was nice,
— heartless creature that she was to go away and

leave me -7

“Oh, come, Mrs. FFitzGerald, she was here five
weeks; and I odon’t, indeed, think she could stay
away from home longer. Show nurse the beautiful
watch she gave vou”

Mrs, FFitzGerald drew out from under her pillow a
little watch which was all crusted with jewels;) that
flashed as she flung 1t down.  “Ah, the heartless
creature,” she eried; “she thought to please me
when she went away, as if Twas a child; who cares
about o watch when they 're in pain ITtke Tam!t 171
send her a cheque for it the minute T get back, and
never speik to her again — 7 here the tears came and
chuked hor utterance for the moment.

“(Go back wind fintsh your ten, Nurse Smith,” said

Sister Valentine, who saw a bad attack of hysterics

Iaurence had finished her tea, and was not at all
anxious to rejoin the company downstairs.  DBut she

1
i

had the instinet of obedience which belongs to al
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naturally good workers, and which is onc with the
instinct of command, and so she went instantly.

Thereby she gained a point in Sister Valentine's
favor, who was wont to say that if she was more
weary of onc thing than of another it was of telling
people things twice.

Laurence would have liked to go up to the dress-
ing-room, on the chance of finding it cmpty, in the
hope of a quict moment alone.  But she did not do
so; because she did not yet know the rules of the
house, and fcared she might be breaking one. She
felt sure her simplest plan at first would be to do
just exactly what she was told, even in the smallest
detail; and then she could not very well do wrong.
So she went down to the kitchen after this first
experience of a sick-room.  She found 1t deserted
save for Nurse Purvis, who was sitting by the table
crying bitterly,

““Oh, what is the matter? ” asked Laurence.

“Nothing,” said the girl, who was so pretty that
she was pretty even when she cried. She wiped her
eyes and laughed.  “It’s only that I'm so tired,”
she said; “I do wish T could go out for an hour.
Nurse ITammond would have taken No. 1 for me;
but she is going out herself.  Oh, dear, oh, dear, 1
wish I could go out with her!”

“Could n’t T take your place for so short a time as
that?” asked Laurence.  “I’ve no experience; but
I don’t think T'm stupid.”

“Oh, would you? ” exclaimed Nurse Purvis, bright-
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ening up nstantly.  “You would n’t be frightened?
111 go and ask Sister.”

She rushed off at once. Taurence sat down in the
now-descerted kitchen, and regretted that she bad not
told her where to find Sister Valentine.  She wanted
to be at work; she wanted to sce a different kind of
sick room from the once she had been in. A sense
of curiosity and awakening interest was stirring in
her, :md she felt also that in this house she could
only be enntent when at work. She would like to
be in charge of what was evidently Tooked upon as
a very wearying case. Perhaps fatigue would come
to hor thes; she thought of [atizue only as meaning
oblivion, — that  precious forgetfulness which she
was huying at so dear a price.

In a few minutes Nurse Purvis came running back,
breathicss, her face all alight, all traces of tears

gone.
o

“Yes, " she eried, “ Sister says you may tuke Noo [
for an hour.  She will give No. 3 a call to see she's

getting on all right. She really can be left, you

Lknow.,  Come quick, and T tedl you what to do.
])w towaste a scwm‘l; I must Iy if T'm to go with
urse Thammond
Slu; 1w:}\' Paurence's hond, and hurried her down
.

the prissa through the door, and up thc two or

three stairs to the room door numbered “17; the
she suddents became as quiet and soft in her move-
)

ments as a4 ittle mouse ;) and Laurence imitated her

. 1 SN
as well as she could,
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This room was very little above the ground-floor,
and had only onc high, narrow window looking out
on the neglected garden.  The smell of the disin-
fectant which pervaded the house was so strong here
that it made Laurcence feel quite faint for a moment.
As in the room upstairs so in this, two little beds
stood side by side.  All the rooms were furnished in
this way; onc little bed was regarded as the nurse’s.
But times of great pressure were not infrequent when
both beds were occupicd by patients.  This was
when they were well enough fo talk to cach other
of their woes. DBut it was, all the same, a little
trying for the nurses. This room was at present
entircly given up to the tendance of the one patient
for whom Decath was waiting, rcady at the lcast
access of weakness to lay his cold but merciful hand
upon the bed

It scarcely seemed to Laurence to be a human
being that lay there.  Yet it was a woman as young
as hersclf, and with the remains of a royal beauty
about her.  She lay there like a stately ship that
has met with wreckage, and waits only for the final
sinking below the waters,  The hands that lay upon
the coverlet were waxen white.  The face was waxen
too; only a little dew that lay upon the forchead
showed that life was still there.  Little ringlets of
hair lay wet upon the brow. All the longer hair,
which had once been a dark splendor, was pushed
back, and lay in a tangled mass beneath the weary
head.
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YSH here,” smid o Nurse Purvis, in the softest
whispuer, pointing to a chair bestde the bed; “don't
take your eyes off her faces Tf she moves in the
instantly, aed Sister Valentine will come.

InR

loast, ring

Scee, here is the bell; keep your hand onite I she
Tes still Bike this 611l Teame hack, all vou have to do
15 to moisten hor lips with this Drandy and water.
See, Hke thisy it must be done every ten minutes -7

She was gone, and Laurence found hersell alone
with the strange, silent figure that Iny so like a dead
shape in the bedi She took the bell-rope in her
handd, anad set herselt to wateh that pallid face
The room was as guict as i it was alrcady a tomh.
It was very dark, Lor the window was once of the
dirty ones. Laurcnee saw that it was nailed up,
aed conjectured, rightly, that this had been done to
prevent some draucht, She bad never watched the
approach of death before, and the enthralling interest
af it made her forcet even the dreadiul closeness of
the room, after the first shock of it She foit no
alarm, only awe and interest. o scemed soostrange
that this passing soul should go in such silence to
cates which admit to the mystery of mys-

bl

the oreat

Not one word, not one sigh, not one flicker
of intellicence. The face scemed to grow more
beautiful as Taurence watched it Who was this
woman whom she was set to wateh in these, the last
ard the most tragic hours of her Tife?  Why was she
away from all who knew and Toved her? Had she
none such?  Impossible! Surelyv a woman so young,

rz
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and who possessed so much beauty even so close on
death, could not be utterly alone in the world ?

A Tittle clock on the mantelpicee ticked, and, as
the sitlence grew more and more monotonous, it
scemed as if it ticked and ticked louder and louder.
It scemed to Laurence as if its noisy note of pass-
ing time was an insolent interruption to this still
approach to that which was beyond all Time.  She
began to suifer a craving to make it ccase, to stop
its foolish small reminder of the little moments
which were now of no more importance to the one
who was leaving time for Eternity.  Could she not
stop it or put it out of hearing? No, she dared not
move. It must be borne. And as the quict moments
passed on, she grew to have a personal hatred for
that little clock. 1t seemed to her to have all that
impertinence of triviality which some people show
in the presence of great realities.  And how slowly
those moments went by which this bit of mechanism
made so much noise about! Was each once being
protracted by some dark magic into a little cternity
in itsclf? A quarter of an hour — twenty minutes
~— half an hour — Laurence found herself longing
for the end of her vigil, longing as if she had
watched a night instead of half an hour.  She could
only marvel at the endurance of the nursc who had
tived through hour after hour of this silent anxicty.
The house was perfectly quict; this was the time
when the nurses were out who were not In close
attendance on their paticnts  Then came a sound

v

-
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uutsizlc; she heard wheels; and a carriage stopped
atothe door. Then there was o Little bustle in the
sion o whole
quarter of an hour flew by, its moments uncounted

GG

hatll In listening to t

She was just reaching out her hand to moisten the

N

white Tips oree more, wul fownd hersell hoping that

Niurse Purvis would be i to do 1t the next time

utterly prostrate fizure, that had Tooked

s i omovement wos over forever, Bifted itself, and

strotoched out aoslender arm and quivering hand,

arsd the oves opened and fixed themselves on Lau-
M

1 B U T 1 N
eat dark cyes thal aiready, as it seemed

core fudd of koowledge and of mystery.
to hier to hold in them wostill, beauti-
v that burned with the steadiness

thinos cternal, After a swift sceond

A1 vielentdy.
In the space
to be full of

oty sense

helpy was
first, and MNr.

wau"m Hc cave one glance at the bed,

1

s to cive an order to some one benind him,

Tt e, PN e leTee A RN B 1
nto arve as mm,ni} as pu»;.m, to the

H R BT A
atel, and to bring s mwright's hus-

1
i

o to the bed and leaned over it for
o ot his hand on the forchead, and,

down, closed those dark eyes forever.




CHAPTER XVIIL

ITERT was an awful silence in the room.  All
were subdued for a moment by the certain and
new presence of death. To Taurcnce a strange ex-
pericnce had come.  She was conscious of a grict
as deep as though she had known this strange
woman. This sense of sorrow was a definite lesson
to her. It opened her heart and soul, and taught
her that which some spend a lifetime in learning, —
that scparation from onc’s kind is impossible. It
made of her a humanitarian,

Mr. Brand was silent for a lTong moment, looking
on the fair shape that lay before them in the final
helplessness that closes all activity.

“Taoo late,” he said at last;

£C b2l

she'’s gone.
Then Sister Valentine ventured to speak.
“You need n't stay here, Nurse Smith,” she said.
Mr. DBrand then noticed for the first time that
Taurence was there; and he looked across at her
and smiled, almost as at something rather amusing.
“This young lady,” he said, “bas gone to find out,
in onec moment, what T shall never find out, with all
my skill, till I go that way too.  Queer, isn't it?”
Then he Jooked again at the dead figure, and the
sceond look seemed to bring present realitics befere

i
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him saddenly.  He appeared to forget Laurence
altogether, and she stood, in uncertainty whether
she ought to zo or stay, as she had been addressed
by the great man. e turned to Sister Valentine
with o startling change of manucr.

YD it ally” he exclaimed. “This is the

"

sceond death in the hospital this year;” and the

thought scemed o make the man, all in a moment,
inaraging fury. “They "1 have it in all the local
papers,” he cried out angrily; “and then it be
copred intoadl the London ones.”  And to Laurence’s
complete amuazewent, he pourced out a torrent of
oaths.

“Go when I tell you,” said Sister Valentine
sharply to Lawrence, who tuwmed and fled, waiting
tor no further telling. She only went as far as the
hall, for the excellent reason that she did not know
where else to go. She sank down on a chair there,
hoping Nurse IHammond would come 1n soon and
tell her what to do. But the first arrival was Mr.
Brand's ca

back azain.  IFrom it descended a

Z

ey dapper, smart young man, who looked excited.
Hc came 1y and Mre Brand, coming out of that
(adwe

“She s gong,” osaid My Brand, abruptly. “It s

vs to Laurcence) terrible No. 1, met him.

vour fault. You should never have insisted on that
sceond operation. T told you it would kill her.
And it s T that will get all the blame.”
“Gone! T oexclaimed the young man. Evide ntly
he had not believed the final reality possible,  “ Oh,
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ny God!” he said; “my beautiful Gertrude! ™ Ie
looked wild for a moment, and then suddenly burst
nto tears.

At that moment Nurse Purvis and Nurse I Tammond
came in.  And close after them came Jim. e
looked in some surprise at Laurence, who was stand-
ing like a statue, watching the scene.

“Nurse Hammond,” said Sister Valentine, “take
Nurse Smith upstairs.”

Laurcnce gladly fotlowed her guide.  All the
others went into No 1. In a few moments all the
house was quict again.  Nurse Hammond, less talk-
ative than usual, led the way up to the dressing-
room.  “Ilere’s your box,” she said to Laurence.
“You’ll like to open it.  Were you with her when
she died?”

“Yes,” said Laurence.

“Well) you've taken it nice and quict. I expect
Mr. Brand was pleased with youw.”

“IIe did n't scem to me to be pleased with any-
thing,” Laurence said.

“Ah, that 's because he hates a death. It always
makes him furious.  But he won't forget you were
quict, you'll find. T hope you’ll get throuzh the
operations as welll THow that Mro Wainwright did
cry ! Tdon't like to sce a man cry, do you? I think
it’s dreadful.  I've scen my mash, and had some
cream tarts at the restaurant; wasn't that nice?
And he gave methis rose. Isn'tit abeauty?  IHave
you got your dress? T told the dressmaker to comc
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before bed-time. T don't belicve Mro Wainwright
cares very much, you know. At least, he may now;
but he "1 soon wet over ite Tle s been flirting with
me and Nurse Purvis no end, all the time his wife s
been i1l Tsn't Nurse Purvis pretty? I should o't
wonder i he marrvies her; she's not got a young
man, vou know —-she’s so particular. T supposce
you witl steep with Noo 3 to-night; she sleeps well
enough, though she always says she doesn't.”

Laurence had opened her box, and was getting out
what she needed, thinking the while of the tragedy
of Gortrude \\'zxinwx'lght,s death. ITow had this
stately, deep-cyed woman come to mary this bar-
ber's block?  Why had she been made to undergo
that sccond fatal eperation when Mro Brand him-
self was afratd of it?2 Why had she been sent so
youny in‘m the great beyond? Tt was no use asking
these questions of any one and so Laurence kept
silent,  She was gone, gone forever, this beautiful
woman whose caze had so fascinated her, gone mto
the unknown, without a word of explanation, or of
grecting. That scemed to Laurence quite strange;
for she feit that she could have Joved that woman,
and felt, too, as if the passing spirit had recognized
in that long direet gaze that here, th(mgli too late,
was ome who would have been her friend,

But she waes silent; for she was well aware that

)

no time was to be given here to thoughts of the

dead,
It was arrangel that she was to sieep in Noo 3
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When she went into the room she found Mrs.
[FitzGerald Tast asleep; and so she remained all
night, until about six in the morning, when she
woke up suddenly, in great pain.  According to
orders, Laurence rang the bell, and Nurse Hammond
was soon in the room, and giving Laurence her first
practical lesson in nursing.  For the poor woman,
who was indeed a mere wreek of a human creature,
had to be lifted and tended like a helpless infant.

“Ah, but T don’t belicve,” she wailed, in her
pretty Irish voice, “Mr. Brand knows I'm as ill as
Lam.  Youdon't tell him, nurse; T'msure ye don’t.
And he won't listen to me; if he knew he 'd never
send me home to me poor dear husband like this —"

“You run down to the kitchen,” Nurse Hammond
sald to Laurence, taking no notice of these oft-
repeated plaints, “and sce if the carly tea is ready.
We 'l all have a cup.”

Laurcnce went, but it was not ready.  The
kitchen-maid, yvawning and dirty-faced, was light-
ing the fire.  Laurence sat down and watched her,

shivering, in spite of its still being high summer.
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CIHHAPTER XVIIL

1S day that {oilowed was somewhat apathetic,
or scemied so to Laurence. The other nurses

peared Lo enjoy themselves very well. They went

a
about the house singing, paid a barrel-organist to

o

arind out waltz tunes, and danced to them in the
kitchen while Sister Valentine was out shopping.
They counted baskets of  clean clothes, and had
artercations with the Jaundry maid. This poerson,
it scemed, had only just come, and had already
announced her intention of going.  The cook also
gave notice that morning, on the ground that Mr,
Brand had ordered dinner so late in the afternoon
that she had not had proper time to get it ready.
Sister Valentine had a trying interview with her,
and induced her to ostay a little tonger, and put ap
for a while with what the cook called Mr. Drand’s
“onconstderation.”  Sister Valentine assured her that
such a thing didn’t happen once in three months;
so she agreed to stay. She had no sooner come out
into the kitchen than the buxom nurse, who hap-
pened to be there, informed her that Mr. Drand
usually ordered unexpected late dinners two or three
times a week. “Ile will come in the hospital all

’

hours,” she said; “he has his latch-key, and some-
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times he comes in the night; and no one knows any-
thing about it till he rings for hot water and orders
breakfast in the morning, — and he likes a good
breaklast, T ocan tell you, whether you 've got the
things or whether you ain’t. No miscrable break-
fasts like ours.  And if he takes it into his head to
come in the afternoon, he always orders late din-
ner— " the cook put an end to this history by going
back to Sister Valentine, and insisting that her
notice should stand, and, without waiting to obtain
permission, gave the buxom nurse as her authority
for these statements.  Sister Valentine and  the
buxom nurse then had a terrible scene, which scemed
to Laurence quite TTomerie.  So the day wore on.
Early in the afternoon two new patients had come
in, and were placed in rooms in the sccond house,
where Mr. Brand had his own rooms.  lLaurence saw
nothing of them.  She helped Nurse Hammond all
day to wait on Ars IFFitzGerald, Nurse Hammond
was to take one of the new patients after the opera-
tion, and Laurcnce to have charge of Mrs. IPitzGerald;
therefore she had to learn all that would have to be
done by her for that poor tady, in the course of this
one day, and her mind was absorbed in the task
The day was soon gone, what with one kind of work
and another, and the various trivial excitements, of
which the nurses made the utmost.  arly to bed
was the order that night, so as to be ready for heavy
work the next day.

“We never quite know,” said Nurse Hammond,
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“whether Mro Brand will come to operate at eleven
or at two.  So we have to be ready for cleven. And
then he generally comes, of course, exactly as we are
sitting down to dinner. It 's because he's so uncer-
tain in the morning. e does n't have breakfast till
about half-past c¢leven; and 30 he happens to get up
carly, he comes up here and does his operations before
breakfast. I net, he comes later - 1o fact, ahways
just as we are sitting down to dinner.”

Laurcnce had seen nothing of Jim all that day;
but just as she was going to bed a Tetter caame to her
through the post. She was surprised to find that it
was from Jun.  ICran thus: —

Dear Lavrener, -~ 1 hope you are all right. Deon't
forget my munber is cight, and vou’ve ounly ot to mun
down to me any moment if things get unbearable. T've
walked cnough hospitals to know what nurses are. T
dare n’t speak to you when 1 come, and I'm doubtful
about scnding a letter by hand, women of that sort talk so.
My diggings here are perlectly abominable, and frightlully
dear. I don’t know how Ar. Drand could have told me
to come here. On the whole, T think Birchampton the
Deastliost place T oover set eyes one I daresay vou have
come to the smme conclusion. T shall be at the opera-
tions to-morrow morning.  For goodness’ sake don’t faint
if vou can help ity beeause they all do; and if you can
keep steady, it 1s such much better form,

Your aff. bro. Jnr.
Laurence found this letter rather cheering: it was

pleasant, after all, to know that there was some onc
in the great black town who cared a little whether
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she lived or died.  She thought to herself that she
belicved Jim swould care more what became of her
than Gertrude Wainwright's husband had cared for
his wife's fate, spite of his tears. It was odd how
the eyes of that dead, unknown woman still scemed
to look at her and tell her things.  As she lay in
the narrow bed in the faintly-lit room, that serious,
ltuminated gaze still appeared to be fixed on her
How terrible it must have been to go away alonce
into the great darkness!  Laurence, thinking of this,
suddenly knew that if she might die with Philip
Tempest, she would be willing to live without him.
The passionate desire for a perfect sympathy, for a
hand resting in utter content within her own, had
grown into an cver-present pain since the day when
she had learned to know Philip. And now that she
had scen and realized death, she felt that she would
need his rare, intelligent companionship much more
urgently when that ordeal should come, than while
lite lasted.  Sleep came to her at last, after long
delay, and she was wakened from it by Nurse IMam-
mond’s coming in fully dressed in a clean print gown,
white cap and apron.

“Wake up, nurse,” she said; “we must be carly.
It’s operation morning.  Mrs, Fitz still asleep? You
drink this tea I brought for her then; it'11 do you
good.  You look awful pale. I'll stay with her
while you dress.”

Taurence drank the tea gladly, for her head ached
with the disinfectant and the closed windows.  Then
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she went to dress, and {or the first time put on her

eray print gown, white cap and apron.  She looked
in the little glass with a smile of amusement. What
would happen to her mother could she see her? — she
wondered. Then she went downstairs. Tt was just
cight o’clock, and the breakfast-bell was ringing.
Everything was done with great punctuality to-day.

Sister Valentine scemed to be all over the house that

morning cverywhere at once. Belore hreakfast was
over she was out in the buck-yard, scolding the boy
for having knocked, or marked in somue way, o large,
long board which he had been busily engaged in
serubbing and drying. Laurence heard her say, “1
know Mr. Brand will he very angry,” words which
scemed to induce a general solemnity. The boy
came in to breakfast, wearing a very serious air
ITis proper name was Percy, but the nurses had
civen him the ridiculous nickname of < Alarried
Life,” because of some high-tlown sentiment he had
been heard to utter, to the effect that he thought

“married Tife must be perfect Dliss. T.aurence had
been a good deal confused at first by this expression
buing actually used as a name. Poor Married Tlife
was a little inclined to tears this moming, said that
the board was really too long for him to carry alone,
andd that he could n't help getting it knocked some-
times. “Nurse TMammond,” he said, appealingly,
“you’ll help me carry it upstairs to-day, won't you?
Them akard stairs in the uvext house is so bad it's
,

sure to get knocked again.”

o




190 The Star Sapphire.

And then Taurence knew, with a little pang, that
this was the operation board; and when it was car-
ried through the kitchen she glanced at it with a
slicht shudder which she was ashamed of, but could
not help.

The next excitement was the preparing of two
great silver trays full of instruments, and a basket of
small sponges.  Sister Valentine did this herself,
with Nurse Hammond and the buxom nurse to help
her.  Taurence was pressed into the service to feteh
and carry, and was told a little by first onc and then
another the while. It scemed that the nurse who
was to take the case was held responsible for the
instruments and sponges; for their being in right
order, and being the right number. They all
appearcd to Laurence to be perfectly clean, but cevery
one was dipped into turpentine and then into water;
and after the instruments were laid in the trays
they were covered with fresh water. Taurence was
amazed to see so many.  There were about fifty alto-
cether.  Sister Valentine said that she thought this
was about the worst picce of work they had to do.
“This afternoon,” she said to Laurence, “these will
all have to be disinfected and washed properly, before
they are put away. It will take about two hours.
You must help me with them, Nurse Smith; no one
clse will have time to-day.”

Laurence bezan to have a feeling of anxicty, a
hope that she would do things right, which blotted
out all other thought.  She was beginning to taste
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the Joxury she had so much desired, of heing too
busy to think.  she asked herself once, as she hur-
ried to and {ro, whother it was worth while, whether
it was as good as she had evpected; and the answer
was, U Yes " Infinttely better, she know it to be,
than the wenry idleness of the Wimbledon garden,
followed by the still wearier idlencss of a round of
visits.  Phalip was right, indeed; work is the one
cffectual solace for a troubled mind.

Sister Valentine scemed very much vexed abou
somoething; not, Laurence thought, about what they
were doing at the time. She sceemed absent, and
said very little. Presently Nurse TTammond spoke
to her moa low voice,

“T know, Sister, you don't like that case that s
coming to No, 5.7

Sizter Vadentine looked up apprehensively at the
door Before answering, Tt seemaed as if she feared

“

some cne might overhear them, T think she ought to
b sent to the women’s hospital,” she said, speaking
¥y

very low, too. Tt 's not acase for us to have here

Coles Brand did n't guite Tike telling yvou she was

"said Nurse Hammond

Sk care,” said Sister Valoatine: “we never

hear the front door when he uses bis Inteh-keoy, It
is @ shume, you know; Mre Brand ought not to have

taken | ini ”

U ere,
1

S 1osonpose there’s something

ery special the
LR

1
matter with her,” asked  Nurse Tlammond, in a

whisnen
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“Oh, well, of course you know what's the matter
with her,” said Sister Valentine, scornfully.
“Ah, but there must be something more than

,
that,” said Nurse ITammond, with conviction, “or
¢lse he'd never take her in”

“I heard Mr. DBrand say,” Sister Vealentine
answered, in a whisper, “to the other doctor who
came with her, that he thinks she could n't he suffer-
ing so much if it wasn't one of those complications
he has found out how to operate for.  That 's why
he wants her here; but T don't think it’s fair to
make vou nurses wait on a girl like that, cven if she
has got somcthing that interests him.  And a free
case, of course — 7"

Jy this time the instruments were ready, and
Sister Valentine hurried from the room to attend to
something c¢lse.  Laurence looked in amazement at
the silver trays, marvelling that so many instruments
could be used.  There were all sorts and kinds, and
in several instances a dozen of a kind.  While she
was looking at them in somewhat awed curiosity,
she heard “Nurse Smith 7 called, and was quite
proud of herself to find that she remembered the
name to be hers, and answered to it at once.  She
found she was wanted to carry some chairs away that
were 1n one of the patient’s rooms in the other house.
She was glad to go and sce the preparations that
were being made; for an insatiable curiosity had
begun to burn in her about the ways of this place,
where everything was subordinated to the one great
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worker, and to the one great moment in which he
did his work.,  There was no more nonsense talked,
there was no dancing or laughing.  The expression
in cvery face was that of anxiety and incrcasing
excitement.  There was a tense feeling in the whole
hospital as of a dead thing that was coming to life.
Lavrence vaguely folt as if she were a part of some
hibernating animal which awoke at stated intervals,
and was now just heginning to stir.

The housemaid was busy dusting Mr. Brand’s con-
sulting room. e had not arrived yet, and the final
preparations were being made hastily.  Taurence,
accustomed to the habits of a comfortable and casy-
going house, in which, when a room had to be
cleaned, a couple of housemaids were given a morn-
ing to do it in, wondered at the work accomplished
by the solitary woman who, armed with brashes, and
flaianels, and pails of water which smelled strongly
of disinfectant, had cleanced and scoured the two
rooms in which the new patients now were; and who
was responsible for all the sweeping and dusting done
in the whole house.  The door of a room on the
first floor was open, and Laurence could hear Sister
Valentine's voice inside, so she went in. Sitting
up in the bed was a rather stout and florid Iady whose
hair was all tumbled about her face, and who was so
flushed that Laurence looked at her in wonder.  She
held Sister Valentine ina firm grasp that left marks
on the little wrists for some days. The miserable
woman was in a perfect paroxysm of terror.

13
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“Come, come,” Sister Valentine was saying, “you
will make yoursclf so ill it won’t be possible to do
anything for you. Don’t go on like this, — T assure
you it’s foolish; yours isn't at all a bad casc;
there 's no risk at all. Nurse Smith, can you loose
her hands? I don'’t believe she knows how she's
gripping me,”

I.aurcnce went to the rescue, and had to loosen
two strong hands that clutched with the force of
madness.  The terrified woman turned {rom red to
white as she thought she heard a step outside.
“TIs that Mr. Brand?” she cried out.  “I know
he's going to kill me!  Nurse, help me; T won't go
through with it — 1 daren’t; I'm afraid of death.
I did n’t know I should be so frightened till I came
here. Nurse, tell him I can’t go through it now —
to-morrow — some other day — 7

“ITe’s not here yet,” said Sister Valentine, as she
succceded in escaping; “and he "Il be very angry if
he sces you in this state. Do, for goodness’ sake,
control yourself.”

At that moment a bell rang, and she ran away
without another word. It was Mr. Brand’s summons
for her; and she was obliged to attend to it at once.
Taurcnce did not know this, and wondered at her
leaving the unfortunate patient in such a plight
She did her best for her; but it was of no use.  The
unhappy woman was now deathly pale instead of
florid; she tried to speak, but no sound came; her
face worked convulsively. It was dreadful to Jook at
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her. Taurence was at a Toss how to act. She found
herself in o quite unexpected position, and with no
orders.  She took the cold bhands that lay on the
bud, and held them in her own, trying to warm them,

and spoke such words of cm*om‘:tg«-mcnt as she could
think of.  But she spoke to deaf cars; she began
to think this must be a fit, and to wish very sin-
cerely that some one would come ine - Some one did,
just as she was almost praying for it, —— AMr. Brand
himsclf. e gave but one glance at the bed, and
turned to Stster Valentine, who was {ollowing him.

“We shall have a death here from {right, if we
don’t Took out,” he said. “Call Mr, Mendell; she
must be put under chloroform instantly.”

Sister Valentine hurried off, and soon came back
with o little dark gentleman who was evidently the
chloroformist, for he carried the apparatus with hin.
The patient was now in the state of terror which
sometimes seizes on animals, but rarely on human
heings. t was uscless to speak to her or touch her
In o moment Dro Mendell was administering the
anaesthetio, and it was with a sense of infinite relict
that Toawvrence saw the effect of it Therewas a greg
deal to do now, very quickly and quictly; the opera-
tion-board and all the things necessary were standing
on the landing.  They were to have been taken into
the other room first, but now they had to be brought
into this once. The poor terrified creature had lost
hall an hour of life by her fit of fear, if her fate was

} 3

to be death. AMro Brand put on a large black apron;
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as she was covertly watching him while he fastened
it, Laurcnce heard Jim’s voice talking to some onec.
Looking round, she saw her brother come in with two
young men. A little bchind them came a much
older man, whose appearance struck Laurcnce as
singularly poetic and artistic.  He might have been
Shelley or Keats. Laurence learned afterwards he
was considered the greatest surgeon in the world
next to Culverton Brand. He was an American, and
had come over for a visit, during which his chicf
pleasure was to watch the work of his great rival and
collecague.  The other two were German doctors, who
also found in Mr. Brand’'s work the principal attrac-
tion England had to offer.  Jim turned an inqguiring
and rather anxious look upon lLaurence, which she
understood to mean, “ Are you going to beall right?”
and a feeling of amusement at his anxicty about her
made her smile a little.  This was cvidently a great
rclief to Jim, and he nodded approval.  She had buta
moment in which to notice him, as quick, sharp-mur-
mured orders came from Sister Valentine, which she
promptly obeyed.  The board was placed in position
under the one clean window in the room; there were
three, but the other two were black with dirt, and ap-
peared to be hermetically sealed.  The trays of instru-
ments were lifted in, and the doctors examined them
with the deepest interest.  One of them scemed so in-
credulous about its being only water in which they
lay, that Mr. Brand laughed, and said he had better
taste it, which he did.  The nurses lifted the patient
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on to the board, and arranged a sheet so as to cover
the body almost entirely; on the feet were warm
stockings.  Only three nurses remained in the room.
Sister Valentine, who was always present at every
operation, stood opposite Mr. Brand with the buxom
nurse, who was to have charge of the case, ready to
hand him cverything; Laurence and Nurse Hammond
stood behind them, while the doctors took positions
from which they could see perfectly and not interfere
with the light. It sccmed to Laurence impossible
that she could cver know the names and uses of

all these wonderful instruments, and exactly which
was wanted.  She determined not to lose sight of
what was done for a single moment, but to notice
and remember everything.  Mr. Brand was in rather
a cheerful mood, it seemed, to-day; he was fairly
amiable, and spoke lightly of the operation he had
to do as being quite a trifling one.  This lasted till
just the moment he was about to begin, when the
buxom nurse did something wrong,—— Laurence never
clearly understood what, —and he spoke furiously to
her.  She made no reply, and he took the knife and
made the incision.  Laurence watched him with
absorbed fascination, and kept her cyes firmly fixed
on his hand till she saw the knife actually touch the
skin, and then, in spite of her resolution, and the
fascination, and cverything else, she closed them.
It was no use.  She could not look.  The horror of
it was stronger than was her will.  She stood quite
steady and perfectly quict, though it seemed as if her
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hcart had stopped. Nearly every one has had the
feeling she was experiencing now, in the street,
when it seems as if a horrible accident is incvitable,
— perhaps a child hurt, or a dog run over without a
chance of help. The instinctive action is to shut
the cyes and wait, scarcely breathing, till the worst
is over.  Laurence heard Mr. Brand begin to talk,
and explain the operation he was doing in technical
language quite unintelligible to her.  Then she felt
Nurse Hammond touch her, and, with a great cffort,
opened her eyes and looked at the patient.  After
all the sight was bearable; the wound was only about
two inches long, and Mr. Brand scemed to have the
greater part of one of his great hands inside it
Something was drawn out; L.aurence tried to look at
1t; but again the spasm came, and she could not.
The ordeal was just over now; this was really a very
slight operation, and only lasted a quarter of an hour.
Then there was the hasty clearing up; cverything
done as quickly as possible, and yet with the greatest
precision.  The patient was lifted back on to her
bed, and the coverings drawn up over her; the board
was carried out, and in a {cw minutes all signs of
the operation were gone from the room. T.aurence
realized, as she glanced back, that it was all so
arranged that the patient never saw a single one of
them. Iivery onc but the nurse whe remained in
charge now went into the room on the other side of
the landing.  Mr. Brand went in first, and sat down
in an armchair, drawing a handful of unopened letters
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from his coat-pocket as he did so, and glancing at
them, without, however, staying to open them.
His mood was changing, as the nurses and the doc-
tors who were in the habit of working with him very
well knew.  This was a difficult and dangerous oper-
ation which lay before him; and when he had one of
that naturc to do his temper bccame intolerable.
Nurse ITammond, her face quite altered by the
anxiety she felt, took the first place now, and stood
ready, close to him, with Sister Valentine. The
others were grouped together just outside the door.
The patient was a quite young girl, so thin that she
was like a skeleton, and with absolutely no color in
her face. She looked so ill it was pitiable to see
her.  She wanted to speak to Mr. Brand, and managed
to make him hear her feeble voice.  She had a ques-
tion to ask about what he was going to do, and she
had been told that this was her only chance of ask-
ing it. FHe answered her in the gentlest possible

r

voice, calling ber “my child.” And then, so sud-
denly that it was very bewildering except to those
accustomed to him, and was bad enough for them, he
turned furiously on Nurse Hammond, swearing at
her, and calling her the most extraordinary names.
“Now, then,” he called out roughly.  “What are we
waiting for? Where’s the chloroform?”  Doctor
Mendell was in the room instantly. Nurse IHam-
mond was quite unjustly attacked, for the chloro-
formist always waited at the door till summoncd.
But this was Mr. Brand’s way when he had serious
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work in hand. Then the same scene as that which
had alrcady taken place in the other room was re-
cnacted; the anwesthetic was given, and the instant it
began to take effect the board was brought in and all
that was to be used. The girl, who now lay uncon-
scious, was lifted from the bed; she was so light a
weight one nurse could have moved her casily.  Iivery
one collected round the board again, Nurse Hammond
now standing opposite Mr. Brand. Nurse DPurvis
had come to take the place of the buxom nurse,
who was left in the other room, and stood next to
TLaurence. ILvery one was more excited this time,
and showed it in different ways, — Mr. Brand by
unbearable irritability, and the nurses by paintul
anxicty to do exactly the right thing at the right
moment; the doctors who were looking on, by acute
interest.  Laurence was absolutely resolved to see
the whole operation this time; no spasm of fcar or
horror should make her close her eyes.  But in her
ignorance she did not calculate on the difference
between this one and the other.  Mr. Brand had now
to make a long incision, — onc of quite seven inches.
Laurence watched him do it without flinching; but
as the knife finished its masterly stroke she gave a
faint gasp and swayed backwards. Tt scemed to her
that the whole room went suddenly round.  Jim,
who had so contrived as to be near her, managed to
prevent her from falling; and between them he and
Nurse Purvis got her to a chair, and having placed
her on it left her.  Not even Jim dare give a faint-
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ing nurse more than a moment’s attention at such a
time. A great wave of unconsciousness passed over
Laurence; but she recovered quickly and completely.
She got back, unaided, to her place long before the
operation was over; for it lasted quite half an hour.
It was a most terrible one, and made cven the old
hands feel sick and faint.  Then, at the very last,
Nurse Hammond, with a crimson spot on each check,
and her blue eyes glittering with excitement, sud-
denly spoke up and told Mr. Brand he must not sew
the wound up yet for he had left a sponge inside it.
He swore he had not, and was Dbitterly angry with
her; but she stood him out, and was so certain, that
he looked, and found it was there! Then he was
just as angry with her for his own mistake as if she
had been wrong. At last it was all over, and the
patient was lifted back, and Nurse IHammond took
her place of watching by the bed.  She caught at
Laurence as she was going out.

“You’ll bring up my dinner, won’t you?” she
said.  “I can’t leave this room till to-morrow —
perbaps not then.”

Dinner!  Laurence had forgotten such a thing
existed; but no one clse had. Tt scemed that Mr.
drand had arrived, not merely at the hospital dinner-
hour, but just as the dinner had been placed on the
table.  Downstairs in the kitchen the cook was rag-

£

ing over her spoiled dishes and the “onconsiderate-

H

ness’
as they fixed the dinner-hour themselves.”

of people who ought to know better, “sceing




CHAPTER XIX.

HIEN night came ILaurence was thoroughly
tired for the first time in her life.  She had

»

been everybody's “fag” all day. It was considered a
blessing that there was a new nurse to do the fageing;
for it was doubly hard with the two new paticnts
both located in the sccond house, instead of in the
same house as the kitchen.  Laurence was regarded
with some favor before the day was over, for she did
not mind how hard her work was, and willingly went
all kinds of crrands, and carried messages to and fro.
And once it was found that, stately and quict though
she was, she was perfectly willing to do whatever
she was asked, she was not spared.  To and fro she
went with her quick, noiscless step, carcfully carrying
trays, taking lctters and telegrams, hunting up “ Mar-
ried Life,” who was never to be found without great
difficulty, and cajoling him to go to the post-officc at
hours which he considered incorrect.  Then she had
to look aflter poor Mrs. FitzGerald altogether; and
at last that lady succeeded in telling her the whole
story of her woes and sufferings, which recital Sister
Valentine had tried to stave off as long as possible,
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fearing it might terrify a neophyte like Laurcnce.
But it did not; she was too deeply plunged in the
whirlpool of her new experiences before Mrs. TFitz-
Gerald got her chance, to be very much impressed.
She had to sleep in her room; but the little Irish-
woman was fast asleep when Laurence went in. So
she crept into bed, her body tired, her mind in a
blaze, wide awake, trying to disentangle and sort
out the memories of the day.  Ifor a while her closed
eyes saw only confusion, then by degrees all the
hurry and bustle and the minor details and the unim-
portant figures fell away, and she saw the squat, un-
prepossessing form of Culverton Brand, in his black
operating apron, knife in hand, achieving a miracle
ry.  She saw that, little as it Tooked like it,

in surge
viewed intelligently this was in fact the figure of a
hero.  She had passed from one world to another,
from that in which spirituality was the recognized
aim, to onc in which matter, pure and simple, was
alone thought of.  But here, in the very deeps of
materialism, rose a giant who controlled and con-
quered matter by virtue of intense intelligence and a
mastery of himsclf which is beyond intelligence; he
scemed to her to restore things to their right places.
Mrs. FitzGerald realized absolutely nothing but that
she possessed a physical body which was maimed and
shattered; with her, and amid the kindred conditions
of the house, Laurence felt alone in a world of mat-
ter.  But My, Brand, by his wonderful power, made

matter seem once more but a passing triviality, a
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dream of to-day, a thing which would fall away and
leave the consclousness of the beyond which Canon
Winterby held to so firmly.  Thinking this, she
fell asleep; and it secmed to her that she was in-
stantly wakened again by a touch. She started up;
Nurse Purvis stood at her side.  The room was
all quict otherwise; Mrs. IitzGerald was still fast
asleep.

“Come with me,” said Nurse Purvis, in a whisper.
Laurence rose at once and wrapped her dressing-
gown round her. They crept out of the room, and
softly closed the door.

“I’'m going down to make some tea,” said Nurse
Purvis.  “Come and help me. Nurse HMammond's
patient is having an awful time. We always get

13}

some tca the first night.

A little mystified, and not very wide awake,
Laurence followed downstairs and into the cheerless
kitchen.  The kettle had to be boiled on some
sticks; Laurence did this as well as she could, while
Nurse Purvis found the other things needful. When
the tea was ready, they carried it through into the
next house, and upstairs to the landing on which
the new patients’ reoms opened. Nurse Purvis told
Laurence to put the tray down outside {(where so
Iately the terrible board and the silver trays had
stood), while she pushed open one of the doors and
went in. Nurse Tammond was stooping over the
bed.  Laurcnce heard a faint moan — an agonizing
moan — come from that bed, that struck straight to
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her heart, it was so full of pain, -— unbearable pain
and helplessness.  She stepped quickly forward, but
before she could sce the prostrate figure, another
heart-rending moan came, and then another one that
would have been a wail but for the awful weakness
of the sick creaturc that wuttered it. They all
gathered round the bed, looking picturcsque in the
dim light, in their dark-red dressing-gowns.

“If she gets any worse,” said Nurse Hammond,
“1 must call Sister.”

“Come and have tea first,” said Nurse Purvis.

They went to the door, Nurse Hammond remain-
ing inside and keeping watch on the bed while she
took a cup of tea and drank it. Then she went
quickly back and bent over the bed again.  The
buxom nurse came out of her room now and had tea,
this being always a feature of the first night after an
operation.  Her patient, however, was doing well,
and giving her no trouble. The woman who had
nearly died of fright was recovering readily from the
actual operation she had undergone.  They were all
on the landing now but Nurse Hammond, who, how-
ever, soon came out looking very anxious and rather
frightened.

“She must have morphia again,” she said. “Do
fetch Sister for me.”

Nurse IPurvis was off in an instant, and in an
incredibly short space of time came back with Sister
Valentine wrapped in a dark-green dressing-gown
trimmed with fur. This scemed a somewhat wintry
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carment for the time of year; but the atmosphere
was so chilly and the surroundings so dreary that
T.aurcnce had forgotten it was summer; roscs and
sunshine scemed like legends of a half-forgotten
past.

“You go back to bed,” said Sister Valentine to
Laurence; “there are enough of us herce without
tiring you out.” So Laurence went, and looking at
her watch when she had crept back, found it was just
four o’clock. She fell asleep and did not wake till
she was roused, when she heard that there had been
a dreadful night, that Mr. Brand had been sent for,
that every one was worn out and cross; but the girl
still lived.

The day was dull; there was a scnse of reaction
and exhaustion upon everyone.  And it was followed
by other days like it.  The hibernation set in again.
Taurence got to look for the periodical awakening,
and to depend upon the excitement of it even more
than the other nurses.  FFor they, though it became
necessary to them, nevertheless had some other sen-
sations.  Lovers, flirtations, new dresses, the cating
of cream tarts at the tca-shop in the town, letters
from home, and visits home served to pass the dull
intervals between the operation days and the nights
of anxicty which fallowed them. ATl the nurses
came from somewhere within half an hour's journey
of Birchampton, except Laurence.  The tocal noto-
ricty of the hospital scrved to sustain a regular
supply of them; and it was very rare for Mr. Brand
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to engage onc at a distance. Laurcnce felt no desire
to leave the house when she was off duty; she did not
rush out as the others all did instantly. Jim soon
noticed this, and began to plan excursions into the
ncighborhood for her half-holidays. IHe was not at
all a devoted brother in ordinary life; but he had
inherited from his father a very keen conscientious-
ness, and he realized that he was to a certain extent
responsible for Laurence’s wellare under the present
circumnstances.  And then he was still in a state of
unsatisfied curiosity as to why she had done this.
He tried hard to discover, but usclessly. By degrees
he began to think shereally must have been animated
by the medical instinct, she talked so much about
the subjects which interested him most. It dawned
upon him at last that in course of a series of after-
noon jaunts, Laurcnce was cleverly extracting from
him the very pith and essence of his whole medical
training; that her questions were not random, but
the result of lincs of thought; and that she preserved
all such facts as she had made her own in orderly
arrangement in her memory.  This roused a friendly
interest in him which he had never expected to feel
for any woman, Icast of all for one of his sisters.
ITe began to enjoy the hours spent with her; for he
had no intelligent companion at Birchampton cxcept
Mr. Brand himself,  The outings which he took with
Laurence were conducted with as much care and
scereey as if they formed part of an intrigue.  Jim
planned them beforehand, and then wrote to her by
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post, telling her to go by train to some point a little
way off the town, where he met her.  The nurses had
found it impossible to question Laurcnce about where
she went; there was something in her manner which
intimidated them, though she was always polite and
pleasant, and ready to oblige any onc. DBut they
soon discovered that she received letters bearing the
Birchampton postmark, and came to the conclusion
that she had a mysterious lover with whom she went
out. How it was that they never succeeded in sce-
ing this person, lie in wait how they might, exercised
their minds a great deal. But in Jim they had to
deal with a clever young man who was perfectly
familiar with all their little ways. They only saw
one side of him, and that was a taciturn, slightly
disagrecable one; they were incapable of guessing
at any other.  Just in the same way did they form
their estimate of Mr. Brand. Because they came
under his lash (a quite nccessary lash, though it
might of coursc be differently administered) they
were unable to see or believe in any other charac-
teristics. It was casier for them to attribute low
motives to him than high ones.  They believed it to
be some obscure form of stinginess which made him
have the windows screwed up so that they could
never be cleaned.  He had learned, by experience,
that it was the only way to protect patients from
cold.  Laurence found out that the poor girl whose
operation had been so terrible was an absolute pauper,
and that what he did for her was done out of pure
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charity and pity. Ilc insisted on her being treated
in exactly the same way as the patients who paid
high fees, and he personally showed her the greatest
kindness and consideration.  As the nurses them-
sclves very much resented having to take charge of
a poor patient, they all firmly believed that Mr.
Brand had taken her in because he had expected the
operation to be onc which would throw light on
some experiments he was making.  Laurence learned
enough afterwards to know that this was not so.
Under the rough crust which the scientific mate-
rialist turned to the world was a great and kindly
heart.  Generous deeds were often done so simply
and in such a practical way that the people who
knew him best misunderstood him.

So the time passed by, and winter came, and the
town was smokicr and dirtier and colder than ever;
and the paticents who were in the house when
Laurence first entered it had all gone long since,
and beenreplaced again and again by others strangely
like them.  The symptoms and sufferings were simi-
lar, and, it scemed to Laurence, even the characters;
as though people of certain types succumbed more
readily to certain discases.  She grew to recard the
individuals with a little less intcrest, and to fecl
involved, more incrcasingly, in the theories and con-
clusions to be drawn from obscrvation of them as cases.
She took great pains to conquer the difficultics of
the technical language used by Mr. Brand at the
operations, and by degrees came to understand his

14
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explanations as well as Jim did.  Sometimes in dis-
cussing the operations with Jim afterwards, she made
suggestions which surprised him.  In the end a one-
sided friendship sprang up between these two: Jim
gave Laurence all he had, —his confidence, his
thoughts, his lcarning; while she gave him nothing
but the stimulant of her sympat-hy and interest in his
work and future. e was shut out of her confidence
absolutely and entircl}}. *Only one person had that
or ever could have it.  Philip Tempest knew well
that the star in the sapphire was his, and his alone.



CHAPTER XX.

HILIP TEMPIEST, down in Lincolnshire, was
doing battle daily. On his own cstates his

life was always rather a difficult one, as that of a
landowner with quixotic ideas must be of nccessity.
But this difficulty was now greatly accentuated by -
his new departure in espousing the cause of Temper-
ance.  Without the support of Canon Winterby's
friendship perhaps he would scarcely have had the
pertinacity to be so consistent as he was.  Not from
the want cither of perseverance or of courage in his
character, but from the lack of conviction. This
lack, which had always held him back hitherto, no
longer existed.  Canon Winterby’s fervent convie-
tion in every man being his brother’s keeper had at
last Dblotted it out entircly, and Philip stood like a
rock, not to be swayed or moved by doubt.  No such
weakness had ever assailed him since the day of that
dinner-party last scason, when the difficulties thrown
in his way by lL.cslic had made him wish some com-
promise were possible, and had sent him to Canon
Winterby for counscl.  Then Canon found a great
pleasure in strengthening the new recruit, of whom
he was proud, and of whose personal charm he was
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very distinetly conscious; and he dipped into his
wonderful mind for precious thoughts, talking on
long after the time was past which he had intended
to devote to the interview. Ile knew it was worth
while; he knew he was making an impression that
would last a lifetime, and making a friend who
would give back to him good measure in the hour of
nced; and so it was.  Philip got home an hour late,
to find a catastrophe taking place which changed his
whole life; but he brought with him the strength to
face it unflinchingly and with heroism.  That atti-
tude had had to be maintained steadily ever since.
The hardest part of the punishment it entailed lay in
the complete separation between himself and Clare.
She had killed his love; but he would have liked to
have remained her friend.  She would not have this
either; she invariably sided with those who opposed
him in his efforts towards reform, and showed a
bitterness in doing so which pained him to the
quick. IFor it was not possible for him to forget
that he had loved her, and that she was his wile.
She scemed to forget these things, or, rather, to resent
them.  He could only meet this by silence; any-
thing else had long become impossible between
them.  Their daily association was cmbittered by
the fact that he was compelied, for her own sake,
to constitute himsclf her keeper in the painful and
literal sense. e was infinitely patient, and he was
unremitting in attention; nevertheless, he was but
partially successful. It is true, that for long periods
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her vice would be so held in check by the difficulty
of indulging it that something like a shadow of com-
fort was restored to them. Not that she was ever
her old bright loving sclf with him now; that
gentle, tender soul seemed gone forever.  Some-
times he fancied the love momentarily shone in her
eyes again; if it did, it was banished at once by an
access of bitterness.  And these quieter phases were
always followed by terrible outbreaks, which were to
Philip like nightmares. IHe dealt with them aleone,
Maid after maid was dismissed because they yielded
to the bribes Clare offered them, with the result that
one of these dreadful phases followed.  All the
servants of the houschold were subjected to the
temptation at different times; those that succumbed
to it had to go. This became a well-known fact
at Stourby. It was no longer possible to keep the
matter an actual secret; it became onc of those
hidden things that are known to everybody.  Pcople
talked about it in low tones, and, in louder oncs of
grcat discontent, commented on the new mode of
life at Stourby. It had always been once of the most
hospitable houses in the whole county, — dinner-par-
tics, two or three times a week, two or three balls
during the winter, and many minor festivitics being
habitually held there.  All this was over.  There
were neither dinners nor balls, and Mrs. Tempest
had no afternoon At Home; when she returned calls,
she drove round in her brougham, and her footman
left cards at the doors.  She was understood to be
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very much out of health. Dinners remained an
unconquerable difficulty; she refused to be present
if wine was not made a part of them in the usual
way.  This, Philip absolutely refused to permit.
Neither would give way, so there could be no dinner
giving. Mrs. Tempest’s health had to serve as the
excuse for this; so there was nothing for it but to
keep out of socicty altogether, and let her ill-health
serve as an excuse for all. The neighborhood talked
a good deal about the fact that in spite of Mrs.
Tempest having apparently become a chronic invalid,
no doctor appeared to be in attendance on her. At
last, however, they became better satisfied on this
point, by a doctor arriving from London. It was
Dr. Mecredith.  Philip very much wished to put
her under the care of a specialist who would try
every possible method to cure her.  Clare, however,
absolutely refused to see this great doctor at all
She knew guite well what it meant, and she was
eutirely imimovable on the subject. Philip had to
abandon this idea.  That was before they left town.
A doctor wha had been known to Philip sinee his
childhood was within recach of Stourby, and he thought
that when they were settled there he could perhaps
by ingenuity get Clare to submit to his treatment.
But Clarc was growing cunning.  Though Dr. Gray
came to the house mercly as a visitor, he never
saw Clare.  She was always indisposed to come
downstairs when he was in the house. e came to
diuner twice, and dined alone with Philip.  This
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was tiresome. Philip gave in, as he found himseli
obliged to with Clare when her mind was absolutely
made up.  She made him feel when she was resolved
without actually expressing her resolution.  Her
nature, utterly weak in some respects, yet contalned
in it a deep vein of obstinacy.  This was not shown
by words or any form of open warlare, but by a
stcady negative resistance, a sullen silence, and
underhand actions.  These tendencies had always
been latent in her character, of course, but had
scarcely shown any signs of their existence while
she and Philip lived in accord.  Now that a great
gulf had opened between them, and they found them-
selves in complete opposition on a question of every-
day life, it was natwal that these innate tendencies
should come to light.  To Philip it scemed that her
character was entirely changing, when it was simply
developing.

During the periods of tranquillity, when Philip’s
cfforts as her keeper were fairly successful, Clare
always sank into a very weak state of health; and
this increased as time went on, so that he became
very much alarmed.  She was becoming so i1, and
so unnerved, that it was evidently necessary that she
should have a doctor.  For days and days together
she would not leave her room, but would sit in
large armchair, or lic on

a
a couch, doing absolutely
nothing.  She would not cat, and made no attempt
to rousc herscll from the apathy which possessed

her. It dawned heavily upon Philip’s mind at last
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that in those long hours of silence her mind was
working out some new scheme for obtaining that
which gave her the excitement and oblivion she
desired; for sooner or later she succeeded in doing
this. And in time he learned to know that when
she rose up and smiled, and scemed herself again, she
had accomplished that which seemed to him impossi-
ble, and that in another twelve hours, or possibly a
little longer, she would no longer be a reasoning
human being.  And then, when her cunning failed
her, he would presently discover the hateful detail,
— the new hiding-place found for a case of brandy
that had been smugzgled in by a bribed servant, or,
even worse, hecause more openly shameful, he would
e successfully deceived by Clare, and then discover
the servant who had been her tool. It was a dis-
piriting ordeal to a man who might perhaps with
justice be described as being westhetic even before
he was moral. It was not possible that his love for
Clare should survive such experiences.  Iis pity,
yes, but not his love. Compassion is that part of
the divine love which is long-suffering, even to the
uttermost; what men and women call love must be
pleased.

At Tast, in a quict phase which had lasted longer
than usual, when her weakness and apathy had
become so great that it was impossible any longer
to ignore them, Clare agreed to see a doctor.  But
she would only see Dr. Meredith.  Philip was greatly
surprised at this choice.
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“He is not considered specially clever,” he said.
“I will see him if you like,” was her answer,“ but

no onc clse.”  Philip knew from her tone that it was

uscless to argue with her; she was resolute.  So,
thankful for small mercics, he went at once and
telegraphed for Dr. Meredith, who came down to

Stourby the same evening.  He stayed all night,

retwrning to London carly next morning.

Clare elected to sce him alone; and Philip now
made a practice of never opposing her in small mat-
ters, whatever his own wishes might be.  So he took
Dr. Mcredith up to her room, and left them.

“Youwill find me in the smoking-room, Meredith,”
he said, and went away.

Clarc was lying so still that she might have been
mistaken for one at the point of death.  If Laurence
had scen her then, her appcarance would have
reminded her of poor Gertrude Wainwright.  Dr.
Meredith was startled; he had expected to sce her
very ill, but not so ill as this. Ile did not show
surprise as a man morc naturally human would have
done; no look of pity or of anxicty came upon his
face.  Hescemed to become stiffer and more severe;
this was really the result of an access of sclf-con-
sciousness.  To him a very serious case appealed,
firstly, to his vanity; sccondly, to his medical ability;
and never to his pity.

He crossed the room slowly, with his slightly
limping step, and drew a chair to the side of the
sofa on which Clare lay.  She did not open her cyes
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till he put his hand on her wrist to feel her pulse;
then she lifted the heavy, blue-veined 1lids, and
when she saw who it was that bent over her a faint
gleam of interest flashed into her eyes.  She lifted
herself a little upon her pillows, and began to talk.

Dr. Meredith stayed with her for quite an hour.
Then he went slowly downstairs and found the smok-
ing-room.  Thilip was smoking a cigarctte and read-
ing the evening papers, which had just reached the
house. e started up the moment Dr. Mcredith
came in.

“What an age you have been, Meredith,” he
exclaimed.  “1 have been getting quite anxious.”

“Yes,” said Dr. Meredith, slowly; “1 have had a
long talk with Mrs. Tempest.”

Ie paused and took a cigarcite from a hox which
stood on the table, lighting it in his stiff, dilatory
way before saying anything more.  Philip watched
him with well-concealed impatience. e knew from
long experience that it was quite uscless to try and
hurry him.  Not until the cigarctte was 1it, and
Dr. Meredith had found a chair to his liking, and
had established himsclf in it, did he say anything
more.  Then he began, picking his words, as it
scemed, with great care, pausing sometimes to do
50,

“She is in a very —weak state. T don’t sce how
she could be — any weaker and sustain life.  She has
sunk as low as possible.”

T i et T o s . ) .
Philip said something, in a tone of great distress,
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but it was under his breath, and was not addressed to
Dr. Meredith, who went on without noticing the
interruption.

“It will be a difficult matter to build up her
strength again, and will take some time. T think I
shall be able to do it, however, if my directions are
followed out in every detail. I will write a prescrip-
tion, and I will come down the day after to-morrow
to sce how she is progressing. 1 should say she
would be able to leave her room in about a fortnight;
and you had better take her for a short sea-voyage
then.  That is, of course, if all goes well.  Diet is
extremely important, and I fear it has been much
neglected.”

“She will not cat,” said Thilip, who knew well
that he had unwearyingly tried to tempt her with
every conceivable delicacy.

“No, she is too weak to eat,” said Dr. Mere-
dith.  “She requires baby’s food, given cvery hour,
for some days.  And brandy must be given in every-
thing she takes.”

Philip said nothing.

“She must have three or four glasses a day of good
old port,” went on Dr. Meredith; “if you will give
me writing materials, T will make out the dict and
write a prescription,”

Philip rose, walked the length of the room, threw
away the end of the ciearctte he was smoking,
went to a side table and fetched a blotting-pad,
paper, pens, ink, and carried them to a table within
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rcach of Dr. Meredith.  Then he walked to the ead
of the room again, still silent.  Dr. Meredith mean-
time had finished his cigarctte, and turncd to the
table.  Fle took up a pen and tried it, and then,
with great deliberation, began to write.  Philip,
having now madc up his mind, came to him and
stood at his side, leaning with one hand on the
table, and onc on the back of his chair

“ Dick,” he said, in a low volce, “onc moment.”

Dr. Meredith looked up surprised. It was years
since any onc had called him by this name, hardly
since he and Philip had been school-bays together.

“Dick, I've something to say that hurts me, but
it must be said.  You are taking an awful responsi-
bility on you in ordering these stimulants.  Pause,
and think it over.”

“Oh, I know,” said Dr. Meredith, rather irritably;
“T know you have vicews about this now — "

Philip interrupted him.

“Don’t you suppose,” he said passionately, “that
there must have been a reason for an casy-going
fellow like me to take up an unpopular causce like
that?  Dick, T was driven to it. It’s uscless for
you to trcat Clare without knowing all the truth.
She cannot resist stimulants. Tt is a horrible word
to use, but it is the enly one. She is a drunkard.
You must have guessed it.”

“I should say,” said Dr. Meredith, quite unmoved
by Thilip’s agitation, “that she has an hereditary
neeessity for stimulants.  That is why she has sunk
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so low.  She cannot live without them. They must
be given in measured quantities; but they must be
given.”

Philip groaned and moved away; he sank into a
chair close by.

“You don’t know what it mecans,” he said.  “You
can't know, or you wouldn’t order these things.
The mere taste of them drives her mad. A single
glass of wine involves days of miscry and despair
and shame, for it gives her the craving, and she will
gratify it at any cost or risk.  The stuff is poison to
her.”

“It is an absolutely necessary poison if she is to
five,” said Dr. Meredith. “She will die without
it.”

Philip made no answer. Fle knew not what to
say. He remained silent, a silence more distressful
than words.  Dr. Meredith, pulling down his shirt
cuffs a little, and flicking off a scrap of tobacco
which marred the immaculateness of one of them,
began slowly to write.  Iis pen did not please him;
be put it down and tried another. Philip watched
him with a growing sense of irritation. It scemed
to him that this man was signing something which
was worse than Clare’s death-warrant would have
been, with a mechanical indifference that was almost
an insult.




CHAPTER XXIL

T seemed to Philip as if from the time of this first
visit of Dr. Mcredith's he was like onc¢ who,
standing on the summit of a mountain, or on the
edge of a precipice, holds the hand of a person who
has fallen from it, who has no longer any foothold
whatever, nor any hope save in this hand-grasp.
Such support cannot last long, nor is it of any use, if
there is no other help to look for.  So that it is one
long agony. This was what Philip found it.

What he had told Dr. Meredith must happen, did
happen.  Clare’s vice had reached a pitch at which it
could only be controlled by the strongest measurcs,
by absolutely starving it.  Dr. Meredith’s treat-
ment fed and strengthened and excited it. Steadily
it gained vigor, till it became a raging devil within
her. Philip’s head, that had a trick of being thrown
back a little, began to droop forward, and he stooped
a little as he walked.  The burden was telling on
him; it was a heavy one to carry.  ITe dreaded to go
into Clare’s room now, she was so changed, and the
change deepened as the days went on.  ITe began to
think of the old storics of obscssion; it did not scem
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possible that this irritable, ill-tempered, sometimes
half-frantic woman was the gentle Clare he had
loved. Another spirit, an utterly different one,
appearcd to have taken posscssion of her body and
driven out the onc he had known. Hitherto, there
had always been intervals when she had returned
more or Icss to her old sclf; now there were none,
— only degrees of strangeness.  For the amount of
stimulant ordered by Dr. Meredith, and now made
a regular part of her diet under his directions, was
enough to kecep her just irritable and restless and
uncertain in humor. Philip knew when the irrita-
bility and capriciousness deepened into positive ill-
temper that she had found some way of eluding his
vigilance and increasing her doses.  Then, at last,
came the dreaded fits of unrcasoning rage, which
he endurcd now in silence, as we see the animals
bearing the rage of the clements. The comparison
occurred to Philip himself one day when he had gone
out with Clare in the close carriage which she now
always used, and a blinding storm of rain and sleet
came on.  The horses in the fields stood with their
heads turned from the rain, but that was all: other-
wisc they endured it patiently. Tt was useless for
them to turn and reproach Nature when she thus ill-
used them, as they well knew. Tt was as uscless for
Philip to turn and reproach the angry woman who
sat by his side and complained bitterly, he hardly
knew of what, all through the drive.  For it was one
of her bad days. Ile had hoped the drive would do
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her good, but apparently she was vexed at having
been induced to come from her room. That was all
he could gather from her bitter, rambling, cxcited,
ill-natured talk.  Like the horses, he turned his
head from the storm, and locked out of the window,
answering nothing.  The landscape was a drear
one, blurred by the sudden, angry storm, with the
little groups of animals herded together here and
there. DBut it was better to look at than the face he
should see if he turned round.  And then he found
his silence was the cause of new offence, so turned
and looked at the heated face and humid cyes.  He
had intended to speak softly, so as to causc no
farther jar; but he was surprised into exclaiming:

“Good heavens, Clare, where canz you get the stuff
from to make you as bad as this!”

Clare became instantly silent and remained so.
Her mind was revolving around strange, hysterical,
half-formed thoughts; in her present humor she
would have been ready for suicide or murder had
circumstances offered her a temptation. Philip had
never spoken to her in such a tone of horror and dis-
gust before. It practically sobered her, and the riot

of her mind turned into a sort of

silent madness.
The chief feeling she was conscious of was that of
anger, —anger against Philip. It had become too
intense to express in words such as she had been
pouring out until now. Such anger as she expe-
riecnced now is only felt towards a person whom
one loves deeply, and the sensation can only arisc



The Star Sapphire. 225
in such a nightmare of life as she was going
through. DPoor Clare! TPhilip’s heart melted with
grief in the silence that followed; and he tried his
best to induce her to speak again, and to change her
humor. But it was uscless; her face was set like a
stone.

This drive marked a point in their unhappy lives.
They were more separated after it, more entirely
divided. Somcthing in his face or his voice had
revealed to her in that unguarded moment the disgust
she inspired him with. A flash of terrible illumina-
tion had lit up her darkened soul, and awakened her
dulled intelligence.  She never forgot that moment,
nor the bitterness she suffered in it. For, poor self-
destroyer that she was, her bitterness towards Philip
was not born of hate, but of impotent love — love
maddened by the knowledge that she had murdered
the thing she so desived, — his answering love.  She
gave him, however, no more of these dreadful scenes
of unmerited reproaches, even in her worst fits of
madness.  She held hersclf back from that; and the
result of this great effort, the greatest she now had
the power to make, was that she scarcely ever
addressed him at all. Tt scemed to him that he was
dwelling in a great silence, chained to a living
corpse. Ilvery one clse appeared remote; he talked
to people, he attended to his affairs, but with an odd
feeling that they were outside his actual life, apart
from the world in which he dwelled alone with Clare,
Within that, he stood quite isolated, witnessing a

s
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tragedy, watching an embodied vice burn out the
frail body that it possesscd, and beat back the un-
happy soul that should have conquered it. Dr.
Meredith came down at intervals and regarded his
handiwork with apparent equanimity. That Clare
was not dead scemed to content him; that she was
no longer a rcasoning being appeared to distress
him not at all.  Philip knew that discussion on
the subject would be futile, and felt it would only
intensify his ever-present sense of shame.  So very
little was said about Clare at all between them.
The one hope Philip cherished of any change for the
better lay in Dr. Meredith’s order of a sea-voyage.
Clare was now much stronger, and quite fit for travel-
ling, as Philip thought, and he tried to get a date
fixed. He thought if he could get her away from
home, and away from Dr. Meredith’s treatment, he
might recover his influence over her, and make one
more effort to save her before she sank too far
Home was now no safeguard for her; he had
regarded it as a place of safcety, but it was not.  The
establishment was too large, there were too many
servants.  When Clare could do nothing with the ser-
vants in the house, she would creep out unobscerved
and find some under-gardener or stable-boy to do her
bidding. Then, too, she had accustomed herself to
the scrvants who waited on her sceing her in the
various stages of excitement, madness, stupor, and
despair.  There was no longer any restraining influ-
ence, no public opinion to fear. He believed that
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Clare would feel compelled to be more careful in
hotels, or on board ship among strangers who would
stare and wonder. So he tried hard to get the plan
carried out.

Dr. Meredith, perhaps, did not care to part with
so good a patient. At all events, it was not casy to
get him to say she was well enough to travel. At
last, however, he was compelled to admit that not
only was she now quite strong enough to leave home,
but that a change would be beneficial.  The fact was
so sclf-evident that it was uscless to play with it any
longer.  So there was nothing to be done but pack
up and decide where to go.  This last was no light
task, for Clare would not discuss the matter and
help Philip to decide; she simply opposed every
suggestion he made. He passed days with maps
spread out on the great library table, endcavoring to
interest her in any route, trying to discover where
her fancy lay. Ilis own wish was to go to America,
where they had many interesting friends to visit,
and where he knew Canon Winterby’s introductions
would bring him among those who led the great
Temperance movements. It was his dream that
Clare might be saved by the cffect of some great
woman’s personal influence and example.  And he
wanted much to look into the working of some of
the American organizations. Clare, however, would
not listen for a moment to the idea of going to
America.  She said it was the wrong time of year,
and that it would be bitterly cold on the voyage,
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which was all true enough; but Philip felt that these
were not her real objections, but that she instine-
tively read his mind and guessed his object. e
grew quite despondent and brooded forlornly over
his maps. The trunks stood ready, and at last the
situation began to be absurd.  Clare saw this, and
put an end to it.  She said that she would like to go
to Gibraltar, and that perhaps it would be pleasant to
wander on through Spain.  Philip was so delighted
to have anything scttled that he did not pause for
a moment’s discussion cven.  He sent a servant to
London at once to sccure berths in the next I’ and O
bound for Gibraltar, and was relicved to find that
onc was starting the very next day in which there
was room for them. Clare had thus no time to
change her mind; they went to town the same cven-
ing, slept at the Cannon Street Ilotel, and went on
board ship in the docks after breakfast next morn-
ing. Clare made no objection to this arrangement,
she was a good sailor, and Philip took it for granted
that she would prefer to go at once on to the boat
rather than travel by train to Plymouth. And he
himself felt it an infinite relicf to have her safe in her
saloon cabin. Hec leaned over the side of the boat,
watching the start, and the wonderful sights of the
river, with a fecling that surcly Nature would come
to rescue her unhappy child, here beneath the open
sky, on the free water. They took no scrvants
with them.  Clare had ecasily been persuaded to
travel without her maid.  Thilip knew that cvery-
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thing now depended on his own efforts, and he
would not permit himself to be afraid.  The move
ment of the stately vessel, the gladness of passing
out on to the great occan, all the joy of the hour,
awoke the youth within him and filled him with
hope.




CHAPTER XXIL

HE voyage from London to Gibraltar is so
short a onc that Philip felt no misgivings
about getting through it without any disaster. He
devoted himsclf to Clare, was continually with her,
attended to all her needs, and felt that so guarded
she must be safe for the time being, and that she
would have every possible chance of bencfiting by
the sca air.  He induced her to sit on deck with
him nearly all day, and to dine at the table d’hote;
thus a great change was cffected in her life at once,
— for she usually passed her time shut up in her
own room. It scemed to him that on the sccond day
she began to look better and healthier.  They met
a slight acquaintance on board, a young fcllow who
was going out to India and was very homesick.  Ile
was just engaged, and would not see his love fora
whole year.  Under such circumstances, and with
the fostering conditions of being together on a ship,
the slight acquaintance only took a few hours to
ripen into friendship.  Young Weymouth walked up
and down the deck with them, and got his scat at
dinner changed so that they could sit together.  Ile
talked to Clare so incessantly that she was obliged
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to rouse herself to an interest in what he said.  He
was handsome, with gentle blue cyes, and was most
pathetically in love with the girl he had left behind
him. Clare grew intercsted in him in spite of her-
sclf, and Philip was glad to see a touch of her old
charm of manner return. It was only drawn out by
Mr. Weymouth, never by himself; but it was pleasant
to sce a glimpse of the former sclf he had loved so
dearly.  1le would leave them alone for the sake of
secing a smile on her face when he returned; for he
noticed that she was brighter in his absence.  The
smile vanished at the sight of him; but he was glad
to know it had been there.  Weymouth's admiration
for her was cnthusiastic and undisguised; it was that
of a chivalrous boy for a beautiful woman whom he
idealizes and endows with all those virtues which he
firmly belicves the girl he loves possesses.

In the evenings Clare went to her cabin, for she
prescerved some of the habits of an invalid, and some
of the weakness too.  When she was in bed and he
thought she could need nothing more, Philip would
go up on deck again, in spite of the sharpness of the
air. The nights were very cold, and few of the
passengers cared to leave the saloon, so that he and
Weymouth generally had the deck to themsclves
after dinner.  On the third evening Philip found
it quite deserted except by the crew. It was an
intensely cold night, but very still, and the great
ship which was going at full speed seemed to be
motionliess, so still was the water she passed through.
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The effect fascinated Philip, who stood a long while
looking at the pale still hcavens, glittering with
cold stars, and thce dim waveless water. It scemed
to him as though the ship were hung between the
two dimnessces, that it was going nowhere, that its
light would just burn out on the chilly waste, and
his life and Clare’s, the tragedy they were Jiving
through, would burn out with it. Ilc almost wished
it were so; that he might be [reed from his respon-
sibility, released from the heavy burden he had to
bear. It grew so cold that he became numbed, and
the sense of discomfort woke him to realitics. Ile
remembered that he had 1eft Clare much longer than
usual.  Just as the thought came into his mind, he
felt a touch on his arm.  Weymouth was standing
by him. The boy’s bluc eyes were so full of dis-
tress that Philip’s mind misgave him.

“What is it? 7 he said.

“I think Mrs. Tempest wants you,” said Wey-
mouth.

Philip asked no more, but went instantly; and
Weymouth, standing still, passed his hand over his
eyes, as if to brush away from them a painful sight.
But he could not. It was photographed on his
brain. The dismal memory of it never quite left
him, and it did him good scrvice later on.

Philip went down, not drecaming but that Clare
was in her cabin and had sent for him.  Weymouth's
message, however, was his own.  Passing through
the saloon Philip caught sight of a fizure that
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amazed him. It was Clare. She was alone and
quict, sitting at a table in a corner. She wore a
dressing-gown and a travelling cape drawn over it;
her hair was loose on her shoulders. Her cyes were
wild and her checks flushed.  She had a tall glass
standing in front of her; the steward, who had just
refilled it, was going slowly out of the saloon with
his tray in his hand, looking back at her curiously.
Philip went quickly to her, and as she saw him she
lifted the glass instantly and drained it before he
could reach her.  The smell from it made him
dizzy, remembering what it meant to ber; it was
rum. He wondercd whether they had better go to
some desert where civilization and its poisons do
not exist.  With a great effort he managed to speak
to her very quictly, in his ordinary manner.

“You will catch cold, Clare,” he said; “come
back to your cabin now.”

She had evidently expected something different,
and was surprised.  No course occurred to her but
to comply; so she let him take her hand and lead
her away.  She went quictly with him to the door
of her cabin. e saw that she must have been
behaving very oddly from the way the stewards and
some of the passengers were waiting about and
looking round corners.  But she was quict at the
moment, and he took advantage of it.  She went
in to her cabin before him, and he locked her in.
This, however, was a mistake. The spirit was
mounting to ier head now and maddening her. She
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began ringing the clectric bell violently, and beat-
ing on the door. So he went in, and stayed with
her throughout onc of those one-sided scencs in
which she said all and he nothing, stayed until at
last she fell asleep, stupid and exhausted.

The next morning at dawn they came in sight
of Gibraltar. Philip went up and looked at the
wonderful great rock standing up out of the sea,
with the white clouds driven across its face. What
was he to do with her, what hope was there, now
that shc had sunk so low? Weymouth kept out of
his way till the last moment, when he came to say
good-by to them both.  Clare, weary, heavy-eyed,
and irritable, enly left her cabin at the last moment.
She wore a very thick veil and had muffled hersclf
in her travelling-cloak.  She said good-by to Wey-
mouth apathetically, apparently having quite for-
gotten the intimacy which bad sprung up between
them. She did not even wish him God-speed; he
leaned over the side of the ship watching them
approach the rock in a little wave-tossed boat, and
wondered what would be the end of this charming
and beautiful woman.  And then he thought, with
a passion of sympathy that made his eyes dim for a
moment, of TPhilip, who had simply gripped his
hand tight at parting and said, “ Good luck to you.”
ITe watched the little boat till he could sce it no
more.  And then, by and by, the ship swung itsclf
into its path again and stcamed away from the great
vock, from the low dark hills and shining shores of
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Africa; and Weymouth went on to take up his own
life with its hopes and joys and sorrows. Very
often he thought of these people who had interested
him so much, but he never saw them again.

Philip and Clare went to the great caravansera at
Gibraltar where all strangers lodge, and tried to be
comfortable.  The cooking at this hotel is excel-
lent, but unfortunately neither of them were at the
moment sensitive to that sort of pleasure, — Clare
from disorder of body, and Thilip from disorder of
mind.  The great wide inn, so bare and sparscly
furnished, scemed very dreary.  Outside was sun-
shine and bright colors, muleteers with carts of
fruit that were a joy to look at, Spanish women
with the aspect of mystery which belongs to them,
English officers riding fine horses, —all sorts of
attractive sights and sounds. As soon as Clare
scemed sufficiently rested, they went out in one of
the queer curtained carriages which are a feature of
Gibraltar, and drove down the long road and back
again, stopping somctimes when anything interested
them particularly.  One such stoppage was made
to look at a homeward bound T and O which came
in sight and stayed her passage within reach of the
rock.

“When will she start?” Clare asked the driver,
who spoke the queer rock English.  He told her it
would probably be about five in the morning; he did
not know for certain, but they knew at the hotel
in case any onc wanted to leave for Iingland, and
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all the couriers would know.  Clare looked carnestly
at the ship but said no more.

The day passed in walks and drives, in going
to the hotel to meals, and a little reading of news-
papers.  ‘When the evening came, Clare said she
was very tired and would like to go to bed directly
after dinner.  Philip readily agreed; he, too, was
very tired.  ITe was relieved that Clare went to her
room and secttled down quictly for the night.  His
room opened into hers with great creaking folding-
doors, and cach room had a door on to the landing.
He locked both these outer doors on the inside,
and lcft the communicating door wide open.  He
thought this was quite safe, for Clarce scemed over-
come with slecp. Without any thought of imme-
diate danger he himscelf went to bed with a book,
intending to rcad.  Mental anxicty had worn him
out morc than he knew, and he scon fell into the
deep sleep of exhaustion.  Clare camce noisclessly
into the room and looked at him. Then she
approached and blew out the candle that burned

eside his bed. Returning to her own room she
softly closed the door between the two.

Philip was awakened by the harsh cries of the
muleteers in the sunny street outside. The morn-
ing light floodced his room, making a splendid
strong brightness that startled his senses which had
been dulled by the dimness of Iinglish winter days;
and he was broad awake in an instant. Tt was
impossible to rest any longer, though it was still
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very carly.  Was Clare awake, he wondered.  IHe
rosc and went to the door between the two rooms,
which he noticed with surprise was closed.  He
opened it softly and looked in.  The room was all
dark, and scemed doubly so by contrast with his
own. The window was not only on the side of the
housc on which the morning sun did not shine, but
it did not open upon the outer world.  There was
a large courtyard in the centre of the hotel, and it
fooked into that. There were no sounds here; it
was perfeetly still, and very dark.  Philip was
bewildered by the change from the lightness of his
own room; and the silence struck him as strange
when the street outside resounded with harsh, dis-
cordant, incessant noiscs, and was all alive and full
of business. Clare’s room gave him a chilled feel-
ing as though he looked into a tomb. He could
only sce the outlines of the bed indistinctly, so he
advanced very softly to sce better. Iis cyes grew
accustomed to the dimness, and he found that the
room was not actually dark.  He could sce the bed
plainly, when he paused half-way between it and
the door. It was not only empty, but it had ncver
been slept in. Where was Clare?  FHe glanced
quickly round and saw that her rug and her dressing-
bag were not there. Hurrying back to his own room,
he dressed hastily and went downstairs.  The great
hotel was all silent, its inmates fast asleep.  Ile
saw no one till he had crossed the central courtyard,
and then, in the entrance, he found a porter and two
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or three couriers dozing on benches.  From the
porter and onec of the couriers who had heen with
her to the ship, Philip lcarned that Clare had gone
on board the homeward bound I’ and O and that it
had sailed three hours ago.




CHAPTER XXIII

IT was the end of February, and Laurence had

now become one of the tried and trusted nurses
at the hospital. She was really interested in her
work, and was determined to be successful in it, and
so had stayed resolutely on, despite her mother’s
constant and despairing efforts to induce her to
leave. Tor, of course, Mrs. Monkwell had learned
the truth in time, and had now recovered from the
first shock. But it scemed as if she would ncver
become used to it, or resign hersclf to the situation.
Laurence had not troubled herself to assert her own
individuality till now, and it was a great trial to her
mother.  Indeed, as Jim remarked, after a flying
visit home, Laurcnce was spoken of there in a way
which would lead an impartial stranger to supposc
she had been sent into penal servitude for forgery
or cmbezzlement.  Laurence found the busy life
she led, its special interests and peculiar hardships,
far more bearable than the idle cxistence she had
left; and nothing would induce her to rcturn to it,
even for a day.  She felt that she would break her
heart with the longing which she now kept at bay,
if she did but enter the old house and garden.  All
other memories of them had been blotted out, save
the dreadful onc that it was there she had laced the
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fact that she loved, and loved hopelessly; that for
her the world was cmpty. It was just as cmpty
now, and lifc as hopeless, but it was possible to
live because of ceascless occupation, of constant
doing for others, of continual mental cffort.  She
knew she could never go back to the dull world
peopled with dolls, in which Philip Tempest had
arigen, a living figure, and taught her the value and
glory of life. She and Jim had decided that she
should stay out her term as a nurse, and then study
for a medical degree. Her talent was undoubted;
Jim rccognized it as being decidedly greater than
his own, and he promised to help her, and to back
her up in the fight she would have at home.  So,
with a busy life of ceaseless cffort mapped out
before her, Laurence felt it just possible to go on,
and was upheld too by the feeling that she was no
longer unworthy, that if Philip could sce how the
hours of her life were passed, he would approve of
her; that she had the chance before her of actual
accomplishment, and of carning distinction by her
work. That was the goal she kept in view; and
she knew that all other life was shut away from her
forcver.  To her Philip Tempest was the only man
in the world.  In the silence of her heart he was
her constant companion and critic.  She, more or
less unconsciously, considered with regard to every-
thing she did and every cffort she made, what he
would say and think of it.  This become so deep
and constant a habit that she felt it would be with
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her always. Philip was not to be her carthly com-
panion, but he could be her spiritual one.  This
was how it scemed to her, and she was resigned.
She had heard nothing of the Tempests, and she
preferred it should be so.  Her life lay before her
like a straight road where progress, the result of
cffort, is marked; but where are no shaded resting-
places, no fairy-like homes by the way to dwell in
even for a while, nor any visions of far heichts
to draw the dreamer on to dizzy climbing, and £l
him with high hopes.  All was plain and level.
Laurence did not repine, now that she had schooled
herself, so long as she could sce that every hour
would be filled with work.  That questioning brain
of hers, that passionate heart, must never have time
to arraign the Law that governs and denics us.
This was how it was to be, and how it would be.
She saw no chance of any sort of change; her fate
was fixed immutably.

And while with sct face and silenced heart she
was going quictly on her ordered way, somcthing
she never dreamed of or looked for was coming to
her from without. The storm, of which she had
formed a vital part, was only waiting its hour to
scize on her again and sweep her out of herself,
That time was ncar.

One dark and chilly afternoon in the latter part
of I¢bruary, she was spending her half-holiday in
taking another nurse’s duty; for she did not carc to
go out. Jim was away, and in his abscnce she
16
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scldom left the hospital.  Cream-tarts at the tea-
shop had no attraction for her; nor had the atten-
tions of the other young doctors who lived in Jim’s
house, nor of Nurse Hammond’'s brother, a smart
young counter-jumper at the large linen-draper’s
ncar the tea-shop.  She found it much more inter-
csting to sit beside the bed of a paticnt whom she
might help, and study at the same time.  She was
so occupicd new, having voluntcered to watch an
hour by a woman who was cvidently dying, who
knew it, and who was convulsed with terror.  Mr.
Brand knew she was sinking, and incvitably; he
kept away from the bospital.  He hated these
failures.  Sister Valentine came in very often, for
she was nervous and anxious. It was growing dusk
when she came in for the third time, and after a
glance at the patient, crossed to the side where
Laurence was sitting and put a note into her hand.

131

“The man who brought it is waiting,” she said;
and then, while Taurence was opening it, she turned
to the bed in answer to a pitcous cry from its occu-
pant.  So Laurcnce was left free to read the note;
when she had finished 1ty she turned back and read
1t again.
Coruvrra Hetrrn, Bircaasrron,
Drar Mss Moxkwrrr,— Please come to see me as soon
as you can. I have learned where you are with great
difficulty, and am here only to see you. 1 trust you will
be able to come at once for I am very ilL
Yours very truly,
Crare, ‘Teaeest,

e, e et e
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Laurence was struck with amazement, and full of
a vague scense of disaster.  She rose and went to
Sister Valentine.

“This is from a friend who has come here to sce
me,  She begs me to go to her as soen as possible
What shall I say? Tt scems she is ill.”

“You can go now if you like,” said Sister Valen-
tine.  “Nursc Hammond can take this patient. T
am surc you have obliged her often enough, and she
has never done such a thing for you yet.  Certainly
0.7

So Laurence hastily wrote a line snyinw that she

r
I8

would come immediately, and then went and dressed
herself in her nurse’s cloak and bonnct. She walked
quickly away from the hospital, through the dreary
Terrace and its neighborhood, down to the brighter
part of the town, where the dull, uninteresting
crowd gazed into the windows of brilliantly lit
shops, and stared up at housc fronts covered to the
very roof with specimens of the cheap roods sold
within.  She passed through the throng that jostled
her, without secing or feeling it Her Wholc being
was absorbed in wondering why Clare Tempest had
come to see her.

The Celumbia ITotel was not quite in the contre
of the town, and was much Iess imposing than the
Grand, where stray visitors to Birchampton always
went, and where the friends of Mr, Brand's patients
stayed. The Grand was got up in the style of
the large London and Paris hotels, whereas the
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Columbia made no attempt to redeem itsclf from
the ugliness which was an innate part of the town.
It belonged to the actual permancnt business life of
the prosperous, commonplace city; within it was
comifortable, as inns always arc that entertain many
“commercials,” — a class that likes good fires, large
casy-chairs, strong tea, and plates of hot buttered
toast.  From without, the Columbia appcared to
be simply a very large public-house, with a good
billiard-room and a great bare dining-room where
a cheap “ordinary 7 was held every day.  Laurence
found she had to enter through swing doors into a
large bare hall on which the bar opened all along
one side. There was no porter or wailter visible,
and she hesitated as to what she should do next. A
moment later, and a very smartly dressed youngish
man who was bchind the bar saw her and came to
her. e lifted his hat and asked her civilly what
she wanted.  This was the proprictor, a dull-cyed
phlegmatic person who was making a fortunc as
fast as it is well possible to make onc.

“Mrs. Tempest is staying bere, 1 believe,” said
Laurcence.  “1I wish to sce hert”

The man called to a girl who had taken his place
at the bar when he left it

“No. 8, Mary,” he said briefly.

The girl was very ncat and smart, quite civil, but
very off-hand, as is the way with bar-maids.  She
led Laurence up some stairs which were uncarpeted
as far as the billiard-room door, and after that
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furnished very comfortably. It was a qucer old-
fashioned house with little staircases running up at
unexpected angles to odd rooms that opened straight
on to them without any landing. Up one of thesc
went Mary, and, with a smile to Laurence, opened
the door and showed her in, closed the door and ran
straightway downstairs again.

Laurence found hersclf in a square room, very
comfortably furnished in a prosaic way. The table
in the centre of it was nicely laid ready for late
dinner, with good linen, bright glass and silver,
and some flowers,  The sideboard looked gay too,
with vascs of flowers, fruit, decanters, and silver.

Een

dreary prospect of Birchampton roofs and smoke,

The large window, which looked out on a very

was filled half-way up with some very highly colored
stained glass, which had a picture in it of Saint
George with his foot upon the Dragon.  The last
gleams of daylight were made the most of by the
jewels on his armor. A great fire burned in the
hearth, which struck T.aurence with a sense of com-
fort such as she had almost forgotten. At the
hospital there were no fires except the one in the
kitchen, the rooms being all heated by gas-stoves,
mvented and patented by Mr. Brand himsclf, and
which showed ne light.  Two great casy-chairs
were drawn up to the fire, but they were cmpty.
Laurcnce thought for a moment that the room was
cmpty, but saw directly that what she had taken for
a heap of shawls only upon the sofa, really covered
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a prostrate figare. A gleam of red-gold hair was
caught by the firclight as the head was moved rest-
lessly upen the pillows, and a feeble but irritable
voice said, “Mary, is that you?”

“It is Laurence Monkwell,” said Laurence, and
she approached the sofa.

Instantly a fire scemed to flame out within the
apparcntly apathetic woman, and changed her into
one full of excitement.  She sat up, threw off her
shawls, and rose quickly to her feet. By the fivelight,
rather than by the fast fading daylight, Laurcnce
saw that this was Clare. 1ler beautiful hair was
carelessly rolled up, and some of it had fallen from
its fastenings. She wore a loose black-silk gown
that fell in straight folds from her throat to her
fect.  She looked strangely different from the Clare
whom Laurcnce had last secn, perfectly appointed
in her white summer dress, with roses pinned at her
waist. There was something disordered about her
appearance, and which, to Laurcnce’s trained powers
of obscrvation, scemed hardly the symptoms of
weakness or of illness. A pang of pity made her
manncr very gentle.

“Don’t get up please, Mrs. Tempest,” she said;
“you told me you arce ill”

“Never mind that,” said Clare, “I want to talk,
and T can’t talk lying down.”

She put her hand up to the crimson-shaded gas-
light which hung over the table, and turned it high.
The shade only cast a ruddy glow over the ceiling,
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from under it a crude, strong light illuminated the
two women's faces.  There was an instant’s pause,
during which they surveyed each other.  ILaurence
was thinner and paler than she had been last sum
mer; yet she looked perfectly healthy, and her face
had acquired a new bcauty in expression.  The
mystery was there which comes of habitually veiled
fecling; and a fixed purpose had strengthened the
look of character. Clare saw at a glance that the
cold, indifferent girl she had known was ripening
into a woman whosc beauty was of that higher type
which lasts as long as life docs. TLaurcnce was
amazed at the revélation made by the strong light;
it scarcely seemed possible that these few months
could have worked such havoc as she saw before her.
The vivid, peach-like flush upon the cheeks, which
had been one of Clare’s charms, had deepencd into
a sort of purplish crimson, and it no longer faded
softly away into the cream of the neck and forchead,
but ended abruptly with a blotchy cffect.  And that
which had been, indeed, like crecam against the rose-
flush, had a yellow tinge upon it now. The eycs
were dull and blood-shot, and wrinkles born of dis-
content and 1ll-humor were creasing the skin about
them. Clare had been like an exquisite picture;
the picture was ruined, its colors coarsened, its
lines vulgarized, its fine detail blurred.

“Come and sit by the fire,” she said, “T am very
cold.”  She took one of the casy-chairs, and put her
fect on the fender, drawing her loose gown round
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her in such a way that her form seemed shapeless.
This looked to Laurcnce very strange.  She remen-
bered well the rich outlines of Clare’s beautiful
ficure, which it scemed to her would have shown its
grace through any disguise. But it was entirely
concealed now, and Laurcence regarded with wonder
the dark, huddled figure before her.  She experi-
enced the same bewilderment as to identity that
troubled Philip so greatly sometimes that it seemed
to him as if he were passing through a waking
drcam, a daily nightmare. Was this indeed Clare,
or some onc strangely like her, masquerading in
her character? Thilip had felt this so often and so
deeply, that he had become habituated to the idea
that if it was Clarc’s body it was not her soul which
was acting under such circumstances as these.

“You don’t ask me how I come to be here alone,”
said Clarc.

“1did not know you were alone,” replied Laurence.

“Well, T am; utterly, entirely. I escaped from
Philip at Gibraltar, and got back to England with-
out his knowing of it.”

“Doesn’t he know?” exclaimed ILaurence, in
surprise and some alarm.

“No. How should he? I don’t supposc hc has
got back yet.”

“You will let him know you arc here,” said
Laurence, quickly.  “Ie will he very anxious!”

“You shall tell him,” said Clare. “I want you
to go and sece him for me.”

o~
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“11” exclaimed Laurcnce.
“Yes, you,” answered Clare.  “You took cvery-

13

thing from me —

“I!” again exclaimed Laurcnce, this time inter-
rupting Clare.  She half rose from her chair as she
spoke.  Clare leaned forward and put her hand on
her arm, pushing her back. She gazed at her with
eycs that now showed a strange, bright, burning
devil leaping to life within them.

“Yes, you,” she said, also repeating herself;
“never forget that.  Never forget that in our
tragedy, — for a tragedy it is doomed to be, one way
or the other. It is you who have done it; it is you
who have taken cverything I cared for from me. 1
never really valued anything in life but Philip’s
love.”

She drew back as she said this, and huddled up in
her large chair, looking barely human, so formless
was she.  She remained silent for a minute or two,
regarding Taurence with a fixed gaze which held her
silent too.  But, indeed, she was like one paralyzed,
struck dumb with amazement, and something like
fear.  She wondered whether Clare was mad, and
then wondered why she should think so, when she
did but speak the truth! Yet she may have been
ncarer to the mark herself than she supposed, for to
speak the plain truth is in itself a sort of madness
in this world of compromise. Clarc had reached a
condition in which compromisc no longer exists.

She had one great stake to play for; nothing clse
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mattered.  She was desperate as a person who is
fighting for decar life, and to whom the social graces
have no longer any meaning. It was possible to her
to say things which she would not even have thought
a few months ago.  And it was also possible for her
to say them with scarcely any consideration of the
suffering she might causc; so far as she realized it,
the power to inflict pain gave her a sense of satis-
faction. She was so possessed by the idea of her
own miscry, of her awful closcness to the dreadful
realitics of life, that it was a certain pleasure to
make another person suffer a little.  She was glad,
thercfore, to see Laurence start as if stung, and to
her clouded mind there appeared to be a sort of
grandeur in her own greater miscery.  She was like
the patients at the hospital, each certain no other
is so ill, or like the Italian beggars, proud of their
sorcs.  There was a sort of fiendish amusement in
her eyes as she looked at Laurcnce. It was nothing
to her, or rather it was something pleasant to her,
that what she was doing now was like the burning
of a flower.

Laurence drew back into hersclf and waited, set-
ting her face like a stone the while.  She had never
found her habit of wearing a mask more valuable
than now.

“Nothing eclse — nothing else,” Clarc went on
after a2 moment.  “T never cared for anything clse
in the whole world. T have known Philip ever since
I was a baby; and from the moment T understood
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anything I wanted him to love me, and I have
wanted that cver since.  He did love me till you
came.  Ife never has since.  Can you wonder that I
propose to put the burden of this thing on you?”

“What thing? V" asked Laurence.

“Of my despair,” said Clare, in a lower voice;
she changed as she began to think of hersclf, and
became full of fear. It was a fcar so absolute that
it affected the person with her, ceven though, like
Laurcence now, they were entirely ignorant of the
cause of this terror. There is perhaps nothing so
alarming as a person who is afraid.

“What do you mean?” said Laurcnce. “What
is there that can make you despair? Is it your
illness? 7

“T will tell you,” answered Clare, gloomily.  “1
intend to tell you. I came here to do so. But it’s
a hard task. I have been alone with thoughts that
have frightened me for so long that it is better to
put them into words.”

She rose from her chair, went to the sideboard,
and pourcd a glass full of brandy from a dccanter
that stood there.  Then she paused a moment, lean-
ing with her hand upon the table.  In a few minutes
the spirit brought back her strength and courage.
She drew herself up, and then came back to her
chair.

“Tver since T can remember,” she went on,
speaking quickly but steadily now, “I have been
tossed to and fro between two ways of life, hetween
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two idcas of life, like a ball or a shuttlecock. My
father was what is called bad, an evil liver. I am
obliged to say it, though T loved him dearly. He
died while I was little more than a child. I remem-
ber his death — it was awful! Ah, God! to think
that there can be such awful deaths! Well, never

mind that — it unnerves me — my mother was good

— good, sweet, kind — I belicve she was as nearly
perfect as any one can be. My father cried aloud
for me when he was dying, and if he had not, I do
not think she would have taken me into his room.
But she did at last, and she said, € You will ncver
forget it, child — perhaps it may help you by and
by!” I remember so well the look in his eyes —1
have been told that T am like him — 7 she rose and
looked at hersclf in the glass over the mantelpiccee,
then dropped back into her chair, putting up her
hands for a second with a gesture as if to push away
an awful thought. Then she went on rather more
slowly, “Those were the two that played ball with
me in my childhood. I loved them both, but T
loved my mother infinitely the more. I adored her.
Yet my father’s spirit was strong in me. It led me
to do and say many things that troubled her gentle
soul.  You will say T was not consistent. I was
not. I did not care for one way of living morc than
for another. But T loved her, and tried to please her
in spitc of mysclf.  You must remember while you
listen to me that 1 am only an ordinary woman of
the old-fashioned sort. It is not natural to me to
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think for myself. I have been forced to do so lately,
but I hate it.  You belong to the new order. You
are a woman that thinks and decides. You have
had the strength to choose a difficult task and stick
to it.  Youare at no onc’s beck and call; you are
not cven the subject of your own heart. I know all
about it, I have rcad about it whether I would or no;
for books arc full of nothing but this new woman.
It is because you arc of this kind that Philip loved
you.”

she paused, for her voice had lost some of its
strength. She rose, after @ moment, and went to
the sideboard again.  Laurence scarcely noticed
what she did. It was difficult to hear such words
as these and not be troubled by a tumultuous heart.
Clare came back and began to speak quickly.

“1It was my father and mother when I was a child;
it was Philip and Leslic when I Dbegan to be a
woman. It has been Philip and Leslie ever since.
A game at ball — I have never been anything but a
plaything. Philip tried to make me good.  Why is
coodness so negative?  When Leslie tried to make
me bad, it was a very different matter. A few days
undid the work of years. It is like unravelling a
picce of knitting, — it takes so long to do and so
much patience; it is undone so quickly and so
casily, and in the reckoning of the world the long
work of patience counts for so little, and the quick
undoing for so much. Why is that? [ have asked
a great many questions lately that I cannot answer,




254 The Star S/z;‘)p/’zz're;

and it seems as if no one can answer them for me.
1 have had so much time to think — so much time
alone.  IHow still you sit and listen! I like you
for that. It i3 not cvery one who can sit still and
listen to such talk as mine; for I have nothing
pleasant to tell you about. It is all blank despair.
only onc ; and it is because I am

I have no hope
determined to save mysclf by that means if I can,
that I am here, humbling myself to you. Tfor it is
that, though I don’t feel it so now. I should have
donc so avery little while ago. I should have thought
it was impossible; but it has become possible. It
is difficult, I admit. The preliminarics — the talk-
ing up to it is all easy cnough; but when it comes
to the point — well that ’s another matter.”

She went back to the sideboard.  Laurence watched
her with the stupcficd gaze of fascination and won-
der.  Suddenly it occurred to her that she ought to
try and interfere in some way.

“Is your maid with you?” she asked suddenly.

“My maid? I haven’t got one now. Philip has
sent them all away. No, 1T am here quite alone;
but they take very good care of me here.”

She answered absently, as if she was not thinking
of what was being said. Coming slowly back to
her chair, she returned to her huddled up positien in
it, and, fixing cager, burning cyes on Laurence, went
on steadily.

“1I am coming to the point,” she said, “I have
something to tell Philip which cannot be put off any
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longer; and I dare not tell him mysclf. T want
you to go and tell him for me. 1 want you to use
your infiuence with him. He would do for you
what he would do for no one else; what he would
not do for me now. I darc not speak to him. 1
believe T should drive him away before I had won
him over—that he would be horrified and would
not listen to me.  In you lies my only hope.  You
must go to him at once — to-morrow — if he is back.
I sent to find out as soon as I got here, and knew
I could sce you. We shall know to-night or to-
morrow morning. I rely absolutely on you.  The
moment he is back, you must go to him.  You must
tell him that T was not able to endurce the ordeal you
and he put upon me. It was too much — you drove
me mad with jealousy. I turned to another who
had loved me as long and as well, in his own way, as
Philip. I thought it might bring me comfort. It
has brought me misery. Very soon I shall be a
mother.  Thilip has longed for a child; there is
onc coming, but it is not his. ITc must acknowl-
cdge it, or the shame will kill me. I have borne all
I can — I cannot bear that.  You must tell him so.
You must imnlore him to stand by me.  You will,
I know you will.”

She had slipped to the ground, and was knecling,
a strange, formless, disordercd-looking figure, with
her hands grasping Laurence’s cloak.  There was a
moment’s pause.  Laurcnce looked at the clock that
ticked on the mantelpicee.
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“I must go,” she said; “my time is up. I will
think this all over and come to sce you again
to-morrow.”

“Oh, no, no!” cried Clare, starting to her feet.
In a moment she was changed from the pitcous crea-
ture she had become, in making this appeal, to a des-
perate woman. She turned suddenly, hurried to the
door and locked it.  The quick movement brbught
her hair all tumbling on her shoulders.  She pushed
it back from her face and turncd again to Laurcnce.

“You shall not go till you have promised me,”
she said. “You must promise me or I will kill
mysclf this very night. I cannot face the thought
of what I shall have to endure otherwise.  There is
no knowing what Philip might do. Ie has such
terrible idcas; he is so moral; he has no fecling,
no pity. e might divorce me. e would say it
was his duty. What would become of me thent
What should I sink to? I have sunk far enough.
One step further, and I must be in hell. I am
ncarly there now.  Of course I shall go there when
Idie. O God! how afraid T am! I darc not think
of that now. I must save myself if I can-—and
my child. Think of the misery and shame of it
if Philip divorced me!  ITe would have no difficulty
— 1 have been very reckless. I have been mad.
You must go to him for me.  You must say to him:
We have made this woman suffer; now, though so
late, we must save her from the worst.  You must
not lcave him till he has promiscd to make no
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scandal, and to acknowledge the child. Swear to me
that you will not leave him till he has promised.”

“1 have not deserved this,” said Laurence, in a
voice so full of agony that any but a blind and hard-
encd cgotist must have pitied her.

“Swear it,” repcated Clare, rising to her feet.
She stood beside Laurence, gazing on her with
burning eyes. Laurcnce looked at her steadily, saw
the wreck of mind and soul and body, and wondered
what lay before so poor and pitiful a wretch. A
perfect passion of compassion seized upon her for
the moment, and made her act like a divine creature,
without any thought of hersclf.

“I swear it,” she said.  Clare turned away with a
decp sigh of relief.

“Then T can rest, for I know you will keep your
word.”

She was evidently worn out. She went to the
sofa and sat down; and then her head sank upon the
cushions.  Just then there came a brisk knock at
the door. Laurcnce went and uniocked it, and
Mary, the smart bar-maid, came bustling in, carry-
ing a soup turcen.

Laurcoce was very late alrcady, and dared not
delay a moment longer.  Clare scemed alrcady to be
asleep; so, without making any attempt to speak to
her again or to say good-by, she left the room and
found her way out of the hotel, and hurried through
the crowded streets back to the hospital.

17




CHAPTER XXIV,

T seemed to Laurcnce that night as if Philip’s

voice spoke to her.  She heard it as she walked

home through the noisc of the streets; she heard it
in the silence of the night.

“I must shield her with my very life from shame
and disgrace.”

That was what he had said; and what Thilip said
he meant.  She never doubted that for a second or
a fraction of onc. Ile meant it to the full. He
was now scarching for Clare, with the onc object of
doing everything possible to shield her from herself
and the conscquences of her own acts. By degrees
Laurence began to wonder at herself that she should
ever have rebelled against the task set her.  Detest-
able as it was, it yct was incvitable. Morcover she
knew that it was part of the lifc she had been
inspired to live, that she should do all cven to the
uttermost that was expected of her, that she should
respond to any demand made upon her, however
exacting. It was with the dawn that she recognized
this, and her own shortcoming in having resisted
her fate, and resented its bitterness, cven for a
moment. When she came to the breakfast-table,
Nurse Hammond said to her, “Why, Nurse Smith,
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you 've got great black saucers round your eyes, and
you look like a ghost.  Oh, don’t be ill, please.”

“1 don’t think I shall be i1l,” said Laurcnce, with
a smile. The nurses had all learned to like her in
their different ways. Most of them valued her as a
quite priceless fag.  Nurse Ilammond was fond of
her, and was just sensible cnough to recognize that
Laurence had capacitics and powecers she herself did
not possess.

When breakfast was over, and all the well patients
had had their sccond cups of tca, Laurcuce went to
speak to Sister Valentine in her sitting-room. She
told her she might have to ask for a day away, per-
haps two, that it depended on her sick friend; Sister
Valentine made no difficulty. It was the first privi-
lege of the kind that Nurse Smith had ever asked
for, while the other nurses were always wanting
extra holidays. And Sister Valentine had so much
responsibility that she could not but value highly
such a steady worker as Laurence had proved herself
to be. So it was casily settled that she should go
whenever she reccived the summons.  She went to
her work then, and tried to be absorbed in it as
usual. It was difficult to be so; her thoughts were
all the while with Philip. No one detected her
absent-mindedness, howcever.  She was sufficiently
well skilled now to be perfectly well able to do her
work mechanically, so long as no special emergency
arose; and none did arise, fortunately for her, clse
the strain might have been too great.  She had
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done simple, straightforward work till about cleven
o’clock, steadily. Sister Valentine came into the
room where she was busy, holding a letter.  She
knew the summons was come.  Slowly opening the
note, she very quickly read it. It was a mere
scrawl, roughly written crossways on the paper, with
no beginning and no signature.

“He is in London at Tempest House. I have tele-
graphed him that you are coming at once to bring him
news of me. Please don’t delay.”

So it was a straightforward task set bcfore her,
with no alternative open, without even any pausc.
She turned to Sister Valentine.

“I must go to town by the next train.”

“You will catch the 11.50,” said Sister Valen-
tine; “just go, I'll send Nurse Hammond here.
You will get back to-night without fail, won’t
you?”

“Shall T have time?” said Laurence. “I must
look at the trains. I have to go to Kensington.
Once there, half an hour is all T want, if the per-
son is in whom I have to sce.”

“You can manage that quite well, T am surc; for
there are plenty of trains back. The A. B. C. is
in my sitting-room; but don’t stay to look at it, you
might lose the train.”

So Laurence hurried away, quickly took off her
nurse’s uniform, and replaced it with the plain travel-
ling dress in which she had come to Birchampton.
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The other nurses all Jooked better in their uni-
forms than in anything clse, and learned to know
it; in ordinary dress they became once more mere
shopwalker’s sisters, and young women who should
have been housemaids.  They all looked well in the
clean print-dress and long cloak, and, thus dressed,
the difference was not so marked. None of them
loved her more for the fact that in her ordinary dress
she looked like a lady.

It was a strange jowney for her.  She had never
left Birchampton since she came there, except for
the little outings she took with Jim. If she had
been in a happicr mood, it would have been a delight
to her to look at the beautiful country she passed
through. But her cyes wandered over the brown
ficlds and barc trees that showed their outlines so
clearly and softly against the gray-blue sky, without
sceing them, without noticing the signs of coming
spring which, at another time, would have delighted
her.  Now she could think only of the interview
before her, of what words she could choose, and how
she could say them. And while she thought of all
this, she knew also perfectly well that it was uscless,
that she would depend so much on Philip it was in
vain to make for hersclf any programme.  With any
one clse in the world, it would be casy for her to say
just such words as she should choose beforehand;
but not with Philip. e always created a new
atmosphere and a new world for her the moment she
camc into his presence. It made her quiver to
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think of this, and of how soon, how very soon, she
would be there.

The kecenness of her feeling made the time pass
quickly. It scemed to her that she rcached London
before she was ready.  However, she did not delay
a moment, once there.  Getting into a hansom, she
told the man to drive to Tempest House. Tt wasa
long way, and she once more set hersclf to try and
think out what she had to do; but it was usecless.
She began to fecl a little dazed. It was casiest just
to look idly at the strects and the people, and she
surrcndered herself to this mental indolence at last,
trusting in Providence. It sccmed to her that she
was moving in a drcam, and this sensc of unreality
incrcased on her as she drove up to the well-
remembered door in the dim haziness of a dim
London February afternoon. As the cab stopped,
the door opened and Philip came out, a letter in his
hand. As of old, he was carrying his letters him-
self to the pillar box on the other side of the road.

There are plenty of human beings who do not
love at all, who know absolutcly nothing of the
divine passion; thesc are the common herd.  There
are many who interpret the word according to their
own lights. They care only for that which belongs
to them, or which they can hope to obtain for their
own, whether it be money, men, or women. Their
idea of love is simply possession.  There are others,
the few, to whom love is as a sacred flame, to be
tended with utter devotion, something greater than
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rcligion, more beautiful than art, more rightcous
than virtue. It is to them like the first taste of
pure divinity, of that which cncircles eternally this
commonplace, unsatisfactory round of materialism
in which we live. Laurcnce felt, when she saw
Philip standing there, like a sad pricstess whose
god has to suffer, and whose fate it is to bring to
the altar the message of sacrifice.

A servant came to the door behind him, and he
gave the man the letter he held, himself coming to
help Laurence out of her cab.  She held the money
for the fare in her hand, and reached up to give it
to the driver. Philip took it from her and placed
it in his hand. Then he led the way in.

“You know Clare is not at home?” he said.

“T have come from her,” answered laurence.

“You have come from her-— are you the messen.
ger she said would come to me? She gave mc no
idca whom to expect. James,” turning to the ser-
vant (they were in the hall now, and the man was
closing the front door), “bring some tca here at
once.”

A bright fire was burning in the hearth; Philip
turned one of the large oak chairs a little more
towards it, and settled a big silk cushion in the
back, “Sit here,” he said.  She did so, realizing for
the first time that she was cold and rather tired.

“Where is Clare?” asked Philip, standing in
front of the fire and looking down at her.

“ At Birchampton,” said Laurcnce; “staying at




264 The Star Sapphire.

an hotel there; she is quite alone, and I am afraid
she is very ilL.”

“What can have made her go to Birchampton!”
exclaimed Philip, who was utterly puzzled.

“I belicve she came there to see me,” replied
Laurence. “I have been there now for scven
months. I suppose you did not know. DMrs.
Tempest must have found out from my mother, and
that with difficulty, I should think, for she docs not
like talking about it. I am a nursc in Culverton
Brand’s hospital.”

“What! the great surgeon?”

“Yes.”

“Do you like it?”

“Yes, it interests me.”

“Have you been there all that time? ”

“Yes, my contract is for threc ycars.”

“Shall you stay it out?”

“T expect to.”

“Do you like nursing for its own sake?”

“Not very much. The same ground has to be
gone over so often. I would prefer to be a doctor.
I shall study for that I think.”

“For medicine? Should n’t you prefer surgery?”

“Oh, yes, but there 's no opportunity.”

They had both forgotten Clare for the moment.
There was a second’s pause, and then Philip recalled
himeelf to the situation and said, “And Clare found
you there?  And she has sent you to me. It is all
very strange. What is her message?”
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Just then the scervant returned, and so the difficult
moment was postponed. e carried a tea-tray; and
Laurcnce found that she was glad to sce it, for she
had had nothing since the carly breakfast at the
hospital.  She took the cup Philip prepared and
handed to her, feeling grateful both for the tea
itsclf, and for the pausc it gave in the conversation.
For Philip could ask no more while Jamcs was
there, fiddling about over trifles as servants love to
do when there is anything interesting going on.
Laurence had empticd her cup before he was fairly
out of hearing, down the long hall and out through
the door that led to the kitchens. Nothing was
said till then.  Philip had poured out a cup of tea
for himseclf, but had not touched it; Laurcnce put
her empty cup upon the tray.  And then she spoke,
he standing by the table, but forgetting his cup
altogether as he listened to her words.

“(Clarce’s message,” she said, “is one so painful
and so difficult that she had not the courage to give
it you hersclf, even by writing.  She dared not.
She fears you.  She is afraid you might act on what
would perhaps be your first impulse, and throw her
off without waiting to listen to her cry for mercy.
I do not know if this would be so; but her terror is
so great that I could not refuse her when I found
she had decided that T was the person to bring it
you —"

“If it is so painful, why did she choose you?”
exclaimed Philip, interrupting her.
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“1 would rather not give you her reason,” said
Laurence.  She was holding the arm of the chair
she sat in fast, with one hand; as she said this, she
hurt her fingers, so tight was her grip.  She did not
notice it at the time, not till afterwards, when she
was surprised to find that her hand was bruised and
tender.  “It does not matter,”
does not concern what T have to tell you. That has
to do entirely with Clare. Mr. Tempest, my mis-
sion is simply to beg you to be merciful to her,
merciful to the uttermost. When I remembered your
own words to me about her, that you were prepared
to shicld her with your life from shame and disgrace,
then I knew T should not ask you this in vain.”

“Shame and disgrace!” repeated Philip, in a low
voice of pain. “What has she done? What can
she have done?  Surcly I have drunk that cup to the
full — 7

“No,” said Taurence, “you have yet to drain the
dregs of it. Tromisc me that you will fulfil your
words, that you will not turn from her, no matter

she went on; ‘it

what she has done.”

“You know I shall fulfil them,” was Philip’s
answer.  “But my imagination fails me, I can
picture nothing further than what I have already
endured.  Surely I have stood beside her through
every possible scene of shame, through every form
of degradation.  You can have nothing new to tell
me. [ do not supposc any one who has not lived
through it can cven guess at the miscrable life led
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by a man chained as I am. It cannot be called
life; it is onc long cndurance. Never to feel safe
for a single moment, never to know what will hap-
pen next, what horror will come; to see the woman
one has loved lost utterly to all sense of beauty, to
all the joy of life, to every great possibility that it
contains. It is an awful thing, marriage under such
conditions as these. It is paralyzing. To live a
useful life, even an honorable one, so manacled, is
like carrying a weight heavier than one’s self upa
steep hill.  But why should 1 speak of it to you,
who know it all, who have scen it all! I only say
there cannot be more.”

“There is,” said Laurence, “more than you have
borne, more than you could imagine having to bear.
Clare has sunk into the deep waters,  You can never
draw her out from them; but you can protect her
from the world and its cruclty.  That is what she is
in such terror of.  And she is so awarc of her guilt
that she dare not come to you.  She has been untrue
to you, and untrue to herself. I have to ask you
to shicld her; T know that you will do it.”

A painful pause followed. Philip said nothing,
but stood still, staring down at the cup of tea
vacantly. In it he saw, as he might have scen in a
crystal, Clare’s face. Ider eyes looked at him with
that expression of fear and dislike which he had
scen in them sometimes.  He saw, too, pages of the
past illuminated and made plain.  Much had becoine
intclligible which had perplexed him. Laurence
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sat still as a statue, yet suffering torments of appre-
hension, wondering what he would say, dreading
lest he should ask her more. At last he put an
end to the suspense she was in by speaking quite
simply.

“I will go to her at once,” he said. Laurcnce
gave a sigh of great relicf. How rauch lighter he
made her task than a man one degree less perfectly
bred would have done!  She felt rested and refreshed
by the sense of complete reliability which he gave
her.  IMe fulfilled her ideal of what a man should
be; and love cannot be fed with any swecter food
than this fulfilment.

“Where is she staying?” he went on.  “She did
not give me any address.”

“The Columbia IHotel, Birchampton,’
Laurence. “Now I must go. 1 must catch the
next train back if possible; and I think I shall if I

’ answered

go at once.”

“Are you going straight back now?” exclaimed
Philip, in some dismay. “It will tire you very
much. Are you obliged to go?”

“QOh, yces,” replied Laurence, “absolutely. T
shall not be tired.”

“T will come by the same train,” said Philip,
suddenly.  “I nced not wait for anything; what I
want can be sent after me. T will send for a cab.”

He went away, only for a moment, and gave some
dircctions.  Laurcnce, who was a little anxious now
about her train, rose and went to the door. Philip
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came hurrying to her, putting on his overcoat as he
came, and James following him with hat and
stick.

“There is generally a cab in the road here,” he
said; and as the servant opened the door one passed,
and was stopped.  And so, in a few moments, Lau-
rence found herself once more driving with Philip.
It recalled those other drives with him so vividly to
her mind,— the one to the Temperance meceting, and
the one to Westminster Abbey.  Iach one had been
an cvent in her life; this was perhaps the greatest.
They said scarcely anything on the way; the sense
of rest in being able to be silent together without
impoliteness came upon them both. At the station
they found they were in good time.  Philip found a
carriage that they liked, and leaving Laurence in it
went for his ticket.  He soon came back laden with
cvening papers.  Laurcnce smiled as she looked
them over, noticing that they were ail Liberal
She took once up and began to read, and Philip did
the same.  Both were soon buried in their papers,
and yet cach was full of the overpowering delight of
the other's companionship.  Presently Philip began
to talk about somc questions of the day; and in a
moment they were deep in one of their old discus-
sions, which to both were such delightful memories.
Talks of this kind cannot be put upon paper or
written down in any way e¢ven in the most intimate
diary.  They arce too light, intangible, discursive.
You might as wcll try to record a swallow’s flight.
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Unfettered thought is very bird-like in its move-
ments, darting hither and thither and passing quickly
on. What is so enchanting as a personal experience
in the contact with another mind which has the same
breadth of wing, the same power of movement, and
the same desire of it, and yet is absolutely indepen-
dent and individual.  Association such as this holds
in it the keenest joy of living, when it is mingled
with the pleasure of physical contact. Broadly
speaking, there arve threc parts of the nature in a
fully developed human being which demand sym-
pathy and satisfaction: matter, mind, and soul, —
the physical, the mental, the spiritual.  When
these three are satisfied, then love is glorious and
perfect.  As a rule, love or sympathy exist only in
onc of these parts of the nature, and a man like
Philip is divided in his affections almost invariably
by the need he has of a beautiful woman to look at
and to touch, and of an intcllectual man to talk to.
Hitherto, he had been so divided, and he was now
tasting the infinite joy of satisfying both these needs
at once.  There was yet another profound delight
which made a part of his pleasure; he hardly knew
it himself as yet, for it was something which passed
beyond any hope he had ever had of enjoyment in
this world. It was the satisfaction of the decepest
sympathy; of that which ariscs between two souls
which touch. Ile could not be expected to under-
stand that, or to have drecamed of its possibility, it
is so rarc an expericnce.  He only knew that this
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badly-lit, close railway-carriage, which was carricd
screeching through dark tunnels and across tracks
of dim, invisible country, was to him as the most
admirable chamber in an enchanted palace.  Ifor
him it litcrally was this, he not being limited to
purc material facts for his scnsation, but keen-
ly sensitive to all that lics beyond and without
them.

As for Laurence, she only knew that she lived.
Away from Thilip, she endured and was strong; but
she did not live, as now, in cvery fibre of her body,
in cvery part of the higher being which was usually
companionless, solitary, unaroused.

They were nearing their journey’s end, when a
pausc came in their talk, and a silence {ell between
them.  Taurence leancd back in her corner, and
looked out into the dark country; her mind was
tossed between thoughts awakened by this Tast hour,
and the cffort to recall herself to what she was
returning to.  Her gloved hands lay looscly clasped
in her lap; suddenly she was startled by the fceling
of a very gentle hand laid upon them, encompassing
them. She looked quickly round to sce Philip lean-
ing forward, his cyes fixed on her.  ITow they shone
and glittered! They looked like stars shining in the
dimness.

“If Fate had given you to me,” he said, “I might

gencration.  DBut it has

have been of use in my
chosen to test my strength in another way; and it is

only cowards who complain.”
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e drew back, for the train was steaming into
the station. A moment later, and they were amid
all the bustle of arrival.  Philip saw Laurcnce off
in one cab to the hospital, and then he took another
and drove to the Columbia Hotel
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CHAPTER XXV.

AURENCE drove back to the hospital in a
turmoil of thought and fecling such as she

had ncver expericnced in all her life before.  After
all, sensation being all we know of as actual fact,
such moments as these, of agonizingly keen feeling,
arc the mile-stones of our lives. We may be mar-
ried, make a fortune or losc one, dic even, and not
feel like this. Perhaps the scientist, when he has
discovercd a new clement, is necarer such a condition
than any onc clse.  Yet I doubt if cven Professor
Ramsay, when he recently announced his discovery
of helium, felt as entirely filled with new knowledge
as did Laurence now. She had scarcely uttered a
word since Thilip laid his hand on hers; she had
scarccly lifted her eycs, and had held her mouth
firmly in its most rigid lines. That was the only
safety. e did not ask her to leave her own life
and enter his in spite of all; and had she only
looked at him her cyes must have said, “I am
yours.” He had stirred the pulses of her being so
that they beat noisily and gave her no peace.  What
was she to do?  Go on the dull level road she had
marked out for herself till the merciful end of life
came and released her? That was all it would be,
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even if she worked well and achiceved distinction.
She would do that, yes, of course; he should not
love unworthily. But it was not possible, she could
not go on without him. It was a sacrifice she could
not make, however it might be demanded of her.
Why should his life be ruined and wasted by the
wretched woman whose vice made her fall to the
lowest depths possible? It was not right; it was
unjust, unfair. And yet she hersclf had but just
won his promise to suffer all from Clarc and not
punish her. It scemed to Taurence that she had
been mad to do this.  She never could have done it
if he had ever laid his hand on hers. At least, so
it scemed to her now that her mood was so changed
by his touch, which had lcft a fever in her blood.
Then she had been acting according to her idea of
duty. Now duty had no longer any meaning for
her; she was swayed by love only.  Why should he
be sacrificed, made a recluse, denied to socicty and
to public life, his home a prison, his daily lifc a
misery? — he, who deserved all that the world could
give him. It was intolerable.  How happy she
could make him if she might, if she dare!  She had
to press her hands tight together, to bite her lip, to
bear the pleasure of this thought; it was so sharp, it
hurt as pain doecs. A vision passed before her, —
a dazzling, blinding vision of what life might be;
it passed, or she would have fainted.  The cab drew
up at the door of the hospital; she was glad of the
necessity for movement.  She got out, paid the
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man, and went in at the door which was standing
open.  Sister Valentine was in the hall, talking to
some one who was going out.  She smiled when she
saw Laurence, “I’'m glad you’re got back, Nurse
Smith,” she said.  “The others have not done
supper; go and have somc, do, you look tired.”
Laurence only smiled an answer and passed
through the hall.  She did not go out to the
kitchen, but went upstairs quictly to the nurses’
dressing-room.  She knew it would be empty now,
and shce wanted a few moments alone.  Isntering
the hospital had somchow altered her state, brought
her into a more practical one.  Her vision vanished
utterly; and she recognized it as the delirium of
the passionate love that had wakened within her so
fiercely.  She saw that she could not be any help to
Philip, except as his friend; any recognition of the
love that burned between them like a flame would
only darken his life more, create scandal and diffi-
culty, and shut him off more than cver from the
world.,  “What a wile social system ours is!” she
exclaimed in the frcedom of the dark, silent little
dressing-room.  “IHow vile, how immoral, how bad
it is!”  She couid have cried aloud in her anger;
but she kept herself still for fear of being disturbed.
IFeeling her way in the dark to where her box stood,
she sat down on it, and remained there silent for
some minutes, her hcad bowed, her hands tightly
clasped.  She was resolutely facing the situation,
going over all that had happened, repeating again to
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herself all that had been said. She walked again
through the dark places in which she had been.
As she did so a sudden thought came upon her,
struck her like a flash of light, startled her so that
she rose to her feet. “Ob, what have T put upon
him,” she said, “it is monstrous! Clare’s child, if
it should be a boy, would be his heir, — the heir
he had so wished for. That child, with its awful
heredity!—Clare’s and Leslic’s!  'What an iniquity!
The child of such parents to bear his name, to
inherit his possessions, to have all the privileges it
would have had were it his own! What a shame-
ful burden to put upon a man of stainless life! And
I have donc this,” said Laurcnce to herself, “who
love him.”

Her moment of solitude was over.  She heard
two of the nurses coming upstairs.  She felt round
in the dark for her hat, and pretended to be hanging
it up, so as to turn her back to them, for she did
not know what her face was like.

“What, no light!” exclaimed Nursc Hammond,
who was one of the two that came in.  She found
some matches and lit the gas.

“Why, Nurse Smith, here in the dark!” she said,
sceing Laurence.

“My head aches,” said Laurence; “I have been
to London, and it is rather tiring.”

“You want some supper,” said Nurse IHammond,
who was fond of her, in her way, and who was really
kind-hecarted.  “It’s not cleared away; come down.
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A cup of cocoa will do you good — or shall T bring it
to you here?”

“Oh, no, thank you,” said Laurence, a little
touched in her misery by the girl’s kindness, “I
will come down.”

Nurse Hammond went with her, and got some
hot cocoa from the cross cook, and some bread and
butter. Laurence took it, and was glad of it. Nurse
Hammond sat and talked with her, and Laurence
felt the companionship a relief.  Her own thoughts
were unbearable; she felt as if she would be afraid
ever to be alone again.  They were just rising to
leave the table and go upstairs, when a loud knock
sounded at the front door.

“T know that is for me,” said Laurence, in a low
voice. Somecthing told her that it was a message of
distress from Philip.

Tt was a note to her, inclosing one to Mr. Brand.
He begeed both to come at once to Clare, who was

terribly ill.




CHAPTER XXVL

AURENCI went straight to Sister Valentine
with the letters, and asked her to send to Mr.
Brand, and to let her go to the hotel.

“I can't let you go, I’'m afraid,” said Sister
Valentine.  “Number two cannot be left alone at
night. You can go in the morning, but not to stay,
unless Mr. Brand gives you permission. 1711 tcle-
phone to him at once, and if he is at home he will
go to the hotel directly, and call herc for the letter
on his way.”

This she did. Taurence went upstairs to her
patient, who was convalescent, but too weak to be
Ieft for long together.  She determined not to un-
dress, for she thought some further summons might
come, and she might be allowed to go.  So she sat
down in the chair beside her patient’s bed, and talked
to her a little, and soothed her to sleep. And then
she sat in silence, and waited and thought.

In about an hour she heard Mr. Brand’s carriage
drive up to the door.  Tle came in.  Sister Valen-
tine bad been sitting up for him.  This was part of
her duty.  Fe was usually sent for to his hospital,
not to his private house, and if the summons came
at night Sister Valentine had to telephone to him,
and then give him the letter.
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Philip, distracted though he was, had been sensi-
ble cnough to mention Laurcnce in his letter, and
ask if she might be allowed to come and nurse
Clare.

“They want Nurse Smith,” said Mr. Brand. “If
she is up, I°11 take her with me.”

“We can’t sparc her at night, sir,” said Sister
Valentine.

“Oh, nonsense, you must,” said Mr. Brand;
“there’s nobody dying just now. I can’t wait
while she dresses; but if she’s ready 1’11 take her.
Just go and sce, and be quick.”

Sister Valentine was quick by nature, else Mr.
Brand would never have chosen her as his licuten-
ant, and working under him had made her doubly
80.  She wasted no time in further protest, but ran
upstairs, and in a moment was by Laurence’s chair,
so softly that the slceping patient heard nothing.

“Are you ready to go?” she asked.  “Mr. Brand
will take you if you are.”

“But what will you do without me?” asked
Laurence.

“I don’t know, the best we can.  As Mr. Brand
says, there’s nobody dying.  Quick, don’t keep him

)

”»

waiting.

Laurence ran up to the dressing-room, which
luckily was empty, so that no one stayed her with
questions, put on her nurse’s cloak and bonnet, and
ran down again. She went straight into the hall,
where Mr., Brand was standing, reading certain
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memoranda on a slate which Sister Valentine
wrote for him every day. Ile turned as Laurcnce
came through the baize door.

“I am glad you are rcady, Miss Monkwell,” he
said; “these are friends of yours, I understand, and
they seem very anxious you should go to them.  Of
course I don’t know yet whether it is a casc for me;
if it is not, the other doctors here won't like to have
one of my nurses. Do you understand? ”

“Perfectly, sir,” said Laurcnce, briefly, preserving
her nurse’s manner and mode of address in spite of
his addressing her by her own name, to the great
interest of Sister Valentine, who was standing in
the doorway.

They went outside, where Mr. Brand’s shabby
brougham waited for them. 1Like most great sur-
geons, he had a passion for horses, and drove splendid
animals, bred by himsclf on his own land outside
the town; but he had no idea that a fine horse
looked out of place in a dirty old carriage, so
that his “turn-out” was quite one of the sights of
Birchampton. The drive to the Columbia Hotel
took but a few minutes behind the fast-trotting mare
that he kept for night work, so that there was little
or nothing said on the way. Laurence was glad of
this, she feared so that he might ask her somcething
about Clare; but he did not. Ile was much too
wise and clever a2 man to trouble himsclf with any
evidence but that of his own sensces.

At the Columbia the world scemed to be just
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waking up. At the hospital it was all asleep, and
this was practically felt to be the middle of the
night; for paticnts often woke in pain just before
dawn and roused their nurses. No one but Sister
Valentine had known of Laurence’s departure, for
all the rest were cither on night-duty or in their
beds.  But here was uproar, life, a great deal of
talking, a blaze of light, and, as the swing-doors
opened, an overpowering smell of beer, spirits, and
tobacco. It made Laurence feel sick for a moment,
for she was tired, though she did not know it.  The
landlord, smart as cver, but with a much more
a dif-

ference which resulted from various “treatings ” and

vinous expression than he wore in the day,

s

“standing 7 of glasscs of this and that, — saw them
and came out at once, raising his hat politely.  1le
owed his success to his power of preserving his
shrewdness at all hours, and under all circum-
stances. e remembered Laurence, and he recog-
nized Mr. Brand at once as the great surgeon who
was the chief notability in the town.. 1lc called to
Mary, who was in the thick of things, flushed with
hard work, and the cffort of constant repartee, serv-
ing at the centre bar.

“Come,” he said, “you go upstairs and tell Mr.
Tempest that Mr. Brand is here, and the lady
that came yesterday. I'll show them into No. 8.
Look sharp, now.”

This young man was nearly as good a team-driver
as Mr. Brand himself; and the doctor looked admir-
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ingly after the quick feet that flew up the stairs,
and thought Mary would be a capital girl to have
in the hospital. No. 8 was the sitting-room Lau-
rence had seen Clare in. The table, prettily
laid and bright with flowers, had not been clearced
since dinner had been scrved, which still stood
there untouched, a fowl and vegetables, all as they
had come, and sweets standing on the corner of the
sideboard as if put there in a hurry.

“Qur friends don’t scem to have cnjoyed their
dinner to-night,” said Mr. Brand, a little regretfully,
as he looked round. He had scarcely spoken when
Philip came into the room, followed by Mary, who,
with an inaudible apology, picked up as many
dishes as she could carry and ran away.

TLaurence was amazed at the change in Philip’s
appearance in so short a time. It scemed extraor-
dinary. Hec was worn and haggard as if by many
nights of watching, and he looked unutterably sad.

“I am grateful to you, Mr. Brand, for coming so
promptly,” he said. “Will you come at once to
my wife? She is in a terrible state, and I do not
like to leave her alone for a minute.”

Without any further delay they went upstairs,
Philip leading the way. Taurcnce knew her duty
as nursc was to be at all events within call, so she
followed a few steps behind.  Philip went up to

the next landing

g, and, turning down a short corridor,

opened the last door in it, and went in, leaving it
open tor the others to follow.  And indeced, thought
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Laurence, it was as well to leave it open a while to
admit a little air. The room was stifling, with a
great fire blazing on the hearth, and a curious fecl-
ing of closeness, apart from the heat. Mr. Brand
glanced at the window, which was heavily curtained,
and Laurence cxpected to be told to open it; but
before he had time to speak his attention was
arrested by the figure in the bed. It was Clare, sit-
ting up against a pile of pillows, her bright hair
falling in tumbled confusion about her head, her
eyes wild, and on her face an cxpression which was
familiar to Laurence, though she had never scen it
there before. A second glance, and she remem-
bered it; just like this had the terrified patient
looked whom Mr. Brand had to have chloroformed at
once lest she should die of fright before the opera-
tion. The muscles of Clare's face worked visibly,
and there was a curious twitch in one cye that gave
a crooked effect.  She panted a little like a hunted
animal.

“Doctor,” she cried out, “Doctor, comec here!
Tell me I am not going to die!  Tell me T shall get
through! Tell me I shall live!”

Her voice was terrible, it expressed such simple,
undisguised fear. .

Mr. Brand went up to her, took her wrist and felt
her pulse, looked closely at her face, drew away one
eyclid and looked at the white of the eye.

“What ’s the matter?” he said, “can’t you
breathe? ” ,
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Clare shook her head.

Without saying anything more he made a thorough
ecxamination, testing heart and lungs.  She sub-
mitted quite patiently, turning as he wished her to,
breathing just as he told her, her eyes fixed on him
all the time with an agonized inquiry in them that
made TLaurence shudder, it was so distressing.
Then he sat down on the edge of the bed and asked
her a great number of questions about her usual
health, her habits, her dict, and so on, watching her
all the while with unflinching observation.  She
told him a good many lies, but they were just as usc-
ful to him as the truth would have been.  Laurcnce
pitied her more than she had cver pitied any living
thing.  She had shrunk back into the doorway
where the half-open door and the curtains of the
old-fashioned bed formed a screen.  She dared not
go away altogether lest Mr. Brand should instantly
call for her, and so make her presence, which she
felt to be an impertinence, although it had been
asked for, more cvident than it need be.  Philip
stood near Mr. Brand, watching Clarc.

“Good-night,” said Mr. Brand at last, getting
up, “just calm yourself and go to sleep.  You are
wearing every onc out. I assurc you, you won't die
to-night.”

Clare cried out (a dreadful cry, like an animal
under torment), Thilip started at the sound.  Mr.
Brand took no further notice of her, but walked out
of the room, saying to Philip as he passed, “I°11
speak to you downstairs.”
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Laurence hurriedly spoke as he came to the door.

“Am I to stay and nurse her? ” she asked.

“No,” he said; “it’s not a case for me, and we
want you at the hospital. Follow me.”

This was dreadful! PThilip could not be lcft alone
to deal with this half-maniac.  Laurence perforce
followed, in a turmoil of feeling.

Mr. Brand went into the sitting-room and took
his hat which was on the table.

“Won’t you write a prescription?”  exclaimed
Philip.

“No, I can do nothing. T am very sorry. I am
simply a surgeon, and there is nothing for me to
do.  Your wifc will soon be confined; and she would
need no special care, being perfectly healthy, but
for one thing.”

“And that?” asked Philip.

“Well, you must know. It is pure alcoholism.
No one can help her.  She has got beyond the point
at which scicnce can give any aid. T tell you that,
as an honest man. This is not one of my special-
ties, and, of course, another medical man might tell
you differently.”

“Yes,” said Thilip; “but I know yours is one of
the two or three opinions in the whole world of
science worth having.”

“Then it will perhaps save you from vain hopes
if I tell you that you can do nothing but take care of
her. You will find plenty of men, willing to make
a small income out of doctoring her, who will tell
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you certain drugs, certain modes of trcatment, will
help her.  They will not.  Her blood is poisoned.
I am very sorry, but this is the truth. If, later on,
you should nced surgical aid which comes within
my province, you may command me.”

Laurence heard a strange sort of cry, just as these
words were uttered, and she ran quickly upstairs
and into Clare’s room. She felt that they ought
not to have left her. Clare was sitting on the
ground beside the wardrobe, her head leaning
against it. The door of it was open. She had a
bottle of brandy, nearly empty, beside her, and the
tumbler from the washing-stand, half-full, in her
hand. At the sight of Laurence she quickly drank
it.

“1 hurt mysclf,” she said; “I fell. Where is
Philip? Ile mustn’t sce this bottle, or he would
throw it out of the window. See - put it in here
— under my black dress — 7

Laurence did so, for it scemed the best thing to
do; there was very little left in the bottle, and it
might as well be out of sight.  As she put it back,
she felt another, and quickly drawing it out saw that
it was full, the cork drawn so that it was ready for
use.  She tried to hide it under her cloak; but Clare
was too quick for her.  Ina moment the sick woman
had sprung to her fect, transformed into a giant of
strength, and tried to wrest the bottle from her.
TLaurence held fast to it; and she scarcely knew
what happened till she felt that there was some one
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else who was rcleasing her from the grip of iron
hands.

“Quick, go downstairs,” said Philip’s voice; “ Mr.
Brand is waiting for you.”

She made her way to the door as best she could,
half-blinded she knew not by what. It was by the
brandy; in the struggle, the bottle had been broken
and some of the spirit had flown up into her face.
Mr. Brand was in the corridor.

“Come on,” he said, “gct out of this; I won't
have onc of my best nurses knocked about by a
maniac.”

He hurried downstairs, where it was all quict
now, and the house closed. The landlord was wajt-
ing to let them out. Mr. Brand’s carriage stood
outside, man and horse both, to all appearance,
asleep.  But they soon woke up at the chance of
getting home.

Laurence felt dazed at first by the keen night air.
But, oh! what a relicf its freshness was, though she
had to close her eyes, they smarted so.

“I’m very sorry for Tempest,” said Mr. Brand;
“it’s an awful position for a man. It ’s the kindest
thing to tell him the truth.”

Laurence made no answer: for she knew not what
to say. And so, in silence, she went into the hos-
pital and crept upstairs to bed.




CHAPTER XXVIL

R. BRAND camec to the hospital about one
o’clock next day, and sent up a message to
Laurence that he wished to speak to her. So she
went down.  He was standing in the hall, reading
the memoranda on the slate.  This was an occupa-
tion he always fell back upon when he had to wait
for any one. To have nothing to do cven for a
moment tormented him. At home he was always
busy, being a very good amatcur gardencr.  When
that failed him he went fishing. He turned when
he heard Laurence’s step.

“1 have told Sister Valentine to arrange for you
to go down to the Columbia every day for a short
time, if you wish it, Miss Monkwell; but don’t stay
there longer than you would as an ordinary visitor.
You will understand that it is impossible for me to
lct one of my nurses take the case, as it is not one
with which I can deal. T don’t think Mr. Tempest
does quite understand this; and I shall be glad if
you will explain it to him.  Sister Valentine thinks
you can be sparcd for an hour directly after dinner if
you like to go down. I should advise Mr. Tempest
to call in Dr. Stanhope, you can tcll him so from

me, if you will.”
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Mr. Brand, who was always in a hurry, had got to
the front door and opened it while saying this; and
in anothcr moment he was in his carriage and driv-
ing away. The dinner-bell rang, and Laurence went
through to the kitchen. She had her patient’s
dinner to attend to, which was a scrious matter, and
her own to eat, which was quickly done, and then
she went upstairs for her bonnet and cloak.

She was full of absorbing thought as she walked
through the town. It did not seem possible that
there was actually no means of saving Clarc from
the misery she was plunged in.  Could no one influ-
encce her? Surely there must be some one strong
enough to arrest her attention and awaken her con-
science.  And yet, was that what she needed? She
seemed perfectly aware of her fault and her folly,
and to live in terror of the consequences. More-
over, had she not lived in the closest companionship
with Philip? It seemcd to Laurcnce that if that
had not redecemed her, nothing could. And yct she
could not allow to herself that there was no hope,
none; that Philip had nothing to look forward to
but battling with this difficulty day and night, alone
always. It seemed barbaric, impossible, that such
a man should be so sacrificed.  Surely, surcly, there
must be help somewhere! She looked up as she
shaped this thought in her mind, and it scemed to
her that she was answered. Her eyes fcll on a
large notice-board, and she saw Canon Winterby's
name. lle was announced to preach at the large
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church in the town on Sunday. What day was this?
She had to think a moment in order to remember,
she had been so absorbed that she had lost count of
time. A moment’s thought told her it was Friday.
Yes, she was answered.  He, of all men living, was
the one to give help and aid at such a crisis as this.
If he could not save Clare, then it was certain no
human being could. And what a help his presence
would be to Philip! But would Philip like to see
him in such dreadful circumstances? She turned
this over in her mind and could not deccide. She
found that she did not know him quite well enough
to be able to say. It takes ycars beforc one can
know a person thoroughly in such things as these.
She resolved to tell him of Canon Winterby’s com-
ing to the town, at all events.

When she arrived at the hotel she found herself
in such a whirlwind of confusion and distress that
cverything but immediate necessity was driven from
her mind.  Clare’s paroxysm of terror was followed
by a fit of rage, — blind, unreasoning anger against
all things and people, but against Philip first of all.
She was in the humor to delight in humiliating him
in cvery possible way, in creating the most dread-
ful confusion. It pleased her to sce the look of
bewilderment and distress on every face. Tor it
was not possible for Philip to keep the raging storm
to himself.  She made more noise if locked up than
if free, when this fit was on her, as he knew by
bitter experience.  She rushed to and fro from her
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bedroom to the sitting-room, continually ringing
the bell and ordering all kinds of things that she
did not want, till no onc knew what to do. She
abuscd Philip to any one who would listen.  Just as
Laurence entered, the landlord had gone upstairs to
speak to Philip, and tell him, civilly enough, that
their rooms were engaged.

“It ill becomes you to turn us out!” exclaimed
Philip, worried beyond cendurance.  “You should
not have sold her the stuff.  You must have known
that no woman could drink all the brandy you have
sent up to her without going out of her senses.”

“She Zas had a great deal,” admitted the phleg-
matic landlord, thoughtfully, as if that fact had
struck him for the first time.  “But this is a hotel,
sir, where we're accustomed to supply customers
with what they order.  And we 've always kept the
house decent and respectable till now.”

Taurcnce had found no onc to speak to at the
door, and had gone upstairs alone, after waiting a
few minutes in vain. She heard what was being
said by the two men, who were standing in the
sitting-room with the door open. She saw Clare
coming downstairs, wrapped, rather than dressed, in
her black gown. She moved with great difficulty,
being evidently too ill to be out of bed. But a
fever burned in her that made her frantic, and gave

her an unnatural strength.
Some of the strangest features of the madness

that comes from drink are its dark suspicion, its
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sudden, unrcasoning jealousy, its inability to dis-
tinguish between friend and foe. Very recently
Laurence had been accepted by Clare as her friend,
and she had but now done her the greatest service
possible.  She had no thought of being reccived as
anything but a friend. To her horror and amaze-
ment, Clare, on the instant she saw her, attacked
her vehemently, and as a bitter enemy. What she
said Laurence could barely understand, and ncver
attempted to remember; who can recollect or record
the ravings of a drunkard? At certain moments in
her life Laurence had been troubled by that dread-
ful sensc of unreality which seizes us all one time
or another, but she had never experienced it so
keenly as now. She stood silent, like one para-
lyzed, grasping the banister for support. The
landlord and Philip, silenced in their talk by the
sudden uprisal of this shrill, angry voice, came out
and stood helplessly regarding the scene.  Clare,
after a moment, became aware that Philip was there,
and turned the torrent of her anger upon him.  But
this was worse.  She began to talk of Laurcnce, to
say — well no one cver knew what she said.  Philip
started forward to stop her; startled by his sudden
angry movement, the mad woman fell back upon
the stairs in a strange, huddled heap. They all
moved quickly to help her, but Philip was first. He
raised her in his arms, and turned an ashen face on
Laurence, who was close to him.

“Go,” he said, “don’t stay here. Send me a
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doctor.  For God’s sake, go, and send me a doctor
who will help me.”

She bowed her head, and went downstairs and out
of the housc. She was very glad Mr. Brand had
told her the right doctor to bring to them. It was
something to do. She went, walking quickly through
the town, to the doctor’s house, found him at home,
told him her errand, obtainced his promise to go to
the Columbia Hotel at once, and then returned to
the hospital.




CHAPTER XXVIII.

AURENCE went back to her work and did it
just as well as wusual. But she found it
impossible to keep her thoughts upon it. They
would wander back, try how she might, to the piti-
able picture of life in those small, dark rooms at the
Columbia Hotel. The situation seems a very sad
onc to any onc who thinks of it scriously, for a
moment, even without any personal acquaintance
with the victim. But when one loves that chief
suffecrer! It was more than Laurence could do, to
turn her mind away from the man she loved and the
hopeless trouble he was fighting with.  All that
night she thought of him, instcad of slceping; and
at dawn she found herself, agnostic though she was,
praying for him. And then, half-ashamed of her-
sclf, she whispered, “There is no God who is my
friend; no God who has ever spoken to me; but I
pray to Canon Winterby’s God. If He is absolute
love, as the Canon says, Te will forgive me that I
do not know Iim better, and will listen to my
prayer, perhaps!” that “perhaps” marked her for
the doubter that she was.  Fearless, honest, sincere,
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absolutely true, she lacked the final saving grace of
faith; she was essentially modern, belonging to the
second half of the nineteenth century.  She could
not help the doubting, questioning, wondering spirit
within her. It asked, “Where is God? Why does
e not reveal Himsclf and sweep away the iniquities
that kill us?” and then she would answer herself
with the quick thought, “There is a God whom
Canon Winterby knows. I will plecad with Him.
Is He strong cnough to help one who does not
know Him?”

All Saturday she resolutely remained at her work.
After the horrible scene of Ifriday afternoon she
knew TPhilip did not wish her to go to the hotcl.
She stayed away because she felt that would please
him best; but it was torture.

Sister Valentine asked her, in the cvening,
whether she was going out the next day.  She often
did this, as Laurcnce was not like the other nurses,
greedy of cvery hour of freedom.  She was more
likely to stay at home the whole of Sunday than
not. She paused a moment before she answered,
quite surprised at the resolution which she found
formed in her mind.  Then she expressed it

“T want to hear Canon Winterby,” she said; “and
I don’t know whether he preaches in the morning or
evening.”

“I do,” said Sister Valentine; “it is in the cven-
ing.  Very well, you shall go then, and Nurse
Hammond shall go out in the morning.”
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So it was arranged. Laurence was glad, in a
blind sort of way, with a feeling that here was a
friend indeed, one of the great ones of the earth,
and that it would help her to hear his voice.  That
was all she realized at first; but by degrees a pur-
pose shaped itself in her mind, and she recognized
that she would have to fulfil it. Having once seen
it as the right thing to do, she dare not leave it
alone, but must be courageous, and carry it through.
She must risk Philip’s displeasure or vexation,
should it prove that she had done wrong; she must
take Canon Winterby to him. Having once scen
that she had this to do, she went through the day
with a sense of solemnity mixed with fear. No one
can understand how she felt, who has not loved as
intensely as she did.  She dreaded above all things
not doing what Philip would like, and yet she could
not let such an opportunity pass.

When the evening came, she hurried down to the
Columbia before going to the church, and was glad
that Mary, the bar-maid, was standing just inside
the door. She asked her first, in some trembling,
whether the Tempests were still there.

“Oh, yes,” said Mary, “the poor lady’s a great
deal too ill to be moved. She has been ever since
you were here on Friday.  There’s been two doctors
called in; but they don’t seem able to do any good.
She ought to have a nurse; but Mr. Tempest will do
everything for her himself.  Fle says he will take
her away to-morrow; but he can’t without a nurse.
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Do try and persuade him; perhaps he’ll listen to you
We 're that put about with it all, it ’s dreadful.”
“1°1l come back by and by,” said Laurence, hur-
riedly, and went away. She walked quickly to the
large church, which was some little distance from
the hotel.  Her visit there had made her late for
the service, but that did not matter. She felt that
she would hardly be able to attend to it. The
church was very crowded, and all down the aisles
people were standing, — an unusual sight in Birch-
ampton, which was not a very church-going town.
No other preacher would have drawn more than a
moderate congregation.  But the fame of Canon
Winterby’s eloquence brought even his bitterest
opponents to listen to him; and Birchampton, while
a great drinking town, had also a large Temperance
party. Laurence crept in among the crowd and
stood there, her eyes fixed upon the soldierly, up-
right figure, and the silver curls. He took no part
in the scrvice, and stood with his head bowed and
his face almost expressionless. She remembered
how, when she first saw him at the Temperance
meeting, he had looked like this, and how she had
felt disappointed at the plainness of his face. Thilip
then had been on the platform. She remembered
his look too; indeed she could remember every look
of his since first she had seen him.  He had seemed
harassed then, but not worn and bowed by trouble as
he did now. A pang struck into her heart as she
thought of the diffcrence.  She looked again at the
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preacher.  What could he do? How help? Only by
imparting some of his own courage and faith. And
when his sermon came, it made her fecl ashamed.
It was like a trumpet-call.  The passionate belief of
this great optimist that all was ordered for the best,
affected her now as it had never done before. It
was because she needed it more.  She understood
the message better, for it no longer appecared to her
as a message to the world, but to herself.

When it was over, she succeeded, with some diffi-
culty, in getting a note carried to him. She had
written it during the sermon on a leaf torn out of a
pocket-book. It was not more urgent than it would
have been had she written it before hearing him;
but it was more confident.  All diffidence in asking
him to come had vanished; she knew he had only to
know he was needed and he would come. She had
to wait some little time before he could sce her,
for he was an honored visitor to the church and had
to pay the inevitable penalty of being surrounded
by various persons who wished to monopolize him.
But presently Laurence was taken to the door of the
vestry.  He came out alone, holding her note in his
hand. He looked up from it with intercst to sce
who wanted him. He saw a stranger, a nurse; that
was all.  “ Some one I know is in the town, in great
trouble?” he said, inquiringly.

“Yes,” answered Laurence, “it is Mr. Tempest.”
The Canon’s face lit up with added interest.

“Here, and in great trouble?



The Star Sapphire. 299

“Yes,” said Laurence, “his wife—she is in a ter-
rible condition. I do not know whether you would
try to help or influence her; the task is too heavy for
him alene. He does not know that I have come to
you. I do not supposc he knows you arc in the
town; but I cannot but bclieve it would help him
greatly only to see you.”

“But you have not told me what is the trouble,”
he asked.

“I am a nurse in Mr. Brand’s hospital here,” said
Laurence.  “On Thursday night I went with him
to Mrs. Tempest. I was present when he told Mr.
Tempest that she is beyond the reach of science.
She is nearly mad from alcoholism.”

“Mrs. Tempest!” he exclaimed in great surprisec.
“But she is a beautiful young woman. I saw her
once at some house in a crowd. I remember her
bright face. Arc you sure?”

“Quite sure,” answered Laurence, “I am a friend
of theirs; T have stayed in the house.  That was last
scason, she was drinking then; now she is maddened
with it. T assurc you his position is awful.”

Canon Winterby stood a moment in deep thought.
e was looking back over his interviews with Philip.

“This then,” he said, “is the seeret of Tempest’s
life,—the trouble he came to me with, and then told
me nothing of it. I understand him now. I am
ready; I will go at once. I will just speak to the

friends with whom I am staying.”
IIe did this, and Laurcnce waited. A carriage
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was outside to take Canon Winterby home, and his
friends wished him to use it. So he and Laurence
got into it and drove to the Columbia Hotel. On
the way he asked her a few questions, and she told
him briefly the story, so far as she knew it, of the
Tempests’ life in the months since he had scen
Philip.  She found it difficult to explain why Clare
had come to her in Birchampton without telling him
all the wretched story. She was very much dis-
turbed by the desire to tell him, and to ask him
whether she had done wrong, but then she remem-
bered that the sccret was Philip’s and Clare’s, not
hers. The responsibility she had taken with regard
to it, she had taken of her own accord; and when
she had done it, it had scemed right, and she had
felt that she had no choice. 1f what she had done
brought misery and despair to the one being in the
world she cared for, she must witness the tragedy
without complaint. While she was possessed by
the longing to tell her trouble and ask advice and
comfort, she knew at the same time that comfort
could not exist for her, and that advice was uscless.
The thing was done.  Philip would never go back,
and she could not. What was the use, then, of say-
ing anything, of speaking any word, cven to one
who was wise? So Laurence thought, bidding her-
sclf bear in silence whatever punishment might be
in store for her. To a nature like Clare’s there
is relief in speech for speech’s sake; not so to
Laurence.  Canon Winterby fclt that she was
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reticent and quict, and ceased to ask her questions
before they reached the hotel.  But this was only
his superficial consciousness; he was intensely
intuitive and sympathectic, and he could not silence
a voice that spoke within him and said that a soul
in trouble was at his éidc; but he knew also that it
was not for him to help.  And so, thinking of each
other, they were silent. At the hotel, Laurence was
a little in doubt what to do; but she had decided by
the time they were inside the swing-doors.

“Have you a card with you,” she said to Canon
Winterby.  “I think it would be best to send that
up to Mr. Tempest, and we will wait here.” She
said this very positively; so that Mary, who had
come to them, obeyed her without demur. She
could not tell what developments might have taken
place; Clare might have come downstairs again;
no one knew what she would do at any moment
now. Iler one anxiety was to spare Philip. They
had only to wait a moment. Mary ran up and down
again in less time than scemed possible.  In the
short pause, Canon Winterby looked round him.
The bar was crowded with drinkers, cager to make
up for the hours of cnforced thirst which Sunday
had inflicted on them.  The landlord had more than
he could do without Mary, and she had good reason
to be quick.

“Will you pleasc come upstairs,” she said, paus-
ing as soon as she was within hearing. They went
up, and Mary showed them into the little sitting-
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room. No dinner had been laid here to-night, or,
if it had, it had been long since removed. DBuat
Laurence’s first guess she knew to be the truc one
directly she saw DPhilip’s face, as he came quickly
and almost instantly into the room. There had
certainly been no dinner for him that day. He
looked worn to a shadow, and completely cxhausted.
He came in with an cager step and shining cycs.
“Canon Winterby,” he said; “how unexpected!”
Laurcnce had remained very near the door pur-
poscly, and before Canon Winterby could answer,
before Philip could speak to her, she left the room
and ran upstairs. Shc had met Philip’s glance for a
sccond, and it had said, “I owe this to you!” She
knew he was glad, and that was cnough. She went
softly to the door of Clare’s room, it was ajar.  She
did not intend Clare to sce her unless it became
nccessary, so she only crept just inside, and remained
standing there within the shelter of the bed-curtain.
How stifling the room secmed!  The peculiar close-
ness that she had noticed before oppressed her
scnses again.  She associated it with Clare in some
way, and wondered vagucly, while she was actually
thinking of the two downstairs, whether it was the
scent of the spirits which had been consumed in
this room that still hung upon the air. It was a
dreadful thought, but it forced itscif upon her,— the
same hecaviness that was in the bar downstairs was
here too, in a lesser degree.  She had stood like
this for somc moments, scarcely breathing, when
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a faint moan came from thc bed, and then a cry:
“Philip — are you therec — don’t leave me alone —
Philip!”  The voice was very feeble, and Laurence
barely distinguished the words. This was not the
woman who had been so angry with her on Friday.
She thought it would not be dangerous for Clare to
sce her in her present mood, so she very gently
went forward and stood by the bed, “What can I
do?” she said in a soft voice full of inexpressible
pity.

Clare was lying down, no longer propped up by
pillows. She looked as if she would never be lifted
up again, or her head raised; she lay like one dead.
Only her eyes were alive, and they were full of
an awful despair, a drcadful fcar. She looked at
Laurence without showing any anger. “I am so
thirsty,” she said, and Laurence saw that her lips
were dry and the skin cracked. She tended her,
with the nurse’s skill; and Clare reccived her atten-
tion without resentment, though without any sign
of gratitude. She secmed indifferent, absorbed in
contemplation of some thought, — the thought that
gave her eycs so strange a look. Laurence knew
what it was, and shuddered as she met the frightened
glance. That expression is not often scen upon
a human face, it is the look of a hunted, terrified
anirmal.

“Where is Philip? ” she asked, but went on talk-
ing without waiting for any answer. She showed
the same desire to talk on incessantly, and the
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same tendency to repetition that she had done when
Laurence first came to see her at the hotel. IHer
mind appeared to work in a circle,~a circle that grew
smaller; she had only a certain number of thoughts
in her mind, and she went over thcem continually,
like a child with its dolls. “He will be back, I
suppose, in a moment,” she said; “I am glad you
are here alone, for I wanted to tell you he is going
to do everything I wished. I have told him all
now. I am glad you went to him when you did. I
am glad I asked you to go. It was a strange thing
perhaps to ask a girl to do; but you owed it to me.
You know that. Never forget that.” Her voice
was so weak, it was pitiable to hear her, and it
produced a very curious cffect, hearing the feeble,
feverish, pctulant voice, and sceing the terrible
eyes, to note how still the rest of the body lay, as
if all power of motion was gonc; but this was only
a phasc, the result of awful exhaustion. Tits of
pain came at intervals when the whole body quiv-
ered and stirred and writhed without cease till the
paroxysm was over. Just now it was one of the
quict intervals; otherwise Philip could not have left
her, even for a moment. As it was, he stayed away
Ionger than he would have done because he knew
that Laurence had gone to her.

“It was casier than I expected to tell Philip,”
she said; “he has heard all T wanted to say now. I
don’t know why I should have been so nervous about
it. I was dreadfully frightened; but then, you sce,

|
i
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|
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he might have taken it differently, — there was
never any understanding Philip, or gucssing what he
might think it his duty to do. After that dreadful
night of the dinncr-party, 1T was always afraid of
him. Tt seemed to me such a cruel, unreasonable,
senseless thing to do, to ask a lot of society people
to dinner and give them nothing to drink. T was
frightened to face them, and sat in my room shudder-
ing; for I felt sure they must all know it was done
because of me. It scemed to me such an insult.
Why, why, did he do it? There was never any
hope for me after that night.  Of coursc I denied it
to Philip; but T knew all those horrid people thought
there was something wrong with me. How I Zared
them! How dared they look at me as they did?
Was I not in my own housc and free to do as T
liked? Why had the wretches come there to glare
at me and make mischicf? I never wanted to see
people any more after that.  There was never any
hope for me after that night.  Perhaps some people
arc strong cnough to fall, and know thcmselves
pointed at, and feel that they are guilty, and rise
again; Tam not. I could not do it. I could only
try to forget.  Ahl, God, how spoiled my life has
been!  Always trying to forget somcething horrible.
Can you find my handglass? I think Philip has
hidden it. I want to sce if T look like my father
yet. Dotry to find it. It s so stupid of DPhilip to
thwart me and not Ict me have my own way. e

has always done that, and it has made me much
20
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worse. If he had not taken up that Temperance
nonsense and made us ridiculous, things would have
been very different.  Ile drove me to it —hc and
you. It is torture to know that he loves you — and
admires you. It is hcll —hell — yes —such as I
am go to hell — I know I am going there — I need
not be there yet — oh, no, not yet — not now — oh,
give me something — something — "

Her voice had sunk to an almost inaudible whis-
per. Laurence could only just hear her, by leaning
over the bed. The eyes remained steadily fixed on
her, —cycs so desperate that they filled her soul
with pain, and with an impotent longing to give help.
She knew that this creature in torment was beyond
her help.  She lifted her hand to reach a glass upon
the table from which to moisten the wretched suf-
ferer's dry lips, and Clare’s cyes caught the glitter
of the bracelet on her wrist.  She said something
which Laurence could not hear; she repeated it
again with great difficulty.

“Philip gave you that,” she said; “I fecel he did.
He says you have a soul — I hate you both. I hope
I have no soul —then I cannot be punished —1
cannot be tortured when I am dead.  The animals,
they say, can only be tortured till they die. I hope
I am like them. I think I am—"

A sudden mist of sharp tears blurred everything
to Laurence for a moment. Tt was gone dircctly,
and she looked again into the wild eyes; but they
had turned from her, they were looking away, at
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something clse. Iaurcnce followed their gaze and
saw that Philip had softly entered the room, and
that Canon Winterby stood beside him. It was at
him Clare looked. She had given Philip but one
glance, and then had fastened her gaze upon the
figurc of the stranger. She did not know Canon
Winterby; she had never scen him, though he had
once scen her,

Laurence recognized, in the moment’s silence
that followed, that personality is the greatest power
upon this carth. The idea of God alone exceeds it,
and that is not innate in all minds, in spite of
what theorists say. It was not in Laurcnce’s.  She
envied and desired it, but she did not posscss it. It
was so strong a factor in Canon Winterby’s nature
that his presence brought with it an access of confi-
dence.  This is the power of a strong personality;
without speech or apparent cffort, it compels atten-
tion to its ideals; and optimistic thinking, cven
without belief, is a rest to an agnostic who desires
belicf.  What wonder, then, that such a resclute
believer as the Canon is regarded as a hero by a
ceneration that is hungry for knowledge?
said Laurence to her

)

“Tf knowledge cannot be,’
self, “how good then is faith in its stead.”

Clare recovered enough strength, after a moment’s
pause, to speak, though very feebly.

“It is no usc to bring a clergyman here,” she
said.  “Tt is too late; T hate hypocrisy. DPlease

H

leave me alone.’
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Canon Winterby moved from where he stood and
came to the side of the bed. Laurcnce stepped
back, and so did Philip. Both were out of Clarc’s
sight. Practically she was alone with this man of
God. To Laurence's fancy, it scemed as if they
represented the two powers that do battle continu-
ally in the world.

e addressed her quite simply.

“You arc very ill,” he said.  And Clarc’s answer
struck like fire and icc in one to the hecarts of the
two who stood and listencd.

“T am dying,” she said.

He leoked carnestly at her. That look in her
cyes was not unfamiliar to him. Ile had scen it
before.  Most people lose their fear of death before
it comes, that is, the mere physical fear which nat-
urally gocs before the end, when the physical force
is exhausted. Only sometimes is the spirit full of
terrorn

“Are you afraid? ” he asked.

“IHorribly,” she gasped out.

“ Afraid of dying?”

“No, no, afraid that I shall not really die; that
I shall go to some place of torment, for I have
deserved it!”

“You are afraid of hell?”

“Yes, I must go there; there is no hope for me.
None. T have led a selfish, uscless life always; I
have done no good. I know there is no hope for
me. I wish you would leave me alone. Philip,

ii



&

The Star Sapphire. 309
why does n't the doctor come back? Send for him;
he must n’t let me die yet!”

Her feeble voice was raised with the terrible
intonation PThilip had learncd to drcad, and she
tried to lift hersclf a little, but her strength was too
slight.  She sank back, bafiled and impotent.

“Ifow darc you say that you have no hope?”
demanded Canon Winterby, lIeaning over her
“How dare you deny God? For that is what you
are doing when you say you have no hope.  You feel
within yourself that you arc immortal; and if you
arc immortal you are divine. Why be afraid when
the spirit within you is about to be rcleased from
this tangle, is going home?”  Ic had succeeded in
arresting her attention now, and went on, holding
her eyes with his.

“You know that the divine can no mcre be tar-
nished by evil than gold can suffer by contact with
fire. Gold is purificd by burning, and the divine
within you will reveal itself when it has passed
through the ficry ordeal. You are in hell now;
yes, burning in its flames; for you know that you
are cevil.  But this torturc is a thing desirable and
beautiful; for it is destroying the evil part of you,
so that it will dissolve and vanish and the miracle
of death be accomplished.  You have scen your
sins, you know them, cast them away from you now
forever, with your weakness and your fear, and
come out from the ordeal a pure spirit, strong,
knowing that your God is there to save you, to help,

;

forgive, and love.”
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This impassioned appecal completely held her
attention, she kept her cyes fixed upon him, and
a flicker of strength cnabled her to raise herself a
Little. Iler face scemed to alter; the lines smoothed
out of it, and the agonizing look of despair and
terror struggled for the mastery with a new look, —
one of eagerness and intcrest.  Canon Winterby
saw that he had gained a slight advantage, and
seized it; without moving, and without turning his
cyes from hers, holding her fast by his gaze, he
burst suddenly into a wonderful prayer that was
like a very well-spring of love flowing forth. Ile
leaned a little over her, stretching out his arms as
it to Ieaven; Laurence thought, as she looked at
him, that the hands spoke as eloquently as the lips,
so carnestly did they secem to plead for pity and ask
for love, and give these, all at once.  Suddenly his
voice ceased.  Clare had moved a little, and scemed
to struggle; he bent lower, looking still into her
eyes.

“Philip!” she cried, at last succceding in her
effort. In an instant Philip was at her side. Lau-
rence started forward too, simply with the instinct
of giving help if it was needed.  Clare convulsively
flung out her arms and caught both Philip’s and
Laurence’s hands in hers; she grasped them tightly,
and made an evident cffort to put them together.
The Canon saw her intention and her desperate
struggle before the others, and putting out onc hand
gently pressed Laurcnce’s forward, and put Thilip’s
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on it. Clarc pressed them close, and then mur-
mured something almost inaudibly.  Only onc word
— “Torgive ” — could any of the three hear plainly.
She fell back suddenly upon her pillow.

“She is forgiven,” said the Canon, simply, and
raised his hands as if to speed her soul with a part-
ing blessing. Yor they knew that her spirit had
flown, that body and soul were parted.  The dark,
difficult enigma of that lifc was over

THE END.
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ness of his intellectual grasp as does this monument, which he was
fortunately permitted to finish before his life came to an end.
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I"he Prisoner
The Reading I‘L\\OH .

. dugres.

. HL Vernet.

. Nobert.

. Lamon.

. Troyoi.

. R Boinkenr.
. Aledssoner.

. Decamps.

. Zoulmornche.
. Drolads.

. Sacgure.

. Donyguereair.
. Glréme.

. L Leve.

PAINTING IN FRANCE. After the Decline of Classt-

cism. An Essay.

By Prcie GILBERT HHAMBRTON.

Price, #3.00.

Svo. Cloth. Full gilt.

Tllustrated with the following 1 Photogravires after Frenel

ariists: —
The Flower
The Confession . .
Dressing for the Ball o
Saying Grace . .
The Fast Fri cnd .
Ifellah Woman . . .
Lighting the Beacon
Maiden of the Abruzzi
Little Peggar Girl . .
Parting . N
Onee on a Imw N
Study of Trees . .
Deer at the River
Highland Ferry

Aubert.
7issof.
D Jonghe.
I fenrictte Prowne.
Sanet Lange.
Landelle.
Le Doittevin.
Jalabert.
Drue.
Comple Calix.
Lobvichon.
Corvt,
Courdet.
Otto Weber.



THE HELEN JACKSON YEAR-BOOK.
Selections for each day in the year from Mrs. Jackson's
writings, by ITARRTET T. Prrry. With twelve illustrations of
the months by Emil Bayard. Square r2mo. Cloth. Price,

$1.50.

FROM DREAMLAND SENT.
A volume of Poems. By Linray WHITING, author of
“The World Beautiful.”  Cover design by Louise Graves.
16mo.  Cloth. Price, $1.25.

ALIL. MEN ARE LIARS.
A Novel. By Josern Hocking, author of “The Monk of
Mar Saba.” 12mo. Cloth. Price, $1.50.

MY SISTER HENRIETTE.
By ExNust ReNaN. Translated by Abby Lanzdon Alger.

With scven Illustrations by Ylenri Scheffer and Ary Renan,

reproduced in photogravure. 12mo. Cloth. Price, $r.2;.

The story was written years ago, privately printed in an edition
limited to 100 copies, and circulated by Renan among his intimate
friends. Mme. Renan lately concluded, however, to eive it to the
world.  The pictures will include a view of Renan’s birthplace in
Brittany, and scveral Syrian pictures.  The book itself is a glow-
ing tribute to a devoted sister; it contains, also, some of Renan's
most felicitous essays in description and portraiture.

AN OLD CONVENT SCHOOL AND OTHER
PAPERS.
A volumme of Diographical and ILiterary Subjects. By
SusaN Cooniper.  1zmo. Cloth,  Price, $1.50.

DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTIL
Ilis Family Tetters. With a Memoir by WrrLriam

Mictarn Rosserri, Portraits. 2 vols. 8vo. Cloth.  Price,

$6.50.

The memoir is of very substantial leagth, and readers will find
in it a great deal of new matter, much of which could only have
been supplicd by his brother.

Vol. I. Memoir. Vol. II. Family Letters. With

Introductory Notes by W. M. Rossetti.

The two valumes will contain ten plates of povtraits by D. G
Rossctti, of himself and other members of the family, including
his father, mother, wife, brother, and sister, and uncle and aunt.

MARGARYET AND HER FRIENDS; or, Ten Conver-
sations with Margaret Fuller upon the Mythology of
the Greeks, and its Expression in Art.

Ileld at the honse of Rev. Geovge Ripley, Bedford Tlace,
Boston, heginning May 1, 1841, Reported by CavoriNg W,
Hrapey (Mrs. C. 1L Dall). rzmo.  Cloth.  Trice, $t.c0.

iii
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JOHN GALT'S NOVELS.
A new illustrated edition published in connection with
Messrs. William Blackwood & Sons. With an Introduction by
S. R. Crockett. The text revised and edited by D. Storrar
Meldrum.  With portrait and illustrations from drawings by
John Wallace.  16mo vols. Cloth. Price, $r.2g cach.

The Annals of the Parish and the Ayrshire
l.egatees. 2 vols.

Sir Andrew Wylie. 2 vols.

The Provost and the Last of the Lairds. 2 vols.

The Entail. 2 vols.

Gavr Rupnives. s Novens ARE peiNG RupRINTED IN VivG LAND AND
arn Woncostn,  © Lockhart is not the awthor of the books you mention,” Scott
wrote In 1824 10 v Abereorn s “a My Galt, whoe has tried )i Herature m several
other modes and ail unsuccesstul, had the merit at length of writing tl\un,(\n(‘
discovering a de of talent which no one conceived couid lu‘(m“ to him.’
Fhese novels v s of the Parish’” and ©* the Ayrshire §egatee
with many others. cason Galt’s novels are being reprinted ;. Messrs
Jlackwood seem (o DNHI\\\k most of them ; and Galty, an inventi aomadic,
Ayrshire man, after wandering from Greenoek to the Levant, where he met
Jyron, after tryi g trads, du, epic, and the drama, pubiished the "% Ayrs
Legatees ” in 1820, Its success indiiced hint to hunt for a manuseript of his own,
written before W, mcuay > appearcd, and that manus ript he umuuk\vd into
” Am\:t s of the l’mlxh This r dof a minister’s lite for {m} years in a riral
P‘lri\]) mmm ! wies, is his masterpice The simiple, good, kind Mr.
Jalwhidder draws pietu as dc(‘\l\”ilk,li &8 gnant, than those which the
worid mlnmxw A Window i Thrums, 08 model was the “ Viear of
Wakeficld,” but a Scotch couniry parvson is a very dlmnm 4. The \Ludy
of social development is as valiable as the humor s *4d "
tender, trae, and unstrained, though Canon Ainger has ]
girl.  Heis not 2 Scot, or he might recognize the unalloyed truth of \[\c
*The Ayrshire Legatees” are Cswatches, or patterns.
London Aml recording their impre AMr.o Wl
Blacs

v
doubis about the diot
seleh.

5.
are er national in character. o is wl,mm Mr.
ticisnt as a narrative of his own intelicetual
L 1o borrew a phrase from M. Anawole
R s, may be forgotten, but he 1 e
as Lockhart \lmu 1 lw 3 ‘(l for hiis * Matthew Waid 7 and © vdam Bl
S atthew Waldy said Seotr, ©is nothicg bat misery from the il
finis.” fiis* rj()mAL bt hw\uf\ﬂ and so it onght te popular e pre
Crocketrs edition contains a usceful Hitte memon of Gualte — Zondon Times.

A START IN LIFE.

By Howor Dr Batzac. Translated by Miss Ko P
Wormeley.  1z2mo. Half Russia. Price, $1.50.

THE MARRIAGE CONTRACT. By llonNori ni Batzac,
Travslated by Miss K. I Wormeley, 12mo.  1all Rus
Price, t.go.

BEATRIX.

By Honxorn pi Barzac,  Translated by Miss K. P
Wormeley,  r2mo.  ITaif Russia.  Price, 1.50.

©
l‘ rance.

THE DAUGHTER OF EVE.
By fovoxg pr Bawzac,  Translated by Miss K. 1%
Wormeley.,  12mo. Half Russia. Price, 1.50.
A GARDEN OF PLEASURE.
By Al V. B, anthor of “ Days and Ifours in a Garden.”
IHustrided.  16mo. Cloth. Gile top. Price, $2.00.
iv




COLUMBIAN KNOWLEDGE SERIES.

Edited by Professor Todd, of Ambherst College. A series of
fimely, readable, and authoritative monographs on subjects
of wide and permanent interest and significance. Each work
is intended to be complete in itself. The treatment will be
scientific where best suited to the purpose; but the language
will be untechnical, and illustrations freely used when appro-
priate. Issued in 16mo volumes, neatly and uniformly bound
m cloth.

No. 1. Total Eclipses of the Sun. By MABEL LOOMIS TODD.
With numerous illustrations. 16mo. Cloth, Gilt. $1.00

The great eclipse of 1842 marked the dawn of a golden age of physical
research upou the Sun, and the conclusion of a half-century of siguificant rescarch
forms a fitting epoch for sunumarizing salient results in revie Advantage has
been taken of this opportunity to present the attractive features of remote eclipses;
and the connection of those in carly, medizeval, and later centurics with contem-
purary history will, it is hoped, add new interest to astronomical events already
widely celebrated.  Ample illustrations have been chosen from a wide field, and
include a collection of the coronas of the different eclipses.  The present volume
is not written for astronomers, much less for eclipse experts, but o give very un-
professional infurmation to those without technical knowledge who are yet curious
s to these strangelv impressive phenomena, — and with the hope, too, of creating
further intelligent interest.

No. 2. Public Libraries in America. By WILLIAM [
FLETCHER, M.A., Librarian of Amherst College. With illus-
trations of noted Libraries and Librarians. 10mo. Cloth.
Gilt.  $1.00.

Mr. Fietcher first sketches the history and significance of the public library

a movement in which public ool teachers have the closest

uyr the various details of administering an efficient

3 siftcation, catalogues, selection and purchase of hooks,

the work and the training necessary for the librarian, and the many details which

only one who has had tong and intimate expericnce in management and adminis-
tration can kiow and anderstand, are treated with diseriminating explicitness,

Chapters ou the Library Association and on the representative hibranes of the

Tuited States and Cavada, illustrated with views of their houses and of men who
are foremost in the library work holp to make s an invaluable volume for any
one who desires to engage in library work, or to know what this work means,

In an appendix Mr. Fletcher gives a schume of ¢ ication, a list of special

collections in American lLibraries, scme facts in regard to Sunday opening, a list

of the more important gifts to public libraries, and some statistics in regard to the
one hundred Jargest free public librories In the United States. A set of library
rules, as used in Newark, N. J., is given. — N. & Fournal of Ioducation.

No. 3. Hand Book of Arctic Discoveries. By General
A. W. GRreLY.  16mo.  Cloth, Gilt, $1.00.

The book sets forth clearly the corigin, progress, and extent of Arctic dis-
fes, confining ftself as far as possible to the original discoverics made by
ful expuditions and avoiding repetition of experiences over well-known

Instead of the usual chronological treatment, the book is divided into a
of sketches, under sep. chapters, devoted o special lines of exploration ;
s manner are treated distinetly Strait, Spitzhergen, the Northwest
ge, the Iranklin Search, Smith’s Sound, the Northeast Passage and

i

vl
. While detailed Arctic explorations are, as a general rule, avoided, yvet in
several instances, such as those of Peary and the Lady Franklin Bay Expedition,
the experiences of the explorers are dweit on,
Il
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POOR FOLK.

A Novel translated from the Russian of FEDOR DOSTOIEVSKY.
by Lena Milman, with decoralive {titlepage and a critica
introduction by George Moore.  American Copyright Edition.
16mo. Cloth. $1.00.

A capable critic writes : ““One of the most beautiful, touching stories T have
ever read. ‘T'he character of the old clerk is a masterpiece,— a kind of Russian
Charles Lamb.  He reminds me, too, of Anatole France’s ¢ Sylvestre Bonnard,?
but it is a more poignant, moving figure.  How wonderfully, too, the sad little
strokes of humor are blended into the pathos o his characterization, and how
fascinating all the naive self-revelations of his poverty become, —all his many
ups and dowus and bopes and fear.  His unsaccessful visit to the money-lender,
his despair at the office, — unexpectedly ending in a sudden burst of good fortune,
— the tinal despairing cry of his lové for th\am,f these hold oue Lreathless,
One can hardly vead then without tears. . . . But there is no need to say all that
could be said about the book. It is enough to say that it is over powerful and
beautiful.

BROTHERS AND STRANGERS.
A Novel. By AGNtS BLAKE POOR. 16mo, Cloth, $1.00,

A very pleasant story, in a natural key, and in a thoroughly healthful tone,
The author of this story is not unused to the writing of short stories, but this is, if
we are not mistaken, her fivst long novel,  1f so, it is an unusually snccessful first
effort; for it s ac ll\]hlb]) put together in the matter of construction, and it ig
written in a (}ll.Ll and attractive stvle, free from extravagance, verbosity, and over-
etaboration.  The story is laid in Boston and CCH(\"] New York, and the contrast
between the different kinds of society in the two places is very successfully drawn.
Fhe guality of the book prowises weil for books of the future from the same hand.
Zhe Quilook.

SUCH AS THEY ARE.

Poems by THOMAS WEINTWORTH HIGGINSON and Mary
THackErR HiGGinson,  llustrated by E. H. Garrett.  Small
quarto.  Cloth,  $1.00,

Thoughifil, musical, and beautifully finished, thc%e ver:
taste. Il first part, containing abont a score of short is by Colonel
Higginsou. The scholarlv touch prevails here \Hﬂmut podm)( In the second
part, which is by Mrs. Higginson, a xery sweet and womanly spicit holds the pen
and controls (he strokes, (4 s a little volume to e kept as an cmbodiment of the
gentlest influences of cultured hife.  The illustrations are beautitul. — Ze
Independerit.

< appenal to the best

THE WEDDING GARMENT.

A Tale of the Life to Come, By LOuIS PENDLETON. 16mo,
Cloth, $1.00.  White and Gold, $1.25.

“The ‘VHM?H'V Garment ™ tells the story of the mmtinnul existence of a
young man aftc v his (lm\h, or departurve from the natnral workd,  Awakening in
the other wor \(1 v~m an intermediate region between Heaven and Tie I, where the
good and the cvil live together (un;mraxﬂv commingled,— he is 1\‘mnsh<d and
delighted to finad h wself the same man in all respect to every characieristic of
his mind and vliimate of the body.  So closely doe ervthing about him resem-
ble the world he has lefi behind that be believes he is stll in the Tatter unl con-
vineed of the ervor, The vowng man has good impulses, but s no <aint, and he
listens to the persuasions of cortain persons who were his friend= in the world, but
who are now vmbered among the evil, even to the extent of follnwing l]wm
downward to the very confines of flc I\mv\tma at last and saving ]mmo‘f later
ony and atior imany remarkalile expoeriences, he graduaily madkes his way lhm\w\\ the
intermediate rovion ta the wateways of Heaven (which can he foend only by those
prepared to cnter), where he is left with the prospect before him of a blessed
eternity in the company of the woman he loy

The Look is written in a reve spirity it is wnigue and quite unlike any
story of the same type herctofore pu hed, fult of telling incidents and dramatic
situations, and not merely a record of the doings of sexless © shades,” but of
Living human beings.

T2
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THE DANCING FAUN.

E»:}
7

|,g§ A Novel. By FLOrENCE FARR. With {title-page by Aubrey
;4 Beardsley,  American Copyright Edition.  16mo.  Cloth.
2 £1.00,

|
|
|
i

AR

A clever and original story, evidently based on origina! observation of life.
The surprise at «}w end adnmirably managed, and (hc daring philosophy of
murder which Miss Favre thus judicates makes a striking moral for the book,
which Is sure to attract notice and criticism

ey

o KEYNOTES.
4 A volume of stories. By GFORGE EGERTON. Wilh title-page

0
i
!
§

by Aubrey Beardsley. 106mo. Cloth.  $1.00.
. Notsince “The Story of an African Farm ™ was written lias any woman de-
livered hersell of so stroug, so forcibic a bosk, - Qucesn.

Kuotty questions in sex problems are dealt with v these brief sketches. They
are treated boldly, fearlessly, perhaps we may say forcefully, with a deep plunge
anto the realities of Wfe, — Public Opinion.

Tudeed, we do not hesitate m say that “ Keynotes™ is the strongest volume
of short stories that the year has pmmuml urther, we would wager a good
deal, were it necessary, that George Egerton is a nom de plunie, and of a woman
t00.

Ihe characters are intense, yet not overdrawn; the experiences are dramatic,
In one sense or another, and are never hyper-emotional.  And all is told with
a power of concentration that is simply astonishing. A seatence does duty for
a chapter, o paragraph for a picture of years of experience. — Z%mees, Boston,

DREAM LIFE AND REAL LIFE

A Little African Story. By OLIVE SCHREINER, author of
“Dreams,” “The Story of an African Farm.” 16mo. Half
cloth. 60 cents.

PR I,

e

“Trream Tife and Real Life ” is the title of the first story in a tiny volume by

: Dlive Schreiner, containing ninety-one pages of perfect workmanship and unutter-

abic pathos. She takes the vital nents uf life, Tove, trust, and self-sacrifice,

and weaves them into g fing with action. When the deed is doue, the tale

. i sxplanation nor thinjy covered al mars their dramatic

reader must find out these stories for himself 5 but he should not

t 1o a child, for his heart would beat too fast under the woe of it

ish woman mig it take hnm( the third sketch unto herselfy in duily pen-
ance {or want of hisight into another’s misery, — Literary B orld.

v

i THE AIM OF LIFE.

; Plain Talks to Young Men and Women. By Rev. PHILIP
B STAFFORD MOXOM. 16mo. Cloth.  $1.00

Of this book, the New Lungland Tournal of Edwcation says: “Under the
title of “The Aim of Ixﬁ,’ ]\u Philip 8. Moxom addresses 1o young people a
serics of plain, pr al talks upon in fluences that are to be met! contended, or
re'Iu‘xnml cvery (iw The essays evince a keen yet sympathe tic observation of
young nmhood and womanhood, and an appre for its foibles, the
] force of 115 environments, and, dl)m'c all, of its pos ']'lmt

.f' possibility of achievement and the means thereto derives a forceful nificance
i from heing made the subject of the first essay and the titic of the 1mn a
this Tad stress on his pnnhp] , the author forbears to lift up

Imt rather he

the hope that their intrinsic merit shall draw ail men unto the
endeavors to incite the noble instincts that pract ey Y I ¢ must either
foster or annul.  Such titles as Character, Companionship, Tempe nn.cc, Debt,
The Tree Aristocracy, Fducation, Saving Fime, lithics of Amu . Reading,
Or:hodovy, show the scope of the thL.ne, \\}mh, if varied in siun, is one
thronghout ail. T he essays are not sermonic; they emy hasize the power of
Christianity s recognize at the same time the power of personadity. - Christian
eth!nx expressed in plain, forcible language, and innocer g
])an ¢ alwavs appreaate. Sueh are r. Moxom’s e N m‘i‘.ri”lm_\' given to the
public as ad Ich s to young people in Boston and cland.  Now their pub-
deation, iu convenient formy it is to be hoped, seals their value with permaneuncy.”

| 13
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BY MOORLAND AND SEA.

By Fraxcis A. Kwiguy, author of “By leafy Ways,

«Jdylls of the Field,” etc. llustrated by the author. 12mo
Cloth.  $1.50.

There is a vein of genuine poetry in Mr. ]\m"hr, and in his wand ers “By
Moorland and \P\ > it finds graceful expression,  These fifteen duse Siys
are filled with close but never pimdt‘d observation of Nature in sunshine and
storm, and each little delicate pleture is tirmly drawn, and has in it just the lc(]mxim
amount of local color.  te takes us to the stormy waters of the tebrides, and in
bis company we sail up narrow Loch ()wmvemm and climb the rock on which
stands the strou Uhr) d of the Macleods, a fortress that for ten centuries has
remaimed In the ium:y of its founders, and stands on its sea-washed rcef today
anparently untouched by time, in spite of the hurricanes and the N'Cus of a thou-
sand years, Then we find ourselves far away to the south on Sedgmoor, thinking
of Monmouth and of what M: \cmldy has termed ** thel <\\1 fight deserving of the
name of ¢ battle* that has been fought on English ground.”  Once nmra —-to pick
another scenc at random —we are in the midsummer fields in the dewy dawn,
listening as the shadows vanish for the musical carol of the thrush, whose joyous
preiude quickly awakens the invisible choir of the neighboring woodlands. The
breath of the country is in these sketches, and that hct i part explains their
spell, and the rest of the secret stands revealed in the brilliant descriptive gift of
the writer. — Z'%e Speaker.

ART FOR AMERICA.
By WiLtiam Orpway PARTRIDGE. 16mo. Cloth.  $1.00.
A strong plea for the elevation of American Art to its righiful
place in the scheme of general education.

Contryrs: — The Trne Fducation and the False, An American School of
Sculpture, Lhe Outlook for Sealpture in America, Manl lor)d in Art, The Relation
of the Drama to Kducation. Gocthe as a Dramatist.

Mr. Partridee is thoughtful, foreeful, and sincere, and he h: t his thought-
fulness, forcefulness, and sincerity into this book, and for this reason the essays it
contains are intere as discourses and Vxhlldbu, as arguments,  The book
is a plea for a more gencral art culture, for a higher refinement, and for a bringing
out of that w s noblest in our ;n:uplr, &rmting and bglicving that the outcome
will be an American school of art that will express the Lighest and noblest Jife and
spirit, as did the grand art of the Greeks during the eva of their Highest culture,
refinement, and nmnluv — Boston raveller.

LIBRARY CLASSIFICATION.

By W. I FLETCHER, a.m., Librarian of Amherst College.

Reprinted with alterations, additions, and an index from his

“« Public Libraries in America.”  One volume, thin Svo, limp

covers.  $1.00.

There are already in the field many rival schemes of classification for libraries.
The present publication is not intended to add one to the number, lmx ruhcr to
offer a way of escape for those who shrink from the intri
the thm ate systems, And o xnbstmm‘ for pdmshl\m" ar
simple Iy nseful
in a lif , while doing nway wnh most of the woxk mwl\ ed in cairylag out one
of these schemes.

classification a

WAYSIDE SKETCHES.
By Esex J. Loomis. 16mo. Cloth.  $1.00.

A plﬂ ing nnt—nf—dnor hook, embodying essays on: The Advance of the
Seasons, The s oming and Going of the Birds, Searching for the First IMlowers of
Spring, and ()Lbu”vdll(‘l)‘u of the Processes of Nature dmmu Quici Walks 1o the
Country.

Here ar» twenty essays, a few of them in verse, all Dreathing the love of
Nature, and pervaded by a sweetness, restfulness, and simplicity, that make them
very attractive. I'he anthor rec rmnnunl\ quict walks in the country, and a Joving
observation of the processes of Natuare, as a cure for unhealthy introspection, to
say nothing of ennul and dyspepsia. Next to taking such walks, we should say.
would be the reading of such essays as this. ~— Fortdand Lranscript.
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