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gentle always. Oh, when I see this poor creature near
him—dear God forgive me the thought |—it seems‘as if
iV is he that is keeping him from me.’

For five years, tuoyed up by her faith and by her
belief in the power of prayer, she had trusted implicit-
ly that her loving busband, her other self, might be re-
stored to her—might in  {ime return to her ifrom the
darksome night that obscured his brain. His.statue had
outlived the pitiful attempts made to decry it. People
drove out of their way to pass the sanatorium whete
perchance, a glimpse might be had of the sculptor
whose work was now decmmed a masterpiece, whom un-
kindpess and lack of appreciation had driven mad. Week
after week the faithful woman visited him, striving to
bring tack to him the memory of olden days. Month
after month rolled by, ycar aiter year, and still there
was no gleam of reason to tell her that the bond was
looseming. Still did he hold his mimic court and wear
his mimic crown.

And one day Eleanor Sattierlee came to Dr. Morri-
gon. ‘I want you to listen to me,’ she said simply,
looking al him with eyes that were more eloquent than
any speech her lips eould frame. ¢ The years—the very
best years—of lis life are going one by one. And
every day my heart grows heavier and heavier, until it
seems as though it pulses but fecbly—too feebly to Bus-
tain me. When I think of Inim I feel '—the tears were
running swiftly down her face—* T feel asii I, too, will
go mad. Madness would be a blessing, Dr. Morrison,
for then I could not remember—all.’

Dr. Morrison loohed at her sympalhetically.

‘My plan—I have one, yvou see '—with 3 sorrowfutl
little smile, 'is this. His statue, curs, is siill in my
possession, I would not part with it. Supposing’' she
pleailed swiftly, secing the growing wonder on his face,
' supposing thrat I have it brought here, set yp in your
room, and bring him in upon it suddenly. Do you think
such a thing migh{ aid him, might help him 10—

Her throat was very dry and her lips grew-suddenly
parched, for he shook his hcad, averting his eyes not to
see the pain on her face.

' It may serve to drive himn to the padded cell. My
dear madaimn, consider, 1ITe 1s at peace now ; he has no
cares, no troubles ; he may possably recover in time.
Why disturb him, perbaps condemin him lo—’

‘ No, no ; do not say it, do net say that word,” she
cried, pressing her hands to her hcart. ‘1 beg you, I
beseech you, d¢ not say that word to me. God—you
do believe in God, don’t you? God wouldn't be so
cruel to me. Ti{—if you knew how—mmuch—' her voice
grew faint and weah—‘if you kuew how much T loie
him, and how he loved me until that'miserable day ! I
am so unhappy,” she went on. ‘ Night and day he is
with me, night and day 1 think of him, dream of him,
hope for him, plan {or him, love him, love im, love
him. Oh, Dr. Morrison, bhe pitiful. Sce, I kneel 1o
you. Let me {ry to save Imm; for it mweans death to
me if I cannot.’

She was at hig feel indeed, her hands clasped across
his knees, her face, luminous in 1ls paller, raised to his,
her blue eyes dark with anguish. The professional man
was vanquished. Ilis heart was stirred.  Suddenly he
saw her as she had been on that day when she first
realised the dreadful truth. 1Ile rememhbered her, sor-
rowful and stricken, but not like this, for her Tbeauty
ther was voung and sweet and fresh, pink and white and
delicate, not siraiped 1o the mere shadow of a vanish-
ing loveliness, like the white countenance turned up now
to his pitying gaze. He fell that she spohe {ruth—
that present conditions meant death io her.

* Women should be made of sterner siuff’ she went
on sobhingly. ‘1 should he brave and strong, T know,
but I cannot. He was all T Lived for. Al first I was
desperate. I am so much alone, Dr. Morvison, and I am
not brave. Hecause T scem so at times does not argue
that I am, and maybe—mavhe if I showed myself the
coward that T am really, you would not let me come so
often. My heart was wild with its pain. I would
throw mysetf upon my bhed, beggine God to give me
strengih to save him, or to let me die. T{ would have
been easier to me 1o die than 1o struggle, I cannot
fight '

You are the bravest little woman { ever knew,’ said
Dr. Morrison, softly. The fears wrere in his kind eyes.

¢ Just hear me,” she begged. ¢ Just hear me. I
have prayed and prayed so. I asked Our Lady {o have
pity, Our Ladv, my Mother, the only meiher I have
ever known., I prayed to her as T sat looking at the
statue he had made, the statue that proved his undo-
ing. It was ‘“ My Tady TTope,” he had given it that
name, his ideal figure  And Our Ladv showed me then
that thomgh all else was gone | still had hane.  After-
wards, when my mind dwelt on the future, the dreadful
thoughts that fortigred me were driven from me by ihe
praver, ‘ Dear Maother, let me hope.’”’ And last night

like an §nspiration  something came to me. Something
whispered to me that since through her he had lost all
that makes life worth living, through her, by Our
Lady's grace, all would be restored.’

Her voice thrilled him. He looked down at her, not
knowing that the tears that had come into his eyes
were thick upon his lashes, for he was not easily moved
~he had seen so much misery.

. ‘1t shall be even as you desire,’ he said to her. * It
Is a venture, but of that you are aware. You abide
the conseguences 7’

‘1 ahide the conseguences !’
feet tramsformed, her eyes glowing.
covered it with kisses. *Oh, I shall succeed, I shall

succeed ! [ have hope and Qur Lady both with me.
How can I fail 7

She sprang to  hex
She seized his hand

*

And while Dr. Morrison felt that he had done an
unwise thing now, he excused it to himself on  the
grounds that for the past five years he had taken more
than a professional intensl in the case and in the wo-
man. ¢ had yielded, true, amd even realising what‘her
failure meant to both, he eould not say that he re-
gretted doing so. He had seen weeping wives in  his
day, young and beautiful even as she, some of them.
They had come, distraught and anxious, to this tomb of
buried and lost awmbitions, Unlike this woman, how-
eier, they had accepted the ineviiable, they hecame 1e-
conciled.  Some of them, indeed, the greater part,‘were
easily consoled, and Dr. Morrison bhad grown sceptical
where woman’s grie! was concerned. But Lieanor Sat-
terlce, her eyes, shadowed by long watching and sleop-
less hours, shining out of her moonlight face~weli, she
wag different. She commanded not alone his inbense
respeet, but even lus regard. She fought for this man’s
reason with desperate resolve, She left after her week-
ly visit, and the ohysiclan knew that she scarcely left
her knees until she returned again. That, was chiefly
why fic consented to the trial, havimg but a vague idea
of what she meant 1o do or how she meant to do it.
And though he to#d her part of the consequences, he
did not {ell her that failure meant death to Herbert
Satterlee. He was not troubled by the seruples a Cath-
olic practitioner would have in such a case, and mayhap
he felt that death would be a merciful thing—how ymer-
ciful only those who come much in contact with it
know.

They set up ihe glorious statue in the doctor's pri-
vate parlor, placing it carefully in the alcove, and draw-
ing the red velvet curtains so as to hide it from view.
Behind the portieres that led into an imncr room the
doctor and his assistant concealed {hemselves, in case,
the physician told her, of some accident. Dr. Morri-
son’s lips were sel, his brow bent. Now that the trial
was imminent his heart misgave him—to his surprise he
became afraid of her. Not for the blighted mind thas
knew nothing of what was coming, hut for this frajl
shadow, buoycd up by hope and Our Lady. What if she
faed ?  The man was an agnosiic, a freethinker, Bub
at that moment his soul was stirred. ‘I shall be
tempfed {o believe in your exislence, Mother of Christ,
it she succeeds,” he said. Apd then he smiled, The
thing scemed so impossible—that she should succeed.

The mimic king was led into ihe little parlor alone,
Ilis clouded Yrain saw the bare corridors outside trans-
formed intn royal paths,'but the rich furniskings of this
room struck pleasurably upon his senses. He looked
ahout him with ewident delight. Dr. Morrison, with his
keeu gaze upon ihe patient's face, was suddenly start-
led by a woman’s voice, that broke the silence: a rare
contralto, that most beautiful of God's gilts to crea-
tion, and it was singing Mattei’s ‘' Non e ver.! How its
deep tones throbhed through the room, filling it with
speech and spund. The deranged man turned quickiy,
clasping and  unclasping his hands in nervous fashion.
Then out from hehind the curtain she catme. She had
slipped off her long dark cloak, and was clad in simplo
white, her heautiful hair thrown carelessly back from
her face. The woman's soul was desperate, the emotion
that gaxe that %hrill io her voice was passionate fear,
but she was smring as she walked, She looked up ta
meet her hushand's gaze and the somg died upon her
tips. She ran to him, holding out her hands.

¢ Why, Herbert'!’ ghe cried. ¢ You have not ans-
wered me. What is the matter with you? You are
very strange——'

FAm I, sweetheart 7 * he ashed,
dear, because, because—?

She had startled his sleeping brain with a vision of
kerself as she had feen when he wooed her in the coun-
try lanes, when they sang together the songs they both
loved. DBut afler that first effort he grew trouhled. He
nut his hand to his forchead and pushed the hair away.
The old blank look settled across his face,

(To he concluded next week,)

‘1 did not answer,
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