
more darkness and oblivion, 'to be foUowexU'by re-newed nightmare-;, while all the time Iwrithe in afurnace of intolerable heat, lrom which there is noescape. . - . -
'Ihen Iam conscious of a cooler period}'and bf.ac-casional gleams of brightness, '.-glimpses ofv,vobjectswhich^seem familiar, and ,the -sound � of- « well-known-

voices. At length comes a more complete awakening,and< Iknow that 1 am in my own room, -and thatsome one (I can not distinguish who) is seated by mybed. The scent of violets is often waftedtowardme,though whence it comes I- know not, nor do Itry todiscover. * ,. At last, on one memorable day, Iopen my eyes inFull consciousness. I realise - that Iam weak andhelpless;. that the silent woman in the fresh, brightdress, who lifts me up so dexterously, yet.withal sotenderly, is a nurse; and that Mrs. Fenham, a-bunchof violets in the bosom of her dress, is standing 'bythe . bed. '.
'~ °

Itry to speak, but the nurse puts her finger onher lips and says in a quiet voice:INo talking yet ! You must rest and grow strong.'
Days of convalescence followed,during which strength

returned rapidly. Pleasant days they were too/ andsingularly free from care. Probably it came from" thevery nature of my illness that the past troubled- m«n<? " ,.aIV ail- " he oPPressive burden of undefined woe,which had weighed- me down when* the fever was >>atits height, had been lifted with the return of "con-sciousness. I knew that "Paul was absent, but some-how, the thought caused me no anxiety. All detailsof the events of the past few months had slippedfrom my memory, and 1was too weak as yet totrvto recall them, or even to wish to do soOne day, as I awoke from my afternoon sleep,Icaught sight of another figure standing in the licht ofthe window, close by Mrs,.Fenham, .who was sittingthere. I had just., time to recognise Eve Delavelwhen the -figure swiftly glided from the room AsMrs. Fenham made no allusion to Eve, Ibegan topersuade myself- that the circumstance was but a lin-gering trace of my fever, and mere illusion. Never-theless, it woke up m my memory faint visions of- apast in which Eve had been connected with sometrouble.
_ -

Next morning, whenIwoke, it was -with full con-sciousness of my overwhelming loss. Paul had' beentaken from me, and my life stretched out before-medrear and lonely. Tears flowed abundantly, -as thebitterness of my grief made itself felt. Somethinglike hatred for the girl who had been the cause ofmy bereavement rose up in my heart. But Iprayeddesperately against it, and grace conquered I was■ still weeping.quietly when a light footfall soundedoutside, and/I opened my eyes to see Eve standingby my.bedside. My -.heart went- out in a cry <§
pam. ,.
a +u° BXS'. how couM y°u send him to meet hisdeath— my Paul, my only brother ? ' '

Tears started to her eyes too, but a smile brcAe s

out on her face. - * " " .'Dear Lady Sara,' she cried, 'Paul is not dead fwe is alive and well, and is' coming back to youanci to me. ■ .
111. ■

The astounding news which Eve had so suddenly re-vealed, far from having any ill effect, proved a mostefficacious tonic. True, the nurse, who had.come uponus immediately after the disclosure, had beenhorrifiedto find us both in tears and pouring forth mutualapologies, and had banished Eve from the.room with
r
little ceremony; but, in the.rend, she- found it moreprudent to yield to my earnest entreaties for. a tho-rough explanation. So Eve was recalled, and MrsFenham came too, and all that they had to tellgave joy to my heart.It appeared that a telegram had arrived from Paul?n?n* ĉ very day * had been taken iH! it was in-tended to correct the error in the newspapers,regard-ing his death. As soon as possible after this a let--
j

.followed, explaining Jiow the mistake had occur-red. Owing to my unconscious state at the- time, ithad been impossible to communicate any particulars tome ; although our lawyer, who had" been appealed toadvised Mrs. Fenham,.who had hurried from-London atthe first intimationof my illness, to open both tele-gram and. letter. ' - ' "'
Let me sec what Paul says !' Icried impatient-ly,.as 'soon as all this had been explained to me 'I- want to know all particulars. It will do me goodNurse '—for that authority began to look doubtful ofthe consequences* .5.*

_" My petition was .granted, and the documents wereproduced. .Eagerly Iopened the Jittle browa envelope.'Notkilled. Slightly wounded.
■ ■

'
Paul.'

vr..' I'vevlost,,eyeryLhiug^. -I care for except you ♥ he
said with unwonted..tenderness.: «I shall, have to diesome day;"and in any ease Imay die before "youWho knows ? '. ""■ ,'

That is possible. Thousands of young fellows diewho never see a battlefield; that 1 grant. Should"death come to iyou.unsought, " as it did to all ourdear ones,. I
-
should bow to the divine will, Ihope.But, you have no right .to court death. You.havenoright to tempt Providence by rushing into imminentdanger. And surely some consideration is due to meeven if you value your life so cheaply.''

You are the one that holds me back." Thetrouble I might cause you is the only argument ofany weight against my going.' *
Icould well understand how ardently he longed toget away from himself ; yet the means he,proposedterrified me. Every day the newspapers contained longlists of dead and dying. Paul was bent upon courtinga like fate; for no soldier can count upon immunityfrom the danger which ever hangs over himwhen on the field of battle; and Paul, sick atheart, and disgusted with life's bitterness, would beimpatient of precautions. My heart was torn - withthe dread of losing him forever. Not only did Igrudge the sacrifice of the hope of our family - butstill more the risk of a life so dear to me. The'disparity in our ages had changed the character of my

love for him;- it was as a mother; rather than anelder sister, that Ihad cherished him since his motherwas taken from him in early boyhood.
And yet Icould not help seeing that the absolutechange of life which his departure would involve— theunfamiliar hardships, the unwonted occupationsstrange surroundings, unknown faces— promised a reliefotherwise impossible.. The very nearness of constantdanger would tend to lift'him up above mere selfishinterests. He was young and he was impressionable"

ana,, though his recent ciuel disappointment must needs"leave its traces upon his after-life, it might well bethat so thorough a break with the past as ihisproject involved would enable"Titno, the universalhealerto work an effectual cure.
Reflecting thus, Iresolved to oppose no longer.'
Ihave had an anxious time, Paul,'Isaid a fewdays later. 'My mind has been torn by fears amidoubts on your behalf, but Ihave conquered them atlast. Ihave come to the conclusion that there issuch a thing as too much solicitude in a matter ofthis kind. After all, we can, none of us, reckon withcertainty upon even one more hour of life". Iwill nottry to keep you at home against your will Go ifyou wish, with StephenKen ; ami may God haveyou

in His holy keeping! '
<' Many thanks, ' Sally dear! '. he said, ashe bright-

ened up.
"
Iknow what a wrench it means for you. "

But peace, comes through war, and 1 look to this warto bring peace to me.'
In less than a week from that day he was upon

the ocean.
»"

- --
1- ~ '

lh
Laynham was but a small country ivillage, and posts iwere erratic. No newspaper ever made its" appearance

until late in the morning, when it was eagerly pouncedupon for the latest war news. Inever scanned thelistof casualties without a linking at heart, for dread ofwhat tidings it might have for me. Yet Inever ""
failed to read it.

About a month after Paul's arrival at the seat of "
war, Iopened the paper, as usual. My eye caught atonce the bold headlines: " Important Engagement.

'

Boers Swept Back. Heavy British Losses.'
Swiftly Iglanced down the long list of names inthe dreaded column. . The very one Ishrank- fromencountering seemed to leap out from the pace tomeet my gaze. There it stood, blazpned, as it seemedto me, in bolder type--than all the' rest—

'
Laynham.'

The letters burned themselves into my brain. What'tidings had they to tell- of him who was dearer to !
me than all the world besides.? Ipulled myself to-gether, and tried to fix my eyes steadily upon theannouncement. There, under the heading "Killed inAct-ion, L saw the name 'Lieut..^ the.Earl of Laynham.'

"

Ican recall nothing of what followed. The roomwhirled round with me f then a dark curtain fell-and:
.c.
c"* i>& all,sense of life. 'Long afterwardIlearnedthat

-
the servants had discovered me lying unconscious,the fatal newspaper still firmly grasped in my hand. !

The shock brought on a long and.>dangerous illness.'
'

As to subsequent events,,my memory can not help '

"ft^fm ai?. able, to recall dimly a period of hideousnightmare, m which the forms of Paiil and Eve Dela- >>
yal are. ever prominent..Over all there seems to'hang

'"
the sense of-some vapue, overpowering calamity fromwhich. Istrive in Vain to free 'myself. Then come
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