
slipped away because he did not wish his
name to appear in the matter.

“The parson" held his peace; so did

Jenny Garth; and there was no proof
against anyone known to be among
Mr. Vail’s enemies. There were those
who believed that Mr. Churchill could

have spoken had he wished; for if he

had had no warning, how came he to

discover the tire so opportunely? But he

was often out late at night, and his

passing the house at the right moment

might have been a coincidence. At all

events, he would become but the more

popular in the neighbourhood fur “know-

ing how to hold his tongue."
Stainforth suffered intensely from his

burns, for some time, and could neither

sleep nor eat for the fever in his veins.

Often, at first, he knew only dimly what

was |>assing round him. and seeing Con-

suelo's face constantly near him. he

believed it to be a dream. By and bye,
however, he realised that he was lying
ill at her house, and remembered every-

thing that had led to his presence th*re.

lie tried to be sorry and to wish that

he were at home, lonely though that

home might be. but he could not be

sorry Physical weakness made it diffi-

cult for hun to do battle with himself,

as he had long grown accustomed to do-

ing in his strength, and he resigned him-

self to being quietly happy because he

coukl not help it—happier than he had

been since the days when he was

Stainforth. But that was before he

had begun to think.

Some times when he couhl not rest,
but would lie toss.ng with fever, and

the throbbing pain of his burns. Con-

euedo would lay her little hand, very
shyly al first, then with less self con-

sciousness on his hot forehead, smooth-

ing back the short, dark huir. He could
have died happily thus, he told himself,
with her hand on his head. “If only 1

had known her six months sooner than

I did," he would -*ay over and over.

‘‘She was a child then, but I -should have

loved her. and that miserable fl ination

of mine would never have been begun.
Lady Wen-wick would be an innocent

won.’an to-day; poor old dim woukl pro-
bably have been alive still, contentej.
if not happy, an1 I—l1 —1 should have been

free to try and make a good woman

care for me.” .
When the bitterness of hi- regrets

would become too deep to bear,

he woukl try to remind himself that per-

haps his sufferng in the past had not

been all in vain. Through the'expia-
tion of his own sin. he might ’rive been

able to help others, whose lives he

would not have touched in happiness
and good fortune. Bat with Consuelo

near him. ministering to bun. his y. a.h

was hot in his veins, and he could on.lt

remember that he was a man who loved

a woman, and was unfit io ask that she
should share his life.

“1 ought nut to wish her to share such
a life us 'nine." he would remind him-

self sternly, ‘ even if I had a right to ask

her, which I haven’t, and never shall.

My life must always be one of hardship,
for atonement's sake. Whenever I find

that I am becoming too happy and com-

fortable in one place. I must go to an-

other—l must ‘move on' always, doing
what good I can. and bearing my cross.

Ishould be a brute even to want io lay
that cross on a girl's shoulders.”

So when he had begun to think, he

would argue, -and the first sweet con-

tentment of his convalescence was gone,
as if searched by the flames which had

burned his flesh.
Mr Vail had recovered from his acute

attack of rheumatism before Stainforth

•was able to talk with the young ‘assis-

tant- nurse,’ as Sister Wells called Con-

suelo; and freed from her attendance

upon her father, the girl had more time

to give to their guest. When ho was

strong enough to listen, she told him
how parish affairs -were going. an I
.spoke <sf the progress of repairs on the

burned wing. The curate. Mr Danvers,
was doing very well; he had preached
a good sermon on everybody
seemed satisfied with his work, but was

anxious to have Mr Churchill l»ack when

he was quite, quite strong enough—not
before.

When Stainforth had been ill for a

week, he was allowed one afternoon to

sit up in bed for the first time, propped
up among some pillows. His mini hid
been as clear as ever now. for two or

three days, and he knew that he was

allowing the image of Consuelo Vail to

dwell too constantly there. He knew
that she coloured all his thoughts; thaz
he Ind but tn shut his eyes for her face
to appear, like a fair apparition in the

dark; that when she went out of the
room, he wat lied the door continually
for her return: that when she was with

him, he was miserable lest she should

“Miss A’ail said she would come in

and sit with you for a bit, if 1 wanted

to go out for a little exercise about this
time." announced Sister Wells. “You
won’t mind if 1 do go. will you?’

“Of course not." ?aid Stainforth. “Bat

plea-e don’t trouble Miss A’ail. 1 am

perfectly comfortable, and shan't want

anything till you come back. There’s
no reason why 1 shouldn’t be lef: alone.
I must get used to it. you 'know, for in

a day or two 1 shall be well enough to

crawl home, and —”

“Can’t you pretend to yourself that
this is home?" asked Consuelo, smiling
her lovely, shy smile, as she came in

just in time to catch the last words.

“No.* for 1 aim nappy here,” Stainforth

had sai<i. before he could stop the words,
and then regretted them; for though
they were true. Le had no right to tell
such truth to Consuelo A’ail. “I am also

in danger of growing lazy," he went on.

trying to make hi> vokv sound indif-
ferent. and succeeding in making it

sound very cold. -“You are too good to
me. 1 must go away as scon as I can.”

By this time Sister AA’ells had slipped
out for her walk. Consuelo and Stain-
forth were al me together for the first

time since the day of their meeting in

the fog. nearly five years ago. Each
thought of that day. and each supposed
that the other would not; for th? man

was not at all sure that Consuelo recog-
nised him as Lord Stainforth. and re-

membered the hour or two that they had

spent in each other's society so long ago;

while th? girl fancied that the little epi-
sode would have been without impor-
tance in his mind.

“If you are so anxious to go and leave

us,” Consuelo said. rather sadly. “we
shall think that we let you miss things
you would have at home, and we sTiou'd

lx? so sorry to think that."

Something in the sweet young voice
quickened the l>eating of the man’s

heart. Instinct told him temptingly, at

this moment, that he had a strong influ-

ence upon tlx* girl, that it was in his

power to make her care for him as she

never had eared, never would care for

anyone else in th? world. He did not de-

liberately say this thing to himself, and

if the thought had taken form in his

mind, ho would have put it away as

monstrous <-<merit. protesting that he

must be mad to dream it for a moment.

But ]•»? felt the truth with his heart, not
with his brain, and he felt also that, if

he were to act consistently with princi-
ple. he would Jo what he could to dis-

please Ppi*, now at the very threshold of
their i newed acquaintance.

It was this instinct which had put
ice into his voice, to contradict th;-

warmth of his impulsive w<»rd>. “She

had better dislike me. and then iherc

will l»e no danger for either of us." some-

thing had whispered insistently, and

kept him l>ound in siknv.-. If he did not

answer her gentle little hint, she would

think him a disagreeable fellow, un-

grateful. and cold-hearted; and it wa-

llet t’ r so. But it hurt him horribly to
hurt her. and he had to press his lips
tightly together to keep back the words

which she would have been triad to

hear.

Consuelo xaw him grow pale, and so

ihe effect of his intended unkiminess was

lost upon her. for she fancied that he
was suffering, and unable to speak.

“I mustn't make you talk." she said,
and sighed in sympathy with Lis pain.
But the sigh was a knife-thrust at Stain
forth’s heart, for he believed that his

sulky silence had caused it. To >ave his

life ly? could not have helped turning
to look wistfully at the girl, and the

hungry dark eyes met the blue grey ones,

which spoke the love she would have

died sooiu?r than speak with her lips.
He saw the look, and his pale, worn

faco flushed darkly to the forehead.
Again Consuelo misunderstood. “Are

you suffering?" she exclaimed. ‘‘Can I

do anything for you?"
‘‘You can do everything.” was the ans-

wer in his heart, but aloud he said, al-

most chillingly*. “No, thank you. there

is notiiing that you can do. I want

nothing."

Now. at last, the girl Iwgan to under-

stand that his coldness was not caused

by pain, and she wondered, miserably,
how she couhl have offended him.

“Perhaps." -%he thought sadly, “he dis-
likes me because be associates me with

the past th it he has evidently l»een
trying to put away far from him. Per-

haps it worries him to have me in the
room. It never occurred to me before,
Jhat it might l»e so. I'm afraid I am

very stupid.” The girl fell suddenly as

if she had a great lump of ice in her

breast, which must always be there ail
the test of her life. “1 ought to have
understood." she said to herself, “when
1 heard him tell Sister AA’ells not to call
me. that it was because he really would
lather be alone than have me with
him.”

She had been sitting by the bed side,
but now she rose, her cheeks brightly
pink, and her eyes sparkling with tears

which -he would not let Pall. “Perhaps
you could sleep if 1 went out." she sug-
gested. trying to sjieak lightly. “\\ id

you try if I go?"
“Acs, 1 will try," he replied.
“And you will touch tne bell on the

little table if you need anything."
“1 am sure 1 shall not need anvthing,"

he s-aid.

There was nothing for Consuelo to Jo
but to go. As soon as she was outside

the door the tears she had held back

streamed from her eyes.

.“Yes it is certain that he dislikes

me.” she thought. “But how different
lie is now that he is getting belter.
A\hen he was very ill he seemed to cling
to me. and want me with him. Sister
AV ells often asked me to stay. Rut naw

—in what a tone be said: ‘There is
nothing that you can do.’”

AVith the shutting of the door the

grimne-— of his fate seemed to close in

round Stainforth irrevocably. He would
Live given the world to call Consuelo

back, and yet he couhl not have done
so for all that world.

He loved her: she meant youth, and

life, and the sweetness of th? one

AV’oman to him. but she was not to be

his, and because of the revealing look

in her dear eyes, he must make himself

hateful in them. He must begin to do
i r

now. and go on doing it until he

could leave her. never to see her any
more, save front a distance. It would

be the kindest way, therefore the only

way to take; for if she learned to care

she would Im? miserable. Now. to find

him hateful, sullen, ungracious, and

ungrateful. would hurt her girlish
vanity, perhaps, hut scarcely more. Yet.

how he wanted her! How his sou!

cried out for her to come back.

He wished that he were very ill again,
and not responsible for his own words

and -actions; he had been happy when

he Thought her face a dream, and bad
tried io go on dreaming. But dreams

were not for hiai. Life was very reaJ.

an I it ha 1 to be lived.

By and bye Sister AVclls cam? back,

and wa> surprised to find Miss A’ail sit-

ting by a window at t'ae end of the

corridor, not far from the closed door

of the invalid's room. She spoke bright-
ly. saying that she had come out

to let Mr Churchill sleep, remaining
cL -»e by in case of need; but her ey?«
1 «oked as if she had been crying. Mr

Churchill seemed feverish, and had cer-

tainly not slept. Sister AA’ells’ curio-

sity was roused, and she determined to

find out if anything had happened: fur

she had Imvii weaving a very pretty little

romance round the v. *ar and Consuelo

A’ail. and now she pictured a lovers'

quarrel.

“Poor little Miss A’ail h?s been sit-

ting outside in the corridor crying."
she announced, as s’ae mixed waler with

Stainforth's cooling draught, and peep-
ed ’it him from under her eyelashes. “I
wonder what can Im* the mailer?"

Stainforth did nut answer, but she

had the satisfaction of seeing the

blood rush to his face, leaving him paler
than before, as it ebbed slowly away.
A< he gave her no opening, the nurse

was obliged reluctantly to drop the -ab-

jcct; but soon after her patient began
to speak again about going home. ‘ I

•am so much better and stronger now.

that I shall be able to get away to-

morrow’. 1 should think."

not.” replied Sister AA’ells.
“Why. 1 have been engaged by Mr Vail

to stop till next week, and take care of

you, when you ar? putting on the airs

of a well man. sir? How could you Jo

your own bandages. 1 should like to

know. You couldn't; and until your

burns are well, you ure at nn meroy
and Miss Vail’s.”

Again Stainforth was silent, but he
was not convinced. He could not con-
tinue to >ee Consuelo as he was sct'inv
her now. and l*e certain that he a iulc
not fail in his newly adopted policy. Ik
would almost surely yield to an impulse
stronger than any policy, and a*k lh»

girl s forgiveness foi hi< seeming in

gratitude, and explain it all too clearly
for hi- own peace of mind perhaps fo:
her-. And if he were to l»e in the sanu
hou-e without seeing her. knowing tha*
he had driven her away by his tuileuess

that he had hurt her in heart an I girl
isli pride, he would suffer too intcnselv
No. the situation was now too severelv
strained, after the scene which had i»ist
pas-e<l. He determined that next day
he would test his strength by getting
up. when the nur-e had left him . ’one.

and try to dress himself. If he could
succeed in doing that, no one could say
that hr was not able to go home to the
vicarage, where his housekeeper would
look after him well enough.

According to this resolution, he made
the effort next morning, and though he
was surprised at his own weakness, be

succeeded in dressing him-elf without

fainting.
Si-ter \A ells had gone out. making in

errand to the chemist's, in the vj|’;»ge.
an excuse for het daily exercise, and
this time Miss Vail had not been asked

to sit with him in the nurse's absence.

Thus Stainforth had more than half .in

hour to spend in carrying out his plan;
and weak as he was. he had needed every
one of those thirty minutes. At last,
when he was dressed, and the bandage
across his forehead folded as narrowly
as he dared, he decided to try going
downstairs. Consuelo often wrote let-
ters for her father at this time of day.
he ha<l heard her saying to the nurs«\

and probably he should find the two to-

gether. and surprise them.

A’ery slowly, he went down the shal-

low* steps of the winding stairway, that

led to a part of the house which ho did

not yet know. It was humiliating to

find that he had to keep on? bandaged
band on the balusters, to steady him-

self. but. after all. he thought that h?

was doing very well. He would no doubt

be able to pcrsua<le Mr. A’ail that be

was quite able to take up ordinary life

again, where he had laid it down, eight
days ago.

Far away in the west wing, a sound
of pounding came to hi- ears; the car

penters at work: but there was no «dher

sound in the house, and he paused nt

the foot of the stairs, uncertain which

way to go. He felt vuriuu-ly giddy, too

<nd was glad that there was n >
near for a moment, until he should have

lime to recover himself.

Be was in a small, old-fashioned

square hall, with waiscolted walls, and .

big latticed window at one ends so drop
<d with creepers that the place was firlec

with a soft emerald ligld. as if the sun-

shine filtered thrMigh a dr.insparrtH

green curtain. Opposite, was a do<>r

that led out into the-garden,~.;j,ud thi-.
stood half open. The sweet, yet mekin

choly fragrance of aromatic autumn

flowers hung in the air.

Set against the wainscotting, near th<
foot of the stairs, was a big. chintz

covered sofa, and near by was a table

on which asters and marigolds lay scat-

tered. ready to Im» arranged in some

bowls and vases in the centre of tin

brilliant heap.

Thi- was the picture stainforth saw

as he stood hesitating. “She must Im*

out there in the garden." hr tboughU
“In a moment she will be coming ir

with more flowers. What a fool I ait

to be so weak. She mu-t not see me like,

this. It I sit down for a moment, per

haps. I shall be myself again. 1
But the thought was never finished.

His head swam, and he staggered to the
big M»fa. falling back upon it. dead!;
white, just as Consuelo came in, wilt

her hands full <»f late roses.

(To be Continued.)

.
HOW TO CURE HORSE AILMENTS.

Eminent Veterinary Surgeonsstrongly recommend CBNDY S FLUID
as a Speedy and absolutely Certain Cure for Sore Backs,
Sore Shoulders, Broken Knees, Crease, Thrush. Wounds,
and Cracked Heels in Horses (see Veterinary Book on bottle)

Condy’s Fluid is sold by all Chemists and Stores. Beware of local
Substitutes, all of which are inferior in Composition and in Strength.

CAUTION—Ask for, and insist on having “ Condy’s Fluid."
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