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went; I had begun to care too much
for you, and life was hard. Now I
may, uay it. For a time, when that
¥rent shock came into my life, weak
with the pain of losing you, I Jost all
seuse of thought and power; then jt
all came aguin—the love-—the pain.
id you ever forget?®’

“Never, love, never!” I drew her
cloger tomie. In her long white gown,
her slight bare arms where the sleeves
fell back, che was ethereally lovely.

“It iz= three years mince you came
into my life—three years ago we be-
#un to be an interest to each other.’”

“You love mel!™ 1 said. “Oh. say
it ngain, Veropical!”

There was a little questioning look
in her face.

“Do you want me to wait for you?”
she asked, “or is there another? Bhe
spoke with a smile. “There was an-
other oncve™ she said.

“Yes,” I said, “there was another
once.”

Then her two arms, like clinging
tdoves, wound themselves around my
neck.

“Where is she?” Veronica asked,
tenderly; “in Heaven, waiting, too?”

“i think she is in Heaven —-I be-
lieve it

“And you have been my faithful
knight.” she said, “‘all these y2ars?”

Very quietly I Jaid her on her
¢urhions and watched beside her till
Lite in the eveming. Then she pro-
nused me at last that it it would
make me happier she would be my
wife. g0 that I cou’d watch over her
to the last.

The dwtors said that if she chose
tn go so long a journey she might be
tnken to Lochseye. She wished to
4liv in my home.

e were married ib her own room,
for she was toe i1l to go to church.
“he wore by my wish 8 white shad-
ow-like gown and veronica flowers,
those Wbive purple veropicas which
grow by the sea.

$he was half sittiug up, at her back
I had plared u pgreat lilac-hued cushion
as support. Her little son and daogh-
ters knelt by her, dressed in white.
The clergymuan was her brother, and
he loved her dearly. His voiee falter-
ed as he wished her happiness. Just
Lefore the ceremuony began I noticed
she still wore her weddiug ring and
the witch's eyes. 1 told her to take
them off. She shook her head and
whispered to me :

‘“iNo, ma. Arthur was their father,™
puinting to the children; “you would
nut have me show his memory such
disrenpect.”

[ wmilersiood and loved her more
for this. Hut she took off the witch's
exes and placed it on her right hand.
~t it stay there,” she said, it
lLas Brought me a blessing.”

M she had her wish, ax those who
- this ring must ever have.

Next dday we set out on our long
journey to Lochseye. She was very
tired andd 111 as we droeve through the
rlen to Lochseye. We arrived very
quirtly; nu cne was to know of our
arrival, 1 earried her through the
kalt and to her own sitting-room,
She wever spoke, she only smiled.  As
I placest her an the sofa she teok my
hand:

"] have never been so happy in my
fife bLefore”

And there in that room, which had
Pwen 1y mother’s, I watched by my
wife. She was the gentlest being:
~he conld never speak much, and of-
ten through the long nights I used to
hwld her up in my arms fearing she
werild never see the dawn again.

How we learnt to know and love
vich other during those calm bLeau-
tirnl weeks.

T'he oak panelled roem had been ar-
runged all to her wish and will. She
liked to lie looking ont over the old
“coteh park, and watch the sunset
tehind  the great fir trees. She
worked with slight, tired fingers, her
last piece of needlework, a satin
cuilt, thick and soft like the mater-
ials of long age. and wave into Il
nwany dark leaves Bnd violets; and

we

when at lart it was finished she work- -

vd in the corner. “ Verconica Lind-
suy. her last work."”

Hut she never finished the last word
nnd the needle atill hangs to the vie
Int thread. She was very happy. Of-
ten when reading or writing by her.
1 would look up and find her eyes
watching me with a look of infinite

ienderneas. But the shade of Death
was always beside us, though for a
liatle while he lingered before he
vlaimed her.

Her picture hangs on the wall where
I write, nbove the sofs, where she
w.ways lay, white and spirit-like,
with the eyes grown too large for
the face, smaller than the faves of
ner children. She was painted lying
o1 her sofa, propped up by those
heliotrope cushions, the pearly-blue
work lying on her kneea, and the
white gown she always wote.

“ 1t is seldom.” I s=said, * darling,
thut two are aliowed to be =0 ahso-
Liiteiy happy on earth.”

1 wpoke cheerfully. but T seemad
te aee the presence of Death already
in the room.

“Yes,” she answered, softly, “ we
two have found the Ideal, and the
finding of the Ideal means death.
Lunvelot, you live in the presence of
denth, Your mother, your friends,
winl now your wife

lined, 80 we ventured to take her out
in a puny chair for a little

“Now let me wait a little”

1 have never loved my home as [
did thut day. The old castle stood up
high over the deep, dark blue Inch-—
great fir trees protected us from the
sea winds, but they were sea winds
of the southern coast., Below the
house lay the Hower garden, but no
flowers were there, except the vio-
lets below the warmest wall.

On Veronica’s knee lny & great
nosegay of hot-house flawers [ had
gathered her as we went through the
parden. Never your garden. beloved.

The inexpressible glory of a winter
maorning lay over all. the feeling of
frost through the brilliant sunshine.

“Lancelnt, T love pur home. and 1
like to think I shall lie here through
apes ad Veronica Lindsay.”

I knew she was taking her Iaxt
look all round. The children came
round the corner of the garden.
happy. loving creatures. They all
came to her and kissed her, very care-

On very sunny warm days T wunkl fake her 1:wind 1he paths.

“ But what were the other deaths
compared to this?

77 I answered, and
i 1 spoke, a knife seemed tu pass
throngh my very soul

" Ah. Lancelot! dear husband of
Eeart and soul, it will be long for
you. and long for me—-"

On very sunny warm afternoons.
vrapped in furs, T would take her
round the walke and paths and gar-
den so that she shonld know her
hume, however slightly.

* Dear Lancelet! ” she woull say,
lsoking at me with tears on her eye
lashes, “can't you understand why
we are mever given lasting  happi-
ness? Heaven would be snch a wearl-
niss alone after this, Still.  stil!
tirere will be the Lord of Life and
Death. Wil He make up far all that
I am leaving? "

She nsed sometimes to mee the cnt-
tage peaple, the oldest favourites of
the villnge, wha had known my me-
ther.

“Her Indyahip in a lovely lady,
whe is dying fnat, that is sure”
heard afterwards they used tn wny.

One November morning  the sun
ahoneé so warmly that she nxked mie
to take her ont once apunin. She was
covered from neck fo foot with her
senlekin clenk, and that, too, wan fur-

Fully and tenderly. Even Arthur, who
wis going to scheal at Christmas,
was very soft and gentle to her.

That evening late as T xat beside
lier. 1 saw her face more ashen white,
andl the look of death ereep over her
face.

“There is no jealousy of Cynthin
now,” she said to me. “I shall be
nearest to you ns your wife perhaps.
and vet, who knows? If you Wwleng
tn her T shall knaw it is right. DRut
we shall sometimes remember these
days tegether. 8oon, very soon, 1
shall knnw what is the Hereafter.
1f T meet Cynthia 1 will speak of
you—there ix no marryving or giving
in marriage there, as we understane
it. anly spiritual love and pence.”

How lovely she wax ax she lay lonk-
Ingg at me: this wax a painless hour.
For the reat, it was auffering un-
spenkahle,

“These have heen daya of wneh hap-
piness,” ghe said, “Hven for a litle
while in thix life we have been recom-
peneed for putting Away the human
unid xeeking the divine in my married
days. Now the reward ig great he-
rvaml words.”

T eould not gpeak; &he laid her hand
on my head, my fnce wan buried in
her cushinns,

“Leaving you, leaving you, beloved
—yes—but we must meet.”

Her soul and mine were one, her
being and mine were one, “Death,
that hewls not ach ar sigh,™ was
standing by us, He came very gunjet.
ly—her lips on mine, my arms
around her. When | Iaid her back
on her pillow lkath had taken away
the xoul of Veronica.

They had covered her ull over with
the Lilue veronica fHawers, but inside
her sweet hand I had hidden a
spray of heliotrope.

“Bu hush, I will give you thils leaf to
heep;

Bee, I
band!

There, that im our seeret, go to aleep.
Yon will walke, remembsr, and undar-
stand,'

lal'll.lr. it lnmlde the sweet cold

I kissed her just before they laid
down the lid—I was a little while
alone by her, and all her little child-
ren eried outside. Through her had
come wy suffering, through her had
¢OIe My CrOWHN—Iny crown on earths
anel. (i gprant His grace, in  the
After-life.

[ knew. T felt, I heard the wvaice
of my wife saying to me:

"I am with you, my Lancelot.”

The beautiful hody of Veronica
lies in oy old churchyard, and her
children are as mine. I still sit here
n_mi wait, and I am growing old. The
viulets eluster round her grave, in
spring and autumn days, and I know
she isx waiting for me. and the time
is long for both.

In the long evenings, when Veroni-
ci's ehiklren, those who remain with
me. have gone nway and  left me

alome, in the midnight hours,
drenm over my past lite and some-
times the angel Cynthia, and often
the beloved wife. ecome to e, and
in the radiant eves I read that
both are in Paradise. Omly in Cyn-

thia’s eyes there is nothing bnt the
spiritunl  peace and rest of ane
whnse woul is satisfied, of one wha
has found Him Whom 6un earth she
sought always, if from afar. But
in the eyes of my Veronica, in whose
grave my heart sleeps. there is just
the fouch of wistfuloess as of one
who waits,

{The End.)
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