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jTIz'e:_::'Ro'ck in the Path.

.

8 the d.octor buiy‘l‘” -
Mre. Boyle paused’ temtatively
, - with. her hand on the surgery
'door, ws the nurse rustled through
the hall in. her atiff print uniform.. .

“Wa,. Mrs.. Boyle, tﬂe -last patnent “hag
just gone, the doctor ia only unnug ap
his cases,”

With a amile. of thﬂnks “the au"tors
wife turned the handle of the ddor ,ud
went into the surgery. .

Dr. Boyle {who, at forty years
was regarded as -one of Lendons: rlaing
snrgeons) was otanding at a table. he-
hind hig desk; his whole body béariig
the weary dmop that testified to another
dap of close and:iinrvemitting laboar.” "',

“Ta that you, nurse?” the question wai
hardly put when the doctor acemed: o
Teel his wife's presente,
round to wfeet. her. - - -

“What, you, sweetheart!- this is: ﬁag-
rant - disobedience:”

“Even the laws of the \,{edes and Per-
sians were occdasicnally set at naught.
and Avril Boylé slipped- her hand ins'de
her husband’s arm,

“8g “wly ‘mot thinef \\eIl Pm Just
through? and the doector elosed his buooka
and rang for the nurse to gue her some
parting ymstructions, ~ .

“That's over, come and rvwe me some
tea,” and husband and wife Jeft the sui-
gery \uth a cuurteous goodbye to the
nurse,

“What - marLe you lopk me: wp,.litile
woman?” said the doctor.as they entered
the library, where a tea-table was set by
a bright Tire im evident anticipation of
their coming. e -

“Becaiise I've such a lu\el), qurp'r e_for
you and I conldn’t wait any loager.”” - .

“You baby, but another ,surplme' It
was only last weel that you mave me
those new curtaing for the constlting
rooms. What an extravagant young
person,” and the doctor’s voice took on
a mockingly serious tone, as he surveyed
his wife’s dalaty form.

“Now, dow't scold, Depham, surely. you
remember what day this is? No® Why
ita }nm‘ birthday, goose, 50 my extrava-
gance is ]usmﬁed -

“By Jove' 1 had fm',rwtten '
- “You always do, and you'd fafyet mme
too if L. d.dn t write it in youf. en"agc-
ment baok” - -

“Np, don't get up ‘l\rﬂ' added,’
Dentam half rose to get his. tea
shall be-spoilt to-day because it's Jom
fortieth bhirthday?™

“Rorty, good lord! T am ﬂettm" into
the sere and yellow leaf,- you qhuu]du
remind a chap so brutn!l_', ‘of his years?”

“And you shuuldnt De vainer thin th!'
proveibial woman; < wbut look,” . Avril
wheeled a whair in front of lier .|L15b-1ml
on which she placed a water-coloar pic-
ture framod in black, . “Is that in.a good
Light, sha!l I mave the chair??

“¥os, move it a little to the.leit anl
turmf that light, higher,”

Avril oveyed aml watehed Tier h l“b'\nd.
nnxwua‘y as hc silently gazed ot the pu:—
ture, |

Denham ]Bmles halby  wis p ctmoa,
and he prided himself not a little on his
judgmeant of t.hc n.  Landseapes partieu-
larly appealed to him, and in this little
sunset pietnre Iis wife felt she had
sceured something he would like.

It was a simple thing, yet p‘lll‘lt(‘(] with
such breadth and Jusl*'meub that one
knew atd loved the quiet, ecountry path
bordered on each side by magses of pol-
den govse,  Across thie middle of the
path _1ust as it meared the hill-top lay
an outuvrop-of grey lichen-covered stone}
the doctor eoull see, n8 he bent forward,
the smooth places whers countless feet
had..crossed the cbstacle.  The back:
groupd wns & radiant sunset eky and in
the foreground = solitary, binck-facsd

sheep niblled the tender whoots of tha_

gorsta ..

ancl whee]ed

*“A roek in the paih,” murmured the
doctor absently as he leaped back in his
chair.

“Oh, Denham, you've seen n. before
then, I am disappointed.”

¥No, dear, I've nob seen xt
do you meant? -

“That in the name of the puture, I saw
it in a dealer’s and knew you would lika
it. I was s¢ pleaserd with it thar I
brought it home with me just befure I
cane to the surgery for you.”

“©I like it immensely, coma and be
thanked properly” The doctor drew
hia wife down on to his knee as he
spoke, “yon vould have given. me nothing
that would have pleased me so much.
Do you kpow the artist’a n:nme, I d.on’t
recognise the work.”, .
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By S. HENDERSON.

maore llke her' old wurk than- t]m' Italimn
pmtureu of last year. 1 am glad ahe has
done ‘a0 well, poor Maud” ..

“Youwre sounding quite uentun L cl
Telt me alt about her and why you Iave
never &een or heard from her all these
years, for you evidently knew her well.”

Avril drew s small chair near her hiy
ban®s as she spoke.

“0Oh, T believe,” she continued, egling 1
have - utruck on a hidden romance Was

New Zealand days?’
The doctor langhed.
for figding things out.”
* “T'm not finling out,” retorted Avril
ind -vnjmt'ly 1. .ondy. ﬂues-}ed but tell
me '] am nﬂht I've ulwayg falt a i
tle jealous of that glr}’usI

“Trust & woman

191t

“A wilestone inslead of & rock,” mus
mured Avril soltly.
vor Maud, she wue, alwaya an ar-
her ane d;ln-a Irow childbood had
;o L cris and stud intimy.
id :?cn!PuaU\ gam her 'ymhp.hut it
wan tearly, gnlnenl L
“How?, .
Well, it ™ n.'hpn ‘h\lt

. nnts and
Biaker: dicld "And “she -was alone in the
world “that lho wap Trea to go, Her

. pirents died “while 1

wan ip Muglaad,

“-and four years later, whed'l had been

back & .caupte of mnn!hn, Jeannje d.md
tos. Poor Jeannie was an invahid, sad”
very queritions. She was always eom-

plaining that slve wax & hurden, that she

* knew Maud wanted to go to Paris, that

Ctender with

alie wivhed she coult dle and then her
path would be clear. Mawd was very
her, gallantly suppressing
all signe of ber desire to to Pargis.
ToriJeannle’ aake she evel pretended
rrnq naw thaf.'nhc Wwas RTOWD up.an lrt

© lite - dlid not, present- !:he snmﬂ lttrle-
* tionia”

1ogisters death,
Sy ;oﬂ!

“It was them, 1 suppose, after ker

that you wanted her 4o
"Yes; bt she refused me. ‘T hava

Jalways Inughed at Joannie,” she said,

-as T loved Ner.

.,ccmtmnerl, .

‘whien ahe-declired -tliat she: was n roek
in the path, but she wua one, dearly
Now T’'m free to follow
my desire 1 whall not willingly ||Im.-e any

she the girl whom yeu loved Tim those o rocks belween fue anl my goal’?

*But you don't cull my love a rod‘c'
-1 exclaimed, angrily. Ty

“*All love that bars me from my’ nﬂ.
in one she answered.

“Mine would not he. T respect y&hr
* dosire’ too nmch to atand in:the wa
t.‘uuld nnt marry ynu muj BLL g

O

American finanvicr

“you should remember if, for-it is
painted by that New Zealand artist whe
made her pame at the - Academy last
wear with her Italian piztures? S

“Mnud Cell?’ t

“Yes, and you said you had known her
for years.”

“2p I had, it was from her that 1
quoted those words ‘'a rock in the
path’ ™ -

“How curions, Denhan,
when you knew her?”’ -

“Yes, but she has improved im-
measnrably since then. I think though
1 ought 10 have zecugniued thnl, iv s

Did she paint

iifty wears lienee
that lwot-Jouking vne awd mole it run the whole =heetin

Tnteresting, but neads developnwnt,

as the doclor answered s question
\\:Lu A silent westuge wi desunt, ' 1wl how
I sée hu\\ clover slie s 1 feol yuite alr, unl
of her” ’

“Fouw've no newd, dear,” the
~trol
knee. I have known Maud Gell sines
I was n Loy, we wore alwiys the grealest
pals befors I went to Eidind for my
medical course. Whea 1 went bavk to
New Yealnnd I had only a year there
helpre [ tosk up *an appoimment iw

Fuypt; beeause of Maud's vefuml to ae--

comipany my there 1 had a few Jonely
yeara—seven years agoe thongh Xand

:I-'A tnr .
sl the Jittle hand that lay on his |
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el Dbecawe for -me Dot put of Adie -

p.:u!:." -

et oover theves L oenahd Tiarness

el as o welll N, any anore "
whw-adiled, as L atavied to argne ageint 'L
know what 1 oo deinge 1 eare Tor you
the mech to ey Oven onging and in-
teding aw L odo Lo calry ont my dvnire
ol yeara -
Tt weged Tine vaing that was Maud's
final quswer. At the time I was grieved
and woudded; Mt covmed ineredible that
o weman shonld threw away love for art,
That she cpeed for me ] Knew, hut evi-
el Lot o the extent she Ioveid fer
veiutingr. N md the duetor atroked
Lp \u[un <l “1 am nere than ghad
thut my’ pvlnuunlvr- powers fadled.* -
vty 1 toe,” whispered Avrils “but
‘g0 v@, you must tcll me the end.“ .
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