all T could say, was that she was n beautiful widow with
a small income, and that she and Cland were devotad to
each other.

“Yos," said Mrs. Morton, seornfully, “like all other
man, the moment yom see n pratty faee you fnguiro o
further. I quite tremble for Cland."

When I reflected how little 1 really knew nbout Mes.
Despard, 1 felt abashed and guilty. However, Olaud
was n full grown man, and no fraternal couusel was
likely to turn him nside from his desire.

In the course of a fow days he wroto me that he wns
to be married on the 6th of the next month. 1 made ar-
rangements which would enable me to go to the wed.
ding; but threo days before the date nmmed T heard
again from him. The wedding was postponed for a
fortnight. He gave no reason for the delay; but ho said
he was anxious to ses me; and to-morrow he should ran
down to my home,

Heo came as promised. T was aghast when T saw him,
He looked worn, haggard, wretehod. My first thought
was that business had gone wrong with him.  His looks
might well be those of & man on the brink of ruin. Altor
the first greeting 1 at oncs took him to my study in ordor
to be put out of suspense,  Just ns I was ubout to begin
my nnxious questions, he turned to me,

« Frank, old fellow,” he said, imploringly, and with &
faint attempt at & smile, * don't lnugh st me.”

Laagh! That wns the last thing that 1 was likoly to
do. I pressed his hand in silonco.

 Yon won't believe me, 1 know,” he continued. B |
can't bolieve it mysell. Frank, T am haunted.”

« Haunted 1" 1was bound to smile, not from any dis-
position toward morriment, but in order to show the
poor boy the absurdity of his ides.

« Yos, haunted. The word sounds ridicnlous, but I can
uso no other. Haunted."

« What haunts you?"

He came closer to mo and grasped my arm. His
voice sank to n hoarse whisper.

« A horrible, ghastly, grewsome thing, It in Killing
me. It comes between me and my happiness. 1 have
fought and struggled nguinst this phantom terror. |
have reasoned calmly with mysolf. T have Inughed my
own folly to scorn. In vain—in vain. It goow, but it
comes again.”

wOyerwork,” 1 said, * insomuin, too many cigars, Inte
hours; and had you been s drinking man 1 should add,
too much stimulant, too little food, muxiety, parhaps.
Have you anything on your mind—any spocial worry 7"

« O course T have," o waid, pettishly. “ Did 1 not
tall you it is killing me? ™

o What i killing you? "

Heo rose and paced the room exeitedly; then saddenly
he stopped short, and once more clutehed my arm.

A face,” ho said, wildly—“s man's face; n fearful,
white face that comes to me; s horriblo mask, with
foaturcs drawn as in agony—ghastly, pale, hidoous!
Death, or spproaching death, violent death, written in
overy line, Every fosture distorted.  Eyes starting
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from the head. Every cord in the throat standing out,
strained ns by mortal straggloe. Long, dark hair lying
flat and wet.  Thin lips moving and working—lips that
aro cursing, although 1 hear no sound.  Why should
(Lis coe o m—why 0 wo? Who is this desd man
whose face wreoks my lite? Frank, my brothor, if this
in disoase or madness, oure mo; if not, lob me die.”

His words, his gostures, sont a cold thill through
me.  Ho was worso, far worse, than I had feared.

« Oland,” 1 said, * you are talking nonsense; cure you!
of course I mean to cure you, Now it down, oolleot
yourself, and tall mo how this hallucination comos.”

“«Qomos! How doos it como? It gathers in corners
of the room; it forms and takes shapo; it glares at mo
out of the wall; it looks up at me from the floor, Ever
tho snme foarful, white, dying face, throatoning, oursing,
somotimes mocking.  Why does it come? "

1 had already told the poor fellow why it came, but it
wis 1o uso repeating my words,  “Toll me when you
oo it 1 naked; * ot night—in darknoss?"

Ho hesitated, and seomed troubled.  *“ No, never st
pight.  In broad day light only. That to me is the
crowning torror, the ghastliness of it At night 1 could
cnll it » dream.  Frank, boliove me, I am no weak foal.
For wooks I hinve borno with it At last it has eongquerad
wo. Send it awny; or 1 shall go mad!™

111 wend it away, old bay, never foar,  Toll me: cun
you see it now? "

“No; thank God, not now."

« Hiyo you seen it to-day 7"

“ No; to-day T haye beon froe from ik

“ Wall, you'll be free from it to-marrow, and the next
day, and the next, Tt will be gone forover belore you
loavo me. Now come and wes Mary and the babies. 1
havon't even asked you how Mrw Dospard is”

A curions look crossed his faco. “1 think she grows
more beautiful every day,” ho said  Then he solzod my
hand, * Ob, Frank,” he oxolsimed, * rid mo of this hor.
M.udlahnlllnwnhnpph-lmulnihamtﬁ“

w All right,” T answered, perhaps with more confl.
denoo than 1 felt.

Although 1 made light of it to my patient, hix stato
groatly alarmod me. 1 hastoned to put him undor the
striotost and most approved treatmont 1 enforend the
most rigid sumptusry laws, mado him live on plain food,
and docked his consumption of tobaceo unmercifully.
Inn & fow days T was dolighted to find that my dingnosis
of e oase wis correct.  Claud wan rapidly recovering
tone.  In n week's time he seomod restored to health,

The days went by, As yot Cland had sald nothing
about lesving; yot, unloss the date was once more ad-
jnwl.b-tutobomrlndmm 19th, 1 did not
sounsel him to postpone the happy day. Ho wa by now
no well thltl!hoﬂ(hlhmldlntdohﬂlthum
 Lis arrangoment. A month's holiday, spent in the
Mdhmhhnﬁvwﬂlﬂtuﬁmw
ploto his cure, and banish forever that grisly lutruder
begotten of disorganized nervos.
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