bed the better. Go to aleep and get some
rest and you won’'t want much of my
medicine. The fact is, many of you cléver
fellows dom’t make your team pull even.
You let the leaders do all the work, with-
out making the wheelers take their share.
You're just letting the brain drag the
coach, ‘without keeping ths body up to
the mark."™

When Phil was In bed and quietly
asiesp under the influence of the compos-
ing’ araught, Dr. Elliott signed to me to
sccompany him down stalrs, and my
heart again beat quick in painful anxiety
as I noticed the gravity of his counte-

Carefully shutting the drawing-room
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door.hotnmed-ndnldrlthmrpded-
sion:

«Miss Forsyth, your brother must have
rest. Continue much longer this unnat-
ural strain of mind and body, and one or
otha,pndﬂ!both.wmmm
way. As regards this journey, you ¢an
see for yourssif without many words fram
me that it is simply an impossibility. He
would never even get to Berlin. He will
himself be aware tomorrow that It |is
phyﬂullyhnpodbllhhhb“t
‘t-

I wrung my hands in helpleas despair.

'vn.nr.mmm.m*a‘ad
L the misery of my heart showing itself
in my trembling voice. “Can nothing be

with caution, indeed no danger. Careand

and rest are imperative at present. Both
mind and body have beed grievously over-
taxed and overstrained.

*js there nmo ons,” hs ssked: kindly,
“whom you cdn trust fo take his place?
If you stated the cirenmstances to the
firm, would not they taks into considers-
tion that it is his energy for them that
has caused this {liness?”

“No,” I replied sadly, “there is no one;
there is nothing to be done. His hopes are
destroyed. The prize he has struggied for
has been dashed to the ground as he was
about to seize it; there is no hope. My
poor, poor Phill™

And throwing
myself on the sofa
I hid my faee
among the cushe
jfons as I sobbed
bitterly in the
keenness of my
sorrow for him.

“Nay, nay,” re-
monstrated the
doctor, “you taka
too gloomy a
view. On the con-
trary, be thankful
that serious iliness

~—DoReTHy Ttk I —"

I seized a penknife that lay open on the desk and
4 steadily and deliberately planged it into my finger.
my pulse,” I said, as I withdrew the blade.

“Feel

dome for him? What will he do? What
can he do? This is the tarning point of
his Hfe. All his future, all his hagpiness

depends upon the success of this journey.”

The doctor looked at me compassion-
ately. With tender gravity he took my
hand. .

“My dear Miss Forsyth,” said he, “were
it in my power, were it in the power of
any man to enable him to go, I would risk

‘much to give him the chance; but belleve

me, it is impossible. It is my duty to tell
you of the danger that threstens him, of
the gravity of his condition. Do not mis-
understand me,” he contimmed hurriedly,
as he noticed the wild terror my face ex-
pressed, “there is mo Immediats danger;

mayboarmted.- Be thankful even that

theltnckmmeh.rmh-hldm"'-

Think of your anxiety had he been taken
i in some distant'place. What would not
have béden your sufferings had you been
hastily summoned to him under such efr-
cumstances? As it is, there is every Hope

m,mmupmmmuslt- _
tle more prudemt for the future. I will
lock in again early tomorrow. In the




