ND that's «Dr.
worth's story
knew it,"" the
nurse finished.

I was silent, wres-
tling wwith the con-
viction that .a great
surgeon had no right

because of & ‘persomal disappointment to
lay down his arms. Troe, he had taken
& promising young ‘dimterne and taught
4im all be could, ‘bt “he caulin't give
over his own genius.

“I thought you waidmired Dr. Hey-
worth,” the oldest nurse maid, a litile
sharply. She was pigued at my silence,
for ‘her tale had been dramatic.

“1 do admire him,"” 1 sald; “I've found
him tiresomely conventlemal, bart I've al-
ways admired his skill. Btill, I think he
was weak."

“Wenk. No,” she cried. “He Rnew
the force of the subconscious, its power
of :thrusting forth bitter memories at un-
expected moments. He was a rare sur-
geon under whose touch came lives. He.
ecouldn’'t take the chance df a hair's-
treadth deviation.”

“Few men are so torn by love,” 1sald.

She nodded. "Few. But the same
passions that mase him a genius in his
grofession maile him a genjas in love.
Tt was i him to give every bit of him-
melf."”

“He forgave her a great deal.”

“Qhe was always perfect to him, al-
mays bhlameless. T!'aditiomlly. e hated
4he man. To him he was the simner, the
one who unfioubtedly had -set Tuses amnd
snares Tor Daphne's innoeent Teet."”

“you wish he might have married
her,” 1 accused. -

“Yes, though 1 thought her unworthy
of him. ¥For his splemdid eareer thrown
wway was oriminal waste. He wouldn’t
have been happy with her, but unhgppi-
ness in his marriage wouldnt have put
his great fear into him: fear of a possgi-
bie mnsteady second In & erisis.”

Well, 1, too, thought Daphune un-
worthy of so great a love. * ¢ = But
this is the story the nurse told me. I am
telling it, because, remarkably, 1 was to
dnow the end as well as the begimming of
this strange tale; not strange pethaps in
its essence but in its effect upon a man's
nature,

Ff{teen years ago the ol@est murse
was finishinrg her iast year at the Lalke
#Foint Hospital, when a young woman
swas brought In hurriediy. Her care was
more than serious, it was regarded as
hapeless. And she was young—abogt 22
—and ‘had always been strong. It was
#the growth overnight of an insidious
mealady, up till that time always deemed
Tatal.

The oldest nurse was put en 'the case,
®iany great surgeons came 4o see the
patient, but not one thought it advisable
10 ‘take the great risk of a major opera-
tion. Young Dr. Heyworth, at that time
mot 30, had just returned from Europe,
sihere he bail made a =mtir by his suo-
eesstil operations. The @itl's mother
avent to him and begged him to see her
sSaughter.

Well, be operatell. The Siflest nurse
mervers of ‘his skill, 'his pieneeting brav-
ery. 1t was un -exhibitidy ware in sur-
gery, and all present wers wel—that's
just the word. The gitl's iffe was saved.

Bhe remainell in the hospital for three
months, always under ‘the dector's ¢idese
sarveillanee. When :at last theé sald she
might be taken ‘home, ‘the murse went
- with her. Bhe then haf ‘the interest of
watching a love story -Gevélep beneath
ver ‘eyes.
 The yeung surgeon loved ‘his pationt
with =mll ‘his strength, .and ‘s love lifted
hef to = dangerously Tragile :pedestal.
tao rarffied. Be gave tosher 4ll the at-
tfibutes of B superbeing.

The girl was.a dainty Wit «of Nesh weith
¢hangeable eyes, soft, Tdll fips and Yaint

Hey-
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color in her eheeks: with hair the tint -of
gold and lnxuriant, and at this conva-
jescent timse wuwsually henging in two

‘eraids down her baolk.

Fhe lowed him, but it was a love that
sprang not Trom her soall but frem her
imaginatien. Oh;.she cared fer him and
believed in him, but her emotion was not
deep-rooted in something basic,
changeable as was his.

He loved her with all his deeing. Sive

un-

loved ‘him ‘becanse te'loved her, and .hy
his very ardors @rew her to him; then
Fecanse e was remantic and doved love
for its thrills.

‘Ome morning e sanctified the day by
giving his love word rexpression. «The
oldest nurse had left them dlone, and re-
turning 'in hdlf an hour with the usual
sgenog she saw ‘thé wows had been -ex-
whanged. There was a glow about ‘the
wir]l, Daphme. Bhe was .bathed in his
light. Troly, it was a great "hour Tor
thoth, ‘hitt the onledker trenibled for them
in their sxtravaganees.

“Wall; it was but a week after the be-
‘trathal ‘that «thd doctor was asked to go
to Germany “to ilecture efore some econ-
gress on his famous gperation. Tt wos
=0 e mccepteil. He wantstl Daphne to
marry him at onee, hut .a burried wed-
ding wms nat to ‘her liking.

But after he hal gone she wwent about
In a spirit of lassitude that nothing cold

F YOU never have felt the force of the subconscious,
its power of thrusting bitter memories at unexpect-
ed moments, read this unusual tale.
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break. Bhe needed his strength to leeep
her up; meedud Tis presenece anil his
magnetimn that her love might shime re-
flected in his- At the ‘mother’s urgent
Ppleadings the oldest nurse postponed ther
departure.

Then the other man came.

His name was Jack Dormer. He came
from the West, mearing letters -of intro-
duction. He was msked to dinner. Om
that eccasion Daphne wore blue chiffon
over white. Her hair was dressed low
mud she looked wery sweet and young.

All during the dinmer ‘the guest kept
‘his eyes on the girl. ¥t was attraction
at first sight for him. He had five and
strength, none the less heroic that these

qualities meemed to spring only from
physical perTection.

After that first time he appeared at
Daphne's ‘home aften. At that time he
had an inheritel fortuwe, that later he
lost, il was free to come and go as s
plenmed.

From the beginning he meant to win
Paphne, no doubt of that. He believedr
in rights born out of primitive force; to

He be-
lieved in
rights
born ount
.of primi-
tive force;
fo the
sirongest
!h_r.- prize,
that was
all. And
the girl's
" soft beaus
2y, her
variabil-
dty, drew

the strongest the prize, that was all. And
the girl's saft beauty, her wvariability,
drew him on.

. He regarded'her as gquite human. He
built into her no ‘fine ideals, far how
coulil he, having mone of his pwn. And
DPaphne relaxed. . Bhe became her real
flirtatious little self. She was like a
small kittén putting out a cheeky paw
to scgatch a great lon. And he waited.

At this critical period a letter arrived
fam Dr. Heyworth telling of a fresh
honor awaiting him. He had been in-
vited to lecture before a conclave of

Emily Calvin Blake
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noted surgeons in Viemna. His home-
coming would be delayed another month;
but he was growing famous, his pictures
filled the newspapers.

Daphne was aggrieved, hurt. Ie
might have put his desire to be with her
first. She praferred him to any laurels,
she =aid, if gaining ‘them /meant eon-
tinued stbhesnee.

Dapbne, you sesé, cowlil talee Httle Tor
granied. "When a letter canw from Eu-
rope dhe svent «bout happily, - litils
Erave stilness mpon her Tor severadl doys,
‘il the wffect of the latier wore eway.
Then she would turn Tor amusemsent to
Jack Dormer. e ovetiooied hef with-
drawsls Trom Tim. Fe was patient fer
» mmen whoese minf] hafl Mttt to o with
his controls; wery patient.

4+ % &
‘continwed Jpatieros
¥ wouidl heve waon Ter him in the
end is mot 1o e told, dart & stirring and
extraordinary [incident Gif play well lte
purt Tor Hiim.

An autionn night eame: a night to be
cheridghetl for what of ecold snd wind
would surely come. Daphne and her
mother, Jack Dormer and the oldest
niurse wwere outon the piazsa. The night
was bright with moonlight. Paphne sxt
on & low ohdir close to her motimr. Jnak
Dormer lounged -on the tep step leading
into the garden anfl kept his ardent.eyes
ever upon thre ome he coveted.

A family servant came out ‘of the
house, an elderly man. “Here is & glass
of water,” he sald to Daphne's unother,
whose mother he had served.

In a little surprise, since she had not
asked for it, she took the water. As she
put the glass to her lips the man grew
Instantly alert. He uttered a weird
sound, then.a ery: “You thought to poi-
#gon me, but I turned the taxbles.” His
voice told of the snapping of all mental
control.

Jack Pormer sprang, for the man,
They came together in terrific impact,
The servant, a whirlwind, employed all
his weapons, teeth, Teet, nalls, to scrateh
and deface. Durmer was magnificenrt,
cool, clever, 'a vyery master.

All was guitokiy over, Dut when the
nurse cauterized Jack Dormer's wounds
and bandaged them, Daphme stood by,
hero-worship in her eyes.

And ‘he mafle splendid use of her mood
for canonizing him. He knew he had
taken on valuwe for her, and he struck
wthile ‘the iron was hot.

The mext afternoon ‘two telegrams
camme. The firat was to Daphne's moth-
er telling of Dormer's hasty marriage to
Daphme. The .second to Daphne from
Dr. Hoywprth saying he w-.zon his way
home, unexpectedly. e

The doctor came springing up the
fromt eteps a week later and rang the
bell till it peeled threugh the vid house
in half-peevish protest. Dgphne’s moth-
er told weepingly a few moments later
of her danghter's marriage. ¢ * * Jig
sald little, just straightened his shoul-
ders under the blow.

“Can't you @o something, doctor?™
asked the mother. “The marriage is
wrong, all wrong, an impulse on
Daphne's part.” -

“A marriage is a marriage,” he re-
‘plied. :.It should mot wnder any condi-
tions be disturbed.” The oldest nurse
had known his inflexibility;: his attitude
was quite in keeping with all she knew
of him.

I have told you the result of Daphne's
unfaithfulness oy Dr. Heyworth's life.
And you may imagine that after hearing
hia story I felt an additional interest in
him. 1 was always quick to make my
arrangements when be asked me 1o
nurse a case for him. He was uncom-
municative, sametimes taciturn, though
always just, and as I've told you, ex-
ceedingly stralt-laced. There was mno
warmth in ‘his face, only you got the im-
preasion that there hafl been fires
burned out. 'His eyes, gray and arctic,




