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Propaganda, at Rome (which library
has more out-of-the-way matters in it
than many think), is appended this note,
in another hand ; probably an extract
from some early martyrology : —

. . . But at this same time of perse-
cution in Rome suffered Decius Lallius
and Hilarius Gela. Now this Decius
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Lallius had formerly been a centurion,
the same who stood guard beside the
eross; and Hilarius Gela was his
Jriend, exceedingly zealous for the faith,
and abundant in good works. And
with these two also suffered a certain
Rutilius, of Alexandriu, & kinsman of
one of them. .
Ldward Ireneus Stevenson.
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VIII.

EARrLY on the following morhing John
Carvel came to my room. He looked
less anxious than on the previous night,
but he was evidently not altogether his
former self.

“ Would you care to drive to the sta-
tion and meet those boys?” he asked,
cheerfully.

The weather was bright and frosty,
and I was glad enough of an excuse for
being alone for half an hour with my
friend. I assented, therefore, to his pro-
position, and presently we were rattling
along the hard road through the park.
The hoar-frost was on the trees and
on the blue-green frozen grass beneath
them, and on the reeds and sedges be-
side the pond, which was overspread
with a sheet of black ice. The breath
flew from the horses’ nostrils in white
clouds to right and left, and the low
morning sun flashed back from the har-
ness, and made the little icicles and laces
of frost upon the trees shine like dia-
monds.

“Carvel,” I said presently. as we spun
past the lodge, through the great iron
gates, “I am not inquisitive, but it is
easy to see that there is something going
on in your house which is not agreeable
to you. Will you tell me frankly wheth-
er you would like me to go away?”

“Not for worlds,” my companion

P

ejaculated, and he turned a shade paler
as he spoke. “I would rather tell you
all about it — only " —  He paused.

“Don’t,” said I. “I don’t want to
know. I merely thought you might pre-
fer to be left free of outsiders at pre-
sent.”

“ We hardly look upon you as an out-
sider, Griggs,” said John, quietly. “ You
have been here so much and we have
been so intimate that you are almost
like one of the family. Besides, you
know this young nephew of my wife’s,
Paul Patoft ; and your knowing him will
make matters a little easier. T am not
at all sure I shall like him.”

“] think you will. At all events, I
can give you some idea of him.”

“T wish you would,” answered John.

“He is a thorough Russian in his
ideas and an Englishman in appearance,
— perhaps you might say he is more like
a Scotchman. He is fair, with blue eyes,
a brown mustache, and a prominent nose.
He is angular in his movements and rath-
er tall. He has a remarkable talent for
languages, and is regarded as a very
promising diplomatist. His temper is
violent and changeable. but he has excel-
lent manners and is full of taet. I
should call him an extremely clever fel-
low in a general way, and he has done
wisely in the selection of his career.”

“That is not a bad description. Ts
there anything against him ? ”’
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“I cannot say; I only knew him in
Persia, — a chance acquaintance. Peo-
ple said he was very eccentrie.”

“ Eccentric?” asked John. ¢ How?”

“ Moody, I suppose, because he would
sometimes shut himself up for days, and
see nobody unless the minister sent for
him. He used to beat his native ser-
vants when he was in a bad humor,
and was said to be a reckless sort of fel-
low.”

“J hope he will not indulge his eccen-
tricities here. Heaven knows, he has
reason enough for being odd, poor fel-
low. We must make the best of him,”
continued John hurriedly, as though
regretting his last remark, “and you
must help us to amuse him and keep
him out of mischief. Those Russians
are the very devil, sometimes, as I have
no doubt you know, and just at present
our relations with them are not of the
best; but, after all, he is my nephew
and one of the family, so that we must
do what we can for him, and avoid
trouble. Macaulay likes him, and I
dare say he likes Macaulay. They will
get on together very well.”

“Yes — perhaps so — though I do not
see what the two can have in common,”
ILanswered. “Macaulay can hardly have
much sympathy for Patoff’s peculiarities,
however much he may like the man him-
self.”

“ Macaulay is very young, although
he has seen something of the world.
He has not outgrown the age which mis-
takes eccentricity for genius and bad
temper for boldness. We shall see, —
we shall see very soon. They will both
hate Cutter, with his professorial wisdom
and his immense experience of things
they have never seen. How do you like
him yourself ?

“Without being congenial to me, he
represents what I would like to be my-
self.”

“ Would you change with him, if you
could ? 7 asked John.

“ No, indeed. I, in my person, would
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like to be what he is in his, — that is
all. People often talk of changing. No
man alive would really exchange his per-
sonality for that of another man, if he
had the chance. He only wishes to
adorn what he most admires in himself
with those things which, in his neighbor,
excite the admiration of others. He
meditates no change which does not give
his vanity a better appearance to him-
self, and his reputation a dash of more
brilliant color in the popular eye.”

“ Perhaps you are right,” said John.
“ At all events, the professor has qual-
ities that any man might envy.”

‘We reached the station just as the
train ran in, and Macaulay Carvel and
Patoff waved their hats from the car-
riage window. In a moment we were
all shaking hands upon the platform.

‘“ Papa, this is cousin Paul,” said
Macaulay, and he turned to greet me
next. He is a good-looking fellow, with
rather delicate features and a quiet, con-
scientious sort of expression, exquisite in
his dress and scrupulous in his manners,
with more of his mother’s gentleness
than of his father’s bold frankness in his
brown eyes. His small hand grasped
mine readily enough, but seemed nerve-
less and lacking in vitality, a contrast to
Paul Patoff’s grip. The Russian was
as angualar as ever, and his wiry fingers
seemed to discharge an electric shock as
they touched mine. T realized that he
was a very tall man, and that he was far
from wugly. His prominent nose and
high cheek-bones gave a singular eagle-
Iike look to his face, and his cold, bright
eves added to the impression. He lacked
grace of form, but he had plenty of
force, and though his movements were
sometimes sudden and ungainly he was
not without a certain air of nobility.
His brown mustache did not altogether
hide the half-scornful expression of his
mouth.

“ How is everybody ? 7 asked Macau-
lay Carvel of his father. ¢ We shall have
a most jolly Christmas, all together.”
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“Well, Mr. Griggs,” said Patoft to
me, I did not expect, when we parted
in Persia, that we should meet again in
my uncle’s house, did you? You will
hardly believe that this is my first visit
to England, and to my relations here.”

“You will certainly not be taken for
a foreigner here,” I said, laughing.

“QOh, of course not. You see my
mother is English, so that I speak the
language. The difficulty for me will lie
in learning the customs. The English
have so many peculiar habits. Is Pro-
fessor Cutter at the house 7

“Yes. You know him?”

“Very well. He Las been my moth-
er’s physician for some time.”

“Indeed — I was not aware that he
practiced as a physician.” I was sur-

. prised by the news, and a suspicion
crossed my mind that the lady at Weis-
senstein might have been Patoff’s moth-
er. Instantly the meaning of the pro-
fessor’s warning flashed upon me, —I
was not to mention that affair in the
Black Forest to Carvel. Of course not.
Carvel was the brother-in-law of the lady
in question. However, I kept my own
counsel as we drove rapidly homewards.
The sun had risen higher in the cloud-
less sky, and the frozen ground was be-
ginning to thaw, so that now and then
the mud splashed high from under the
horses’ hoofs. The vehicle in which we
drove was a mail phaeton, and Macaulay
sat in front by his father’s side, while
Patoff and T sat behind. We chatted
pleasantly along the road, and in half an
hour were deposited at Carvel Place,
where the ladies came out to meet us,
and the new cousin was introduced to
every one. He seemed to make himself
at home very easily, and I think the first
impression he produced was favorable.
Mrs. Carvel held his hand for several
seconds, and looked up into his cold blue
eyes as though searching for some re-
semblance to his mother, and he met her
gentle look frankly enough. Chrysophra-
sia eyed him and eyed him again, trying
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to discover in him the attributes she had
bestowed upon him in her imagination ;
he was certainly a bold-looking fellow,
and she was not altogether disappointed.
She allowed her hand to linger in his,
and her sentimental eyes turned upwards
towards him with a look that was intend-
ed to express profound sympathy. As
for Paul, he looked at his aunt Chryso-
phrasia with a certain surprise, and he
looked upon Hermione with a great ad-
miration as she came forward and put
out her hand. John Carvel stood near
by, and I thought his expression changed
as he saw the glance his nephew bestowed
upon his daughter. I slipped away to
the library, and left the family party to
themselves. Professor Cutter had not
yet appeared, and I hoped to find him.
Sure enough, he was among the books.
Three or four large volumes lay open
upon a table near the window, and the
sturdy professor was turning over the
leaves, holding a pencil in his mouth
and a sheet of paper in one hand, the
image of a student in the pursuit of
knowledge. I went straight up to him.

“Professor Cutter,” I said, “ you asked
me last night whether T had ever heard
anything more of the lady with whom I
met you at Weissenstein. I have heard
of her this morning.”

The scientist took the pencil from his
mouth, and thrust his hands into his
pockets, gazing upon me through the
large round lenses of his spectacles. He
glanced towards the door before he
spoke.

“ Well, what have you heard?” he
asked.

“QOnly that she was Paul Patoff’s
mother,” T answered.

“ Nothing else ?”

“ Nothing.”

“And how did you come by the in-
formation, if you please 7 he inquired.

“Very simply. Paul Patoff volun-
teered to tell me that you had been his
mother’s physician for some time. I re-
membered that you warned me not to
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speak of the Weilssenstein affair to our
friend Carvel ; that was natural enough,
since the lady was his sister-in-law. She
did not look at all like Paul, it is true,
but you are not in the habit of playing
physician, and it is a thousand to one
that you have attended no one else in
the last year who is in any way connect-
ed with John Carvel.”

The learned doctor smiled.

“You have made a very good guess,
Mr. Griggs,” he said. “ Paul Patoff is
a silly fellow enough, or he would not
have spoken so plainly. Why do you
tell me that you have found me out? ”

“ Because I imagine that you ave still
interested in the lady, and that you had
better be informed of everything con-
nected with the case.”

“The case — yes— it is a very singu-
lar case, and I am intensely interested in
it. Besides, it has very nearly cost me
my reputation, as well as my life. Tas-
sure you I have rarely had to do with
such a case, nor have I ever experienced
such a sensation as when T went over
the cliff at Weissenstein after Madame
Patoft.”

“ Probably mnot,” 1 remarked. “I
never saw a braver thing more success-
fully accomplished.”

“ There is small courage in acting un-
der necessity,” said the professor, walk-
ing slowly across the room towards the
fire. “Tf T had not rescued my patient,
I should have been much more injured
than if I had broken my neck in the
attempt. I was responsible for her.
What would have become of the ¢ great
neurologist,” the celebrated ¢ mad-doetor,’
as they call me, if one of the few pa-
tients to whom I ever devoted my whole
personal attention had committed suicide
under my very eyes? You can under-
stand that there was something more
than her life and mine at stake.”

“X never knew exactly how it hap-
pened,” I replied. “T was looking out
of my window, when I saw a woman fall
over the balcony below me. Her clothes
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caught in the crooked branches of a wild
cherry-tree that grew some ten feet be-
low; and as she struggled, I saw you
leaning over the parapet, as if you meant
to scramble down the face of the cliff
after her. T had a hundred feet of ma-
nilla rope which I was taking with me
to Switzerland for a special expedition,
and Ilet it down to you. The people
of the inn came to my assistance, and we
managed to haul you up together, thanks
to your knowing how to tie the rope
around you both. Then Isaw you down-
stairs for a few minutes and you told me
the lady was not hurt. I left almost im-
mediately. I never knew what led to
the accident.”

Professor Cutter passed his heavy
hand slowly over his thick gray hair,
and looked pensively into the fire.

“Tt was simple enough,” he said at
last. 1 was paying our bill to the
landlord, and in doing so I turned my
back upon Madame Patoff for a mo-
ment. She was standing on a low bal-
cony outside the window, and she must
have thrown herself over. Luckily she
was dressed in a gown of strong Scotch
stuff, which did not tear when it caught
in the tree. It was the most extraordi-
nary escape I ever saw.”

“ T should think so, indeed.
did she want to kill herself?
insane ? "’

“Are people always insane who try
to kill themselves?” asked the pro-
fessor, eying me keenly through his
glasses.

“ Very generally they are.
that she was.”

“That is precisely the question,” said
the scientist. ¢ Insanity is an expres-
sion that covers a multitude of sins of
all kinds, but explains none of them, nor
is itself explained. If I could tell you
what insanity is, I could tell you wheth-
er Madame Patoff was insane or not.
I can say that a man possesses a dog, be-
cause I can classify the dogs I have seen
all over the world. But supposing I had

But why
Was she

I suppose
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never met any specimen of the canine
race but a King Charles spaniel, and on
seeing a Scotch deerhound in the pos-
session of a friend was told that the man
had a ‘dog:’ I should be justified in
doubting whether the deerhound was
a dog at all in the sense in which the
tiny spaniel — the only dog I had ever
seen — represented the canine race in
my mind and experience. The biblical
¢ devil,” which ¢ possessed ” men, took as
many shapes and characteristics as the
genus ‘ dog’ does: there was the devil
that dwelt in tombs, the devil that tore its
victim, the devil that entered into swine,
the devil that spoke false prophecies,
and many more. It is the same with in-
sanity. No two mad people are alike.
If I find a person with any madness I
know, I can say he is mad ; but if I find
a person acting in a very unusual way
under the influence of strong and pro-
tracted emotion, 1 am not justified in
concluding that he is crazy. I have not
seen everything in the world yet. I
have not seen every kind of dog, nor
every kind of devil, nor every kind of
madness.”

“You choose strange illustrations,” I
said, “but you speak clearly.”

“ Strange cases and strange examples.
Insanity is the strangest phase of human
nature, because it is the least common
state of humanity. If a majority of
men were mad, they would have a right
to consider themselves sane, and sane
men crazy. Your original question was
whether, when she attempted suicide,
Madame Patoff were sane or not. I do
not know. I have known many persons
to attempt to take their lives when, ac-
cording to all their other actions, they
were perfectly sane. The question of
their sanity could be decided by placing
a large number of sensible people in sim-
ilar eircumstances, in order to see wheth-
er the majority of them would kill them-
selves or not. That sort of experiment
is not likely to be tried. I found Ma-
dame Patoff placed in very extraordi-
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nary circumstances, but I did not know
her before she was so placed. The case
interests me exceedingly. I am still try-
ing to understand it.”

“You speak as though you were still
treating it,” I remarked.

“ A physician, in his imagination, will
continue to stndy a case for years after
it has passed out of his treatmnent,” an-
swered my companion. “I must go
and see Paul, however, since he was
good enough to mention me to you.”
Wherenpon Professor Cutter buttoned
up his coat and went away, leaving me
to my reflections by the library fire.

1f Carvel had intended to have a fam-
ily party in his house at Christmas, in-
cluding this nephew whom he had never
seen, and whose mother had been mad,
and the great scientist who had attended
her, it seemed strange that he should
have asked me as directly as he had
done to spend the whole winter under
his roof. I had never been asked for so
long a visit before, and had never been
treated with such confidence and re-
ceived so intimately as I now was. 1
could not help wondering whether I was
to be told the reason of what was going
on, whether, indeed, anything was go-
ing on at all, and whether the air of de-
pression and mystery which T thought T
observed were not the result of my own
Imagination, rather than of any actual
foundation in fact. The professor might
be making a visit for his pleasure, but I
knew how valuable his time must be,
and I wondered how he could afford to
spend it in mere amusement. I remem-
bered John Carvel’s hesitation as we
drove to the station that morning, and
his evident annoyance when I proposed
to leave. He knew me well enough to
say, “ All right, if you don’t mind, run
up to town for a day or two,” but he
had not said it. He had manifested the
strongest desire that I should stay, and
T had determined to comply with his re-
quest. At the same time I was left en-
tirely in the dark as to what was going
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on in the family, and whispered words,
conversations that ceased abruptly on my
approach, and many other little signs
told me beyond all doubt that some-
thing was occurring of which I had no
knowledge. Without being inquisitive,
it is hard to live in such surroundings
withont having one’s curiosity roused,
and the circumstance of my former
meeting with the professor, now so sud-
denly illuminated by the discovery that
the lady whose life he had saved was
the sister-in-law of our host, led me to
believe, almost intuitively, that the mys-
tery, if mystery there were, was connect-
ed in some way with Madame Patoff.
As 1 thought of her, the memory of the
little inn, the Gasthof zam Goldenen An-
ker, in Weissenstein, came vividly back
to me. The splash of the plunging Na-
gold was in my ears, the smell of the
boundless pine forest was in my nostrils;
once more I seemed to be looking down
from the upper window of the hostelry
upon the deep ravine, a sheer precipice
from the back of the house, broken only
by some few siruggling trees that ap-
peared scarcely able to find roothold on
the straight fall of rock, — one tree pro-
jecting just below the foundations of the
mn, ten feet lower than the lowest win-
dow, a knotted wild cherry, storm-beaten
and crooked, — and then, suddenly,
something of uncertain shape, huddled
together and falling from the balcony
down the precipice, — a woman’s figure,
caught in the gnarled boughs of the
cherry-tree, hanging and swinging over
the abyss, while shriek on shriek echoed
down to the swollen torrent and up to
the turrets of the old inn in an agonized
reverberation of horror.

It was a fearful memory, and the
thought of being brought into the com-
pany of the woman whose life I had
seen so risked and so saved was strange
and fascinating. Often and often I had
wondered about her fate, speculating
upon the question whether her fall was
due to accident or to the intention of sui-
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cide, and I had tried to realize the ter-
rible waking when she found herself
saved from the destruction she sought
by the man I had seen, — perhaps by
the very man from whom she was en-
deavoring to escape. I was thrown off
my balance by being so suddenly brought
face to face with this woman’s son, the
tall, blue-eyed, awkward fine gentleman,
Paul Patoff. I sat by the library fire and
thoaght it all over, and I said to myself
at last, “ Paul Griggs, thou art an ass
for thy pains, and an inquisitive idiot for
thy curiosity.” I, who am rarely out
of conceit with myself, was disgusted at
my lack of dignity in actually desiring
to find out things that were in no way
my business, nor ever concerned me.
So T took a book and fell to reading.
Far off in the house I could hear voices
now and then, the voices of the family
making the acquaintance of their new-
found relation. The great fire blazed
upon the broad hearth within, and the
wintry sun shone brightly without, and
there came gradually upon me the de-
light of comfort that reigns within a lux-
urious library when the frost is biting
without, and there is no scent upon the
frozen fields,— the comfort that lies in
the contrasts we make for ourselves
against nature ; most of all, the peace that
a wanderer on the face of the earth, as
I am, can feel when he rests his weary
limbs in some quiet home, half wishing
he might at last be allowed to lay down
the staff and serip, and taste freely of
the world’s good things, yet knowing
that before many days the devil of un-
rest will drive him forth again upon his
road. So I sat in John Carvel’s library,
and read his books, and enjoyed the
cushioned easy-chair with the swinging
desk; and I envied John Carvel his
home, and his quiet life, and his de-
fenses against intrusion, saying that I
also might be made happy by the trifling
addition of twenty thousand pounds a
year to my income.

But I was not long permitted to enjoy
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the undisturbed possession of this tem-
ple of sweet dreams, reveling in my im-
agination at the idea of what I should
do if I possessed such a place. The
door of the library opened suddenly with
a noise of many feet upon the polished
floor.

“ And this is the library,” said the
voice of Hermione, who led the way, fol-
lowed by her mother and aunt and Paul ;
John Carvel brought up the rear, quietly
looking on while his daughter showed
the new cousin the wonders of Carvel

" Place.

“This is the library,” she repeated,
“and this is Mr. Griggs,” she added,
with a little laugh, as she discovered me
in the deep easy-chair. “This is the
celebrated Mr. Griggs. His name is
Paul, like yours, but otherwise he is not
in the least like you, I fancy. Every-
body knows him, and he knows every-
body.”

“We have met before,” said Patoff,
“not only this morning, but in the East.
Mr. Griggs certainly seemed to know
everybody there, from the Shah to the
Greek consul. What a splendid room !
It must have taken you years of thought
to construct such a literary retreat, uncle
John,” he added, turning to the master
of the house as he spoke.

Indeed, Paul Patoff appeared much
struck with everything he saw at Carvel
Place. I left my chair and joined the
party, who wandered through the rooms
and into the great conservatory, and
finally gravitated to the drawing-room.
Patoff examined everything with an air
of exireme inlerest, and seemed to un-
derstand intuitively the tastes of each
member of the household. He praised
John’s pictures and Mrs. Carvel’s en-
gravings; he admired Chrysophrasia’s
stained-glass window, and her pots, and
plates, and bits of drapery; he glanced
reverently at Mrs. Carvel’s religious
books, and stopped now and then to
smell the flowers Hermione loved. He
noted the view upon the park from the
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south windows, and thought the disposal
of the shrubbery near the house was a
masterpiece of landscape gardening. As
he proceeded, surrounded by his rela-
tions, remarking upon everything he
saw, and giving upon all things opinions
which marvelously flattered the indi-
vidual tastes of each one of the family,
it became evident that he was making a
very favorable impression upon them.

It is delightful to show you things,”
said Hermione, * you ave so apprecia-
tive.”

«It needs little skill to appreciate,
where everything is so beautiful,” he
answered. *‘ Indeed,” he continued, ad-
dressing himself to all present, *your
home is the most charming I ever saw ;
I had no idea that the English under-
stood luxury so well. You know that
with us Continental people you have the
reputation of being extravagant, even
magnificent, in your ideas, but of being
also ascetics in some measure, — loving
to make yourselves strangely uncomfor-
table, fond of getting very hot, and of
taking very cold baths, and of living on
raw meat and cold potatoes and all man-
ner of strange things. I do not see here
any evidences of great asceticism.”

“ How wonderfully he speaks Eng-
lish!” exclaimed Mrs. Carvel, aside, to
her husband.

* T should say,” continued Paul, with-
out noticing the flattering interruption,
* that you are the most luxurious people
in the world, that you have more taste
than any people I have ever known, and
that if T had had the least idea how
charming my relations were, I should
have come from our Russian wilds ten
years ago to visit you and tell you how
superior I think you are to ourselves.”

Paul laughed pleasantly as he made
this speech, and there was a little mur-
mur of applause.

“ We were very different, ten years
ago,” sald John Carvel. “In the first
place, there was no Hermione then, to
do the honors and show you the sights.
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She was quite a little thing, ten years
ago.”

“That would have made no differ-
ence in the place, though,” said Hermi-
one, simply.

“ On the contrary,” said Paul. «I
am inclined to think, on refleetion, that
I would have postponed my visit, after
all, for the sake of having my cousin
for a guide.”

 Ah, how gracefully these wild north-
ern men can turn a phrase!” whispered
Chrysophrasia in my ear, — “ so strong
and yet so tender !” She could not take
her eyes from her mnephew, and he
appeared to understand that he had al-
ready made a conguest of the sesthetic
old maid, for he took her admiration
for granted, and addressed himself to
Mbrs. Carvel ; not losing sight of Chrys-
ophrasia, however, but looking pleasant-
ly at her as he talked, though his words
were meant for her sister.

“Tt is the whole atmosphere of this
life that is delightful, and every little
thing seems so harmonious,” he said.
“You have here the solidity of tradi-
tional English country life, combined
with the comforts of the most advanced
civilization ; and, to make it all perfec-
tion, you have at every turn the linger-
ing romance of the glorious medizval
life,” with a glance at Miss Dabstreak,
“ that middle age which in beauty was
the prime of age, from which began and
spread all your most glorious ideas, your
government, your warfare, your science.
Did you never have an alchemist in your
family, uncle John? Surely he found
for you the golden secret, and it is his
touch which has beautified these old
walls 1”7

“I don’t know,” said John Carvel.

“Indeed there was!” cried Chrys-
ophrasia, in delight. “I have found out
all about him. He was not exactly an
alchemist; he was an astvologer, and
there are the ruins of his tower in the
park. There are some old books up-
stairs, upon the Black Axrt, with his
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name in them, Johannes Carvellius, writ-
ten in the most enchanting angular hand-
writing.”

“1 believe there was somebody of
that name,” remarked John.

“They are full of delicious incan-
tations for raising the devil, — such ex-
quisite ceremonies, with all the dress
described that you must wear, and the
phases of the moon, and hazel wands cut
at midnight. Imagine how delightful!”

* The tower in the park is a beautiful
place,” said Hermione. 1T have it all
filled with flowers in summer, and the
gardener’s boy once saw a ghost there
on All Hallow E’en.”

** You must take me there,” said Paul,
smiling good-humoredly at the reference
to the alchemist. * I have a passion for
ruins, and I had no idea that you had
any ; nothing seems ruined here, and
yet everything appears old. What a de-
lightful place!” Paul sat far back in his
comfortable chair, and inserted a single
eyeglass in the angle between his heavy
brow and his aquiline nose; his bony
fingers were spotless, long, and white,
and as he sat there he had the appear-
ance of a personage receiving the re-
spectful homage of a body of devoted
attendants, the indescribable air of easy
superiority and condescending good-
nature which a Roman patrician might
have assumed when visiting the country
villa of one of his clients. Everybody
seemed delighted to be noticed by him
and flattered by his words.

I am by nature crossgrained and
crabbed, I presume. I admitted that
Paul Patoff, though not graceful in his
movements, was a fine-looking fellow,
with an undeniable distinction of man-
ner; he had a pleasant voice, an ex-
traordinary command of English, though
he was but half an Englishman, and a
tact which he certainly owed to his
foreign blood ; he was irreproachable in
appearance, in the simplicity of his dress,
in the smoothness of his fair hair and
well - trimmed mustache ; he appeared
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thoroughly at home among his new-
found relations, and anxious to please
them all alike; he was modest and un-
assuming, for he did not speak of him-
self, and he gave no opinion saving such
as should be pleasing to his audience.
He had all this, and yet in the cold stare
of his stony eyes, in the ungainly twist
of his broad white hand, where the bones
and sinews crossed and recrossed like a
network of marble, in the decisive tone
with which he uttered the most flatter-
ing remarks, there was something which
betrayed a tyrannical and wunyielding
character, — something which struck me
at first sight, and which suggested a
nature by no means so gentle and ami-
able as he was willing it should appear.
Nevertheless, I was the only one to
notice these signs, to judge by the en-
thusiasin which Patoff produced at Cax-
vel Place in those first hours of his stay.
It is true that the professor was not pre-
sent, although he had left me on pre-
tense of going to see Paul, and Ma-
caulay Carvel was resting from his jour-
ney in his own rooms, in a remote part
of the house ; but I judged that the lat-
ter had already fallen under the spell of
Patoff’s manner, and that it would not
be easy to find out what the man of
science really thought about the Anglo-
Russian.  They probably knew each
other of old, and whatever opinions they
held of each other were fully formed.
Panl sat in his easy-chair in the midst
of the family, and smiled and surveyed
everything through his single eyeglass,
and if anything did not please him he
did not say so. dJohn had something to
do, and went away, then Mrs. Carvel
wanted to see her son alone, and she
left us, too; so that Chrysophrasia and
Hermione and T remained to amuse Pa-
toff. Hermione immediately began to
do so after her own fashion. I think
that of all of us she was the one least
inclined to give him absolute suprema-
cy at first, but he interested her, for
she had seen little of the world, and
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nothing of such men as her cousin Paul,
who was thirty years of age, and had
been to most of the courts of the world
in the course of twelve years in the
diplomatic service. She was not inclined
to admit that knowledge of the world
was superiority of itself, nor that an
easy manner and an irreproachable ap-
pearance constituted the ideal of 2 man;
but she was barely twenty, and had seen
little of those things. She recognized
their immportance, and desired to under-
stand them ; she felt that wonderful sus-
picion of possibilities which a young
girl loves to dwell on in connection with
every exceptional man she meets; she
unconsciously said to herself that such
a man as Patoff might possibly be her
ideal, because there was nothing appar-
ent to her at first sight which was in
direct contradiction with the typical pic-
ture she had conceived of the typical
man she hoped to meet.

Every young girl has an ideal, I pre-
sume. If it be possible to reason about
so unreasonable a thing as love, I should
say that love at first sight is probably
due to the sudden supposed realization
in every respect of an ideal long cher-
ished and carefully developed in the im-
agination. But in most cases a young
gir] sees one man after another, hopes in
each one to find those qualities which
she has elected to admire, and finally
submits to be satisfied with far less than
she had at first supposed could satisfy
her. As for young men, they are mostly
fools, and they talk of love with a vast
deal of swagger and bravery, laughing it
to scorn, as a landsman talks of seasick-
ness, telling you it is nothing but an im-
pression and a mere lack of courage, till
one day the land-bred boaster puts to sea
in a Channel steamer, and experiences
a new sensation, and becomes a very sick
man indeed before he is out of sight of
Dover cliffs.

But with Hermione there was cer-
tainly no realization of her ideal, but
probably only the faint, unformulated



1887.]

hope that in her cousin Paul she might
find some of those qualities which her
own many-sided nature longed to find in
man.

“You must tell us all about Russia,
cousin Paul,” she said, when her father
and mother were gone. * Aunt Chrys-
ophrasia believes that you are the most
extraordinary set of barbarians up there,
and she adores barbarians, you know.”

“ Of course we are rather barbarous.”

“Hermione! HHow can you say 1
ever said such a thing ! interposed Miss
Dabstreak, with a deprecating glance at
Paul. “1 only said the Russians were
such a young and manly race, so inter-
esting, so unlike the inhabitants of this
dreary den of printing-presses and steam-
engines, s0 ”’ —

“Thanks, aunt Chrysophrasia,” said
Paul, ¢ for the delightful ideal you have
formed of us. We are certainly less
civilized than you, and perhaps, as you
are so good as to believe, we are the
more interesting. I suppose the un-
broken colt of the desert is more inter-
esting than an American trotting hoise,
but for downright practical use ” —

“There is such a tremendous talk of
usefulness ! 7 ejaculated Chrysophrasia,
a faint, sad smile flickering over her
sallow features.

¢ Usefulness is so remarkably useful,”
I remarked.

“Oh, Mr. Griggs,” exclaimed Her-
mione, “what an immensely witty
speech ! ”

“There is nothing so witty as trath,
Miss Carvel, though you laugh at it,” I
answered, ¢ for where there is no truth,
there is no wit. I maintain that useful-
ness is really useful. Miss Dabstreak,
I believe, maintains the eontrary.”

¢ Indeed, I care more for beauty than
for usefulness,” replied the @sthetic lady,
with a fine smile.

“ Beauty is indeed truly useful,” said
Paul, with a very faint imitation of
Chrysophrasia’s accent, “and it shounld
be sought in everything. But that need
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not prevent us from seeing true beauty
in all that is truly useful.”

I had a faint suspicion that if Patoft
had mimicked Miss Dabstreak in the first
half of his speech, he had imitated me in
the second portion of the sentiment. I
do not like to be made game of, because
I am aware that I am naturally pedantic.
Tt is an old trick of the schools to rouse
a pedant to desperate and distracted self-
contradiction by quietly imitating every-
thing he says.

“You are very clever at taking both
sides of a question at once,” said Her-
mione, with a smile.

¢« Almost all questions have two sides,”
answered Paul, “but very often both
sides are true. A man may perfectly
appreciate and approve of the opinions
of two persons who take diametrically
opposite views of the same point, pro-
vided there be no question of right and
wrong involved.”

¢ Perhaps,” retorted Hermione; “but
then the man who takes both sides has no
opinion of his own. I do not like that.”

“TIn general, cousin Hermione,” said
Paul, with a polite smile, ** you may be
sure that any man will make your opin-
ion his. In this case, I submit that
both beauty and usefulness are good, and
that they need not at all interfere with
each other; as for the compliment my
aunt Chrysophrasia has paid to us Rus-
sians, I do not think we can be said to
have gone very far in either direction
as yet.”  After which diplomatic speech
Paul dropped his eyeglass, and looked
pleasantly round upon all three of us, as
much as to say that it was impossible to
draw him into the position of disagree-
ing with any one present by any device
whatsoever.

IX.

Professor Cutter and I walked to the
village that afternoon. He is a great
pedestrian, and is never satisfied unless
he can walk four or five miles a day.
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His robust and rather heavy frame was
planned rather for bodily labor than for
the housing of so active a mind, and he
often complains that the exercise of his
body has robbed him of years of intel-
lectual labor. He grumbles at the ne-
cessity of wasting time in that way, but
he never omits his daily walk.

“I would like to possess your tem-
perament, Mr. Griggs,” he remarked,
as we walked briskly through the park.
* You might renounce exercise and open
air for the rest of your life, and never be
the worse for it.”

“T hardly know,” I answered. *1
have never tried any regular method of
life, and I have never been ill. I do
not believe in regular methods.”

“That is the ideal constitution. By
the bye, I had hoped to induce Patoff to
come with us, but he said he would stay
with the ladies.”

“You will never induce him to do
anything he does not want to do,” I re-
plied. ¢ However, I dare say you know
that as well as I do.”

“ What makes you say that?”

“T can see it,—1it is plain enough.
Carvel wanted him to go and shoot
something after lunch, you wanted him
to come for a walk, Macaulay wanted
him to bury himself up-stairs and talk
out the Egyptian question, I wanted to
get him into the smoking-room to ask
him questions about some friends of
mine in the East, Miss Dabstreak had
plans to waylay him with her pottery.
Not a bit of it! He smiled at us all,
and serenely sat by Mrs. Carvel, talking
to her and Miss Hermione. He has a
will of his own.”

“Indeed he has,” assented the pro-
fessor. ¢ He is a moderately clever fel-
low, with a smooth tongue and a- des-
potic character, a much better combina-
tion than a weak will and the mind of
a genius. You are right, he is not to be
turned by trifles.”

“T see that he must be a good diplo-
matist in these days.”
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* Diplomacy has got past the stage of
being intellectual,” said the professor.
¢ There was a time when a fine intellect
was thought important in an ambassa-
dor; nowadays it is enough if his excel-
lency can hold his tongue and show his
teeth. The question is, whether the low
estimate of intellect in our day is due to
the exigency of modern affairs, or to the
exignity of modern intelligence.”

* Men are stronger in owr time,” I
answered, “and consequently have less
need to be clever. The transition from
the joint government of the world by
a herd of wily foxes to the domination
of the universe by the mammoth ox
is marked by the increase of clumsy
strength and the disappearance of grace-
ful deception.”

“That is true, but the graceful decep-
tion continues to be the more interesting,
if not the more agreeable. As for me,
I would rather be gracefully deceived, as
you call it, than pounded to jelly by the
hoofs of the mammoth, — unless I could
be the mammoth myself.”

“«To return to Patoff,” said I, “ what
are they going to do with him ? ”

“The question is much more likely
to be what he will do with them, I
should say,” answered the scientist, look-
ing straight before him, and increasing
the speed of his walk. “I am not at
all sure what he might do, if no one pre-
vented him. He is capable of considera-
ble originality if left to himself, and they
follow him up there at the Place as the
boys and girls followed the Pied Piper.”

“Is he at all like his mother?” I
asked.

“1In point of originality?” inquired
the professor, with a curious smile.
“ She was certainly a most original wo-
man. I hardly know whether he is like
her. Boys are said to resemble their
mother in appearance and their father
in character. He is certainly not of the
same type of constitution as his mother,
he has not even the same shape of head,
and I am glad of it. But his father was
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a Slav, and what is madness in an Eng-
lishwoman is sanity in a Russian. Her
most extraordinary aberrations might
not seem at all extraordinary when set
off by the natural violence he inherits
from his father.”

“That is a novel idea to me,” I re-
marked. “ You mean that what is mad-
ness in one man is not necessarily insan-
ity in another; besides, you refused to
allow this morning that Madame Patoff
was crazy.”’

“I did not refuse to allow it; I only
said I did not know it to be the case.
But as for what 1 just said, take two
types of mankind, a Chinese and an
Englishman, for instance. If you met a
fair-haired, blue-eyed, sanguine English-
man, whose head and features were
shaped precisely like those of a China-
man, you could predicate of him that he
must be a very extraordinary creature,
capable, perhaps, of becoming a drivel-
ing idiot. The same of a Chinese, if you
met one with a brain shaped like that of
an Englishman, and similar features, but
with straight black hair, a yellow skin,
and red eyes. He would have the brain
of the Anglo-Saxon with the tempera-
ment of the Mongol, and would probably
become a raving maniac. It is not the
temperament only, nor the intellect only,
which produces the idiot or the madman ;
it is the lack of balance between the two.
Arrant cowards frequently have very
warlike imaginations, and in their dreams
conceive themselves doing extremely vio-
lent things. Suppose that with such an
imagination you unite the temperament
of an Arab fanatic, or the coarse, brutal
courage of an English prize-fighter, you
can put no bounds to the possible actions
of the monster you create. The salva-
tion of the human race lies in the fact
that very strong and brave people com-
monly have a peaceable disposition, or
else commit murder, and get hanged for
it. It is far better that they should be
hanged, because nobody knows where
violence ends and insanity begins, and
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it is just as well to be on the safe side.
Whenever a given form of intellect hap-
pens to be joined to a totally inappropri-
ate temperament, we say it is a case of
idiocy or insanity. Of course there are
many other cases which arise from the
mind or the body being injured by ex-
traneous causes; but they are not genu-
ine cases of insanity, because the evil
has not been transmitted from the par-
ents, nor will it be to the children.”

The professor marched forward as he
gave his lecture on unsoundness of brain,
and T strode by his side, silent and lis-
tening. What he said seemed very nat-
ural, and yet Ihad never heard it before.
Was Madame Patoff such a monster as
he deseribed? It was more likely that
her son might be, seeing that he in some
points answered precisely to the descrip-
tion of a man with the intellect of one
race and the temperament of another ;
and yet any one would scoff at the idea
that Paul Patoff could go mad. He was
so correct, so staid, so absolutely master

"of what he said, and probably of what

he felt, that one could not imagine him
a prey to insanity. ‘

“ What you say is very interesting,”
I remarked, at last, “but how does it
apply to Madame Patoft ?

“It does not apply to her,” returned
Professor Cutter. ** She belongs to the
class of people in whom the mind has
been injured by extraneous -civcum-
stances.”

«I suppose it is possible. I suppose
a perfectly sound mind may be com-
pletely destroyed by an accident, even
by the moral shock from a sorrow or
disappointment.”

“Yes,” said the professor. “It is
even possible to produce artificial insan-
ity, — perfectly genuine while it lasts;
but it is not possible for any one to pre-
tend to be insane.”

“Really 7 I should have thought it
quite possible,” said I.

“ No. It is impossible. I was once
called to give my opinion in such a case ;



508

the man betrayed himself in half an
hour, and yet he was a very clever fel-
low. He was a servant; murdered hjs
master to rob him ; was caught, but suc-
ceeded in restoring the valuables to their
places, and pretended to be crazy. It
was very well managed and he played
the fool splendidly, but I caught him.”

“How?” I asked.

+ Simply by bullying. I treated him
roughly, and never stopped talking to
him, — just the worst treatment for a
person really insane. In less than an
hour I had wearied him out, his feigned
madness became so fatiguing to him that
there was finally only a spasmodic at-
tempt, and when I had done with him
the sane man was perfectly apparent.
He grew too much frightened and too
tired to act a part. He was hanged, to
the satisfaction of all concerned, and he
made a complete confession.”

* But how about the artificial insanity
you spoke of? How can it be pro-
duced ? 7

“ By any poison, from coffee to alco-
hol, from tobacco to belladonna. A man
who is drunk is insane.”

“T wonder whether, if a madman got
drunk, he would be sane?” I said.

“Sometimes. A man who has deli-
rinm tremens ean be brought to his right
mind for a time by alcohol, unless he is
too far gone. The habitual drunkard is
not in his right mind until he has had
a certain amount of liquor. All habit-
ual poisons act in that way, even tea.
How often do you hear a woman or a
student say, ‘1 do not feel like myself
to-day,— I have mnot had my tea’!
When a man does not feel like himself,
he means that he feels like some one
else, and he is mildly crazy. Generally
speaking, any sudden change in our hab-
its of eating and drinking will produce
a temporary unsoundness of the mind.
Every one knows that thirst sometimes
brings on a dangerous madness, and
hunger produces hallucinations and vis-
ions which take a very real character.”
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“ 1 know, —1I have seen that. In the
East it is thought that insanity ecan
be caused by mesmerism, or something
like 1t.”

“It is not impossible,” answered the
scientist.  “We do not deny that some
very extraordinary circumstances can be
induced by sympathy and antipathy.”

- I suppose you do not believe in ae-
tual mesmerism, do you ?”’

* I neither affirm nor deny, — I wait ;
and until I have been convinced I do not
consider my opinion worth giving.”

“That is the only rational position
for a man of science. I fancy that noth-
ing but experience satisfies you, — why
should it ?

‘The trouble is that experiments, ac-
cording to the old maxim, are generally
made, and should be made, upon worth-
less bodies, and that they are necessa-
rily very far from being conclusive in re-
gard to the human body. There is no
doubt that dogs are subject to grief, joy,
hope, and disappointment ; but it is not
possible to conclude from the conduct of
a dog who is deprived of a particularly
interesting bone he is gnawing, for in-
stance, how a man will act who is robbed
of his possessions. Similarity of mis-
fortune does not imply analogy in the
consequences.”

“ Certainly not.  Otherwise every-
body would act in the same way, if put
in the same case.”

The professor’s conversation was in-
teresting if only on account of the ex-
treme simplicity with which he spoke of
such a complicated subject. I was im-
pressed with the belief that he belonged
to a class of scientists whose interest in
what they hope to learn surpasses their
enthusiasm for what they have already
learned, — a class of scientists unfortu-
nately very rare in our day. For we
talk more nonsense about science than
would fill many volumes, because we de-
vote so much time to the pursuit of
knowledge ; nevertheless, the amount of
knowledge actually acquired, beyond all
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possibility of contradietion, is ludierous-
ly small as compared with the energy
expended in the pursuit of it and the
noise made over its attainment. Science
lays many eggs, but few are hatched.
Science boasts much, but accomplishes
little ; is vainglorious, puffed up, and un-
charitable ; desives to De considered as
the root of all civilization and the seed
of all good, whereas it is the heart
that civilizes, never the head.

I walked by the professor’s side in
deep thought, and he, too, became silent,
so that we talked little more until we
were coming home and had almost
reached the house.

“Why has Patoff never been in Eng-
land before 7 ” I asked, suddenly.

] believe he has,” answered Cutter.

“ He says he has not.”

“ Never mind. I believe he was in
London during nearly eighteen months,
about four or five years ago, as secretary
in the Russian embassy. He never
went near his relations.”

“Why should he say now that he
never was in the country ?”

“Because they would not like it, if
they knew he had heen so near them
without ever visiting them.”

“Was his mother with him?
she never write to her people? ”’

“No,” said Cutter, with a short laugh,
“she never wrote to them.”

“How very odd!” T exclaimed, as
we entered the hall door.

“It was odd,” answered my compan-
ion, and went up-stairs. There was
something very unsatisfactory about him,
I thought; and then I cursed my own
curiosity. What business was it all of
mine? If Paul Patoff chose to tell a
diplomatic falsehood, it certainly did not
concern me. It was possible that his
mother might have quarreled with her
family, — indeed, in former years T had
sometimes thought as much from their
never mentioning her; and in that case
it would be natural that her son might
not have cared to visit his relations when

Did
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he was in England before. He need not
have made such a show of never hav-
ing visited the country, but people often
do that sort of thing. And now it was
probable that since Madame Patoff had
been insane there might have been a
reconciliation and a smoothing over of
the family difficulties. I had no idea
where Madame Patoff might be. I could
not ask any one such a delicate ques-
tion, for I supposed she was confined in
an asylum, and no one volunteered the
information. Probably Cutter’s visit to
Carvel Place was connected with her sad
state ; perhaps Patoff’s coming might be
the result of it, also. It was impossible
to say. But of this I was certain: that
John Carvel and his wife had both
grown older and sadder in the past two
years, and that there was an air of con-
cealment about the house which made
me very uncomfortable. T have been
connected with more than oue odd story
in my time, and I confess that I no
longer care for excitement as I once did.
If people are going to get into trouble,
I would rather not be there to see it,
and I have a strong dislike to being sud-
denly called upon to play an unexpected
part in sensational events. Above all, 1
hate mystery; I hate the mournful air
of superior sorrow that hangs about peo-
ple who have a disagreeable secret, and
the constant depression of long-protracted
anxiety in those about me. It spoiled
my pleasure n the quiet country life to
see John’s face grow every day more
grave and Mary Carvel’s eyes turn sad-
der. Pain of any sort is unpleasant to
witness, but there is nothing so depressing
as to watch the progress of melancholy
in one’s friends ; to feel that from some
cause which they will not confide they
are losing peace and health and happi-
ness. Even if one knew the cause one
might not be able to do anything to re-
move it, for it is no bodily ill, that can
be doctored and studied and experiment-
ed upon, a subject for dissertation and
barbarous, semi-classic nomenclature;
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quacks do not pretend to cure it with
patent medicines, and great physicians
do not write nebulous articles about it in
the reviews. There is little room for
speculation in the matter of grief, for
most people know well enough what it
is, and need no Latin words with Greek
terminations to express it. It is the
breaking of the sea of life over the har-
bor bar where science ends and human-
ity begins.

Poor John! It needed something
strong indeed to sadden his cheerfulness
and deaden his energy. That evening
I talked with Hermione in the drawing-
room. She looked more lovely than
ever, dressed all in white, with a single
row of pearls around her throat. Her
delicate features were pale and luminous,
and her brown eyes brighter than usual,
—a mere girl, scarcely yet gone into
the world, but such a woman! It was
no wonder that Paul glanced from time
to time in admiration at his cousin.

We were seated in Chrysophrasia’s
corner, Hermione and I. There was
nothing odd in that; the young girl
likes me and enjoys talking to me, and
I am no longer young. You know, dear
friend, that I am forty-six years old this
summer, and it is a long time since any
one thought of flirting with me. I am
not dangerous, — nature has taken care
of that, —and I am thought very safe
company for the young.

“Tell me one of your stories, Mr.
Griggs. I am so tired this evening,”
said Hermione.

“I do not know what to tell you,” I
answered. “I was hoping that you
would tell me one of yours, all about the
fairies and the elves in the park, as you
used to when you were a little girl.”

“T do not believe in fairies any more,”
said Hermione, with a little sigh. “I
believed in them once.— it was so nice.
I want stories of real life now, — sad
ones, that end happily.”

“A great many happy stories end
sadly,” 1 replied, “ but few sad ones end
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happily. Why do you want a sad
story?  You ought to be gay.”
“Qught I? I am not, I am sure. I

cannot take everything with a laugh, as
some people can ; and I cannot be always
resigned and religious, as mamma is.”

“The pleasantest people are the ones
who are always good, but not always
alike,” T remarked. ¢ 1t is variety that
makes life charming, and goodness that
makes it worth living.”

Hermione laughed a little.

“That sounds very good,— a little
goody, as we used to say when we were
small. I wonder whether it is true. I
suppose I have not enough variety, or
not enough goodness, just at present.”

“Why?” I asked. “I should think
you had both.”

“I do not see the great variety,” she
answered.

“Have you not found a new relation
to-day ? An interesting cousin who has
seen the whole world ought to go far
towards making a variety in life.”

“ What should you think of a man,
Mr. Griggs, whose brother has not been
dead eighteen months, and whose moth-
er is dangerously ill, perhaps dying,
and who shows no more feeling than a
stone ? ”’

The question came sharply and dis-
tinetly ; Hermione’s short lip curled in
scorn, and the words were spoken through
her closed teeth. Of course she was
speaking of Paul Patoff. She turned to
me for an answer, and there was an
angry light in her eyes.

“Ts your cousin’s mother very ill?”
I asked.

“She is not really dying, but she
can never get well. Oh, Mr. Griggs,”
she cried, clasping her hands together
on her knees, and leaning back in her
seat, “ I wish I could tell you all about
it! I am sure you might do some good,
but they would be very angry if T told
you. I wonder whether he is really
so hard-hearted as he looks!”

«Oh, no,” I answered. “Men who
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have lived so much in the world learn
to conceal their feelings.”

“TIt is not thought good manners to
have any fceling, is it? "

“ Most people try to hide what they
feel. What is the good of showing
every one that you are hurt, when no-
body ean do anything to help you? It
is undignified to make an exhibition of
sorrow for the benefit of one’s neigh-
bors.”

“ Perhaps. But I almost think aunt
Chrysophrasia is right ; the world was a
nicer place, and life was more interest-
ing, when everybody showed what they
felt, and fought for what they wanted,
and ran away with people they loved,
and killed people they hated.”

“Y think you would get very tired of
it,” I said, laughing. “It is uncom-
fortable to live in constant danger of
one’s life. You used not to talk so,
Miss Carvel; what has happened to
you?”

“QOh, I do not know; everything is

happening that ought not. I should
think you might see that we are all very
anxious. But I do not half understand
it myself. "Will you not tell me a story,
and help me to forget all about it? Here
comes papa with Professor Cutter, look-
ing graver than ever; they have been to
see — I mean they have been talking
about it again.”

“Once upon a time there was a” —
I stopped. John Carvel came straight
across the room to where we were sitting.

“ Griggs,” he said, in a low voice,
“will you come with me for a moment ?
I sprang to my feet. John laid his hand
upon my arm; he was very pale. “ Don’t
look as though anything were the mat-
ter,” he added.

Accordingly I sauntered across the
room, and made a show of stopping a
moment before the fire to warm my
hands and listen to the general conversa-
tion that was going on there. Presently
I walked away, and John followed me.
As T passed, I looked at the professor,
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who seemed already absorbed in listen-
ing to one of Chrysophrasia’s speeches.
He did not return my glance, and I left
the room with my friend. A moment
later we were in his study. A student’s
lamp with a green shade burned steadily
upon the table, and there was a bright
fire on the hearth. A huge writing-ta-
ble filled the centre of the room, covered
with papers and pamphlets. John did
not sit down, but stood leaning back
against a heavy bookease, with one hand
behind him.

“ Griggs,” he said, and his voice trem-
bled with excitement, “1 am going to
ask you a favor, and in order to ask it
I am obliged to take you into my confi-
dence.”

“T am ready,” said L
trust me.”

¢ Since yon were here last, very pain-
ful things have occurred. In conse-
quence of the death of her elder son.
and of certain circumstances attending
it which I need not, cannot, detail, my
wife’s sister, Madame Patoff, became in-
sane about eighteen months ago. Pro-
fessor Cutter chanced to be with her at
the time, and informed me at once. Her
husband, as you know, died twenty years
ago, and Paul was away, so that Cutter
was 50 good as to take care of her. He
said her only chance of recovery lay in
being removed to her native country
and carefully nursed. Thank God, I am
rich. I received her here, and she has
been here ever since. Do not look sur-
prised. For the sake of all I have taken
every precaution to keep her absolutely
removed from us, though we visit her
from time to time. Cutter told me that
dreadful story of her trying to kill her-
self in Suabia. He has just informed
me that it was you who saved both her
life and his with your rope, — not know-
ing either of them. I need not tell you
my gratitude.”

John paused, and grasped my hand :
his own was cold and moist.

“It was nothing,” I said.

“You can

“I did
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not even incur any danger; it was Cut-
ter who risked his life.”

* No matter,” continued Carvel. Tt
was you who saved them both. From
that time she has recognized no one.
Cutter brought her here, and the north
wing of the house was fitted up for her.
He has come from time to time to see
her, and she has proper attendants. You
never see them nor her, for she has a
walled garden, — the one against which
the hot-houses and the tennis-court are
built. Of course the servants know, —
everybody in the house knows all about
it ; but this is a huge old place, and there
is plenty of room. It is not thought safe
to take her out, and there appears to be
something so peculiar about her insanity
that Cutter discourages the idea of the
ordinary treatment of placing the patient
in the company of other insane, giving
them all manner of amusement, and so
on. He seems to think that 1f she is
left alone, and is well cared for, seeing
only, from time to time, the faces of per-
sons she has known before, she may re-
cover.”

“T trust so, indeed,” I said, earnestly.

“We all pray that she may, poor
thing ! ” rejoined Carvel, very sadly.
“ Now listen. Her son, Paul Patoff,
arrived this morning, and insisted upon
seeing her this afternoon. Cutter said
it could do no harm, as she probably
would not recognize him. To our aston-
ishment and delight she knew him at
once for her son, though she treated him
with a coldness almost amounting to hor-
ror. She stepped back from him, and
folded her arms, only saying, over and
over again, ‘ Paul, why did you come
here, — why did you come?’ We could
get nothing more from her than that.
and at the end of ten minutes we left
her. She seemed very much exhausted,
excited. too, and the nurse who was with
her advised us to go.”

“ It is a great step, however, that she
should have recognized any one, espe-
cially her own son,” I remarked.

Paul Patoff.

[April,

“So Cutter holds. She never takes
the least notice of him. But he has sug-
gested to me that while she is still in
this humor it would be worth while try-
ing whether she has any recollection of
you. He says that anything which re-
calls so violent a shock as the one she
experienced when you saved her life
may possibly recall a connected train of
thought, even though it be a very pain-
ful reminiscence; and anything which
helps memory helps recovery. He con-
siders hers the most extraordinary case
he has ever seen, and he must have seen
a great many; he says that there is al-
most always some hallucination, some
fixed idea, in Insanity. Madame Patoff
seems to have none, but she has abso-
lutely no recognition for any one, nor
any memory for events beyond a few
minutes. She can hardly be induced to
speak at all, but will sit quite still for
hours with any book that is given her,
turning over the pages mechanically.
She has a curious fancy for big books,
and will always select the thickest from
a number of volumes; but whether or not
she retains any impression of what she
reads, or whether, in fact, she really
reads at all, it is quite impossible to say.
She will sometimes answer ¢ yes’ or ‘no’
to a question, but she will give opposite
answers to the same question in five min-
utes. She will stare stolidly at any one
who talks to her consecutively ; or will
simply turn away, and close her eyes as
though she were going to sleep. In oth-
er respects she is in normal health. She
eats little, but regularly, and sleeps
soundly ; goes out into her garden at cer-
tain hours, and seems to enjoy fine weath-
er, and to be annoyed when it rains.
She is not easily startled by a sudden
noise, or the abrupt appearance of those
of us who go to see her. Cutter does
not know what to make of it. She was
once a very beautiful woman, and is still
as handsome as a woman can be at fifty.
Catter says that if she had softening of
the brain she would behave very differ-
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ently, and that if she had become feeble-
minded the decay of her faculties would
show in her face; but there is nothing
of that observable in her. She has as
much dignity and beauty as ever, and,
excepting when she stares blankly at
those who talk to her, her face is intelli-
gent, though very sad.”

“Poor lady!” I said.

. did you say she is?”

“She must be fifty-two, in her fifty-
third year. Her hair is gray, but it is
not white.”

“ Had she any children besides Paul
and his brother ? ”

“No. I know very little of her fam-
ily life. It was a love match, but old
Patoff was rich. I never heard that
they quarreled. Alexander entered the
army, and remained in a guard regiment
in St. Petersburg, while Paul went into
the diplomacy. Madame Patoff must
have spent much of her time with Al-
exander until he died, and Cutter says
he was always the favorite son. I dare
say that Paul has a bad temper, and he
may have been extravagant. At all
events, she loved Alexander devotedly,
and it was his death that first affected
her mind.”

John had grown more calm during
this long conversation. To tell the truth,
I did not precisely understand why he
should have looked so pale and seemed
so anxious, seeing that the news of Ma-
dame Patoff was decidedly of an en-
couraging nature. I myself was too
much astonished at learning that the in-
sane lady was actually an inmate of the
house, and I was too much interested at
the prospect of seeing her so soon, to
think much of John and his anxiety;
but on looking back I remember that his
mournful manner produced a certain im-
pression upon me at the moment.

The story was strange enough. I be-
gan to comprehend what Hermione had
meant when she spoke of Paul’s cold na-
ture. An hour before dinner the man
had seen his mother for the first time in
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eighteen months, — it might be more, for
all I knew, — for the first time since she
had been out of her mind. Thad learned
from John that she had recognized him,
indeed, but had coldly repulsed him when
he came before her. If Paul Patoff had
been a warm-hearted man, he could not
have been at that very moment making
conversation for his cousins in the draw-
ing-room, laughing and chatting, his eye-
glass in his eye, his bony fingers toying
with the flower Chrysophrasia had given
him. It struck me that neither Mrs. Car-
vel nor her sister could have known of
the interview, or they would have mani-
fested some feeling, or at least would not
have behaved just as they always did.
I asked John if they knew.

“No,” he answered. “He told my
daughter because he broke off his con-
versation with her to go and see his
mother, but Hermy never tells anything
except to me.”

* When would you like me to go?”
I asked.

“ Now, if you will. T will call Cutter.
He thinks that, as she last saw you with
him, your coming together now will be
more likely to recall some memory of
the accident. Besides, it is better to go
this evening, before she has slept, as the
return of memory this afternoon may
have been very transitory, and anything
which might stimulate it again should be
tried before the mood changes. Will
you go now?”’

¢ Certainly,” T replied, and John
Carvel left the room to call the profes-
sor.

While T was waiting alone in the
study, I happened to take up a pam-
phlet that lay upon the table. It was
something about the relations of Eng-
land with Russia. An idea crossed my
mind.

“ Iwonder,” Isaid to myself, ¢ wheth-
er they have ever tried speaking to her
in Russian. Cutter does not know a
word of the language; I suppose no-
body else here does, either, except Paul.
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and she seems to have spoken to him in
English.”

The door opened, and John entered
with the professor. I laild down the
pamphlet, and prepared to accompany
them.

“T suppose Carvel has told you all
that I could not tell you, Mr. Griggs,”
said the learned man, eying me through
his glasses with an air of inquiry, and
slowly rubbing his enormous hands to-
gether.

“Yes,” I said. “I understand that
we are about to make an experiment in
order to ascertain if this unfortunate
lady will recognize me.”

“ Precisely. It is not impossible that
she may know you, though, if she saw you
at all, it was only for a moment. You
have a very striking face and figure, and
you have not changed in the least. Be-
sides, the moment was that in which she
experienced an awful shock. Such
things are sometimes photographed on
the mind.”

The Mocking-Bird's Nest.

[April,

“ Has she never recognized you in any
way ? " I asked.

“ Never since that day at Welissen-
stein. There is just a faint possibility
that when she sees us together she may
recall that catastrophe. I think Carvel
had better stay behind.”

“ Very well,” said John, “ I will leave
you at the door.”

Carvel led the way to the great hall, .
and then turned through a passage I
had never entered. The narrow corri-
dor was brightly lighted by a number of
lamps ; at the end of it we came to a
massive door. John took alittle key from
a niche in the wall, and inserted it in the
small metal plate of the patent lock.

“Cutter will lead you now,” he said,
as he pushed the heavy mahogany back
upon its hinges. Beyond it the passage
continued, still brilliantly illuminated, to
a dark curtain which closed the other
end. It was very warm. Carvel closed
the door behind us, and the professor and
I proceeded alone.

F. Marion Crawford.

THE MOCKING-BIRD'S NEST.

¢ Superb and sole upon a pluméd spray

That o’er the general leafage boldly grew,”’
as literally as though Lanier had sketched
that particular bird, stood the first free
mocking-bird I ever heard. His perch
was the topmost twig of the tallest tree
m the group. It was a cedar, perhaps
fifteen feet high, around which a jas-
mine vine had clambered, and that morn-
ing opened a cluster of fragrant blossoms
at his feet, as though an offering to the
most noted singer on our side of the
globe. As I drew near he turned his
clear, bright eye upon me, and sang a
welcome to North Carolina ; and several
hours later, when the moon rose high
over the waters of the Sound, he com-
pleted his perfect performance with a

serenade, the like of which I fear 1 may
never hear again. I chose to consider
his attentions personal, because, of all the
household, I am sure I was the only one
who listened, and I had passed over
many miles of rolling and tossing ocean
to make his acquaintance.

Nothing would have been easier, or
more delightful, than to pitch one’s tent
in a certain pine grove not far away, and
pass days and weeks in forgetting the
world of cares, and reading favorite
books, lulled at all hours of day and
night by the softened roar of the ocean,
and the wonderful bird

‘¢ Singing the song of everything,
Consummate sweet and calm.”’

But it was not merely as singer that 1



