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IT is years since I dreamt that dream, yet scarcely a
  Christmas comes and goes that I do not many times recall it. Perhaps it and
  the events which followed made a deeper impression on my memory because I was
  at the time barely recovering from the most serious illness I ever had in my
  life, and was unhinged both in body and mind.

Two doctors had insisted on change of air and scene, and I had got leave
  from my superiors, but where was I to go? The bustle and noise of a summer
  seaside haunt would have driven me wild, and I had not a single friend in the
  country that I could take the liberty of offering a visit to.

One of the unexpected coincidences we so often meet with in life, and
  which good folk are fond of calling providential, solved the difficulty for
  me. I met in the street Albert Pemberton, a young University student I had
  accidentally been able to help in a not over-respectable mess he had got into
  in one of our Town slums, and his good-looking face beamed with pleasure as
  he recognised me.

"Good heavens, how bad you look, Sinclair," he cried, "I only heard by the
  merest accident the other day that you had been seriously ill. I was just
  going to hunt you up—upon honour I was, to ask you to accompany me home
  for the holidays."

"Home with you!" I said "why I am a perfect stranger to your people. I
  couldn't have the cheek to quarter myself on them uninvited, and what a
  chance there is of them inviting a detective to Werrimona!"

"How proud you are; but you're wrong, for I have an invitation for you in
  my pocket. I wrote asking leave to take you up with me, telling them, you may
  be sure, that I was greatly indebted to you, Sinclair, though I daren't enter
  into particulars, and there—you can read the paragraph if you
  like."

"Mrs Pemberton is very kind, and I am very grateful," I said as I returned
  the letter, "but you are going to have a wedding in the family, and I am
  quite unfit for any festivities "

"You need not even share them unless you wish. Evelyn's wedding is to be
  the quietest you can imagine, but you need not even see the ceremony unless
  you choose. I have settled it all in my own mind, old fellow. You shall have
  my room; it is a regular bachelor's den with an entrance of its own—you
  can come and go without a soul being the wiser. Now you won't say no!"



  I DIDN'T say no. I went with my young friend to his home at Werrimona, and
  there I dreamed my dream.

Werrimona was and is one of the loveliest spots the sun of Victoria shines
  on. It is a nest of verdure among the hills that slope in around it, leaving
  broad openings here and there that the eye may wander to the blue mountain
  peak in the far distance, or rest on the shimmering, windings of Werrimona
  Creek. If the whole country had been searched for a peaceful spot in which
  one might rest and enjoy, with a thankful heart the beauties of God's given
  earth, none fairer could be found than fair Werrimona.

Mrs Pemberton had been long a widow, and was a sweet-faced, motherly
  woman, who set me at my ease in a few friendly words; to Evelyn Pemberton,
  her only daughter and the soon-to-be bride, I must devote a few more
  words.

I never understood the girl from the first, though sad after events taught
  me an explanation of much that had puzzled me. She was very beautiful. No one
  could look in her face and not acknowledge that. She was twenty one, tall,
  and slenderly built, but of admirable womanly proportions, and she had the
  most perfect, though slightly peculiar, taste in dress.

Her hair and eyes seemed of almost the same hues—brown with gleams
  of gold in them. The former was abundant, soft and wavy, the latter large,
  heavy lidded, and fringed with deep lashes that made a noticeable feature in
  her face. Her mouth was, I think, the sweetest I ever saw, and in her rare
  smiles the rich lips afforded a glimpse of teeth regular and white as rows of
  pearls.

Yes, Evelyn was beautiful in spite of the almost total absence of colour
  in her face. Her complexion was of a delicate creamy hue, and only in rare
  moments of excitement a pale rose tint appeared for an instant in her soft
  cheeks. The very first time Evelyn Pemberton's eyes rested on mine in a deep,
  and almost solemn gaze, I felt a strange thrill through my whole
  being—a thrill that had something of a shudder in it, though the warm
  summer sun was beaming down on my bare head as I bowed before her.
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