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—Yn time she came fo the concinsion
ghat Beryl's calmmess was not, as she
thad thought at first, a mask, bat the
natnral expression of a waman who had
no deep feelings to stir or in whom they
had never been stirred.

Thus doring the preparations for tha
wedding the two girls were much to-
gether, and when people knew that
Beryl was to be the chief bridesmaid,
and that she and Lady Walcote were as
keenly interested 1n all the details of
the wedding as Lola herself, they read
Beryl's conduct from toe surface and
agreed that she and Dot Sir Jaffray was

She bent over him from behind.
respousible for breaking tne [amily ae-
rangement which bad been generally
noderstocd to exist.

Syr Jaffray himself was delighted af
¢he turn which things took, and as ev-
ery one scemed to be anxious to make
matters smooth and agreeable for him
he had good canse to be. For the two
months which had been agreed upon
a3 the term of the engagement he lived
in a lover’s paradise, with nothing to
yonse him to the truth.

It would have been idle to tell him
that Lola did not love him, and that he
was being fecled. Beryl could give her-
solf no reason beyond her own instinc-
#ive reading of Lola’s character, while
evan Lady Walcote did not agree with
Beryl.

Whether or not a longer engagement
would have led to his disillusion it is
&iffioult to say, but the end of the two
saonths’ engagement and the approach
of the wedding day found him more im-

fatuated than ever with Lola, and
Beryl was so glad at his quite boyish de-
light that she prayed earnestly her cwn
unpleasant anticipations and forebod-
ings might never be realized.

The wedding was brilliant. It tock
place en a glorionsday in the late au-
tumn, and the whole district of Moss-
sombe and round Walcote kept holiday,
Lola bhaving urged that everything
ghould be dons to give to the event the
utmost possible importance for the
largest pumber of peopls. Sir Jaffray
bad given this wish of hers the most
liberal interpretation, and for many
vears the county had not seen & Imar-
riage marked by more ceremony and
pomp and accompanied by such wide-
spread merrymaking and lavishly gen-
erons hospitality.

Both Lady Walcote and Beryl were
glad whan it was all over, and the girl
was pleased to think that she could now
slip back into her quieter life, with the
knowledge that she had played her part
properly and made quite plain her atti-
tode toward the marriage.

She did not contemplate that there
comld be any real intimacy between her
and Lola, but she felt that as they were
to live as near neighbors all through
their lives there must always be some
degrea of friendly relationship main-
tained.

It was a great relief to her, however,
that Sir Jaffray and Lola planned a
very long boneymoon. Lola would not
go to the continent, buf preferred Amer-
ica and would not be satisfied until Sir
Jaffray bad agreed to take her over the
ground of one of his rough hunting and
shooting expeditions. She wag no con-
ventional bride, she declared, and didn’t
want a2 conventicnal homeymoeon, and be
yielded to this, as to everything she
usked.

They planned a tour, them, which
would take some months, and 1t was re-
solved that they should be away during
the whole of the winter and ot return
until the new year was at least four or
five months cld.

Beryl was heartily glad of the ar-
rangement. It would spare her from
what was a greaf secret pain—the con-
tinual presence of Sir Jaffray—and she
reckoned that by the time of their re
torn she would have drilled berself so
thoronghly in the altered state of

things that the paim and smart of the
wonnd would be past.

8he set herself a liberal round of daily

1r-§irk of a varied kind and held to it
with the resolve that it should provide
hor sufficient occupation to keep her
aloef from much interconrse with Wal-
cote manor.

But she laid her plans in necessary
ignorance of a course of events which
were destined to mix her up more close-
1y than ever with Sir Jaffray and Lola.

In the early part of the New Year
Beryl was booked for a visit fo an old
friend's ho~+~. and after her-
#elf wiin su.ne of the preparatiens she
was walkicy one afternoon in the park
close by the drive and net far from the
*u e noticed » ~tranuer go-

cuently bad pecple whom ghe did nok

‘while out of his blue

Enow fo call npon him on various mat- |

ters of business, but strangers were atill
rare enongh to attrack attention, and
this one was certainly out of the com-
mon. :

He waa fair, handsome and foreign
looking, and the gizl had time to motice
bim closely, as they werg both walking
toward the houee, and ho was s0meo 20
or 80 vards ahead of her.

As she entered the house by a =ide
door the servant met her and said that
there was a visitor waiting to see her
in the library.

¢« To see me, Challen?” she asked the
man.

“Yes, miss. He said it was to eee you
cn particular business—private busi-
ness, miss.”’

Beryl smiled.

“Are you sure there is no mistage?
What is his name?”’

«srPurner, miss, pronounced foreign. 1
couldn't quite catch it, and he didn't
give me a card.”

«“Well, I dou't understand it, buf I'll
go and see him.”

She went withont waiting to take off
her hat, thinking there was some mis-
take cor that the visitor was on some
begging expediticn.

“Veu wish to see me?"’ she asked
when the man rese and bowed with the
air of a man of the world at his ease.

+‘Migs Beryl Leycester have 1 the

+ pleasare of seeing?"’

““Yes, ' she answered rather stiffly,
not liking her closer scrutiny of him.
““Then I have come to beg the honor

nf a few words on @ matter whinh iz of
great coneeguence to we. My name is
forrian— Pierre Turrian. I doa’t know

whether jour fellow got it eorrectly.”

1 do not krow the name, ™

eThat iz true—1 a:n afraid quite truoe.
Nevertheless you can render me a great
gerviece, and it may be that what I have
to say will interest you greatly. It may
take somo time to say all I'want to say,
however. May I pray that you be seated?
I have a lez that is a bad servant sinoe
]—met v71th an accident some §WO0 years
ago."’

He placed a chair for her with an air
of exuggerated politeness, and she sat
down, out of consideration for him and
disliking him more and meore every
minate.

CHAPTER VL
PIERRE TURRIANK'S STORY.

Beryl's visitor did not speak for some
moements, but sat as though cellscting
his thoughts and seeking the best way
to commenoce.

The girl eved him very closely and
curiously. He was well dressed, bhis
clothes being cut in continental fashion,
and he had altogether the appearance of
a man of the world, alert, resourcefui,
shrewd and, as she tkought, calculating
and vindictive.

It was evident to her that the busi-
negs which had brought him to Leyces-
ter Court was, as be bad said, important,
and that he was canticusly deliberating
hew to introduce it and how mot to
make a mistake.

“My visit i8 a surprise to you, Bo

doubt, Miss Leycester,” he gaid at
iength, a smile of courtesy parting his
lips and showing his wkite, long teeth.
“‘ Necessarily,’’ replied Beryl.
“‘You don’t know my name—Tuarrian?

You are sure you never heard it as that

¢f man or woman—Turrian—of Mon-
trenx?’’ And he pronounced it with de-
liberate emphasis and locked bard into
Beryl's face.

“Not to my knowledge,”’ she replied.

“‘No, no, probably not, probably not.
Ma foi, how should you? It is a name
common enough, and any ome could
easily hear it and then forget it again.
Is it not ao?”’

] have never heard it,’’ repeated
Beryl, irritated because he dwelt on the
point. ‘But what is the business you
have come on?"’

“ Precisely. That is the point. Just
80. What is the business? Well, 1 bave
not come to talk about myself or about
my name. That has nothing whatever
to do with it, nothing whatever.”’ Then
he added, with another of the smiles
which the girl found so- unpleasant:
“That I mentionsd i€ so pointedly ab
all 15 orly my vanity. It would have
been with deep, deep pleasure if I bhad
found that the reputation not of myself,
but of my viclin—I am a musician—

had reached to Leycester Court, but I |

could not expect if, and I am rightly
gerved. To be frank, it is a question I
put everywhere, everywhere 1 go, be-
cause my fame is my life.””

Beryl saw that for some reason he
was misleading her and doing it clum-
gily and laboriously.

““Will yom tell me, please, what if is
you want?’’ she said sharply.

““You English are so practical, so
pointed, so blunt. Yes, I will tell you.
1 am meditating a work that I believe
will have a prodigioms effect on - the
musical world. It is a treatise on my
instrament, the violin. I am advocating

nothing less than the addition of a fifth

string to my beloved instrument. That
is a daring thing to do, Miss Leycester,
is it not?"’

“What do youm want with me?’ she
asked impatiently.

“] am troubling you, I see. Iam
gorry,’’ he said, lifting his white, thin

< =a

hands and shrugging his shoulders, |

eyes she caughf a
ghorp, swift glance that almost startled
her with its keenmess and told her he
was acting and wanted to read the ef-

y fec* npon her. 8he tried to lock as stu-

pid uud impassive as possible. |
*‘I really don't care whetber the vio-

l

yin Lus % cr & or b0 strings,” she an-
swered as if crossly, but really inter-
ested now.

“‘That seems to me inconceivable, ab-
golutely impossible. If I had a fifth
string'’—he began to speak with rapid
energy, as though the subject carried

him away—'‘I could produce efects by |

the side of which the mightiest effort of
the grandest master would be but as
the scraping of a learner. I could—but
what am I doing? I am an enthusiast;
you are uninterested. I apologize. Pray
forgive me."’

Beryl bowed very slightly and locked
wearied and impatient.

T did not want to talk of my work
or my project either,’’ he said, regum-
ing.. ‘‘It is only incidental, though I
am so full of it that, like a hen that
would lay an egg, I must cackle of it.
But, alas, right in the middle of a path
stands a difficulty. I am richin my art,

'

wealthy in'my love of my instrument, .

but poor in my pecket. To storm the
world with a musical treatise for a
weapon is impossible to the man with-
ont means. I am secking the means,™
;‘YE-\H-

What is the cost of adding, a |

fifth string to a fiddle?’’ asked Beryl stu-

pidly. “I thought they were cheap,”’
He glanced sharply at her to see if
she were langhing at him, but the cold,

impassive, uninterested expression of |

her face reassured him.
¢¢Jt ig not the cost of the string I am

geeking,’” he said, ‘‘but the agents who |

will take from me the inspiration and
help me to proclaim my idea to the
world. "’

] gm afraid’’— began Beryl, but he
stopped her with a wave of the hand.

“*You cannot help me, you would say,
but you can, I think and I bhope—mnot
yourself, not yourself. Please listen. 1
have in many parts of the world pupils
who have studied under me. It is them
I am seeking, to gather them into a
company, to touch them with the fire
that burns in me and bind them into a
band who shall proelaim everywhere
what I wish. Among them I had once

The man started back in his chair.
an English young lady with soul, fire,
enthusiasm, and it is ber I am now geek-
ing.’’ He spoke with much lively gestic-
unlation.
«‘Exrmse me if I say this is notking |
to me,”’ said Beryl stolidly when he

paused. ‘‘It is a subject 1 can take na
interest whatever in.’’

“] am ashamed I have taken your
time without a shadow of reason. I
have finished mow. I have reason te
know that the young lady had some as-
sociations here and that at one time you
knew her. She is Miss Crawshay—Miss
Lola Crawshay.’’

“sThis was what he wented,’’ thonght
Beryl, with rapid intuitien, “and he
has wandered through the maze of his
silly story to get at thie.”

She did not even let her visitor see
that she was sorprized.

*J have a friend of that name,"* she
gaid, as with cantion. ‘‘What then?"

There was no mistaking the gleam of
gunick, interested delight which passed
over the foreigner’s face at this, though
he hastened to hide it under the musk
of overdone gestures.

““That is good news for my violin!™
he exclaimed.

“Pnt it can't be the same,”’ said
Beryl, with her former air of stolid stu-
pidity. ‘‘She doesn’t play the fiddle at
all."”’

““No, no; that is right. Her instru-
ment is the piano, but her soul is the
goul of the heaven made musician. She
lives somewhere here?’ he said, with a
gesture of interrogation, in which hands
and arms and shounlders and eyebrowa
gll went np together. ,

“She is the wife of Sir Jaffray Wal-
cote and is now in America with her
husband,'® answered Beryl in a com-
monplace, level tone, without a trace of
animation in ber face.

But she watched with astonishment
the effect of the words,

The man started back in his chair,
all the light air which he had assumed
dying instantly away, while in place of
the mask which be had been wearing
astonichment, disbelief, trinmph and
white rage played over his face and
gleamed in the eyes which stared fixed-
ly at her. For the instant the man’a
true character showed itself unmistaka-
bly to the calm eyes which looked at
him from the expressionless, wearied,
disinterested face.

The moment afterward he was again
the actor, cursing- himself for baving
lost his self control and speculating an-
grily whether this dull, stupid, conceit-
ed English girl had noticed anything.

So quickly did bis expression change
that there seemed to be scarcely a pauge
before be answered, though in a voice
which vibrated with the shock of the
surprise:

] ghould think youn may be right,
and that this is not the same Miss
Crawshay. It could not be, of course.
The enthusiast that I knew was living
abroad with her father, not thinking of
mearrying cne of your English noble-
men,’’

“Then it must be the same,’’ said
Beryl in the same level tone in which
she had struck her first blow. ‘‘Lady
Walcote came from the continent only
about two years ago.”’

But he was not to be canght off his

“Well, if po I am more than for-
tunate. It is great news, grand news.

mammmm

land, my cause is already more than

won.”’ ;
WEar hpsband is a great lover of
music,’’ said Beryl, and she 8aw that
in the tone of her voiee

guor.
ask?’ And she YOse. :

Her visitor rose ab the same time.

‘] thank you very much for the
courtesy and kindness with whn_ﬂ]_: you
have recaived me and for the time you
have given me.’’ And be bowed with the
exaggerated politeness which had ril-

¢d BerylL
im‘‘Iurmrr:ut-ri']r;,m::r, 1 think you said?’ she
asked as he reached the door and his
hand was on the handle. _

He turned quickly ab the gquestion,
swhich he seemed in some Way to reseqt.

«tMontrenx is my birthplace, Miss
Leycester. 1 am Pierre Turrian of
Montrenx, the violin player. That 18 all
of my connection with Montreox. My
teaching has been elsew here. *’

“«sQp, I thought you meant you had
had Lady Walcote as a pupil there,”’
ghae replied, as though the peint were
unimportant.

+‘Oh, no, no, nof at all: not there! It
was in Paris, Queen Parig, that I bad
the pleasure. Ok, no, no! That would
be ridicolous. Paris is where I have
made my fame, such fame as I possess,
not Montreux. That is not of the world
at all.”’

He laughed as he said this with the
air of one who would latgh out of ex-
jstence the cobwebs of an absurdity,
and the echo of his laugh bad not died
away when the door closed behind him.

Beryl went to apother rcom, the win-
dow of which commanded a view of the
drive, and, herself unseen, watched him
as he walked away slowly like one in
thought. Once or twice he terned
gtealthily and slyly to look back at the
house, and the girl imagined that even
when he was a long way from the house
she could gee on his face the sharp, for-

bidding, evil, menacing look which bad '

more than ence distorted his handsome,
gruoel Ieatnres. .
Long after he had disappeared amid

' sio snall clump of fir frees which

fringed both sides of the drive close to
the turn of the lodge gates Beryl re-
mained leaning against the window
frame looking out, full of the forebod-
tng which the man’s visit had roused.

Then, being a practical girl of metd-
od, she went to her room and wrote out
every word that she could remember of
the interview and added her comments
and the impressions which had been
caused, and she locked the whole away
in her most secres and secure hiding
place.

The points which stood out most
clearly in her mind were that the for-
eigner, Pierre Turrian, had some very
gtrong motive for finding Lola; thatthe
tala he told about his musical mission
was from start to finish a falsehood;
that the fact of the marriage of Iola to
Sir Jaffray had moved him beyoud all
power of self control; that in some way
Montrenx was mixed np in the matter,
and that he bad been amxicus to learn
whether Lola had ever mentioned the
pame of Turrian to her.

For some days the matter lay like a
cloud upoa ber, and while ehe was on
ber visit to her friends ehe could not
dispel it. One incidaont of that visit
gerved indeed to keep the subject npper-
most in her thonghts.

Among the guests was a Frenchman
who was & uoted amateur viclinist, and
Beryl, finding him cne evening next o

her at dinner, asked him whether he
knew the pame of Turrian as a viclin
player.

‘‘“Tarrian, Turrian?”’
¢““Where is he krown?"’

] believe in Paris, '’ answered Beryl

“‘Ma foi, there is no such player in
Paris,’’ was the decided reply. “I may
gay I know every player of any conse-
quence in the whole of Paris, but there
is pone of that aame, I am sure.”

“Do you know Montreux?'’ she asked.

“‘Yon mean the little Swiss place. I
bave been there twice, I think, in my
rambles. Do you know it—a curious,
dull, pretty place—the sort of little
town youm can look over from nporth to
:outh and west to east in an hour or
two and carry away as a memory photo-
graph?”’

“You never heard the name Turrian
there as that of a viclin player?’ ask-
ad Beryl.

“In Montreux?' And the Frenchman
langhed. ‘‘Not at all. Poor little Mon-
treux has never distinguished itself yet
in producing anything so important as
a musician, Wait, wait. What am I
saying?'’ And he langhed heartily. “I
have forgotten the mad abbe. Yom know
Montreux? No? Then you will not
tnow of the good Abbe d'Eventin?"’

“‘No, I have never heard of him.”

“May 1 tell you? The good priest
bad been no one knows what before he
entered the holy church. Brt, whatever
it was, it was something bad, we may
be"sure. Well, he had picked up a sinat-
tering of musie, and he could play the
violin, and he played it in such a way
as to drive himself gut of his wits. Then
it was that he conceived a great inspira-
tion—he was to revolutionize the world.
And how do you think be was to do it?
By adding a fifth string to the violin.
Isn't that droll? A fifth string, my faith!
Poor fellow!” ’

““Is the tale well kmown at Mon-
treux?"’ asked Beryl after joining in
her companion’s expression of amuse-
ment.

“Why, of course. What would you
have? Could it be otherwise? Every ur-
E‘;L‘iéf" the gutter has the story off by

“What a most interesting story!"
said Beryl, who found much more in-
terest in it than she showed.

It emphasized two points in the tale
which the man Turrian had told her.

It showed whence he had stolen

he repeated.

MIMﬂﬂrﬂmhdid..

it did not help her to any solu-

! ' Bué
1£1 can start my mission with the wits tion of the chief question as to what

I
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was the réascn woy
not what he had eaid, and that did not
carry her far.

o eaking of

had been Speaxing
Eﬁnmfﬁ had been ntrqck by the
idea that in so small 3 place it must be
ingl to ok ]
:ﬁfﬁﬁ apd from this it was an
easy though gradual development that
in guch a place she h:ersal'f F::ld readily

qike any pecdssary inquirs .

ma‘ll‘zl:?nt iﬁea did not come for EOmE time,
powever, and in the meantime Beryl
was troubled to Enow wLether she onght
to gpeak to Sir Jaffray’s _mcrthea_- and
tell her what had passed 11 the inter-

yiew with Pierre Turrian. :

There was also the furtber qaeat:}:_:].
ag to Lola herself. Qught she to be told?

This was a problem OVer which Beryl
gpent many hours of thau;_._-ht.

1f there was any e€vil 1n the matter,
anvthing which threatened Lola, not
for all the world would Beryl have the
pews of it come through ber. 1t would
look all too much like the result of
gome vipdictive feeling on her part.

Eut, on the other hand, if Beryl said
nothing and it transpired afterward
that the man had been to her, her gilence
wounld be open to misconception.

She resolved in the end, therefore, to
go to Walcote manor and in the course
of conversation tell Lady Walcote, as it
were casually, of the man’s visif, giv-
ing his object as described by himself.

On her return home she did thiz and
snggested further that it might be well
to write and tell Lola of the fact.

|

find out anything -

She described the ipeident in a way |

which excited no feeling on Lady Wal-
cote’s part except langhter, and it was
in this vein that the latter spoke of it
in a postscript to a letter to Sir Jaffray.
The letter was dispatched to await the
baropet and his wife at New York, as
the time was drawing near for their re-
turn to England.

1t ‘was in this way that the warning
was sent to Lola that her first kusbarcd
was alive and had already bunted her
dowWIL

CHAPTEER VI
o bl e . s bl i L

EOW LOLA HEAED THE NEWS.

The news that Pierre Turrian was
plive ¢id wct reach Lola at New York,
pwing to a mischance. Sir Jaffray and
ghe arrived there some days later than
they bad planned ard pot antil the

evening of the day before thaton which |

they were booked to sail.
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So long as she could part frog i
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| ehrewdly chosen because a4

culaticn prompted each and ail
Gradnally she was sorprised ui
ease with which this acting wa d

The letters were thus thrust away to

be read ¢n board the steamer, and 1n
tbe confusion the postscript was over-
locked.

Had she known the news Lola would
bave turned back at any rigk and have
arranged to prolong an experience which
had been the brighbtest of her life.

She had pever dreamed that marriage
with Sir Jaffray would bring the bhap

iness to ber which she had fourd in it

e bad married bim from motives
which were purely worldly and selfish.
She had to make a position. She loved
ease and lnxury. She wasdone with love
and sentiment, and she chose o husband
as a man might choose a profession,
because it gave her all that she wanted
with the least personal effort and diffi-
culty.

““We women sell ourselves, and she
is the shrewdest who fetches the biggest
price,”’ had been cune of ber favorite
opinions, and she was glad that she bad
been able to marry where the man

wonld pay so freely and where he per-
sonally was not undesirable.

But she had made one miscalculation
in her plans.

She was a woman whose beart was
not dead, as she believed, but rather
had never been quickened into life.

She had imagined that she could go
throngh life as n sort of uwnemotional
lay figure by the side of a husband
whom she did not love, suffering his
caresses and endearments, but npot re-
torning them or at most paying with
gpimulated affection for the comforts
with which he wounld surround her.
But in her there were no neutral tints.
She must love or hate.

Sir Jaffray’s natore fired her, and the
more ehe endeavored to assuore herself
of her own coldness of heart the more
was she moved by kim. The very in-

difference which she affected belped to
overcome her,

She could not be indif-

-v-_—,- 1
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ferent, and she could not bate him, and
thg:a was therefore but one possible re-
G|

She had chosen, moreover, that kind
of holiday which helped to make indif-
ference imposgible. She saw her hue-
band at his best during the whele time,
and there was no incident of their trav-
el to distract her from him, nothing
that caught and held her attention
Eliuhwlnnnt associated closely with

F

and the pleasure which it
give ber im the doing, nor did e
the real source of the pleasure pot]

fncident which happen .
had beer away ECID iy
months revealed the i

They had ridden intoat

town in one of the southern sais
Lola was standipg D LLC Sie
waiting for her husbaud, wio L
detained at the place wiers therd
stabled the borses. A coople of oo
rowdies passed, and, noticing ber be
gtopped and spoke to ber. Sbe o
notice except to glance =t them W
much conptempt in
one of them leet his temper a2l W
a decp oath, tried to cimich Leriyi
wrist, vowing he'd kiss ber Ior bl
solence.

He reckoned withont ber sirex
and pluck, hewever, apd s L¢ fT29
at hear she pusbed Lim vicienUy &4
ward and strmck bhim w:ilk (o 54
end of ber big riding whip ioidti
He staggered back and ieasurd !
length on the roeadway, to e
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armusement of bhin com™
laoghed and swore gicel _
'hen he got up, tbe rofs
with raze and swearing !
have revenge, approached Lod
awaited his attack with TolEs
courage, eving him stegduy 2§
time. Rendered cautions Ly L &®
feai, he beld cff for a momenls S
his opportunity, and thed Wil 9
ning feint he put her off Zoaiss
rnahed in, pinioped bor
her.

She struggled 1 . :
the fellow's sinews wers (00 ZE
ber, and she was beginping 105
ke wounld overpower
heard him vent a boarse, gutimas™
ing sound and saw that =i Jefira
come up and canght bim OF ¥ =
haif stranglipg him in 2§ °
per- The pext instan
his back again in
there with great vic!
band.

“ Are yvon hurt, Loz
tbe pain of suspenze 1D

““No, not in t
That brute’s getting Ui

The fellow was on
rectly, ard both !
h=ad drawn their res

-------

“*You don’t eho
parts, do you!’’ saa =il
“Wait. Come, Loia

He led her away |

open at scme Litt]
her inside, tcld her 1
‘“Yoo mustn’t go Da
gaid, a fear that she l=u 1
berself awaking cn &t
and she clung to Lim 10 kee
s S | ‘;";
“Den’t be afraid,” be & _ g
and, putting her haund of -'f‘-~
a firm, gentle strengid. b

peaan 07 F

again. He walked sirale’ -
bully who bad asssulted ;-““]'i‘_'i
regarding cuntemptuf:;-i-:‘: et
which the man held i el
strack bim with bis ':“Lc;:;:r:kiﬂ
fal blow in the face, X80 .4
down with a thud which ﬁﬂlﬂ'
across the road. The M8 oo
stunped ox. Then Sir Jaf= e
the companion, but be, i“:“f:‘*ﬂ: :
happened, fired his revolver
and ran away, swearzsé |
When Sir Jaffray went 5o ¥
he found her more agitaie " gt &
ever seen her, and 26 T g¥
herself again for masy
deed for days afterward. cho O
He did not updersta?® =
it alk _
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