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e Wil usually one of the

‘#',:h - tricndlicst of fellows to

: L‘:;E:?t ;;‘i:h in a day's walk, meets

‘.._:.lllttg_;'._a'r:mu's mood by one ﬂ'"l'-i-'l-!l}'

'-*ﬁ‘;!m[ cold. Ile does not notice
® pology for the “intrusion.””

e d've do. Captain Glynne?"

is bricfest business man-

r. Dormer’'s address?

. ays

Want .

-.-. View, of course. ¢
H-[Irmu]u?'.l thev had gone abroad,

« pemarks, a little siugrered.

fellas
-l her

. .---pm!"-'*" Mise Dormer and
| - 3 v . o5 F
]

wshar are at DO
L . o o
4 e

S e thev're at home,” Wilmot
H more curtly, ]E"ﬂ'king at Dal-

with eves burning with dis-
.:q:,J:'g, “You haven't seen them
.':‘_L long time, 1 suppose?”

“pallas Glynne's gray-blue eyes be-
gy 10 ghtter dangerously. *He is
wane to bring lue 10 book,"" he
#5:1- with pride and temper ris-
ig in flood tide.
=0k, no—nol
...."-’ld‘ Dallas replies,
pifference.

#Ah!” Wilmot Sarjent =ays, with
Jl the vehement meaning he can
savey by the ejaculation. “*Well,
dev're there—ii you've any business
sith them.’’

“Yeoz. n little business. I think
fshall run down and see them if 1
an spare the time,”” Dallas says,
iy his coolest and most languid

fones.

e\

lyg

long
studied

for quite a
with

moment his eyes fall on a
tten letter lying on  the
+ just beside Wilmot's
+ ink on the heavy -busi-
writing is glistening yet.
rth page lics uppermost, and
can read, nearly as plain as
O he sits, the ter-
ition of the letter—
“And with love to aunt and uncle
ard to vourseli, dear Yolande, I am
vours most affectionately,
“WILMOT SARJENT.”

Dallas Glynne's brain seems 1o be
siddenly set on fire as he teads it.
Yolande's faithful and *“‘most affec-
topate’ cousin is doing his best
w console her for her faithless hus-
band! This is the secret reason of
1 great many things—he cannot quite
¢l what—her cold avoidance of
him since the date of that hurried
visit, her negiect to write a line
0 ask him how he was—ill, alone,
solate, almost destitute as ke
has been, while she was living in
luxury!

ile grinds his teeth as he thinks
of it. And to think that he has
ever once suspected this; that, like
! other women—{alse, sellish, trea-
ferous creatures—she, gentle and
rek and modest as she looks, has
ten as selfish and false as any one
of them! Ilis sight grows dim, his
mises are beating wiolently, heart
wd brain are raging like a volcano
2 the fury of wrath and grief and
mlousy thut sweeps over him.
Forgetting evervthing, but impell-
# by a fierce longing to be gone out
# Wilmot Sarjent’s presence, with
5 fleshy well-fed countenance, his
s aspect of respectacie prosperity
ed his intolerable assumption of
speriority, Dallas rises hastily, and
8 blindly croping for his hat— not
®ung it though it is on the table
#lore him — when Mrs. Sarjent
Weels into the room, with the usual
her voluminous
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CIIAPTER XLIL
“Tou didn’t scnd off that letter of
52 0 Yolande, 1 hope?” Mrs. Sar-
=l begins, and pauses astounded
"1 she sees who is confronting her.
A% bless me, Captain Glynne! Is
ML you?"' she exclaims sharply,
“tWhat amazed, for haughty Cap-
% Glynne, who has never been
¢ than coldly civil to her, is
*ing at her now with almost a
Rling smile struggling over Lis
" face.
1 o't you — won't you shake
|$ With me, Mrs. Sarjent?’” _he
. ®With an odd convulsive laugh,
“* the moisture of relief and
. %€ and excitement starts out on
= brow,
|
ﬂ:a:p yes,”" the good-humored
ot 1o; but I_'-f: a good mind
e 1hi hy. you're not looking
« 1 Bg at all!" she adds, gazing
rnedly. ‘“Have you been

® §

g+ Ofce
. T“r Mrs. Sarjent,” Dallas

b ' strange humility;

» good-natured woman hds
Triende s mﬁ%ﬂrlm. -~ for: the -matter of that —

L E s

hﬂ‘. of friends, and re
B ﬂm_tﬂrture, :
ﬁ greal trouble for a long
B ™ BES are much bet*er with

e

._'j ‘0 hear that!" Mrs. Sarjent
R i} Iy, appraising his hand-
ut clothes and glossy hat
il n glam:t:. “But if you
o h_w'f'l* in trouble, Captain
therry imot, go and get a glass
Py ' 20d some o' them mnew
A ¥ou like so0 much,
Glynne — and Wilmot
By om | in .-;TLMt obedience —
idn't you let your
hﬂﬁ: relations know it?"”
. ;T:ﬁ:;ﬂ he asks coldly,

» and his pale I
_ "ﬁ ‘i'hder his moustache. e
L g g PPOSe your wife is a
. m’:‘lmmn, isn't she?”" Mrs.
.1&, bluntly. ““Your poor
B by S Dot ill, is she?”” he
R b . *° T have stayed away
*Canse | thought she did
he never wrote—"
: twice!”"  inter-
% froy Lu-ht more bluntly. I

.
"

““I have becen :
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of her, I don't think she’il shake
hands with you. She thinks vou've
gpoiled Yolande's life, and nearly
broken her heart — and so yon have!
Poor child!"

**1 have been a fool and misled and
mistaken, Mrs. Sarjent,”” he says in
a low, choking wvoice, “but not a
knave. I never wronged my  wife
wilfully; I never knowingly caused
her pain — only once, througa folly
and thoughtlessness. I love her and
1 honor her."

“Well said!"" exclaims Mrs. Sar-
jent, giving him a sounding slap.
“Wel!, what are vou going to do?"’

“Where is she?”” he asks sorrow-
fully, thinking of the long miles, the
long days that may lie between hun
and the sight of her face, a touch of
her bhands.

“Where is she? That's a pretty
question for a man to ask me about
his own wile!" Mrs. Sarjent says
sharply. ““She is at home with her
own people of course! Where should
she be?"’

AL
starting.

“Fair View, of course."”” Mrs. Sar-
jent replies, bLeginning to stare.
"Bless my soul, don't you know
they've no place else now, and no-
thing e!se to live on, until uncle
Silas's afiairs are scttled. but Yo-

lande’s money? And aunt Keren
won't spend a shiiling of that with-
out moaning about it, poor old soul!
She does pget tircsome — that's a
fact. As soon as poor uncle was
able to travel, they tcok him down
there, vou know."”

“*Was he ill?"" Dallas asks, putiing
his hand to his head in bewilderment.

““Was he will?'"" Mrs. Sarjent e-
peats. “"Don’'t vou know? 1'm sure
[ thouzht bher ladyship would have
thought it worth her while Lo
you that! He had a fit the day the
crash came in the city, and he was
nearly “twenty-four hours uncon-
scious. -1t was enough to kill - him,
poor mesn' More than forty thou-
sand went in a sweep in that blessed
Pacific ‘Salvage rubbish — 1 would-
n't have given them waste paper for
their shares any day — and in other
things.™

““He was ruined then?’’ Dallas quer-
ies, trembling and astonished -and,
oh, so humbled and ashamed.

“If he wasn't then, he is now,”’
Mrs. Sarjent replies drily. ““The most
that ean be saved or scraped up out
of everything will be only a few
hundred pounds a year Wilmot says,
so far as he can see. Of course he
has bhad to do everything for themm
—he and poor Yolande; and of
course, being a married woman, the
poor child eouldn’t do anything with-
out you in the way of signing or set-
tling. You haven't behaved well to
her nor any of us. Captain Glynne,
and T tell you so to your face!™ she
adds determinedly. “*All you've been
to that poor child is a misery and a
heart-break, and I don't suppose
vou'll ever be much else unless she
learns how to manage you."”

“1'H try, with Heaven's help, Lo be
very different in the future,’” he says
humbly, and Mrs. Sarjent gives him
another slap in an extremely hearly
and unrefined fashion, nods her head,
and wipes her eyes.

“¥ou'd do if you'd keep to that,”
she responds dolefully; *“‘but you
know as well as I do that you and
yours have been the ruin of the Dor-
mers. Would to Heaven they'd never
scen you! Poor uncle was always
such a one for trying to run after
people with handles to their names.
He’s had enough of his earls and vis-
counts by this time. T don’t want
to blame you for others’ faults,™
Mrs. Sarjent goes on, nsing | her
handkerchief energetically wuntil her

face is beefy in hue; “but it's

Fair View?'" be questions,

mm me of aristocrals and

-grand relations, forsooth, that that
.poor foolish old man made so much

of—nand poor aunt Keren and Yo

squandering _meney:- like water on
fripperies and jipperies,™- . Sar-
jent says, coining a scornful word,
“because she was ‘my lady,” I, sup-
pose, or because she was your moth-
er! Goodness help her, poor little
soft-hearted goose, with a bill

enou;htamkennhnnm'm'n
hair stand up on her bead sent im

this very morning.”

“Whose? What?”* Dallas asks
with a confused belief that he is lis-
tening to a description of some or-
nithological curiosity.

“Your mother — my Lady Nora;
who else?”” Mrs. Sarjent replies
scathingly. “Fifty pounds for some
dressing ‘'gowns and under linen and
things with French names, all got
pew for her wedding, though Yolande
herself told me—I made her tell me

“Mrs. Sarjent,
ing at her as if he doubts her sanity,

tell |

|

|

i -

Nora’s!" Mrs. Sarjent answers, and
then bursts into a loud laugh., “Law
bless my soul, don’t you kmow you've
got a step-father?'’ ~ '

Dallas's face is erimson, and he is
trembling from head to fool, but he
;‘Enr:?ers himself with a desperate ef-
ort.

“No,"” he replies composedly, with
a slight smile, “I"was not aware of
it. I have not scen my mother for
some time. She was at perfect lib-
erty to please herself, of course: but
I am naturally a little surprised.”

'*lf should think vou were,’”” Mrs.
Surjent says, chugkling; but Captain
Glynne's face and manmer check her
from saying what she longs to say.

He's a Mr. Carter — a very wenl-
thy man and a most respectable
man," she begins cautiously, but
Dallas checks her again.

_”'f am glad to hear it,"”” hs says
icily, “but T ean’t be expected to
take much interest in hearing of a
person whom I do not know in the
least. If you will excuse me now,
Mrs. Sarjent, I will say good-bye to
youn,”" he adds, smiling pleasantly
and taking her hand, “and I hoje
to sce you soon again—in  happier
circumstances.’”

“Indeed you'll not go without a
glass of wine!"" AMrs. Sarjent says
positively. ““Wilmot!*’

“Thank you, I would rather not,”
he assures her; but she insists: and,
when Wilmot brings in the wine him-
self;, he drinks about a hallglass of
sherry. and bids them both good-
bye “"About that bill you mentioned
just now.,” he says hurriedly, flush-
ing before them — ““will you please
let me have it?"’

“Indeed I won't,”” Mrs. Sarjent re-
plies coolly — *‘neither you nor Yo-
lande. I suppose whal's hers s
yvours and yours is hers now, il
you're going to be as vou ough® to
be. Well, neither of you shall pay
on¢ penny of Lady Nora Carter's
debts for fine clothes — not o ha'-
penny — so vou needn't ask for id,
for you sha'n't et it!"

“1'll talk to you again when you're
in a better temper with me, Mrs.
Sarjent,”” Dallas says faintly smiling
and is going out, when she runs af-
ter him to the vervy doorsteps.

“*Captain Glynne, I needn't ask
vou where you are going now?"" And
there is such desperate anxiely to
ask evident in her face that Dallas
laughs o little maliciously.

“*No, vou needn’t,”” he savs coolly,
raigsinzg his hat and marchiog off at
A swinging pace.

When he is guite out of sight Mrs.
Sarjent turns round from the win-
dow. and sits down suddenly wilh
a dismay*l face

““There,”” she says—"'I've npever
asked. him a question ali-out his
position or prospects, or wahnt he's
doing, or what he’s going 1o do, or
whether he's going to drag tlat poor
child down into poverty with him,
or whether he’s going 1o take |ler
away from those pour old {oik who
want some one Lo look after them,
or one single question I meant Lo
hoawe asked him."'<*

**Never mind, mother,”” Wilmot
says consolingly; '‘mavbe Yolande
will ask him all those questions
herself."”

““Not she!”” Mrs. Sarjent rejoins,
with bitter compassionateness. ““She
will ask nothing but to put  her
arms around his neck and cry for
joy over him. Poor little foaol'!
She's too soft for this world, any-

how!**
* - +*

On this quict sunless autumn after-
noon the “‘poor little fool™ is cer-
tainly feeling that the world is too
hard for her.

Down at Fair
gardens and

View, in the fading
in the leaf-sprinkled
paths, the breath of autumn is in
the air of the silent, shadowy, dy-
ing day; the soft melancholy of the
spirit of autumn pervades the over-
blown flowers, the over-ripe herbs
and vegetables, and the bharvest fields
gotting reaped and bare.

More than the silence and melan-
choly of autumn for the summer
of wealth and luxury that has gone
forever pervades the silent house-
hold, narrowed down to five indi-
viduals now, whereof one is broken
down to a state of almost childish
weakness of body and mind, one is
querelous, fretful, and eceentric
through age and trouble, and one
is young, with a breaking heart and
a spirit well-nigh ecrushed. f

There are only two servanis now,
and neither of them is properly
trained or efficient; but poor old
Miss Dormer, with a childish, un-
reasoning fear of debt and poverty,
suddenly overwhelming her, has ob-
stinately rcfused to disten to adviee
or logical arguments from any one
concerning her brother’s position or
future income, and at once, on
return hoine, has begun a wholesale
work of cutting down expenses by
dismissing her good cook and  ex-
cellent housemaid, telling them, with
martyr-like heroism, that lh‘ can
no longer afford to pay them such
wages as she has been giving, and
so has inflicted a good deal of un-
necessary discomfort and privation
on hersei! and everyone around her.

Once Yolande attempis Lo remon-
strate earncstly with her; but she

pever attempts it again.
It was enough to bring down a

udgment on us Lo see how money
'L.u:n flung here and flung there,”” Miss
Pormer says wrathfully. “H 1'd
kept things in my own hands as |
ought, 1 wouldn't have been as I
am now.” .
“¢you mneed not repeat Mrs. Sar-
speeches,

I'Ln her

herself this afliernoon, as she sits
alone sewing in the work-room with
the window open.

It is a relicf—a great relici—to be
alone, the greatest that the sorrow-
ful monotony of her days ever brings
now. Her aunt Keren has
gone to a neighbor's house to tea,
and old Uncle Silas, after his early
dinner, has listened feebly to the
reading of the newspaper by Yol-
ande until he falls asleep. So there
is an end to the small woes and the
petty fidgets and cross-grained
speeches and martyr-like moods for
a while.

*“1l do not know how I am to en-
dure it.,”" Yolande repeats, with
dreary calmness—"*woek after weelk,
month after month—perhaps year al-
ter year—trying to be paticnt with
aunt, trying to be cheerful with un-
cle, putting up with unnecessary dis-
comfort, pinching, contriving with
needless economy for nothing? 11
there were a special or worthy ob-
ject in it—if it were to benefit any
one, dear to me—I could do it eas
ilv, cheerfully, willingly. I can't
now! What shall 1 do? What can
I do?""

Despondency like a thick cloud
envelops  the lonely girl, sitting
there in the gloomy silent room,
thinking of her life, marred before
she is two-and-twenty. Impatience
ut her fate tempts her to cry out
against Heaven and against man —
dull despair, which tries to call it-
self resignation, prevents her.

] am tired of hoping, tired of
praying,” Yolande moans, with her
head laid down on a pile of house-
hold linen. “‘It is mot the will of
Heaven that I should be happy. 1
have lost all that made life precious
to me, and yvet I must try to live
on somehow."'’

She is verv tired with bodily fati-
gue from a long hard morning’s
work in  helping the two ineflicient
yvoung~ servants; she feels solitary
and helpless and foriorn, spending
this calin pleasant aflernoon sewing
in o dull room facing a dead wall.
Her tears are flowing as she rests
her aching head, with all the brown
hair roughened and dishevelled, on
the pile of coarse kitchen towelling
which is beinpg mended. And in the
stillness of the silent house and the
quiet grounds she fancies she hears
footsteps walking up the gra-
velled drive to the house, and then
pausing- -loitering im a curious pur-
posciless fashion.

She does not trouble to asceriain
whose are the steps, though she
knows that they are neither the
maid-servant’s nor these of the

solitaru gardener—it does not matter
whose the footsteps are.

“mmome visitor, I am afreaid.”” she
thinks at last, with an unsetiled
lock at her gown and tumbled cuils.
“Why don’t they ring or knock ?
1 hope Anna won't open the door
with a soiled apron, as she did ycs-
terday. Well, 1 can’'t help it if she
does! Oh, dear—I hope it isn't
a visitor whom I must go in and
talk to!"’

There is silence now for a moment,
and Yolande is laying her head down
with a weary sigh of relicf, when
she fancies she hears the foolsteps
again crossing the sward at the
corner of the house, and then com-
ing down the narrow gravelled space
right in front of the work-room.

“It is only Tom Blackford, after
all! IHHow stupid I am!’" she says
with a quick tremulous sigh.

Her heurt beats wildly even
at the barest chance of Lidings
her darling.

Tom DBlackford has a very quick
firm step for a heavily-shod gar-
dener; and Tom Blackford is guilty of
extraordinary presumption 1n paus-
ing at the open windew to starc in
at the desolate little figure by the
work-table. Tom Dlackford too has
a very goodly presence, if this pale
handsome young fellow with the
silky fair moustache «and brilliant
gray-blue eyes is he!

The next moment he has leaped
over the low wingdow-sill, and with
incoherent words of gladness  and
tenderness and pleading has canght
Yolande in his arms.

“*My poor little girl!
little wife! My own dear little
wife!”” she hears him sayving over
and over again, while he covers her
face with Kisscs. ““Yolande, won't
vou speak to Zw? Won't you try
to forgive me, darling?” he pleads,
straining her to his heart, lifting
her upon his knee, pressing the little
head with its dishevelled brown hair
tightly aguninst his breast. “~"‘Sweet-
heart, won't vou speak to me? I
heard that you wrole to me, but 1
never got any letter—never knew
anything of vour terrible troubles,
my darling! I would have come
from the ends of the earth to you if
I had thought you wanted me! Yol-
ande, speak to me, dear!”

Dut Yolande literally cannot speak
to him for a full minute. She feels
that she is suffocating and choking
with excitement, but strives brave-
ly to keep contro! of herself. She

yel
of

AUy poor

at him with wild eyes full of

add, with her hand

clenched on his, raises her head

from his breast to look at him.

“Phere s no use in my saying

anything or being glad,”” she says,

in a low piteous way; “‘you will go
away and leave me alone!"’

" Tears fill I}n.llu;h'::ﬁi :llj';.

though are bright tear =

Te her left hand to his lips
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C. Hughan,

to begin wWitn. ‘
““We’ll work you up to somethin:

better by-and-by,”” Mr. Daville saic
““At present you're not worth mor
than what we are paying you, bul.
if you'll Jet me sece what's in  you,
in the course of a couple of years or
so, I'll not forget you."

It is an under secretaryship of =a
railway company; and Dallas Glynn
most thankfully accepted it as an
cnormous improvement on the Lal
timore Hotel and Mr. Davison.

That shining light rcsigrs his
situation soon after AMr. Daville's
return from the States, and the
head-waiter steps into his place. Ilut
Yolande's letiers never come 1o
light, though hall-porter and hesc-

riiter agree in teliing Mr. Ihn-:l41

that letters such as he describes voor
cortaninly handed in by Lhe posiiacr
at the hall office. _

The Pacifie Salvape Company i
being wound up. and of their mens)
the luckless sharcholders will noeves
S0 so much as an pinch of golda
sund from depths that have =uck
down tens of thousands ol sovorn
i it

Some other of old Silas Dormer™
speculations have turncd out nei
quite so badly as was expocice
there are three or four thotsaar
pounds more than any one hopue
for rescucd frem the ruin. Tho
will be perhaps about five huncr:
a wvear secured when the windung-
process is over; and to this 1
both Dallas Glynne and his Wi
insist on ndding three hundred
year more. .

After a greal deal of perstasios
Miss Dormer is induced o consfc.
to this arrangement. Irr brothe
does not appear Lo care much o
way or the other. The blow ha:
seemed to stun him, nnd he polten
about his garden, and talks aboul
his fruit-Lrecs and coelery-teds, bt
very seldom of his lost fortunc.

“You are not to blame for
deeds of that wicked Lord
treath, your cousin, Captain
Glvane,”” Miss Dormer savs plain-
tively: “and it’s hardly fair, I think,
for *}'ﬂu and Yolande to deprive
vourseives of three hundred a vear
to atd to our comforts. It shows
a nice mi-end in you—that is all 1
can say. Of course you know that
every shilling we have will be h::*.’t
to von and Yolande and wvour chil-
dren, Captain Glynne?™

“Thank you, aunt Keren,” h+
snys gaily. “I hope the young
becpars will have to wait a loag

time for it."*

““The what?” aslks the old lady,
lonking scandalized.

“"Deggars—babies— voungsters ! "
Dallas  replies, laughing, but re-
solving not to talk slang again to
i precise old ladv.

DBut October hss net closed when
Yolande rececives one morning a
black-edged envelope with a  coronet
above the seal. She has been  ex-
pecting a letter from Lady Fen-
treath for two or three weeks in
answer L0 one she has written to
her to tell her of her happiness and
the goodness of her beloved to her,
and his amiability and thoughiful-
ness and numerous other perfections.
And now a letter comes from Isa-
belle to tell her that poor Lady
Pentreath's sufferings are over, tell-
ing her too the date fixed for the
funeral, that ceremony that seems
Lo follow with such ghastly rapidity
after the last gasping breath Has
ceased.

Yolande and Dallas ehoose the love-
liest huge anchor of snowy
that Covent Garden ecan produce —
one¢ mass of waxen blossoms and
trembling glimpses of maiden-hair
ferm—and send it with their names

thu
Yo

and their love and deep regret, and | soda-water and turning
a |pages of a review when Isabelie en—

think only that they have lost
friend of whom they will hear mo

with as much smifing abdaCicy =
she has been their tender benefgcle
ress, the little lady, looking perfects=
ly radiant, comes one cold day fm
November to sec them, wrapped [m
splendid sealskin and sables for
which Mr. Carter has just paid
hundred guineas. She makes herself
quite at home, and ignores all
pleasant things in the past — sher
does not guite approve of such &
modest menage, but still she is very
affectionate and pleasant and cheers
ful and gracefully maternal. But be
fore she goes her son takes ber aside,
and sternly and determinedly dew
mands the diamond and sapphing
ring. :

“*If I must pay for it, I will, mothe
or, no matter what it costs,” ha
savs, “"but the ring I must end wilk
have!""

“You shall have it, Dallas—I told
vou so before,”” Lady Nora responds,
with a pout. *'1 have only just pe-
turned home, vyou see: and now E
want yvou and Yolande to come wugh
and see me and Mr. Carter, and dine
with us, and be friecndly altogether,
He is really the Lest of good kindd
creatures!

“I am glad to hear it,”” Dallas sayms
in very cool curt tones. “'1 hopea
vou will be happy, mother, but B
don’t want myv happiness endangered
any more. Mother, 1 must bawve
Jovee Murray’'s ring back without
delay—I will pay you whatever yowm
plcase to charge me for it."”

““You shall have it next week, Dale
jas.”" Lady Nora savs briskly.

But she reckons without Mademoise
elle Bella Glover. She offers forly
—fifty—eighty guineas in vain for the
ring. Miss Glover informs her thafi
if she were to offer a thousand 6
would be all the same.

“T am well off now, Lady Nors,
and monev is not so much an object
to me as the possession of the thingg
I fancy,”’ she writes in reply. ““Bee
sides.”" she adds in a postscript, ""thes
ring is not really yours in any sensSe
of the word. I have never been ask-
ed for it by either its former ownewr
or its later owner, Captain Dallass

| Glynne.””

In her despair at this answer,
Nora confesses to her son what she
has done with the ring, and he hime
celf writes to Isabelle Glover for ite
This letter is all that that astuter
young woman has been waiting fors
On that tery she pucks up bes
trunks to leave Tentreath, where
she has remained since the Countess®
funeral, with her friend and staunecl
ally, Mrs. Vavasor. The Earl, whoe
has been staying with a friend im
Derbyshire to seck consolation fom
his widowed Leart, returns home the
next day, and in the evening, when
he has retired to his study, he has =
visit from his “little friend."””

He is in a particularly amiable
temper this evening — some specula—
tions have turned out splendidiy
within the last few days, and, for &
newly bereaved widower, he is i
very good spirits. His late Coun—
iess's weak-minded will was a blow
to him certainly, but then the mon-—
ey he inherited at her death is a sow
lace in itsell.

““Not that [ grudged you her lady-
ghip’s bequest, Delle,” he saidl
gloomily, when the will was read.

““Not you—of course not!” Dells®
thought. “*You would not have cufl
down my legacy to five hundred
pounds if vou had kanown the iorms
of her will Of course pnot!™ ’

But on this ¢vening he feels re=
coneciled to everything and every

flowers one, and in a sweelly-pious f(rame

of mind. He has enjoyed an ex—
cellent dinner, and his digestion, fos
a wonder, is not troubling him.

He is sipping Scotch whiskey andl
over the

ters, and the sight of his “ little

am going away again abmost imme—
dintely, and ehall be here only
fiying visits; and you can be
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