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“This afternoon.”

“I shall expect you. By the way, do you
know a Miss Betty Walton?"”

“I've never even heard the name."”

“What time will you be here?”

“ About two o’clock. "

Yes, the Maywoods had returned the
night before, and the daughter of the
house had found several cards bearing the
unfamiliar name of Miss Walton on her
desk. Inquiry from the servants revealed
the fact that a young lady in deep mourn- |
ing had called a number of times and had |
said that she would call again. Miss
Maywood dismissed the matter as of no
consequence, yet she felt a certain curi-
osity when the same card was put in her
hand the next morning. She received
Miss Walton in the drawing room.

“Miss Maywood,” began the young
woman, ‘‘for your sake I have remained
silent, but since the publication of this, I
realized that further concealment was
unnecessary."’

“This’ was a copy of the News, on the
front page of which was the great picture
of the wreck. In the foreground stood
Captain P. V. St. George Brotherton,
clasping in his arms a woman. Miss
Maywood stared at it in astonishment.
Her first feeling of resentment was fol-
lowed by a wave of relief.

“It's Captain Brotherton!"” she said
inanely, at last. ‘

" Yes”

‘“And the woman in his arms is—"' i

“Itis I ‘

“I don’t understand.” |

“Let me explain. I knew that he was
engaged to you. He told me so. But after
he met me he loved me only. Don't | !
think him a traitor. He wasashamed. | |
He fought against it. He would never | #
have told me. I should never have | |
known had it not been for the disaster. 1
Don’t you know that love is born at a 1

'

meeting, by a look, a word, a gesture?
Well, it was that way with us, and when
we stood together on the deck before he
put me in the last boat, he had not spoken
of his love for me, although we had been
together every minute of the voyage.
Honor bound him, but now that he was
about to die, he could not refrain from

telling me. I don’t think I should tell you .
any more."

“No,” said the other woman, “I don't E f g Z [ 7‘6
wish to hear any more.”

“I should have kept silent for his sake
and ‘yours after—but when this picture
came out there was no longer any reason
for concealment, so I have come to you to

ask you if you have a picture of him
that you will give me. If you loved him
as I did, you would understand and there
shouldn't be any jealousy now, because
he couldn’t help it, and he's—gone."”

Miss Walton broke down. She buried
her face in her hands and sobbed. *‘ You
must hate me,” she murmured. “You
must think—"

‘‘Hate you?” asked Miss Maywood.
“I'm the happiest girl living. I re-
spected Captain Brotherton and I hon-
ored him. He was surrounded by a halo of
romance. He made such delightful love to
me! You shall have pictures—anything
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