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A LIFE FOR 4 LOVE. 9

CHAPTER IL

GerALD WYNDHAM was not in the least like his rosy,
fresh-looking sisters. He was tall and slenderly made, with
very thick and rather light-brown hair, which stood up
high over his low, white forehead—his eyes were large, but
were deeply set, they were grey, not brown, in repose were
dreaming in expression, but-when he spoke, or when any
special thought came to him, they grew intensely earnest,
luminous and beautiful. The changing expression of his
eyes was the chief charm of a highly sensitive and refined
face—a face remarkable in many ways, for the breadth of
his forehead alone gave it character, but with some weak
lines about the finely cut lips. This weakness was. now,
however, hidden by a long, silken moustache.- Lilias and
Marjory thought Gerald’s face the most beautiful in the
world, and most people acknowledged him to be handsome,

- aithough his shoulders were scarcely broad enough for his
height, and his whole figure was somewhat loosely hung
together.

“Here you are at last,” exclaimed Lilias, linking her
hand in her brother’s arm. ‘ Here, take his other arm,
-Maggie. Oh, when, and oh, when, and oh, when shall we
have him to ourselves again, I wonder?”

“You little goose,” said Gerald. He shook himself as
if he were half in a dream, and looked fondly down into
Lilias’ pretty dimpled, excitable face. ¢ Well, girls, are the

trunks packed, and have you put in plenty of finery? I
Epromise you Mr. Paget will give a dinner-party every night
youw'll want heaps of fine clothes while you stay at
ueen’s Gate.”

Marjory began to count on her fingers.



