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QUINNEYS-

:,ny woman of intnitions. She cried aloud dolor-

"""''lie stol. the rose, trom her pore cheeks 1

Oh, the everlasting wickedness of some men 1

Ouiiiney smiled derisively.
^c ^r.m^

•• And. oh 1 the everlasting fool shness of some

women 1 Mabel Dredge still wants ^''^

James, floundering in quicksands, attempted

to lie his way out of them.

" It isn't true." . , ,

" P-ih !" said Quinney. " You're nicely decor-

ated, and there's a smooth buttery glaze to you

but vour paste is rotten 1 Now. let s get to

business. Posy and her mother thmk that I

value things more than persons. Here -he

snatched up Hunsaker's ^^eque- is a M ng

worth eleven hundred pounds. I offer you this,

ames Miggott. and with it Mabel Dredge, who

Sers flafhy stuff. You must choose and

Soose quickfbetween Mabel, /, us this cheque

and Posy in her go-to-meetin' ^^^thes fjus her

mother, who's right, by Gum. not to trust her

'^P:rstalircan be irresistible. This little

Jn'wllh Jll his disabilities, held these .^hree

persons spellbound under the magic of his voce

^nd manner. Posy's bosom was heaving wth

emotion; Susan stared open-eyed and open

mouthed, at the lover of Laburnum Row her

loe, miraculously restored to her. J^^^^
/^^f

^

at his master, recognizing hun as ^^^h defiant

still but stricken dumb. Qumncy chuckled

.< The rheaue won't be on offer long, my lad.
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