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She made the same mute sign of affirmation.
"Then, perhaps, that's just as it should be."

When Ashley got out to the road Davenant was
still standing by the gate, uncertain whethei to turn
back to the house or go away. Ashley continued to
smile jauntily. If he was white about the temples
and sallow in the cheeks there was no one to notice
it.

"Miss Guion wants to see you," he announced
to Davenant. " It's about that matter of her father.
I dare say you'll pull it off. No, not just now," he
added, as Davenant started to go up the driveway.
"She—she's busy. Later will do. Say this after-
noon. Come along with me. I've got something
to tell you. I'm on my way to the Temples'."
Once more Ashley slipped his arm through Dave-

nant's, but they walked on in silence. The silence
continued till they were on the Embankment, when
Ashley said: "On second thoughts, I sha'n't tell you
what I was going to just now."

"That's all right," Davenant rejoined; and no
more was said till they reached Rodney Temple's
door.

"Good-by." Ashley offered his hand. "Good-
by. You're a first-rate sort. You deserve every-
thing you're—you're coming in for."
Davenant could only wring the proffered hand

wondenngly and continue on his way.
Inside the house Ashley asked only for Drusilla.

When she came to the drawing-room he refused to
sit down. He explained his hurry, on the ground
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