
A LORD OF THE CREATION.

“ Jou know I wrote and told you," said Caroline gently « 
is better now that when I wrote that letter ” 8® 7

“ "?u Haro finit;

0 no ; I am very well,” ahe answered cheerily. And then Stic

*v-“took his hand. “All will be well, 
mured.
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And he
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footstool at his feet, and 
now you are come home!” she mur- I
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“I shall see him to-night?” was his next question.

b,°th-after r But must not look so 
.Z „ . T1”;. He 18 singer to-day ; the doctor says so »

My dear Caroline,” he replied, with a sort of uncontrollable
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roya munificence of soul, which never rested contcut with simply oorreo * 
■ng -n error. She must bo lavish of that which she had wIh 

She must bestow all the treasures in her store to make up for l 
been unduly careful of them. So now, the treasure of her love

irritation, 
more
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