AMONG HER "OWN PEOPLE

“We are good friends. You have been my
comforter in many miserable hours. I will
make no foolish protestations; but you know
whether you can trust me. And that we should
come to love one another very sincerely is
more than likely.”

“I do love you. Have I not always loved
you?” .

And this frank avowal was just the incentive
Archie required. His heart was hungry for
love; he surrendered himself very easily to the
charming of affection. Before they returned to
the house, the compact was made, and Marion
Glamis and Archibald Braelands were definitely
betrothed.

As Archie rode home in the gloaming, it
astonished him a little to find that he felt a
positive satisfaction in the prospect of telling
his mother of his engagement — a satisfaction

he did not analyze, but which was doubtless

compounded of a sense of justice, and of a not
very amiable conviction that the justice would
not be more agreeable than justice usually is.
Indeed, the haste with which he threw himself

from his horse and strode into the Braelands’s

parlour, and the hardly veiled air of defiance
with which he muttered as he went,/“It’s her
own doing; let her be satisfied with her work,”

showed a heart that had accepted rat{ber than-
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