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310 THE MAN WITH THE DOUBLE HEART
charged through and broke the Standard-the ereatwhite hhes of Florence-oflF from the famous ?a?-

wJv '^?!;'*
^^''J'^

^"y °? *^^'^ ^°" their honours ourway- he modern way in old England-a fat subscrio-

thTsame
"!"""'''• ^'^^ ^''' '^'^'^ ^ hTlSJ^M

,
"I don't doubt it," Jill laughed, mischief in her mock-mg glance. "Perhaps they all had 'double hearS'-itseems to lead to a lot of trouble ! Lov -^ those ovelvpear s there-on the lady in the satin g. u-and the

Si'soTe'al" " '°"'''^- ^°" ^°"^^ P^^^ '^ "V-it

h.l^° r" '*'''"; ^y^>^ ^°* 't ^*'"- '"^afe in my Romanbank-for yo«/-And all sorts of other jewels-anemerald nng chat belonged to a Pope. You're going tobe a little queen !-have every mortal thing you wantAnd you re ^yorth it, you dearest child. You're the love-
liest woman in the world !"

"Hush !" she smiled—"I want to think .
"

But a new idea had struck McTaggart

cru^r^'u^
'^^ '? ^™ ^^^'^ h^'- t° where two great

g-.lded chairs stood on a dais, under a canopv
bit there," he commanded.

She settled herself easily, her slim shape swallowedup between the great carved arms, beneath the shield of

w.^nt .I'Tr^^.f^f
'*°^^ ^^"^ *° ^"""^ ^t her. as she

v/ent on, thoughtfully:
''We're rich, then, Peter?—ever so rich."
"Yes," he nodded his head gravely. "What are you

puzzling out now ?" '

"I was thinking of Roddy," she confessed—"Of all
that this may mean—^to him."

"He's^ to be youi- Court Painter, my queen"—Mc-
Taggart s eyes never left her—"Won't he love Italy?And Aunt Elizabeth ?-She knows !-I told her the whole
story, Jill. She s been a brick to keep the secret."

1 hen he mounted the dais—impatiently—as she still
dreamed on.

''I say, Jill. You've never thanked me! This is my
wedding present, you see."


