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CRAPTER Il. But he threw ajk these thoughts off, and his heart was &U
_e of tharegi-'ing.

want 'le talkto you" said Mrs. Pembertoç, and se I #t
aur4 .was te be bis, own He tlÎb' gÉt of ýèr sw bc

Laura away. I want to talk te you abo . 4
JL:Your mama»L 

ee

tifui fiýe1 with its radiant crowIn of golden hai-ri.',ed.Of her t;l
Laura and you intend te bé married, è

Carl bowed gravely. f.%FlYesý, iý4dani,,Igqkeu,,,intnikn. in hiihi and he vowed that nothing should bé ý»ndone tb

We have loved each other----P-:ý make her life as happy and as full of joy as: d erved ét

l'Oh, mý..I know all about that. ýIôt, of sentinfental should be. - e
The hour was late when he turned towaxds bis bprýe.nonsen #ot fer real lifé.'se. 'Ébat is all very well in a story 4 >'

hastened on, and in a short time he was ascending the s
CartiKas silent, hé thought it was, better tà let the old lady

to bis rooms..,er:rhave' :tay out.
il e in How dreary they seemed te him as e term----d..: the stn

Yoü<$Lnnot live upQn love. L&4e won't put furnitur he n
your bouse, nor pay your servants, nor give yôm food te cat. ppm.1 c bon- Yes, but they would net be $0, muuch 104He pictuý Ëaura)s form flitting about. He saw m he'rr tt

ell nj&.in plain words; what is yeur income.
-àýr1%*old her, naming a sum that h ed * whq, $hould. transform these dismal rooms Înte a vely

èufficient for bis own and Laura's require esrugkt wonder]aqdý He longed for the nmd dày when he., shol#d se,..

Mrs. Pemberton 4hed. "Andyou expeÇt te succecè, with
ýour writing.e.

1 trust 1, shall," said Carl. It was very hardý te discuu
these matters with this very worldly wornan. Hé loved hi§
profession, and, aside from any mercenary motive, hièehoped
te be. a success in the literary ýoru lEie would like t te ý0
th at'peop.le would be the better for bis work.

Mrs. Pemberton nodded.
But you do net have te dépend

solely ôn your pen, do you?" she
asked.

Well, no, net exactly. My mother
left me a small suin, you know."

And 1 suppose you have it invested ..... .....
well

Carl smiled.
Oh, my moncy is safé enough.

It is in the han(is a trustée. My
uncle saw te that." àý

Well, 1 suppose you intend te see
about a bouse?

We thought, Laura and I," said
Carl, that we would take one or two
more rooms in the bouse where 1
am, for the present, until yve can see
our way te something better. There
are several very nice rooms vacant
over there."

suppose you will settle this
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money, that you speak of, on Laura,
when you marry?"

1 intend te do se," said Carl. Yeu may be sure 1 shall her again. ýThey Irad Jeft a little supper ready fer hirn, and by
London,ýprovide fer herthe best 1 can.» the tray was a lettén' He saw the postmark was

After a littie more conversation Carl left, without seeing but thought it a letter from a ftiend there, with whom hé A

Laura again that evenmg. corresponded. He did n6t, therefore, hasten te open the letteri

Laura was sure that Mrs. Pemberton was makinu herself ýa4- but ate bis supper first. f

disagreeable as possible, and felt very sorry for- Carl, ý but At last he opened it. It was net from his friend as he

she could do nothing. expected. As he read it bis face grew pale, and when hé had

Carl left the house and walked down the street. The air finiihed, he sank back in bis chair, bis fon-A sha m 'th

ým warmer thanit bal been, and he felt more like taking overpowering émotion.

r walk, than retuming te his rooms. Se he walked on.a long
Ag hé went, big thoughts wandered over the past, present The letter was a long one, butthe news contaified thexein

and fùtureý Md tow bis arria was all settled. He had can be explained in a few words.

neVer doubted Laura's: love, but he could net fally, trust Mrs. The trustée who had the power aver Carl's money bad madè

Pembertbit- 14c kncw that rhe had never looked with favor on away with it, and net a cent.r=ainedý He was gone,, no oPe

the marxiage; lie knew she thought Laura might have done knew whîther,

that her pow.er ôver.Laura w-as verygreai. The blow te poor Caxl was very great, for the thought wouid


