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"It looks to me," said Wilmot sadly, "sometimes
—^in moments of despondency—as if the honorable

gentleman was never going to be either. But then

again," and he spoke in a strong voice, "I believe in

my heart that after you've done handling the book

of life and admiring the binding, you'll open it at

chapter one, and read, ' Young Wilmot Allen
*"

"Lunch-time," said Barbara, and she rose from

the comfortable chair with sharp decision. "I vote

for a thick steak, being famished. Is my hair all

mussy?"

"No," said Wilmot dejectedly. "I wish it was.

And I wish it was my fault—aad yours."


