
\,

.liwoTerjr that It was Minnie that the Italian
wanted,

j^

»«~«au

iJ'^*'hr'^°
yon know, old dwp," continued

Ilacre^^ 'I couldn't .tand it; w i offered tomake it aU np with her."
" Oh, I aee you've done that, old boy. Con-grat—

"

'

"P^ohl wait a minute," said Dacreg, inter-

!;"?o'«t«i;."-
"'^''"' ^"" '"'"• •"" "'^»'' ^y

At this Hawbury stood utterly aghast
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V7hat>4Kat?''
"SheyWasn't % wife a^ M. '

She looks
confou„4ed^ likeTwhat:% wife was at her
best, but she's another person. It'g a most
extraordinary likeness; ^d yet she's isn't any
relation, but a great deal prettier woman. Whatmade me so sure, you kiiow, was the infernally
odd comcidence of the name; and then I only
[.aw her off and on, yot. kno,^, and I never
heard her voice. Then, yon knowu I wasmad with jealousy

; and so I made myseSf worse
-
and worse, till I was ripe for miii^e?, arson,

kJZ*"*"""'
"""^ °" ^'^ '^ of thing,, yoJ

To all this Hawbury listened in amoieraent.
nnd could not utter a word, until at last, asDacres paused, he said,
"By Jove!"
" WeU, old man, I was the most infernal ass

that^ever lived. And how I must have bored

'By Jove I" exclaimed Hawbnry again."But drive on, old boy."
"

"Well, you know, the row occurred just
then, and away went the scoundrels to the
fight, and in came that parson fellow, and awavwe went I took Mrs. Willoughby to a safe
place, where I kept her till I heard the trum-
pet, you know. And I've got another thing to
tell you. It's deuced odd, but she knew all
about me."
"The deuce she did!"
"Yosi the whole story. Lived somewhere in

the county. But I don't remember the Fays
At any rate, she lived there ; and do von know!om fellow, the county people used to think I
beatmywifft!"
"By Jove!"
"Yes; and afterward they raised a report

that my cruelty had driven her mad. But Ihad a few friends that stood up for me: andamong other* these Fays, you know, had heard

"KiJ V*'
"*'' *'

" ''"J'P*"''*^ ^"y-"

"Well, Mrs. Willoughby, I mean-her nlme's
Kitty-has always known the truth about it;
and when she saw me at Naples she felt inter-
csted in me."

" Not a bit She died eight years'ago, and
in an insane asylum."

-e •
»uu

tim'L^^
^°'"" Thcn^she was mad all the

" Yes; that accounts for it, and turns all mv
curses into pity." '

A^\l^,,
''" "ilent now for a few motne^ts.^At length he looked at Hawbury with a verv

!
singular expresaiou. '

.

"Hawbury, old boy."
"WeU,Sconey?" ^'
"I think we'll keep it np." V
"WhoJ" *^ ^

\
hv

'[ ^'7' ?"^ *"'' ^~*'« '» **"• Willough-
*

by and I-her name's Kitty, yon know."
Keep what np ?"

that sort Of thing. You see I've got into such '

an inferna habit of «,garding her as my wife :Mat I cant look on her in any other light I
clain,ed heis ypn know, and igi that sort oftnmg, and she thought I was delirious, and felt-
wrry, and hnipored me, and gave me a veir/ I

fevorable answer." V /

«wn •»*Hawbniyopeney his eyes. '

„,h.. .K ' * u"*" *" •••'"* *'•• "nd. among
other things, she gave me one piece of intelli-
geace that has easedirtiy mind."
"Ah I what's that 7"

"Why, my wife i» dead,"
" Pb> then there's no doubt about It?"
. -' I • -

fevorable answer.
" Humored yon ?"

,

But I m holding her to it, apd I'vjb ^^'err rea-
son to believe, you know—in facv I mar as
well say that it is an nnder^toodf thing, youknow, that she'll let it go, you^i^ow, a^i/a"
some early day, yo|f know, we'U^ave it all
formally settled, anfl'U that sort of thiiie
you know."

,

'^'

Hawbury wrung his friend's hand.
" See here, old boy ; Xyou see Ethel there ?"
Yes.'

" Who do yon think she is ?"
"Who?"
"EtM Orm!"

trll^'^'i ?""(." """"^ »'«""'.«'' the whole
truth flashed on his mind. " What a devil ofajumble every thing has been getting into ! By
Heaven, dear boy, I congratulate yon from the
bottom of my soul!"

'
, "

And he wrung Hawbury's hand as thongh allMs soul was in that grasp.
But all this could not satisfy the impatience

of the Baron. This was all very weU in iu
way, merely as ah episode; but he was wait-
ing for the chief incident of the piece, and the
chief mddbnt was delaying very nnaccotmta-
bly.

So he strode np and down, abd be f^tt^
and he fumed and he chafed, and the trumpet^
kept blowing away.

Until at last-
Just before his eyes

—

•,

Up there on the top of the bank, not far

vx

^ "P '"^° »n me lop ot the banfc, not far
ronrwhere Dacres and Mrs. Willoughby hid"
made their appearance, the Baron caught sight
of a tall, lank, slim figure, clothed in ras^
black, whose thin and leathery fece, rising
above a white neck-tie, peered solemnly yet
hiterros^tively through the bushes; while just
behind him the Baron caught a glimpM of the

I flutter of a woman's dreu.

,A.»^ ly •s .5v' J<^*


