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HIS HONOUR, AND A LADY.
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empty years. It would be silent and negative in
its nature, the denial of promotion, but he would

understand. Even in a matter of sentiment the
official attitudé had its decencies, its cqnvenien-
‘ces. kHe was vague]y aware of them as he rose,
with a httle cough, and fell back into his own.

Névertheless it was with something like an in.
ward groan that he ab;andoned it, and tried, for

a‘few lingering . minutes, to remind her of the

man shé¢ had known in Calcutta. .
“Judith,” he said desperately at the door,
after -she had bidden him a chéerful farewell, «1

once thought I ‘had reason to beheve that you
loved ‘me.’

She was leaning rather heavily on the back of
a chair. He had made only a shorf visit, but he:

had spent five years of thls woman’s life since he
i
arrived.

“Not you,” she said: « rhy idea of you. And

: that was a long time ‘ago.”

“She "kept her tone of polite commonp};ee,
there was® nothing for it but a rpfcogmsant bow,
“whith Ancram made in srience As he took hlS

‘'way downstairs and out into Kensmgton, a
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