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" F l<MVP y<»u to your <nti>li.ns. ||.< m.iy |i.i\r

l)orn hid, but Ii«' was |^«Kid In iw \

"Ai.Nts n •'

Tlio Ccilonrl'n oyis gnvv very soft.
** Poor little woniiin." lie s.iid to him.rlf. " Wr.v-

M)u, youll look after her. You'll >ef she .lotsnf
ronic to f,'riof !

"

Tlitre was the soutul of a h. .ivy f.ill in the room
above. The Colonel's fare a^siuned ati air of intense
irritation.

"It's th.it infernal wuidi.w pole," he dwlired.
" I h •'' (loid)ts about it all the time."

VVr.iyson l(»oked at hini in horrf)r.

" What do you nic.in }
" he demanded.

" Terhaps you had Uttvr go up and sec," the
(Vonel answered, taking up his hat. "A very
•ommonplaee tragedy after all ! I don't quite
•^oe what else he could have done. He vv.is peunilrs^.
h.df mad with disappointment ; he'd In-en smoking
too many cigarettes and drinking too much cheap
li'pior, and he was in danger of arrest for selling the
Imdiord's furniture. No other end for him, I am
afraid."

Wrayson threw open the door.
"Don't hurry," the Colonel derlnred. "You'll

probably fmd that he has hanged himself, but he
must have been dead for some tune."
Wrayson tore up the stairs. The Colonel watched

liim for a moment. Then, with a little sigh, he
began ti> descend.

"False sentiment," he murmured to himself
sadly. "The world's full of it"


