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declines, thinking as he does so that
IFrank is half right, andi that he must he
doveloping sun*ndry taimc-eattish proclivi-
tics ta bc so greatly in request.

iline does not appair; but as lie
goes down the avenue heatches an
glinpse of a gray dress and a red breast-
knot ahead. She makes no atteipt to
avoid hiim, rotni-ns his forial salite,
and passes on. And thon at his foot,
whero se has stood a moment belore.
he secs that lier other knot of' crimison
silkz whieb she has worn in her hair. LI
stoops and picks it up, glances af'ter bir
with the honest intention, no doubt, of
foiiowing and restoiing theidropped
propeity, thinks batter of it, puts it in
his braast-pocket, and goas on.

"Another tiie," hie tLinks "my
intentions ara Vir'tions, but ny courage
is weak. It woud take mnori moral
norva than I possess ta face that stately
little refrigerator again just now."

He goes home and dines, lingars with
the boarders fora tnim, and is " chaffed
about bis very pronounced devotion ot
last night ta Mrs. Wiiidsor's heiress.
lirank sits opposite, glowering darkly
and sullenly and says nothing. Then
Mr. Longwor'th saunters back to the
office, and ramains there bard at wor-k
ntil nearly aleven. The majority of
the boaiders have r'etired beforo lie re-
turns, but the porch is not quite deseirt-
ed when ha and O'Sîilivan aseend the
stops, for Mrs. Sheldon sits there alone,
wearing the blua silk Longwor'th admiir-
ed yesterday, and wrapped in a light
sum mer shawl, apparen tly watchi ng the
stars shining on the bay.

"You Totty ?" says Mr. Longworth,
and at this tima of night? You will

get your death of cold. What do you
mean by sitting here and looking at the
moon ?

" There is no moon ta look at," Mrs.
Sheldon answers, smilingly. She nods
ta Mr. O'Sullivan, who discrectly passes
in at once. ' "I do not thini I -was look-
ing at anything. I have been sitting
here thinking of- you."

" That's friendly," says Longworth,
in lis calmest tone. "KNothing very un-
kind, I hope. Which of my fnilings
were you grieving over as I came up ?'

"H iav you failings?" she says. :I
suppose you have, butl never sec them.
I should be ungenerous indeed if I did.l'

They ia gcetting on daingerous ground.
They da drift on sundry sholis and
quicksands occasionally in Con vorîsation,
but it iust ba stated that the fauilt is
not the gentlm:m's. lie comas to bis
owil reseuoa proiptly now. Anything
miore pr'osaic thal his remiaik, muore un-
sentinental thanl his toie, canniot wcll
he coniicaived.

" I doni't inow ihow it imay ba with
you after' last nigh t," lie says sup-
pressing a yawn, ' bunt nu cousmncdly
sleepy. I got np and w'ent to the office
at eight, you knuiow, and have bec
hard at iL Over siice. fottai comn, in,
trs. Sheldon; yo'ii catch cold ta a

dead certainty in this daw.
"Lauren mica" she cxclai mis, petu lanftly,

Siate that naime froin voi. Call me
Totty always-no ana do's but yoii now',
and i like it. Manmia says Laur:."

" Well, if you like. It's not a veI'y
dignified appellation-'

" But i prefer i t froii yoii," sho says,
lialf nnder cib braith; Il it brings back
the old times %'iin we wi'e both young.
Oh, if they could onfly como afl over
aîgain 1

It wolid ba a trmendous mistaka,
tace my word for iL. Old timas should
ievei bo brought back. Let tue dcad
die, and be buried decently and for ovaer
ont of sight and mind."

"Is thor nothing, thon, in the pnst
you would wisi brought back, Lair-
ence

" Nothing," retuirns Longworth,
promptly, I except, porhaps, a fvew ab-
scnnding subscribers. But they are
hopoloss."

" I Nas thinkiiig cwhen youî came up,"
she gocs on, her voice hurried and
tremulous, "l of that tine so long ago,
when youir uncli and my nother behav-
ed so badly ta us both-to you most of
all. When I sec you woiking so hard,
and thinkc of what you were, and of all
you have lost for my sake, do you think
-Lauence, do you think I can over
forget my folly or forgive my blind-
nass ?"

" I don't sac why not. You did me
no hariin-pccuîniiarily at least. I never
w'as a happier man in my life than
since I bave had ta wor'k for my living.
Don't lot the past trouble you on my
account, my deai Laura, I beg."
. His one is cool-is sarcastic, almost,


