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ing-chair. As if exhausted by the tortures of

fatigue and starvation she lay back in an atti-

tude of utter ibandonment to her fate, and only

the gleam of her eyes and the smile on her lips

belied the dejection of her pose.

"It's a shame!" he cried, coming to her side.

"Or would be if—you hadn't aided and abetted

it all."

"Are you happy, Donald dear?" asked the

lady, sitting up and reaching ur ^th hands to

him. "Ah, yes; I only need t at you!"

"So happy I don't know what I'm doing,

you kind, wise friend."

"Wise? I wonder if I am. What will they

all say to me, I wonder, when they know the part

I've played? Nevermind! Is Helena happy,

too? I hope so, for the poor girl has been

through the depths, bless her!"

"Come and see!" And with his arm about

her, Donald led her out into the kitchen.

Helena came forward. "Dearest lady, will


