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A CRUEL DECEPTION
OR WHY DID SHE SHUN HIM? BY EFFIE ADELAIDE ROWLANDS

(Continued)
Like every other such entertain

ment that ever yet was projected, 
difficulties were thrown in her 
pathway at every step. The local 
tenor, who was her great stand-by 
01 course contracted a void ; her 
quartette of four sisters—the ugly 
rectory girls, by the way—could 
never be got together to rehearse.

Life at Torre Abbey had 1»“' 
come imbued with the atmosphere 
that might lie supposed to pervade 
the inner life of an operatic im
presario. The rooms were st.vwn

ten’s society.
Taking one thing with another, 

thcrefo/c. Miss Glenlee could not 
bring herself to enter very he irt- 
ily into the concert proceedings. 
That l»rd Taunton shared in her 
dislike to the proceedings, too. was 
very clearly expressed. Miss Glen- 
whieh he avoided the house and 
the grave, pre-oceupied look that 
seemed to la- perpetually on his 
face. She ventured to allude to 
this sympathy between them one 

I morning just la-fore the all-nu-pi- 
j cions occasion.

‘I am afraid von are not gw al-with advertisement bills, with
sheafs of new and old music, with jv nicd whether dear (In
a variety of odd-shaped b'ack ! |(as ., great success or not ?” 
leather eases which contained the, sl,id, hHiking at him with her

smile.
They

instruments of the several artists 
I who hail rashly promised their as

sistance. In all, and through all 
the labor, excitement, and bustle,
Lady Augusta had. however, one 
tangible and definite comfort in 
the handsome person of her is ,td- 
jntor. Mr. Hunter.

“What should 1 do without 
him ?” she said to Miss Glenlee at 
least a hundred times. “He is so 
kind, so thoughtful, so considerate 
—tries to do all he can to make |
things so smoothlv, and keeps his I ... ‘ i , ,i i;,- ! phew, who was Irving to balance temper, no matter what the dll-. , ,. * . T ,himselt and Ins white fur gur- hiultv mav be! I , .' ,, , -, , 1 ments in an erect and dignifiedMiss Glenloe always smiled a ! h
languid assent.

weii- standing out on ilu
lu wn, under the buding trees. It 
was a glorious morning, but Miss 
Glenlee complacently endured the 
brilliant sunlight. She knew .he 
liiTil nojhing to fear from its 
searching rays ; and moreover, she 
was well aware that in her well 
cut bine serge she was looking lier 
very handsomest. ' -x.

Lord Taunton was looking at 
the distant form of his liabv -ie-

“lle is certainly a very agree
able—person,” was what she 
would naturally have said, but 
finding that her hostess had i.ith- 
e. quickly determined that Mr. 
Hunter’s birth and bn-eding en
titled him to great consideration. 
Miss Glenlee sulistituted “man” 
for “person” and she felt she had 
made a great concession in so do
ing; for, despite her languor, Miss 
Glenlee was primed with a certain 
kind of what may be termed now
adays old-fashioned class preju
dice; and, although she allowed 
Mr. Hunter every sort of claim to 
attention, from a physical point of 
view, she was not quite certain in 
lier mind whether she approvi-il of 
her lively little friend’s undoubted 
belief in the handsome organist as 
laing not only handsome, hut a 
gentleman into the bargain.

Blanche had none of the keen 
knowledge of character or insight 
into human nature which influen
ced both Trevelyan and l.oid 
Taunton in their somewhat vague 
objections to this young man.

The considerations that moved 
these two, and would most eert-uu- 
ly have moved I.adv Augusta, did 
she feel them, would not have af
fected Miss Glenloe half so much 
as the possibility of Mr. Blair 
Hunter being, as hud been discuss
ed jokingly at the first, the son of 
some tradesman, or to her, other 
undesirable individual.

Moreover, Miss Glenlee did not 
wholly enter into the business of 
the concert. She disliked all fu<* 
and confusion ; and slow and stu
pid as she was, she was sufficiently 
quick-witted to realize that all the 
excitement that prevailed— tin- 
constant rehearsals, and the wild 
confusion following on these n- 
bcursals—had the effect of send
ing Lord Taunton forth at an early 
hour, and retarding his return to 
the Abbey until an hour or txx-o la- 
fore dinner.

After all her lessons to her hus
band, after all her carefully cul- 
< uluted manoeux-ers. it was Lady 
Augusta xx-ho acted in a way that 
certainly did not throw Hugo and 
Blanche into the constant com
panionship she had so desired.

Now and then Miss Glenlee 
went for a walk with laird Taun
ton—a slow, dull, heavy kind of 
walk—during which they conver
sed on all the small topics that 
Hugo thought moat interesting 
and possible to Miss Glenlee’s 
somewhat dull intelligence ; but a 
fortnight had spun into three 
weeks, and the intimacy between 
them had not. advanced one jot as 
yet.-

Blanche Glenloe was beginning 
to get irritated. She knew per
fectly well just why she had been 
invited to Torre Abbey, and the 
knowledge had not been in the 
least disagreeable to her. She 
would, in fact, very much enjoy 
being the Countess of Taunton 
and Torre, and she was beginning
to hax-e a distinct desire for Taun-

' »

“Does he tell you nothing dl.vut 
his wife ?” asked Miss Glenlee, 
who had recovery! her temper.

almost laughed. Of course it was 
certainly a very odd coincidence ; 
but it was certainly a coincidence,

She had been taught from child all the same. Another Alwynne 
hood to know that any mental ex- existed, perhaps, to gladden the

himself and hi* white 
ments in an erect and 
manner. Ilis thoughts were very 
far away from either the baby, .lie 
concert, or Miss Glenlee. Never
theless, he answered her routai

“Dear little G us! How ener
getic she is! She ought to have 
been a prime minister, at least. 
She has flung herself into . his 
concert heart and soul. It must 
certainly be a success. Miss Gicn 
lee. if only out of gratitude !”

Blanche was a little nonplused. 
This was not quite the tone of a 
man who was irritated or annoyed.

“Do you cure for music ?” -he 
queried tentatively, as not q lite 
knowing what to say.

They were sauntering a long .in- 
tier the trees. The mail’s eyes 
were dreamy—as eyes are tv.'icu 
the mind is retro*pi-etive. His 
r. entory had flown to another 
morning. How long ago it seemed 
now to his lover’s heart whe-i he 
I ad paced the deck beside another 
blue serge gown, and bad cacgiil 
sight of two dainty litle feet that 
looked as though they could aot 
possibly be strong enough to sup
port the tall, slender, little txxlv 
al-ove them. There was no such 
doubt appertaining to Miss Glen- 
lee’s feet. They were shapely, but 
not small. They did not appeal to 
Lord Taunton as those others had 
done ; nor, indeed, did any part of 
the tall, tine young woman awaken 
more than the faintest admira I ion 
in the young man’s breast. How 
eon Id then- he room for other 

feelings when Alwynne's image, 
weighed a* queen, was stumped, as 
ii wen-, upon his sight ? I y ok 
which way lie would. Alwynne’s 
exquisite individuality arose to 
blot out the scene, and to gaze into 
his eyes with those clear, thin xx in- 
di ws of her soul.

I lox;i- music,” he answered 
Blanche. ‘‘It is a part of my -lu
llin'. 1 don’t knoxx-.” he went on 
musingly ; “I don't think I could 
possibly concern' n life livable 
without the poetry of sound to 
harmonize with our sorrows and 
our joys !”

Miss Glenlee looked straight la- 
fen' her. She felt a little uggrii v 
Ci! with laird Taunton. She did 
not quite understand him, and die

poetry of sound’’ was something 
she ncx-er troubled her mind tih.klt 
in the very least. However, she 
was not absolutely devoid of com
mon sense, although she would 
never have taken high rank as a 
diplomat.

“Life, indeed, would be nothing 
without music!” she said. And 
then she sighed ; for, truth to tell, 
she was a little dull,, and it was 
hard to walk for half an hour in 
the bright morning sunshine and 
yet not elicit even half a glance of 
approval or admiration from lier 
companion

The man hoard the sigh, and at 
once dismissed his dreamy 
thoughts.

“I hope you are not tired !” he 
said, in that charming, chivalrous 
way of his. “I think we had tat
ter go back to the house.”

Miss Glehlec assented, and they 
strolled along—she a little su'ell, 
lie iloing his best to keep nis 
thoughts from xx-andering, and „n- 
diax-oring to start a respectable 
sort of a conversation. He found 
Blanche very hard to talk to, anil 
he was always relieved xvhe'n site 
confessed she had had enough of 
walking and xx-ould go indoors, lie 
was wondering if the second post 
would bring him any sort of *-.iu- 
nmnicutiiin from Mrs. Bra bailie. 
It was now quite a week since he 
had liecn to town ; and on his re
turn lie had sat down and written 
to Alwynne’s mother, directing it 
i • the Lindon hotel, to be forxvard- 
ed. It had been only an everyday 
•liattv letter, hut it had certainly 
given scope for an answer ; and 
Mrs. lirahante had held out decid
ed hints of being a good corres
pondent. Therefore Taunton 
waited and hoped, almost with 
the anxiety of a boy, for this let
ter. xvliich was to bring him news 
of her. to whom his soul and 
heart and life were indisputably 
and altogether given.

“Here comes Gussie! All in a 
hurry, as usual—rather more than 
a hurry, to judge by her speed. 
What ! She actually passes her 
offspring without a word ! Then 
si muthing very much must be the 
matter!” And Lord Taunton 
laughed ns he watched the little 
ti ilor gowned form come running 
wildly toward them.

“Hold hard !” he cried, as his 
sister flung herself on his arm. 
"My dear child, if you procet-1 to 
project ourself through space al 
this reckless speed, what do you 
think will happen to you ?”

“Guess !” panted Lady Augus
ta. breathless, and yet aglow with 
excitement. “Guess !”

It was the only word she could 
manage to gasp out.

Jack has done something, of 
vi urse; or.” with a recollection of 
passing events, “the concert has 
hi rst !”

“Almost a* bud !” Lady Augusta 
said, recovering her breath with 
difficulty. She had to sit down on 
the grass to get better, but was ig- 
noiuiniously hauled up by her 
brother, who demanded sternly 

i!‘ she wished to get her death im
mediately, there and then !

“l*ooh, a little dew, as if that 
hurts any one I But do guess what 
has happened ! Hugo! Blanche ! 
Of course you will ncx-er guess ; so 
it is rather hard to make you try.”

“Something about Mir. Hunt
er !” observed Miss Glenlee, in her 
slow way. Then she was obliged 
t i confess : “It was not clijxir- 
i.ias, Gussie. But I see you have 
a letter from him in your hand !”

Taunton made an involuntary 
movement to the house. The sec
ond post was in, then. Lady Au
gusta disclosed her letter.

“From Blair Hunter. He is at 
Westchester. He has been staying 
there all the week, and I ejuld 
scarcely believe my eyes! He is 
married—actually married ! Was 
n.arricd four days ago, and—

“Is this so very surprising, Gus
sie f” Lord Taunton inquired. 
“Mr. Hunter is a young man, and 
a very good looking one!”

“Yes, but not to tell me he was 
engaged. So odd. wasn’t it ? 1
d-nfess I am a little hurt v ith 
him.”

‘Perhaps he hasn’t been engag
ed very long.” Miss Glenlee «aid 
slowly.

“Oh, but he must have known 
si.ineth ing about it ! People eau’t 
get married all on a sudden ! They 
must be just a little acquainted 
first, Blanche.”

“I don’t see that that is an ab
solute necessity. It would be pos
sible to be married without any 
engagement at all!”

This sophistry emanated from 
Lord Taunton, whose feet xxcrc 
hurrying unconsciously toward 
(ho hall and the letters. I. idy 
Augusta hanging on his arm 
somewhat impeded his haste.

“You are so prosaic, Hugo i” 
she cried. “No, I am quite sure 
there is a romance of some sort. 
Mr. Hunter is just the matt to 
have a romance !” Already she 
was forgetting her fancied griev
ance at not having been taken i:ito 
the young organist’s confidence.

pression carried to excess was in
jurious to beauty.

Lady Augusta thereupon con
fessed she had not read the letter 
throughout.

“I only got as far its the begin
ning. xvliere he says he thinks he 
must now tell me he is marred ; |

exes and senses with her beauty 
and sweetness : but his Alxvynue, 
the Alwynne lie knew now he bail 
loved from the xerv first mom. -nt, 
she was still apart—alone—aliove 
all and any others in the whole 
wide world.

He opened his letters, anil read

and
and then—” She unfolded tin- pa- j them through, perhaps nut xvit.-i a

quite undivided attention, hut -'ill 
xvith a mind that was groxvlug 
each moment more reassured. 
Taunton xx-as keen and quick to ar
gue out the most difficult pro
blems, and there was so much tiiat 
militated against any |mssihlc <nn- 
nection betxveen this newly made 
wife and Alwynne B ratante.

Firstly, as she was axvay in the 
country under the watchful eye of 
her mother, how could the though I 
hi- entertained, ex-en for a moment 
that she could hax-e contracted a 
marriage—to say nothing of so 
strange a marriage as this wi uid 
lx—a marriage to a man she had 
ncx-er known ! It xx-as riilieu ous!

As Lady Augusta and Miss 
Glenlee came into the hall, tin
man was himself again, and no 
looked at them, with his rare sinili 
coming ox-cr his face and into his 
eyes.

“You are not reeling that foot 
as you promised to do !” his si n r 
said reproachfully. “Oh. Hugo”’ 

“Oh, the pain is quite gone ! 11 
is nothing ! I hax-e not felt such 
a twinge for years.”

He spoke with genuine 'mil: iit 
these words; not cx-en in the o’d 
horrible trouble that was dead .v:d 
gone had he suffered more acutely 
than he had done in the moment 
just passed.

Lady Augusta looked at linn 
carefully, and seeing that he e--id
ly had no signs of illness e pain 
about him, sighed with reli.-f. Her 
thoughts at once went to n
niw trouble.

“Hugo, what do you think ? 
Blanche says she must go tack to 
town the end of the week ! Did 
you ever hear anything so unkind ! 
But of course she cannot be r.lloxv- 
e<l to do anything of the sort !” 

Miss Glenlee smiled faintly.
“I hax-e paid such a visitation 

already,” she said, in her slow 
way.

Lady Augusta was gradually 
growing furious with herself.

“Of course, I see it all,” she 
thought rapidly. “I hax-e neglect
ed her. But oh, dear me! surely 
two people can full in love and 
manage their love without another 
person always interfering ? I 
know I hated any one who wanted 
11 interfere.”

Lady Augusta was scari-cely 
just to herself, or the circumstan
ces of the moment ; but then, with 
so much on her mind, how i-ould 
she be supposed to be just to any
thing?

“My dear—dear child !” she 
said, in her pretty, pleading 
fashion. “Oh ! you must bo sweet 
and good, and put all such non
sense out of your head. Hugo 
agrees with me. We can’t let you 
go, can we, Hugo?” _

“I am sure Miss Glenlee will 
not press it when she sees how un
happy she makes us!” Hugo said 
gallantly, but with no real sin
cerity in his x-oiec and manner.

Blanche paused dubiously. Of 
course, she xx-as fluttered by his 
words, but somehow, dull as she 
was, she was not altogether ron- 
vinced by them. Moreover, she 
would have liljt-d something more

per. smoothing at the creases, 
reads out loud.

I should have told you of this 
proposed change in my life had 1 
tx-c-n quite free to do so. lint tux- 
wife particularly desired that 1 
xx-ould say nothing to any one. ex
cept, of course, to the few inti
mate relations I possess. Bearing 
her wish in mind therefore. 1 pre
served silence, and I beg you will 
forgix-e what otherwise might 
seem somewhat strange conduct on 
my part.

“ ‘The people at Weston’s nu- 
sie—’ ” Lady Augusta broke off. 
“Oh. that is all about the concert, 
and will not interest either of you ! 
Let me see. IT in ! I’m ! He cer
tainly is most kind ; he forgets 
n< thing. Oh, here we are! 'I 
shall bring my wife home the -ud 
of this week, and I venture to hope 
you will extend a little of tue 
kindness and sympathy toward Yl- 
wvnnc that has been so great a 
f.-ctor toward making my life 
pleasant at Torre, both socially 
and professionally. I—’ ” Lady 
Augusta broke off, and stood star
ing at her brother. “Why, Hugo, 
darling," she said, in sudden an
xiety, “how you jumped ! And 
how pale you are! What is it ! 
‘Are you ill ? Oh, dear ! D >n’t 
say you are ill !”

Taunton had his arms a boni her 
it. an instant.

"Silly child” he said hurriedly. 
But there was something strange 
about his x-oice. “What should 
u.ake me ill ? I—1 twisted 
foot. It was the old weak ankle 
You remember I hurt it a year 
ago. I always forget it till it re 
minds me in this unpleasant way.
1 beg your pardon, Miss Glenlee.
I am afraid I gax-e you a start, 
tro. Hold up, Gussie ; I’m all 
right ! Yes. Of course, h -nor 
bright, it was only a twinge. Go 
on reading your letter. What did 
you say Mrs. Hunter is called ?”

Iaidy Augusta having assured 
hi rsclf all was well again with her 
brother, returned to the letter.

“Such a funny name—Al
wynne—Alwynne I 1 ‘lexer
heard it before. It is pretty ! I 
wonder if she is pretty ? Isn’t it a 
funny name, Hugo ?”

“Very!” Lord Taunton an
swered, as Miss Glenlee looked 
across at him. She said to hei-seif 
it must hax-e been a bad twinge 
that had brought that strange, 
drawn, gray look over his hand- 
seme face.

CHAPTER XV 
Lord Taunton found his wsy in

to the hall almost mechanically. In 
the same abstracted manner he 
sorted out the letters addressed to 
him, and recognized that Mrs. 
Brabante’s clear, hold-handwriting 
was still absent from among ins 
correspondence.

He stood holding his lct.crs 
1- oscly in his hand while his eyes 
went through the big, open door 
way. and gazed unseeingly at the 
sunlit grounds and gardens be
yond.

Alwynne! Alwynne ! Was it 
pi ssible. could it be possible, for 
two women to bear so quaint, .m 
mi common a name ? He felt 
stunned, as with a swift, sudden 
bloxv. His very being had been 
tuned in keeping with this name ; 
and its utterance in another’s 
voice, penned from another hand, 
was something he could not under 
stand in the first supreme moment 
ol surprise.

Alwynne married ! Alwynne a 
wife ! Alwynne, the very motive of 
his existence, as it were I Alxvi n- 
ne, the proud, stately, slender 
princess, with her cold, sweet 
voice, her exquisite face her name
less bewitchment, wife to that man 
whom, at his very first glance, he 
had divined to be something iust 
a little beyond the pale of what his 
code of honor would call an ho tor- 
able or even a desirable individual. 
Alwynue married to Blair Hiint- 
er!

Tuuuton had a sudden revulsion 
of feeling. The absurdity of the 
thing came to him all at once. He

individual than this—a more ; vr- 
sonal entreaty from Taunton, or a 
sudden clouding of his face, it 
was useless, she knew, as yet to 
try and assure herself of his 

man’s dox-otion. Nevertheless, 
Blanche let herself be swayed even 
by the sound of his voice.

“Well, if you are not quite tired 
of mo,” she said hesitatingly, ad
dressing the words to them both, 
but glancing at Taunton as she 
spoke.

The tone in which he answered 
her this time was different, and 
ptodueed so much satisfaction in 
her mind, that Blanche was Im
mediately restored to good ten,per 
and to hope. To experience any 
depth or extreme of feeling, either 
it, one way or another, was a nov
elty to this woman . Her life vp 
to now had Jtecn one of such an 
ex-en tenor that she had grown to 
think and ftel almost in a mono
tone. She was hardly suve that

she eared for this awakening, i ven 
gradual, and mild as it was. She 
would have much to learn on this 
subject before her life was dune.

The question of Blanche ff-.ng 
satisfactorily settled, there came 
tin- remembrance of Mr. Hunter's 
nexvs to occupy Lady Augusta's ac
tive mind.

“I can't got over it,” she declar
ed. sitting down in a heaplike .il- 
titude on one of the many big 
chairs scattered atatit the hall. “I 
simply can’t and thati s the tv.Vii, 
BJauche-

Miss Glenlee sunk into an * her 
chair.

"Why is it so surprising ? Peo
ple marry every day!" Her light 
blue eyes xvt-ro following Lord 
Taunton's well built form ns it 
passed out of the doorway .in,I 
walked across the lawn.

“Yes. Some |xnple do. ol 
course." agreed Lady Align-‘a, 
hugging her knees, and presell I ing 
a singular and almost ridiculously 
youthful appearance for a wife of 
iliree years’ standing, and a 
I, other of two strapping babies. 
“Of course, everybody marries, 
si oner or later, but—”

“Well, and why not Mr. lilan- 
Hunter ?”

Lady Augusta confessed she had 
no answer ready to this query.

“But so fiutuy to liux-c said 
nothing about it. Not to me— vie. 
I--I mean who does so love h. ar 
ii:g about sweethearts and luar- 
r'ugcs. and all that ! Fancy i-.m 
ing here every day, anil xvorking 
so hard at the concert, and all that 
and then never say a word ! T am 
just a little, a x-ery little hurt -x ith 
him.”

“I think Mr. Hunter iS xvl.nl 
mamma would call sly!” ohse-’x-ed 
Miss Glenlee, strangling a yawn 
successfully.

His friend was in arms at min'.
"Oh. dear, no, Blanche ! i ndy 

Rose could never say such a *• I-ig 
<>:" Mr. Hunter. Why. only just 
look at his eyes ! He is as ho-ie .i 
a he is handsome, and ilia1 is 
saving a great deal !”

Miss Glenlee yawned alto-.-clli
er.. Truth to tell, the subject id 
Mr. Hunter was one that lam'd 
her. She did not consider iliu 
voting man to come even within 
the borders of her social world, 
and beyond those borders Miss 
Glenlee had neither the desire nor 
had she taen trained to ex'etnl 
the edurtesy of even a passing in
terest. Moreover the sudden 
spring warmth, combined with lu-r 
early xvalk, an unusual exertion 
for her. had produced a delicious 
sense of sleepiness.

Lady Augusta looked at tin- 
i..agnitiecnt Junoesque figure, at 
the fair, placid face, and at t .e 
drowsy eyes and lips.

“Blanche will spread,” she dc 
tirniined to herself. “In five or 
six years she will he immense, un
less she docs something very vigor
ous to stop the spreading, whi -n I 
don’t fancy she will i-x-cr do. I 
hope she won’t get too fut. I don t 
think Hugo xx-ill care for that, and 
she is large already ; one i-.in’t 
deny it.”

And then Lady Augusta sprang 
i ut of her heap, and flitted away, 
leaving Miss Glenlee to enj a 
nrp undisturbed, while she f.-ini'1 
her husband, and imparted tin 
news of the Hunter marriage to 
hint.

.Mr. Trevelyan made a d:g-. 
grimace, and then pinched ‘ns 
xvife’s glowing cheek.

“And already you are plot'dig 
and planning all sorts of schemes 
v hereby you may cultivate a.i ac
quaintance with the bride, wtis, 
you are really the most sentimen
tal little goose in the xvorlil ! lliixv 
dc you know Mrs. Hunter is not 
the plainest woman in the w -. id ? 
And she may be old, too. 1 have 
an idea she is forty, and scraggy 
into the bargain !"

But this idea was vetoed.
“Mr. Hunter has too much ar

tistic feeling. He simply couldn’t 
do such a thing!" Lady Augista 
declared.

“He may have artistic feeling, 
but I doubt if he has much arlis 
tic money," was Jier husband's 

prosaic rejoinder.
“Ho gets a good salary for be

ing organist, and then he teaches 
so much, and it can’t cost thorn 
much to live here.”

“I don’t think Mr. Hunter lus 
tested the living at Torre very fur 
a* yet.”

Mr. Trevelyan’s tone was of the 
driest. His wife glanced at him.

“Now, Jack," she &id rc-
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proaehfully, “that is not like you. 
You mean something by that. You 
don’t usually say nasty- tlongs 
about people unless you have good 
reason for so doing.”

“What have I said?” inquired 
'I n-velyan innocently. ,

“It is not exactly what yeti 
said, it is what you hinted at.”
I ally Augusta was frowning. It 
had not been, as she said, her 
husband’s words so much as 'hit 
tone of his voice, and a sort ot 
half-x'cilctl insinuation «taut 
Blair Hunter and his xx-avs of 
lile. “J can’t think,” the ’ittle 
v.oman went on warmly, “why you 
and Hugo are so nasty about this 
poor man. That is xvhat T want to 
know.”

“And xvhat I should like to 
know also,” Mr. Trevelyan q'-otli 
Vi himself. Out loud he onlv ;e- 
marked that his wife was a -null 
g, ose, with a very vivid imagina
tion.

“1 don’t think I imagine things 
more than other people do, mu I I 
am certainly not drawing on myj 
inx-ention when I say you il :n’t 
like Mr. Hunter. Jack, you can’t 
deny it, can you ?”

"Do you really think Mr. Hunt
er is worth an argument between 
you and I, my bird ?” Trevelyan 
asked lightly. Then he changed 
the subject. “Oh, by the way, 
Gns,” be said, “I have just had a 
letter from Daryll. He tells me 
that Graham has actually married 
that woman already !”

l.ady Augusta gax-e an excla
mation of surprise and pain.

Oh, dear!” she said. “H-jxv
s, rry 1 am for poor Lena, and her 
mother not a month dead ! Sure- 
V this will do Sir Henry a great 
dial of harm, Jack ?”

“Socially, of course it wil! he 
x-i ry bad, but I don’t think it eati 
t- ut-h his professional career -.- ;y 
much. As I told you the o'iier 
day, Graham is too big and useful 
a man to be allowed to drop out of 
tl mgs, and you know, dear, we are
t. i t living in the puritanical ago 
nowadays, Gits ! We are none of 
us so easily shocked by shinei aa 
we used to be.’’

“I hope J shall remain a Puri
tan all my days, then !” Lady Au
gusta cried hotly, “if to be othqi- 
xx iso is lo sanction such erv.cPy 
and wrongdoing as Sir Henrjj 

Graham has been capable of!”
“Little spitfire !” laughed her 

husband. “Here oomes Brown ! 
1'iom his portentous air I should 
imagine he brings now some tre
mendous information !” ,

Lady Augusta was off at a toit- 
gent at once. *

Something wrong at the rec
tory, of course,” she cried inst.-vit- 
lx “Ethel has the mumps, or giv
en the measles, or something oaj 
happened to Maude’s thumb. 
Whenever,” Lady Augusta declar
ed solemnly to her husband - • 
“whenever we want to have any
thing quite perfect xvith our quar
tette, something always happens Ut 
Maude’s thumb. Well, Brawny 
v.hat is it?” j

“Mr. Hunter has arrived, wj 
lady, and is in the library !” «

Lady Augusta gave a little ex
clamation, and sped away likx an 
arrow from a bow, leaving bet 
husband laughing heartily at beg 
excitement and the amazement de
picted on the immaculate foot
man's face. •

(To be continued)

Mlnarfe Uniment Relieves Nda 
r*t«l*.  g
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