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CoNT NUED.
CHAPTER X.
BESIDE THE GRAVE.

It was a week or two Ister that,More-
wcod, walking by the churchyard on the
bill, one dsy, turned in—as be not -untre-
quently did—to stand opposite the grey
maible headstone which bore the name of
Madeline Wiater.

That grave— of which be, alone, of sl
men, knew the secret—possessed a sort of
inexplicable fas ination for him.

Grestly to his surprise, he found a
wreath-ot lilies—the flowers newly gather-
ed, and arranged with deft, artistic fiogers
—bavging on the beadstone.

Who could bave placed them there ? he
wondered.

Who could hold the memory of the mur-
deress in such tecderpess as to desirc to
show it that mark ot respect? .

No relatives of hers weie living inor
nesr tte place, and, aesuredly, sbe could
bave no trierd there, seeing she had not
revirited it since she was a ctild.

Morewood might well wonder whese
bacd had placed those snow-white lilies—
¢mblems of purity aLd innocence—above
that grave. \

While be stcod there, deep in thought,
a light foottsll, close at hond, caused him
to lock up, a little startled, 10 sie Lilian
Delisle spproaching from the o:her side ot
the church.

For ons moment the s emed as though
she wou'd have retired at sigot of him ; the
next, she came frapkly torward, and stood
at the head of the grave. i

Sudderly—with one of those amezing
flashes of men ory which comes to us sil at
tim¢ s— Morewood solved the riddle which
20 long had hsunted h'm

Those dark eyes ot Lilian’s, he knew
whore they 8o resembled—those ot Made-
lice Winters, the woman wto was sup-
posed to be Jying in the grave at bis feet.

He utter a stsrtled «xclamation. .

Strive as he might, he could not repress
it.

Lilian heard it.

She saw bis intent, wondering look ; she
saw that flash of recognition lesp to his
eyes ; and ber face turred a little pale.

Sbe leaned sgsinst the marble headstone
almost as though she needed support.

“Miss Delisle,” said Morewood, teized
with a sudden impuise to know the truth of
a1 this mystery, ‘did you ever see Made-
line Winter, the woman whose name is on
that stcne ?'

Her lips moved, bat no sound came
from them.

She was psiofully agitated.

*I ask you,’ continued Morewood, very
gently, ‘because 1 wondered it you knew
what & marvelous likeness you tear to ber.
1t has vaguely basunted me o!ten—that re-
semblance to someone I hrd seen betore.
But now I see it clearly. O.ly once ia my
li e bave I seen Madelice Wintir, but s [
remember her eyes they were marvelously
like your own.

Lilian howed her face above the marble
stone with a deep tearless sob.

A moment or two ths :tood thus, then
she ruised her head with a proud, brave
gesture, as thovgh she disdsined t) keep
silence lorger.

“No wonder I am like her,’ she sa'd, in
2 low, thrillirg voice, ‘tcr I was ber sister.
Why sbculd 1 te ashamed to ackoowleage
Ler—my poor wronged Madiline ? Yes,
1 am her sister, Mr. Morewood I wond-
er you did not guess this long ago.’

Morewood was tbunderstruck.

The franknees of tke avowal as well as tte
avowel itself, mght well amsze bim'; and,
moreover, she scemed to speak ss thovgh
she bad known he bad met Madeline Win-

er.

How could she know, unless she also
koew Ler sister was anll alive P

And, if she knew this, wby should ehe
come, in secret to put flowers on the grave?

For now he could not dcubt whose hand
bad jlied them there.

‘I will be very cautious,’ he decided, within
himselt. 1 will see how much she rea'ly
knows before 1 speak.’

He bad vot long to wait, for Lilian went
on, quite frankly, though in a voice which
was tremulous with unshed tears —

*Tke world may call her a murderess ; but
I know she was innocent. I know she was
incepable of that awful crims. Aad,.some
dsy, I may—ab, Heaven knows how I long
for it !—esome day I msy be able to clsar
her desr memory of its stan.’

*Her memory ! thought Morewood. ‘It
murt be 1hat ste belisves her dead ’

He spoke no word, however, feeling sura
if he did but litten in silence, the girl would
tell him al. he needed to hear.

And be wes right, .

“Mr. Morewood,’ the went on, her beau-
tiful voice vibrating with deep teeling, ‘I
do vot know what the service was you did
my sister ; but I bave been told, by a dear
triend, who loved us both, that yoa once
did ber & tecvice so great, that the grati-
tude of a litetime couid not suffice to repay
it. But I can, at least, thavk you. Ob, it
you but knew how I thank you in my heart !

8he clasped her beautitul white hands to-
gether in ber emotion.

. Her 1ace was elcquent with grateful feel-

mthiu Delisle, do you really meen you do
not kaow what the service was I rendered
your—Mad: | ne Winter P’

She looked up at bim in wonder.

Something in bis tone struck her as being
of psculiar significance.

‘No,’ she said. ‘What was it, Mr. More-
‘wood ? Do you mind telling me P’

He anewered evasively.

Since she did not know the tremendous
secret, be was not prepared to tell it to her
now.

*You say Madeline Winter was your sis-
ter, Miss Delisle P’ he ¢aid. ‘I bad heard
she was an only ctild.’

*Yes ; in a senoe she was the orly child
of her tather, but not ot ber motuer,’ eard
Lilian, quetly. *I am her half sister

h n Mr. James Winter came here with
bis little baby girl Madeline, everyone
thovght his wife died atroad, but she had
pot. She outlived bim, and married again
atter his death.

‘Her busband was Lieutenant Delisle.
He was my father. 1 was rome ycars
younger tban Madelive. I did not know
she was my rister till I was about ten years
old. Then we metin France I grew to
love ber dearly.

‘Ah Mr. Morewood, if only yvu covld
dream what I suffered when I beard ot her
deatt.! And, ob! worse than sll, that they
had dared to csllber & murdress. Can you
wonder I came to Vivian Court, purposely
that I might vieit ber grave?

‘Sete !’ +nd she drew trom her pocket a
sma ] Bible, bound in morrocco, with silver
clasps. and showed tim a wittered flower,
tenderly pressed batween the leaves. *See!
these 1crget-me-nots were gathered from
bere. Her memory is sweet to me—Ilet the
world scorn it as it may.’

She spoke with a sort ot brave calm rad-
dre:s, a8 of one who bad boroe and suffer-
ed much, learning the noble lesson ot pat-
itence as she did eo.

‘It was not because I was asham<d ot her
dear memorv. Ah, no, no; my sister,—
she broke oft with 8 thrilhlug tenderness,
laying her cheek againgt 1he cold grey
m rble ot the beadstone. ‘It was not be-
cause | was asbamed tbat 1 have claimed
no kinship with ber Mr. Morewood.
The friend whom I spoke to you a litile
time ago—it was she who told me it was
best to remain  umknown ; and I allowed
her to persusde me.

‘Ot wys It I should not bave done it. I
am pot asham:d to call Madeline my sister
before all 1be world, because 1 am certain
ske was innocent.’

‘Mies Delnle, d» you mind tell ng me
who the friend wa. ? 1 think you said 1t
was she wko first mentioned me to you?’
said Morewood.

He wantea to find out, it he could, how
Lilian bad beard ot that mysterious service
rendered to ber sister.

Seeing tat, at the time Ee rendered it
Madehne Winter was belicved to be dead,
he might well be curicus.

‘Oh, 1t was quite recently I heard sbout
you,’ said Lilisn, simply; ‘and the iriend
was a dear ¢1d French lady, a distant cousin
ot my mother’s. Mad(l ne and I knew her
well, and ske loved us to'h. About six
months sgo she saw your name io an Eng-
lish paper, and read it out to me, and said :
‘My dear, that man once did your poor
sister, Madeline, as great a service as one
human beiog can do another.” But when
I asked her what ' he service was, s e would
pot tell me; only 1 was certain it was scmc-
thing very preat.’

Morewocd could not repress a faint,
grim smile.

The service had, ia truth, been as great
a8 one bumsn being can render another.

The old Fieach woman bad spoken htersl
truth there.

Had he not saved Madeline Win'er’s life?

Nay, more, bhad be not saved her from
the most ignominious of deaths ?

Rpidly be threw thought upon thought
togeth: r 10 his mind.

Frem what Lilian bad said, it was clear
to him that her sister had got away trom
London—to France, in the first instance,
most probably—and thit the ¢11 French
courin had been he confident and asistant.

Equally clear was it that Lilian had not
been entrasted with the secret.

And tbis circumstance confirmed, in
Morewood’s mind, his previously strongly-
tormed conviction that Madeline Winter
was, in very truth, guilty ot the crime
which bad been laid to her charge.

Surely, it she bad been innocent, she
would not have hiaden herselt from this
young swter who loved her so tenderly—
to her, at apy rate, she might hsve given
what wouli have passed for proots of in-
nocence.

*Sha I [ tell her the truth? he debated
within himeelf. ‘Shall I, or shall [ not,
tell her that h-r sieter lives—that this grava
is but a mockery aod a sham P’

A moment ortwo Le s‘ood m silence,
deliberating this quesiion; and then he
decided that it was kinder to let the girl
remain in ignorance.

Beotter far, that sbe should think of her
sis'er as dead, and atrest in this peaceful
spot, to n that she shoul | live in dread ot
ber being some day discovered, and made
to expiate her crime.

Liisn—ber fair face very pale, her
haads loosely clasped ia front of her—stood
and watched him, with a deep questioning
look in her deep velvety dark eyes.

**Mr. Morewood, when did you see my
sister?  Will you tell me thu??

Ooeying v sudden impulse, he crossed
over to her, and to k her hand.

*‘My dear Miss Delisle, w 1! you believe

me wken I say it will be bstter tor yon not
to hear bow or when I met your sister? It
is a painful subj-ct. It conld only distress
you. Belisve me when I say so, and ask
me no more,”
. Again she looked up at bim with wonder
in ber eyes, but acquietced, nevertheless,
with & brave, patienc eadness, which thru-
led him to the beart.

;: He gid not relsase the soft, white hand
> neid,
Perhaps Le was all the more dis‘mclized

to do so when he felt it flutt:r in bis clasp.

‘-You may trust me to keep your sec-
ret,” he eaid, sottly, looking down into her
beautitvl eyes

+You are very kind to me, I wish I
knew how to thank you, Y:s; I would
rather keep my eecret, it you wil let me.
Itisn’c that | am ashamed ¢f my sister;
but—but everyone is so hard and bitter.
I would ratber they did not know. And it
is really no concern ot anyonc's is ir? It—
if" & rosy blush dyed ber face, and her
eyes drooped ; but, in 8 moment, she re-
covered herselt, and contoued, qute
frankly end firmly—:‘if I were ever guing
to be married, then it worli he diff rent
I should feel it my daty to speak ot Made-
line, but not betore.”

Morewood bent his head .n mate assent.

He was thinking how beautiful she look-
ed, with that rosy giow sutlusing har feac-
ures ; her eyes bert downwards; the sur-
light gleamiog on her oright golden hair.

He was thirking this, and woncering
whetber she knew yet that Sir Gersld
loved ber—whetber it was tte thought
ot him wbich had covered her, fur the
moment, with that sweet and mest lovely
confurin. )

‘Will it make any d'ffarence when be
knows ?’ be thougbt. ‘Wul he hesitste to
tske 1he sister of a murleress to be his
wite P

Taen, suddenly there flashed acroes his
mind a recollection of that weird prophecy
of the old gypsy woman.

S-~e had said, that unless Fate severed
Mad 1ne Winter and Gerald Vere, and
kept them far aperr, she— Madeline—
would brirg deadly evil on Lim—shame,
or ruin, or death—in any case, misery and

woe.

When bis friecd had first r¢ peated it to
bim, he bhad smiled in utter scorn; but now
he was conscious of & curious sense of fear
that he might yet live to see that grim
pror hecy fu filled.

*Uaoless Fate kept them apart,’ the old
wcman bad ssi .

But what was Fate doing now ?

Surely weaving links between them, if
the 8o willed it that Vere was to marry the
murderess’s sister.

It once Lilisn D«lisle became his wife,
was it not only too probable tbat her
sister’s crime might overshadow both their
lives P

Thus ponderinz, Morewood might well
ask bimself the quesunon—*‘Will it make
anv difference wnen he knows P’

Following bard on this question, there
came apother—

*It I loved her, would it make a differ-
ence, to me P’

He looked st tha rare, imparisl loveli-
ness of the girl who stood betore him, and
as he locked he answered that last question
with an unhesitating *‘No.'

Honor to his jriend hsd bidden bim
crush down the love which he had detected
sprirgiog up in tis breast—he had so sterr -
ly tougbt with and repressed it that he
could meet ber honestly and ctlmly as the
womin whom hebelicved destined to be
tte oride of bis triend.

But be toll himeelf now that if tbat
scruple of honovr and friendly fealty had
not intervened—if he bad lesrned to love
her, nothing wou'd bave tempred bim to
give ber up—no, not even tbs koosledge
that she W.s ths sister of a murderess.

CHAPTER XI.
THE MUGGLETONS.

‘Gersll,’ sad Lady Ruth, as her nep-
hew came into her sithng-room one atter-
poon. ‘hewe you heard tte news—about
The Towers, I mean

*No. Isthe placelst at last P’

‘Yes; but you’.] never guess to whom.’

‘Well, then, tell me.’

“You will be surprised, and, I expect,
not very pleased. You know that mean,
Muggleton P—it's he whe's to be your
neighbour.”

*What! old Muggleton, the millionaire P’

*Yes ; arn’t you surprised ?’

‘Well, I don't know. I must ssy I'd
never bappened to think of bim in connec-
tion with Tne Towers; but now you've
mentioned him, I should say he'll bea
tairly suitable tenant.’

*Ob, Gerald ! But you are joking !"

‘Indeed, I am not. Why sbouldn’t
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Muggleton have tbe place if he's gcs the
money to keep it up?

*But a soap maker— just thiok of it I'

‘1 daresay I shall thwk ot it whenever I
wash my hands. I shall refl ot that Mog-
gleton, born without any adventitious ad-
ventages whatever, bas not only materially
assistrd in the purifying of his fellow be-
ings, but has also raised himself to such a
| position that he mav fiirly be said to be

the founder orafamily. Who snall say
that in tuture ages the Muggletons wi | not
be greater than the Veres !

‘G r 1), bow ridicul us you are !'

‘Not at all, auat. Let me tell you our
mwerchaat princes are great men nowadays.
We lizy, useless beg gars. who neither toil
nor spin, ¢13 only too ajt to urderrate the
dignity and importance ot honest trade.

‘Y. s, but such a trade I’

‘Upon my word, I thiak it's
one of the finest going. When
you see the vlege chidren with
their faces cl-an and sbining. you must re-
flect that they, perhaps, wouldn't look like
that of it were not tor old Muggleton and
his soap.’

Sit Gerald spoke vith an air of easy
lightness ; his tone was a jsunyg one, but
underneath it there was a touch ot serious-
Tese.

Highly -born and highly-bred him:elf, he
had u at largs generosiy which recogmz s
merit wherever it may be fouand.

He wss thoroughly sincere in raying the
tuccessiul soap-maker ought to be treated
with respect.

*And you really intend to take notice of
these people?’ said Lady Ruth, with a look
ot mild horror which siid plunly enough
she did not know what the world was com
g to.

‘Ot course I must be neighbourly with my
neighboure. 1 snould be « pretty snoo it |
were to set myself up as being above them.
Muggleton will give me a dinoer, and I
shall give bim one ; and we sball shoot & bit
over each orhers lind. That will be about
all, I expect.” . -

‘But the women, Gerald. I am told that
they are simply terrible—qnite ‘1mpossible’
you know.

‘My de r aunt, it's my impression that
nobouy who's got a million of money is
quite ‘impostible’ nowadays. Bat tha's no
cuncern of owms. All we've got to do is
to be cuwil and neighbourly, thereby show-
ing ourselves decently bred. Asto the tales
ahcut Muggleton’s women-tolk, I daresay
they're bel. ot them lics. The (11 tellow
bimself 150t b It amiss. I met nim at a
dinner not long ago, and rather liked him.
A plain, unpolished map, with no nonsense
about him—a head on bis thoullers, too.

‘I'm tc1d be can neither read ror write.’

‘Nonserse! A man who can't read or
write doesn't make the money he’s made;
but I can see whu's teen talking to you—
old Lady Cantrip. Sbe tells more fibs
than -ary other wom:n in Hamg-
shire; snd, mark my worde, she’ll be
the first to 1eave her card at Tae Towers.
Ste knows ths value of aymillion otwoaey.
Thbat old cherry satin ot hers, and ber
false diamonds, are sure to he seen repu-
larly at Maggleton's dinner tab'e, unless
the old fellow finds out what s fslsc-
tongued gossip she is, and warns her off.

*Gerald, how can you?’ excl imed Lady
Rutk, sffccting to be bighly shocked,
though. in truth, skte rather erjryed ber
pephew’s vigorous denuncistion ot Lady
Cantiip, who was a cantsnkerous oll dow-
ager, with as malicious a tongue as ever
wageed in 8 buman bead.

“You know very w: 1l it's, true,’ said Sir
G-rald, laughing, as he got up from bis
chair, and prepared to leave the room. ‘It
tbat « |1 woman got her due  she'd be drum-
med out ol every drawiog room ia Hamp
shire.’

It was not Lady Ruth alone who was ex-
ercised about the new people wbo were
coming to The Towers.

A | the country tamilies were more or less
interested in the subject, and it was the
theme ot conversation ¢ verywhere.

Sir Gerald bad called the millionaire &
sospmaker, and it was true that the great-
er part of his Jite bad been tpent in connec-
tion with that trade.

But it was not by soap-maufactures he
had mede his millions.

Ot late years he bad iadulged in a Lttle
speculating.

The speculating had been lucky; and a
specislly-fortunate ‘hit,’ mide over the
South Africen diamond mines, raised hun
to the proud position of millionaire.

He bimsel: preterred lite in London, but
his fomily consisting ot a wite and. tbres
davghtere, bad urged him to buy a place
io the country.

He had, good-naturedly, acquiesced, snd
the place fin:lly decided upon was The
Tower a very large and handsome house—
indeed, a m le awsy from Vivian Court.

Ithad belonged toa sporting baronet,
whom cards and horse-racing had brought
the doge, :nd who was now ‘biding bis
diminished head,’ at Baden-Baden.

The cecessary negotistions had gone on
8o swiftly and so secr: tly that by the time
it had fairly cozed out who the new tenant
was to be, the Muggleton family were al-
most on their way to teke possession ot it.

It was sn intensely hot a‘ternoon when
they arrived—in a ‘epecial’ train, as be-
came the family of & millionaire.

The station-master at the little country
station was quite bewildered at the vast-
ness ol the arrangements.

His grace the Duke of Oldacre, never
made one tenth part of the fuss when he
came down to Normanby Castle.

Baut then, his grace—as the 1 ttle station
master remarked to bis wife at supper that
everiag—bad got vsed to his wealth, and
that made a 1 the diffsrence.

The Muggleton party seemed to quite
fill—nay, to crowd—the station plitiorm.
Fiest ot all there was the millionaire him-
self, a stout, red-faced msn ot middle
height, and scmething more than middie

e

The expression of his face was one of
great good pature; his voice was loud, his
manner boisterous.

Not a person of ulta-refinement, by an
means, but & sensitls, keen-witted, good’-

hearted man, notwithstanding.

Then cams his lady wife.

The term is used adviseély, for Mie,
Muggleton's whole energies were devo'(d
to tbe sindy of what may be termea **flau-.
ladyism.’

be carefu’ly studied the best models;.
and, with a conscientions diligence woithy-
ot & better cause, tramed her own manneis
upon them.

She bad been pretty inler youth, and
was still what would be termed a goo: -look-
ing woman; only, the glance ¢t her eye.
was a little too anxious, and she repressed
a tendency to emboapoint so s'ernly, and
with such very tight corsets. as to impmit &
touch of redness to the tip of her nosv.

Her teeth were exce lent, baving been
8 ‘pplied by the most expensive dentist in
Pans.

Her dark brown bsir was still untouched
by grey ; and, altogether, she wasa very
presentable womsn, and woull bave bien
still more so it she bad betn not quite so
paintully conscious of her own sppeara: ce.

The three tsir davghrers of the house of
Muggleton stood duuiul bebind their 1idy-
mother, looking very demure, and even a
httle abashed and awe-struck, fcr, atter
al', it was a dariog th ng tor ‘new people’
like themselves to come and take poseess-
ion of a lirdly estate in the very midst ot &
cuc. (o joluc-blooded aristocrats.

Now that the crucial mcm-=nt had come,
the Misses Muggleton were not perfectly
cert:in they bad conrrge ¢nough to carrv
them succ: s+fully thr. u sh the ordeal which
L.y betore thew.

The eldest Miss Muggleton was twenty-
seven, the nex: was twenty-six, and the
youngest only jast nineteen, tures other
cbiidren bhaving died in intancy.

Tue two eldest were much alike—well-
grown, rather stout girls ; not ultrs-refined
perbaps, but quit- suffi-iently good-looking.

They had bright blue eyee, fresh com-
plexions.

Their hair, however, inclined to that hue
which is vaguely des ribed as ‘sandy,’ a
circumstance which both the young lidies
secretly deplored.

Ihey bad been christianed respectively
Mary and Jane; but these time-nonoured
nam¢s were not considered grand enough
for the daughters of a millionaire, so latter-
ly they hed been in the babit of signing
toemselves ‘Marie’ and Jsnetta ' ‘I'heir
mother, too, was puactilious in so addres:-
ing them.

‘The only remaining member of the
family to be described was the youngest
girl —Vietoria, or V1, as ths was more otten
called.

She hid been born at & iime when Me.
Muggleton was rapidly riemng to some-
thiog like wealth, and her mother had in-
sistrd on giving her a higk-sounding name.

She was assuredly the flower ot the
family.

A pretty, dark-eved girl, slender and
graceful, with a complexion like 8 10s8. a
bright smile, a swees voice, 8 high spirit,
and a cheertul temper.

Her father idol'zsd her, and ber mother
bad secret hopes of some day seeing her
nsme in the British Pcersge.

The Mugglstons saw an elderly lady,
rather smalt and slight, almost entirely in
black, and wearing s look ot great plicid-
ity on her p: lg, bigt-bred features.

B side ber was a young lady, very simp-
ly dresse ! in silvery grey, but with a face
of imperisl lov: linves, crowned by masses
of gleaming golden hair.

Oa the opposite seat there sat a gentle-
man, young, dark-eyed, and bandsome.

Greatly did tte Muggleton ludies wonder
who those patricions could be; and indes-
cribable was the flurter which stirced their
bosoms, when the gen'leman, leanirg foi-
ward, ceught sight of Ir. Moggleton, ana
very politcly raised his bat, wuh the air of
a man who has baen in daoger of forget-
ting an acquaintance, and is very glad he
has not so torgotten.

‘Ob, paps, wao is itP’ atked the Mug-
gleton gitls, breathlessly.

‘Why, dash ma if I don’t think it muet
be Sir Gerald Vere! He lives at tbat
preity place over there. you know—not a
mile ;rom The Towers. 1've met him at
one or two public dinners, but 1'd almost
fagitten him. He seems a vey civil
young feow; but [ should never have
dreamed he'd hsv ; remembered me.”

Mrs. Muggleton’s bosom swelled with
gratvfi:d pride.

Now she did, in"eed, brgin to feel as
though she stood fi ‘mly on 1bose splendid
heights which for years she had p nted to
climb.

To be recogniz2d by a baronet, with an
earl's daughter siiting opposite to him— for
Mrs. Muggl=ton knew perfectly well who
lady Ruth was —was an eaincst of what
they might expect when they were fairly
-settled in their new home. b

survey into the tuture, and saw there a vis-
iop of baionets and earls swarming round
her daughters 8. thi.k as bees,

And why no P

Did they not possess that which the
woill, by common consent, bas derided to-
be the swee est ot all human hcney ?

‘But, mawma, did you notice the young
lady? asked Vi. I think I never saw »
more perfectly Jovely facein a 1 my lite.’

_She was a trulv refined and well-educated
girl, baving enjoyed far greater advantages
tosn her sisters.

Up to the list ball-dozen years, Mr.
Mucgleton hsd been eimply s wealthy
tradesman, content to live in one of the:
London surburbs, and with no drasm ¢,
leaving behind l:li’m a fortune o'; more than
sixty or eighty thousand pounds.

Accordingly, his eldest daugbters had
been edu.ated at second-rate boarding
schools, and bad not mixed in what their
msmme  emphatically termed ‘the best
society ’

. Buc with Vi the case bad been different.

Just as she was budding into gi'lhood,
her father was blossuming into a fuil blown.
millionaire, and she had been pluced ac
the most. exclusive of all exclusive ediica-
tional establishments, with a view to fitting.
ber for the dizzy heights in which shs
would have to tread. .

At fi teen the miud and minners sre both.
(CoxTmNUED oN FirTEENTH PaAGE.)

The good lady took a rapid, but blissful, '




