
500 THE AUTING OF LYUIA
As to Mrg. Melrose, whose life, accordiiiR to the doctc

was only n matter of Hwks, |K)M»ibly months. Victor
Iwlieved that the shock of her old father's death had a

fectcd her much more aeiitelj tlinn the murder of h
husband. She fretted jieriietually that she had left h(

father to strangers, and that she could not help to lay hi

in his tfrave. Felicia too had cried a little, but had soc
consoled herself with the sensible reflection — so it »eem<
to Tatham — that at least her poor old Babbo was no
out of his troubles.

His thoughts strayed on to the coming hour and Feh'cia

future. It amused the younp man's mere love of "eventfi
living" to imagine her surprise, if what he shrewdly su;

po.sed was going to ha;,.;-.i, did happen, l.ut nooneeoul
say — little incalcuLJ?

. .hing!—haw .she would take il

The handle of the door was turned, and some on
entered. He looked round, and .saw Felicia. Her blacl

dress emphasized the fairylike delicacy of her face am
ha:;ds; and something in her look— some sign of .smoth
ered misery or revolt — touched Tatham sharply. H(
hurried to her, biding her good morning, for she had no
appeared at breakfast.

"And I wanted to see you before they all come. Hov
is your mother?

"

"Just the same." She allowed him but the slightesl

touch of her small fingers before she turned abruptly tt

the row of watei -colours. "Who painted those.'
"

"Miss Penfold. Don't you know what a charming
artist she is?"

"They are not at all well done! " said Felicia. "Ama-
teurs have no business to paint."


