
CHAPTER XLIX

"Tlio !W I't lil'e incltinj^' through thy looks

Hath mall- my lilt- (li.iiic"

T was far on in tlie .s«'jis(»n—nearly in the mitklle

of July— before llar^reaves returned to town.

He came witli the Von Krutensees, a happy

party, susceptil)le to all the variety and the

amusement to be extru'tfd when the heart is

light, even from a journey so prosaic. lie left them at

Charing Cross and made haste to his own rooms, to learn

there for the first time that Woodgate had left ten days

before, nor could they tell liim where he had gone. He only

waited to refresh himself a little, and then betook himself

to Miss Ryder's house in Cra«ldock Street. She was un-

feignedly glad, and also somewhat surprised to see him.

"When did you come? and where have you left thf

Countess?" she cried, all in one breath as usual. "How
splendidly you look ! You must hav(* iiad a glorious holiday.'*

"I have never had one like it. Miss Kyder," he answered,

noting with a new access of pity the worn, tired face of the

little story-writer, whose wan look told that the long hard-

working summer in the city had left its mark. "But before

I say a word aboul that, you must answer me the question I

came to ask. It's not much more than an hour since I arrived.

Where is Woodgate ?

"

The little story-writer gave a jovous laugh, and her hands un
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