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the first post, and I told her—not the whole truth,'
he added, under his breath. * She thinks I am to beaUowed to take the hooks with me ; and if you could
have seen her smUe of contentment. But they wUl all
be sold and carried away before she knows about it

:

and when she sees that I don't care a snap of the
nngers—

!

He had turned into the sitting-room on the ground
floor Walfang about excitedly, Christopherson gloriedm the sacrifice he had made. Already a letter was
dispatched to a bookseller, who would buy the whole
library as it stood. But would he not keep a few
volumes ? I asked. Surely there could be no objection
to a few shelves of books ; and how would he live with-
out them ? At first he declared vehemently that not
a volume should be kept—he never wished to see a book
again as Icror as he lived. But Mrs. Christopherson ?
"'ged M uild she not be glad of something to readnow and then ? At this he grew pensive. We discussed

tne matter, and it was arranged that a box should
be pwked with select volumes and taken down into
JSorfolk together with the rest of their luggage. Noteven Mrs. Keeting could object to this, and I strongly
advised him to take her permission for granted.
And so It was done. By discreet management the

pUed volumes were stowed in bags, carried downstairs,
emptied into a cart, and conveyed away, so quietly
that the sick woman was aware of nothing. In tellingme about it, Christopherson crowed as I had never
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^""^ «»ethought his eye avoided that
part of the floor which had formerly been hidden, and
in the course of our conversation he now and ihenbecame absent, with head bowed. Of the joy he felt
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however, be nodoubt. The crisis through which he had passed hadmade him m appearance, a yet older man; whenbe declared his happiness tears came into his e^e«, and
his head shook with a senile tremor.

Before they left London, I saw Mrs. Christopherson—
a pale, thm, slightly made woman, who had never been


