
a little few), would hardly have known him. For the

abstraction that, as a rule, characterizes his features-the

way he has of looking at yolu, as if he doesn't see you, that

harasses the simple, and enrages the others-is all gone!

Not a trace of it reinains. It has given place to terror,

open and unrestrained.
"A girl ! " murmurs he in a feeble tone, falling back in

hi's chair. And then again, in a louder tone of dismay-

"A girl/" He pauses again, and now again gives way to

the fear that is destroyinig him-" A grown girl !"

After this, he seems too overcome to continue his reflec-

tions, so goes back to the fatal letter. Every now and then

a groan escapes him, mingled with mournful remarks, and

extracts frorn the sheet in his hand-

"Poor old Wynter! Gone at last !" staring at the shak-

ing signature at the end of the letter that speaks so plainly

of the coming icy clutch that should prevent the poor hand

from forming ever again even such sadly erratic characters

as these. "At least," glancing at the half-read letter on

the cloth-" this tells me so. His solicitor's, I suppose.

Though what Wynter could want with a solicitor- Poor

old fellow! He was often very good to me in the old days.

I don't believe I should have done even as much as I have
done, without him. . . . It must be fully ten years

since he threw up his work here and went to Australia!

. . . ten years. The girl must have been born beforehe

went, "-glances at letter-"' My child, my beloved Perpe-

tua, the one thing on earth I love, will be left entirely alone.

ler mother died nine years ago. She is only seventeen,

and the world lies before her, and never a soul in it to care

A LITTLE REBEL.


