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Burns looked again at his wife. Her eyes held

an expression as beautiful as it was inscrutable.

He could not read it.

He turned back to Leaver. "Yes, we'll think it

over," he said briefly. Then he looked out of the

window again. "What's the name of this park?"

he asked.

The conversation vet ed to follow his lead. It was

not resumed during the drive home, nor again that

day, between the four. It cannot be denied that

the subject was discussed by John Leaver and

Charlotte through varying degrees of hopefulness

and enthusiasm. As for Burns and Ellen

In their own quarters that night Burns threw

a plump silk couch-pillow upon the floor at Ellen's

feet, and himself upon it, by her knee, as she sat in

a big chair by the open window. She was still

wearing the Parisian-made gown of the evening,

with which she had delighted the eyes of them all.

It was the one such gown she had allowed herself

to bring home, treating herself to its beauty for its

own sake, rather than because she could find much

use for it in her quiet home.

Burns put up one hand and gently smoothed the

silken fabric upon Ellen's knee.

"This is a beauty of a frock," said he. "I

can't tell you what you look like in it; I've been

trying to find a simile all the evening. Yet it's


