ﬂthlt!” be breathed, and

bent forward to place & kiss upon her .
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: he *:f"f'&:lded
will be ‘game, as L m@';.“ 0
I will take your kiss,”
her pallid lips. .
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%o marry you, although were not
told quite so plainly; but I have seen, as
the days have gone by between our en-
gagement and to-day’s mockery, that
cou have been more and more inclined
to forget it.”

“I did, almost,” replied the man even-

ly. “I ixoped against hope umtil I al-
most began to believe.” -

“It is your own fault,” ehe retorted.
“You knew that I favored Gilbert. You
¥new that he had not a friend to plead
his suit. You knew that he was poor,
and could mot afford me. You knew
that every one interested in seeing that
I bad a luxurious future brought me
lying tales of him—iried to prove him
unworthy,”

. “Absolve me, pleage,” the man broke
m. “I never raised a voice against him.”

“No, you were too clever,” she charged

cruelly, not caring: to notice that he

winced under the stroke. “Imstead of-

that, you bought me. - You helped my
ft}ther out of his crisis and set him upon
his feet again, You—"

“Purely in the way of business,” in-
terrupted the man. “It 'was no more
than I might have done for any other
friend of mine.”

“Indeed!” she replied. “And was: it
gurely business that made you secure my

rother Will his appointment ? that made
Jou get Lon: out of his college scrape?
that made you—oh, your favors have
been too many and too lavish to enu-
merate!  They were part of the price
you paid for me, calls upon my gratitude
which T could not ignore. = Well, I mar-

—they are too sacred to me; 8
must continue {0 remain in my debt.’
“And so they were married, and lived

happily ever after.” The o, old com- ‘

monplace ending to the fairy-stories re-

curred to him with onmhu;g mockery.
This, then, was the end his day-
dreams; this the end of the ! q

wooing into which Grace Harding’s
beauty had drawn him, He knew of
other marriages like this where the bar-
gains were more coolly sealed, where the
conventions were better observed and the

hideous truth better glossed over, but

he shuddered to think of them. This,
after all, was better. _

His wife presently complained of be-
ing chilly. He reflected grimly that the

chill whick had euddenly filled that car--
riage was one that no fire could drive

out, but nevertheless he adjusted her
wrap tenderly about her, touching her

as gently as if she were some beautiful, .

fragile thing that must not be clumsily
handled or rudely breathed upon, lest
it crumble before his very eyes. He
tried to be strictly impersonal, and he

wes almost angry with himself to find

that, in spite of the cold dash she had
given him, the mere touch of her gar-
ment thrilled him.

In the train his first impulse was to
surround her with magazines and retire
to the smoker, but even in his deep dis-
appointment he could not forget what
was due to her.  'With those white rib-
bons, tied by prankish friends to their

, flaunting their new estate fo
the world, he could not leave her to seem
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