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" No ; 1 have bprn at The Castle."

"raking tea with the im'w owner?" she asked
mrrrily ; arul he answered, " Yes."

When they enlerid the house, he sndMcnly laid his

hand on her head, and h)oked into her lace with an
odd expression iti his ^Mave eyes.

'•Sara, <an you bear a ^reat .surprise?"

" Ye.s what?"
"The luw owner of (llentarne is Rf)l)ert I.idrlel.

I met hini there, and have been with him thrse two
hours, lie has never for^^fften us, Sara. VV^e mis-

judged him. And he is coming here to night to see

you.

Then he went away, ajid left her to herself

It was nine o'rlork bffore Robert Taddei came.

Christopher admitted him, and opened the siiting-

rootn door, but he di«l not enter with him. Sara was
standing on the hearth. She moved at the closing of

the door, but did not turn her head. Robert laddel

went to her, and touched her arm, then she looked at

him with a long searching look. At first these two,

parted for so long, had no wonl to say.

"Sara," he said, at length, in the tones she remem-
bered well, •' have you no word of welcome for me—

•

not one ?"

Her li|)s quivered, and her eyes fell.

*' I am glad to see you back," she said, with a
slight constraint in her voice, and unconsciously she

niuved a little further from him.

For a moment, Robert Liddcl looked at the only

Woman he had ever loved, wondering to see how little

she was moved by his presence. She had loved him
once, and he had thought it would be for ever; but it

had been a mistake, alter all. She was as fickle as


