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husband's will liail been avr;mgv«l to deprive me of every cent 
if I married again."

It is twilight, of an evening early in December, and Alan 
and K va Horten are scaled near the lire in the drawing-room 
ot her old home, where four years ago had come the lirst eloitd 
in their sky. Alan had purchased the house and it was hiV 
wedding gift to his lnide, for which she thanked him with 
tears of "latitude. It was her one desire to gel possession of 
it, and she intended, if it were possible, to buy it herself, hut 
he had forestalled her. and now they are settled down, as Kva 
>ays, ” in «juiet Darby and Joan style,*’ in the home where her 
youth had been passed, and where she hopes to spend her 
happy life. Alan's mother i now <piile attached to her son’s 
w ile, w ho h only too dad to forget all unpleasantness. The 
gat i- not yet lighted, and the bright firelight gives a glow of 
warmth to the luxurious-looking room. Ida and Jack Roberts 
have just left alter having paid their friends a lengthy visit. 
Kva is sitting on a low stool at her husband's feet, her arms 
resting on his knee-. With one hand he is toying with some 
stray locks ot her hair. They had been silent for some time 
when Kva said. •• How positive I was, Alan, that I would lie 
more constant than yon. What did volt think of me when 
you came home a; the end of two years and found me gone?”

Very hard and hitter things, Kva, until I discovered that 
you did not receive my letters, then, knowing how proud you 
always were, 1 understood exactly how you must have felt. 
I hit, Kva, de:in -i, even taking all w hich we have gone through 
into consideration, now, that it is past, we have no cause for 
regret. .Much go -d has resulted from it, for our love and faith 
would not have been so fully tested, nor perhaps the soul of 
Arthur Brandon saved from eternal ruin, if. when I returned 
at llii' end "I tan wars. I had not found voii 1 Kailhless.’ ”


