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And in private Mrs. OUercnshaw entirely agreed
with Helen as to the merits of the butler.

After dinner James hurried to his lair to search

for a book. The book was not where he had left it,

on his original entry into Wilbraham Hall. Within
two minutes, the majority of the household staff was
engaged in finding that book. Ultimately the butler

discovered it; the butler had been reading it.

"Ay I" said James, opening the volume as he
stood in front of the rich, expensive fire in the hall.

"Dickens— Charles Dickens— that's the chap's

name. I couldn't think of it when I was telling you
about th' book th' other day. I mun' go on wi'

that."

"Couldn't you play us something?" responded
his wife.

In the triumph of concertinas over grand pianos,

poor Emanuel, lying wounded upstairs, was forgot-

ten. At five minutes to nine Helen stole, unper-

ceived, away from the domestic tableau. She had
by no means recovered from her amazement; but she

had screened it off by main force in her mind, and
she was now occupied with somediing far more im-

portant than the blameless amours of the richest old

man in Hillport.

By Wilbraham Water a young man was walking


