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"*I kissed her-r twice and I asked her-r once if

^ustrhnt"'\^'-",^V/'
^"'^^ ^^""^^ ^ith insolent

gusto, bumng his r's like a policeman's rattle ; andMark simply wanted to kick him into the lochLady Forsyth, on the other hand, was privately
blessing the boy's foolery, that seemed to cleir tie

«win? /^1* *^^ ^^^*' skimming homeward to theswing of chorus on chorus ; only her son's voicebeing conspicuous by its absence. Keith's boat wasleading now
;
and without turning round deliberately

^e^^could see nothing of the two who haunted her

This was perhaps fortunate ; for Mark's arm lavalong the back of the seat, his shoulder was vdtWnthree inches of Bel's ; and under cover of the"they had picked up the dropped thread of theirtalk

rhXtrr:mr^™^^^^^^

the gift, anyway. Why not make more of it-study, practise?"
^

She smiled and lifted her shoulders. " I've triedbut I couldn't keep it up. Laziness, perhaps idon't know. Vanity, perhaps, a litile^ I eitherwant to do things splendidly or else-I can't bebothered. I need some one to spur me, to encourage

;' Well, I should have thought Miss O'Neill »

ov^r hl7l ?^ ^^'' f^^^ ^'^ ^^^'^ ^^d l^t «ie walk

th^ rf »
^ 'T^t^. *^- ^"* ^*^^'« swamped in

tatnt« ',? ^^^ philanthropic work. As for mytalents, when I wanted the helping hand it wasn't

n'nn' .r^ ^^TT^*'^ *°^ ^^*^ l'^« dabbjfirst
wh^f r.?r^ *??.*^"" ''' ^^^**^^^' a^d frittered awaywhat little ambition I ever had."

^


