
mm
IV.

I]

1 1

I

M8 WHAT S BRED IN THE BONE.

" Because, you foolish boy, it isn't the least bit in the world
necessary. This has been, all through, a comedy of errors

Tragedy enough intermixed; but still a comedy of errors.

There never was really any reason on earth why either of us

shouldn't have married the other. And the only thing I now
regret myself is that I didn't do as I first threatened, and
marry you outright, just to show my confidence in you and
Guy, at the time when everybody else had turned most against

you."
" Well, suppose we make up for lost time now by saying

Wednesday fortnight," Cyril suggested, after a short pause,

during which both of them simultaneously had been otherwise

occupied.

"Oh, Cyril that's awfully quick! It could hardly be man-
aged. There's the dresses, and all that! And the brides-

maids to arrange about! And the invitations to issue! . . .

But still, sooner than put you off any longer now—well, yes,

my dear boy—I dare say we could make it Wednesday
fortnight."

The End.


