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ings. Mothers and fathers, lovers and friends, were
looking into each ofhers' eyes, and embracing one

another tenderly. Then the first gush of salutation
over their thoughts reverted to business. In a

mass the passengers precipitated themselves upon
the custom officials and eagerly watched for and
identified -their luggage as it was rapiday hoisted
froni the hold of the steamer to the- wharf.

The man in the fur coat pressed his way through
the throng of people and gained the deck of the
steamer. The Macartneys and Vivienne Delavigne
stood together.

The girl saw him coming, went to, meet hîm, and
putting out her handsaid, How do' vu do, Mr.
Armour?

Composed as his face usually was she yet caught
an almost instantly repiressed look of repulsion.
Unspeakably chilled by it and the brevity and

stiffness of his greeting, yet too proud and philo-
sophical to show the slightest sign of disappoint,.-ý'--141.
ment, she saidsteadily:

This is Mrs. Macartney, who has been ki'd
enqugh to chaperon me across Ihie Àtlantic."0î,

Mr. Armour bowed politely, his cap in his hand.
Captain Macartney she found to her surprise he

already knew, though he spoke to, him almost as
formally as' it Wey had never met before.

Patrick, after a searching glance at Mr. Ar-
mour, turned away Muttering, Iceberg!"


