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lier bedside, said all hope was (,),one." The tnain
was in New York, slowing up in the Graiid

Central station by the tiiiie lie found this. He
wrapped a couple of handkerchiefs round the

steiiis of his flowers, got into the first carriage
lie came to, saying only Il the Brittany liotel."
He thouglit the Cà biiian iiiiglit know where to
go. The cabinan, of course, did, and cre many

iiiiiiiites lie was in the office of the inagnificent

hotel.
He kneu- iiotliiji;, of conventional. procedure,

and if lie liad, it would not have mattered to
bim then. He went straiglit to the desk.
Is Miss Moore alive ? " he asked.

Yes, 1 think so, but-"
1 wz-uit to go to lier at once."

'l'lie, clerk conipreliended, and a bell-boy raced

before Andrew to a cloor wbose handle was
iiiuffled. He knocked ý-ery softly. Il Go," said
Andrew, and he stood alone waiting for the door

to open. It would be irnpious to speak of the
a(r ilgo y which knit his soul and heart to endur-

anc, whilst lie waited the word froin within.

The door ol-)etie(l. A iniserable little man

stood there. Wlien lie -. aw Andrew, lie said

without astonishiiient:
Il Vou're in time to speak to lier. Go in."

Andrew advanced to an open door. The


