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and an old Much' in the nionniiiiff coueli wliirli followed tbehuai.M

wit)t itH nodding- pliiiii»>s to tlit* ^mve.
I wanted to be ulunu uiid sii and think, hut thofw about nie

•eomed to cuiir^ider that it wum thei* duty to try and «'on)fort aixl

cboer ine in my aMIiction. wlien all they did was to worry me and

make me more wretched than before. ft troubled nie, too, ter-

ribly, that people Mbould think nie nillons and indilTerent to ni\

[on», when all the time my heart wan throbbing, un<l 1 telt a ^en-

aation of deNolation and nii-^erv that 1 iiiid my bent to corneal.

I remember jfoiug on ti}>loe lowuvdo iln- dining-room on the day
of the funeral, dreading list my new budis t-honld nuike a noi-of*.

when, aM I reached the mat at the door, 1 stopjied .short, for my
uncle wa.s saying rouphlv

—

" Don't seem to trouble /lim much."
"No, of course uot," Mr. Hlaketord rtj)li.'(l. ''Wluit can you

expect?' I dare say he's thinking more of lii.i new black idoihe.^.

'

1 had to clench my hands and bite my li| > to keep from bur>i-

ing out into a pas.sionate fit ^f wee^tin^, and 1 .>iood there foi

some minute.N, unable to move, its I be.ird all that wux said.

" Well, it's no business of mine," said my uncle. *' It wan hi>

own money."
" Yes," said Mr. Rlakeford, with a sigh. **

I was bis lejinl

adviser, but be would not be advised."

"Never wouhl," said my uncle. "All he thought of wat
catching butt erfiiefc' and drying wteds in bk>t ling-paper."

" JUit he was a goo<l man," said Mr. IWakelord.
" Bab ! good ? What, to plunge into speculation and ruin him-

•elfP"
" We are none of us perfect," said Mr. Itlakeford.
" Who wants to be? ' said n)y inicle. '• \\ ell, 1 wash my hands

of the whole affa^ . Vou know where I am if you want me. ll*-

was never like a brother to nie. I will do as you said."
" Yes," said Mr. Blakeford, " oi course, Vou ma} trust me, Mr.

Grace."
" I don't trust anybody," said my ui'de, ju.st as one of the

servants, coming along the passage, said kindly

—

" Why don't you go in, Master Tony r
'

There was a sftdden mo\emeiit of a cliair, and 1 saw Mr.
Blakeford come forward and louk at nje cunoiisiy as 1 t-utered in

a shamefaced way. Then he ».\(l.a!!gtd glances \Mih my uncle,

and my heart sank as I felt that lliey botii ftu.«|ie(it':i me ut buvuig
been listening on the mat.

It was only at nijrhts when I was alone in my own room that 1

could cry as a half beart-broKen boy of t-levtu can cry in the

desolation of his heart. M\ uncle bad ^.^one away ibe day aftt-r

the funeral, telling uie sburu\ iluii l i. l:^: be a mnu mu\v, un<l

mind what Mr. BlukefOid &aid ; and Mr. Llukeloid hud luukud ut


