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'Hty. Denis was picking up the entree-

dishes with decorous solicitude. Larty Knox

turned and came into the house ; she passed the

dining-room door with an ominous step, and went

on into the library.

It seemed to me that now or never was the

moment to retire quietly to my room, put my

things into my portmanteau, and

Denis rushed into the room with the entree-

dishes piled up to his chin.

«« She's diddled I" he whispered, crashing them

down on the table. He came at me with his

hand out. "Three cheers for Masther Flurry

and Miss Sally," he hissed, wringing my hand

up and down, "and 'twas yerself called for

'Haste to the Weddin" last night, long life to

ye! The Lord save us I There's the misthress

going into th- Ubrary 1

"

Through the half-open door I saw old Mrs.

Knox approach the library from the staircase

with a dignified slowness ; she liitd on a wedding

garment, a long white burnous, in which she

might easily have been mistaken for a small,

stout clergyman. She waved back Crusoe, the

door closed upon her, and the battle of giants

was entered upon. I sat down— it was all I

was able for — and remained for a full minute

in stupefied contemplation of the entrte-dishes.

Perhaps of all conclusions to a situation so

portentous, that which occurred was the least

possible. Twenty minutes after Mrs. Knox met
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