
3i8 A LOST LEADER
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the ikmnfl of their voireji in the rofn* garden, fnd ht

turned away N*ith a pain in hts heart o( which he wai

ashamed. These things wr-r for the young f II

youth had passed liim by, still there were compensa<
lions I

Compt'i.sations.aye,—buthc wanted none of them I

He picked up the newspaper, and with a Httle diffi-

culty, for his siglit was not yet ^ood, found a certain

aragraph. Then the paper slipped again froni

is fingers, and he beard the sweeping of a woman's
dress across thr smooth shaven lawn. He gripped

the sides of his chair and set his teeth hard. He

•t niggled to rise, but she moved swiftly up to him

with a gesture of remonstrance.
** i^lcase don't move," she exclaimed, as though

her coming were the most natural thing in IIk

world. " I am going to sit down with you, if 1

may !

"

He murmured ar» expression of conventional

delight. She wore a dress of some soft white

material, and her figure was as wonderful as ever.

He recovered himself almost at once and studied

heradmiiingly.
" Paris ? " he murmured.
•* Paquin !

" she answered. " I remembered thai

you liked me in white."
" But where on earth have you come from ?

"

he asked.
'* T'le Farm," she answered. " I'm going to

take it for three months—if you're decent to me !

"

'* That rascal Richard I
^' uc muttered. " Never

told me a word ! Pretended to be surprised when

he heard you and Clara were back."

She nodded.

.,:s»T. u.


