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i6 THE CUSTODIAN

' I don't believe it I
" she crit^,^ «« .u

sudde^r '''' '''' '""' "^^l

" You went up to London to take a situa-tion," sajd the Duchess scornfully. "Sewas no situation."
' ®

" N—no, your Grace."

i?^~ „ ™y ^°> Oswald ?

"

"How long did you Uve with him ? "
My mother sobbed with renewed violence.
Only a few months."

" And then ?
"

" He died."

Both women were silent, and I imagine aslight feehng of pity stirred in the Du.^ess's

"How could he ? " she murmured. " HowcouM^u." she added, with .uch greater

deZtt'"
"""'" "^^ ""^ '°°*'*""' '^°''

The Duchess rose hastily "The bov I
"

she said quickly. " Where is the boy ? "


