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20 A HEART-SONG OF FO-DAY.

go do my bidding, and in your effort tokeep out Mormon-
ism you will punish your foe and I shall reward you.”

“But when, Kate, when; you don’t tell me; may I
come to-morrow ?” persisted her lover, eagerly.

“No, I am steeped to the lips in engagements.”

““But I must, Kate ; a soldier is accustomed to daily
Pay »

“Don’t be persistent, George or you shall be off duty
forever.”

“You know youn have your foot on my neck, dear, and
you take advantage.”

« Most men would not object to its shape or weight,”
she said saucily drawing her robe, exposing a very
pretty foot encased in cream hose, and a black satin boot
fitting as perfectly as any Madame Vestris ever wore.

“I1 am conquered, my queen, he said softly ; “only
let me come, and in your own time.”

“ Well put, and now be off; I'll write you, as the letter

_ writer says, at my earliest convenience.”

“ Good-night ; may it come soon.”

“ Remember your mission.”

“I shall revive it with a vengeance.”

And bending down something very like a lovers’ part-
ing took place. Passing into the hall he stepped noise-
lessly out into the night ; the closing of the door roused
the sleeping footman, who, as he locked the door and saw
his mistress pass from her boudoir to her sleeping apart-
ments, thought sleepily as he put out the lights—

~ Peter won’t get the sack for letten’ him in after all ;
. my lady is sweet on him, I'm thinking, and I'm not in for
Pete’s place.”
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