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and strode into the sitting-room. She was seated
in a low settee under the shaded standard lampby the piano In three steps I was across the

''^!^?'l'^ ^fi^^'^ »>«' hands in mine.
"Gladys!" I cried. "Gladys!"
She looked up with amazement in her face,bhe was altered in some subtle way. The cx-

f.7T!!K 1*'"' 'y"' '^" ^"^ "P^^^d 'tare, the

her hands
"^^^ "^"^ *° "^^' ^^^ ^"^ ^^''^

u^V^ 1» y°" '"^^"•" she said.
Gladys!" I cried. "What is the matter?

&erton ?^" ^ ^'' ''' ^°" not -little Gladys

.
"No," said she, "I am Gladys Potts. Let me

introduce you to my husband."

cally bowing and shaking hands with a little
ginger-haired man who was coiled up in the deep
armchair which had once been sacred to my own

other
^""^ ^"""^"^ *" ^'"""^ ""^ ^^^*^

"Father lets us stay here. We are getting our
house ready, " said Gladys.

^

"Oh, yes," said I.

You didn't get my letter at Para, then.?"
No, I got no letter."

clea?"'
"^h^t a pity! It would have made all

"It is quite clear," said I.

^
"IVe told William all about you." said she.We have no secrets. I am so sorry about it
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