
Forebodings,

Dutiful bov. AVell, do you know it is five

o'clock, aiul we promised to be at Mrs. Wilmot's

before seven? Isn't it an hour's drive? Ifow

long docs tliat leave us to dress ?
^ As she spoke

slie left the table, and, with one of her swift

gosturcf?, knelt on one knee by her husband's chair,

and rested her bri'dit liead against his arm. There

was a considerable disparity in years, as well as a

strong contrast between them, and yet they were

a handsome, well-matched pair. Hubert Westray

looked his six-aiid-thirty years to the full. His

dark hair and beard were streaked with grey, and

his broad forehead had deep lines upon it. His

whole appearance was that of a man wlio had had

a long and possibly a bitter experience of life. It

was a fine face in the main, but there was an

irresolnte droop in the lips, and a shifting glance

in the deep blue eye which indicated a certain

weakness of character, w)iich had ever been the

failing of his race.

Looking into his wife's smiling, radiant face, the

shadow which in solitude dwelt so darkly on hi
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own was somow^hat dispelled. It was as if the

sun had shone suddenly upon some dark and

gloomy spot, which only needed tlie cheering beam.

* Hubert, why is it you look sometimes so very

sad ?
' asked the sweet voice at his elbow. * When

I lock at you, often wlien you do not know, I feel


