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gloom. The wonderful fortnight of frost and sun was
over; tempests of wind and deluges of rain were
drowning it fast in flood and thaw. The wind
shrieked round the little eottage, and though it was
little more than three o'clock, darkness was coming
fast.

Fallodcn could not keep still. Having made up
the fire, he brought in a lamp himself; he drew the
curtains, then undrew them again, apparently that
he might examine a stretch of the Oxford road just
visible through the growing dark ; or he wandered in

and out of the room, his hands in his pockets whis-
tling. Otto watched him with a vague annoyance. He
himself was horribly tired, and Falloden's restless-

ness got on his nerves.

At last Falloden said abruptly, pausing in front
of him

—

"You'll have some visitors directly!"

Otto looked up. The gaiety in Falloden's eyes in-

formed him, and at the same time, wounded him.
"Lady Constance?" he said, affecting indifference.

"And Mrs. MulhoUand. I believe I see their car-

riage.
'

'

And Fallodcn, peering into the stormy twilight,

opened the garden door and passed out into the rain.

Otto remained motionless, bent over the fire. Sorell

was talking with the ex-scout in the dining-room, im-
pressing on him certain medical directions. Radowitz
suddeftly felt himself singularly forlorn, and de-

serted. Of course, Falloden and Constance would
marry. He always knew it. He would have served
to keep them together, and give them opportunities of

meeting, when they might have easily drifted entirely

apart. He laughed to himself as he thought of Con-


