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spaces on the walk; a single small spring landscapeby Inness hung over the mantel, and beneatrit a

SlH.'Ttahr'^"^ ------;

toIH ' u"'^'
^'"'* '' ^^' "««•«' Tom Mastersd n.e you had returned. He says you have a new

tured.''
^'''' '' "*" ^''^'^ P'«"y well cap-

''Sh*",* 't? °\^ ''^^'''" *«''* Miss Kitty.

.nJT
I don't mean you. Tom is a lot too

attainabl.. Tom was radiating praise, the materialfor vvh,ch he seemed to have absorbed at Newpor""

row with r .'° "^ 7'"*''^ "* '''" ^^ Miss Mor-row, with emphasis of the nodded head; <'a mostremarkable woman, Harry,- really, a woman wSthat are quality of charm it is so impossible tolfine^ Margaret cast a look of quickly controlledmirth at her husband, who knew better'^than lo £tray his own sense of amusement.
''Who the deuce is your charmer, Kit?"

"S'f""f'" '""'' ^^'y- "I^''«='-««a Hunter."

^J t T *" """ ^" t-ucretiaf" said Mar-garet, with one of those too efficient glimpses offns^ht which except for her husband, shrrelj i'.n^words, but with which she sometimes surpS

shlrSyT
^'' """^ '"''" *'"" '"''' ^"y- "^ t"fl«

"I did not know, I guessed," laughed her cousin.


