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to be plunged in a profound and painful reverie,
and did not on ýfh

-1 wharf until their arrival within
of-ffier eàvingr the
sightof hisownhouse.

Theyhad passed beyond thecitylimitsandon
each'side of them stretched wide snowy fiëlds
bounded by low stone walls. They were,,ýpproach-
ing the shores of the Arm, where ma'ny Of the
merchants of thé town,,-had erected substantiat,

cornfortable houses-for themselves.
When'they stopped before a gate and thé man

jumped out to open it, Mr. Armour pullèd himself
togethe.iýt- th an effort and looked dowri-et Vivi-

.-,enne with a confused, III beg your pard.on'b'

III did not speak," she s'aid calmly.
'II thought you did," he replied; then touchina

his horse with the whip they again set out on'their
way, this -time along a winding roàd boirdered by
evergreens.

«I It was kind' in you to come and meet me,"
said Vivienne when they'drew up before a large,-,.

square white house with brilliantly lighted win-
dows.,

Mr. Armour murmured"some unintelligible reply
that convinced ber he had not heard what she said.

1«What curious -behavior," she reflected. He
must be ill."

Mr.'Armour was looking at the closed sleigh
standing before the cloor.
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