150 A Comedy
not one who could give up easily, and
so she tried once more. .

“ 1 wonder what in the world you’ve
got in that absurd box,” said she.
“You 've really brought it all the way
from Paris you know, Mr. Grimes.”

At this Grimes started. For there
was in these words and in .the tone of
voice a decided flavor of Mrs. Lovell,
and nothing at all of Maud. A wild
thought flashed through his mind, but
it was at once suppressed. 3

“IVhat an infernal fool I must be,”
he thought, «“ but whatla likeness there
was to —to her. I’m afraid I'm get-
tin’ delirium tremens. I've taken al-
together too much whiskey. I’ve got
to stop my grog, or it’ll go hard with
me.” These thoughts passed through
his mind, but he made no reply. This
was really rude in him, and so Mrs.
Lovell thought, but this rudeness
awakened no resentment whatever in
her mind. She bore it with exemplary
meekness, and patiently returned to
the task of rousing him into saying
something. .

“You really are awfully reticent, you
know, and it's horrid; now isn’t it,
Mr. Grimes 2™ said she, quite forget-
ting the 75/ of Maud which she had
intended to maintain, and speaking
more than ever in her own style and
manner.

Grimes noticed the tone of voice
again, and the style and manner of the
words. How like they were to the

well-known and fondly remembered _

idioms and expressions of Mrs. Lovell !
Grimes thought of this, and heaved
another of those sighs which were pe-
culiar to him now, —a sigh deep, mas-
sive, long-drawn, and ending in a kind
of groan.

“It's somethin’, miss,” said he, in
words that seemed wrung out of him,
— “it’s somethin’, miss, tha} is very

precious. It’s my most precious treas- .

“ure.”

“ O dear, Mr. Grimes, what a very,
very funny way that is for one to be
carrying money, you know! But do
you really think it’s safe, and do you
not feel just a little bit afraid of rob-

. you could get it again.
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bers and all that sort of thing, Mr.
Grimes 2" . .

This struck Grimes as being more
like Mrs. Lovell than ever. He could
not account for it. For the solemn$nd
mournful Maud to rattle on in this 3fyle
was to him unaccountable. And how
had she acquired that marvellous re-
semblance to her sister in tone and in
expression > He had never noticed
any such resemblance before. There
was also a certain flippancy in the re-
mark and in the tone of voice which
jarred upon him. He was still puzzled,
but finally concluded in a vague way
that Maud’s joy in at last approaching
her home was so cxcessive that it had
quite changed her.

“1 wonder why you didn’t leave it
at the inn,” she continued, as she saw
that he said nothing; “it would be
really far safer there and far less trou-
blesome, you know, Mr. Grimes, and
I'm sure, /
can’t imagine why one should carry
all one’s property with one wherever
cne goes, Mr. Grimes.”

“It isn't money,” said Grimes,
“it’s something far more precious.”

“Is it really? How very funny!
Only - fancy; why really, Mr. Grimes,
do you know, you are speaking posi- "
tively in riddles.”

“ There are things,” said Grimes,
solemnly, “in comparison with which
jewels are gaudy toys and gold is sor-
did dust. And this i5 one of them.”

“Well, I must say,” remarked Mrs.
Lovell, “ 7 never heard any one ex-
press himself in such an awfully mys-
‘terious way. And so you brought it
all the way from Paris. How very
funny ! Well, really, Mr. Grimes, I can
only say that travelling in a balloon
must be a very trivial thing, since you .
have been able to keep that with you
all the time and produce it now; and
really, you know, it’s so awfully ab-
surd, when one comes to think of it, —
now isn't it, Mr. Grimes ? ™

This was not Maud at all. Mrs.
Lovell knew it, yet for the life of her

she could not help speaking as she
did. Grimes kngtv it too. He knew




