
,

AN AFFAIR OF DISHONOUR 17

tolimpnpanddownmoldda^J... Oh. ou«e that

Never mind the dream-have done with it I

I

Jfes—that was Luoinda. Lnoinda in the liahtegt rolw
! •« anticipated hot day dictates-muslin or Settri^^e heaviest. She was leaning on the stonoTalSlI^rtmg he steps from the upper ten^e, disappSSgwith her fan the sun-glare that had fomid itswJi^S

waii Sir Ohver had just passed over. A few minnt«.

TT\ '^.^'' ^"'^•^ ^^« "'"^^d his path n«
hr4:ep'::^d""*-

"-^^ -- '-'**«'*•- *° -^
h«^J??^u*^^'^ """^^^ fo' him, and he knew what

her what her soft hand would have felt like in his ovmher soft Lps upon his cheek, he said to himself th^tTsgirl was worthy to be loved, if ever woman was H« A^not add • Worthy of the other sort of^^as Si «
his own. Not an hour had he passed with her withouttekmg m vain the sacred name ofLc^Di^tr^^
groves had no path for such as he. whose .ShTZ
Z^tT"- ^"*.*^t^«donhislipshadnot^m«itr^mth the sound m her ears. And yet neither kn^ ™!

oavems of Aw mmd-dweU in the garden of here ^dand dworderly perhaps, but stiU agS '
^

de£rS."^f,?^f*''**^"«*^°'^"««'«''li''itoustodelay speech with her, if only for a minute—for a seonnH rHe actuaUy walked along th^e skirting tutrff'theW
&?m 1 T'^"^'

*^* '^'^ «y« «''°»ld remain tu^^d


