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had named too low a price that was his affair. He
gave in when I pointed out that was the cause of
her pving up a lucrative profession, and he had no
right to deprive her of her property also.
The famous blue pearls were sold. Part of the

proceeds was devoted to the purchase of a fine old
manor and a farm on the Eastern shore of Mary-
land. Roland and Irma have forsaken the foot-
lights forever. Farming is their true vocation, they
say, and nothing could ever tempt them back.
Mr. Dunsany has ever remained my firm friend.

He insisted on rewarding me very handsomely for
my work on the great case, though I considered the
reputation it brought me enough. The honour
seems likely to last me as long as I am able to work.
With the money Sadie and I decided to buy a smaller
place adjoining our friends. Sadie has turned
farmer, too.

I can't be there as much as I would like. After
the dust and danger of my work it is like Heaven to
run down home. At first Sadie objected strenu-
ously to this arrangement. She said she expected
to continue to help me with my work. That was
what she married me for, she said. But the one
fright was enough for me. I don't hear so much
about her desire now. Sadie has other things to oc-
cupy her mind. Yes, three of them.

THE END


