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APTERWAliDS.

Mrs. Ellison

had Kitty's whole

story, and so has

the reader, but for

a little thing that

happened next
day, and which is

perhaps scarcely

worthy of being

set down.

Mr. Arbuton's

valise was sent for

at night from the

Hotel St. Louis,

and they did not

see him again.

When Kitty woke next morning, a fine cold rain was

falling upon the drooping hollyhocks in the Ursu-

lines' Garden, which, seemed stricken throuj^^h every

leaf and flower wUli sudden autumn. All the fore-

noon the garden-paths remained empty, but under

the porch by the poplars sat the slender nun and the

stout nun side by side, and held each other's hands.

They did not move, they did not appear to speak.
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