
raRTNETTE MARRIED
Jortlw ha dwiMiy. Ittdor. She win be • wMow. I an
iwi^ and iheH tpeek of the dilonot aJl the time. Mi
de«riiMui,IlofeMeaan.*'

"No^ you dont ru be the horrid. *iaiUble
pwKm youTl have to put up with eU the way beck
Of cojiMeni go with you. monprtO. Did you think ]wouW let my WeMed. minwikme child go elooe towMdi
tt&Rerteinty t

"

• •««

I throw my anni around MMor*! neck, and cry joy-
ftdly on the collar of hit coat. It i« an old ihabby coat.
It mcUi of tobacco and iodoform.
Yvonne cried when we went. We could not take

her with ue. She wai .tiU too weak to travel, but shew to come to Mount Hasd ae loon ai she can. Mean-
while, there is a doctor friend of M^dor's whowiU nurse
her. and M6dor's servant*, vrho 'U look after her.
M«or was so determineJly and Uboriously cheerful

dunng the jou ey that I felt as if I were being taken
to the dentist's. He joked incessantly. He told me aU the
•tones of his student days-thcy must have been con-
Mderably diluted for my benefit, so dihitcd, in fact,
that aU the salt in them had melted. He inundated me
with siUy English magazines, full of summer girls and
advertisements. He gorged me with chocolates, en-
cumbered me with flower»-my cabin was aLaost un-
mhabiteble for the scent of them. He pursued me with
rugs, smothered me in cushions, and bullied me into
ptoymg dominoes on our knees, and aU with such an
anxious, enveloping, bcUboured, and altogether suffo-
cating solicitude that I began to feel very sorry for
myself, and wanted to teU him. "She who is going to
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