
Passing fancy, never 1 Listen; you say vou love no wo-
man in especial, wed me; lovebegets love; 1 am the wiboer 1

know, bùVou are as handsome a à,a god, a have been al
ways one to as 1 fýýýea and get what I want most

days," she added, leaning forward and smil'ncr into his
mesmerie eyes. Come to ine," and her heart was in lier

words. Côme, you are poor in wealth, nien say I have-,
millions in jélà,_ try and love me and _YY »And-and what next-Kate-by çrad, a pretty speech,
allow me to congratulate yon. How do, Trevalyon ; at

your old game of slau ghtering hearts ? The speaker had
come froni behind the curtains and was the owner of ethe

wrathful eyes; a heavily built man of niediùra weight, a
bold man with a handsome black beard, though the top of
his head was bald. Yibu were always a cfood shot,

Trevalyon, when the target was a heart,'ý lie repeated sav-
agely.

"'Twas you, who bagged the delicate (rame, if 1 remein-
1 'ber you aright, Delrose," said Trevalyon, with the utmost

sang-froid as he. -leaned backwards and with his right
i hand fondled his long tawny moustache.

George Delrose., what makes you here? -You are Lucifer
1 himself, I believe," said Mrs. Tompkins wrathfülly, push-
t ing his hand from her shoulde*r a- fi à starting to her - feet.

1 gave strict orders to Peter to admit no one to my pre-
r sence. I shall discharge him, and at once."

h "Take it easy, Kate, 1 have promoted hini to my iîçýrvice.)j
VIF From gold 10 brass is no promotion; he knowâ not the
1_ value of metals." 1

Il Jove 1 how like they are, the same bold handsome siyle',
reckless to the last degree," thought Trevalyon.

,r, They are both a pa.ssport to society 1 all a man wants
a to-day 1 so, my pretty Kate don't look so severe, 1 have

oné, you have the other," said Delrose audaciously, and
.er attemptin,2 to take her hand.

No, I won't take your hand, go away this nionientye'

A PRETTY WOMAN LAYS A PLOT. il


