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streak of road. Above i,. huddled shapes of mountams.lymK fast .„,„ .he darkness. They all Lv ittrarht'

from the Ouddon ...crland on .he evening „f the „,urd."The. tnr„„,„„d „.„,,., „„,^^^^

Boden turned upon him, uln.osl with rage
-tor heaven-s .sake, give hin, time! -if, po,itivelv

;:"•:::;::;""'" "••'''•-- --'•-^^-

«h.ch look t,, over St. John's ^•ale. and north toTn

r^ramed t.ll h,s mon.ent. UhI also by the vi.sion of her

of m^T";
'''":

T"^'^"''^'
'"•'""'^ hin,. aero.., the waste

.f^"^.
"I^"" *'>'-• '»" « hile house amid its trees

Is Miss Tenfold at home.'"
The maid reeofinized him at once, and in her agitationalmost Io.st her head. .Vs she led him in. a little figure

OA Mr. tavershaiu !

" said a soft, breathless voic,-But
^^

rs. Penfold did .-.t stop to speak to him. Gather-ing up her voluminous alaek skirts, and her shawls that


