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A CRUEL DECEPTION

OR WHY DID SHE SHUN HIM? BY EFFIE ADELAIDE ROWLANDS

(Continued)

Before she went from him he held it in his for an instant, and
must try and smooth some of those
Perhaps she would
speak out to him, tell him what
There was 30 | her?”
How came she here

lines away.

this burden was.
much to tell.

—a wife scarcely a fortnight, yet|will never speak to me again.”
no | Alwynne clasped her

ggestion of happiness in it. That | gether.
was only too elear to him, only too | pent up agony in her heart rush

gwifv whose marriage had

sure !

Brought in direcet contact withicould know all, would you con-
her sorrow, his own faded away |demn
and wax lost in his desire to be- struggle was so terrible, so horri-
friend her, to give her some com- | hle,

fort, ome gleam of pleasure.
After all, he had no right to

It <he chose to hold her

She put out her hand, and he

{then gently released it.
| “Where is your mother 2’
| asked.

he
“Why are you not with
“We are parted forever. She
hands to-
“Oh!” she said, all the

ing forth at last. “Oh, if vou|

me—would . you? The

Her hands rested in his. She
was weeping silently. She could
not speak. His words were only
the echo of what she had been
saying to herself all the miserable
night through—the realization of
the horrible mistake she had
made that beat in her brain since
the first moment her eyes had rest-
ed on him.

He held her hapds so closely,
his grip almost erushed her fin-
gers.

It was for e’ he said, “for
my sake.—for the <ake of my

She was my mother; she is
and yet—"
moment.

my mother, and yet-
Taunton paused a i

“Your mother disapproved of

name, my position.

have you done?”

He ceased suddenly. and loos-

Ylnwliull.
% . . 3 . | 3
ilenee, he must submit without a your marriage 2 he said gently. 'ened his hold.

word.

But she would not be silent. )

i
Alwynne conquered  her  emo-

He felt that her whole sonl longed | tion.

to pour forth its burden to him,

to let him know that if a hurt|yet heard of it.
were come to him that hurt was | difference now.

“I do not even know if she has |
It will make no!
She has disown- |

he said. and
his voice was thick and hurried.
“Tou loved me! You could
send me from you beeause you
well to  risk

“You loved me,”

loved me too

Oh, Alwyn- .
rllo'! What have you done? What

way, with the same

ful eyes.

her hands.

“I am your friend. You will
let me be your friend?” he said
[ sssionately.

jv v litde ‘ers than torturs
to sce her as she was. T him
sii: & emed very ill—on the verge
of a great mental and physical
prostration. Her nervous system
scemed entirely shattered; she
had lost all the health and vigo:
that had been so apparent before
even beneath all her delicate
beauty. Her voice and the way
!'she spoke betrayed her more than
lanything.

! He had learned enough of her
proud, reticent spirit, even in
I their short knowledge of one an-
other, to feel that the girl had for
some reason, as it were, lost grip
of herself.
at any other time she would have
rdied rather than have let him
gather so much of her misery.

I He felt a  passionate anger
against the man she called her

She paused in the same vague
strange,
drawn, painful look in her beauti-

Lord Taunton bent and kissed

ing anxiously, carefully, he could
see no trace of her.

With a set look and contracted
brows, he went back to the car.
As he turned to look back, he
saw in the distance two forms—
one & man, the other a woman. It
was she! His heart seemed to
beat and throb to suffocation as
he recognized the man to be her
husband.

It was not very clear to him, in
thinking matters over afterward,
how he got back to the Abbey.
There was such a miserable be-
wilderment in his brain, a con-
fusion of suffering, of excitement
of anger and resentment mingl-
ing with deepened love, and the
yearnink that the sight of Alwyn-
ne had only served to strengthen
and intensify.

He made his way mechanically
ito his study—a room on the
'ground flour and sat down by
i the table, staring with unsecing

He was assured that |eyes at the old familiar pictures |

rxmd the endless rows of books

iwhich lined the walls.
Thought seemed suspended for
the moment. He was only con-

‘breast, and the sharp, contracting

feel the sting and the salt of the
sea beat on his face!

His heart had a lighter throb
for a moment, and then he forgot
his own pleasure, and remember-
ed her. If he should do this! 1f
he should once more turn his back
on his duties, on his possessions,
on his position, she would utter a
double sorrow. He must uoi for-

get this. In all his aetions he
must study her, so that  she
should at least b cpared pain
through hins.

No, he must aburdon the

thought of a flight back to .
great countries from which he
had come. He must shut his eyes
to the allurements of a life of
freedom and of isolation—at
least, for a time—until he was
better acquainted with the condi-
tions of her life, until he had as-
sured himself that in all senses
save of the heart it was well with
her.

| not strike him in this instant,
{the misery that he must endure at
}tlu- daily, hourly knowledge that
[she was so near him, yet that she
was so utterly lost to him. This

The danger of this position did

Genuine mut beas Signature

o

telasped the strong, tanned hand

in hix for & moment, “and n-

a A0 g ;
yhusand, and in his agitation press did not form itself taneibly, de-|deavor to impress upon her the

SR ¢
{pain in his eyes.

not desired by her. ¢d me.  She will never  willingly |chance of harming me?  You . i He was physi-¢id : ot e .
She found her voice fainty as!see ‘or hear of me again,  See— leould do this, Alwynne—and yet “H_] her 0 speak  more  plainly- “ically weary, too, from the long. finitely, for the moment. g’-““ that you are mot gone ‘for

Lo ceased speaking. see, this will tell you betier than| —and yet—this man, your hus- ; rell i ol wakeful night hours that had| THe was so long in answering |y@ars l e g she will he
“T—I wanted to see you to .-x-J[ danzs S ans il iraa Cians 5‘.,\.;:1)3"(1!'-‘ i : {  She only repeated herself. i passed over his head. but vet he!that Jack  Trevelyan laughed jmore philosophical about vour de-

plain,” <he said. “You would

think is so strange, so-

S0 wrong, |

wieh my mother is t 10!

She thrust a erumbled letter in-| wynne's courage broke through , do not remember,

He could say no more, but Al-

+hat 1T <hould have come here to'to his hand, and rose hllrricdl\',;llvr tears.

your Tome, to yours,”

ed her hands together. Rl 3

had only known. but [ did not |

was not told.

know. I

npt,” she said, averting her face|coverity.

—4I do not think.

awoke last night to all.”
velume of her wisery was convey-
ed to him in that whisper,

His heart save one mighty
throb. and the blood in I'-
coursed madly, wildly, f,: mn in-
stant, e mov !
stood upright.

“I awoke last night w all!”

Last night a< :he had <tood in

veins

Wi T and

She clasp- | walking unsteadily a few paces |

|
|

* " Alas, poor child! the \\'hu]\:lt,,-,n.\_

|

{ have no mother, 1

his home, as her eyes had held
his, the veil had dropped from her
senses, the dream  had  cleared!

from her brain.  She had awaken
ed to know - all! What all /
ton did not dare let that guestion

Taun

assumie - definite shape in this

moment——this mowent of iorture

and of tempetion,
CHAPTER XX
He turned from her  saddeuly
and walked away a few paces. His
face: was very pale as he  came
back to her.
“Something within e, |

scarcely know how to  define it

A\I\\"\'llln-,” he ~;|i~|- HE ]h' »[mul l)t'm

fore her again, “seems to pardon
what might otherwise seem an in

trusive curiosity. [ think, little

away from him.
Taunton opened the letter, His;

I—Ido brows were contracted almost to: two friends in the world.
] o o o . 1 3. —he was : T . #
jra- my faithful maid, and Basil Can- ld‘d not carez—he was only more ilooking up, but evidently «:eply.

He knew Mrs,

it in the davs that had _iu~l‘

There wus i commencement,

|
own

no terms of endearment :

“You have chosen
piath.  You have deliberately  set
your face against me.  Be it so,
Alwynne. We part, but under-
stand me clearly, we do not part
for a day, a month, a year—we
Henceforth

your

part forever, vou
"“.l]'l.
Do not

I shall

have no
Send me no more letters,
attempt to approach me.

from today bold no further com-

as you really know of me, you yet |

know enough to be certain that it
which prompts
now. Will

is not curiosity
me to question
you answer my questions?”
She difted her oyes to-him.
“I want you to know all,” she
said simply. “It is your right.”
He let a_.sort of
take hold of him.
“Do not let such an
to your mind,” he said hurriedly.
“Right!
speak to you without. your per
for all dis-

you

innatience
;-l- I esue
I have no right even to
mission + Onee and
miss such a thought!”
He was glad of the impatienece

to cloak his real feelings.
Her eves filled with tears. bt

{Grabam to and fro as a

she bent her head <o that  he
should not sce them.

He went on swiftly

“T know what youn wisii fo e
lnlalill. You do not want me to
hink vou guiliv of o laek of kind!

thought, of a sort of crucity in
coming to my home, being near

me so—so0 soon after your mir-
riage.
or, I had no such thought «f you.
I am convinced you wouli never
be guilty of cruelty to mo o

I assure you, on my hon

any other man.”
“To you! Ah, no, The
words escaped her involuntarily
Again that wild beatirz of hiz

no."”

heart, that wild rushinzy in  his
veing, lie checkal Li: feelings
with a'l his strengt.  and wat
down beeide her.

“Let me be your friend,” he
“Tell me all.  Your heart
I ecan read its story in

said.

is full.

vour face. TForgive me for say-

ing it, but you scem to need a

friend. Give me the happiness

of feeling I can serve you a little
a very little ?”

munication with you; in faet I
have arranged to leave England
for
shall, therefore, put it ont of your
power to molest me either now or
future
The letter was signed

a lengthened period. and 1

at any time.”

*Louise

Graham.”

Lord Taunton sat ]ﬂlrkin; down
at it. e eould not—he dared
not—let himself speak, for he

feared to betray himself.
!i_\‘ and lr.\‘, as =he eame bael,

to him, he spoke, not looking at'

lu‘l'. 'lu\\r\«x vml' L.n‘]vil\A Iui\
face bhent,

“What does this  signature
mean ?*  he asked:  “Has she!

changed her name ¢
Alwynne's voice was low in an- |
Her words convey-
ed the whole story in that answer, |
“My mother is now Sir Henry |
Graham's wife,” she said.

swering him,

He gave a great start.
Henry Graham's wife! lLouise
Brabante! Mrs., Brabante. the

handsome, aristocratic mother of
the girl who had won his heart!
He felt a eold shiver
him.

l\ll‘* over

Ther Vits not

club in London that had
not tossed the name of lll‘lll‘}'
savory
scandal for many a year past.
I'he story of the clever man's ex-
traordinary faseination bad been
had learned
introduction

had been such

something Taunton

on his first
to the world. It
an old seandal—such an old in-
"fatuation! DBut Taunton remem- |

s clearly as he had |

almaost

bered now
done in those youthful days of |
his, how ||nt]‘\‘ his sense of honor |

and jll\li('v had denounced the!

clever politician whose heartless |
(negleet and humiliation of his

wife, all through the influence of |
an unscrupulous advanturess, had |
{been the common gossip of the
And this woman had b(*en'1
Alwynne's mother! As with a
(flash of lightning he knew—he|
'understood everything.
| He rosc suddenly, and held out |
his hands to her.

“Why did you send me from |
’ |

time,

you? Obh, my dear—my dear!
Did you think my love so poor n(
thing—did you  doubt its |
strength! Oh, Alwynne! Why

—why!”

|

o xR |

“I did not know what I was
doing,” she cried wildly.
I left my 1 had but
Marie,

) Perhaps ];b;mu",~ large writing well. He re- ning. Ah! do not look at me
should not have comprehended it [ealled to him just now how often
even if it had been told me. I'he had longed for a glimpse of

like that. Yon know I could/mot
come to you. Marie could not
help me. To quarrel with my

‘mother meant starvation for her; |

and—and then she had been with
my mother so long, and it seem-
ed wrong, cruel, to take her away.

I went to Basil. He gave me;
shelter—he gave me  love and
pity. God bless him for his good-!
ness! He . spoke of you! He
begged me to let him send to you

made him swear he would

me even if yvou mentioned
his name! Yes—Yes. You rem-
ember one day you did speak.
e suffered, poor Basil! He is
He took

to the house where he lived, but

0 true—=so true! me

I <aw he had not enongh monev

for us both. His cousin came to

sce b, and et I3TEN The rest
dows not < comprehensible to
conow as §otey to look hael

Fhe poor girl wos <tanding
with  her  two  eald,  tremibling
haneds pressed over her eves, She
wits shivering with the wagnitde
ot conflieting, overwhelming

clrotion.,

S |

think |

mu=t have been
in o dream When T am awav
from him -1 realize the mad
ness—the—the horror!™

She stopped suddenly as Taun
ton uttered a sharp exchunation,

*What have | said? <he asked,
in o dull sort of wiy, o [ don’t
remember! Loscem to bo always

dazed—always in a dream!”

The man beside her  tool baa
two  hands.
“My heart!™ he' said tenderly.

vet with o touch of co 11
his voiee, '\l‘ love, you must he
brave.  You must contral these
moments,”’

He was  distressed  bevond
mgasure at her words, at her de
wleanor.  She seemed indecd o
be as one who acted under some
spell-—=<omu other intluence,
There was  saething know,
something in her strange wdden
n to Blair Hunter
shey poor ehild,  could  not
least could not for the momment
explain, something  which, nay
be, she would never he able to ex
]rl.nll.

Taunton detested wll mysteries

all  vague,  indefinite move
ments,  He had a  hearty con
tempt tor all sorts  of mental
tricksters, and this lmlmj,' came
Eurriedly into his wmind as he re-|

called Blair Hunter's

handsome,

curiously
unsatisfactory, face
and the distrust and  dislike he
had immediately conce vid
the nan on ]'Iﬂ‘l“illL’ !l!]xlv
“He is good to £ e

Vol said

: ~!“Mt-h|v\.

Alwynne answerede  Yes!o
without he

”l 1= L’wnl. he
kind,” she said. s try
to like him for bis goodness, |
never hiked him from the
[ think T almost hated hin

tation.
o0 15 ton

g0 hard

nrst
nd
booathid

vet

did. -1
she said, and
ithen she paused once. *“He of-
fered me a home. 1 was alone

=T don’t know what 1

When | in the world, T could not earn my 'writing as

living, and then he was so kind.
1.\nd even when I told him all, he

kind. more good.”

“He loves her! How could it
|be otherwise? And who am 1
ithat T should misjudge  him "
Tuaunton thought swiftly to him-
jlhtil't‘

|

[self, his strong sense of
| foreing him to think this even of
[ his rival.
the tree, and made her rest.
“Tt is a long walk back to the
\Witi
to the

village.  You cannot do it.
you
house and bring you a carriage ?

said,

stay here while I 2o

“L will rest,”  Alwynne
and indeed, she looked as lhuu_’_’h
'the faint soul that stirred within
about to flutter
forever. She was like a shadow.

Taunton stood looking at
his whole love in his 1‘\"1\ for a
He could not bear

her was away

]N'l'.

few moments,
to leave her, and yvet to stay was
more than he eould endure.

As he wus moving  awav., .\l

wynne started forward.

“Oh!™" she said suddenly, agita
tedlv.  “Oh! I remember that I
yh:l\’n' not  said all You you
must promise me something. You
will not refuse? I—I  feel you
mean to 2o away again, to leave
vour home—throungh me.  You
will not do this? Oh, sav vou

will not do this; it is your home!
We are only strangers  at  vour
gate.  You must not go'!

who must go! Give
haunted

me _\'nnr

promisc: it has me al
night!"
Ile stie

her.

tched out “his hand 10

“I give you my promise,” he|

said, not quite steadily. [ will
not go.

And, without another word,
another look. he turned and left

her sitting there alone.
CHAPTER XXI1

Lord Taunton was not long in

making his way to the central
drive leading up to the Abbey,

luck

in the distance the car fran

and, as would have it, he

SaW
which he had alighted so short o
which, having

time and

safdy deposited Miss Glenlee

ago,

the door. was  being  drven
aronnd to the courtyard.
Taunton shouted to the  chouot

feur. and flung up his hand as a
signal, and in a few minutes the
car was alongside him.
missed the man, and drove him
self by as short a cut as possible
to where it would be nearest and
casiest to reach Alwynne.

Arrived at this point, he alight-
led, and pushed hurriedly through
|the grass to the spot where he
had left her.

The old gnarled trunk was
where it had been these many
vears, but there was no woman

seated on it—no graceful form.
no wan, pale, beautiful face

looked

There wus no sign

Taunton about from

right to left,

|of her. He had a sudden, pain
.{ful fear at his heart that she|
fainted and fallen.

tmi‘_gh' have
But though he moved about, look

It is we!

He dis-|

"had no wish to sleep.
! The voiee of John Trevelyan
ijust outside the door awakeniug
‘He took up a pen, and  hegan
his  brotherii-law
{came in. ]

“How is Gus?" he asked,

|engrossed 1n his writing.

5 “Dropped off to last.

b](“‘!l al

ib'h«- isn’t used to pain, and she "()l‘_- so long as l“:un’ with v
I has managed: to get abont il | she will be conten’. Trevel cin
'a headache us any mortal 101 & |laughed, and  smoked his pip
Isire. T don't disturh von, I» 1. {leisurely for a moment. Sk
old chap 2" ik:m.\vs [ am sure to turn  up|
: Lord Taunton said, *No,”" aud ageing \\'h(']'(:;l“, f you took te

He led her back once again 101 oy on writing. Te had not the [J0UF Wings all ¢ione—

:least notion what the substane: ot
his letter was. “He had comise:i-
i

h:x".

,cvd one to his lawver anl
progressed so far as the date und

| the opening

g sentence acknow iml;;

Nor:

islightly, though there was some-
thing of an anxious expression
around his mouth and in his eyes.

“Well! - What do youn
i Shall we give the Frenchies a
jturn 27

say ¢

| Lord Taunton roused himself.
| It isn’t a bad idea. But whet
viil Gus say?” he asked hurriel-

) Kt

He did
Inot go on for a ivw seconds, and
E?lu-n he said quimiy: “You knew
{she fretted herself almost t

shade  about sometimes, o

i ¥y

:}chup, She does love you so dear- |

ing ‘L receipt of some legal com ;')- _“ .l ever .h:hl the fainr-
munications.. Beyond thit  his |scintillation of jealousy for any

travel; and. a3
John Trevelyan threw himsel” -
to a chair, and took up a paver,

Lis pen came to a sudden stop.

ibrain did not

He was still for so long a time
fthat the other lwoked
last.

“You don't look up o

this morning, Hugo " he said in-

around at

IlIlIl']I

Fvoluntacily, sinek by the «anget| for ansiety again, Jack,” s
|expression and coloring  in  the said quictly, after this  pause.
‘keen, handsome face.  “Nome- | “You've hit the nail on the head, |

i thing in the air, T suppose 2"

| *It is one o

Lord Taunton said. with a  good led my own inelinations. alone T |jetter to Mrs.

-pdon’t

“ one
‘pon

know— my

don’t
|

ivou or me!"”

Lord Taunton pushed himself |

out of his chair, and walked to
the tireplace, standing before it
[ thoughtfully.

“1 won't give her such can:

I have got 1y wil

old chap.

b Jack,” he

it should be for you; for I}
soul 1

which Gus loves the most, |

“isuppose !

jparture than—well, Miss Glenlec,
! for instance!”

{  Taunton did not thix
In truth, he only heard it vague-
e wondering it thi:
{short journey would be miseon-
|strued by her when it came to L
She had besought him so
piteously not to go away, and ver
!—yet she must know, she
| feel, that to stay on so near to her
was something more than he eonld
His heart flamed with
temotion and suffering as he pic-
itured what the life would mean.

He passed his hand over his
His
He
fwould go away for the momen:,
ibut he would let her know thi-.
I Jet the
hadd =0 dreeaded come to her whion

answer

He was

CHTS.

must

endure.

brow and stood pondering.
yresolution was taken at last.
|

wonla not fear she

icomned of his absence.

i
said, “I shall staw
He dropped his hand <nddenly:
for Paris tonight!”

Mr. Trevelyan rose to his giant
height.
! The

course,

*That's right, oid chap!
i best Of
{yowll get  vour ftraps together
Nothing |

e

thing to do.

Jvusil_\'f ean  do. |
Taunton moved to the writing
|

! table and sat down.

“Yes,” he

[{“Would you mind riding over to

said tl\lil'lll\.

f my bad days,” dering mood on, and if 1 consult- {Porre village ¢ 1 want to send a

3lair Hunter. [

deal of indifference in his \'nlw»pllﬂllhl be off tonight for Kam | would rather not give it to a ser

“I aet like this now
General sort of scedi-
nothing. Goes off

tand manner.
iand again.
|

Ness—1eans
in a few hours.”

north pole. A
rub off all his odd
In time I shall

suppose; but

[schatka or the
fellow can’t

| corners at first,
settle  down, I

for a few minutes.” {out to fight big game that does a
“I am afraid [ know what|lot to knock off any worries that
jyour complaint s, Tlugos  old |y -come along. However

chap.™

ingly.
“You have got your wandering

{with a slight laugh that was not

{this opinion, and took to our heels

as soon as we had to face a bit

{vant, or wait till the post. I want
[ her to get it at once.”

{ ik ; :

| John Trevelyan frowned a lit-
but with anger. There

tle, not

| » 2 . : 3 . . .
i Trevelyan lay back in his chair | there's something in the wildness, | was a pained look in his honest
jand smoked his pipe thoughtfully | the risk, and the delightof going |eyes. He stood knocking his pipe ,

fire-

-

| mechanically  against  the
place.  The all
{ ptied, but he did not notice this.

i As Taunton rose and confront-

ashes were

Hugo looked at him question tvery merry—“if we were all "f:ml him, he took the letter silently

jand put it in his eoat pocket.
*“I shall deliver it early this af-

{mood on again. You have had [of trouble, well, the north pole | terngon. I was going to Torre to
'enough of this quict. humdrum |would be overstocked, and the 5o Stewart.” He paused for a

Jdife, und long to be off again, 1
can sympathize with you. I know
feel. Been
|through it myself. Even when I
got my dear wife T couldn’t quite
knock the old roving eraze out of

jexaetly  how. van

‘my brain. It comes natural to ns

Lwhite

to say nothing of showing deuced

bears would be exhausted,
shabby treatment to the old coun-
Ly ch, Jack!”

“Well, when you can’t get the
north pole, try Paris!” was Mr.
Trevelvan's reply. lightly given.

‘men. Movement sometimes is| To himself he was busy think
"the very breath of our nostrils, [ing: 1 have hit one bit of the
fand.” continued Mr. Trevelyan, | night nail on the head, but not the

knock

“and

some
t

leaning forward to
ashes out of his pipe,

can't I
scttle
Wiy don’t you take a run iibroal

down here  right awav

far a week or two? Go to Paris!

You have not been there

Furbish up your French.

years.
{ £

{ It is wonderful what a lot «

n-V])m'h'«l that you can |

for )
’

{whole.  There is some bother
[bandd. What is it—old or new (7
| It sounds feasible,” the oth-r
wan answered, “only what am 1
to say to Gus? If T take
away she will scalp me!”
“Let’s put her to the test!” Mr.
Trevelyan smoked his pipe

for anothes fow

oL

{ thoughtfully nin

'good a trip across the Channel |utes. He got wonderful inspira
does one sometimes!  Come with Llit!ll\ from chis old-cherished com
vou, if you like.” ipnniun. Pechaps,” he said, pui-
" Lord Taunton put  his pen [ting it down at lat, “‘perhaps
down and leaned back in  his|though, it would be just as well if
chair. Trevelyan's words car-|you took a little rush to some-
[ried a sense of sympathy that ac-|where by yourself. T have been

leorded well with his present

mood.

a married Benediet for so long.

I’ve got rusty, as it were, and—"

His one conscious desive was to|  “Dear old Jack!” Taunton
he gone-—to be out in some wild, [said quietly, and his hand went

distant spot, with the heavens
lwide above him, and nature only

Ha had «

longing for some wild, blustering

as his companicn.

| . .
{wind to pour down upon him, to
|

out with one of those eloquent
gestures which speak more than
words.

“I'Il make it all

Gus,” Trevelyan went on, as he

right with

flugh
“Forgive
me, old chap. May I ask yon one
Is it the old trouble,
or a new one "

Lord Taunton looked

| .
moment and then said, a
mounting to his faee:

|

question ?

into his

|

i\'_\’(‘-'.

| “Tt's a4 mew one, Jack; and it
is something even worse to bear
than the old one, something
'harder, something more bitter
inn'l cruel! Don’t ask me any
more, old fellow! I—I can’t
talk of it vet. T hardly dare

| think of it.
led myself on being as tough as
;mmt men. I weathered the last
[storm; I may weather this, but-”

The sentence was left unfinish
ed, and Jack Trevelyan walked
out of the room without another
word.

I have always prid-

CHAPTER XXII
Lord Taunton had

Paris nearly a fortnight, when
one morning he received a letter
written in  his hrother-in-law’s
big, ungainly scrawl. Tt contain-
ed little odds and ends of news,
and the

been in

mentioned, in

time.

(To be continued)

most oa- J?
- N ¥
sual way. the fact that the Torre {

. . .
organist and his pretty young
wife had gone away for some i

i



