
S70 CLAYHAN6BR

^PhM^ A, tbeit^ a Mr,- nod «!• mntM, opnb^ the

H|Wal in spite of the extreme improbability of it beii« Hfldit
HUdth^nemietfootinhi.hou«j. Nefertheleir^odiiB
It WM Hild., M^gie woold .mmtdl, come intoSeTUS
«)om--d,e could not do othenri«-Huid the thre^cometed
tatenriew would, he felt, be teiy trying. He knew thtt MMgie.
far fome rcMon inexpUcable by eigument. wu out of lymm^y
with Him-, M with Hilda'. «». She h«I giren hii7«SulJ
newi of George, who was now at about the mme itage of con-
raleaoence as himaelf, but ihe scarcely mentioned the mother,
and he had not da«ed to inquire. These thoughts flashed
through his brain in an instant

^^
"Who is it?" he asked gruffly.

K, t?~' ^^ know, sir. ShaU I ask?" replied the seiTant,
blushmg as she perceived that once again she had sinned. She
had new before been in a house where aristocratic ceremony
was earned to such excess as at Edwin's. Her unconquerable
mstmct, upon opening the front door to a weU-dressed stranger
was to rMh off and publish the news that somebody mystoioJ
and grand had come, leaving the noble visitor on thedoo^mat
She had been mstnicted in the ritual proper to these crises, but
with httle good result, for the crises took her unawares.

»^ 'y^ J^ "**** ***• "*"*• "<* ^^ *«" «n7 •»»»," saidEdwm shoruy.

" Miss Clayhanger is gone out, sir."

"Well, run along," he told her impatiently.
He was standing anxiously near the door when she returned

to the room.

" Please, sir, it's a Mrs. Cannon, and ifs you she wants."
"Show her in," he said, and to himself: " My God I

"

In the ten seconds that eUpsed before HUda appeared he
glanced at himself m the mantel mirror, fidgeted with his neck-
be, and wa?ked to the window and back again to his chair. She
had actually called to see him! ... His agiution was extreme.
. . .But how hke her H was to can thus boldly! . . . Maade's
absence wu jnovidential.

^^
Hilda entered, to give him a lesson in blandness. She wore


