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HELEN'S SECRET: 
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IN TWO INSTALMENT—PART II. 
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In spite of the fact that most of the liq- 
uid ran down her chin and en to her dress, 
the little she swallowed revived her. 

‘You are not well, Helen, he said soeth- 
ingly, when she was able to sit up. ‘You 
had better go to your room, and I will 
write to you to morrow. kere, take my 
arm; I will assist you upstairs. If we 
meet anyone on the way I will explain that 
you were attacked with sudden tsintness.’ 

She msde no resistance, but allowed 
him to take her to her room. 

*‘Go.d bye,” he whispered, hurriedly 
sweeprg his moustached lip across ber 
cheek. ‘Take care of yourself, and look 
for a letter from me in a day or two. 

With a sigh of relief he saw her enter 
the room and close the door. 

Shortly afterwards, Mr. Wyvern return- 
ed to town. 

In vain Helen waited for the promised 
letter. 
The days passed, but no communication 

came from him, except a sbort note to 
Mrs. Dimsdale. 
Lady Laura Wyvern was convalescent. 
She bad battled successfully with the 

extreme weakness consequent on her. 
illness, and was fast returning to health. 
But there was a shadow on hor face, a 

heaviness in her eyes, which never 
changed. 
The nurse —for only one now remain- 

ed—was astonished that her ladyship made 
no mention of her child ; but her conster- 
nation was great when Lady Laurs said 
suddenly one day— 

‘Now, nurse, you may ¢oll me 
all about my baby’s death. Do not 
be afraid, I am quite prepared to hear 
everything.’ 

‘But, my lady——’ 
‘I have known it all the tima, but [ saw 

you wished to spare my feelings. I was 
quite prepared—I knew he, would not live. 
Fate is sgainst me, and has doomed me to 
a lite ot loneliness.’ 
Helen,coming in just in time to catch the 

words, uttered in a sad, resigned tone, 
rushed away again, falliog into a passion 
of bitter weeping when sne was alone. 
The girl bad grown very thin and hag- 

gard 
o tople, knowing how much attached 

she was [0 ber employer, imagined that | 
her altered ap, '®arance was due to anxiety | 
and watching. 
How could they guess that she was 

haunted by a demon of remorse which | 
gave her no peace ? | 
Her one hope, too—the single prop to 

which she clung, seemed to be slipping 
away irom her. 
The anxious watching for a letter, the 

sickening suspense, the centinued disap- 
pointment, were beginning to tell serious. 
ly upon her health. 
Lady Laura spoke to ber at last. 
‘Helen,’ she said kindly. ‘I am getting 

quite worried abou: you. It we were not 
soon goiog abroad. I should send you 

away by voursslf for a change and rest.) | 

‘I am not ill, my lady.’ ’ 

‘Well, you look it. I spoke to Dr. 

Joyca the other morning, and he tells me 

’ 
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different subjscts for a time, but presently 
he remarked inquiringiy— 

‘I have not seen you in church lately P’ 
‘No. Her ladyship has wanted me a 
eat deal, and I have not cared to leave 

er. 
‘I am afreid you have been confining 

yourself to the house too closely. Our 
duty to others must not make us forget the 
fact that we owe a duty to ourselves. You 
must forgive my repeating that I think you 
look quite ill. 

‘Really, Mr. Ellis, I cannot see why you 
should trouble about my appearance,’ 
Helen returned, almost irritably. 

‘I troubls,’ he said simply, ‘because it 
concerns me very nearly. Helen, I love 
you.’ 
She stood still a moment as though turn. 

ed to stone, then a torrent of hot blond 
flooded her faces. 
‘You love me P‘ she repeated incredul- 

ously. 
‘Yes. Ie there anything surprising in 

the fact? I did not intend to speak to yon 
until my appointment to the vicarsge of 
Hillsborough is confirmed, but it is practi- 
“cally certain. Now you can understand 
why it distresses me to see yeu looking iil.’ 

‘Mr. Ellis, I naver dreamed of this,’ 

faltered the girl. ‘I am so sorry.’ 
His face fell. - 
‘Mite Vicars, do you know I have been 

conceited enough to imagine sometimes 
that you entertained a slight regard for 
me ?’ : 

‘I did—I do, but not— not in that way. 
I value your friendship, but I have never 
pf 

‘Will you think now? I love you with 
my whole heart, and if you will trust your 
future to me, I think I can make you 
happy.’ - 

‘It is utterly impossible,’ she said, muc 
moved by bis earnestness. ‘I can not 

marry you, but I thank you for the honor 

you have done me.’ 
‘Do not speak so. My honor and pride 

would have been to call you my wife. It 
such happiness is denied me I mnst bear 
my disappointment, but I shall go on lov- 
ing you as iong as I live.’ 

‘Please do not say such a thing. Iam 
unworthy the love of a good man. Ob, 
Mr. Ellis, you little know how heavy my 
heart is. For your own sake root out 
every thought of, and- and——’ 
By a great effort she mas'ered her sag:- 

| tation. 
Holding out her hand she ssid quietly— 
‘Good-bye. Let me go on alone, and 

try, I entreat you, to forget me.’ 
The curate took the proffered hand, and 

resisting the longing desire to clasp her in 
his arms, pressed his lips to it. 

‘I will not worry you; but I beg you 
will allow me to walk with you. It is 
getting dusk, and there may be tramps 
shout. You shall not talk it you do not 
wish to.’ 
What could Helen de? 
Such chivalrous devotion could not be 

repulsed. 

the house came in eight, and she could 
that the change to Nice will oon put you 

might. You bave taken my illness too | 

much to heart, child. Now, put on your | 

hat, and go tor & brick walk while the sun | 

is shioing ; siterwards, i’ you feel able,you 
shsll read me scraps from the papers. My 

eyes are not strong yet, the letters dance 

together when I bave read for » few min- | 

utes.’ 
With a murmured word of thanks, Helen 

went off to do as she had been told. 

CHAPTER V. 

With quick, impatient steps, walking 
swiftly, with a k-en longing to get away 
trom hergelt tor a space, Helen trod the | 
damp road, crushing the sodden leaves, 
which lay in heaps as the wind had drifted 
them, a! every step. 
A soft, moist wind blew in her face, 

tinging it with a delicate shell-pink. 
Her beautiful grey eyes los: something 

of their troubled expression as the blood 
coursed through her veins, stimulated by 
the exercise which she bad eo negleoted 
lately. 

Right along the Milford Road she went, 
over ihe vrow oi the hill. simost into the 
town itselt, whan the declining sun warned | 
her that it was time to think of returning. 
She was sorry to turn ber back on the 

soit glow ot4he western sky and face the 
cold, grey east again. 
She lingered a moment for one last look 

at tte setting =un, and became so absorbed 
in her thouguts that she was totally un- 
aware of the approach of a young man 
who was crossing a field at right angles to 
her. hd 

In spite of his clerical garb, he vaulted 
lightly over the tence, acd accosted the 
girl 1a sn vager voice. 

R:cewving no reply, be laid his band 
genily on ber #rm. 

Helen turned round with a startled cry, 
her face paling to » sickiv hue 

‘Forgive me, Mise Vicsrs. I bad no 
intention ot frightemcg you but you did 
not hear me speak.’ 
The youog mac's ton s were excesding- 

ly pleasant and refined, suu he pres. ¢ 
warmly the band Helen exiended Then, 
in a concerned voice, he auded— 
‘You are not well. What is the uatter?’ 
‘1 am quite well, thank you, only a lLirtle 

part from him without discourtesy. 
‘Remember,’ he said, as he wished her 

good-bye, ‘I am always your friend. Do 
not besitate to make use of me if I can 
ever do anything for you.’ 

‘You sare very kind,’ she said, the tears 
rushing to her eyes. 
He watched Ler enter the house, a wist- 

ful expression on his finely-cut face. 
Lady Leura scrutinized Helen as she 

seated herself ready to read. 
‘You do no* look much better for your 

walk, child. Does your head ache ?’ 
‘Not at all, thank you, my lady.’ 
“Well, here are the Qaeen and the Court 

Circular. Pick out any bits of interest, 
will you?’ 

Helen read several items, turning the 
pages over and scanning the columns with 
eyes rendered quick by experience. 

Suddenly she paused, uttering a faint 
cry. 

Tit cannot be true! Gh, Lady Laura, it 
cannot be true !’ 
‘What 
Helen turned the paper towards the 

lady, who read: : 
‘We understand that the engagement 

between Mr.Hilton Wyvern and Miss May 
Curzon, second daughter of the Hon. 
Artbur Curzon, was publicly announced 
last evening. There are certain romantic 
circumstances attaching (oc the case which 
make it peculiarly iateresting, the 'ady re. 
fusing to accept the freedom cffsred her 
when the posthumous child of the late 
Captain Henry Wyvern, of Rushmead, 
proved, to be a son, and consequently, the 
heir to the property. The speedy death of 
the little boy, however, who was delica e 
from his birth, has restored Mr. Wyvern 
to bis original position. The marriage 
will, we believe be celebrated in the 
spring.’ 
*What is there #o startling in this an- 

nouncement ?' said Ledy Laura. 
‘Did you know ¢i. ? 
‘! knew that Hilton was iu love with the 

girl, though I iLizk * =onid have been in 
| better taste'—she added bitterly—‘it they 
had waited a little longer before publishing 

i ks 
‘He is a bad, cruel man ! 
‘Helen! Ab, I see bow itis. Hilton 

tired 1 was about to return.’ 
He walked by her side, talking 

hss been making love to you, and you feel 
on m-| 

Nevertheless, the was not sorry when | 

{ though a 11¢e girl, cranet bo 

aggrioved at bis engagement. I gave you 
cradit for mare sense, my dear. Ie is a 
man who pays attention to every attractive 
womsn he meets; but you surely did net 
imagine for a moment that his intentions 
wero serious P 

*I ama afraid I was stupid enough even 
for that,’ snewered Helen, speaking in a 
calm voice, nothing of her agitafion re- 
maining but a dessily whiteness. ‘He told 
mo loog sgo that 1 was the only woman he 

| loved, and we have been engaged for 
pearly a year.’ 

‘I'll warrant he bound you to the stric- 
test secrecy” 
Helen adwitted this was so. 
‘I oan understand everything except your 

being so gullible ss to imagine that Hilten 
Wyvern would ever marry you—for that is 
what you expected, is it not? 
‘May [ ask, my lady, why you should 

consider snch an event out of the bounds 
of possibility? I am not low-born, unedu 
cated, or ugly.’ 
‘My dear child, you ars not unsuitable 

in suy way in my opinion, but Hilton is an 
utterly selfish man who would marry no 
woman who could not advance his interests. 
I should have thought you had sufficient 
penetration to discover so much yourself.’ 
‘You see, I trusted in and believed him,’ 

the girl replied. 
Asking to be excused, she rose and left 

the recom. ’ 
Lady Laura was grestly concerned at 

the unexpected turn of affairs. 
She was fond of Helen, and felt disgus- 

ted with her kinsman. 
Her first impulse was te write and expos- 

tulate with him onihis duplicity, but reflact- 
ing that this would do little good, and 
beingialeol of a peace-loving nsture, she 
decided to let the matter rest. 
She watched Helen anxiously during the 

following days, and when the girl asked 
permission to go to town, she regarded 
her with dismay. 

‘Helen you would never dream ——' 
‘I want to go and see my brother in-law,’ 

the girl said coldly ‘I did not tell you 
that he lost his wife during your 1llness., 

‘OL! poor man. Where does he live? 
‘In Chelsea.’ 
‘Well, go by all means. Perhaps the 

little journey will cheer you up. I shall 
be glad tor your seke, as well as my own, 
when we leave England.’ 

CHAPTER VI. 
Mr. Wyvern put bis latch key in the 

door; at the same moment scmeone from 
inside pulled the door open. 

It was his landlady, dressed to go out, 
and stifling with difficulty her evident im- 
patience. 

‘I think, sir, you said you are dining out 
this evening, and that you leave early to- 
morrow ? 

‘Yes, Mrs. Yates; that is 80,” he return- 
ed, looking s rprised. 

‘ Becauss I am going out, and, as I 
have given my girl a holiday, I wished to 
know 1t there is anything ypu will be want- 
ing.’ 
§ I think not, thank you. I suppose the 

bath water is hot P’ 
¢ Yes; and the boy is in the kilchen if 

you want anything fetched.’ 
¢ I shall see you in the morning before I 

0." 
* Very well, sir. Ob, I forgot! she ex 

claimed, as he wes turning away. ‘ There 
is a lady waiting for you’ 

¢ A lady waiting for me ? * he repeated, 
m¥%a bewildered tone. 

* Yes, rir. She came about an hour-and 
#-halt ago, and insisted en remaining un. 
til your return.’ 

¢ Who is ehe ? 
‘She did not give her name. Good-even- 

ing, sir,” and Mra. Yates hurried off lect 
she should be hindered by any more ques- 
tions. 
With a puzzled air, Hilton Wyvern 

mounted the stairs and opened the door 
of the sitting room. 

* Helen !" 
He uttered her name with angry surprise 

as bis visitor turned from the window to 
meet him. 

* Yes, it is I, she replied ; and, in spite 
of his annoyance, he noticed the change in 
her tone and manner. 

Instead of rushing into his arms, her face 
lighted up with loving smiles, she stood 
calmly erect, her mouth set closely, hor 
grey eyes regarding him disdaintully. 

¢ ls — is—anythirg the matter?’ he 
faltere |. 

¢« N thing of any consequence to you. I 
simply want confirmation from your own 
lips of « newspaper paragraph. Is it true 
that you are formally engsced to Miss May 
Curzon P : 
‘What do you mean?’ 

color which mounted to his cheek told its 
own tale 

‘I read the notice in the Queen, and I 
want you to tell me if it is correct.’ 

‘Supposing it is?’ he retorted, stung to 
defiance by ber icy tone. 

“You are engaged to be married to the 
girl I have named?’ 

‘Yes; since you will have it.’ 
‘You cared tor her—there was a secret 

understanding between you—while you 
were making love to me, and vowing that 
the desire of vour heart was to make me 
your wile? 
‘Wel? 
‘Is it true? 
‘I may as well admit it is true, since the 

apers bave been so confoundedly smart. 
t wis bound to come out before long, 
Helen,’ he blurted out, overcome for the 
moment by a touch of manly shame. ‘I'll 
admit ! have treated you badly, but you 
were a bit ol a goose to be taken in so 
resdily. In spite of the pretty fictions of 
story writers. you must be aware that men 
in my position very, very rarely merry 
girls in yours.’ 

‘Then you meant nothing from the first 
—you never cared fof me?’ 

‘I cared very much, and, if yon bad 
been rich and higher in rank. I would have 
married you wulingly. My barotied, 

d 8 candle to 
you lor lovke and syle. No, my cuar, du 

He spoke to gain time, but the dull | 

not suppose 1 did not cara for you—I do 
now, in fact. Let us talk this matter over 
sensibly, and see if we cannot come to 
some sort of arrangement.’ 

Deceived by her calm, quiet hearing, 
secretly reliaved that the disagreeable tas 
of scquainting her with Lis perfily was 
over, bis spirits rose, and he determined 
to brazan 1% out to the end. 

‘There 18 no ‘arrangement’ to make.” 
You have basely deceived two women, and 
possibly the one who is to be 
honored with your hand is the more 
to be pitied. I thank you {Or 
speaking with such brutsl frankness; and 
now I have one more question to ask, If 
you will answer that truly, I shall be per- 
tectly satisfied, and will go away.’ 
‘What is 1t P ; 
‘Is it true that the lady refused to cen- 

cel the engagement when you believed 
yourseif to be penniless P’ 

‘She had nothing to say 1a the mutter. 
Her fether broke it oft st once. He, 
naturally, would not permit his daughter 
to marry a man who had no means of 
keeping her.’ 

‘Naturally.’ 
A slow, peculiar smile broke the rigid 

line of her lips. 
‘But now that the little heir is dead, 

and you are the owner of Rushmead and 
the accumulated fortune of the late Captain 
Wyvern, the gentleman puts no obstacles 
in the way of your union with his 
daughter ?’ 

*Thet is precisely how the case stands. 
Aud now, perhaps, you will te!]l me your 
object in coming here this evening.’ 

‘I wonder you ask, Is it not perfectly 
naturally that I should desire to hear from 
your own lips the tale of your treachery 
and faithlessness P I have felt instinctive- 
ly for some time that your regard for me 
was waning, and I am thankful to say that 
your falseness has quite cured me of the 
toolish love 1 gave so ungrudgingly.’ 
Men are vain creatures at heart. 
Inst ad of being glad that she took his 

desertion so quictly, his amour propre was 
wounded by her independent declaration. 

“That is what you say,” he retorted; 
‘but you know in your heart you love me 
still.’ 

‘You are quite mistaken,’ she returned, 
and the quietly uttered words were more 
convincing than the most violent assevera- 
tions. ‘A woman does not often continue 
to give her iove when it is no longer 
valued ; but when she has fallen so low as 
to commit a crime for the sake of the man 
the cares for, them all happiness must be 
at an end.’ 
‘What do you mean ? 
He was staring at her with incredulous 

eyes. Had this effair npset her reason f 
‘I mean,” she went on in a passionless 

voice *that [ loved you with a love which 
blinded my judgment, and when [ sinned 
tor your seke, I did not realiz: the mill- 
stone I was hanging round my neck. I 
tell you I have not had a single happy 
moment since that day. 
‘What day P I am quite at sea.’ 
‘You remember the night the baby was 

supposed to die P’ 
‘Supposed to die !’ 
His countenance paled to an ashy white- 

nese as he gripped her arm ; a cold horror 
crept into his eyes. 

‘Helen explain yourself. You have 
lied. You vowed to me that you did no: 
harm the child.’ 

‘Nor did I,’ she replied, shriuking from 
hie fisrce gsza. ‘I would ro! have hurt 
bim tor all the world.’ 
“Then what is tbe meaning oi your ex- 

traordinary worde?’ 
‘The heir did not die ! 
He stood still, only partially compre- 

hending. 
‘I took him away and substituted my 

sister's dead child.’ 
Hilton Wyvern looked at the girl with 

menscing eyes, and shook ber rougbly by 
the arm. 

‘Beware how you play any of your con- 
fonnded tricks on me !" he hissed. ‘You 
don’t expect me to swallow such a stupid 
lie as that 

“It is the simple truth, and I came to 
London today for the sole purpose of 
righting the cruel wrong. The child is 
with my brother in law. It wae he who | 
brought his dead baby tc Rusbmead the 
night Lady Leura was so ill, snd I met 
him just outside the park gates aud gave 
him the little heir, all muflled up in a 
derk shawl. 1 took the dead baby back to 
the house, and, after re-dressing him, put 
him in the beir's crib. And he was buried, 
as you know, in the family vault.’ 

In spite ot himselt, he was bound to 
believe ber. 
The plain, unvarnished truth invariably 

carries conviction with it. 
‘You are 2 fiend I’ he cried at last, but 

Helen did not quail. ‘If your villainous tale 
is true you have placed yourself in & pretty 
plight.’ 

‘I am ready to take my punishment. 
Anything is better than the torture I 

have been enduring. 
‘When did your conscious first become 

so exceedingly tender P’ 
But Helen, whose stremgth had gradu- 

ally been enbing away, sack down in a 
chair and closed her eyes. 
For the fi-st time it had struck him bow 

white and thin she had become. 
He reached a spirited stand and poured 

some brandy into a glass, diluting it witn 
very little water. 
When the girl had swallowed it she 

revived. 

CHAPTER VII. 

‘And now, if you please, we will go on 
with this discussion,’ the ycung man said, 
after a pause. 1 ses plainly your clever 
little plan You coms and spring this 
wondasinl story as a means of frightening 
wo tte deg as you desire. It I take 
vou by the hand and promise to lead you 
straight to hymen+al altar—no, de not ia- | 
tercupt, please—tne heir of Rushmesd 

«yuu hyve consigned him; but it 
may Uva aud die in tbe obscurity to which 

refuse to 

marry you, I am to suffer loss of fortune 
and my bethrothed bride at one sweep. 

‘It won't do, Helen. You are very 
clever, I admit; but you bave overshot the 
mark. Self preservation is the first law of 
nature; it becomes necessary for me to 
look to myself. IfI cannot keep the heir 
out of sight, though I sm by no means 
sure 1 shall not try, I will at lesst, secure 
my wile before your pretty little comedy 
is published to the world. It would be 
rough luck to loso all.’ 
‘What are you going to do # 
‘I am goiug to find a nice quiet lodging 

for you, where you will have uo induce 
ment to talk, and no one to listen to you 
it you did.’ 
She started, and moved instinctively 

towards the door, but he smilingly barre 
the way. 
‘We are in the house alone, let me tell 

you,’ he continued. You have too much 
good sense to attempt to attract motice by 
calling out ; your presence in bachelor a- 
partments uninvited would betray great 
indiscretion, to say the least, and would 
require & deal of explaining to Lady Laura 
Wyvern.’ 
She reddened and paled alternately un- 

der his fixed gaze. 
‘Don’t you suppose her ladyship will 

seek to discover my whereabouts it I do 
not return tonight?’ 
‘You will write her a little note at my 

dictation, weich will allay all anxiety.’ 
‘Very well. 
Helen seemed suddenly to have grown 

indifferent. 
He eyed her suspiciously. 

_ ‘Supposing you can manage to keep me 
hidden until you are married—what then?’ 

‘I think I should ask you that question. 
I shall give you an opportunity of mskmg 
your escape if you choose to take it.’ 
She cawe to a sudden resolution. 
‘Supposing I agree to cave the country 

now—to start by the next stesmer which 
sails for the antipodes. Will that suit you?’ 
‘Do you mean it? 
‘Yes.’ 
‘It would certainly be your wisest course. 

You know, of course, that you have rend- 
ered yourself liable to imprisonment.’ 
She covered her face with her hands and 

shuddered. 
Perhaps, for the first time the reality, 

the position came forcibly to her. 
She bad been borne up on the wings of 

lofty resolve, the earnest desire to retrieve 
a cruel wrong; but now the crude shame 
oi the thing burst upon her in its nakednes 
she had been guilty of the vulgar crime of 
kidnapping 8 child! 
Hot waves of colour swept over her— 

every nerve tingled. 
How could she face the bitter humiliation 

of public disgrace? 
Her resolve to bear bravely the punish. 

mest of her sin melted like hoar-frost in a 
sudden thaw; she beceme frantically anx- 
tous to get away and hide somewhers. 

Raising her white, terrified tace to the 
cynical one regarding her, she said— 

‘I will go right away from every body, 
Hilton. I dare not face the exposure! 
Impressed by ber earnesstness, he began 

to hope again. 
Perhaps, after all, he would be able to 

turn aside the hurricane which threatened 
to overwhelm him. 
But there was no time to lose. 
Consultation of time-tables showed that 

a boat lelt Liverpool for New York at el- 
even o'clock the following morning, 

Travelling by the midnight train from 
Euston would give Helen ample time to 
catch it, and there were sure to be plenty 
of berths at this time of year. ¢ 
She wae willing for him to arrange every- 

thing 
His first action was to go out and send 

ff three wires—one to engage a place tor 
ber on the boat, one to make an excuse 
for not dining with his friend, and the 
third to Lady Laura, 

Returning to his rooms an hour later as 
fast as & hansom could bring him—even 
then not wholly certain of Helen-—he found 
to his relief, she was still there, sitting in 
the same position in which he had left her. 

‘I bave sent word to Lady Laura that 
you are wnsvoidably detained in town. 
We must presently concoct a letter to 
throw ber oft the scent,” he announced, 
airily. It has never occurred to me—have 
you any luggage?’ 

‘Ocly thus little hand bag.’ 
Well, that won't be enough to start with 

You bad better come with me ; we shall be 
able to get what you will requireat the 
other side of Loudon. w .ere the shops do 
not close co early. A d .owabout money? 
How much have you?’ ; 

‘I have|drawn out all I had in the hank 
rioety-five pounds. I did not know what 
I should want.’ 
‘You have it there?’ 
‘Yes, in my bag. It is all in notes, 

except ten pounds.’ 
‘Under the circumstances, it is fortunate 

you have it. We will set off at onc, us i 
1s getting late, and afier we hia ' ne 
what shopping is necessary we will have 
some dinner. I shall accompany yeu to 
Laverpool and see you off’ 

‘There 1s no need,’ she suswerzd coldly 
‘[ should prefer going sione’ 

‘l aw atraid you will havs to pu un 
with my company so far. though, of vea 
find my society so distar'sic! we ¢sn 
travel in separate compartoients’ 

‘You are afraid [ euali change my mind 
at the last minute and not go at all.’ 

‘I would certainly rather eee vou sately 
or board. 

Once more a stran~a smile flittad acr. 
ber pale face. 

‘I cannot think how I ever have loved 
you !" sbe sai '. ‘You have not the slight- 
est iaith in mo, ano I can see plainly that 
sll yuar thoroh's and anxiety are for your 
seif. Hiiton Wyvern, you are a very 
selfish, egotistic man.’ 

She uttered the words in the c:'m tones 
of one pronouncing au indieputebls fut. 

Je soiled in a shames l«oec menue, 
‘You ceo {vil ws «tat you like; bai 
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