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HIS LITTLE WIFE.

IN TWO INTALMENT—PART 1.
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CHAPTIER 1.

Glad to see you hack agsin, old chap.
Egzypt bas set you up splendidly. You
look in capital condition.’

‘Oh, 'm all nght! Any doctor would
pass me now,’ sxid Julisn Braumont. as he
and his particalar chum, Fred Villars,
drove rapidly along the bhigh road trom
the sta‘ion towards Ociel Aboey, the resi-
dencs of Major and Mrs Beaumont.

Julisn was their only son—a good-look
ing tellow of three and-twenty, with dark
eyes and hair and clear cut fratures.

A slight lung aflection bad prevented
him from psssing his m:dical exsmination
for the army, and had necessitated a winter
spent in Ezypt.

He bad now returned in the best of
bhealth, but for some reason, it seemed to
Fred V.1iars, not in the best ot spirits.

‘I've been etaying at Osicl Avbey for
the last three wacks or 80,’ remirked Vil-
lars, a big fresh-coloured man, the owner
of a private fortune, which abiolved him
from adop'ing any profession. ‘The
major and Mrs. Beaumont asked me to
spin out my vieit till you came back. I
know they've missed you awfully.’

‘I suppose everything at home is going
on 1n the same old groove—no changes to
speak off’

‘Sir Vane Carlyon and his niece, Miss
Rivers, are back at Weston Grange. They
were abroad when you started to woo the
Sphbinx «nd stare at the Pyr:mids.’

‘Oh ! they're back, are they P’

Julian B-sumont’s tone sounded as if he
could not have dispensed with these mnear
neighbors.

It was an open secrct that the Beau-
monts wizhed toeir son to marry Sir Vane
Carlyon’s niece and heiress, while the
yourg people had their own wviews, which
scarcely coincided with those of their eld-
ers.

‘Cicely’s home~-oming,” refl eted Jul-
ian, ‘will revive the pater’s absurd crazs
that she and I should make a match of it.
It he only guessed at the truth !

Then he s:id aloud—

‘And is that all the news, pray?

‘Mrs. Beaumont has engaged a com
panion,’ said Villars, ‘a Miss Holmes, who
seems to suit her down to the ground.’

‘What o ' earth can the mater want with
a pai? companion?’ asked Julian impatient-
ly. ‘Miss Holmes must be quiet super-
fluous at the Abbey.’

‘Your mother doubtless found the house
dull without any young element in it.’'
suggested Villars; ‘and Miss Holmes
doesn't seem to get in anybody's wa).
She is quite one of the family.’

‘Indeed? Then she’s not an old mid—
a rpecimen of depresssed gentility?

Villars lau;bed.

‘No. You won't object to Miss Holmes,
1 fancy, when you meet her, dear boy.
All I tear is that you'll appreciate her only
too well, and I shall get left.’

‘] am in no danger of falling in love
with this young person, or any other
women,’ said Julian grimly. ‘You don’
mean to imply’—scanning bis friend’s con-
scious face—‘that you are in love with the
girl?’ :

‘I do mean it,” Villars’ voice rang out,
«lear and steady; ‘and Mabel Holmes is
not & ‘young person,” but a young lady,
Julian,’ rather sternly. ‘It’s no lsughiog
matter for me—my happiness depends
largely on her acceptance of me when I
propose to ber.’

‘With your excellent prospects, old man,
you need hardly anticipate a refusal. At
the same time, you ought to look higher
for a wile than my mother’s companion ’

‘Mabel Holmes 1s not the sort of girl to
marry for money or position. I can’t say
she’s given me much encouragement yet
Look bere, Julian, I'm a dufler at love
msaking ; you might do what you can to
help my wooing along, when once you are
acquainted with Mabel.’

‘Help you to cut your throat? —not I.
If you were my enemy now, instead of my
trniend, 1 might consent. At any rate'—
with a grating laugh—‘you need not ex-
pect & possble rival in me.’ : _

Msjor B:aumont, an erect, white haired
old veteran, and Lis delicate, iragile little
wife were out on the terrace in tne spring
sunshine, waiting to welcome their son
home.

Mrs B :aumont’s delight as she kissed
Julian was intense.

She could not hear enough respecting
the details of his prolonged stay in E :ypt.

When the first gong sounded, he went
up to his room to dress for dinner.

A virl came towards bim along the wide
corridor, gowned in soft creamy white,
embroidered with silver.

In the growing dusk he failed to see her
clearly till she was close upon him.

*Miss Holmes, I suppose,’ thought Jul-
1an.

Then, as she started back with a little
eager cry of recognition, he stared at her
in blank, angry amazement.

‘Nell! You here—at the Abbey ?' he
exclaimed. ‘What does it mean ? How
dared you bring yoursell under my peo-

le’s potice without first consulting me P
ﬁ"e you told them ——’

‘No, no,” Her toft lips quivered. ‘I
bave told them nothing. alisa. Ob!
don’t be angry with me, dear, and after so
long o parting! lam here simply as
Masbel Holmes, your mother’s companion,
If you only knew hew I have craved to see

you sgsin

| ‘Poor little girl !’

He took her in his arms, and kissed her
with balt-impatient tenderness. °

‘I was a brute,’ he admitted ; ‘- ut, Nell,
you ought not to have come here under an
assumed name. Think of the risk of dis
covery we rua. Had you been in the
drawing roowm just now, when I entered
l e —

‘I stayed away purposely,’ she assured
him. ‘I wanted to prepare you for my
unexpec.cd preseunce io your home. Jul-
isn, let me sxplain things to you. When I
came to the Abbey as Mrs Beaumont’s
companion [ had no idea that she was your
motber; your family connections were un-
gnown to ma. Tbe photograpbs of you
strewn about the rooms enlightened my
ignorance. I had obtained the post
through an agency; 1 hardly knew whet-
her to go or stay on mskiog this discov
ery.’

‘What induced you to seek a situation at
ali?’ asked Jalian. ] left you in comiort-
able spartments, with ample tunds at your
dirposal.’

‘1 know, dear—I know,’ her little white
hand played nervously with the lapel of his
coat; ‘but, Julian, Dick, my brother, was
on the point of coming back to town wiih
his employer, a Member of Parliament.’

‘What of that?’

‘D.ck would bave asked endless ques-
tions bad Le lound me living in good style
without sny pupils. He is very determined
He might have forced the truth from me,
ceeming it only ks duty, since | am a
motherless girl. So I took this sitvation to
avoid meeting him. I didn't disobey you
wiltully dear; and your mother has been
8o kind to me.’

‘Confound  brother Dick’! muttered
Julian. ‘Nell, I'd put an end to this
wretched subterfuge snd secrecy st once,
and avow our marriage openly, if our
father’s anger slone were in question. Bat
the nater’s health is g0 precarious. Her
heart is all wrong, The least agitation
might kill her. I don’t want to have that

on my conscience,’

‘She wants you to msrry Miss Rivers,’
( Nellie’s voice trembled.
| She was a slim, graceful girl, with
| starry, dark blue eyes, gclden-brown hair
snd a sweet, sensitive mouth.

‘Mrs. Beaumont Las confided her hopes
to me-—ber great desire that you should
marry Sir Vane Carlyon’s niece, and I had
to lis'en in silence.’

My poor, brave Nell!

‘But I don’t ask you to reveal our mar
riage to her at such a risk,” sh: went on
earnestly. ‘I will invent some excuse for
leaving the Abbey at once.’

*The situation 1s so duced awkward,’
Julian observed ; ‘and, to make 1t worse,
that well-meaning idiot, Fred Villars, bas
fall2n in love with you.’

‘Ob, Julian! in distressed accents,
divided between tears and laughter. ‘I
have kept him at a distance. Itis not my
fault that he loves me.’

‘My dear child, I don’t blame you, ex-
cept for being so unconsciously fascinating.
Fred will have to get over his unlucky at-
tachment, that’s ail. 1’m no more j:alous
of you, little woman, than you need be of
Cicely Rivers, for whom 1 never cared a
straw.’

‘I bad better leave the Abbey.’

‘Yvs, perhaps you had,’ assented Julian,
all things considered ; but let me arrange
matters for you this time. Woy not have
writien betore, asking my advice ?’

‘I did write.’

‘T'oen your letter must have miscarried.
Well, it can’t be help:d now ; you must
stay here a little longer, to avert suspic
1on. Don’c worry yoursclf about Villars,
i’'ll look after him. Aod now,’ kissing
ber agsin, ‘I've only five minutes lett in
whica to get into my dressing clothes.’

‘You're not sorry to see me, Julian®
faltered the girl; ‘sorry you ever married
me P’

‘Good Heavens. no! Ognly vexed that
| it should be pecessary to keep our mar
' riage a secret at present. You have not
' lost faith in me, Nell ?’

' *No,’ her beautiful eyes shone. ‘Your
| lova is the one supreme joy of my iife.
But I am such a drag upon you.'

‘Nonsense ! 1 should bave rushed up
to town on some pretext to morrow or
next day to see you. but for finding you
here. And npow. darling, I must go.
Ksep s brave heart. Matters will right
tuemselves by and-by.’

When Julian Beaumont entered the
great gold-and white drawing-room, with
an apology for his tardy appesrance, the
small family-party was sugmented by two
guests, invited to meet hum on his
retorn—Sir Vane Carlyon, and his niece,
Cicely Rivers.

The baronet was childless, and his
estate, strictly entailed on heirs male,
would revert to a distant cousin when he
died ; but his niece, whom he had adopted,
would come in tor the bulk of his extens-
ive accumulations and private tortune.

She was a small, lively brunette, with
brilhant dark eyes and silky lashes, a peach
like skin, and coils of dusky hair, amidst
which gleamed and scintilisted & superb
dismond star.

Her gown of amber silk, cleuded with
soft old lace, suited her rich, glowing style
of beauty admirably. .

Cicely Rivers greeted Julian with an air
of trank camaraderie, quite devoid of
! self consciousness.

He took her in to dinner, and her merry
rippling flow ot talk helped to set him at
eare.

Cicely was decidedly not in love with
him,

From time to time he glanced down the
flower decked table, to where bis mother's
compsanion sat, looking paler thsn usual,
and replying briefly to Fred Villars® fre-
quent remarks.

How heartily he wished the complicated
situation at an end.

When, later on, he bade his mother
good night in her dressing room, she
could talk of little but Ciceiy.

‘The dear girl, how travel has improved
her, Julian !’

*Yes, ber style is more chic than ever. I
don’t admire ultra smart women, though
mater ; I prefer a more resttul type. Cicely
rather gets on my nerves.’

‘It is only right for a young girl to ba
high spirited.’ protested Mrs. Beaumont.
‘Ara you going to ride with her to morrow,
Julian

‘Perhaps.’

Hs went away to his own quarters, to
smoke and brood over that oppressive sac-
ret.

A swish of drapcry, a sound of soft fs0t
steps descending tbe oak stairs, startled
bim from hie unpleasant reverie.

Wko could be moving about the Abbay
at this late hour ?

The servants bad long sinca gone to bed.

He stepped out into the moonli: corrid-
or, and went downstairs in purenit.

An old oak gallery ran round three sides
of the great entrance hall.

Standiag well back in the shadow, Jul
ian looked down on the tessellated marble
pavement, fl ,oded by moonlight, pouring
1n through the Tudor windows.

The suits of armor ranged round the hall
assumed a weird, suggestive aspect in the
silence of the night, and with that pale,
silver glory streaming full upon them.

Sudoenly the watcher’s heart bounded
then, well nigh stood still.

A slim, white robed form detached it
selt trom the shadows below, glided across
the marble floor, and began to ascend the
stairs leading to the gallery.

Julisp recoiled iovoluntarily, with that

instinctive dread of the supernatural com-—

i mon to all men, gentls and simple.

Then, as the moon rays rested on the
face ot the ascending figure, he could haye
laughed at his own absurd tears.

The ghost resolved itselt into ‘Mise
Holmes,’ clad in white casbmere dressing-
gown, which fell arousd her in long
graceful folds. Her wealth of golden
brown huair, loosely plaited and hanging
below ber waist, made her look more girl-
ish than ever.

‘Nelil" oreathed J alian B:aumont. Then
feartul of startling her, he walked along
the gallery with an audible tread.

In the very act ot flight she recognised
ber husband.

‘Ou, Julian, I was so afraid of being
caught,” she ¢jiculated, as his arm stole
round her.

‘I took you for the family ghost at ficst,’
he said grimly. *Whst were you doing
down stairs at this uncarthly hour, pray?’

She beld up a book she had been to
fetch from the library.

‘I couldn’t sleep, Julian,” the sweet,
plaintive voice trembled, ‘and I had for-
gotten to taks this with me when I went to
my room.’

He (egarded her with an air of angry
solicitude.

‘You are making yourselt ill over the
beastly hole we are both in,” he declared,
‘and it is all my tault.’

‘If only you had trusted me to a greater
€X ent belore and atter ocur marriage,” she
said, ‘and told me about your people, I
suould not be here now. When your
mother engaged me I thought it was a
m:re coin.idence in names.’

‘My dear littie gir’—he kissed her while
speaking—‘we can’t undo the past. I ad-
mit taat I was too reticent, and, as usual,
ths innocent suffers with the guilty., That
;i;m:,er party to night was a penance it you
ike!

‘It is only a sample of what we must ex-
pect while I remain here under false pre-
tences,’ answerod Nell. ‘Miss Rivers came
up to me in the drawing room afterwards,
and talked withcut an atom of condecen-
sion. [ felt uautieravly mean and wretch
ed; I couls not meet her triendly advances
1 the right spirit.  Sue must have thought
me sullen or stupid. Oa, Juliun, 1t she
should care for you!

‘But she docsn’t,’he insisted. ‘You need
sufler no remorse on that ecore. | wonder
it we might venture to take Cicely into our
confidence? Bat, perhaps it would b:
hardly tair to burden her with so serious a
secret.’

‘You had a talk with your mother to
night. Did she ailude to me at ali?’

‘No.” Julian tugged nervously at his
m usiashe. *Yousce dear we had so many
tnings and people to d.scuss’

‘I uncersiana,’ Neli’s voice broke. ‘Mrs.
Beaumont could tnink and speak of noth-
wg vut Cicely Rivers, and the possioulity
o! a marriage bstween you and ber. Was
ever a girl situated a8 1 am—in her hus-
band’s uome—betore?’

Julian drew her more closely to him’
and kissed away her te.rs.

*‘Don’t, for Heaven's sake, say that agasn,
he adjured. ‘It brings my thoughtiess,
seifish folly home too sharply. We
shsll find a way out of the wood presently,
N:li; or else | must make a clecan breast
ot it.’

Soe withdrew herself gently from his
arms. ¥

‘I didn't mean to reproach you, dear,’
told bim ; ner dark blue eyes radiant with
love’s own Light. ‘Aud now I must go or
soms one may s2e us !’

‘Not hkely, atthis hour,” he smiled.
‘You mugat contrive to meet me here now
snd sgain, Neoll. It's periectly safe. By
Jove I'—starting at ths sound ot shippered
feet desceading the stairs—'is everybody
on the prowl io night P [ believe it 18 Vil-
lars. ﬁo will find us here.

But Nell's quicker fominine resources
came to their aid in the emergeacy. Her

little hand grasped Jalian’s arm.

‘I'm the Beaumont ghos—in & swilt
whisp -r. * You have seen nothing. Rsmem-
ber tbat, whatever he may tell you.'

She giided ~way with down-bent head,
passing Fred Villars like a mere flish of
sometbing white on the darkest pars of the
staircase.

Ere he could turn to gaza after her she
had vanished

Oace safe in her own room, she locked
the door; and, buryiag her face in the
pillows, laughed and cried alternately till
she fell asleep.

Villsrs, startled and perplex:d, des-
cen ied to thz gellery, where Julian stood
smoking a cigarette.

* Halloo, old man' Julian exclaimed.
¢ Why these noctunal rambles P’

* Ob, it’s vou, is it? [ telt restless,’ said
Villars. * Thought I'd go tor a smoke on
the terrace, and enjoy the moonligat.’

‘T'il join you.’

Viliars heesitated.

‘ Beaumont, bave youseen anything to-
night P

“ Nothing abnormal. What on earth do
vou mesn P’

* Well. I'm the reverse of superstitious,
as you know. Bat I couli have sworn that
& womsn in white glided past me on the
stairs just now. When I looked rouud she
was gone,’

Ju'tan lsughed softly.

* My dear tellow, eitber your digestion
18 out of order, or our tamly ghost has
taken & fancy to you, while disdaining to
become visible to me. | was close to the
staire, and must have seen a woman had
ske passed you.’

‘ My imaginstion never played me such
a trick belore,” grumbled Villars, still
sceptical, ¢ and I hope it never will again.’

CHAPTER II.

As the days went by, Julian Beaumont
found the difficulties which beset him in-
creasing.

Hismother, poor woman, did all in her
power to throw bim and Cicely Rivers
together.

Cicely was often at Oriel Abbey, and
ber trequent visit must nceds, Julian knew,
cause his girl-wife secret pain, despi e hsr
unshak:n leve and the coufidence she
reposed 1n him

It he were but free to announce the
astoanding fact that ‘Miss Holmes was
his wite—to brave the paternal anger and
possible disinheritance—be would have
taken his chance boldly, for Nell's saks;
vut the fatal shock which might foliow
such an aonouzcement, in his mother’s
case held him back.

He had first m=t Nellio while staying
wi'h friends, in Scotland.

Sae was the governess, and Julian
B:aumont bad at ¢nce tallen in lovs with
ber.

At bis pursussion, she had resigned her
position in the tfsmily, and gone to
London, where she and Julian were
quietly married,

His tather’s pride would have revolted
against such a misalliance.

For various reasons, Julian had decided
to kcep the affair secret for a time, at any
rate, with the embarrassing results already
detcribed.

His surprise and annoyance at finding
his young wifc instalied at the Abbey

under an assumed name gave place by
degrees to a different teeling.

It was pleasant, in a sense, to hava her
near him, yet paintul, since Nellie occu-
pied a taise position.

Neither could Julian prevent his
mother, Sir Vane, and Fied Villars from
indulging in hopes that were doomed to
disappointment.

Chances of unfettered intercourse with
Neilie were tew and far between.

Shy looked so unhappy, too, unlike her
old, bright, sunny selt, that Jalian resolv-
ed to cut the tangled skein by securing a
fresh home tor his wite.

At the same time he had to avoid arous-
ing her only brother’s suspicions

Dick Curtis was private secrelary to a
member of Parliament.

He bad been travelling ia Asia Minor
with his employer until recently.

Julian Beaumont and his brother-in law
were still stravgers to each other.

Julian had just left Neliie in the garden
on: morning after discussing s plan with
ber to «¢ff:ct some improvement on the
present unsatisfactory state ot things.

She was to return to Scotland, to stay
there with an old tady wbom she knew,
ostensibly as companions, in reality as a
prying gues’.

Julian promised to visit her as often as
possiole.

Nellie was quite willing to acquiesce in
this arrangement—icdeed she caught eag-
erly at it.

She bad scarcely gone indocrs with her
basket of fl ) wers when Fred Villars joined
his triend on the terrace.

‘See byere, old msn,’ he began, ‘I can’t
icflict mysell on the major and Mrs.
B:aumont iodefinitely. Neither can |
mske up mind to ieave till I bave screwed
un courage enough to propose to Miss
Holmes. [’m atraiu she avoids me. What
do you think P

Julian’s brow contracted.

‘1 think you bad better put Miss Holmes
out of your mind entirely,’ be said, ‘and—
er—abandon the absurd idea ot proposing
to her. Don’t be an ass, Kred. You
haven't & chance in that quarter; take my
word tor it.’

Villars’ tace changed.

‘Have you bsen sounding her on the
subjsct P' he asked.

‘No; but I am certain, all the same that
Miss Holmes will never marry you, and to
persecute her with unwelcome attentions
wou!d be in bad taste, you know.

‘In other worus,” retorted Villars, you
bave fallen in love wita her yourselt, only
you haven't the honesty to say so.’

Juiisu, powerless to explain matters,
did not answer.

‘Take my advice, old fellow,” he said
earnestly, at length. ‘Go away from the
Abbey, and de your best te forget Miss

|

Holmes. Your attentions are thrown
away upon her’

‘All right. You want to enjoy a clear feld
[ see how *ha land lies. I'm off to morrow
but before I go, [ mean to put my fate to

the test,’

Julian shrugged his shoulders helplessly,

and walked away.

Just atter luncheon Nellie contrived to
meet her Guasbend in the library, a dis-
tressed look on her taee.

‘Julian I have had a letter from Dick,’
she eaid, tremulously. Such a piece of ill-
luck! He is comiog to stay at The Towers
with Mr. Anstrutuer, bis emplorer. And
your peopie are on intimate terms wi'h the
Framwell-Smythes. Dick will often be
here.’

‘You can tell him you got tired of gov-
enessing and became & companion instead,’
suggested Julian. ‘When are he and old
Anstruther expected?

*To-morrow.’

‘Well, you must be on your guard when
you meet your brother, that’s all. And
we'il carry out the Scotch arrangement as
soon as poesible, to avoid fresh compli-
catons.’

Nellie looked anxious.

You forgot that [ am pissing under an
assumed name,” she said. ‘Howam I to
expisin that to Dick? Hs 18 80 keen. He
is sure to suspeet something amiss.’

Jalian mused.

‘Afcer all,’ he replied, ‘it's just likely
you wiil have left Ociel Abbey and joined
old Mrs. Campdell in Scotland betore your
brother has occasion to call here. How
soon can you star?’

‘I must 1nvent some excuse for my hurried
depariure, it I go to-morrow or the day
after; and, even then, Mrs, Beaumont will
think it sirange 1 should leave her so
abruptly. Oa! Julian, what a wretched
tangle everything is in!’

‘Look here!” Julian’s brow contracted.

‘Should your Srother and Aastrather
call while you are still at Oriel Abbey you
must contrive to kecp out of the way,
Nell?

‘Buat he knows | am here. It was grand-
motoer who forwardeu his letter to me and
told him my change ot occupation.’

We must change matters, then. That
18 the pater calling me. We could very
well have dispensed with brother Dick jast
now. For heaven's sske Noall, get away
to S:otland as scon as you can! 1 hate to
see you placed in such a talsa position.

Julian quitted his wite hur. e ly.

Nellie went out through twe Firench
window into the garden, feeling vary
wretcued.

I wish now, she thought, that I had gone
home to dear old grannie and taken her
i to my confidence, instead of coming here
to avoid meeting Dick. I have only made
matters worse.

The sight of Fred Villars croseing tke
lswn towards ber iaspired her with a tresa
dread.

Poor Villers’ obvious admiration, his
tendency to adopt a personal tone when-
ever be could se ure a few moments’ priv-
ate conversation with Mrs. Beaumont’s
charming companicn, worried Nelliie al.
most to death.

He was drifting steadily tewards a pro-
posal, and the girl knew it.

By every means in her power she was
striving to avert this catastrophe.

Villars bad a strong will, though, when
any paramount desire was is question.

He bore down upon her now wita an in-
fl:xible purpose.

Neilie gianced round boplessly. Escape
was impossible, unless she actually 100k to
flight

Are you inclined for a stroll threugh
the park, Miss Holmes? seceing she had
her garden hat on. It's a grand day.

She shook ter head declining to meet
his enamoured glance.

I am on my way to get a fresh supply of
cut flowers tor the vases, she told him, and
then Mrs. Bsaumont wants me to go for a
drive with her.

Villars looked annoyed.

You are always too busy to grant any
request of mine, he retoried ; but this time
I am not to be put off with excuses. I
have sometbing to say to you, and [ may
as well say it here asin the park.

Nellie glanced up swittly.

1 think, il you are wise, she returned,
with a courage and gentle dignity inspired
by the occasion, ‘you will leave the
someching unsaid, Mr. Villars.’

He winced.

He could not ignore her meaniug, which
cut the ground trom beneath his dearest
hopes.

‘I’'m bound to get it over—to koow the
bes: or the worst in etore for me,” h3
persisted. ‘I love you- I want ycu to be
my wife. All my future hsppiness depends
on your answer. I never knew what it
was to care intensly for a woman uatil |
met you.’

She would have stopped him; butl he
went on in vehement, masterful lashion.

‘I’m not a rich tellow, but my income 1s
mors than suffi:ient to keep two 10 comiort.
Couldn’t you bring yourselt to care a little
for me? I don’t flsiter myselt that [ bave
won your heart, but mineis entirely in
your keeping. What are you going to do
with 1

Neliic found ber voice now.

‘I am 80 sorry*’ she said, remorsefully.

*More sorry than I can express, that you
should bave given me what lam quite
unable to accept; and there are so many
other nice giris——"'

He waved her remark aside with an
impatient g-sture.

‘For me there is but one girl in the
world ; 1t | can’t have her I want no other.
You refuse to marry me, that is what it
amounts tob’

‘Yes.

‘And your answer is finalP’

‘l shall never have any reason to—to
revoke it. Ou! 1 wish it bad not fallen to
ny lot to inflict this psia upon you. Try
ta forgive—to forget me.’

‘That is easier said than done.’

Nellie’s conscience lashed her at the

—

Continued on page ole ven.




