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the morning of the funeral, they en-

. togs,

~ 7The giet could not reply. She could
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Chliallls Wreandall v found murdered in
® rond houss near New York, Mrs, Wran-
dnll |# summoned from the oty and den
tifies the body, A young woman wlio ae-
companled Wreandall 1o the inu and sub-
seguently disnppented is  suspected
Wrandall, it appenrs, had lod o gay life
and neglected his wife, Mrs. Wrandall
ptariw back for New York In &an auto dur
fng n Hlinding sanow etorm, On the way |
ahe mests & yYoung woman In the rond
win proves o ba the woman who Kkilled |
"Weatidall, Feoling that the girl had dons
het w serviee in tWding her of the man
who though she loved him decply, had
entmed her great sorrow, Mra Frandall
determines to alileld her and takes her to
her own home. M, Weandall hanrs the
srory of Hetty Castiston's life, except thal
portlon that ralatss to Wrandall Thins
end the story of the |r“pd* she forhlds
the girl sver to tall, Bhe offera Hetty a
homa, friendalilp and security from peril
on actount of tha ragedy, Mrs nra
Wrandall and Hetty attend the funernl
of tnllis Wrandall at the homs of his
parenia

CHAPTER IV.—Continued,

Peside Barn Wrandall, on the small,
pink divan, sat a stranger In this som-
ber company: A& young woman In
Miack, whose pale face was uncovered,
and whose lashes were |ifted so rarely
that one could not know of the deép.
real pain that lay behind them, in her
irizgh blue eyes.

She had arrived at the house an
four or two before the time get for
the ceremony, in company with the
widow. True to her resolution, the
widow of Challls Wrandall had re-
malned away from the home of his
people until the iast hour. She had
been consulted, to be sure, in regard
to the final arrangements, but the
mentings had taken place in her own
apartment, many blocks distant from
the house In lower Fifth avenue., The
afternoon before she had recelved
Nedmond Wrandall and Leslle, his
#on, She had not sent for them, They
eame perfunctorily and not through
any sense of obligation. These two
at loast knew that sympathy was not
what she wanted, but peace, Twice
hnmu the two trying days, Leslie had
come Lo see her, Vivian telephoned,

On the occasion of his first visit,

lle had met the guest in the house,
The second time he calied, he made
4t a point to ask Sara all about her,

It was he who gently closed Lhe
door after the two women when, on

tered the dark, flowerladen room in
which stood the casket contalning the
body of his brother. He left them
mlone together In that room for half
mn hour or more, and it was he who
pwent forward to meet them when they
eame forth. Baril leansd on hls arm
an she asconded the stalrs to the room
wheve the others were walting. The
wshen-faced girl followed.

Mrs, Wrandall, the elder, kissed
Bara and drew her down beslde her
ou the couch. To her own surprise, as
swell as that of the others, Bara broke
glown and wept bitterly. After all,
she was sorry for Challls' mother. It
wie the human instinet, she could not
hold out agalnst it. And the older
woman put away the ancient grudge
she held against this mortal enemy
and dissolved into tears of real com:
pussion. ;

A little later she whispered broken-
1y in Bara’s ear: “My dear, my dear,
this has brought ue together, 1 hope
you wili learn to love me.”

Sara caught her breath, but uttered

no word. Bhe looked into her mother-
#nlaw's eyes, and smiled through her
tears, The Wrandalls, looking on In
mmare, saw the smile reflected in the
face of the older woman. Then It was
‘that Vivian crossed gulokly and put
‘her arms about the shoulders of her
pisterindaw, The white flag on both
sldes.
v Hetty Castleton atood alone and wa-
wering, just Inside the door., No
siranger situation could be imagined
than the one in which this unfortunate
girl found herself at the present mo-
ment, She was virtually In the hands
of thowe who would destroy her; she
was in the house of those who most
deeply were affected by her act on
that fatal Mght. Among them all she
stood, facing them, listening to the
monans and sobs, and yet her limba did
not give way beneath her, -

Home one gently ltomohed her arm.
It was Leslls. Hhe shrank back, a
fearful look in her eyes. In the remi-
darkness he falled to nota the axpres
glon

“Won't you sit here?" he asked, in
dicating the lHttle pink divan against
the wall. “"Forgive me for letting you
gtand s0 long."

She leoked about her, the wild light
still In her eyes. Bhe was llke a rat
in & trap.

lHer Ups parted, but the word of
thanks did not come forth, A strange,
fnarticulate sound, mlmost a gasp,
came Instead. Pallid as a ghost, she
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only stare at the open door, A emall,
hatehet-faced man had come up from
below and was noddlog his head to
Leslle Wrandall-=a man with short
slde whiskers, and a sepulchral look
in his eyes, Then, having recelved A
slgn from Leslie, he tiptoed away, Al
most instantly the volcea of people
singing softly eame from some distant
remote part of the house,

And then, a little later, tha per-
fectly modulated volce of a man In
prayer,

Back of her, Wrandallg; beside her,
Wrandalls; beneath her, friends of the
Wrandalls; outslde, the rabble, those
who would join with these black,
raven-llke specters in tearing her to
pleces If they but knew!

The droning volee came up from be-
low, each weallchosan word distinet
and clear: tribute beautiful to the Irre-
proachable character of the deceased,
Leslle watched the face of the girl,
curfously fascinated by the set, emo-
tlonless features, and yet without a
conscious Interest In her. He was
dully sensible to the fact that she was
beautiful, uncommonly beautiful. It
did not occur to him to feel that she
was out of place among them, that she
belonged down stalrs.’ SBomehow she
was a part of the surroundings, like
the specter at the feast.

1f he could have witnassed all that
transpired while Sara was in the room
below with her guest—her companion,
ag he had come to regard her without
having In fact been told as much—he
would have been lost in a maze of the
moat everwhelming emotions.

To go back: The door had barely
closed behind the two women when
Hetty's trembling knees gave way be-
neath her, With a low moan of hor
ror, she slipped to the floor, covaring
her face with her hands.

Sara knelt beside her.

“Coma,” she sald gently, but firmly;
“l1 must exact this much of you. If
we are to go on together, as we have
planned, you must stand beslde me at
his bier. Together we must look upon
him for the last time. You must see
him as 1 saw him up there in the
country. I had my cruel blow that
night. It 1s your turn now. I will not
blame you for what yon did. But if
you expect me to go on belleving that
you did a brave thing that night, you
must convinee me that you are not a
coward now, It is the only test I shall
put you to. Coms; I know it is hard,
I know It is terrible, but it is the true
test of your ability to go through with
it to the end. [ shall know then that
you have the courage to face anything
that may come up.”

She walted a long time, her hand on
the girl's shoulder. At last Helty
Aroge,

“You are right,” she sald hoarsely.
“I should not be afraid.”

Later on they sat over agal L]
wall bayond the casket, Into
they had peered with widely varying
emotions, Bara had sald:

“You know that I loved him."”

The girl put her hands to her eyes
and bowed her head.

“Oh, how can you be mso merciful
to me?"

“Because he was not'” sald Bara,
whitellpped. Hetty glanced at the
half-averted face with queer, indescrib-
able ‘expreesion In her eyes.

It Leslis Wrandall could have looked
in upon them at that moment, or at
any time during the half an hour that
followed, he would have known who
was the slayer of his brother, but {t
fe doubtful if ha could have had the
heart Lo denounce her to the world,
When they were ready to leave the
room Hetty had regalned control of

Hetty's Trembling Knees Gave Way
Beneath Her.

dropped llmply to the divan, and dug
her fingers Into the satiny seat, As
it fascinated, she stared over the
black heads of the three women imme-
diately In front of her at the full-
Jeagth portrait hanging where the
J}ght from the hall fell upon it: the
portralt of a dashing youth In riding

A moment later Bara Wrandall came
pver and sat beslde her. The girl
shivered as with s mighty chill when
the warm hand of her friend fell upon
pers and enveloped It ic & firm clasp.

“Hin mother kissed me,"” whispered
Para. "Did you see?”

her nerves to a most surprising extent,
a condition unmistakably due to the
influence of the oldér woman,

“I gan trust myself now, Mre, Wran-
dall,” sald Hetty steadily as they hes-
itated for an Instant before turning
the knob of the door.

“Then 1 shall ask you to open the
door,” sald Bara, drawlug back.

Without a word or a look, Hetty
apened the door and permitted the
other to pass out before her. Then
she followed, closing it gently, even
deliborately, but not without a swift
glance over her shoulder into the

depths of the room they were leaving,
Of the two, Sara Wrandall was the
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paler as they went up the broad stalr-
cnsa with Laoslle

The funeral oration by the Rev. Dr.
Maltby dragged on Among all his
hearers there was but one who be
lleved the things he sald of Challis
Wrandall, and she was one of two per-
sons who, so they saying goes, are
the last to find a man out; his mother
and his sister. But in this Instance
the mother was glone, The allent,
attentive guesta on the lower floor
listened in grim approval: Dr. Maltby
was doing himself proud, Not one but
all of them knew that Malthy knew,
And yet how poothing he was

L] L] L] - - L -

By the end of the week the murder
of Challls Wrandall was forgotten by
nll save the police, The inquest wis
over, the law was baflled, the city was
serenely walting for its next senas-
tion. No osne cared.

Lenlla Wrandall went down to the
steamer to see his sleterdn-law off for
Kurope.

“Goodby, Miss Castleton,” he sald,
a8 he shook the hand of the slim
young Englishwoman at parting.
“Take good care of Sara. Bhe needs
a friend, a good friend, now. Keep her
over there until she has—forgotten.”

CHAPTER V,
Discussing a Sisterin-Law.

“You remember my sister-inlaw,
don't you, Brandy?" was the question
that Leslle Wrandall put to a friend
one afternoon, as they sat drearlly in
a window of one of the fashionable up-
town clubs, a little more than a year
after the eventa described in the fore
golng chapters. Drearlly, 1 have said,
for the reamson that {t was Sunday, and
raining at that.

“l met Mrs. Wrandall a few years
ago In Rome,” sald his companlon, re-
newing interest in a conversation that
had died some time befora of its own
exhaustion. “She's most attractive. |
saw her but once, I think It was at
womebody’s fote." 3

“She's returning to New York the
ond of the month,” sald Leslie, "Been
abroad for over m year. She bhad a
villa at Nice this winter.”

“] remember her quite well. 1 waa
of an age then to be particularly sen-
gitive to female lovellness. If I'd been
staying on in Rome, I should have
screwed up the courage, I'm sure, Lo
have asked her to sit for me.”

Brandon Booth was of an old Phila-
deiphia family: an old and wealthy
tamily, Both views considered, he was
qualified to walk hand in glove with
the fastidious Wrandalls, Leslie's
mother was charmed with him be-
cause she was also the mother of Viy-
fan. The fact that he went in for por-
tralt painting and seemed averse to
subslsting on the generosity of his
father, preferring to live by his tal-
ent, in no way opeiun‘ed aganlnst him,
80 far a8 Mrs. Wrandall was con-
cerned. That was his lookout, not
hers; it he elected to that sort of
thing, all well and good, He could
afford to be accentrie; there remained,
in the perspective he scorned, the bulk
of a huge fortune to offset whatever
idlosyncrasies he might choose to cul-
tivate. Some day, in spite of himself,
she contended serenely, he would be
very, very rich. What could be more
desirable than fame, famlly and for-
tune all heaped together and thrust
upon one exceedingly interesting and
handsome young man?

He had been the pupll of celebrated
draftsmen and painters in Burope, and
had exhibited a sincerity of purpose
that was surprising, all things con-
pldered. The mere faoct that he was
not obliged to paint in order to obtain
a living was sufficient cause for won-
der among the artists he met and
studied with or under.

His studio in New York was not a
fashionable resting place. It was a
workshop,, You could have tea there,
of course, and you were sure to meet
people you knew and llked, but it was
quite a8 much of o workahop as any
you could mention, He was not a
dabbler in art, not & mera dauber of
plgments: he was an artist,

Booth ‘was thirty—perhaps a year
or two older; tall, dark and good look-
ing. The alr of the thoroughbred
marked him. He did not affect loose,
flowing oravals and baggy trousers,
nor was he careless about his finger
nnils, He was simply the ordimary,
avery-day sort of chap you would
meet In Fifth avenue during parade
hours, and you would take a second
look &t him because of his face and
manner but not on account of his
dress. Some of his aocestors cama
over ahead of the Mayflower, but he
did not gloat,

Leslle Wrandall was his closest
triend and harsheet oritie. It dldn't
really matter to Booth what Leslle
said of his paiotings: he quite under-
stood that he didn't know anything
about them.

“When does Mrs, Wrandall return?”
asked the palnter, after a long period
of sllence spent in contemplation of
the gleaming pavement beyond the
club’'s window,

“That's queer,” sald Leslle, looking
up. 1 was thinking of Sara myseelf.
She salls next week. ['ve had a let
ter asking me to open her house in
the country. Her place is about two

miles from father's, It hasn't been

opened in two yeara. Her father bullt

ot

it ifteen or twenty yvears ago, and lefl
it to her when he died. 8he and
Challis spent several summors there.'

“Vivian took me through it one aft-
ernoon lnst summer,”
| "It must have been quits as much
of a novelty to her as it was to you,
old chap,” sald Leslle gloomily,

"What do you mean?”

’ "Vivian's a bit of a snob, She never
liked the place because old man Gooch
bullt it out of worsteds. She never
went there”

“But the old man's been dead for
years,"

“That doesn’'t matter, The fact is,
Vivian didn't gquite take to Sara untll
after—waell, until after Challls died.
We're dreadful enobs, HBrandy, the
whole lot of us. Sara was quite good
enocugh for a much better man than
my brother. She really couldn't halp
the worateds, you know I'm very
fond of her, and always have been.
We're pals, 'Gad, It was a fearful slap
at the home folks when Challis justi-
fled Sara by getting snuffed out the
way he did."

Booth made an attempt to change
the subject, but Wrandall got back
to It,

“Since then we've all been exceed-
ingly sweet on Sara. Not because we
want to be, mind you, but because
we'ra afrald she'll marry some chap
who wouldn’t be acceptable to us.”

“I should conslder that a very neat
way out of It.,” sald Booth coldly.

“Not at all. You see, Challls was
fond of Sara, In spite of everything.
Ha left a will and under it she came
in for all he had. As that Includes a
third interest In our extremely refined
and irreproachable business, it would
be a deuece of a trick on us {* she mar-
ried one of the common people and set
him up amongst us, willynilly,. We
don't want strange bedfellows. We're
too snug—and I might say, too smug.
Down I her heart. mother le saying to
herself it would be just like Sara to
get even with us by doing just that
sort of a trick. Of course Sara is rich
enough without accepting a sou under
the will, but she’'s a canny person, Bhe
hasn't handed it back to us on a sllver
platter, with thanks; still, on the
other hand, she réfusee to meddle. 8he
makes us feel pretty small. She won't
well out to us. She Just sits tight.
That's what gets under the skin with
mother.” ;

“I wouldn’t say that, Les, If I were
in your place.”

“It Is & rather priggish thing to say,
isn't 1t?"

“Rather."”

“You see, I'm the only ons who
really took sides with Sara. 1 forget
myself sometimes, Bhe was such a
briek, all those years"

Booth was silent for & moment, not-
ing the reflective look In his compan-
lon's eyes,

“I suppose the police haven't glven
up the hope that sooner or later the—
er—the woman will do something to
give herself away,” sald he,

“They don't take any stock In my
theory that she made way with herself
the same night. I was talking with
the chief yesterday, He says that
anyone who had wit to cover up her
tracks as she did, is not the kind to
make way with herself, Perhaps he's
right. It sounds reasouable, 'Gad, I
felt sorry for the poor girl they had
up last spring. Bhe went through the
third degree, If ever anyona did, but,
by Jove, she came out of it all right.
The Ashtley girl, you remember., I've
dreamed about that girl, Brandy, and
what they put her through. It's a sort
of nightmare to me, even when I'm
awake. Obh, they've questioned others
an well, but she was the only one to
have the screws twisted In just that
'"_n

“Where Is she now?”

“She's comfortable enough now.
When I wrote to Sara abhout what
sha'd been through, she settled a neat
bit of money on her, and she'll never
want for anything. 8She's out west
somewhere, with her mother and sis-
tars. I tell you, Bara’a a wonder. She's
got & heart of gold.”

“1 look forward
old man.”

“1 was with her for a few weeks
this winter. In Nlice, you know. Viv-
lan stayed on for a week, but mother
bad to get to the bathd, 'Gad, [ be
lleve she hated to go. Sara’s got a
most adorable girl staying with her.
A daughter of Colonel Castleton, and
she's connected In some way with the
Murgatroyds—old Lord Murgatroyd,
you know, I think her mother was a
nlece of the old boy. Anyhow, mother
and Vivian have taken a great fancy
to her. That's proof of the pudding.”

“l think Vivian mentioned a com-

to meeting her,

panion of some sort"”

“You wouldn't exactly call her a
companion,” sald Leslle. “She's got
money to burn, 1 take it. Quita keaps
up with Sara In making it iy, and that's
saying & good deal for her resources.
1 think it's & posa on her part, this
calling herself a companion. An Eng-
lish joke, eh? As & matter of fact,
she's an old friend of Bara's and my
brother's oo, Knew them in England.
Most delightful girl. Oh, 1 say, old
man, she's the one for you to paint”
Leslle wexed enthuslastic, “A type, &
positlve type, Never saw such eyes In
all my Ufe. Dammit, they haunt you.
You dream about ‘em."”

“You seem to be hard hit,” sald

Booth indiffarently. .He was watching
the man In the “slicker” through
moody eyes,

“Oh, nothing llke that,” disclaimed
Leslle with unnecessary Jpromptness.
“But If | were given to that sort of
thing, I'd be bowled over in a minute,
Positlvely adorable face. If 1 thought
you had it In you to paint a thing as
it really Is I'd commission you myself
to do a miniature for me, just to have
it around where I could pick it up
when I ltked and hold it between my
hands, just as I've often wanted to
hold the real thing."

. . L - - L L]

S8ara Wrandall returned to New
York at the end of the month, and
Leslle met her at the’dock, as he did
on an occaslon fourteen months ear-
ller. Then she came in on a fierce
gale from the wintry Atlantic; this
time the alr was soft and balmny and
sweet with the kindness of spring, It
was May and the sen was blue, the
land was green.

Again she went to the small, exclu-
sive hotel near the park. Her apart-
ment was closed, the butler and his
wife and all of their hastily recruited
company being In the country, await-
ing her arrival from town. Leslie at-
tended to everything. He lent his re-
sourceful man servant and his motor
to his lovely sisterin-law, and saw to
it that his mother and Vivian sent
flowers to the ship. Redmond Wran-
dall called at the hotel. Immediately
after banking hours, kissod his daugh-
ter-in-law, and delivered an ultimatum
second-hand from the power at home:
she was to come to dinner and bring
Miss Castleton. ' A little quiet family
dinner, you know, becausa they were
all in mourning, he said in conclusion,
vaguely realizing all the while that It
really wasn't necessary to supply the
information, but, for the life of him,
unable to think of anything else to
say under the circumstances. Some-
how it seemed to him that while Sara
was o black she was not in mourning
in the same sense that the rest of
them were. It seemed only right to
acquaint her with the conditiona in his
houschold. And he knew that he de-
served the scowl that Leslie bestowed
upon him,

Sara accepted, much to his surprise
and gratification. He had been rather
dublous about it, It would not have
surprised him in the least if ghe had
declined the Invitation, feeling, as he
did, that he had in a way come to her
with a white flag or an olive branch
or whatever it is that a combative
force utilizes when it wants to sur-
render in the cause of humanity.

_ As soon as they were alone Hetty
turned to her friend,

“Oh, Sara, ean't you go without me?
Tell them that I am ill—suddenly {IL
1—I don't think it right or honorable
of me to accept—"'

Sara shook her head, and the words
died on-the girl's lips,

“You must play the game, Hetty."

“It's—very hard,” murmured the
ather, her face very white and bleak.

“1 know, my dear,” sald Sura gently,

“If they should ever find out,”
gasped the girl, suddenly giving way
to the dread that had been ly' g dor-
mant all these months,

“They will never know the truth
unlesa you choose to enlighten them,"”
sald Sara, putting bher arm about the
girl'a shoulders and drawing her close.

“You never cease to be wonderful,
Sara—s0 very wonderful,” cried the
girl, with a look of worship in "her
eyes,

Sara regarded her in sllence for a
moment, reflecting. Then, with a swift
rush of tears to her eyes, she cried
flarcely:

“You must never, never tell me all
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“You Must Play the 3ame, Hetty."

that happened, Hetty! You must not
speak it with your own lips."

Hetty's eyes grew dark with paln
and wonder,

“That ia the thing ! can’t under-
stand in you, Sara,” she sald slowly,

“Wa must not epeak of {t!"

Hetty's bosom heaved. “Bpeak of
it!" she cried, absolute agony in her
volee, "Have I not kept 1t locked in
my heart since that awful day

“Hush!" \

1 shall go mad If 1 cannot talk
with you about—"

“No, na! It is the forbldden sub-
ject! I know all that I should know—

all that | care to know, We have not
snld so much as this in months-—in
ages, it sooms, Let sleeping dogs lle.
We are better off, my dear. 1 could
not touch your lps again.'

“I—~1 c¢an't bear the thought of
that!"

“Kiss me now, Hetly,”

“l could die for you, Sara,” cried
Hetty, as she impulsively obeyed the
command.

“1 mean that you shall live for me,”
pald Sara, smiling through her tears.
“"How silly of me to cry. It must be
the room we are in. These are the
same rooms, dear, that you came to
on the night we met., Ah, how old 1
feal!"

“0ld? You say that to me? 1 am
ages and ages older than you,"” cried
Hetty, the color coming back to her
soft cheeks,

“"You are twenty-three."

“And you are twenty-elght."

Sara had a far@way look in her
eyes. “About yvour size and figure,”
sald she, and Hetty did not compres
hend.

CHAPTER VI
Southlook.

Sara Wrandall's house in the coun-
try stood on a wooded knoll overlook-
ing the sound. It wan rather remotely
located, so far as nelghbors were con-
cerned. Her father, Sebastian Gooeh,
shrewdly foresaw the day when land
in this particular section of the sub-
urban world would return dollars for
pennies, and wisaly bought thousands
of acres: woodland, meadowland,
beachland and hills, inserted between
the environs of New York city and
the rich towns up the coast. Years
afterward he bullt a commodious sum-
mer home on the choicest point that
his property afforded, named it South-
look, and transformed that particular
part of his wildernesg into a mitllion-
aire's paradise, where he could dawdle
and putter to his heart's content,
where he could spend his time and his
money with a proddgality that came so
late In life to him that he made waste
of both in his haste to live down &
rather parsimonious past.

Two miles and a half away, in the
heart of a scattered colony of purse-
proud New Yorkers, was the country
home of the Wrandalls, an impoging
place and older by far than South-
look. It had descended from well-
worn and tinle-stalned ancestors to
Redmond Wrandall, and, with others
of its kind, looked with no llttle scorn
upon the modern, mushroom strue-
tures that sprouted from the seeda of
trade. There was no friendship be-
tween the old and the new, Each had
recourse to a bitter contempt for the
other, though consolation was small
in comparison.

It was in the wooded by-ways of this
despised domain that Challis Wran-
dall and Sara, the earthly daughter of
Midas, met and loved and defled all
things * supernal, for matches are
made in heaven., Their marriage did
not open the gates of Nineveh. Sebas-
tian Gooeh's paradise was more com-
pletely “ostracised than It was belore
the disaster. The Wrandalls spoke of
it as a disaster,

Clearly the old merchant was not
over-pleased with. his daughter's
cholee, a conclusion permanently es-
tablished by the alteration he made
in his will a year or two after the mar-
rlage. True, he left the vast estate to
his beloved daughter Sara, but he fast-
ened -a stout string to It, and with
this string her hands were tled. It
must have occurred to him that Chal-
lis was a profligate in more ways than
one, for he deliberately stipulated In
his will that Sara was not to sell a
foot of the ground until a period of
twenty years had elapsed. A very
polite way, it would seem, of making
hie Investment safe in the face of con-
sldérable odds,

He lived long enough aftbr the mak-
ing of his will, 1 am happy to relate,
to find that he had made no mistake.
As he preceded his son-in-law into the
great beyond by a scanl three years,
it readily may be seen that he wrought
too well by far. Seventeen unneces-
sary vears of proscription remained,
and he had not intended them for
Sarn alone, He was nol afrald of
Sara, but for her,

When the will was read and the con-
dition revealed, Challls Wrandall took
it in perfect good humor. He had the
grace to proclaim in the bosom of his
father's family that the old gentleman
was & father-indaw to be proud of. “A
canny old boy,” he had announced
with his most engaging smile, quite
free from rancor or resentment. Chal-
Ils was well acquainted with himself.

And so the acres were strapped to-
gether snugly and firmly, without so
much a8 & town lot protruding

8o impressed was Challls by the far.
elghtedness of his fatherin-daw that
he forthwith sat him down and made
& will of his own. He would not have
it said that Sara's father did a whit
better by her than he would do. He
left everything he possessed tw his
wife, but put no string to 1t, blandly
{fmplying that all danger would be
past when she eame Into possession.
There was a sort of grim bumor in
the way he managed to preesnt him-
gelf to view as the real and ready
source of peril

(TO BE CONTINUEDYD




