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et v dear, will you please read
: fL that letter again?” Mrs. Crom-
A bie said, in tones that might

&M cither be those of entreaty for
her husband’s compliance, or command of his
obedience, or appeal to his clearer impres-
sion from the confusion which her mece's
letter had cast her into, She bepan in a
high, imperative note, and ended in some-
thing like an imploring whimper. She had
first read the letter hersell, and then thrown
it across the breakiast-table to Crombie:
and as he bepan to read it to bimsell she
now added, " Aloud!”
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“1 don’t see any use in that,” he said.
“There's no mystery about it."”

“No mystery, when a girl like Lillias
Bellard starts up out of space and asks a
thing like that? We might as well sell the
place at once, I will be as bad as The
Surges hefore the summer s over; and I did
think that if we came and Ingdlt inland we
could have a litcle peace of our lives."
Crombie trivially thought of saying, “ lattle
pieces of our hves," but he did not, and she
went on: “If it's going om like thag, the
mountaing will he as bad as the seashore,
and there will be nothing left but Turope.
(rive me that letter, Archibald!”

She recovered it irom his wanderingly ex-
tended left hand, his rizht bemng employed
in filling up hig cup with the exactly pro-
porlioned due of hot milk which he poured
so as to make a bead on the surface of the
coffee.

“1 can't make Lillias out,” Mrs. Crombie
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Hamed forth again., *“She iz a sly girl; or
at least T have always considered her so."

“1t ian't a sly letter,” Crombie suggested,
impartially.

"“No; and that is just it. Anything frank-
er, or bolder, even, I've never seen in iy
family.” Crombie might have felt the em-
phasis a blow at lus own family, but as he
had none except the wife hefore him, he did
not suffer it to alienate his sympathy from
her. “If it was anybody but my own
sister's child, I should call it brazen, It'z a
liberty, ves, a liberty, even if T am her aunt.
ohe had no right to presume upon our re-
lationship. If the Mellays arc not able to
receive her now, she might go somewhere
elsc.”

“Where £

" Anywhere!"”

“I don't see where. Her people are
abroad, and the Mellays’ telegram post-
poming her a week, seems to have caught
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