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A PRODIGAL IN LOVE

CUAPTER I . A o8 P Tn

“ Yor will grant,” said DBrunton, as they pansed be-
fore Rembrandt's @ Jlead of a Doy,” “that these trans-
parcncies of the flesh are marvelloasly seqiired and nat-
ural.  The color upon the chiceks scems almost to waver
with life,  You—"

He stopped abruptly, conscions that his ecompanion’s
sttention was dirceted in another quarter.  Following
hig gaze, he saw that it resied opon a trio moving
toward the great Millet at the farther end of the room.
Branton legned lightly upon the hand-rail with a look of
expeetant pleasore in his guict eyes.

The two girls hanging upon cither arm of the young
woman seemed, despite their animation, to be deferring
their opinions to hers,  She was undeniably noticeable,
though Ler attire was dark and extremely simple. 8he
was tall, and with a round, mature fignre which she ear-
ridd with unconscions stateliness. A black straw lat
rested apon her mass of gold braids and shaded the pale
wvory hue of her face.  Her expression was deep and
thoughtful ; the air of vouthfal deferenee which the girls
evinged appeared in vatural keeping with the strong per-
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sonality which marked her. As she turned to speak toa
distinguished - looking old gentleman who had aceested
them, the girla dropped their hold, and, wending their
way through the erowd, made a huorried dash toward the
pieture before which Brunton and his companion still
stoad,

#Oh, Geoffrey!” they cxclaimed, standing still at

B sight of thd former.

/ i.I."Ii‘;:ﬂ. -!Gaﬁi,q]__m ret another look at this lovely boy

L1 55 hefore we *l:!g.v_c;’ continned the younger, a tall school-

girl, with & warm, animatod face and voiee, * so we left
Constance for a minote while ghe talks to Mr. Glynn.
We're in love with him, aren't wa, Grace”

“TWith whom, Edith, the boy or My Glyon ¥ asked
Dronton, looking with friendly amosement from her
bright face to the gentler one of her sister,

“With the Loy,” answered Grace, 2 shy emile dim-
pling her month, “ His checks and lips are as soft and
flushed ss if he had jost bad a nsp.  He looks so—kiss-
able.”

¢ That expresses it better—ch, Kenvon ¥ This is Miss
Grace, and this Miss Edith Herriott—Mr, Kenyon, girls,”

They looked up with rosy cheeks to acknowledge the
salutation of the tall stranger.

« Am I possibly speaking to the eocusins of Hevern
Scott 1" he asked ina full, deep voice, his dark, glowing
face holding them fascinated.

“ Why, yes " Edith bubbled forth, delightedly. * And
are yon—ean you be HMall Kenyon #

“(Oh, Edith," expostalated the quieter girl, flushing
over her sister’s irrepressibility. The stranger smiled,
showing his handsome white teeth,
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“You have guessed it,” he said, courteously,  Mr.
Brunton wished to confute some of my Eastern esti-
mates of the Far West, so ke brought me in to soe your
loan exhibition. 'm moving slowly in the direction of -
yvour residence as per promise to Seott.”

“ We shall be glad," returned Grace, with shy pleas-
ure ; and, as Edith plucked her by the sleeve, she nodded
ewiftly amd darfed toward the entrance, where they
joined their former companion and passed on out.

“That was an unexpeeted flash,” romarked Kenyon,
moving slowly on with Brunton.  “I intended calling on
Miss Herriott to-nighl, Have you ever noticed how a
contemplated action will evolve something associated
with it just before the consummation I O, by the way,
can you lell me who was that yoeng woman with
them 1

“Thut was their sister, Miss Herriott.”

“Ah!" After an indistinct panse he rejoined, “ An un-
usually bestd—handsome woman, Do you know her ¥

“Yes; T am their legal adyiaer,”

They walked from picture to pieture, and finally camao
out of the warm rooms into the erisp spring atmosphere,
andl turned briskly up Montgomery Street,

“T've hieard a great desl of these Herriotis from Seott,”
pursued Kenyon, suiting his long, nervous stride to Brun-
ton’s leisurely gait. “ Their history is quite uniqne, I
think, The father killed himself, did he not @7

o Exactly ; and without reason. He was a strangely
excitable man, and loat his head at a sign of disaster,
Onee imbued with an idea, he was not to e stopped in
his ecourse. Tlis individuality might be described as the
Clinaman expressed the locomotion of a eable-car: + No



1

pushee, no pullee, go like hellee! He had made an un.
wige speculation in grain—not, however, at all roinons—
and, through overlocking two significant ciphers, he sent
a bollet throngh hiz head."

“ I've heard it all before—a somewhat selfish perform-
ance for the father of a large family."”

“#There was no egoism in the act. The egoist is, at
worst, thonghtfnl. He had lost hiz balance entirely ; he
was practically insane.”

v s danghter does not impress one as having inher-
ited the tendeney.™

“Youn refer to Constance—Miss Lierriott, Bhe is quite
different, by virine of her position —the goardian, vou
kmow, of the [amily, Buat Horeloll cerlainly perpetnated
himsell in one or two of the younger children, Where
arc you going

They bad reached the corner of Tine Street, and Ken-
yon came to an abropt stand-still.

“I promizsed to meel Joscelyn up here at his elub at
four o'clock, T be at your offico without fail to-mor-
row to see abont that title, if no other ineclination inter-
venes,”  1le langhed lightly a8 he moved off,  © Well, z0
long.™

With a nod the two men separated.

Kenyon would have more thoroughly appreciated
Brunton's characterization had he been a witness to the
little scene enacted in Eleanor Herriott’s bedrcom at
about half-past eight that evening, She had been dress-
ing for her first ball, and the children sat waiting in eager
_expectation,

Az she moved into view there was a long sigh of ad-

miration. The Herriotts’ admiration for one another was
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quite nndisguised ; they expressed it with an otter disre-
gard as to what others might think of their family fa-
paticism. They were, however, equally frank with their
disapproval, being heedlessly imprudent in pronouncing
words which rushed to their hips on the impulse of an
impression. onest praise, however, seldom hurts ; like
a pleasant cordial, it sends a gratefal tingle through
the coldest blood.

Edith, perched on the foot of the bed, clapped her
hands in applanse.

Ok, doesu't she look lovely! Oh, Eleanor, T wish T
were grown up 1"

# Look at her hair; it's a heap of fire-flies there with
the light on it, her checks mateh, and her eyes ure torch-
e ; the men will light their wits ab them.  Sho looks as
though she would burst 1ule Qame,  Bhe'll sarcly be the
belte,”

#“Keep still, you silly givls. Constanee, put a pin in
that rose in my hair, or I'll daoce i oul. There! Now
while I put on my gloves you can give me praise galore ;
I like it.”

She stood, a young, graceful fignre in white satin, un-
der the chandelier. The deep red rose in her bronze
hair, the glow opon her check and lip, the restless, flash-
ing rray eyes charmed ag does a flash-light in a dark
night. In the panse which followed her words, she torned

to Constance in demure, laughing expectancy.
v Well, Constance ¥

vt Beantifnl, dear,” eame the ready answer, in the
low, tender wvoice. *“1I feel very proud of you to-
night.”

The younger girl threw hor a kiss and swept her a decp



