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whispered. It might have been merely the
effect of a guilty conscience, but the visitor
thought that he caught the word *police-
man.” ‘

“I’'m just going as far as the corner,” said
Mrs. Truefitt, rising, and crossing hastlly to
the door.

The young man nodded affectionately and
sat in doubtful consideration as the front-
door closed behind her. “Where:is mother
going ? ” he asked, in a voice which betrayed
a little pardonable anxiety.

“Not far, I hope,” said Prudence

“T really think,” said Mr. Catesby, rising—
T really think that I had better go after her.
At her age——"

He walked into the small passage and put
his hand on the latch. Prudence, now quite
certain of his sanity, felt sorely reluctant to
let such impudence go unpunished.

“ Are you going ? ” she inquired.

“I think I'd better,” said Mr. Catesby,
gravely. ¢ Dear mother——”

“ You’re afraid,” said the girl, calmly.

Mr. Catesby coloured and his buoyancy
failed him. He felt a little bit cheap.

“You are brave enough with two women,”
continued the girl, disdainfully ; *“but you
had better go if you're afraid.”

Mr. Catesby regarded the temptress un-
easily. “Would you like me to stay?” he
asked.

“1?” said Miss Truefitt, tossing her head.
“No, I don't want you. Besides, you’re
frightened.”

Mr. Catesby turned, and - with a firm step
made his way back to the room ; Prudence,
with a half-smile, took a chair near the door
and regarded her prisoner with unholy
triumph.

“1 shouldn'’t like to be in your shoes she
said, agreeably ; “mother has gone for -a
pohceman

“ Bless her,” said -Mr. Catesby, fervently.
“What had we better say to him when he
comes?”

“You'll be locked up,” said Prudence ;
“and it will serve you right for your bad
behaviour.”

Mr. Catesby sighed. “It's the heart,” he
said, gravely. “Iam not to blame, really. I
saw you standing in the window, and I could
see at once that you were beautiful, and
good, and kind.”

“I never heard of such impudence,”
tinued Miss Truefitt.

“I surprised myself,” admitted Mr.
Catesby. “In the usual way I am very
quiet and well-behaved, not to say shy.”

con-
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Miss Truefitt looked at him scornfully.
“1 think that you had better stop your non-
sense and go,” she remarked.

“.Don’t- you want me to be punished ?”
inquired the other, in a soft voice.

“T think that you had better go while you
can,” said the girl, and at that moment there
was a heavy knock at the front-door. Mr.
Catesby, despite his assurance, changed
colour; the girl eyed him in perplexity.
Then she opened the small folding-doors at
the back of the room.

“Youre only—stupid,” she whispered.
“Quick! Go in there. TI'll say you've gone.
Keep quiet, and I'll let you out by-and-by.”

She pushed him in and closed the doors.
From his hiding-place he heard an animated
conversation at the street-door and minute
particulars as to the time which had elapsed
since his departure and the direction he had
taken.

“T never heard such impudence,” said
Mrs. Truefitt, going into the front-room and
sinking into a chair after the constable had
taken his departure. “1 don’t believe he was
mad.”

“Only a little weak in the head, I think,”
said Prudence, in a clear voice. ‘“He was
very frightened after you had gone; I don't
think he will trouble us again.”

“He'd better not,” said Mrs. Truefitt,
sharply. “I never heard of such a thing
—never.” )

She continued to grumble, while Prudence,
in a low voice, endeavoured to soothe her.
Her efforts were evidently successful, as the

" prisoner was, after a time, surprised to hear

the older woman laugh—at first gently, and
then with so much enjoyment that her
daughter was at some pains to restrain her.

‘He sat in patience until cvening deepened

into night, and a line of light beneath the

" folding-doors announced the lighting of the

lamp in the frontroom. By a pleasant
clatter of crockery he became aware that they
were at supper, and he pricked up his ears
as Prudence made another reference to him.

“If he comes to-morrow night while you
are out I sha'n’t open the door,” she said.
“You’'ll be back by nine, I suppose.”

Mrs. Truefitt assented.

“ And you won’t be leaving before seven,”
continued Prudence. “1I shall be all right.”

Mr. Catesby’s face glowed and his eyes
grew tender; Prudence was as clever as she
was beautiful. The delicacy with which she
had intimated the fact of the unconscious
Mrs. Truefitt's absence on the following
evening was beyond all praise. The only
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surprise and dismay, backed into the
passage.

“You!” she said, regarding him with large
eyes.

Mr. Catesby bowed tenderly, and passing
in closed the door behind him.

“T wanted to thank you for your kindness
last night,” he said, humbly.

“ Very well,” said Prudence ; * good-bye.”

Mr. Catesby smiled. ‘It’ll take me a long
time to thank you as I ought to thank you,”
he murmured. “And then I want to
apologize ; that’ll take time, too.”

“You had better go,” said Prudence,
severely ; ‘“kindness is thrown away upon
you. I ought to have let you be punished.”

“You are too good and kind,” said the
other, drifting by easy stages into the parlour.

Miss Truefitt made no reply, but following
him into the room seated herself in an easy-
chair and sat coldly watchful.

“How do you know what I am?” she
inquired.

“Your face tells me,” said the infatuated
Richard. *“I hope you will- forgive me for
my rudeness last night. It was all done on
th.e spur of the moment.”

“1 am glad you are sorry,” said the girl,
softening.

“All the same, if I hadn't done it,”
pursued Mr. Catesby, “I shouldnt be
sitting here talking to you now.’

Miss Truefitt raised her eyes to his, and
then lowered them modestly to the ground.
“That is true,” she said, quietly.

“ And I would sooner be sitting here than
anywhere,” pursued Catesby. “ That is,” he
added, rising, and taking a chair by her side,
‘“except here.”

Miss Truefitt appeared to tremble, and
made as though to rise. Then she sat still
and took a gentle peep at Mr. Catesby from
the corner of her eye.

I hope that you are not sorry I am here?”
said that gentleman.

Miss Truefitt hesitated.
at last.

‘“ Are you —are you glad?” asked the
modest Richard.

Miss Truefitt averted her eyes altogether.
“Yes,” she said, faintly.

A strange feeling of solemnity came over
the triumphant Richard. He took the hand
nearest to him and pressed it gently.

“I—I can bhardly believe in my good
luck,” he murmured.

“(Good luck?” said Prudence, innocently.

“Isn’t it good luck to hear you say that
you are glad I'm here ? ” said Catesby.

“No,” she said,
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“You're the best judge of that,” said the
girl, withdrawing her hand. “It doesn’t
seem to me much to be pleased about.”

Mr. Catesby eyed her in perplexity, and
was about to address another tender remark
to her when she was overcome by a slight fit
of coughing. At the same moment he
started at the sound of a shuffling footstep in
the passage. Somebody tapped at the door.

“Yes ?” said Prudence.

“Can’t find the knife-powder, miss,” said a
harsh voice. The door was pushed open
and disclosed a tall, bony woman of about
forty. Her red arms were bare to the elbow,
and she betrayed several evidences of a long
and arduous day’s charing.

“It's in the cupboard,” said Prudence.
“Why, what’s the matter, Mrs. Porter?”

Mrs. Porter made no reply. Her mouth
was wide open and she was gazing with
starting eyeballs at Mr. Catesby.

“ Joe!” she said, in a hoarse whisper. “/oe/”

Mr. Catesby gazed at her in chilling
silence. Miss Truefitt, with an air of great
surprise, glanced from one to the other.

“ Joe!” said Mrs. Porter again. ‘ Ain’t
you goin’ to speak to me?”

Mr. Catesby continued to gaze at her
in speechless ' astonishment. She skipped
clumsily round the table and stood before
him with her hands clasped.

“Where ’ave you been all this long time ? ”
she demanded, in a higher key.

“ You—you've made a mistake,” said the
bewildered Richard.

“ Mistake ? ” wailed Mrs. Porter.
take! Oh, where’s your ’art ? ”

Before he could get out of her way
she flung her arms round the horrified
young man’s neck and embraced him
copiously. Over her bony left shoulder the
frantic Richard met the ecstatic gaze of Miss
Truefitt, and, in a flash, he realized the trap
into which he had fallen.

“ Mrs. Porter ! ” said Prudence.

“It’s my ’usband, miss,” said the Amazon,
reluctantly releasing the flushed and dis-
hevelled Richard ; “’e left me and my five
eighteen months ago. For eighteen months
I 'aven’t ’ad a sight of ’is blessed face.”

She lifted the hem of her apron to her
face and broke into discordant weeping.
“Don’t cry,” said Prudence, softly;

sure he isn’t worth it.”

Mr. Catesby looked at her wanly. He
was beyond further astonishment, and when
Mrs. Truefitt entered the room with a laud-
able attempt to twist her features into an
expression of surprise, he scarcely noticed her.

“ Mis-

“T'm
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