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whistle under his breath, and Mrs. Bowman

promptly said, " Jf'sA ! "

" But how did you discover me ?" she

inquired, turning again to the visitor.

" Wandering over the world," continued

Mr. Tucker, " here to-day and there to

morrow, and unable to settle down any

where, I returned to Northtown about two

years ago. Three days since, in a tramcar, I

heard your name mentioned. I pricked up

my ears and listened ; when I heard that you

were free I could hardly contain myself. I

got into conversation with the lady and

obtained your address, and after travelling

fourteen hours here I am."

" How very extraordinary ! " said the widow.

" I wonder who it could have been ? Did

she mention her name?"

Mr. Tucker shook his head. Inquiries as

to the lady's appearance, age, and dress were

alike fruitless. " There was a mist before

my eyes," he explained. " I couldn't realize

it. I couldn't believe in my good fortune." â�¢

" I can't think " began Mrs. Bowman.

"What does it matter?" inquired Mr.

Tucker, softly. " Here we are together

again, with life all before us and the misun

derstandings of long ago all forgotten."

Mr. Clark cleared his throat preparatory

to speech, but a peremptory glance from

Mrs. Bowman restrained him.

" 1 thought you were dead," she said,

turning to the smiling Mr. Tucker. " I never

dreamed of seeing you again."

" Nobody would," chimed in Mr. Clark.

" When do you go back ? "

" Back ? " said the visitor. " Where ? "

"Australia," replied Mr. Clark, with a glance

of defiance at the widow. " You must ha"

been missed a preat deal all this time."

Mr. Tucker regarded him with a haughty

stare. Then he bent towards Mrs. Bowman.

" Do you wish me to go back ? " he asked,

impressively.

" We don't wish either one way or the

other," said Mr. Clark, before the widow

could speak. " It don't matter to us."

" We ?" said Mr. Tucker, knitting his

brows and ga/.ing anxiously at Mrs. Bowman.

" We ?"

" We are going to be married in six weeks'

time," said Mr. Clark.

Mr. Tucker looked from one to the other

in silent misery ; then, shielding his eyes with

his hand, he averted his head. Mrs. Bow

man, with her hands folded in her lap, regarded

him with anxious solicitude.

" I thought perhaps you ought to know,"

said Mr. Clark.

Mr. Tucker sat bolt upright and gazed at

him fixedly. " I wish you joy," he said, in a

hollow voice.

"Thankee," said Mr. Clark ; "we expect to

be pretty happy." He smiled at Mrs. Bow

man, but she made no response. Her looks

wandered from one to the otherâ��from the

good looking, interesting companion of her

youth to the short, prosaic little man who was

exulting only too plainly in his discomfiture.

Mr. Tucker rose with a sigh. "Good-bye,"

he said, extending his hand.

"You are not goingâ��yet ? " said the widow.

Mr. Tucker's low-breathed " I must " was

just audible. The widow renewed her ex

postulations.

"Perhaps he has got a train to catch," said

the thoughtful Mr. Clark.

"No, sir," said Mr. Tucker. " As a

matter of fact, I had taken a room at the

George Hotel for a week, but I suppose I

had better get back home again."

" No; why should you ?" said Mrs.

Bowman, with a rebellious glance at Mr.

Clark. " Stay, and come in and see me

sometimes and talk over old times. And

Mr. Clark will be glad to see you, I'm sure.

Won't you Nathâ��Mr. Clark ? "

" I shall beâ��delighted," said Mr. Clark,

staring hard at the mantelpiece. " De

lighted."

Mr. Tucker thanked them both, and after

groping for some time for the hand of Mr.

Clark, who was still intent upon the mantel

piece, pressed it warmly and withdrew.

Mrs. Bowman saw him to the door, and a

low-voiced colloquy, in which Mr. Clark

caught the word " afternoon," ensued. By

the time the widow returned to the room he

was busy building with the draughts again.

Mr. Tucker came the next day at three

o'clock, and the day after at two. On the

third morning he took Mrs. Bowman out for

a walk, airily explaining to Mr. Clark, who

met them on the way, that they had come

out to call for him. The day after, when

Mr. Clark met them returning from a walk,

he was assured that his silence of the day

before was understood to indicate a distaste

for exercise.

" And, you see, I like a long walk," said

Mrs. Bowman, " and you are not what I

should call a good walker."

" You never used to complain," said Mr.

Clark ; " in fact, it was generally you that

used to suggest turning back."

"She wants to be amused as well," re

marked Mr. Tucker ; " then she doesn't feel

the fatigue."
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He folded his arms and regarded the pair

with a bitter smile ; Mrs. Bowman, quite un

able to meet his eyes, still gazed intently at

the floor.

"You have made me the laughing-stock

of Trimington," pursued Mr. Clark. " You

have wounded me in my tenderest feelings ;

you have destroyed my faith in women. I

shall never be the same man again. I hope

that you will never find out what a terrible

mistake you've made."

Mrs. Bowman made a noise half-way

between a sniff and a sob ; Mr. Tucker's sniff

was unmistakable.

" I will return your presents to-morrow,"

said Mr. Clark, rising. " Good bye, for

ever! "

He paused at the door, but Mrs. Bowman

did not look up. A second later the front

door closed and she heard him walk rapidly

away.

For some time after his departure she

preserved a silence which Mr. Tucker

endeavoured in vain to break. He took a

chair by her side, and at the third attempt

managed to gain possession of her hand.

" I deserved all he said," she cried, at last.

" Poor fellow, I hope he will do nothing

desperate."

" No, no," said Mr. Tucker, soothingly.

" His eyes were quite wild," continued the

widow. "If anything happens to him I shall

never forgive myself. I have spoilt his

life."

Mr. Tucker pressed her hand and spoke of

the well-known refining influence a hopeless

passion for a good woman had on a man.

He cited his own case as an example.

" I )isappointment spoilt my life so far as

worldly success goes," he said, softly, " but

no doubt the discipline was good for me."

Mrs. Bowman smiled faintly, and began to

he a little comforted. Conversation shifted

from the future of Mr. Clark to the past of

Mr. Tucker; the widow's curiosity as to the

extent of the latter's worldly success remain

ing unanswered by reason of Mr. Tucker's

sudden remembrance of a bear-fight.

Their future was discussed after supper,

and the advisability of leaving Trimington

considered at some length. The towns and

villages of England were at their disposal;

Mr. Tucker's business, it appeared, being

independent of place. He drew a picture of

life in a bungalow with modern improve

ments at some seaside town, and, the cloth

having been removed, took out his pocket-

book and, extracting an old envelope, drew

plans on the back.

It was a delightful pastime and made Mrs.

Bowman feel that she was twenty and begin

ning life again. She toyed with the pocket-

book and complimented Mr. Tucker on his

skill as a draughtsman. A letter or two fell

out and she replaced them. Then a small

newspaper cutting, which had fluttered out

with them, met her eye.

"A little veranda with roses climbing up

it," murmured Mr. Tucker, still drawing,

"and a couple of "

His pencil was arrested by an odd, gasping

noise from the widow. He looked up and

saw her sitting stiffly in her chair. Her face

seemed to have swollen and to be coloured

in patches; her eyes were round and amazed.

"Aren't you well?" he inquired, rising in

disorder.

Mrs. Bowman opened her lips, but no

sound came from them. Then she gave a

long, shivering sigh.

" Heat of the room too much for you ? "

inquired the other, anxiously.

Mrs. Bowman took another long, shivering

breath. Still incapable of speech, she took

the slip of paper in her trembling fingers and

an involuntary exclamation of dismay broke

from Mr. Tucker. She dabbed fiercely at

her burning eyes with her handkerchief and

read it again.

"TUCKER.â��If this should meet the eye oj

Charles Tucker, who knew Amelia Wyborn

twenty-five years ago, he will hear of something

greatly to his advantage by communicating

with N.C., Royal Hotel, NortMown"

Mrs. Bowman found speech at last.

" N. C.â��Nathaniel Clark,"she said, in broken

tones. " So that is where he went. Oh,

what a fool I've been ! Oh, what a simple

fool !"

Mr. Tucker gave a deprecatory cough.

" Iâ��I had forgotten it was there," he said,

nervously.

" Yes," breathed the widow, " I can quite

believe that."

" I was going to show you later on,"

declared the other, regarding her carefully.

" I was, really. I couldn't bear the idea of

keeping a secret from you long."

Mrs. Bowman smiledâ��a terrible smile.

" The audacity of the man," she broke out,

" to stand there and lecture me on my

behaviour. To talk about his spoilt life, and

all the time "

She got up and walked about the room,

angrily brushing aside the proffered atten

tions of Mr. Tucker.

"Laughing-stock of Trimington, is he?"

she stormed. " He shall be more than that






