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By Sarab Guernsey Bradley
' G'ahjrr. Cooces

AFTERWARD

"Nothing much to confess. Betty,—lots of work.
some play, a little mccess." Philip back in tin

\u25a0 oinfortable chair and glanced appreciativl-ly round th<
room. "What an attractive rwra this is.' Just the sort

•\u25a0-I place 1 have often pictured you in.
Hetty thoughi it rather tiresome ofhim to admin- th.

st'tting^b^ore glahcingllt tHtTgern; but at his nt-xt re-
mark slfe smoothed her ruffled plumage.""

You don't lt>bk a day older. Betty! By Jove! you're
even prettier than you used to l><\ and ! shouldn'l have
believed that possible!" His eyes ...... <>n
the bright brown eyes, the wavy brown liair with it> tan
talizing (iasli of and the dear pink and white skin,
where, abasln-d by its beauty, Time, thai injudicious
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