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Christine sighed.

“T told him I dldn't want to ses him.
I told him I didn't want him to come

He isn't to eoma or even

“And then—what happens then?"

Christine began to cry.

"“0Oh, T don't know—I don't know,' she
sobbed, "I min so miserabls—I wish 1
ware dead.”

Gladys Inld & hand on har bow:d head,

“You're 80 young, Christine,” she sald
sadly. “Somehow don't belleve yol'n |
ever grow up.” She had not t ““|
heart to tell her that ahe thought this
alx monthe' separation could do no good |
at pll—that it would only tend to widen
the breach niready between them, |

Bhe was n pretty good judge of char- |
ncter : ahe knew quite woll what sort of
@ man Jimmy Challoner wias, And sis
monthe—waell, alx months was a long
Ltimy

“Mr, Kettering  knows Jimmy's
brother,' Christine sald presently, dry-|
Ing her eyes. “Ho 1 suppose |f he comes
o llve anywhere near here, hb  win
know what—what Ia the matter 'with—
with mo and Jimmy, and he'll write and
tell Horace."

“And then Jimmy will get hiy allow
ance stopped, and serve him right,” sald
Gladys !)Ilmllr.

Christlne erled out In m‘ma‘r:

“Oh, but that would be readful
What would he do?"

"Work llke other men, of cou/se”

But Christine would not listen.

“1 aholl ask Mr X ttering not to tell
Horpoe—Iif I . ver see him agaln,” she
sald aglintedly.

Gladya Iaur{m-‘l dryly.

“Oh, wyou'll eee him again
noughy” she sald lnconleally.

It took Jimmy a whole weck to reallze
that Christine meant whut she anld
when she asked hlm not to writa to her,
or go near her. At firet ho ‘had been sod
nure that In & day or two at most she
would be porry, and want to ses hini;
somehow he could not belleve that the
Httle unse!fish glrl he had known sll B
Hfe could so determinedly make up hey
mind and stiek to it.

He grumbled and growled to Sangste
every time they met,

“T was a fon] ta Jot her o, The Iay
Is= on my eids ; 1 could have Insiat
that she stay with me” He looked
at hie friend. "1 could have Indisted, .
say " he reponied.

Sangeier ralsed his eyes

“I'm not d nying (t; but
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wiser ns it 8. Laave her nlone, &

things will work out thelr owan salv
tlon "

“Sh Il fore t all ab e, and the
what wi'l happen? Jimmy demands

‘A piee thing—a very nilce thing th
wou'd bLe'

“No doubt she thinks that ia what yo
viah h r to do.”

I'mmy eal'ed him a ‘ool he threw a
hn feemoked clgaretle Into the fire anwu
it waltching It burn with a scowl on his
acy,

The last weok had seemed endless, He
had k pt away from the club; the men
n the club alwayns knew every I ng—ho
had I arned that by previous experience;
he had no d sire for the shower of chan
which he knoew would greet his wpponr-
anes thers, |

Married a week—and now Christine
had gone! It made hin soul writhe to
think of It. It had hurt enough to be
Jitd; but this; well, this struck at hi
pride even more deeply. |

"I thought you promlsed me to go
down to Upton Houre und see how things
were,” he growled at Sangster, “You
hav:n't been, have you” [ suppose you
don't mean to go elther?"

"My dear chap '

"Oh, don't ‘dear chap’
struck in Irritably. *“Go, If you mean
o go. * * * After all, If ahything
}-:alﬂpanu to Christine, it'a my responsi-

ity "

“Then you should go yourself.”

‘I promised [ wouldn't—unless nhe
aalt'd me to. If you were anything w
o eport '

In the end Sangster consenled to go.
He was not anxious to undertnke the
journey, much as he wanted (o see
Christine agnin, At the end of the s ¢
ond wiek he went off early one morn-
ing without telllng Jimmy of his In-
tentlons, and was back In town late tha
sume mnight. Jimmy was walting for
him In the reoms in the unfashlonable
part of Bloomsbury. It struck Sang-
it r for the Nrst tima that Jimmy was
Ia-mnn_nﬁ to luook old; his ace was
drawn—his eyes looked worried, He
urrcd on hig friend with a sort of rage
wlien he entered.

“Why you hnve told me
wher  you were going? Here I've been
wniting about all day, wondering where
You were and what was up.”

“I'va been to see your wife, and—
and there's nothing up.”

:'\ ou mean you didn't ses her?”

'Oh, yis, 1 aid."

"Well—well ! Jimmy's volco sounded
i It his nerves were worn to rags; he
could hardly keep still

. “She seemed very cheorful, sald
sSangster slowly, He spoke with eare,
us |f he were choosing hls words, “Migs
Lelghton was with her; and we all had
tea together,”

"At lpton House?"

“Yes f

me,"” Jimmy

couldn’t

.!lmmy‘n eyen were [lmmlnﬁ.

‘How doea the old place look? he
nnked eagerly. “Gad! don't I wish I'd
enough money to buy It myself, You've
no |dea what & ripping fine time we used
10 have thers years ago "

“1'm sure you did ; but—well, as a mat-
lrr:';-fléacl. I belleve the house {s sold."

Sold)’

"Yes; o man named Kettering —a
friend of your brother's, I belleve—I{s ne-
gotlating for It, at any rats. Whether
!Ihe“purulmu Is really completed or not

“Kottering 1" .Iimmf'n volce sounded
nngry.  “RKettering—that stuck-up ass,”
he suid savagely.

sangster luughed.

"I whouldn't have described him as
stuck-up at all,” he sxld calmly, “"He
siruck mo as being an extremely nice
wort of fellow.”

“\Wasg he thers, then?"

"Yes—he's staying somswhers in tha
nelghborhood temmporarily, I believe, from
what | heard ) at any rate, he seomed
very friendly with—with your wife and
Mira Lelghton® -

Jimmy began pacing the room,

*“1 remeimnber him well,” he sald dark-
Iy, nfter o moment. “Blg chap with a
brown, mustache—pots of money.” e
walked the length of the rgom agnin
“("hristine ought not to encourage h'm."”
he burst out presently, “*“What on earth
must people think, as I'm not there.”

“1 don't seo any hurm,” Bangster bee
gan mildly.

Jimmy rounded on him:

"You—you wouldn't see harm In any-
thing : but Christine's a very attractive
Httle thing, and—"

He broke off, Nushing Aully, "Anyway,
I won't have 1L he added snappily

“T don't weo how you're going to stop
Ity unless—""

“Unleas what?"

"Unlesn you go down there.' Sungster
apoka deliborntely now. In spite of his
culm assertion that thers was no harm
in Kettering's visit to Upton House, hig
nnxlous eyes had notlesd the indefinable
something in Kettering’'s manner toward
Christine that had struck Gladys Lelgh-
ton that first evening. Bangster knew
men well, and he knew, without any
plainer slgns or telling, that it was not
the house {tself that took Kettering there
80 often, but the littla mistress of the
house, with her swoeet eyes and her pa-
thetlo little smile

Ho got up and lald a hand on Jimmy's
shoulder aa he spoke,

"“Why not go down yourself?” he sald,

c.p.?'lmlly.

Immy swora “T sald 1 wouldn't
¢ & ¢ I'm not going to be tha first to
wlve 1o, It wae her doin he nent ma
away. If she wants me she can say so.”
“fine has her pride, too, you know.'

Jimmy swore again. He was feeling
very Il and upeet; he was fAirmly con-
vinced that he was the most ill-used
beggar In the whole of London. Remorse
wan gnawing at his heart, thou he
waa trying to belleve that it wns entirely
another emotion. He had not slept prop-
erly for nights; his head sched, and his
nerves were ]umry.

“1'11 not go till she sends for me,™ he
sald aguin obstinately,

Bungster made no comment. He did
not see Jimmy again for some d.‘:fu.
though he heard of him once or twice
from a mutual acquaintance.
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