old home. 10 seamed to him that no
paince could be more welpome. It
was f(urnished comfortably, it was
nesr the town academy, where he
wis one of the professors.  There
wus & vegetable garden and fruit and
chickena  He settled down to prac-
tical househesping, a happy and con-
tented man.

Willis had accepted the house in
the city with some grand plins in
view. He grumbled because, with
the sxception of & few hundred dol-
lars at bank, his aunt bhad left no
Hiquid funds. By the end of & year
he was established as a doctor with
a fashionable cllentele and Fad mar-
ried a lady more renowned for her
social eleganee than either her intel-
ligence or means,

For Heetor life went on evenly, #n-
joyably. He was able to live and
save, and books were his hobby.
Winter evenings the Iitle room he
called his library was & nest of rare
comfort. In summer time be sat on
the screéened poreh, which he had
furnished with & table, a swinging
lamp, chairs and a hammock
Sereened in, it was a favorite pre-
cinct of peace and enjoyment.

And then, abruptly, delightfully,
romance came into his life. It was
Hke a chapter in some old-fashioned
story book, the clreumstances under
which he met Bunice Graydon

Who but a visionary writer would
ever have Imagined that the daughier
of the richest man In the village
would come to the modast humble
home us 4 guest, remain there two
whiole hours and take in the odd en-
joyment plainly evidenced In her
bright, winsome face!

“Halloa!"

The ecall, echoing and somewhnat
mandatory, took Hector to the front
door one cold snowy night In March,
He stralned his ylsion to make out a
man well muffled up, holding the
Teine that gulded o steaming team of
Borses. Near to him was a graceful
{etll&lu.lna figure, shivering with the
co

“Wan't yeu come here for a min-
me?" calind enit the man to Hector,
and the lacter hurried on overcont
mnd cap. “I'am Mr. (iraydon,” con-
tinued the other in an arstocratic
way. “My daugbter, Miss Graydow."
he mtroduced informally. “The
sleigh. tipped over, smashing & run-
ner and wrecking it. P've got to get
these horses home. Woen't you give
my daughter shelter with your wom-
enfolk HIl [ get home and send an-
other conveyance for her®"

"Burely, Mr. Graydon," bowed
Hectlor courteously, and he asatsted
the young Indy through the sonow-
drifts and into the house,

“There are no womenfolk,” he re-
utarked, as Bunite Graydon ran to
the cozy fireplace wnd held out her
chilled hands with a Hitde ery of
delight.

“You surprise me," she fNashed
oul, and he felt the warmth and sin-
cerity of the compliment #5  her
bright eyes took In the ueat fur-
nishings.,

And then they chatted, There was
no restraint. I2 her nocent girfish
way she toid how she had attended
two 0f his lectures at the town hall,
and Heotor inquired aftér the health
of her mother, 3 confirmed invalid in
whom the whole village fell it had a
right to be Interestad.

It was all too brief, that lovely
visit, amd when Mis=s Graydon lert
Hectar be Inslsted on providing her
with a warm wrap. From U5 place
in the old wardrobe the shaw! his
aunt had so laboriously Knitted was
brought forth. He thrilli as he
placed It phiout her shoulders, Then
the carrisge thut had come for her
took her away, and, returning to
the lonely room, for an hour Heotor
stood gowing upon the chair where
ghe had sat as though lo_some won-
derful vision. !

What was his surprise the next
day, when the shawl was returned,
not by a servant, but by Miss Gray-
don, accompanied by a friend

*] bave mude a strange discovery,




