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old couple as they lay buddled in the
corner, a confused bioi of and
shadows.

“It’s love that holds them together,”
she said i her dehating-soclely volce
hushed down to a whisper, “not the mere
fact of marriage.”

“I dunno,” saul he trueulently. %[
don’t believe they’d be together now if
they weren't married— anvhow, not to-
sother like this.”

“Why not? Why shouldn’t lovers be
farthful 27

“Tt’s different, as Pve told yvou a hun-
dred times, espeeially wher you're old.
Pd think nothing of it if they were
young or muddle-uged. But they’re old,
and there must have been lofs of times
when they were tired of loving and tired
of life, and would never have gone on
if they hadn’t belonged to each other.”

“That’s just it--they were tied.”

“And the tie kept them {ogether over
the bad places. It’s like being reped an
a climh, When one or ancther of them
went down there was always the rope,
and as secon as they were on their legs
again they didn’t notice it. [ believe
people who aren’t married--no matter
how mueh they love each other—somehow
they're hardly ever in together at the
finish.  You generally find thet if the
going’s rough they driff apart.  Why,
vou yoursell say you'd hate {eo helong to
a man all vour hife; you want the one
great Moment, and then not to speil it
by going on together. T think there’s a
goodl deal to he sad for that, though, as
Pve told von dozens of times, T want to
narry you.”

He Jooked very voung as he sat there
heside her o the dving firelight. He was
only a hoy, or he wounldn’ have eome
with her; he wouldn't have let hier foree
her adventure on him like that,  He was
very voung, but he would grow old, like
AMr. Dalrymple. That soff. brown lock
of hair on his forchead would he grey,
his face a little worn, perhaps. Should
she see 1t then, or wonld they have gone
their separate ways?  She  wondered
what he would look like when he was old
—what he wonld he like? Kind, pro-
teetive, unselfish, like Mr. Dalrymple? A
strong arm to lean on when she needed
it most?  Growing old togeiher—together
not. only ak the start, but at the journey’s
el --bat tied, as Mr. and Mrs. Dal-
rvinple were {ied, by the memories of
struggles and toils together, by adven-
tnres and hardships shared, by long vears
of compantonship in wavfaring, hy the
Tove of their ehildren.

She howed her head suddenly over her
lap and tears fell inteo her hands.

“Meave, darling, what is 1it?  T'eil me.”

His arm was rvound her, lis shoulder
umler her cheek.

rags

“Bob---Bob—will vou always love me

when we're old?

“Of course, T shall always love vou.™

“Ag mueh as that-——?"  Sle waved
ler hand towards the indefinite mass of
Mr. and Mrs. Dalrvinple.

“T should hope so”—with a litile eon-
tompt.
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*“Then---Bob—Ilet’s go baek.”

“Go back where?"

“Home—I want us to get married.”

“My little Meave! Bul you said— --

“Tt’s seeing them. They're so happy
—they're so true. They're dirty, terrible,
shameless old things, but they're happy.
They’ve got something that we haven't
got, that we can’t ever have, unless we're
married.”

He had the wisdom to he silenf, lng-
ging her without a word.

“Let’'s go back home. Tt's not {en
o’clock yet, and we can tell Moiher we
were eaught in the rain and waited to
see 1f it would stop.  She need
know.™

“And we'll get married 77

“Yes— thoagh you know she'll make us
go 1n for everything—bridesmaids and
rice and chureh hells and all that.”

“Never mind! Tl make Mrs
rymple’s fortune come (rue.”

"

never

Dal-

They bhoth langhed a little.

“When shall we start?? he asked her,

“0Ol, soon—now.”

“But it’s coming down in buckets!”

“Never mund,  We're only an hour
from home. We haven’t got to face all
fhat walk into Ryde, and thén the jour-
ney into London.”

She shivered a hittle, and he drew her
elose in sudden, fieree proteetion.

“L shouldn’t have let vou come. Ive
heen a fool about all this. T didn’t be-
lieve in if, and vet T gave way. hecause
I was afraid of lesing you. 1 should
have had sense enough for hoth of s,
amd made you go way instead of
vours.”’ '

“Ts thal what you're
fulare 27

“Yes - when vou're a silly liftle thing!™

She laughed with her mouth close 1o
his, .

It was he who remembered the
tor ¢uick action.

“Come, we must be gelting off, or we
shan’t be home till it's too late to explain.
Are you ready?’

“Quite. I'm glad we didn’t bring any
luggage, exeepl in our wlster pockets. 1
wonid have heen diffienlt to explain why
we'd gone for a walk will: two sniteases.”

They gigeled Heht-heartedly, and went
out on tip-toe.

They were off, huf just as they were
leaving the Moekbeggar she remembered
sonething that had been left undone.

“Roh, we onght to tell them. T wand
them to know.”

my

going to do in

need

“For heaven's sake don’t wa hack and
wake them up. What do yvou want then
to know??

39

“That we're going to be married.”

“What on earth bas that go to do with
them ¥

“Oh, nothing, of course, but I thought
- - - (Give me a leaf out of your
pocket-book, there’s a darling”

He gave 1t, and she seribbled on it:
“We are going fo be married,” and creep-
mg hack ite the room, put it on the
mantelpicee beside the pietures of the
blowsy girl and the sailor.

“And look here,” she added, “as we're
nol going to London, we might just leave
the price of our tickets with them. It
may help them a lot.”

“They’ll probably spend it on drink.”

“SVell, lek them. I don’t eare. 1 ean't
bear to think of people without proper
boots on iheir feet.”

The frelight was playing reproach-
fully on the toe of Mr. Dalrymple’s shoe.

“Nor ean L. Well, here’s the money.
It he o surprise for them when they
wake up.”

He put it beside the paper on the
wmantelpicee, and they both went ont.

It was daylight when AMr. and Mrs.
Reginald  Dalrviaple  aweke 3 the storm
had eceased.

“Hullo!  They've gone!” said he.

“Not taken any of our things with
them, have fhey, Ree?’ asked his wife,
looking round anxiously.

“Not  they—thev're  gentry.  Geniry
don’ take poor people’s things without
a lawver.,  What's this?”

Her husband had found the treasure
on the mantelpicce.

“Pm blowed il they haven’t left their
money behind “em - o pound, if it’s a

tanner!”

“That’s luck for us, anvway, tf it ain’t
exactly hwl for them.”

“0N, T reckon they .done it on purpose.
They'd never have put thewr dongh just
there by our Jack’s likeness. T#'s Chris-
tian charily, ithat’s what it 18

“1 don’t helieve it’s Christian charity
—ihat'wd be tuppence. A pound’s noth-
me but an aecident. Howsumever, 1t
makes no difference to me what it is, so
could de with ' »

long as if's there. 1
plate o ham.”

“A plate o' ham and a cap o' eoffee,
and a boitle o whisky to eome along with
us to Tonbridge.”

SThat’s 1. But look  there,
there’s writing on the paper!”

“8o there is. Py we ain’t geollards”

“Maybe s @ word for us”

P hat’s what it is, T oreckon”

She pieked uap the paper and inspeeted

Reg

it solemnly, then passed it on to her hus-

hand, who &id the same.

SPify we never got no sehool-learning,
H(_‘\L‘.’.” '

“['ve pever el the wani”

“But I’'d like 1o be able fo
word they've left us?”

“That’s becanse vou're a woman and
made of curiosity. T, heing a man, says
let’s {anke the money amnd be thankful.
And now, old lady, pack np your traps,
for, thanks to this bif of luck, we'll have
our breaktfast ot fhe *‘Blue Boar””
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