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I thank you, sir, more than you may ever know."

Fingers touched for one brief second, and an elec-

tric thrill swept over each. Blue eyes looked into ar-

dent brown ones, and

trembled at the swift

internal upheaval. A

moment later she said,

looking away from him

r , and at the picture

. "Would you part with
,l

the painting, Mr. Ren

f I I if
frew ? I would take it

on your own terms."

A red flame swept to

his cheek. "Money can

not purchase it, and

there is but one thing

in the whole world that

I would accept in ex-

change for it"
His voice was hoarse with suppressed passion.

His eyes glowed, and seemed to reach her where she

stood. She stirred uneasily.
" What is it ? " she gasped, under her breath, and

still gazing at the picture.

What madness urged him on? It certainly was

madness. But Renfrew had a reckless, Bohemian

dash about him, and he would dare it, even though

he lost. He took a step nearer, and whispered through

his teeth, while the surging crowd jostled by
" Miss Brockton- -"
She trembled visibly and put up one hand as if to

to ward off the expected words.
" Oh, hush! You must not"
" By Heaven, I will, and you shall hear me. It

it s yourself! "

Without even a glance toward him, she turned lite

a frightened doe and fled to the safe shelter of the

Lady Margaret In the hours of cool reflection that

followed, Renfrew had the satisfaction of calling him-

self an ass many times that day, and many days there-

after. Did he play a losing game? The writer of twj
story takes great pleasure in chronicling, and I
my readers will in perusing, that, about the holiday

the Lady Margaret Fanshawe returned to LamWJ
Place alone. She declared herself most shanieW


