November 1, 1899]

“80 am I, but it seemed wngracious to
deciine so small o service. 1 didu't fovesee
that he was going to become offensively
And T dido't know that he was
going Lo make a great black thumb-mark on
one of the envelopes.  Did you seeit, Dad 7™

“Yes, and 1 saw him attentively reading
the address.” My little daughter was look-
ing with shining eyes into the fire. | paused,
she Jaid a burning cheek upon iny hand, but
I nust kelp her.

familiar,

suid nothiug,
“Have you anything to tell me

abeut Harry Markham? ™
* Yeu, Dad,” very softly.

“I don’t want to lose you yet, child.
You are very young.” _
“ Oh, not yet, Daddy dear, not for

ever and cver so lonyg !
“1f T know young Markhan. he
won't wail ever so long,” 1 said,

 asked.

She had risen, and wax standing
hehind me, too shy to let me see lLer
face.  She now threw her arms round
my neck and kissed me, sobbing a
little.
Dad ! she cried, as if she felt that
1 needed comfort.
of-Fact “You had better ask
Harry to writo to me about it, or to
come, it possible, and pay us a visit.

“1 love you tou, dear old

I assumed a matter-
air,

Tnderstand e, 1 would rather give
you to Harry Markhan than to anyone
clse, and 1 hope he will make you
happy, my child.”

For a few days we were free
from our incubus. His business
detained him at Khketahuna, Mail
day came, and brought an answer
to Louise's letter.  Enclosed was
that letter itself with its euvelope, In
explanation of this Markham wrote: * As
vou have not hitherto been wont to smear
your correspondence with tobaeco ashes and
thumb antographs, I return your letter (but
I must have it again, dear) to ask you
whether vou can aceount for the state it is
m. Is it possible that some one has opened
it¥ You will sce that the postmark is
Eketahuna. The inference is that you
entrusted it to some ome to post for

ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE.

1 CHARGED HIM WITH OPENING TIE

143

you. Was your messenger trustworthy ?”
The rest of the letter was not for me to
see,

Unfolding the returned letter, wo found
a darge thumb-mark on the note-paper ~
corresponding to that on the euvelopo.
Careful comparison, with the aid of a lens,
showed that the same thumb had made
both fmpressions.  Now we had seen tho
Bloke muke the mark on the envelopo.
There was no doubt that be had tampered
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with the letter, and Louise’s face burned al
the thought of his having read what her
heart had prompted her to write to her
lover. The letter was still in my hand
when the Bloke appeared, lowd-voiced and
self-satisfied as ever. He was received in
dead silence. Louise remained standing,
white with anger. The Bloke sat down.

Y Well, what's up?  Who's cat's dead 7
he inquired, crossing his legs, and
mechanically lighting his pipe.



