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"I can't tell you how much I esteemed and respected Maria's ascetic force of character. I miss her very much."

"Of course," said Richard Thornhaigh, with gravity. "But I want to talk to you about business, Charles—the business as to which I wrote you."

"Oh, yes, so you did. I remember the letter, now you mention it. Something about a gold mine, was n't it? Do you know, Dick, I distrust Australian gold mines. It's instinct, I suppose."

"I should think you did," cried Uncle Dick. "And if you knew as much about them as I do, you'd sicken at the word. No, sir. My business is legitimate. I am agent for the Westralian Amalgamated Trust and Investment Company."

"You think that’s a good thing?" inquired the parson dubiously.

"I do. I do indeed. I put all I had into it—and here I am, as confidential agent. The shares are not on the open market—we don't want all the world to rush in. It's a snug investment, Charles. Fifteen per cent. How does that strike you?"

"It strikes me as fishy—to be candid," returned the Reverend Charles. "But we'll go into it to-morrow after breakfast, when my brain is fresh and clear. I own I am on the lookout for a profitable investment—indeed, we all are, from the Dean downward. The recent depreciation of land and—what they call—agricultural depression have seriously affected the Cathedral revenues, Dick. Dean Venables has been obliged to restrict his hospitality; and I heard he was actually putting down a man-servant."

"Well," said Uncle Dick, "I want to stay with you a bit, and do a little business for our mutual accommodation—what?"

"Stay as long as you like, and the longer the better, business or no business," said the Reverend Charles heartily.

The way to Uncle Dick's bedroom lay through Lancelot's sleeping chamber. The two men paused, the Reverend Charles shading the light with his hand, and looked at the boy curled up and sound asleep. Richard Thornhaigh slipped a sovereign into the little stocking, bulging with gifts, which was tied to the bed-rail, and went into his room.

Over his mantel-piece hung a photograph of his dead sister, Maria; the presentment of a dark, hard woman, with tight black hair strained over the temples and twisted into a heavy chignon behind. When the Reverend Charles had left his guest to himself, Uncle Dick held the candle to the set features and looked closely at them. 

"So you're in Heaven, Maria," he said. "Really, I think it's the place for you. How you did hate me, to be sure! And jealous too, because you thought I should lead the gentle Charles astray."

He set down the candle, went to the window, and drew aside the curtain.













[image: ]

[image: ]

Retrieved from "https://en.wikisource.org/w/index.php?title=Page:Lippincotts_Monthly_Magazine-94.pdf/13&oldid=13647140"


		Category: 	Proofread




	





	Navigation menu

	
		

	
		Personal tools
	

	
		
			Not logged in
	Talk
	Contributions
	Create account
	Log in


		
	



		
			

	
		Namespaces
	

	
		
			Previous page
	Next page
	Page
	Discussion
	Image
	Index


		
	



			

	
	
		English
	
	
		
		

		
	



		

		
			

	
		Views
	

	
		
			Read
	Edit
	View history


		
	



			

	
	
		More
	
	
		
		

		
	



			

	Search

	
		
			
			
			
			
		

	




		

	

	

	
		
	

	

	
		Navigation
	

	
		
			Main Page
	Community portal
	Central discussion
	Recent changes
	Subject index
	Authors
	Random work
	Random author
	Random transcription
	Help
	Donate


		
	



	

	
		
	

	
		
		

		
	




	
		Tools
	

	
		
			What links here
	Related changes
	Special pages
	Permanent link
	Page information
	Cite this page
	Get shortened URL
	Download QR code


		
	




	
		Print/export
	

	
		
			Printable version
	Download EPUB
	Download MOBI
	Download PDF
	Other formats


		
	



	

	
		In other languages
	

	
		
		

		

	










		 This page was last edited on 18 November 2023, at 00:18.
	Text is available under the Creative Commons Attribution-ShareAlike License; additional terms may apply.  By using this site, you agree to the Terms of Use and Privacy Policy.




		Privacy policy
	About Wikisource
	Disclaimers
	Code of Conduct
	Developers
	Statistics
	Cookie statement
	Mobile view



		[image: Wikimedia Foundation]
	[image: Powered by MediaWiki]






