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money in Paris. He remembered that she wore
a watch which flashed with jewels on the one
occasion when he had seen it for a moment.
He wished he had postponed his explanation
for one more day; still, that was something
easily remedied. He would tell her he had
thrown over the other girl for her sake. Like a
pang there came to him the remembrance that
he did not know her address, nor even her
family name. Still, she would be sure to visit
the little park, and he would haunt it until she
came. The haunting would give additional
point to his story of consuming love. Anyhow,
nothing could be done that night.

In the morning he was overjoyed to receive a
letter from Yvette, and he was more than
pleased when he read its contents. It asked
for one more meeting behind the church.

‘1 could not tell you to-day,” she wrote, “ all I
felt. To-morrow you shall know, if you meet me.
Do not fear that I will reproach you.  You will re-
receive this letter in the morning. At twelve
o’clock I shall be waiting for you on the sixth bench
on the row south of the fountain—the sixth bench—
the farthest from the church.

“ YVETE.”

McLane was overjoyed at his good luck.
He felt that he hardly merited it. He was
early at the spot, and sat down on the last bench
of the row facing the fountain. Yvette had not
yet arrived, but it was still half an hour before
the time. McLane read the morning paper
and waited’;f-At last the bells all around him
chimed thejhour of twelve. She had not come.
This was unusual, but always possible. She
might not have succeeded in getting away. The
quarter and then the half hour passed before
McLane began to suspect that he had been




