
The King of Arcadia

whom he had given his suit-cases in the Council
BlufFs terminal.

But thinking pointedly of Elsa Craigmiles, and
of the joy of sharing another meal with her in spite
of the Lester Wingfields, he saw nothing, noted
nothmg; and the reverie, . jw frankly traversing
the field of sentiment, ran on unbroken until he
became vaguely aware that the train had stopped
and started again, and that during the pause there
had been sundry clankings and jerkings betokening
the cutting off of a car.

A hasty question fired at the fat porter cleared
the atmosphere of doubt.

"What station was that we just passed .?"

'Short Line Junction, sah; whah we leaves the
Denver cyar—yes, sah."

"What f Isn't this the Denver car .?"

"No, indeed, sah. Dish yer cyar goes on th'oo
to Ogden; yes, sah."

Ballard leaned back again and chuckled in ironic
self-derision. He was not without a saving sense
of humour. What with midnight prowlings and
sentimental reveries he had managed to sever him-
self most abruptly and eff"ectually from his car, from
his hand-baggage, from the prefigured breakfast,
with Miss Elsa for his vis-a^is; and, what was of
vastly greater importance, from the chance of a day-
long business conference with President Pelham'
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