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fist, “have a care, man, or you shall measure
the length of my sword.”

Both noblemen faced each other, their hands
upon their swords.

“My lords, my lords!” pleaded a dis-
tinguished-looking man of more advanced years,
who sat at one side of the table and in whose
features the habitués of diplomatic circles
would have recognized the handsome linea-
ments of the Marquis of Frogwater, British
Ambassador to Siam. ‘“Let us have no quar-
relling. Come Wynchgate, come Dogwood,”
he continued, with a mild oath, “put up your
swords. It were a shame to waste time in
private quarrelling. They may be needed all
too soon in Cochin China, or, for the matter of
that,” he added sadly, “in Cambodia or in
Dutch Guiana.”

“Frogwater,” said young Lord Dogwood,
with a generous flush, “I was wrong. Wrynch-
gate, your hand.”

The two noblemen shook hands.

“My friends,” said Lord Wynchgate, “in
asking you to abandon our game, I had an end
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