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I0 Tn tbe Midst of Alarms.

fessor’s face as he slipped the book into his
pocket. He had vaguely felt that he was tres-
passing when he first entered the hotel, and
now his doubts were confirmed. )

“ I—I am not exactly a guest,” he stammered.

“ What do you mean by not exactlya guest ?”’
continued the other, regarding the professor
with a:cold and scrutinizing gaze. “ A man is

either a guest or he is not, I take it. Which |
it in your case?” ‘
“ I presume, technically speaking,’I not.”

“ Technically speaking! More evasions. Let
me ask you, sir, as an ostensibly honest man, if
you imagine that all this luxury—this—this
elegance—is ‘maintained for nothing? Do you
think, sir, that it is provided for -any man who
has cheek enough to step out of the street and
enjoy it ? Is' it kept up, I ask, for people who
are, technically speaking, not guests ?

The expression of conscious guilt deepened on
the face of the unfortunate professor. He had
nothing to say. He realized that his conduct
was too flagrant to admit of defense, so he
attemptedsnon®. - -Suddenly the countenance of
his questioner lit up with a smile, and he smote

. the professor on the shoulder.

“Well, old stick-in-the-mud, you haven’t
changed a particle in fifteen years! You don’t
mean to pretend you don’t know me?”

“You can’t—you can’t be Richard Yates? ”

“T not only can, but I can’t be anybody else.
I know, because I have often tried. Well, well,
well, well ! Stilly we used to call you; don’t
you remember ? I’ll never forget that time we
sang ‘ Oft in the stilly night’in front of your
window when you were studying for the exams.
You always were a quiet fellow, Stilly. I've
been waiting for you nearly a wholeday. I#ras
up just now with a party of friends when the
boy brought me your card—a little philanthropic




