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" I am so sorrv," lie said fnrnostly. *' PKhso

forgivi- rru'. Miss licvcrlrv, and do sit down. It whs

an absurd thing to ff)iTe niv way upon yon likr

tliis. Only, you sir," In: went on, as he helped htr

to a chair, " the circumstances wliich r.quirfd nV

use of a partially assume*! name have chan^jid. I

ought to have written you and explained. N;tfura!ly

>u thought I was dead, or at the other end of tlie

world."

Katharine smiled a little weakly. She wis h.uk

again in her chair, hut Sir Denis seemed to heve

forgotten to release her hand, whi'-h she made no

effort to with(iraw,

" It was perfectly ridiculous of me," she nuir

mured, "but I was just telling Dick — he is l)ack

again for another four days* leave and we were talk-

ing about you at luncheon time — that I wasn't

feeling very well, and your coming in like that was

quite a shock. I am absolutely all right now. Do
please sit down and explain," she begged, motioning

him to a chair.

The waiter had disap,jeared. Sir Denis shook

hands with Richard, who wheeled an easy-chair for-

ward for him. He sat down between them and com-

menced his explanation.

" You see," he went on, '* as a criminal I am really

rather a fraud. When I tell you that I am an Irish-

man —- perhaps you may have guessed it from my
name— and a rabid one. a Sinn Feiner, an<l that for

ten years I have lived with a sentence nrohahly of

death hanging over me, you will perluqts understand

my hatred of England and my somewliat morbid

demeanour generally."


