
OLD-FASHIONED GENTLEMAN

" Tell him—tell him— Oh, Mr. Gregg,

you know how I love him !
"

She was through the curtains and half-

way down the corridor before he could

reach the door. All the light had come
back to her eyes and the spring to her step.

Adam walked to the banisters and lis-

tened to the patter of her little feet de-

scending the stairs to the street. Then he

went back into the studio and drew the

curtains. Thank God, her heart was

all right.

Once more he picked his brushes

from the ginger-jar where in his despair he

had thrust them. Nothing in the situation

had changed. The fear that Madeleine

had lost her love for Phil had never trou-

bled him for an instant. Women's hearts

did not beat that way. That Phil's future

was assured once he got his feet under him
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