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i "1-I fancy so," hie starinrcd. There was reproach
in his face, but Priscilla was ruthless and the instinct of
sef-preservation was strong wthin hier.

" Would it bother you too mucb to get me one?" she-
asked, swely polite, but wrapped in conventionality
as a garment. " Straberrif theyý have it. The
rooms are so hot, aren1twthery Pt a sa me to send you
into that rnelee again."

"Not at aIl. I'm delighted."
Ile was civil but perplexed. The change had corne so,

suddenly. She had seerned sokind. What hadhe said?
Whatbad he done? Nothing; but perhaps in another
moment he would have-and what right hadl hc? A sud-
den thankfulness illumined bis face and, as hie turncd
away, ît was Priscilla who was puzzled.

Why should he look so relieved? It was odious of bim.
She almst wished she had allowed him togo on. She was
hait tempted to stay and see what he could be jnduced
to say but-a vision of confession and its consequences
rose before hier. No; she mnuat escape while she could.
She sprang to ber f eet and movcd suiftly toward the
door, but stopped suddenly.. A pretty, elaborately
f owned woman, with a gray-aredstinguished-
looking mani by her side, was corning slowly along the
hall, absorbed in lier companion, talking volubly,
vivaciously, in a voice unristakably American. Pris-
cilla stare at bier compatriot for an infinitesinial fraction
of a second, recognition flooding bier eycs and consterna-
tion following close bebind. Then, turning, she sought
refuge in a window alcove, partly drawing the beavy
curtain behind ber.

That Betty Allison sbould arise out of ber past to block
the rond to safety I Betty Allison, wbo would know ber
at a glance, and wbose curosity wassure to bave outlived
lier marrîage into the British nobility. There would be no
escaping Betty witbout giving a detailed explanation of
her resence in ILondon and at the wedding. Priscilla
coud actually hear the rapid fire of questions, Wbere
are you staying? Wth whom are you travelling? Who
brougbt you biere?

FROM bebind the friendly sbelter of the curtain theFgirl peere!d out, wairing nervously for the propitious
moment. At any time tbe Nice Man migbt corne back
with tbe strawberry ices and then it would bc too late
torin away

The higK* American voice sounded more and more
clearl, the figures of the wornan and nai appeared
outaîde, the wide open doors of the morning room. In
another moment tfsey would bave passed; but during
that moment, Lady Betty perceived a divan ranged
againat the wall directly opposite the open doors and
paused before it, with a Iàughing word toher comn-
panîonlwbo,nothingloath,s.ankuipontheclowseatbesidle her.

Lady Bietty's voice bad sunk to a murmur. It gave
place now to the lower, dleeper mnurmur of a mian's voice,
a voice much too fervent for mere socity notbin1gs.
Really, Lord Kilrose should look after B3etty. The
voice suddenly achieved nonchalant ligbtness. Some one
must be coming down the hall. Prisciillai's prophetie
matitannounced the Nice Man; and wben she looked out,
cautiously, there he stood in the doorway, bis eyes
earching the empty roomi, his face an cloquent study in

Ttie couple on the divan were watcbing him iîdly.
Priscilla debated the situation. She could flot stay

there in the alcove indefinitely. She certainly could flot
gout and meet Betty. Perhaps, If they ras-d the

idea that there was a tete-a-tete scbeduleg o h
morning room, a felIow feeling or a desire for prlvacy
might make the intruders mnove on. The Nice Mant
had comneinto the room and was standing beside the
chair in which Pricsilla had been sitting wben hie left
ber, hlm expression tl one of surprise, tingled deeply
witk annoyance and regret.

Priscilla moved so that lie could see ber, though ber
face was hidden frorn the womani on thse divan.

"I'm here," she aid in anervous little voîce. "It
vas so warm. There is a littde more air here by the
window."

The mnan's face cleared miraculously and he
jolned her.

"lwas in a beastly funki, you know-afraidru had gone. You're not feeling faint, are yoi'"
l'lopen the wndow."
He suited the action to the words: and,

as se looked out into tIse garden,
Priscilla's longing for flight swelled to
monumental proportions.

" I wonder whether one could get out,
that way," se said.

"Out wliere?"
"To tIse st reet,"

oU otUsre suppose so; but wlio wanis ta get

Truth rushled ta lier lips.
"I1 do "ashe saidwitli fervor.
Hie sted blaakl yat lier.
"But, if you want to go away- lie

began, somewhat stîffly.
lA verwhelming desire to cry came upon

ber. If anything could anake tIse situation
worse, tears would do it; but shec felt theni
coaing. The lump la ber throat was
swelling, sweliua,,lier self--control crumpling

"If you want to ¶iý..." repeated the to bloc)

Oh, do,1 do" be urged. The quiver in ber voice
caught his ear; ' ami, as he looked dovai at lier, hie saw
sonethîng glitening onhler eyelashes. Hlm bewilderment
deepened. She wasnfot snuhbing bin. She was appeal-
.Dg to hlm. Hie dld not understand, but bis manhood

t,

rose to mneet the appeal.
'Theress aore one I want to

avoid," she explaincd. "Sorneouie
it would be dreadfully eînbarrassîng
for me to meet; and if 1 could go
out quietly, through the garden-
Do you thîk it as possible? Do

you truly?"
Her voice was tremu-

lously eager. The man
stepped out througb the
long French window and
looked about bim.

"The area entrance is *

around the other side;
but we couldn't go out
there anyway. ' That
would olokjolly queer.
There mnust be a garden
door somewbere in the
wall. V've an idea it's
around the corner of tbe >
sbrubbery down there.
Shaîl we try for it?"

us?,If anyone sbould sec

"We are passîonatel~y
fond of gardens. There s
probably a door soute-

wbehýre thrugh wbich one
could walk out înto, this
particular gardien witbout
exciting comment. Even avb
if the balcony scene bas an came uaC
audience, it will probably *Aarbuâi
be credited to wim-or ufgs
sentiment; and 1 don't
inmagine anyone will see us."e

H e was usinge the first prson plural freely and Priscilla
found it comforting. She was no longer alone in ber
adventure. Gatherîng ber trailing skirtm around ber, sbe
stepped out througb the window.

"There are somte steps lber(!; but tbey are rickety.
Be careful." The man turned to lend the girl a band.
For a moment their eyes were on a level, bis face was
very close te bers, and gomething in the eyes, in the
whole face, miade ber ste carelessly, stumble, faîl. Hie
caught ber, bield ber in Lii arms only a second longer
than necessity demanded, and set ber on ber feet on thse
brick walk, wtb a scrupulously formaI, "You're not burt,
I hope?"'

"Oh, no, tbank you. It was nofalat ail."

T H1E girl replied with a conventîonal civility even miore
proaoitnced than the naan's; but in bier fast-thunîip-

ing beart she felt abe had fallen far, fallen fathoms deep
into somecthng-a somnethiný to wbich se refusedt to
givea~namie. FLortIse timne being tbeyhad forgotten tbey
were trespasers; but, rourîding the ahrubbery corner,
tbey carne upon a gardener busy wîtb rose cuttings.
Priscilla stopped 'short with a little exclamation of dis-
may; but t he Nice Mýan demnonstrated the superiority
of his sex by a cheerfuil serenity,, lie even tood watching
the gardener noncba lantly fior a few minutes before
Ise said in a matter-of-course tone:

'"M' mynan, tbere's a tree-t door somewbere along bere,
isn't there? We'Il go out that way to our cab and avoid
tIse crowd."

The gardener rose, wiping bis hands.
"Yese sir. Just heyond tIse pear tresa. l'Il unlock it

for you ir."
Jlie led the way, u nlocked the door and stood respect-

fully aside. A coin changed hands.
Tbank you, sir. You'll bc coming hack. l'Il leave

thse door unlocked, sir."
Priscilla drew a long, exultant

breatis. She bad escaped. The
worst was over-but wam t?

1 She looked dubiously at the Nice
Man and bier exultation ebbed.
They would have to say good-
bye now. Hie was signalling for
a banlsomn; but there was a
puzzled expression on bis face.

" Now, why Was he so sure I 'd
be coming back that way? "
be said reflectively. Vrisý-
cilla's glance travelled up
p ast tise bandsomne bonest
face with its boyisis eyes, to
the mop of blond bair wbich
the wind bad ruffled untidily.

"Vour hat," sbe suggested.
$Oh, I sayl"

A cloud ef distresa swept
over bis face, accenting the
boyishness.

"What's the mat ter?" sb e
asked. "Don't yon. want to
go bc?

"Well, bairdly-liardly.
Stupid ass to forget that

"Why not g o and get it?"
,ho aros. out of he pat It won't look well, you knoxv
he road to aéty. -if anyone should see me-

climnbing ila a ide mindowv."
"But even if somne one should see you and stop you,

you'd only have to tell who you are and send word to
one of tIse famnily."

"ýThat's juat it," the maan began-and stopped.
"That'a tise last tiii I coald do."

ndîng the
bery the 1pona ard

Once more he checked himself and stood looking down
miserably into the questioning eyes. At last he squared
bis shoulders resolutely.

"There's no use ln dodging it. I niay as well explain
that I don't want to bc dragged into the limelight. It
wouldn't do me any good to send my naine to the famifly.
They wouldn't know it. They've neyer beard of me. 1

doteonýia there. I wasn't invited."
" hat!'
Prîscilla's exclamation was a subdued sbriek, pregnant

with feeling. The man rend the feeling as borror.
"Yes, I now," he said wretchedly. "I ougbt to have

told you. It's rather a dirty business, breaking into a
man's home, but we can't always choose, and I neyer
thougbt very mucis about it before. It was aIl off color
to speak to you-caddisis trick; but you looked so-you
were so-you know one does things witbout stopping to
tbink, sometimes."

d"One does," admitted Priscilla witb conviction. lier
brain was ln a wbirl. What was the man? Hie talked
like a burglar, and yet aurely no burglar ever had cyes
like the bonest, unbappy pair looking into bers.

"And I bated to bave gt ail corne to an end."
There was no antecedent for the "it," but Priscilla

seemed to understand.
"iWby did you go?" she asked. "It wasn't yourcabman? 

"
Hie looked surprised.,
" Cabman! Oh, no. I walked. The Old Man sent me,

you se."
"Thse Old Man?"

"YES; our editor. H1e got word that Z- was comning
over front Paris for the wedding and going back

on tise two o'clock train-ncog., and ail that sort of
thing, you know. So be sent me up to see if I could
squeeze a word out of the old cbap on bis latest Eastern
entanglement. TIse Duke's down on newspaper men-
f roths at tIse mouth if he meets one; s0 there was no use
asking for tbe interview. Had to break in as one of the
uests and watcb for my chance. Beastly business.
~on' tknow wby any decent fellow does it; but some way

or other the tIng seems different wben it's for your
paper. I ananagcd to duck the receiving line and was
Iookng arc-und for Z- wben I saw you, and-Oh. well, I
felI down on the stor, but I knew there was another man
waiting at thse train, and be'd get tise interview somte way
or other. I meant to look up my man; but it didn't seern
wortis wbile. Nothing seetned worth while except-
There weren't anyi strawberry ices, aIl apricot," be eaded
lamely.

"You're a newspaper man?" Priscilla asked, breatb-
lessl.

"Nota lord or anearl or anythin ?"
lie gîoomily disowned tIse wfsole British Peerage.
Thse girl laugbed -a bysterical little laugb, full of

amles and tears, and relief ami nerves-a laugh so cona-
plex that thse man altogether failed to analyze it.

"Oh, it's toa absurd! It'a too1 perfectly absurd,"
ase said, as ahe turned and cimbed into thse waiting
hansona. The Man stood, ataring after lier, bis eyes
stormy, is jaw set ia an ugly fasbion.

She leaned forward, entreatv an ber eyes.
"You'll bave to get la. 1 can't tell you, with tise

cabman watching us."
"Into the caIs?" He was amazed, incredulous.
"O0h, yes; do ,please. I'm like tise Ancient Mariner.

1 simiply have toteill my story-but if 1 don't do it very
soon, I won't bave tIse courage to do it at aIl. Do get
an."

Hie sprang into the cab. An interested eye peered
tbirougb tbe aperture la thse top and a beery voice asked,
"Where to"

The MNan looked a.t Prîscilla. (Continued on page 3'?


