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and had known nice people, even before I found

out he'd taught the Duchess of S. to shoot big-horn.

He*d run over to England to finance a cooperative

wheat-growing scheme, but had failed, because

everything is so unsettled in England just now.

But you're a woman, and before I go any fur-

ther you'll want to know what Duncan looks like.

Well, he's not a bit like his name. The West has

shaken a good deal of the Covenanter out of him.

He's tall and gaunt and wide-shouldered, and has

brown eyes with hazel specks in them, and a mouth

exactly like Holbein's "Astronomer's," and a skin

that is almost as disgracefully brown as an In-

dian's. On the whole, if a Lina Cavalieri had hap-

pened to marry a Lord Kitchener, and had hap-

pened to have a thirty-jc:r-oId son, I feel quit*

sure he'd have been the dead spit, as the Irish

say, of my own Duncan Argyll And Duncan Ar-

gyll, alias Dinky-Dunk, is rather reserved and

quiet and, I'm afraid, rather masterful, but not as

Theobald Gustav might have been, for with all

his Toree the modern German, it seems to me, is
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