AT Y 1 i

A Sample of a Thousand-Guinea Novel

that if he tried to drive it away, it might nip
him in the ankle.

In the end he spoke.

“And you, too,” he said, leaning over her
deck-chair, “are going to America?"

He had suspected this ever since the boat
left Liverpool. Now at length he framed his
growing conviction into words.

“Yes,” she assented, and then timidly, “it is
3,213 miles wide, is it not?”

“Yes,” he said, “and 1,781 miles deep! It
reaches from the forty-ninth parallel to the
Gulf of Mexico.”

“Oh,” cried the girl, “what a vivid picture!
I seem to see it.”

“Its major axis,” he went on, his voice sink-
ing almost to a caress, ‘“‘is formed by the Rocky
Mountains, which are practically a prolonga-
tion of the Cordilleran Range. It is drained,”
he continued

“How splendid!” said the girl.

“Yes, is it not? It is drained by the Mis-
sissippi, by the St. Lawrence, and—dare I say
it ?—by the Upper Colorado.”
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