
The King of Arcadia

could have induced her to substitute a summer in

Colorado, travelling under Mrs. Van Bryck's

wing ?

The answer to the queryings summed itself up,

for the Kentuckian, in a name—the name of a man
and a playwright. He held Mr. Lester Wingfield

responsible for the changed plans, and was irritably

resentful. In the after-dinner visit with the sight-

seeing party in the Pullman there had been straws

to indicate the compass-point of the wind. Elsa

deferred to Wingfield, as the other women did;

only in her case Ballard was sure it meant more.

And the playwright, between his posings as a lit-

erary oracle, assumed a quiet air of proprietorship

in Miss Craigmiles that was maddening.

Ballard recalled this, sitting upon the edge of

the ditch-cutting in the heart of the fragrant night,

and figuratively punched Mr. Wingfield's head.

Fate had been unkind to him, throwing him thus

under the wheels of the opportune when the missing

of a single train by either the sightseers or himself

would have spared him.

Taking that view of the matter, there was grim

comfort in the thought that the mangling could not

be greatly prolonged. The two orbits coinciding

for the moment would shortly go apart again;

doubtless upon the morning's arrival in Denver.

It was well. Heretofore he had been asked to
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