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sure there must be some mistake. This could not
be the sister of a criminal; the woman for whom
Everett had smashed his career.

The Secretary masked his astonishment, but
not his admiration.

"Mrs. Everett?" he asked. His very tone
conveyed congratulations.

"Yes," said the ex-diplomat. "Some day I
shall be glad to present you."
The Secretary did not wait for an introduction.

Kaismg his eyes to the ship's rail, he made a deep
and courtly bow. With a gesture worthy of
d Artagnan, his high hat swept the wharf. The
members of his staff, the officers from the war-
ships, the President of Honduras and the members
of hts staff endeavored to imitate his act of hom-
age, and in confusion Mrs. Everett blushed be-
comingly.

"When I return to Washington," said the Sec-
retary hastily, "come and see me. You are too
valuable to lose. Your career "

Again Everett was looking at his wife. Her
distress at having been so suddenly drawn into
the hme-light amused him, and he was smiling.
Then, as though aware of the Secretary's mean-
mg, he laughed.

"My dear sir!" he protested. His tone sug-
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