
OLD-FASHIONED GENTLEMAN

of the private office was thrust open and
Philip stepped in.

Mr. Eggleston sprang from his rhair,

and a combination smile showing urban-
ity, apology, and contentment, now that
Phil had arrived, overspread his fea*-

ures.

" We had begun to think you were ill,

Colton," he said in a relieved tone. " Any.
thing the matter?"

" No, I stopped to see Mr. Gregg. I

am on time, I believe, gentlemen, half past
eleven, wasn't it?" and he consulted his

v/atch. There was a peculiar tremor in

Phil's voice that made h^s prospective

father-in-law fasten his eyes upon him as
if to learn the cause. Colton looked as if

he had been awake all night; he was pale,

but otherwise h*; was himself.

"Yes, you are on the minute," ex-
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