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S, 5SU 'RRIS CARTER told her afterward it
" ' was her eyeglass that drew his attention

first; the Sun glinted on it, and the
lU sparkle caught his glance. Hope lookedN up and through him, with concentrated

scorri, and fixed ber rapt gaze on a womnan» in purpie hat and tangerine coat, and then
she bent to ber pad again. The eyeglass
infuriated Carter as a woman s eccen-
tricity does any mnan, because he knows

be is too Rreat a coward to dare so much himself in the
face of bis fellowmen. He leaned against the railing
and looked at ber, jgetting a crick in his neck doing it,
since the press box is high.

"She looks dissipated," he pronounced, observing
her pallor, but failing to note the faint bollow of her
cbeek, its concomitant. "Queer eyes. Tbat green
fades tbem, or sometbing. Re eelashes are black.
1'm sure sbe drinks." Tben be caught sigbt of ber spats,
as she sbifted and crossed ber feet. " I bhave really got
to meet her and find out wby sbe does it," be said, bemng
tboroughly alive, and interested ini almost anytbing.
He was waiting for a reporter be knew. "Sbe looks
borribly bad tempered,' be concluded, cbaritably.
There was Ellerslie, the man be knew. H1e rusbed for-
ward and seized bim.

"No, I don't know ber," said Ellersîle, "but l'Il find
someone wbo does. Another, Nick? Gad, you're tbe
limit." Tbey climbed to the box.

But it seemed as if no one knew ber. At last anotber
reporter said he bad met ber, once, but she did not seem
to remember it, judging by ber frosty look, Under re-
peated urgings, bowever, he went forward and recalled
tbe incident to ber.

"I think I do remember," she said, not so uncordially
as he bad feared. "But you know I'm a perfect idiot
about that sort of tbing. My friends invariably tbrow
a brick at me by way of salutation, to, remind me of their
existence and identity. I'm glad tbere is someone bere
I know. Isn't that blackpointed bay a lovely tbing.
I've got ten dollars on him--of course, you may intro-
duce someone. HowJedo, Mr. Morris. Did you order
a rainstorm? Tbere's one coming. I hope my bay cari
swimn." She continued gazing at tbe borses, and was
riot quite sure of whicb of the several meri at ber elbow-
tbey were crowded now, since some people have aimost
a mania for pressboxes-bad been introduced,

Tbere was a rainstorm coming up. Carter disclaimed
any responsibility, and trîed to tell ber bis real naine.
Sbe called him Cartwright, and be began to feel deeply
exasperated. Later, as the last race was ending and tbey
were making their way gingerly acruss the mud(y " lawn'"
toward the exit and the cars, sbe piled on the iat straw.
H1e had implored ber to wait for an umnbrella, or wbat-
ever protection be mightb able tu conjure up.

'Tbanks, but dont trouble," she said. " 1 daresay
I'm more used to this sort of thîng than you."

He wanted to box her ears. Did lie look like a man
of 'sur? Or asif be feared tbe weatber? Allshe had in
min was tbat i t rained eight months of the year in
Seattle*, but lie could riot kriow that."Wby," be began ini an aggrieved tone, " I've ived halfM ieout of doors- -

Nwwhat bad she done? She knew tliat tone, fromn
UIon g habit of stei:ping on people's toes uriaware. How

bdsbe insulteci this-she took ber first real look at
him-very agreeribie young mari?

A very comely young marn, too-was it possible?
He had strorig looking bands, tanned beyond fashonbe
requiremerits; le hdno stick;, lie had a fresb brown
face witb wide<,pen blue eyes-axid where had she seen
such yellow bair on any man? It was unusual, but
famihiar.

"Haveri't I seen y ou before?" be asked, volcing
her thoughts so neatly that she started.

"Could you ever forget me?" she asked gravely,
keepang ber eyes down."No now,' be countered readily.

"Oh, pifie!" was ber mental comment. "Served me
riglit." Anid she did flot answer, not knowing what to
gay.They splashed along sllently.

100 lok tired," be ventured at last, banally.
"Do 1?" witb marked indiffererice. "It's this greeni

suit;, make, me100ok yellow. 1 fancy you meni cross,
though. I lot twenty dollars on those deceitful horses;
cani you blame me? Look at my loveiy white spatter-
dashes-nlce naine, they look it now." The mud was
creepirig up them in streaks and spots; they were a die-
plorabie siglit. "AUl the moneylibad in the world,"
s went on dreamlly. Somebow that remnark gave him

a dre-adful pang-to think of ber losing all she had in the
world. Ail she was thinking was that ltmeant siesimply
must, now, find a cheaper roomn somewbere, for this
extravagance of bett'g ,on top of ber previous extravag-
ance of cl<tbes, had taken almost aIl] ber reserve fumd.

But he could only express his anxiety indirectly, anid
returned to the weatber. "You're getting soaked,"
lie declared, aImost angriiy.

"I likeit, honestilr," sheanal. "Like rain, and the feel
of rough weather if ît isn't too coid; I lîke even this mud,
after the New York pavements. You know-those
millions of miles of streets, and even the parks paved arid
railed off-make you feel asi if you'd neyer get your feet
on the earth again. People in New York don't, do they?
1 get boniesick for the wilderness, sometimes; I don't
want it always but, a toucli of it is so sane." Sbe was
surprised that she bad founci su mucli to say, andi still
more rit bis quiczk enthusiasm. He asked her if she did
not love tbe Adlrondacks, and she confessed they were
nio more than a naine to lier.

"I came froni a very far country," she saici, andi
named it vagueiy as "the Nortbwest.'

"Wbere?" he asked. "1 traveîled tbroughthere once
-more tban ten years ago-"

"No--did you?" She turned and looked at bim
bard. Now-now she knew-she bad seen bim before,
the picture rose in ber mind vividly. Would it for bim?
No, that was not possible; she bad mereîy fallen back
on a cliche when be bad said tbat. To punish bim she
was silent on wbat was going through ber mînd; it was
more amusing not to tell bîm, and sbe remained pur-
posely vague to bis repeated "Wbere?"

"Ail over, " she said. "I cannot stay anywbere.
By and bye I sball fly away from New York. There

is mycar-hankyou."
Whrdo you live in New York?" He tried to make

tbe question casual as lie belped ber aboard; duty com-
pele im tu, rejoiri the party be bad come witb, thougb

tey migbt bave gone by riow. Sbe toid him the naine
of ber otel, and maiiciousiy
refried from adding tbat
sbe wouid undoubtedly leave
witbin a day or two. H1e
wouid forget it anyway;
pope did forget ini New
York And be did not write
it down. su she feit more
certain.

He did flot in the least
rieed to write it down. ý

CHAPTER XX.

W ATCHING hîm* unob-
served from the cor-

ners of ber long liglit gray
eyes, Mrs. Sturtevant felt
certain tbat Norrîs badisome-
thing on bis mind. Being a
woman, sbe feit equally cer-
tain it was another womnan.
It was not intuition so mucli
as the mere vanity fromn
whicb neither sex is exempt,
a vanity of sex itself, tolci
ber su; but it was trutb none
the less. They were in Mrs.
Sturtevant's own drawing-
room., a very dellghtful roomn
full of sunlight and acsfud
Colonial furniture aU ase
of paie flowers. Norris was
there very frequently, as a
cousin may be without exam-
lnlig bis conscience on the
matter, everi if only a second
cousin.

The drawlng-rooma suited
Grace Sturtevatritprfectly.
She knew that, and bad once,
in a moment of studied cynic-
isrin, told a friend tbat she
had been obllged to eliminats
ber busband-by way of the
divorce cout-becaluse lie
simpîy did not match ether
of tbemn. He was a large,
ruddy, full-blooded creaturs,
or bad beeri wber she saw
hum last, sume years befure.
Wbat he was nuw she neither
knew nor cnred; thougb, to
do ber justice, sbe =n once
cared very despiy.

She was taîl, almost taller
than ber cousin, and looksd
as like him as une so differerit «5he wa tageim nd mu whas-
could. But the likeneas was
fined down, attenuatsd, as la
a half-tome copy of an oil painting. She was alun, and
very white; bier complexion endureci witli credit the
prximity of the white and pale pink blossoms she içve&4

lir adsad feet were long and narrow, what is caliisd
patriclan, and ber straiglit, silky hair of' an ash-blonde
tint. Distingues, lber friends called ber; she did not
object to the adjective.

"'Do sit down, Nick," she saad at last. Her voice was
cultivatsd, cisar, pasols; it seemed ta express ber
perfecty-and did mot. "Spare my carpet," shs addsd
lightly. "I carimt afford a mew one. Are you in love
or in debt? You have ail the aymptoms."

"Neither, tbanlcs," lie said, slowly. For une fleeting
moment lie was inclined to confide la ber; it was nu
particular distrust of ber stayed bis torigue, but rather
a shamnefaced thouglit that the wbuie matter was su
trivial as ta border on the absurd. The fact was that
bad lie belomged ta the species for whicli sudh naive
volumes are compiled, lbe wouid have been resorting toaa
"Guide ta Manners,' on "How a Young Gentleman
Shoud Pay His First Addressss to a Young Lady Hie
Resrectfuliy Admires." Hie wanted, la brief, ta cail on

Mr.Agl-lie did flot kriow ber naine was Hope, and
frankly wuadered what it miglit be.

Now lie had neyer before found it a difficuit matter ta
call upon any woman, and that aons upset hlm seriously-
Perbaps it was because of bier mai-treatment of bis
namne; posbly be fsred she would call i hl Mr. Cart-
wright again, or even be umable to get su mear as that ta
fixing bis ident.ty. It wouid lie qute horrible ta have
to account for bimsif li detail and give a reason for bis
mers existence while ttemrpting at the samne time ta
expiain wliy he was there giving sucli a reason. The
matter at that point became too complicated ta ha pur-

sued further, but it seemed [o bave endless possibilities
and ramifications. 'Nor was it simplified by the fact
that lie bad, already. been to bier hotel and discovered
bier absent; and the knowledge of having bribed the desk
clerk witb a cigar to ask of the baggageman whitber bier
trunk bad been conveyed-she had said she would cal
for letters, if any came,-weighed on hlm like a secret
crime.

But, baving gone su far, bie feit bound in bonur ta
binseîf to reacli a conclusion-and the lady of bis quest.
He bad g t lber telephone number, too; at least, tbat of
bier îandîady. It was a real problem to him wbether lie
should telephorielber, or go lu person. . . . Actualiy,
lie bad twice removed the telephone from its buok in-
tending to take tbe first alternative, and backed down
ignominiously, and the remembrance of that made hlm
rise and walk across the room eacb time it came to bis

mind, wbicb was evsry five
minutes or su. He woridered
fsebly if bis brain might be givîng

Hang it all, she would bardly
bite hm ... she was only about as

big as a minute . .. and also,
lie reflected with a certain
malignant satisfaction, shewasn't a bit pretty. He re-
peated tbat tohimself several
tuies. No, she îooked wash-
ed-out, and bier profile was
srmudgy. . . . And bie dis-
tinctîy recailed crows' feet at

the corners of bier eyes....
" O, 1 just feel restîess. Sick

11of town. If I could get
away I tbink I'd go up to the
North Woods for a montb; I'd
like to siff a campfire again, and
sleep under tbe stars.". .She

bad been talkiug about the wildsr-
ne....

"My dear Nicko," said Mrs.
Sturtevant, witbprovoking calm,
"you came back [rom the Adiron-

dacks just teri days mgo, didn't
you? Think up a better une. Or
wby not tell the truth?"1

'Oh, Grace," lie said, with a
rather rueful laugli, " cali off your
bear. You lways make me [sel
as if I'd been Up to sumething
pFsitively criminal. I can't belp
itf I'm a wild as, of the desert.
I guess VII beat it duwn tuwn;
1 ouglit tu be there anyway.
Business," lie added, with that
firm vagueness a man aiways
employs wbeu usirig that rnagîc
word, twin sister ta chmrity in its
powers of benevoleut concealment.

"If you'd only grow up,"
sighed Mrs. Sturtevarit, and came
to him, lmyng bier lung wbite
firigers on bis siseve. A faint
glow, a warmth, came into lier
cooieyes and a veilsd impatience.
Ah, ifle wouldl She bad waîted
s() long, years, for him tu grow up;
and lbe was stili the boy as hm d
piayed with wberi she was la
pg tmils and lis In knickers. She
had grown up, thouugh she wms

one Of those Ile-grained, posed
creatures wlio mwaken wly.

-uIotige ai.d Nfrkm." Marrimgehad been lier liothouse,
but wben aseliad come ta
maturity. there wanothing ons-

sided about it; bier excellent brain was equal ta lier weil-coriserved emotional nature. And now, sometimneaNick
made ber feel not only mature but oldi Wliy, wby didha remin su maddemingly the saine, when all else in berapparently solld world had climmged au iricredibly?Thers wers times when as very prmiiveiy longed tosamp hlm, as an exaaperated tutor miglit an inattentive

'Oh now, Gracie," lie began deprecatingly, bis sys
twiriklirig. "What do you want-grmy liair, or ta seeme tatterlpg around on crutches?»

What did as want? Her hand dropped; as turredaway, lier movememts gaeul deliberats, mnd went tathe window, a curiously geratic of anyone who basnsed of concealment.
"You are a fool, Nick,» asesid sharpl, «but not sumuch as that. I made the mistak obeing ralinterested in-in your welfars; you wilI pardoanm.i

you do mot cars, there is no raon wliy I shouici "Sumetimes lie thouglit Grace was growing a bit shrew-ish, she disapproved of hlm su often and so candidly.BUt le was used ta it; lis put it down to lier ons greatdisappointment-ths one of wbicb he knew. Women,mywmy, he thouglit, were rather indlined to worry achiap. Tbey were always sclding hlm, at least; mmdit was not that lie was ever anything but ice to them.
Anid good aid Grace was really fond of bimi, le felt sure;
comfortmbiy sure, just as hie was of bis owa fondness for
ber.

"I' 'n gstting on your nerves" -ble remarked resignedly.
I'mi off."
"Nonsense," as said bruisqusly. "Aren't youx going

(Continued on page 43)
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