
THE THREAD OF FLAME
way I feel now . . . about

Well, that', the
• . . about—"
"About me?"
"Of course. I never should have thought itat all. only that Wolf and Dick Stroud. »d even

SeTe'S-J^*'"*''^^- ^""''ea'rt !.:;::;

"Do you mean th-i— ?"

the questtl""
"^^'""^ "^'^^^ ^"^ "^ **» «n»h

"ril* ^i"'""* " ''''^ P'^i^'y- Vio."
1 II tell you as plainly as you like, Billy, but-but not now. I'm too worried."

^

But what about.' Is it—?"

"lA^' T^y*'''"8'"
"he burst out, desperately

Shabby the house was, and run down?" The

«raint'*'""A^^H^^VT'r ""7' =""• ^'^out re!

r„,f J^^T''?^ ^"'" Averill has a little

^°y.'r,^,
P«rf«:t darlmg, and our little Bobby-"

.
1 11 go back with you to the hotel." I saidquietly, 'only, don't-don't cry here, wiihp^kconung m and out."

pwpie

.Jt\*'""' ''f fy**'
*^"^ <'o^ *>" veil, andtook her sunshade from a comer. Picking upthe paper she had brought. I folded it and slijp^d

It .mo my pocket. I began to wonder if itStnot prove a souvenir.
""Knt

On the way to the main exit we passed throueha corridor hned with cases of old silver.
^

Do you think your boys would like a dav
with those things?" she asked, with the slight
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