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•ipoNd. and the linct of the white throat ren.Jewd cm
long (weeping curve of grace.

"Madge," .he remonstrated, "you are too clerer.
Yon don t thmk he i, returning here becauw I eame?
You don t know any more than do I that he has any
parbcular interen in me. He ha, never said anything,
if he had— well, it would be different."

"Yet," Margaret assented, "it would be different
Ah, you Americans! I «:«rcely understand you
sometime- you people who speak our tongue, and who
go uernly ahead without giving any serious thought to
much of anything. Now, here is your Moor, properly
introduced to you in Paris, who call, and is received,
who « polished and uninteresting, who insist, on beine
called M..ter • or ' Monsieur,' who says he is a private
gentleman only, who .dmit, the year, he ha. lived in
Pans, and -rt wpreises me always with the fact that he
IS but a Moor vamished and garbed by Parisian civili-
Mtion, cloaking his feeUngs always, and ever ready to
show hi. blood in a way that we Anglo-Saxons call
merely barbarous. That he wanted to meet vou was
natural. Who in Paris had not heard of the most beau-
tiful American girl, sole heir to millions? »
Ihe consul's daughter would have inter ipted; but

Margaret held up a hand in protest, and continued:
I dare say you were amused with him ; but, in your

country, if he had taken the liberty of writing to you
without permission you would have called it an affront.'=
The American girl's face became grave, and showed

annoyance. The -r-rument. were a trifle too near the


