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edge of your old self would always have been deep

in yours if you hadn't told me. Think how much
better it is that I share this knowledge with you;

now nothing of your mind is concealed from me,

and we together shall have our smile at the world's

expense."

" For being so kind to Francis Turl, the fortu-

nate, after its cold treatment of Murray Davenport,

the unlucky," said Turl, smiling. " It shall be as

you say, sweetheart. There can be no doubt about

my good fortune. It puts even the old proverb out.

With me it is lucky in love as well as at cards."

" What do you mean, dear?
"

" The Bagley money— "

"Ah, that money. Listen, dear. Now that I

have some right to speak, you must return that

money. I don't dispute your moral claim to it—
such things are for you to settle. But the danger

of keeping it— "

" There's no longer any danger. The money is

mine, of Bagley's own free will and consent. I

encountered him last night. He is in my secret

now, but it's safe with him. We cut cards for the

money, and I won. I hate gambling, but the situ-

ation was exceptional. He hoped that, once the

matter was settled by the cards, he should never

hear a word about it again. As he hadn't heard a


