
THE MOTOR MAID 8

Away went the Gentle Twt with a bump, as il it had

knocked against a anag in the current of my thoughts.

Paris r Pamela instead, tlieni or both together, since

they seem inseparable, even when Pamela is at her most

American, and tells me to "talk United States."

It was all natural to think of Pamela, because it was

she who gave me the ticket for the train de Ivxe, and my

berth in the wag(m4U. It it had n't been for Pamela I

should at this moment have been crawling slowly, cheaply,

down Riviera-ward in a second-clasF train, sitting bolt

upright in a second-class carriage with smudges on my

nose, while perhaps some second-class child shed jammy

crumbs on my frock, and its second-class baby sister

howled. •„ M J *L

"Oh, why did I leave my peaceful home? wailed the

lady in the lower berth.

Heaven alone (unless it were the dog) knew why she

had, and knew how heartily I wished she had n't. A

good thing Cerberus was on guard, or I might have

dropped a pillow accidentally on her headl

Just then I was n't thanking Pamela for her generosity.

The second-class baby's mamma would have given it a

bottle to keep it still; but there was nothing I could give

the fat old lady; and she had already resorted to the

bottle (something in the way of patent medicine) without

any good result. Yet, was there nothing I could give her T

"Oh, I'm dying, I knouy I'm dying, and nobody

caresl I shall choke to deathl" she gurgled.

It was too much. I could stand it and the terrible

atmosphere no longer. I suppose, if I had been an early

Christian martyr, waiting for my turn to be devoured
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