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"No, I—I'm coming now, I'm " then she put
up the receiver. What was she going to do or say?

For a moment she swayed. Was she going to faint?

A momentary deadly sickness seemed to overcome
her. She fought it back fiercely. She must get to the

Quadrant. *'I shall have to be a sort of reincarna-

tion of Mrs. Triggs, I think," she murmured as she

staggered past the astonished Gustave, who was just

coming from the lounge, and out of the front door,

where she secured a taxi.
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