
MILDRED THROWS DOWN THE GLOVE
|Ut when they turned their backs), billowing out

«Lm! I ^^\ ^^'^ *"»*'' back. hand,
rawed to hat-bnm. head held ur ( >.. |oo«e end.
of the veil that wa. tied under h, •• .hin a n.,!ter.
a figure intriguing (as they u.r I,- v„rd m, L.,e
days) to the eye. if not neces .. i-. M,,-,,. is.- of h-
conscious, too greatly obvious, flinty i„'t,^rs>:C
and her pose) altogether attcrtu . SI. -h. d a
tnfle apart and her eyes r .Nod to viiv; WalUrs—
tall as she, fair for her dark, gn-cfr' I,, t attempting
no conspiracy with the wind.

JI^V^K T- " ' »"* '^^ °«" «' New York
or of this I guess I'd have this."

" O woman I " chanted her husband. " If youowned New York you could have this."
Not If the owner wouldn't sell," she replied

quickly. "I'd have this, as I say ; and I'd have
a board printed ready to stick up when I wanted
just to be left alone: ' Not at home.' Anybody
motor-boating along could just read that, down
helm, and turn around."

J' ^''f'^
'**«"''•" *'"'* **"• TimpWn, who had

resented Mr. Peters' remark that the place could
be boiu^ht, was of small financial worth compared
with New York (true though the statement was),
and considered a little slap at Mrs. Peters as good
as one at Peters. " In the best society they don't
say Not at home ' now."
Mildred glanced at her, shrewdly, calculating—

and decided (wrongly) that Sam had sought a
confidante. She thought the hint of an edge in

261 (i


