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''Fed better?" she asked, smiling mto hb eyes.

"Better? Why, I feel ten years younger."

"All right," she said. "I'll trust you, Jack. You

keep your promise to me, and I'll keep mine. Don't

worry about the money."

"But I do I" he cried, springing to his feet dramati-

cally. "If I wasn't so deuced short. Rose, I wouldn't

hear of it One thing you've got to promise me

—

that you'U consider it as a loan," he insisted.

. "I'm going to consider it as I please," she returned,

reaching for a cigarette. "Your yacht—my money

—

that's fair, isn't it?"

"As you please," he said, with a helpless shrug.

"As you please, nutdame," he returned with a smile,

and bowed.

He was his old debonair self again. He felt like a

man who had been ^ven a new lease of life. Rose

had lifted him out of his anxiety. The woman who

had persecuted him seemed harmless to him now.

Again he took his seat beside her on the divan.

"You'll dine with me to-night," he ventiured.

"That's nice of you. Jack. Yes, of course I will."

"There's a lot to talk over," he explained, "about

gettmg the Seamaid ready."

"How long will it take," she asked, "to get her in

commission?"

"Oh, about a week. How about little Mrs. Rice—

I mean Gladys—Bowles and Richards—can you coimt

on them to go?"
"They'U go," she dedared. " Leave that to me."
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