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dwelling, she said: *“You can’t come up, you know;
it is much too late. And there isn't any need.

will let Jenny go to you as early as vou like in the
morning, if vou give me your address, or you can
come vourself to-morrow.”

“Ah, don't be hard on me!” he pleaded. *I
mustn't lose a night. Send her down to me, if I
can't go up.”

“Go on; the poor girl's asleep,” she answered.
“Where's the use in carrying on like a loony?
Can’t you take it coolly?”

In the end he had to go without seeing Jenny,
having left his card on the understanding that she
should be with him not later than ten in the morn-
ing, and that Miss L'Estrange should keep his ad-
dress an inviolable secret.

The moment he was gone from her, Ermyn L’Es-
trange darted up the stairs, as if to catch something,
and, on entering her flat, tripped into her bed-room,
turned on the light, threw off her cloak, and put on
the necklace before her mirror. It was a fine affair,
and no mistake, all lights and colors playing bo-
peep in the stones. She made a curtsy to her im-
age, inspected herself on every side, stepping this
way and that, daintily, like a peacock, keenly enjoy-
ing the gift, till the novelty of possessing it was
gone stale. But at no time did she feel any grat-
itude to the giver, or think of him at all in con-
nection with it—just the fact of having it occupied
her mind, it didn’t matter whence.

And the mere knowledge that it was so valuable
proved it to be a bribe, pointed to a weakness in
the giver. Some gifts to women, especially splen-
did ones, produce not only no gratitude, but a cer-
tain hardness of heart, contempt, and touch of en-
mity. Perhaps there is a feeling of *1 ought to be
grateful””; but being too happy to be grateful, they
are bored with a sense of fault, and for this they
punish the giver with the opposite of gratitude.

At all events, by the time Miss L'Estrange had
taken off the string of gems, a memory had grown
up within her of David Harcourt, and with it came
a mild feeling of partizanship and liking for David
as against Strauss. It was a wayward machine,
that she-heart under the bodice of Miss Ermyn
L’Estrange—wayward without motive, subtle with-
out thought, treacherous for treachery’'s sake. As
a matter of fact, before waking Jenny, it came into
her head to give a friendly tip to David on the
ground that he was “not a bad sort,”” and she ac-
tually went out of her way to send him a post-card,
telling him that she had expected him to call on
Jenny that day, and that, if he meant business, he
must see her mot later than nine-thirty the next
morning, or he would be too late.

What a web, this, which was being spun round
the young adventurer from Wyoming!

CHAPTER X.
The Marriage Lines

AVID had not gone to interview Jenny the day
before in obedience to Miss L'Estrange’s first
note, because of the sullen humor to which he
relapsed  after his experiences at three in the
morning in the streets of London. He resented
the visiting of the glimpses of the moon by a young
woman who donned rubber overshoes before reénter-
ing her house, and he said to himself, * The day’s
work, and skip the violets.” :
Then, the next morning came Miss L'Estrange’s
second letter—he “must see Jenny not later than
nine-thirty,” or he would be *“too late.” Again
this failed to rouse him. With those lazy, lithe
movements of the body which characterized him,
he strolled for sometime about the flat after his early
breakfast, uncertain what to do. He saw, indeed,
that some one else must be after the certificates—
Strauss—van Hupfeldt—if Strauss and van Hup-

feldt were one; but still he halted between two
opinions, thinking, *Where do 1 come in, any-
way?"’ 5

Then again the face which he had seen at the grave
rose before him with silent pleadings, a face touching
to a man’s heart, with dry rose-leaf lips which she
had a way of wetting quickly, and in her cheeks a
die-away touch of the peach, purplish like white
violets.  And how did he know, the jealous youth,
by what hundred reasons her nightly wandering
might be accounted for? Why did he nourish that
sort of resentment against a girl who was a perfect
stranger? Perhaps there was really some jealousy
in it! At which thought he laughed aloud, and
suddenly darted into action, snatched a hat, and
went flving. But then it was already past nine.

_ When he reached Miss L'Estrange’s flat, for some-
time no one answered his ring, and then the door
opened but a little way to let out a voice which said:
“What is it? I am not dressed. She's gone. I told
you vou'd be too late.” A

s she gone?” said David blankly, eager enough
now to see her. : :

*“Look here! Why should I be bothered with the
lot of you at this ungodly hour of the morning?”
cried the fickle L’Estrange. “I can't help vour
troubles. Can't you see when anvbody is in bed?”

*“But why did you let her go before I came?”
asked David.

“You are cool! Am I your mother?

*“I wish you were for this once.”

“Nice mother and son we little two would make
wouldn't we?" i

“That's not the point. I'm afraid vou are getting
cold. You ought to have contrived to keep the <'iﬁ
till I came, though it is my own fault. But can't
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anvthing be done now? Where has she gone?”

“To Strauss, of course.”

“ With the certificates?"” .

“ I suppose so. 1 know nothing about it, and care
less. I did try to keep her back a bit for your sake;
but she was pretty keen to be gone to him when
once she had his address, the underhanded little
wretch!”’ _ e

* But stop—how long is it since she has gone?

“Not three minutes. It's just possible that you
might catch her up, if vou look alive.”

“ How can that be? I shouldn’t know her. I have
never seen her. We may have passed each other
in the street.”

“Listen. She is a small, slim girl with nearly
white hair and little Chinese eyes. She has on a
blue serge skirt with my old astrakhan bolero and
a sailor hat. Now, you can’t miss her."”

“ But which way? Where does Strauss live?”

“1 promised not to tell, and I'm always as good
as my word,” cried the reliable Miss Ermyn
L'Estrange; * but between you and me, it’s not a
thousand miles from Piccadilly Circus; and that is
where Jenny will get down off her bus; so if you
take a cab.”

“ Excellent! Good-by!

David.

David was gone, in a heat of action. He took no
cab, however, but took to his heels, so that he might
be able to spy at the occupants within and on the
top of each bus on the line of route, by running a
little faster than the vehicles. At this hour London
was already out of doors, going shopping, going
to office and works. It was a bright mornming, like
the beginning of spring. People turned their heads
to look at the man who ran faster than the horses,
and pried into the buses. Victoria, Whitehall,
Charing Cross, he passed—still he could see no
one just like Jenny. He began to lose hope, find-
ing, moreover, that running in London was not like
running in Wyoming, or even like his run from
Bucks. Here the air seemed to lack body and wine.
It did not repay the lungs’ effort, nor give back
all that was expended; so that in going up the steep
of Lower Regent-st. he began to breathe short.

See yeu again!’ said

“She Turned Fun-
ay, and Couldn't
Catch Her Breath.”

Nevertheless, to reward him, there, not far from
the Circus, he saw sitting patient in a bus corner
the sailor-hat, the bolero, the Chinese eves, and
reddish-white hair of Jenny. :

The moment she stepped out, two men sprang
forward to address her —David and van Hupfeldt's
valet. Van Hupfeldt lived near the lower portion
of Hanover Square, the way to which being rather
shut in and odd to one who does not know it. his
restlessness had become unbearable when Jenny
was a little late; so he had described her to his valet,
a whipper-snapper named Neil —for van Hupfeldt
had several times seen Jenny with Miss L’Estrange
and had sent Neil to Piccadilly Circus, where he
knew that Jenny would alight, in order to conduct
her to his rooms. However, as Neil moved quickly
forward, David was before him, and the valet
thought to himself: “ Hello, this seems to be a case
of two's company and three's none.”

David was saving to Jenny:
L’Estrange’s servant?” i

“Iam,” answered Jenny.

* She sent me after you. I must speak with vou
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