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As he stepped off the train Crich-to-n

glanced up at the big black clock
with the gold hands. It was already
a quarter past three o'clock, so he
hurried over to the booths
to call up Curtis before his friend
should have left the little glass office
down in Wall street.'

A quarter past three is usually a
very busy moment of-
fice, and Crichton was of
the fact by- - the snarl from the 'office
boy who answered his call.- - Even
Brooke Curtis himself spoke some-
what until he quite un-

derstood who was at the other end of
the wire. Then there came: "eWll,
well, ewll that's fine. Arrived in
Boston this morning, "eh? You say
you're at the Grand Central. Well;
check your stuff right out to the place
and take the train. Try
to make yourself :and
I'll be out on the' in
time for a game of squash.1

An hour later Crichton, was.
in a deep leather chair in Cur-

tis' billiard room. The whole place
was filled with a golden naze, and
through this and the gray smoke
Crichton loked out of the broad
window on the stretch of deep green
sward running down to the water
and then beyond to the great heights
of the Palisades.

When through half-clos- eyes he
first saw the tall figure with the flim-
sy white wdist and long,
duck skirt, it seemed as if some fairy
princess had .risen from the lawn and
was coming to 'waken him from his
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dream. And then, as he instinctively
pulled himself out of the low chair,
he became quite conscious" that this
was no fancy at all, but a very good-looki-

girl who was breaking in"
where she had no right to break in.
She certainly was very good tg look
upon, at' least so Crichton thought,
as, unconscious of his presence, she
came through the high French win-
dow, the sunlight falling on a mass
of golden hair and lighting up the
clear skin, flushed crimson after a

'
lqng walk over country roads. It
was, however, with a certain amount
of unpreparedness, both as to his
mental and physical attitude, that
Qrichton rose to receive his lady vis-
itor. ,

At the-sigh- t of him the girl uttered
a low cry and stepped .back toward
the window.

"It's all right. I assure you, it'sN
all right," urged Crichton. "Just let
me get into my coat and I'll intro-
duce myself."

"It's all right if you don't get into
your coat," said the'girl.' "It's rather
becoming: Nei tola me I must never
come in here, but 1 5Was 4uite sure
no one was at home

"Ned told you?" asked "Crichton.
"Yes, I'm Miss Ferguson; Ned and

I are stopping over at the Ellisons'."
"Delighted," and Crichton bowed,

ITm Jim Crichton you may have
heard Brooke and I "

"I'm afraid not," interrupted the
girl, and she heldout her hand, as if
Crichton had been her oldest man
friend. "Yqu see I've only joined the--


