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“What did
sthe mean
by placing
an officious
hireling be-
fore the
door?"

“I gee,” said Miss Guile, after o moment. “He
wouldn't sleep with one eve open, | see”

“The lap of luxury s an enviable resting-place,
I know of no prinee who wonld despise it.”

“HBat g wile 15 sometimes g thing 1o be despised,”
said she.

“Quite tene,” said Mr. Totten.  “I've no doubt
that the Prince of Granstark will despise his wife,
and for that reason will be quite content to close
both eyes and let her go on searching for her henrt's
desire.”

“She would be his Princess. Could he afford to
allow his love of lnxury to go as far as that 7"

“Quite as justifinbly, I should say, as Mr, Blithers
when he delivers his only ehild into™— into bondage,”

“Yon were about to use another term,”

“T was, but 1 thought in time, Miss Guile."

R. Schmidt sauntered briskly past at this junct-
ure, looking neither to the vight nor left. They
watched him until he disappeared down the deck.

“T think Mr. Schmidt is a perfectly delightful
voung man,” said Mre! Gaston, simply beeanse she
couldn’t help it,

“You really think he will marry Miss Blithers,
Mr. Totten ?” ventured Miss Guile,

“He? O, T see—the Prince?” Mr. Totten
came near to being no diplomat, “How shonld 1
know, Miss Guile?"

“Of course! How should you know I she eried.

My, Totten found something to interest him in the
printed sheet and proeeeded to read it with eon-
siderable avidity. Miss Guile smiled o hevself and
purposely avoided the shocked look in Mrs, Gaston's
ryes,

“Houillon ai last,” eried the ngitated duenna, and
peremptorily summoned one of the fray-bearing
stewards. “1 am famished.”

Evidently Mr. Totten did not care for his mid-
morning refreshment, for, with the most ecourtly of
smiles, he arose and left them to their bouillon,

“Here comes Mr, Schmidt,” whispered Mrs. Gas-
ton excitedly, a fTew moments later, and al once
made a movement indieative of hasty departure.

“Sit still,” said Miss Guile peremptorily.

R. Schmidt again passed them by withont so mueh
ns a glance in their diveetion, There was a very
sweet smile on Miss Guile’s lips as she closed her
eves and lay back in ler chair. Onee, twice, thrice,
even as many as six times R. Sehmidt strode rap-
idly by their eorner, his head high and his faceaglow.

AI' Inst a gueer little pucker appeared on the
serene. brow of the far from drowsy young lady
whose eyes peeped through half elosed lids, Sud-
denly she threw off her rug and with a brief remark
to her eompanion arose and went to her eabin,
Mrs. Gaston followed, not from choice but becanse
the brief vemark was in the natore of a command,

Soeon afterward, R, Schmidt who had been joined
by Dank, threw himself into his ehair with a great
sigh of fatigue and said:

“I1Gad, I've walked a hondred miles sinee break
fast. Have von a mateh?”

“Hobbs has made a very eurions discovery,” said
the young lientenant, producing lis match-box.
There was a perturbed look in his eyes.

“If Hobbs isn't eareful he'll discover a new con-
tinent one of these days. He is always discovering
something,” said Robin, pufling away at his pipe,

“Rut this is really interesting, It seems that he
wag in the hold when Miss Guile's maid eame down

lo get wto one of her mistress's trunks. Now, the
first letter in Guile 15 G, so't 1T  Well, Hobbs
says there are at least half a dozen trunks there be-
longing to the young lady and that all of them
are marked with a large red B, What do you
make of it?”

The Prince had stopped pufling at his pipe. “Hobbs
may be mistaken in the maid, Dank, It is lkely
that they are not Miss Guile’s trunks at all”

“He appenrs to be absolutely sure of his ground.
He heard the maid mention Miss Guile's name when
she directed the men to get one of the trunks oul of
the pile. That's what attraeted his attention. He con-
fided to me that yon are interested in the young lndy,
and therefore it was quite natural for him to be sim-
ilarly affected, ‘Like master, like man,’ d've sce?"

“Really, you know, Dank, 1 ought to dismiss
Hobbs," said Robin irritably, “He is getting to be
n drﬂull‘nl nuisanec.  Always nosing around, trying
o —

“But after all, sir, you'll have to admit that he has
made a puzzling discovery. Why shonld her luggage
be marked with a B!"

“1 should say beeause her nume begins with o B
said Robin shortly.

*In that ease, it isn't Guile.”

“Obvionsly,” The young man was thinking very
hard,

“And if it isn't Guile, there must be an excellent
reason for her sailing under a false name.  She
doesn’t look like an adventuress”

R, Schmidt rewarded this remark with a ecold stare.
“Would yon mind telling me what she does look like,
Dank " he enquired severely.

HE lieutenant flushed. “l have not had the same
opportunity for observation that you've enjoyed,
sir, but 1 should say, off-hand, that she looks like a
very dangerous young person.”
“Do you mean to imply that she is
wother what one would eall right 7"
Dank grinned. “Don’t you regard her as rather
perilously beautiful 7
“Oh, 1 see. That's what you mean.
you got that from Hobbs, too.”

er — not alto-

I suppose

eare a hang whether I'm on (he ship or clinging to
a life preserver out there o the maddle of the At
lantie. 1 have reason to know, Dank.”

“So be it,” said Dank, but with doubt in his eyes.
“Yon ought to know, [D've never spoken te her,
s ——"

“She thinks vou are a dreadfully attractive chap,
Dank,"” said Robin miselievously, “She said so only
yesterday.”

Dank gave his Prinee o disgusted look, and smoked
on in silence.  His dignity wos rmffled,

“Her Christion pnme is Bedelin,” ventured Robin,
aller a pause,

“That doesn't get as anvwhere,”

“And her mother is Trigh,”

“Whieh aceounts for those wondertul Ivish blue
eves that —"

“So you've noticed than, eh ™

“Naturally.”

“1 eonsider them a very dark gray.”

“I think we'd better get back to the luggage,”
said Dank hastily. “Hobbs thinks she i

said Dank sonvly

L1 H, Lord, Dank, don’t tell me what Hobbs

thinks,” growled Robin. “Let her make use of
all the letters in the alphabet it it pleases her. Whal
i% it to us? Morcover, she may be ntilizing a lot of
borrowed trunks, who knows? Or B may have bheen
her initinl hefore she was divoresd and M

“Divoreed "

“— ey matden name vestored,” coneluded Rolun
aivily.  “Simple deduction, Dank.  Don’t hother
vour head abont hor any longer. What we know
't going to hurt us, md what we don't know
isn't A

“Has it ocenrred (o vou that Russin may have sel
Spies npon you »

“Nonsense !

“It isn't as preposterous as yon —"

“Come, old fellow, let's forget Miss Guile,” eried
Robin, slapping the lientenant on the shoulder.
“Let's think of the real peril— Maude Applegate
Blithers,”” He held np the ship’s paper for Dank
to see and then leaned (Continued on Page 10/)

“Not at all. 1 have an ex-
cellent pair of eyes”

“What are yon trying to get
al, Dank?” demanded Robin
abruptly.

“I'm trying to get to the bot-
tom of Miss Guile's guile, if it
please your royal highness,” said
the lientenant eoolly. “It is hard
to eonneetl the G and the B, you
know,"

“But why should we deny her
a privilege that we are enjoying,
all three of ue? Are we not in
the same boat

» “Literally and  figuratively.
That explains nothing, however,”

“Have you a theory?”

“There are many that we eonld
advance, but, of course, ouly one

Throug

even if we were acule enough to (
inelude it in our list of guesses.
She may have an imperative
veason for not disclosing her
identity., For instance, she may
be running away to get married.”

“That's possible,” agreed
Rohin,

“But not probable. She may
he a popular musie-hall favorite,

Fulling throu

On the hilse

vreatures known as the American
newspaper woman, against whom
we have been warned. Don'l
vou regard it as rather signifi-
cant that of all the people on
this ship she should be tﬁe one
to nttach herself to the unreecog-
nized Prince of Graustark? Pt
two and two together, sir, and-—"

“I find it gingularly difficult to
put one and one together, Dank,”
said the Prinee ruefully, *No;
you are wrong in both of your
guesses, I've encountered music-
hall favorites and 1 ean assure
you she isn"t one of them. And

Fluti
At the birth of

as for your statement that she
attached herself to me, you were
never so mistaken in your life.
I give you my word, she doesn't

A NEW ENGLAND JUNE

By BLISS CARMAN

These things I remember
f New England June,
Liks o wivid day dream
I'n the arure noon,
White ana hannting flgnrs
Strays through every scens,
Like the soul of beavty

;a e Last ddemenne

Clardens Fall of roses
And poeonios a-blow
':n the dowy |]nnrnm',

: {ow on stataly row,
of them could be the right one, ._pm..dfu tholr wny patieris,
rimsan, pled and eream
Like sume gorgeous fresco
Or mn Enstern dream,

Nota of waving sunl
1 the troes;
Fioldn of gold-white dalsies
Iippling in the breese;
Lasy Hiting groundswelly,
Breaking green as jude
uches,
Where the shore-hinds wnid

Ot of every picture
Still ahe comns bo me
. With the morning frenhnesy W
or one of those peculiarly clever | fj} the wummer sed, -

v liry in her bearing,
A sea-light i her epes,
Axif she conld not forgel
The Spell of Paradise,

| Thrushes in the dee
| With their golden
like the choirs
dronnm.
Fireflies in the meadows
At the gate of Night,
With their fuiry lunterms
Twinkling soft and hright

0wl
Jetiien,

Ab, not in the roses,

Nor the asure toaon,

Nor the thrashes' pasio,
Livs the soul of June

It in momething finer,

AMore uniading far,

I'han the primrose svening
And the Silver Siar

When the phostly ol ight
Walks my parden ground,
Like u totaurely patrol

On Mo mghtty round,
Thesw things I remember
O tha long age,

White the abumtmous roma
Neither ocare nor know




