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“That might be possible

“Might bhe,” the tone expressive of indignation,
her eyves flashing into mine.  “Do these words tnply
doubt? If so there remains nothing more Tof me
to relate”

“DBy no moenns; vou mizunderstand, 1 believe
all you sayv, and mercly guestioned to betrer elear
the affair up in my own mimd,  Oild ax this meet-
ing hus been, we ean be friewls, ean we pot?"  lm-
|bl-"t'!i h}' some sudden i:hfnil—l' | Ill‘l‘l oul my ‘I:tllll.

Her face was toward the light, and 1 eould por-
ceive the change of expression. There woag an in-
stant of hesitaney; then her gloved hand met mine
firmly.

1 would be n prude not to say ves,"” she responded
frankly. “Although 1 ecannot let you dream that
I ever comtemplated sueh a thing. This is all an
pecident —a moes=t  unfortunpte necident g0 far as
it coneerns me— yet 1 ean congratulate myself that
it is no worse. 1 have confidence that you are a
gentloman.”

1 howed, still retaining the small hand, and econ-
seious of the almost wistful look as her eyves met
mine.

“1 am Philip Dessaud,” T said simply, “an officer
of the French army "

She drew a guick breath, apparently of surprise,

“Why, | hove heard the name before; you—you
are the avintor?"

“YVes, Mademoiselle,” with o smile, “and it is
surely something not to be entirely unknown,”

“If all 1 have read b trae it s mach mwore than
that,” she responded quickly.  “They sy 1he tews-
paper writers —that  your  discoveris will  revolu-
tionize flyving. Of eourse,” she added hastily, s
a woman 1 know about such things only in the most
superficinl way.”

“And  the suppositions of the newspaper men
have vel to be proven by experiment,’”” 1 confessed
good humoredly. “The end of the week will tell
the tale”

“And I shall be go interested now in your suecess
—just from this little meeting, this brief sequaint-
ance.  What small happenings change our outlook
on life"”

“Do you eall this small, Mademoiselle?
h('glm 1o view il as of illl[mrhlh:-.-_
becaure you see it with other eyes—beautiful as
I imagine them to bethat you still refrain from
telling me whom T am adidressing?”

She withdrew her hand, but with a gentleness
that left no sting, stepping back a little, =0 as to come
within the shade of the stone.

“You possess the French gift of compliment, Mon-
gieur,” and her voice had in it the old aceent of
Inughter. “I nm not sure it meets my approval,
However, 1 shall be fair with you—1 am Helen
Probyn.”

“Not of the English Probyns, in Kent?
been ut their manor-house.”

“No such luck; while I may be a sixteenth cousin,
who knows, the very best 1 ean elaim is an ancestral
home on the coast of Maine.  No, Monsicur, T abom-
innte pretense, and if yvou accept me st oall v will
have to be ag 0 very common individuad —'unknown,
unhonored, and unsung'"

“Which statement 1 believe, or not, as I please.”

“No' decisively. “You must aceept my  word,
I am simply an atom in the great sea of life—a working
girl.”

“A working girl,” 1 mocked,
your dress hetrays you.”

“Nou think so. That is because you judge from
the viewpoint of the European rather than the Amer-
iean. Nevertheless it is true, Monsicur, for, al-
though my work may be of the brain instead of the
body, 1 am still under orders. If my task is not
done I suffer, and am told to go and eeme, feteh and
carry, just asx though 1 wus a serf in the fields, In
other words 1 am an employee, dependent on the
whim of my employer for my daily bread,  This fuet
changes the whole aspect of affairs, does it not?”

“You mean my interest in you?"’

“Certainly. That is why I have been so frank.
I know vour elass prejudice, your point of view,
Owver there a great gulf is fixed between those who earn
and those with nothing better to do than spend.
Even in Ameriea it exi=t2 to some extent, but with
you it is an inheritance of birth., Thinking me of
vour own eliss vou became interested in my person-
ality; but now that 1 have confessed the truth all
your desire will be to politely say good night. |
prefer to anticipate,” and she extended her hand,
“Good night, Monsicur.™

I held it elose, my heart beating more rapidly.

“You think me a snoh?”’

“Oh, no, Monsicur: merely what birth and en-
vironment would naturally make you."
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“But eannot a man, n cosmopolitan, overcome
such  prejudices?” 1 protested warmly. “Even if
I admit being born into the class of idlers, yet my
life ginee has thrown me much into the society of
those who work., 1 have even learned to work myself
heside them, and have turned toward themn for in-
struction, I have mochanies with me here —common
soldiers from the ranks—who are my friends."”

“Not sovially, Monsiour. That is the point I
make,"

“A distinetion in your case I refuse to admit,
Mademoiselle. 1 bow to your will—yes. If it
i% to he good<by, T submit, but never beecause I deem
you not of my class; or beneath me in any way., You
o insist "

“It will be best. 1 am sorry, but I am sure it will
be bost "

Our eyes met, yot ghe stepped aside, and passed
me, It was accomplished with snch quict decision
that 1 failed for the instant to grasp the trath, Bt
one fact impressed itsell upon me - those eves which
had heen Wifted to mine were misty with tears, She
wis in trouble, in distress, and yvot she was leaving
me, In that second of time all suspicion, all doubt
left my mind, and 1 beeame conscious of a new respeet
for this girl, a new desire to serve her. Whoover
she was, however strange our mecting, 1 could not
let her pass out of my life like this. In obedience
to the first swift impulse, 1 erossed the broad walk,
and touched her arm,

“Nou shall not disappear like that,” I exclaimed
“I am enough of a fatalist to accept destiny. You
will tell me all.”

AN

“Yeu, there were tears in your eves ag you turned
awany, You had held them back as long as it was
possgible, It was only beenuse vou could restrain
yourself no longer that you left so hastily."

“Oh, please —"'

“No. | am going to say what 1 think. You
are in trouble, some real, desperate trouble. That
wis why you ventured to eall upon this old-time
acquaintance, Houser. Blindly  seceking help, you
had foumd his name on the hotel register, but at
first lucked courage to approach him, When you
finally did eall up by teleplhione he had left the room,
and yvou got me. Isn't this the truth?”

“I—1—why do you ingst upon my answering?
You have no right to question me in this way."

“Not if it was idle euriosify; but I wish to assure
yvou my motive is far higher than that. Forget
how we have met—it was no fault of either of us

and believe me a gentleman, To my mind the
first duty of gentleness is to relieve n woman in
distress, 1 elnim the privilege. Surely you will
trust me?  You will not refuse?”

She stood with head bowed, her face hidden in
the shadows.

“Nou—vou are too kind,” she stammered. “1
—1 do not know what to say."

“Which 15 a confession itself. My guess then
is not far wrong? It was beeause of trouble vour
own trouble—that you sought an interview with
Houser?

1-\'“_&."

“And when you discovered a mistake had been made
you were desperate?  You did not know what to
lo?"

‘.\‘.‘"bf.

“And you left me just now heecause yon eould
stand the strain no longer? You realize that you
must confess everything, or else go away?"”

She lifted her eyes to mine,

“That is true—yes."

“Then that is what you are going to do,” and
I held out my hands,

“What 2

“Trust me as a friend, and make full confession.”

She made no movement to give me her hands, but
stond motionless with eves on my face.

“But—but how ean 17" she questioned doubt-
fullv. “I—1 do not know you."

“Years of acquaintance have little to do with
friendship,” 1 insisted. “1 wish to serve vou hon-
estly, and in all kindness,  Surely you will not refuse
merely on the plen of our short acquainiance —you
are far too sensible a girl”

I felt the warm elasp of her fingers, and knew
she was erying softly.

"l would be idiotie if 1 c]i-l," she T’l"-'[‘lllli'll'], hl‘l‘
voice trembling in spite of every effort at eontrol.
Y1t is not becavse T am afraid of you g not heeanse
it s upnconveational, Monsieur. T have advanced
bevond that stape in life. I do what 1 deem to he
right without heing troubled by the oninion of others,
There were two ressons which have kept mie from
confiding in vou—pride, and a hesitaney to involve
a stranger in my trouble”

“Forget the word stranger." ‘

“You compel me to; 1 will not use it again.  Shall
I tell you evervthing?”

“That will be best; then no fresh mistake is poge
sible."

She drew a deep breath, the heavy lashes hiding
her eves,

“U1 1 am hungry,” she confessed, almost in a
whisper. “That is the bitter truth, Monsicur: ]
have not eaten since yvesterday.”

1 stared at her, too suprised for immediate speech,

“You do not believe?”

“Yes, but it is so sirange; 1 can hardly realize
the possibility, You must go with me to sowme
restaurant at once,” and my eves searched the electrie
gignse opposite,  The story can wait,  Where shall
we Eu"n

She tried to smile, yet trembled so that her fingers
clasped my  sleove,  The slight  pressure  appealed
even more strongly than her words,

“That —that is good of you. [ eannot talk until
I have fowl; it is the reaction which makes me so
wenk ; the—the knowledge that 1 have found a friend.”

CAPTER 1V
UNCOVERING A CONSPIRACY

HAVE small recolleetion of where we went, only

it was not far, but involved a ride in an elevator.

Not uniil we were seated opposite each other at
a small table did 1 really have intelligent view of
my companion. As | glanced across at her, while
ordoring from the extensive hill of fare, I was conscious
of a newly awakened interest. Not beautiful, per-
haps not even pretty, if judged by aceepted stand-
ards, my vis-a-vis was certainly most atteactive, a
slender girl of medium height, with dark eyes wul
hair, the former thoughtful and a bit dreamy; the
latter most abundane and  glossy.  Her face was
white, but the skin eloar, and, as she turned her
head to look at the ocvcupants of the other tables,
1 conld but ob=erve the wellemodeled features, ex-
pressive of chpracter and  high  breeding.  What-
ever she might claim 1o be—child of (he furm, girl
of the working class—her appearance, as well as
her language, bespoke ancestry and  social stand-
ing, 1 confess this discovery wag to me a rolief,
ad T must have exhibited my fecling by some un-
consvious ottward sign, for the lady glanced across
at me questioningly.

“What is it, Monsieur?"

“You will laugh if 1 tell vou™ T replied uneasily.

“Then el me, prav, for I want an exeuse.”

“1 have been looking gt you for the first time in
the light, and approve wholly.”

“Indeed,” her eves dancing,  “That is nice, but
n confession that previously  vou were somewhat
doubtful.”

“Why, ves; vou see you—"'

“Oh, 1 know,” leaning forward, =0 to speak more
softly. “You have been troubled by my humble
origin; my confession of having to work for a living
You began to fear you were in contact with one of
the lower elasses, And now?"”

“The thought will never agauin occur, Mademaoiselle.
I am convinead, converted, In Ameriea it is not
as in France, in Europe; or is it that yvou work from
love of art? because the soul aspires?"

She lnughed at this heartily, with white teeth
gleaming between red lips, and eves duncing.

“Nuot g0 poctical: no! no!"" a little gesticulation of
the hands, now ungloved, but showing white and
ringless,  “It is very prosaie, my work, and its mein
purpase is the purchase of bread and butter. Were
yvou ever in necd, Monsicur?"”

“Not as vou mean—what you eall ‘hroke’; 1 have
heen hungry—ves; and thirsty, On eampaign one
suffers often, and I nave also Leen lost in African
forests, and nearly perished.,  Bul money! 'tis true
I have always possessed that,”

“Then you know nothing of what it reslly means
to be born poor; to have to struggle from early chilid-
hood for every Iusury, almost every necessity; to
have to earn your own sehooling, working while your
classmaces play, and then, at graduation, accepting
the first offer of emplovment.  That hag been my
lifs, Monsicur, and it s not an uncommon one. It
does not geem 1o me | was ever o little girl, for 1 ean
searcely remember back to a time when 1 was not
bhurdened by responsibilities.”  She paused, leaning
her head on her hands, but still with eyves on my
faee, It is all right to tulk of an and ambition, but
some lives must learn carly (o put such drenms aside,
wnel front the stern realities of existence, thankfully
necepting what the gods send.”

“You have dreamed, however: it i
vour faee
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