
SUNDAY MAGAZINE for FEBRUARY 11, 1906 7

LUCK OF "TETE-A-TETE"

have been as far as Reeve had noticed—and Mr.^,

Applegate vanished.
In the porch chair was Mrs Theodora Man. the

"summer widow" of Applegate Farm. To-night
slu- was in a mist of muslin, and manifestly slu- was
grateful to Reeve for having arrived. This she
demonstrated by giving him an hour <<f idleness on
the veranda, lending him a novel, explaining about
the canoe, and next ton-noon inviting him prettily
to k'() to Hoen Manor that evening to a ball

Hoen Manor was the great house thai looked likea
man-o'-war out lor a walk which Reeve had noted
as he walked to the farm; and he had an instant.

vision of stuffy rooms crowded with the wl it--

frocks i^i half the smart country-side, and prom] tly
talked vaguely about having so much work to ii,>

that he supposed the world could not contain it

unless it was done. Then, in spite of lu> serious
understanding with himself thai he was to spend
the rest of his life brilliantly supplying the public
thirst for drama, it suddenly smote Reeve thai it
would be pleasant to slip back in his old world
the world of which Cobetown knew no more than
of the Seventh Heaven, and he accepted.

"Delicious!" cried the little summer widow,
whose conception of both tad and ingratiation
were purely exclamatory. "They are to have
some divine music two or three lions and the like

Reeve suppressed hi-, shrug and foresaw an
anxious hour of anas in a clo c room, with ecsta y
required of him. Still, his invitation obediently
arriving that afternoon, he acknow] dged that it
was good to realize that Col>eto\vn wj s as far awi y
as it seemed when lie greeted Mr Tl odora M..::
us she came trailing soft skirts dow n the stairs at
t.-n thai im. 1 ' good to listen to her pi

;\u25a0 and repartee, good to drive through the
I ,> inn dusk to the greal lighted \u25a0 ;iectacle >i

Hoen Manor. And within he waited for her in
\u25a0 : teni , reci >ncil< d ev< n to hearin

he lookt-d d '".n up 'U the oak-paneled hall and t: \u25a0

white salon ivith th< ir prei \u25a0, \u25a0 .. , t] \u25a0 T!.\u25a0•

ball was given for tl I on Ini ird tl c Blue
'\u25a0 ••

\u25a0 . rly's yacht thai wis cruising aim-
lessly about, breeze-hunting in the sound.

Reeve was wont to say thai the gods never let
him have anything unalloyed lim he wis inclined
t< • make an exceptioi I I i Ithai I

\u25a0 Millin<ry?" I rilled Mi
Why, millinery's Soar Limes

I on Sunday. 1 had
nd di- d a millim r'

I-
"

l\ \u25a0 . hastened defei -
entiall , qtial

I: • "

A1I I—or so it i

U. • ted her. "Ol n< • . Mrs.
Apuleg ' • id hopefully, and unaccountabl)

\u25a0 Ithe pbiintof Miss Ada Rogeda: '"Ma '•

illinerv," he added.

M- Applegate n<xlded with pursed lif>s. '"One
o' them theatric ones," she explained, "with brass

Abe Arnold her uncle, he's mighty close-
n 1 know Nclhr used I • hey' some voice,

an' the minute she mentioned a fiddle in a choir in
1 put two and two together. Thinks 1.

(lakes Abe Arnold so mum he's
led."

\u25a0 iward them, though that riiie sound Baldwin
of a woman one in white \\ en- occupying

;<!i .ill alone and still laughing, while a
ise-blue shadow stood below on the driveway

in a rectangle <>t lamplight. T<> the shadow Mrs.
\u25a0 presented him lirst, with some phrase

ntry heartiness, and the shadow answered
i;i a voice that matched the mellow, wandering,

ne laugh that Reeve had heard. He saw
learly her slim distinction, her hair that

looked sunny even in the dusk; then slu- van-
ished in the avenue of box. alders, and Mrs.
Applegate presented him to the porch chair or so
she might have done, as lar as Reeve knew and

it"hurry indoors as if slu- perceived the
world to 1»- slowing down and she muM wind it u]>.
'Ishould think Nellie Arnold's folks." she con-

tributed over her shoulder, '"d be wonderin' why
she d< >n'l > \u25a0 »m< home to supper"

Vres?" said Reeve idly.
"

You have neighlx>rs?
"

"
Her folks is," imparted Mr--. ApplegaU "Nellie

sin- works in the city. Ido' know- what she does,"

added the fine sound Baldwin, her appetite for
\u25a0 ler getting the better of !u-r duty indoor-,;

'"I'm awful afraid, though," she dropped her voice,
"\u25a0 n 's .iihurch ch< >ir

\u25a0 A church choir?" echoed Reeve, a 1a loss.
"A church

iii Westchester County on the broad
breast of a hill, with orchards on the
uplands and warm Gelds down the slope
and trout -streams in the heart of the
wood Reeve walked to the [arm across
the meadows in an early twilight and
nodded familiarly at the littlenew moon
and beamed upon a great lighted house
that looked like a man-of-war out for a
walk, and tried to accustom himself to
the fact that tins was he. Reeve, enter-
ing upon a divine vacation safe miles
from the king bricks of Cobetown

He went up a little avenue of box
alders, and was met on the white steps
by Mrs Applegate, who lookedmuch like
a line sound Baldwin, and who
whisked him to a cool table by
an open window in the empty
dining-room There ina kind of
beatific trance he ate baked trout
and watched the fireflies. Later
he stepped through the window
to a covered veranda, and at its
farther end heard a woman
murmur 'thing and laugh

Reeve afterward
wondered just what
it was about that
laugh that so unac-
a mutably excited his
interest. It was mel-
low and wandering
and genuine; but s<>
was the accompany -
ing laughter of Mrs
Applegate and oi
some one else. Vet
it was not their
laughter thai drew

RVI'. tossed
'

nd stared
\u25a0 praised!" he said 6er-

\u25a0 \\\ U. !;\u25a0 prai
letter and

\. without knowing what he
<n the angular street,

\u25a0
-

the <1-*H skies
: d lumbering acti\ it y

At*ive the street hung
ki-i\i It-lettered sigi \u25a0 i ising to the town

law Inallthat dreary year Reeve
i Colietown as he did whenever he

\u25a0 . ng its pn isper-
before his hare office. Someway

< 11-'<-d sign was .\u25a0> out of place in Cobe-
I •

b Reeve 1 imseJf.
He a h the sign and the

• . \u25a0

' • I thought buoy-
: in the middle
• "

the musical
he had done the 1 k and CaldweU

I \u25a0 \u25a0\u25a0 :
'

\ Wynd-
\. v-\ \u25a0 . \u25a0 • luction that

ion that was to
:

-
riches! A \u25a0 : : iJdweU, he was

I ii \u25a0 \u25a0

'' '
.ins writ ing a

uh with the dimate,
rii \u25a0 tes the sale »ould

r smile of I \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0me..... ,

L in this letter

\u25a0

-
;<\u25a0 last

\u25a0
• • third act

• . rican ,yirl.

...
\u25a0 \u25a0

•

nds in the footlighi

(•:• \u25a0•• <• si 1 long by the window, lost in the
pi position, idiotically mulling «.v«r some of the

\u25a0
- in his play; then he went feverishly

\u25a0 \u25a0 . his desk to bant out the manuscript.
And n*hen an hour later Hiss Ada Rogeda tapped

I rto press her daim n]H>n .1rival \u25a0 iUmer
\u25a0 i i h'-r <'iii- Chicago tobacco-brown

\u25a0 idel toque, die found Reeve laughing almost
rlj over the scene in die throne-room. He

. I \u25a0 per appreciated how fine the stufl really was.
! • . glad you can laugh. Mr. Reeve, I'm sure,"

Hiss Ada Rogeda dolefully; "but when a per-
; riillnii-r 1 declare it don't seem as if there

•.•i laugh at. .'.\u25a0 when ii comes t"

. •
\u25a0 aling in the profession. I no

. \u25a0 (eel respectable, let alone proud!"
Six weeks later. Reeve, having settled upon the

\u25a0\u25a0•
•

\u25a0 cner of the Chicago toque. and
• • persuaded old Tivton that he must st<>]>

har|iins apon bow his employers bad deserved to
• bbed and try to put forward some proof thai

he had noi robbed them, turned Ins office over to
p.illmg hands ami Bet his face toward New-York.

] re be met the returned CaldweO. who ban-
\u25a0him unmercifully upon never having heard

. •,\u25a0 . .f \u25a0 Tete-a-tete," which was true, partly
Caldwell had " Imost of the music

i and partly '••\u25a0 luse Reeve knew no music
,uld barely distinguish a catchy *!i"r;:>. from

\u25a0 \u25a0 tional hymn. CaldweH played him Irits of
rics. and Reeve listened with polite attention

. ed "\u25a0 \u25a0\u25a0
• approciation for his own lines;

. two I '. '\u25a0 conferences with WTyndwynner
Ilunch* \u25a0 For the sake of ionferences, and
• . and n*>un II I Mi Elfin would not

It in |
• •

\u25a0 :' . •
\u25a0 In r i-acatwm. And

c found to Ins delight that he
' • lidly admii that he n ded a change

; ,
- . \u25a0\u25a0;.,- \u25a0 -. ari< >us summer

• \u25a0

>t mum. :. ..r\ aium-
: ere h -'•\u25a0:•-' \u25a0• .. • hite man. nd not

li he had long
.;•\u25a0..:\u25a0; If to lie designed.
c to spend c at Applegate F arm, -<•-

• • ... account of the name, second be-
. :\u25a0\u25a0 trout Applegate Farm tias up

: •. viiiKT. "and the little Elfin will blaze
:\u25a0.•'"
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"WisH Us BotW Good Luch
*
T*rte-&-tete' and Me."


