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UCRKR OF “TETE-A-TETE"

A Comedy That Found for Its
Author a Sweetheart and a Star

By ZONA GALE

IMustrated By Harl Anderson

VE tossed the letter on | desk and stared  in Westchester County on the broad
t It 1 prai 1 i breast of a hill, with orchards on the
1ids and warm fields down the slope

d trout-streams in the heart of the
wood.  Reeve walked to the farm across

the meadows 1n an early twilight and
i miliarly at the little new moon

i wamed upon a great lighted house
rk i that looked like a man-of-war out for a
lettered s ot walk, and tried to accustom himself to
Ce he l Inalltl rv vear Reeve  the fact that this was he, Reeve, enter-
} ( he did whenever he ing upon a divine vacation safe miles
hi chala s g from the baking bricks of Cobetown
re He went up a little avenue of box
0 ed sion was as alders, and was met on the white steps
cve elf nw Mrs. Applegate, who looked much like
He h the a fine sound Baldwin, and who
he whisked him to a cool table by
o the n open window in the empty
I -1 dining-r There in a kind of
¢ beatific trance he ate baked trout
1 ind watched the fireflies. Later
New-) he s 1 through the window
¢ s & I veran , and at its
\ i ( he womar
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“Wish Us

Both Good Luch ‘Téte-a-téte’ and Me.”
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have been as far as Receve had noticed—and Mrs.

lave
Applegate vanished.

In the porch chair was Mrs. Theodora Marr, the
“summer widow” of Applegate Farm. To-might
she was in a mist of muslin, and manifestly she was
grateful to Reeve for having arrived. This she
demonstrated by ving him an hour of idleness on
the veranda, lending him a novel, explaining about
the canoe, and next forenoon inviting him prettily
to go to Hoen Manor that evening to a ball

Hoen Manor was the great house that looked like a
man-o’-war out for a walk which Reeve had noted

as he walked to the farm; and he had an instant
viston of stuffy rooms crowded with the white
frfocks of hall

talked £

that he supposed the world could not contain it

the smart country ind pro tly

mely

wut having so 1 h work to do

unless it was done. Then, in spite of his serious
understanding with himself that he was to spend
the rest of his life brilliantly supplving the public
thirst for drama, it suddenly smote Reeve that it
would be pleasant to shp back i his old world
the world of which Cobetown knew no more than
of the Seventh Heaven, and he accepted
“Dehcious!” ceried the httle summer widow,

whose conception of both tact and ingratiation

were  purely  exclamatory “They are to have
S 1« two or three hons and the hike
sed his shrug and  for wooan
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