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bardin' her with diamond knickknacks done up in
bunches of orchids.

"Of course," she goes on. "Duke isn't very bright,
and he's been going the pace; but he is good hearted,
you know, and Ihave been steadying him down a little,
Ithink. He willdo anything Itell him. Why, he's out
in the park now. taking my terrier tor a walk. But
what do you think?"

"Well, what?" says I. "Afraid the dog 'll bite him,
or that he'll bite the dog?""

Nonsense!" says Tudie. "This is serious. Duke's
father is here, waiting at my hotel. A.nd he wants to
see me. Me, mind you! He left word with my maid
that he would wait untilIcame in: so Annette slipped
down and watched for me and gave me the tip. That
was an hour ago, and I've been driving around ever
since, wondering what to do. Idon't want to see Mr.
Westover. And my manager is out of town, and Duke
is exercising Quito in the park, and

—
and then I aw

you and picked you up. Silly of me, wasn't it? •>f
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It Was Putting Over the

Babbies and Sparkles that
Got Me the Job." Says Tu«iie

"It's Miss Dinneen, ain't it?" says I,
the name comin' back to me.'*

Itwas," says she; "Mars- Dinneen."
"Well," says I,glancin' air • r i leways,

"Inever would have guessed it. You
or hair difTrent then."

Shu laughs at that. "An I ididn't have
as much to do, either." ays she. "AlsoI
wore toggy old dresses, and hideous hats,
and u_ toes, i w 1 aght then."

"Oh, Idon't know." says I. "There
was always more or less rubberin' as you

and wen:. Anyway, you're makin'
• time now. ain't you:-' What

•'. . " you struck, first prize at the annual
drawin', or did you lead some broker to
the Little Church Around the Corner?"
"Istruck the front row. Torchy

"
-ays

she, "and Ihad sense enough to cinch the
management for a good contract."

"Oh!" says I. "Not one of the :>ig roof
garden girl shows? Yes? Say, you did

\u25a0me iiard. didn't you? And all them
roomers was knockin' your voice, too!"

"Et isn't much of a voice." say- she.
"
I

\u25a0 of it. though; but that
isn't why they let me sing the champagne

n a twenty-eight hundred dollar eos-
In Notmuch! There are adozen better

than mine in the chorus: but when
it comes topatting over the bubble- and
sparkles

—we!!, that' what got me thejob."
"Funny Iain't seen your name upon

the posters?" says I.
"Youhav< . he, "only you di

know 1; was mine. There itis now, on that
>n fence w.- n they're

lown another church. See? The big
\u25a0 r ."
"G'wan!" say I. "You don't mean

I ["remaine? Not th<
c?"

"L'h-huh." says she. in that ripply.
cooin 1 way : • a . talkin', which is

etw \u25a0 a giggle and a gargle.
"My press agent made up that name for

course, you won't be able to tell me what to do."
"That's right," ay 1. "Iexpect :hi- old gent lays

some of Duke's high rollin' stunts to you, eh?"
"Isuppose he does," says she. "And Idon't like

being scolded. Itisn't my fault. Ididn't want Ihike
running after me, anyway. And I've slopped him buy-
ing ridiculous presents for me. To be sure, he insi ;1 n
my having his car and all that; but it is his own money
he's spending, you know. It was left to him by his
grandmother, and he's bound to -pend it somehow.
He ays so himself, So, you >ce

—"
"Say, Mi Tremaine," Ibreaks in. "Iexpect you're

ma ifin' out a good -if. all right; but whai then?"
"Yes yes," says she. "Ofcourse I'm foolish to run

i mere
— By the way, Torchy, bow old

are you?"""Steen," says I.
"And I'm twenty," ays she. "Twenty! And Mr.

We tover is waiting to give me .1 talking to. He's fifty.
Duke .1 and he's been Governor or his State, and

. millions and millions."
"Sure he ha - I He has his name printed

on more cotton I an you could run your car over
ina week. Didn't you ever hear< if the Westover Mills?"

"Wha a-at!" gasps Tudie, reachin' out andgrabbin 1

me by the arm. "Are you sure, Torchy, are you
I he tin- man who owns the Westover cotton mills?
How d< \u25a0 you know?

"

"Ah, ay," ays I. "don'l you ever read the papers?
Am 1 he been 1 uttin1 his help down, and ain't there been
a big itrike up there, and didn't he stir things up by

. how it iii mill hand ididn't like what he paid "em
he'd run in a gang of Filipinos that would work for half
as much? That's the duck, and he's some big noise.
Z. K. We it< >•. '•!" is."

"Yes, .. he, tarin' straight over the chauf-
feur' head kind oi batty like, and grippin' the cushion
covers tighi with both hands. "Westover, to be sure.
Why didn't I know/ So that's who his father is

—
Zi-n.t \u25a0 W '\u25a0 \u25a0 1 >ver?

"
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