
got out an Astor library card for
the reference department. It was
an awful bluff that I at first put
up about the spirit of the mob,

"the village, unearned increments,
the clan, the sociological unit and
the like, but after a while I really
did become interested and watch-
ed the score pretty closely.

I did get a toothful of satisfac-
tion out of my deceit, after all. I
often wondered just what she
would say if some time, at some
very unexpected time when we
were in thetafe in the basement

I should 'turn to her and say in
blunt words: "I ,am a million-
aire." Again, I thought of mak-
ing a scene of it, thought of tak-
ing her out walking in Central
Park, of choosing a nook, of then
beginning in a dramatic voice:
"My conscience cries out aloud
that' I must undeceive you, that
for you longer to remain a victim
of wilful deceit" and so on, but
when iier blue eyes came to be my
all I knew the risk was too great
and then, like a turtle, I drew
back in my shell of hypocrisy.

I bared the bodkin one day
while we were going uptown in a
subway express by proposing. It
wasn't very romantic, but I knew
that she didn't go in for soft
lights and slow music, and so told
it quickly and earnestly. She
caught her breath and her eyes
lighted up, but then "a shade of
troublefilled them. She studied
on it for two express stations, her
blue eyes sadly puzzled, and then
she told me that she would take it
under advisement, that she had
suspended judgment It was some

sociological term that she had
picked up somewhefe, I suppose.
When she put me off that way I
told myself that was sociology
run mad.

On my desk the next day I
found her note :

"Alfred, you have deceived me.
I know the truth you are a mil-

lionaire. With my own eyes I
saw you'go into a Broadway hotel
for dinner. The evidence is con-
clusive. You need not try to make
any explanations. I feel hurt
more than I care to tell.

"Flower."
It was a great shock to me. I

cursed my luck and told myself
that this only went to show that
honesty was the best policy.
When I found that she wasn't
really mine it aroused me, made
me almost desperate, for this was
the first pleasure that I had eyer
wanted that I could not get. To
philosophize a monient; so it al-

ways is we want just a little
more than we can get, just a little
more than we should expect.

The next night I could bear if
no longer. I waited outside the
office and walked to the subway,
With her. "It's this way, Flower.
I really didn't mean any harm. I
didn't intend to deceive you," I
apologized in school-bo- y fashion,
as wCfook our straps, "but I was
hunting a new experience, and I
kept getting in deeper and deep-
er. Before I knew it I was lost In
the quagmire' of my deception. I
know it was "wrong, and I knew
about your high ideals but I
wanted you at any cost." I told
her much more as we swayed


