
TWO IN A CROWD
1 By Harold Carter.
E "You wish to speak to me, Mr. Ga-
lbraith?" inquired young Mr. Allen,
looking up from his seat in the
swinging hammock. Half a dozen
girls were grouped about his feet, in
attitudes of worship, while Mr. Allen
slowly fanned himself with an imita-tio- n

palm leaf.
"If I might take the liberty for an

? Instant, sir," replied Cyrus Galbraith,

"Now You Cut It Out.
- the proprietor of the fashionable
v summer mountain hotel.

"Excuse me, girls," said Mr. Allen
. jauntily, and stepped out of the ham-

mock. He followed the landlord till
,4 - they were out of sight of the women

aporch. Then the landlord turned on
vfhim.
r . "Now, see here, Allen, I'm not go- -i

ing to stand for any more qf this ed

nonsense," he said. "You go
back to that infernal bureau of yours

wmmmmmimmmm

and tell 'em I sent you back because
you didn't do your work satisfactor-
ily."

"Why, what's the matter, Mr. Gal-
braith?" inquired the other, in sur-
prise.

"Matter, sir!" thundered the land-
lord. "Everything's the matter. Last
month I got a circular from the Sum-
mer Hotel Improvement Society, in
which they offered me an Adonis, six
feet tall, handsome, athletic, good at
swimming, good at talking, good at
dancing, sailing, flirting, golfing, ten-
nis, quoits, pool, skittles, bowling,
and with a brand new stock of draw-
ing room stories. Ain't that so?"

"That's me," answered the other,
proudly.

"Terms, fifteen dollars a week and
board for as long as the season last-
ed," pursued the irate landlord. "And
you are to take each girl out in turn
for a moonlight sajl, to build up my
business and prevent Walt Smithers
getting all my young women away
from me, as he did last summer.
And what happens? Miss Jones left
last evening because she said it was
dull here. I know she's fifty and has
red hair and an inward squint. But
what of that? Weren't you paid to
take Miss Jones moonlight sailing,
and each of the rest of them, no mat-
ter if they had blue hair and three
of them wall eyes? And instead of
that you've spent the last two solid
days with that Miss Moon, a young
woman I've never seen here before
and never want to see again. You
took her sailing Monday night and
Tuesday night and last night, and if
I hadn't butted in, you'd have taken
her tonight, I know."

"Well, Mr. Galbraith," replied Mr.
Allen deferentially, "wasn't I enter-
taining six of your young ladies out
on the lawn? Didn't I occupy the
hammock, and let them fan me and
bring me ice water? Don't you sup
pose I know the game, even if I diL
go sailing "

"Now you cut it out," tiried
other. "You can pack up and gej
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