
JOHNSON'S ROMANCE

By Harold Carter.
(Copyright by W. G. Chapman.)
Hale told this story at the club. It

had no moral, and the end was sad;
still, there was something in the tell-
ing of it that held us. Archie Croth-er-s

had led off by saying that there
was romance in every life, even in
that of the most prosaic mortals.

"If you know where to look," said
Hale. Then, after a pause: "I never
spoke of my friend Johnson, did I?"
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'Don't Let the People See That We
Are Talking."

Nobody present had heard of him,
and Hale took up his story.

"You can judge the prosaic nature
of the man from his name. Nobody
called Johnson ever figured as a hero
of fiction. He was a little, sandy-haire-d

man of about thirty, with one
hobby, traveling.

"Johnson worked for an insurance
company in New York and he used to
spend his vacation every year visit-
ing all sorts of little places that no

mmmmmmmmmmmmmm

body thinks about. This happened to
him in a little town somewhere in
Nova Scotia, with a big cathedral in
it that had been erected a century
ago, when the town was bigger than
it is today.

"Johnson found the little place all
aflutter, for a party of visiting royal-
ties was staying in it. Being an in-

quisitive sort of man he learned that
Princess Alicia was there with her
father, the Prince of Stuttgart, and
that the young Duke of Gronstadt
was to arrive the same day. The
princess and the duke were engaged,
but they had never met. It was odd,
the meeting up in that

corner of the world, but the
duke had been shooting big game in
British Columbia, and was on his way
home, and the prince had been sent
out to China on a mission on behalf
of his government. So that was how
it was to come about. The engage-
ment had, of course, been made by
the s; the tastes of the young
people were not even thought about.

"Johnson arrived on a Saturday
night, and on Sunday morning he
went to the cathedral to worship. He
noticed that a lot 'of people seemed
to be going, but, being simple-minde- d,

he did not connect their pres-
ence there in such numbers with any
desire to see the prince and his
daughter. The floor pews were all
packed, so Johnson went up into the
gallery. That was packed, too, ex-
cept for one pew toward the end,
containing room for half a dozen oc-

cupants, and another pew behind it.
These two pews were surrounded by
a brass rail, and it occurred to John-
son that they were probably private.
However, the only occupant of the
front pew was a very pretty young
lady, with a parasol and a prayer
book, and the pew behind had no oc-

cupants at all. Johnson hesitated the
fraction of a second, and then he sat
down in the young lady's pew.

"He saw her looking at him rather
strangely, but just then the service
began, and, after an instant of hesita- -


