
PIGEON POST
By Kitty Colville

. It was very hard being a young
millionaire and having to marry a
girl one cared nothing about "Char-
lie Sanford had about come to that
conclusion. He did not care in the
least for'Marjorie Linfield, but there
was no girl in his set he liked better;
the marriage had been arranged for
years and was dictated in a large
measure by business requirements,
and. since they were engaged, Char-Ji-e

did not see any way out of it with-
out violating his conceptions of the
honor of a gentleman.

He had dreamed sometimes of a
perfect love, but he skeptically won-
dered whether such a thing ever ex-
isted. Marjorie was like an iceberg,
her kisses were chillier than snow,
and he had only had two during the
two years' engagement

Marjorie was away upstate at her
father's bungalow, in the mountains,
and Charlie had six weeks before the
marriage.

"I've a good mind to get out," he
muttered as he stood in his bachelor
apartment "I've a good mnd to
disappear, to go west and start all
over again."

At that moment a singlar thing
happened. In through the window
flew a white pigeon, which perched
familiarly upon his table and began
to preen its feather.

"Some tame pigeon of the neigh-
borhood, I suppose," thought Char-li- e.

.

i Then he perceived that a note was
.tied about the bird's leg. He went? to
it and secured it without any diffi-
culty. He unfastened the little pad,
opened it and read, in microscopic

.writing:
"Oh, if there is such a thing as

love in the world, will it not come to
me? I am sending out this message
in the hope that the need of love will
attract love.''

It was., unsigned. Charlie read it
and sniffed' scornfully.

"Some sentimental shopgirl!" he
said, with curling lip.

But the" pathos of the little note
began to work upon him. It was
nonsense, of course, but Charlie hap-
pened to.be in a romantic mood. He
added a tiny postcard to the letter:

"If there is such a thing as love,

"Some Tame Pigeon of the Neigh-
borhood," Thought Charlie.

I have never known it And I am
to be married."

This not, too, was unsigned. Char-
lie fastened it about the pigeon's leg,
and the bird, as if, it knew its mis-

sion was fulfilled, flew through the
window. Charlie felt ashamed when
it had gone. He would have removed
the letter, but it was too late.

The episode passed from his mind
in preparations for his marriage, un-
til three days later, when at the same
hour the jjigeon. flew; into his room


