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Charlotte stood watching the

dancers surge past her. " It was like
a kaleidoscope of glistening color,
and somehow she felt she didn't be-
long in the scheme of decorations.
She knew she was not what is called
pretty. Her cheekbones were too
high, and her mouth too large. No
one had obtruded the fact on her
that her hair and eyes were good to
look at, and her .smile particularly
fetching, for Charlotte was not con-
ceited, and her mother and elder sis-
ter being of the Puritanic type, had
taken pains that she should not be.
As Charlotte still stood alone look--'

ing about the handsomely appointed
room in the home of the wealthy
hostess, the dresses of the guests,
and then back to her modest little
frock, which certainly could not be
called the last cry in modes, she felt
marooned in a great ocean of gayety.

The girl in all her nineteen years
had never been to anything quite so
grand as this. The festivities of the
little schoolteacher had not extended
beyond the church social and small
dances among her few chums. But
Aunt Maude, who had been living in
California for six years, suddenly ap-
peared in their midst, and began re-
newing her acquaintance with many
whom .her sister, Charlotte's mother,
had dropped or been dropped by
when the change ia her fortunes had
obliged her to earn her living by tak-
ing boarders.

Aunt Maude was quite shocked to
find that Charlotte had no "real so-
ciety," as she called it, and she began
a reform in that direction by securi-
ng" for her niece an invitation to the
Purcell pprty, the host being one of
the millionaire automobile manufac-
turers of the city.

Having introduced her niece to the
hostess, Aunt Maude had met some
old friends, and become so engrossed

in conversation that she had for the
time forgotten the girl's existence.
Charlotte was just trying to decide
whether she would rudely break
through the circle to her chaperon or
turn and fly when a young man who,
she mentally decided, was about as
plain as she was, came up and asked
her to danee. They swung out among
the swaying throng. Presently anoth-
er couple collided with them, and her

"Is One Reason Why I Would Like to
Be Rich!"

partner stepped on her foot. He
apologived most profusely, but the
remainder of the dance was some-
thing like agony to the girl, .though
she would not let him see how much
she was hurt

When the music stopped she asked
him if he woujd take her to her aunt.

"Let me find you another partner
who won't be-;s-o clumsy as to step on
you," he suggested.


