
Lnrlns Prettyman sat for hour* that night, alone
In bl« room, scarcely conscious of the rhlllln;;at-
mosphere, musing modestly on the strange nadden-
Ing ways of love. The result of his cogitations
amounted to this: "Icouldn't do It,Icouldn't

—
I

don't nee how they do."
The next day he overtook Cecelia on h<>r way

home from the art, school. For some reason they
both flushed scarlet nt sight, of each other. Itwa«
very difficult, to start nny suitable topic of conver-
sation. At length Cecelia timidly referred to the
lanies or the divine fire which now publicly lit thn
souls of Fritz snd Fanny The two discussed the
situation evasively. Thpy wondered If, after all,
"their love w«s They seemed so Love, real
love, was such a- \u25a0 Tea. It was a noblp, a

"
Put there wny> new nnd discomforting element be-
tween Cecelia and Lucius that attracted nnd com-
pelled, even while Itdistressed and bewllderpfl. It.
was precisely as If these two onlookprs somehow
were vicariously assuming all the sweet confusion,

all the tumultoiiß emotions, the modest ecstacies
that Fanny and FrltJ! seemed not to undergo. Cece-
lia, Indeed, took the conversation so seriously that
she went to bed with anervous headache.

Once the crucial hour of engagement was over.
Fanny and Fritz bad more' leisure to look about
them. They bore the rosy wreath of love with
great composure. And since there Is that In love
—like misfortune

—
which dislikes singleness of ex

perlence, they presently cast about them to Involve
their unattached friends Ina toil like their own.

"Wouldn't Itbe simply perfect Ifpoor old Sissy
and Lucy should fallInlove with each other?" con-
sidered Fanny, one afternoon.

"Those two?" replied Fritz, "Why, there's no
more chance-

" y
"Oh, isn't there! Watch them. Cecelia is a

mush."
"But Lucy

—
why, you'd as soon think of a

Methodist chapel playing on the beach at Coney Isl-
and, as.Lttcy In love."

,"Pt>oh." retorted Fanny, airily, "he's mad about
h«r. Don't tell me. When they're old and get it
they're perfectly dotty. T've seen them."

"Have they said anything?" inquired Fritz, fas-
cinated at Fanny's idea.

"Said anything! They don't dare."
Of a truth, it would seem that the astute Fanny

had accurately diagnosed the situation of Cecelia
Francesca and Lucius. Up to the time of the cul-
mination of Fanny's romance, the two had takeD

To elaborate a bit
—

Fanny Denton and Cecelia
Francesca aha rod together a battered apartment on
thp roof of a great, gloomy, rambling structure, de-
votpd to tlie housing of courageously Impecunious

art students. T say on the roof, since the case was
Just, that: they lived in an Insecure-looking story

which the thriftyowners of the building had hastily

constructed on the top of everything to contain a
new lot more courageous and more Impecunious

thnn the rest. Somewhere down the canal-like halls
Fritz Allen also had a studio and Luclns Pretty-

man another.
Inthe daytime the four of them worked at an art

school nearby. Cecelia did miniatures, in a very
ladylike and miniature way; Fanny Inclined to
conventional designing; and as for Denton and Lu-
clui, the former dashed out fictitious Illustrations
for his fictitious imaginings, while Lucius tolled
worrlsomely along in the "lifeclass" and brooded
deeply over the possibilities of large, depressing

canvases devoted to the depicting of death scenes of
famous generals, and like Inspiring subjects.

Of a truth It cannot be said of Cecelia and Lu-
cius that they were in the bloom of their youth,
though, to be sure, Cecelia's splflt was Innocently

inexperienced to an appalling degree, and she was
wont to clothe herself in garments of a limplyar-
tistic drapery, suggesting. Inhue at least, the Im-
mortal, blithe Botticelli maidens. At any rate her
soul was youthful and her nature unselfish and
beautiful.

Lucius probably never was young. The unplla-

ble strands of his nature seemed never to #osen.
His high, pale brow betokened. In its concentrated
little knot of lines above the nose, a spirit furrowed

with the ploughshare of Serious Effort. ... He
moved in and out among his fellows, a gentle.

shabby, good-tempered, abnormally shy creature

whom all loved, when they were not consumed with

a helpless rage at the ponderou» precision of his

mental and physical workings.

Jt wa3 natural enough that the four of them, liv-
ing together 1n the "Roost"

—
so they called the^

parlous top story
—

should be much Ineach other's'
company. Youthful art 1r not a peculiarly solitary
profession; and, moreover, their frank poverty, and
the franker attachment of Fritz to Fanny gave ad-

ditional strength to their bond.
To Cecelia, the wooing of her roommate afford-

ed a first-hand observation of what to her was the

most thrillinglybeautiful and complex emotion of
the world. Fanny, herself, being somewhat prac-
tical even in the affairs of her heart, did not en-
courage Cecelia's sentimental out-breathings. So
it, happened that Cecelia fell into the habit of con-
fiding the progress of the delicate footsteps %>f love

to Lucius Prettyman. J
The two men, of an evening, would drop Into the

studio of the girls
—

a very proper apartment, to be
sure, with the beds converted artlessly into divans
and all the feminine evidences hid in the closet.
Lucius really was brought In the beginning by

Fritz to divert Cecelia from the fascination of his
methods with Fanny. And Itgenerally turned out
the two serious ones would early retire to the
kitchen

—
an elastic apartment made by the folding

of a screen about a little gas-stove
—

there to whis-
per and to cook up Indigestible messes for refresh-
ment; while Fritz and Farmy

—well,it really Is not
our province to disclose the sweet story of their
affections.

It waß In late October when Fanny briefly ap-
prised Cecelia that she was engaged to Fritz. Cece-
lia kissed her rapturously. "My dear, my dear,"
she cried softly, "isn't Itwonderful!"

"O,Idon't know," remarked her friend, sharpen-
ing a lead pencil judiciously. "Fritzle is a nice
boy. And I'm sure he's very lucky to get me." \

Cecelia was staggered. "Oh, Fanny! How Can
you! Oh, it seems to me love is the most beauti-
ful—"

"O, yes, everybody gets It sooner or later, they
Bay," broke In Fanny prosaically. "Ittakes an aw-
ful lot of your time, though. Heavens: Ihaven't
done a thingIn a month."

"Dear, how can you joke about It?" sighed
Cecelia.

Fanny looked up in surprise. "Mercy, Cecelia,
It's no Joke. Lend me your gamboge, willyou?"

Poor Cecelia, Bhe was too bewildered to reply.
That same night Fritz lounged Into Prettyman's

room. Lucius was brooding solemnly over a pipe.
"Well, Lucy," Fritz let fall casually, "the little

girland Ihave hit it off."
"Ibeg your pardon," eald Lucius uncertainly.
"Fanny and I, you know

—
engaged

—'love, true
'love, undying,' grinned Fritz with appreciation,
i Lucius rose with grave ceremony and put out his
hand. "Allen,I—lI

—
Icongratulate you, sir, she's a

splendid woman. You are a fortunate man."
"Sure, Lucy, that's the eye. She's a little ijfeach.

Guess we'll do the trick all right."
Prettyman sat down heavily. He could not

grasp the Insouciant Fritz's attitude.
"Hut

"
he hesitated laboriously.

"You aren't going to cry about it,are you?" Bald
his friend briskly, lighting a cigarette.

Lucius seemed about to reply; Instead he l&pued
Ipto a mood or Impresnive thoughtfulness. After a
long ullence he Biammered blushlngly, "Ah

—
Alien

\u25a0

—
ah- did you -ah

—
if you don't mind my ask-

ua.i it uh hard to do?"
[lWtl what hard?"
\u25a0Why, Uu the— the asking her, Allen?"

(Alleu'B eyea twinkled. "Well, old boy, it—lt was
harder not to, you know."

"Ah," ejaculated Lucius uncomprehendingly.
I tiled it?" confidentially remarked Frit.-.

Lucius flushed. "No »lr, I—lI
—

I--I
"

"It'« great," Bald Allen, an he departed, "you
never cau tell tillyou try." \u25a0

» \u25a0
'

HERE: Is no occasion to make excuse* for

TR Is no occasion
When one Is

—
p%nny nnd Frit*. When one Is or
Irather when two are frank and twenty,
H and, at the same time, complacently and

conspicuously In love with each other, I
Iam not aware that It Is a condition In which ex-
cuses are properly made. Unquestionably they

would themselves, Idare say. rudely resent any ex-
tenuation of their conduct. And any one else, as
matters ultimately turned out, willnot. greatly be

lnclinedIInclined to lay at their doors the obsolescent charge
of Indelicacy. Cecelia

—
Cecelia Francesca Purvis—

and Lucius Prettyman did not.
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They avoided each other, frettynian no longer
came of an evening to the studio of the girls. And
Cecelia, anguished of heart, would retire alone to
the kitchen, there to sniffle weakly, her ears stuffed
with cotton that she might not hear the lovers.
The very necessity, as they, conceived it, that sun-
dered their companionship, worked, as one might

to the incandescence of their hw
named emotions. Cecelia, In a blush of maidenlyindiscretion, secretly painted from memory imm
latur« of Luctuu which on completion she hid.
Prettymau left off th« imaginary composition of

each other's society in a grateful, unconscious free-dom, but now their slighest encounter covered themwl'.h a dreadful confusion. They became tongue-tied, though the desire to talk was riotous withinthem. The embarrassment of Lucius, in especialwas distressing to observe. Cecelia clad herself in
dull draperies of a somber hue

—
as if she weredeing a penitential office for the soul of love Infact, instead of performing the Hght-bearted ser-

vice of cup-bearers to the young godß, Fanny andFritz, they hung about funereally in corners.
This abysmal condition was, in the early stages, adelight to the lovers. They considered it an ephe-

meral affectation, due in part to age and In part to
extreme inexperience. Therefore, to help mattersalong, they made jovial comments withill-concealedmeanings to Cecelia and Lucius—a form of diver-
sion of so ghastly and bo indelicate a character to
the serious pair that Cecelia was wont to end theevening in a burst of tears. So brazen were the
manifestation of affection on the part of the en-gaged ones, and no poignantly barbed were tbe in-sinuating arrows of their wit, Cecelia could nolonger bring herself to comment upon the care toLucius, while he,' in turn, almost dreaded the Bight
«f her.

With the letter In his hand, Allen hurried sur-
reptitously to Fanny. He judged that Cecelia Fran-
cesca had not yet returned from her festal day. He
rapped cautiously on the studio door.

"Who Ibit?" demanded Fanny, opening the door
a hair's breadth.
, "Me."

"Mercy, Frit*, you can't come in! I'm Just /•"Yes,Iknow, but there's something doing. I'vegot to talk to you, Idon't want to come In.
Can't you

—
say, Cecelia Isn't there?"

"No. Walt a minute."
Presently the door, opened wide enough to ajlow

Fanny to put oat her head. 'What is It?" she In-quired with excitement. "Did you give Lucius
the

"

"That's, it,Idid. I've just been In his room.He s foolish about it, Sat and grinned at his pic-
ture like a monkey. Went on about Cecelia tillit
inado me sick. He's all up in the air

—
says he

loves her like anything. Oh, Lord."
Fanny was inhtantly impressed. "My goodness!

What did >ou say!" »

t ..'I?.—I,t,old hlm Bhe WM crazy about him. IthinkIdid. He asked me wjiat to do."
"What did you tell him?" demanded Fanny fey-

"Well. you know, I—lfelt Bort of rotten about
It. He bso serious over the thing. I

—
say, Fanny

Hlookß to me like a mess
" *&nny.

"Stupid, what did you dol"
"1 told him to write her a note asking her tomeet him to morrow In the Park— in the morning

—and Isaid I'd leave It here for Sissy- sh., "
"It is perfectly dreadful," gasped Fanny. "»0«Bha n t have thut note." s
"Sha'n't

" •
"Certainly not." Fanny was decisive.But—why.you can't -you'llbust up their show

if you don't let her
'*

"Idiot! IfCecelia got. that not* the first thing
she'd do would be to go and look at that old minia-
ture. And Itwouldn't be there. And she'd accuse

mc.mme. And there'd be a sickening time,.". \u25a0Hut Fan
"

Allen was utterly confused at
the turn of affairs.

"You've got to get that picture back, somehow.
Idon't care how. Give me that note. Give It tomc.mme. Cecelia sha'n't have it tillyou get the minia-
ture."

"How In the deuce can Iget It?"
"When In he going to meet her?" asked Fanny.
"At nine. 1 think."
"Well, while lip's out then, you'llhave to break

lnto his place and steal It and bring Ithere. I'll
put Itback. Then I'llgive Cecelia the note and
anyIfound Iton the floor.""
Ican't see how that

"

"No. of course you can't. But Ican. It'llbe
ln her trunk, won't It? And she can't accuse me
of having taken It

— least, not" right away. I'll
get out of Itsomehow."

"You're dreadfully virtuous all at once," retorted
Fritz, sulkily.

"It's worried me all the
—

taking that
picture. And I'd never have done ItifIt hadn't
been for you!" -\u25a0—'v-

"Well. Ilike that! Who found it first, anyway,
and

"
"Rsh! There's Cecelia coming. Don't yon dare

'to ar«ru»» with me. You've got to get the picture.
Cecelia, dear, Is that you? You must be tired to
death. Come In and let's get to bed right off."
sweetly finished Fanny, hastily concealing Pretty
man's note In thejolds of her robe de chambre.

lnall probability the somewhat Imperfect scheme
of Fanny's would have worked In the fashion she
anticipated had Itnot been for a reason of which
she naturally, could have known nothing. Ithad
boon Cecelia's romantic custom, since the painting
of the miniature, to take It from Its hiding-place,
and to bid It the tender, whispered good-nlghta she
might, not. properly bestow on the original. She
did this In'the kitchen at a moment when Fanny
was under the lmpr«»"»lon that Cecelia was saving
her prayers. In consequence, on this particular
evening, Cecelia Franceses went to her trunk to
perform the last sacred rite of what had been to
her a pecullariv hannv day. Her finsrers. touching
the familiar place, did not feel the miniature. She
hurriedly dashed out the contents of the trunk, hen,
bosom heaving with anxiety. She could not flnd
th« token". For a moment Cecelia stood petrified
with shame and fear. Then suddenly the truth
flashed In upon her. Fanny! Sh« must have taken
lt. No one else could have. Th" gentle Cecelia
shook with a torrent ofanger, the like of which she
h»d never known. Tike a wild nocturnal avenger
she flew at. Fanny In her bed.

"How dared you!" she cried, snatching the hed-
clotMng from the terrified consnlrator. '""O. bow
dared yon!" She shook her violently. "Don't He!

T know you took It! "Yon stole It! Vou
—

-you vou
thief Thfltovou! Where Is It? Where IsIt?"

Cecelia Wkod the, collapsing Fanny from her not
and toworeri ah ova her. cowering on the floor. "It's
cruel' How could you! Beast!"
Fanny essnvpd to s^eak. but Cecelia looked so
toll and terrifviicr In the dim gaslieht of the room
that, for the life of.her, she could not get out a
word. ' -

-•''\u25a0 \u25a0 \u25a0' \u25a0;•";," '-" •\u25a0 \u25a0•'•
'

\u25a0••* \u25a0•• ••-'
"\u25a0Beast!" repeated Cecelia, with awful tragl-

ca»tv. ;-.,vv
iv-.:i v-.:-

Fnnnv recovered hpr*eU slightly. "Cecelia." she
quavered. was only aMoke./ .T— "f/*,-('

* .̂!.But Ceopila's ra *"p was iinent..
'

She. sat down '
wpnklv on tvip tninV-ton and sobbed. Long, shlv-
pHtip' dr=si(lful, convulsive sobs. "O It's mean!
Cruel! Fanny, how could you! O dear! O dear!

dear!" . . x
To describe the mental state of Funny Is hardly.

jnowppnr'1, Rh<»'rtnr*»d not sneak, she lav wretch?
p<lH- on her bed for hal an hour. In her ears the
monotonous moons of the girl over there on the
trunk. Sometime* Fnnnv was enrnsre.il. sometimes
r«r.pnt»»n.t. sometimes hvptpricallv tearful and some-
times f"11 of nervous lanehtpr. "T shall die Ifshe
lr»pn« this «n rrmrh lop<rp.r." sh^ assured herself.
FMnaliv she lppnpd from her cot. flungon a wranner i

BBT)d nHrmors. tW un her head In a scarf flnd nre-
cipltntelv left th« room. She ran straight to Frit*.

"Fritz. Frit*." she whiskered, as she heard
slponv pounds -within bis carters. "Fritz!""

Fanny: What the
—

Is it? Are you ill?"
I"Come out, hero, ouick!" ...... •..

Tn a mnmpnt the astounded Allen emerald; his
bend tousled and over his pajamas a bathrobe.
"Whnt on eprth

"

"Don't talk. Cecelia's discovered that the Pic-
ture, Is cone. She's made an awful scene. She
nparTi- fore mp limb from limb. T was so frlerht-
pped T npnriv died She's sitting there now moan-
ln«r and foiner on Mire f> maniac. T never saw such
a fool. w

Wp'vp pot to do something."
"Do . something,

" weakly repeated Fritz.
"Do

"
"\u25a0Right now. Do something. Tf you could hear

h«r'' . Myheavens. Inever had such a time in-my
life

" *
"Put, wh

—
wh

—
are you- going to do?" he

ark*"!heiniesßiv.
\u25a0\u25a0* "I've thone-ht It all out. There's Just one chance
to save our lives. !You've got to co and get Lucius

and*tell him Cpcel'a wants to see him."
Allen gasned. "Lucy. But

—O, my good Lord!
But sunposn,

"
"Ynu needn't p.nnno«A an'-thln". There's lust

on«»on«» rhnncp! They're v>oth elllv about each other,
pnd Ifhe ppts there and p«pr her. he'll try to com-
fort her snd

—go—
now. .Tell him to bring the pic-

ture, too."
The thorough'^ confuted Allen d»narted. rub-

bine bis eves. Wo' f<v<nd Lucius still "Ittirier In a
da^p before his little table, the portrait In his hand."Say." Fritzbpean awkwnrdlv. "Cecelia has sent
for you. She wants to pp« you to-night

—
Don't wait. She's Ina hurry!"

"Wants to . see mo?" asked Prettyman.
"What »

"Now-—riirht. off
—

In the studio. Idon't know
whet for. 'Come on. Bring the miniature."—

but- -" .'
"O. sbv, Lucy. thp.pl»l wants von4> Come on."

And he half drmrped. half """Tied the older man
from his room, feebly protesting. Fanny stole be-
hind thorn on tintoe.• "Don't mlnd.whnt she says," encouraged Allen at
Cecelin'B door. "You go in and make It all right
with her!"

Without listening' to Prettymnn's vague ram-
Miners" and distressed protests, Fritz opened the
door and shoved him in.

"Reach In nnd ppt the Itev and lock the door—>

on the outside." commanded Fanny at his elbow.
Th« key turned In the lock,.- "Now, we'll have to stand here and wait

and
"

began Fanny. s
"And pr»v." finished Fritz.
From within enme low murmurs— then long si-

lences
—

again the murmurs. With chatter-
ing teeth and shivering' limbs Fanny and Frit?
waitedd

—
waited, it seemed to them, for hours. A

.few dwellers In the ton-story passed them and
stared curiously, but Fanny and Fritz were obliv-
ious. •.. After a long time they heard some one rat-
tlingat the door. Fanny drew a long breath.

"Open It," she directed. "For better or for. worse." . ;: '• '.-.
'

Lui'lus Prettviuap emerged. On his face was a
sentimental ninil«» of utter bllssfulness.-

"We
—

we're engaged,
"

he grinned bashfully.
"Thank heaven, Ican go to bed," . remarked

Fanny. /

"Found It here, old man! You don't say so.
That's funny!"

Allen sat down and eyed Lucius solemnly.
"Itwas here when Icamp home," repeated Lu-

cius awkwardly. "I
—

Tt In very strange."
"Strange! Ishould say so. .But

—
say, Lucius,

them's only one. person who could have done It."
"Allen, what do you mean?"
"Moan. Oh, you know. Cecelia Francesca Pur-

vis! That's whom Imean." '.%!
Lucius was flooded with sentimental blushes.

"Oh. no, T
—

Oh. no!"
"Sure she did. old boy. I

—
well, of course, I

don't want to butt In on your affairs
—

well,it looks
you know, as If

" ,
"Allen,Iwon't have you talk that way about a

lad*."
"Why, no offense, Lucy,I'm sure. Itwas mighty

nlrp of her." .. ..."
Yon don't think. Alien, that she

"

"Well. Lucy, what Ithink Is this: That girl Is
strong for you. Of course. Ifyou don't care for her,
•whv

——"

ltI'aVinons that wav at times. The most reserved
find timid of us reach a point when our doors are
opened wide, when we speak with the tongues of• Tnpn about the ancels. Itwas so with Lucius Pret-
tvman. He b»srnn to talk to Fritz. Hp talked
wlldlv well. There was notMni* hidden InMm that
wasn't revealed. Even the Hpht-mlndPd.Al'en be-
cptdp nervous and uncomfortable. And the burden
of Lucius'* song was always Orelia, Cecelia. Cece-
lia. Frit" had a sickening feeling that the thing

ha*l ceased to he a joke.
"If you fppl like all this you say you do. old

chnn." Allen rot out lamely, "you ought to do some-
thin? about It. I'd tell her."

"Oh. Icouldn't. Idon't think T could." stam-
mered Lurtus. cold with fear at the thought.

"I'll tell you what." Fritz suggested hopefulv,"yon write her a note and ask her to meet you In
the Park to-morrow morning, and say you have"
something Important to tell her. Don't mention
th« miniature— would embarrass her. Just
tell her you want to talk to her, and I'llslip it un-
der the girls' door to-night." .

'Would she?" Lucius got out In awed tones.
"Would she what?" '."
Comel fIasked her?"
"Sure she would. Try her." Fritz was growing

more confident. "You just write her. And I'llleave
lt at their room now." .

Prettyman, between .distracted love and awful
self-abasement, after tearing up a dozen sheets of
paper, managed to set forth his modest request.* "Fine," said Fritz heartily when the letter was
submitted to his practised eye. "That'll draw her
like a plaster, you know." . • \"Allen,Idon't know how to thank you

—
for

—
"

Lucius was wringing Fritz's hand In the
excess of gratitude.

battle scenes and let his mind wander to the de-
lights of statuesque hours

—
with the fare of Cecelia—

washing their feet publiclyon marble balconies.
When Fanny and Fritz were finally forced to the

conclusion that theiramorous devices to entrap their
friends were resulting In apparent failure

—
for

Fanny's intuitions, agile as they were, could not
compass a concealed love, like the worm 1' the bud
—they were frankly firmoyed.

"They're a pair of dubs," said Fritz, In irrita-
tion.

"Sissy is really the limit." acquiesced Fanny.
"I'msure we've done all we could to help the thing

alone."
"Oh. well. Imove we shake them both. They're

too old to fool with. They've had their chance."
And with this Fritz closed the discussion.

A few day's later Fanny was alone In the studio,
dressing to go out with Fritz. Discovering; that nt
the moment, she had no clean pocket-handkerchief,
she resorted simply to Cecelia's stock. Rummaging
through the latter's modest trunk for the article In
question, she (inearthed the miniature of T/iclus.
¦' "Well, my heavens!" she exclaimed. "The silly
old thing." Whereupon she sat down abruptly and
shrieked with laughter.

Fritz found her on the floor, the miniature In her
hand, giggling. She held Itout to him mutely, too
overcome for word*. '¦ -¦•]'¦''¦

"Great goodness." he cried. "it's Lucy
—

Lucy,
looking like a perfect lady of the 1830 type!"

"Iask you!" began Fanny, recovering speech.
"Iask. you! Ifound It.In Cecelia's trunk. Iwas
looking for a hanky. She did It!"

"The sly thing! Fan. this Is great! What'll we do
with It?" • .

"D6with it! 'Tisti't. ours
—

we'll put It back.
Slssv'd dlo Ifshe krtew we had seen It," said Fanny.

'.'Not on your life we'll put it back. Let's have
some fun out of It."

"But. Cecelia-^—
" -

"Cecelia nothing: ,She's fooled us. We'll fool
her." . ¦;,'. '-' , ¦ ¦.

; "Now, Frltzle
—

won't stand for
"

"Oh, that's all right
—

It'llbe the Joke of our
lives. Ah, say, don't fuss, think of the fun."

"Well," weakened Fanny, "It would be fun to do
something with It.".

- ''- •• .i-
"1*11 tell you what! We'll do Itup and send it to

Lucius. He won't think of its being a josh, any-
way. And he knows that no one but Sissy could
possibly do a miniature of him.***-

"lt's a sweet Idea," replied Fanny rapturously.
"We'll do it. now while she's away.

\u0084 . She must be
crazy about him. Do you suppose he

"
"Well, he willbe, Ifhe Isn't now, when he sees

this!" asssured Fritz.
The miniature forthwith was wrapped up deli-

cately ip white tissue paper and tied with a litlle
white ribbon. "That's bully," declared Fritz joy-'
¦ously, "and I'llleave itin Luclus's room when he's

out to-night—-he's going to some beastly lecture on
Art."

"Sissy's gone out for the afternoon and she's
going to stay out for dinner, too, and the theater
afterwards," reflected Fanny. "She has some grand
friends who ask her once In awhile, you know,
So we're perfectly safe. Bhe won't miss the thing
to-night. . .. It's really dreadful to do It,but tt's
so funny!" •»

i * • •
That evening at an hour when he judged Pretty-

nian would have returned from his lecture, Fritz
Allen wandered casually In upon him. Lucius
neeined excessively confused at sight of his visitor.
He thrust something hastily under a pile of papers
on the table before him.

"What you hiding, Lucy?" began Frita without
hesitation.

"Nothing. I—l
"

"Oh, say, Lucy—lsaw you now. What Is It?
Out with it. Can't you trust me?"

Allen made a sudden dash for the table. Pretty-
man tried to intercept him. He was too lata.
Fritz, warding him off with one hand, held up the
miniature In the other, yelling with glee., "O,Lucy,
O, Lucy! It.1*a picture of you!"

"(live that here," demanded Lucius, peony-red.
Allen regarded the little portrait critically. "It'smighty good, Lucy,It's flne'. who did it?"
"I

—
I—lI
—

I- ,"
"Out with it!"
"Idon't know. Ifound it here," confessed the

reluctant Lucius. "Isuppose it's a gift."
"Oh, tell that to the elevator-man! You can't

fool me," giggled Fritz. "Naughty, naughty! Say,
who did It, Lucy!"

Prettyman attempted dignity. "Youneedn't be-
levo me if you don't care to. Ifound it her*
when Icame homo." t

"GREAT GOODNESS," HE CRIED; "IT'S LUCY
"•
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