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RE 1s no occasion to make excuses for
ny and Fritz. When one is—or
ather when two are frank and twenty,
and, at the same time, compldcently and

consplenously in love with each other, I

I am not aware that it is a condition in which ex-
euses are properly made. TUnquestionably they
would themselves, 1 dare say, rudely resent anv ex-
tenuation of their conduct. And any one else, as
mattars nltimately turned out, will not greatly be
fnelined to lay at their doors the obsolescent charge
of indelicacy. Cecelia—Cecelia Francesca Puryls
—and Luecius Prettyman did not.

fo elaborate a bit—Fanny Denton and Cecelia
Francesca shared together a battered apartment on
the roof of a great, gloomy, rambling structure, de-
voted to the 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 thrifty owners of the building had hastily
constructed on the top of everything to contain a
new lot more courageous and more impecunious
than the rest. Somewhere down the canal-like halls
Fritz Allen also had a studio and Lucius Pretty-
man another. a

In the daytime the four of them worked at an art

school nearby. Cecella did minlatures, in a very
jadylike and miniature way; Fanny Inclined to

conventional designing; and as for Denton and Lu-
clus, the former dashed out fictitious {llustrations
for his fictitions imaginings, while Lucius tolled
worrisomely along in the “life class” and brooded
deeply over the possibilities of large, depressing
canvases devoted to the deplcting of death scenes of
famous generals, and like inspiring subjects.

Of a truth it cannot be said of Cecelia and Lu-
clus that they were in the bloom of their youth,
though, to be sure, Cecella’s spifit was innocently
inexperienced to an appalling degree, and she was
wont to clothe herself in garments of a limply ar-
tistle drapery, suggesting, in hue at least. the im-
mortal, hlithe Botticelll maidens. At any rate her
soul was youthful and her nature unselfish and
beautiful. -

Luclus probably never was young. The unflia-
ble strands of his nature seemed never ‘to en.
His high, pale brow betokened, in its concentruu‘d
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 ponderous precision of his
mental and physical workings.

Tt was natural enough that the four of them, liv-
ing together 1n the “Roost”—so they called the
parlous, top story—should be much in each other’s’
cﬁmpuny, Youthful art is 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 thrillingly beautiful and complex emotion of
the world. Fanny. herself, being somewhat prac-
tical even in the affairs of her heagt, 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 tootxt.epl‘)l love
to Luctus Prettyman.

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 beginnitg by
Fritz to divert Cecella from the fascination of his
methods with Fanny. And it generally 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 Fanny—well, it really is not
our province to disclose the sweet story of their
affections. £

It was 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 it wonderful!”

“0, I don’t know,” remarked her friend, sharpen-
Ing a lead pencl] judiclously. “Fritzie is a pice
boy. And I'm sure he's very lucky to get me."S

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

‘0, yes, everybody gets it sooner or later, they
gay,” broke in Fanny prosalcally. “It takes an aw-
ful lot of your time, though. Heavens! I haven't
done a thing in a month.”

“Dear, how can you Jjoke about 1{t?" sighed
Cecelia.

Fanny looked up in surprise. “Merey, Cecelia,
it’s no joke. Lend me your gamboge, will you?”

Poor Cecelia, she was too bewildered to reply.

That same night Fritz lounged into P’rettymnn'u
room. Luclus was broeding solemnly over a pipe.

“Well, Lucy,” Fritz let fall casually, ‘‘the little
girl and I have hit it off."”

“I beg your pardon,” sald Lucius uncertainly.

“Fanny and I, you know—engaged—'love, true
Jove, undying,’' grinned Fritz with appreciation.

;  Lucius rose with grave ceremony and put out his
hand. “Allen, I—I congratulate you, sir, she's a
splendid woman. You are a fortunate man.”

“Sure, Lucy, that's the eye. She’s a llttle *mh.
Guess we'll do the trick all right.”

Prettyman sat down heavily,
grasp the insouclant Fritz's attitude.

“But-———" he hesitated laboriously,

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

Lueius seemed about to reply; instead he lapsed
into a mobd of impressive thoughtfulness. After a
long silence he stammered blushingly, “Ah—Allen
+—ah~-did-—you—ah—if you don't mind my ask-
ing—was it-—ah-—hard to do?"

“Was what hard?” s

“Why, the—the-~—the asking her, Allen?"

Allen’s eyes twinkled. “Well, old boy, it—it was
harder not to, you know."”

““Ah,” ejaculated Lucjus uncomprehendingly.

. “Bver tried it?"” confidentially remarked Fritz
W luhod'. “No sir, [—I—1I p
” s great,” sald Allen, as he departed, “you
4 ‘mever cau tell till you try.” -

H
T

He could not

Lucius Prettyman sat for hours that night alone
in his room, scarcely consclous of the chilling at-
monpl'leto, musing modestly on the strange madden-
ing ways of love. The result of his cogitations
amounted to this: I eouldn’t do it, I couldn't—1I
don’t see how they do.”

The next day he overtook Cecella on her way
home from the art school. For some roason they
both flushed scarlet at sight of ealh other. Tt was
very difficult to start any sultable tople of conver-
sation. At length Cecella timidly referred to the
flames of the divine fire which now publiely it the
souls of Fritz and Fanny. The two discussed the
situation evasively. They wondered If, after all,
“thelr love was. They seemed go——— Love, real
love, was such a——— Yes, it was a noble, a——"
But there wagg new and discomforting element be-
tween Cecella and Luclus that attracted and com-
pelled, even while it distressed and bewildered. It
was précisely as If these two onlookers somehow
were vicarlously assuming all the sweet confusion,
all the tumultous emotions, the modest ecstacies
that Fanny and Fritz seemed not to undergo. Cece-
la, indeed, toak the conversation so seriously that
she went to bed with a nervous headache.

Once the crucial hour of engagement was over,
Fanny and Fritz had more leleure to look about
them. They bore the rosy wreath of love with
great composure. And since there is that in love
—~like misfortune—which disl{kes singleness of ex
perience, they presently cast about them to involve
their unattached friends in a toil like their own.

“Wouldn't it be simply perfect if poor old Sissy
and Lucy should fall in love with each other?” con-
sldered Fanny, one afternoon.

“Those two?"” replied Fritz, “Why,
more chance——-." y

“Oh, isn't there! Watch them. " Cecella 1s a
mush.” 4 %

“But Lucy—why, you'd as soon think of a
Methodist chapel playing on the beach at Coney Isi-
and. as Larcy in love.”

“‘Pooh,” retorted Fanny, airily, “he’s mad about
hér. Don’t tell me. When they're old and get it
they're perfectly: dotty. I'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 takep

there's no
4

batitle scenes and let his mind wander to the de-
lights of statuesque hours—with the face of Cecella
- shing thelr feet publiely on marble balconles.

When Fanny and Fritz were finally forced to the
conclusion that thelr amorous devicesto entrap their
friends were resulting In apparent fallure—for
Fanny's intuitions, agile as they were, could not
compass a concealed love, like the worm 1’ the bud
—they were frankly amoyed,

“They're a palr of dubs,” sald Fritz, In irrita-
tlon.

“Sissy 18 really the limit,"” acaquiesced Fanny.
“I'm sure we've done all we could to help the thing
alone."”

“Oh, well, T move we shake them hoth. They're
too old to fool with, They've had their chance.”
And with this Fritz cloged the discussion.

A few day's later Fanny was alone in the studlo,
dressing to go ont with Fritz. Discovering that at
the moment she had no clean po¢ket-handkerchlef,
she resorted eimply to Cecelia’s stock. Rummaging
throngh the latter's modest trunk for the article in
question, she ynearthed the miniature of Lucius,

' “Wall, my heavens!” she exclaimed. “The silly
old thing.” Whereupon she gsat down abruptly and
shrieked with laughter,

Fritz found her on the floor, the miniature In her
hand, giegling. She held it out to him mutely. too
overcome for worde, .

“Great zoq\dnoss." he ceried, “it's Luey—Luecy,
looking like a'nperfect ladv of the 1830 tvpe!"

“T ask vou!” began Fanny, recovering speech,
“T ask vou! T found it In Cecelia’s trunk. 1 was
looking for a hankyv, She did {t!”

“The sly thing! Fan, this is great! What'll we do
with 1t?"

“Dé with it! 'Tisn't ours—we’'ll put it back.
Sisav'd dlo if she kntew 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—=—"*

‘“Cecenlia nothing! BShe's fooled us. We'll fool
her.” .

‘‘Now, Fritzie—I won't stand for. i

‘‘Oh, that's all right—Iit'll be the joke of our
lives. Ah, say, don’t fuss, think of the fun.”

‘“Wall,” weakened Fanny, ‘it would be fun to do
something with it."”

“I'11 tel] you what! We'll do it up and send it to
Luefus. He won't think of its being a josh, any-
way. And he knows that no one but Sissy could
poesibly do a miniature of him!

“Tt’s a sweet idea,” repliéd Fanny rapturously.
“We'll do it now while she’s away. . . . She must be
crazy about him. Do you suppose he i

‘“Well, he will be, if he isn’t now, when he sees
this!'' asssured Fritz. .

The jminiature forthwith was wrapped up deli-
cately ip white tissue paper and tied with a litlle
white ribbon. ‘“‘That’s bully,” declared Fritz joy-

‘ opusly, “and I'll leave it in Lucius’s room when he's

“GREAT GOODNESS,” HE CRIED; “IT'S LUCY—""

each other's society in a grateful, unconscious free-
dom, but now their slighest encounter covered t'lll:;'n
with a dreadful confusion. They became tongue-
tied, though the desire to talk was riotous wﬁ't’,hln
them. The embarrassment of Lucius, in especial,
was distressing to observe. Cecella clad hersélf in
dull draperies of a somber hue-—as if she were
deing a penitential office for the soul of love In
fact, instead of performing the light-hearted ser-
vice of cup-bearers to the young gods, Fanny and
Fritz, they hung about funereally in corners.

This abysmal condition was, in the early stages, a
delight to the lovers. They considered I{ an genhe~
meral affectation, due in part to age and in part to
extreme inexperience. Therefore, to help matters
along, they made jovial comments with 1ll-concealed
meanings to Cecelia and Lucins—a form of' diver-
slon of so ghastly and so indelicate a character to
the serious pair that Cecelia was wont to end the
evening in a burst of tears. ‘So brazen were the
manifestation of affection on the part of the en-
gaged ones, and so poignantly barbed were the in-
sinuating arrows of thelr wit, Cecelia eould no
longer bring herself to comment upen the case to
Ltllf;‘lul, while he,'in turn, almost dreaded the sight
of her,

They avoilded each other. Prettyman né longer
came of an evening to the studio of the girls. And
Cecella, anguished of heart, would retire alone to
the kitchen, there to snifile weakly, her ears stuffed
with cotton that she might not hear the lovers.
The very necessity, as they, conceived it, that sun-
dered thelr companionship, worked, as one might
expect, to the incandescence. of their as yet, un-
named emotions. Cecella, in & blush of maidenly
indiscretion, secretly painted from memory a min-
fature of Luelus—which on completion she hid.
Prettyman left off the imaginary composition of

out to-night-—+he's going to some beastly lecture on
Arg*

“‘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 awhlle, you know,
So we're perfectly safe. “She won't miss the thing
to-night. . . . It's really dreadful to do it, but it's
so funny!" -

. L] .

That evening at an hour when he judged Pretty-
man would have returned from his lecture, Fritz
Allen wandered casually in upon him. Lucius
seemed ecxcessively confused at sight of his visitor.
He thrust something hastlly under a pile of papers
on the table before him.

“What you hiding, Lucy?" began Fritz without
hesitation, h
“Nothing, ie d

“Oh, say, Lucy—I saw you now, What s it?
Out with it, Can't you trust me?” ‘

Allen made a sudden dash for the table. Pretty-
man tried to lutor?bt him. He was too late.
Fritz, warding him off with one hand, held up the
minfature in the other, yelling with glee., ‘'O, Lucy,
O, Lucy! It a picture of you!"

“Give that here,” demanded Luclus, peony-red,

Allen, regarded the llme,po%it critically, “It's
m!.g‘{nyl.ood, Llﬂ:y. it's fine. o did 1t?"

“Out with it!* * o

“I don't know. I found it here,” confessed the
reluctant Luelus. “I suppose it's a gift.”

'Oh, ‘tell that to. the elevator-man! You can't
fool me," u{‘slod Fritz. “Naughty, naughty! Bay,
who did it, Luey!"

Prettyman attempted dignity. ‘'You needn't be-
lleve me if you don't eare to. I found it here
when I came home.” P

I—J—
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“Faund it here, old man! You don't say 80.
That's funny!” %

Allen sat down and eyed Luclus solemnly.

“It was here when I came home,” repeated Lu-
clus awkwardly, “I—1It fa very strange.”

“Strange! 1 should say so. . But—say, Luclus,
there's only one person who could have done it.”

‘“Allen, what do you mean?"

“Moan. Oh, you know, Cecella Francesea Pur-
vig! That's whom I mean."

Taelus was flooded with sentimental blushes,
“Oh. no, T—Oh. no!"

“Sure she did. old boy. I--well, of course, T
don't want to butt In on your affairs—well, it looks
von know, ag {f—" d

“Allen, T won't have you talk that way about a
ladv."

“Whv, no offense, Luey, I'm sure.
niee of her.”

“Yon don't think, Allen, that she—""

“Well, Luecy, what T think {s this: That girl is
strong for you, Of course, If you don’t care for her,
WhH Ve’

Tt hannena that wav at times, The most reserved
and timid of ug reach . a noint when our doors are
opened wida, when we &peak with the tonzues of

«men about the ancels. Tt was so with Lneius Pret-
tvman. We hegan to talk to Fritz. He talked
wildlv well. There was nothine hidden in him that
wasn't revealed. Fven the lieht-minded Allen he-
eame nervous and nneomfortable.  And the bnrden
of Lueina's cong was alwavs Cecelia, Cecelia, Cere-
fia. Fritr had a slckening feeling that the thing
had ceased fo be n joke, .

“1f von,feel 1ike all this you sav you do, old
chan.” Allen eot ont lamely, “you ought to do some-
thine abaut it. T'd tell her.”

“Oh. T couldn't. T don't think T ecould.” stam-
merad Tiueins, cold with fear at the thonght.

“I'l' tell vou what,” Fritz suggested hopefulv,
“von 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
the miniature—that would embarrass her. Just
tell her von want to talk to her, and I'll slip it un-
der. the girls’ door to-night.”

“Would she?” Lucius got out In awed tones.

‘“Would she what?' |

“Come-—if T asked her?"

“Sure she would. Try her.” Fritz was growing
more confident. ‘“You just write her. And I'll leave
it at their room now.'”

Prettvman, 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, yvou know.”

“Allen, I don't know how to thank you—for—for
—~—"" Luclus was wringing Fritz's hand in the
excess of gratitude.

1t was mighty

-

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 18 1t?" demanded Fanny, opening the door

a hair's breadth.
i Me."

“Me'rc,v. Fritz, you ean’t come in! I'm just. o

“Yes, I know, but there's something doing. I;;e
got to talk to you, I don’t want to come fin.
Can’t you—say, Cecella 1sn't there?”

‘}"No. :]\'alttha énlnqt N

resently the door opened wide enough to allo

Fanny to put odt Ber head. ‘What is 1t?" ahﬂ: !::

ired with excltement. “Did you give Lucius
the—-"

“That's, it, I did. I've just been in his room.
He's foolish about it, Bat and grinned at his pic-
ture llke o monkey. Went on about Cecelia til] it
made’me slck. He's all up in the air—says he
lov;l her llkelanythlng. Oh, Lord."”

anny was instantly impressed.
Wh:t d[id e pressed M‘y goodness!

“I-—I told him she was erazy about him.

T qlth lt-iglisked ltn?l what to):jo." -3 Ahiak
a you tell him?" 2
artabls m?" demanded Fanny fey

“Well. you know, I—I felt sort of rotten about
it. He's 8o serious over the thing, I—: -
It looks to me like a mess.” ) ey, Ty,

:‘?tumpllél,«v‘/hnt did you dov”

A m to write her a note askin,
meet him to-morrow {n the Park—in the ‘mg:l:l 3
-~_a‘ln:l 'l aald‘I‘(:llet:ivo 1; here for !ll._\!~--cllo—~——l:ﬁ

& perfectly dreadful,” ‘Y
sha'n't have that note,” o qu.y Lo

l:sn.-nl " L]
“Certainly not.” Fanny was decisiye. ;
But—why, you can't—you’ll bust up thelr

show

By
Y POTTLE.

it you don’t let her—-.7""

“Idiot! If Cecellia got that note the first thing
she'd do would be to go and look at that old minia-
ture. And it wouldn’t be there. And she'd accuse
me. And there’d be a sickening time.”

“Buf Fan-——" Allen was utterly confused at
the turn of affalrs.

“You've got to get that pleture back, somehow.
1 don't care how, Give me that note, Give it to
me. Cecelia sha'n’t have it till you get the minia-
tura”

“How In the deuce can I get 1t?"

“When is he going to meet her?"” asked Fanny.

At nine, I think.”

“Well, while he's out then, you'll have to break
into his place and steal it and bring it here. T'll
put it baeck. Then I'll give Cecella the note and
gay T found it on the floor.”

“T can’t see how that——'

““No, of course you can't. But I can. It'll be
in hér trunk, won’t it? And she can't accuse me
of having taken it-—at least, not right away.” T'll
gel out of It gomehow.”

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

“It's worried me all the evening—taking that
pleture. And T'd never have done it if It hadn’t
been for vou!"
‘“Well, T llke that!
and o

“‘Sgh!

Who found 1t first, nn&wuy.

There's Cecelia coming. Don't you dare
‘to areue with me. You've got to get the plcture.
Clecella, dear, fs that you? You must be tired to
death, Come in and let's get to bed right off.”
sweetly finlehed Fanny, hastily concealing Pretty
man’s note In tha folds of her robe de chambre.

Tn all probability the somewhat imperfect scheme
of Fannv’s wonld have worked In the fashion she
anticipated had it not been for a reason of which
she naturally, conld have known nothing. Tt had
hazn Cecella’'s romantic custom, since the painting
of the miniatnre. to take it from {ts hiding-place
and to bid it the tender, whispered good-nights she
mizht not properlv bestow on the original. She
Aid thi= in the kitchen at A moment when Fanny
was under the impressjon that Cecelia was saying
her nrayers. Tn consequence, on this particular
evening, Cecella Francesea went to her trunk to
nerform the last sacred rite of what had been to
her a neenliarly hannv dav. Her fingers, touching
the familiar nlace, did not feel the miniature. She
hurriedly dashed ont the sontents of the trunk, hen
hosom heaving with anxlety. She could not find
tha token. TFor a moment Cecelia stood petrified
with «hame and fear. Then suddenly the truth
flagshed in upon her. Fanny! She must have taken
ft. No nne else conld have. The gentle Cecella
shook with a torrent of anger. the like of which she
had never known, Tdke a wild nocturnal avenger
ghe flew at Fanny in her bed.

“How dared vou!” gha eried. snatching tha had-
clothing from the terrifled consnirator. “O. how
dared von!” She shonk her violentlv. “Don’t He!
T know von took it! Von stole i1t! Von—you—vou
thiaf! T hate von! Where {8 {t? Where 1s 1t?"

Clacelia {erked thae collanging Fannv from her ont
and towered ahova her. cowerine on the floor. *““It's
eruel! How conld von! Beast!'

Fannv essaved to snealk. but Ceecella looked so
ta1l and terrifving in the dim gaslieht of the room
that. for the life of her, she could not get out a

. word,

‘‘Reast!"
ealitv,

Fannv recovered harself slightly.
quavared. “# was onlv a joke. T 3 y

Rnt Cecelin’'s rare -was snent, She, mat down
wenklv on the trunk-ton and sahbed. T.ong, shiv-
erine dreadful, convnlsive sobs. “O it's mean!
Crvel!  Fanny, how could you! O dear! O dear!
O dear!”

To deserihe tha mental state of Fanny ig hardly
_neregearv, fhe dared not sneak. rhe lay wretch-

repeated Cecella, with awful tragi-

“.ftecella.” she

« edlv on her hed for half an hour. in her ears the

monotonans moans nf the zirl over there on the
tronk. Sometimes Fannv was enrazed. sometimes
ranantant, snmetimes hveteriecally tearfnl and rome-
times 1l of nervons langhter. T shall dle if she
Ireena thig nn mneh loneer.' sha assnred herself.
Finallv ghe leaned from her eot. flung on A wranner
and slinnere. tiad nn her head in a searf and nre-
cipitately laft tha room. She ran straleght to Fritz

“Fritz. Fritz.” she whisnered, as she heard
gleanv gonnde within hig anarters. “Frita!” 3

“Tannv! What the—what is it? Are you {11?”

“Come ont hers, anfek!”

Tn a moment the astonnded Allen emereed, his
head tonsled and over his pajamas a bathrobe.
“What on earth 4

“Don’t talk.

Meralia’s discovered that the nie-
ture i1s gone. She’s made an awful scene. She
nearlv tore me 1imb from limh. T was ro fricht-
oped T mearlv died She's sitting thera now moan-
ine and ening on 1ika a maniae. T never saw such

a fonl, We've ot to do something.”
“No  romething,” weakly repeated TFritz.
“Pa "

“Right now. Mo somathine. Tf vou conld hear
‘hnr' My heavens. T never Pnd such a time in.my
ife

“Rnt wh—wh—what are yow going to do?"” he
agkeA helnlesaly,

- “T've thoneht 1t all ont, There’s jnst one chance
to save onr lives.  Yon've pot to oo and get Lucius
andstell him Cacelia wants to see him.”

Allen gasned. “Lucy. But—O, my good Lord!
Bnt sunnora——""

“¥Yan needn't snnnnea apvthine, There's inst
one chanca! Thev're hoth sillv ahont each other,
and if he gets there and sees har, he'll try to com-
fort her and—go—now. .Tell him to bring the ple-
tura, too.”

The thoronghlv eonfneed Allen denarted, rnb-
hing his eves, o' found Tmeinsg st gittineg in a
daze hefora hig 1ittle tahle. the portrait in his hand.

“Sav.” Fritz hegan awkwardly. “Cecella has sent

for von. She wants tn see vou to-night—now.
Don't walt. She'’s in a hwrry!”

“Wants to see me?" asked Prettyman.
Whate—

“Now-—right off—in the studio. T don’t know
what for. * Come nn, Bring the minjature.”

“Rut-—but. " 2

“0, sav, Tmev, the pipl wants von. Come on.”
And he half draesed, half nnshed the older man
from hig room, feehly protesting. Fanny stole be-
hind them on tintoe,

* “Don’t mind what ghe savs,’” encouraged Allen at
Cecalin's door. “You go in and make it all right
with her!"

Without lstenine to Prettyman’s vague ram-
blings* and distressed protests, Fritz opened the
door and ghoved him In,

“Reach in and eet the kev and loek the door——
on the nntside.” eommanded Fanny at his elbow,

Tha key turned In the lock,

“Now, we'll have to stand here and walt
and ** began Fannv.

“And prav.” finished Fritz,

From within eame low murmurs—then long si-
leices—then again the murmurs. With chatter.
ing teeth and shivering limbs Fanny and Fritz
waited-—walted. it seemed to them, for hours, A
Jfew dwellers In the toon-story passed them and
stared curlously. but Fanny and Fritz were obliv«
fous, After a long time they heard some one rat-
tling at the door. Fanny drew a long breath,

“Open 1t," she direcfed. ‘For better or for
worse,’'

Ludlug Prettyman emerged,

On his face was a

sentimental smilg of utter blisstulness,
e W

e—we're engaged,” he grinned bashfully,

N «Thank heaven, I can g0 to bed,” remarked
i )
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