
The Carnival of Crinie.

By PRANK HOWARD HOWE and LAS-OELL-

CHESTER MAXWELL.

I.
Everybody knows Kitty Clyde. That

is, nil tho fellows do. Her studio Is on
the top lloor of tho Wales, where sho docs
not mind your smoking nil occasional
rlgnrotto if yon nro well acquaint od.
Kitty paints a very nice picture. Not
groat, you know, but just a pretty piece
of genro work thut hangs well in n draw-
ing room, and is not a check to frivolous
conversation. Thcro isn't a better llttlo
woman in Gotham than Kitty herself.
Wo all call her Kitty tho fellows do.
fiho writes occasionally for tho press
about art, music and tlio higher educa-
tion for women.

So much for Kitty. And myself? Well,
hoping, llko Paul Pry, I don't intrude,
this is I. A man about town, with a
weakness for Bohemian lifo a weakness
that may surprise you when I tell you
that I'm a fellow of fashion, with tome of
.tho best cards of Gotham in my mirror.
Hut I llko cheerful company, nud the
'lolly quilldrivers furnish it, without car-
ing to follow mo out of Bohemia into my
own world. So I manage to let my as-

sociations there lio perdue, as it were. In
(truth, tho beggars n.ro not pushing. They
'have a dignity of their own. If they are
lit times a bit familiar they don't mean to
"compromise ono by it. Tor instance, If I

scort Mrs. Potlpliar Phlpns to her o

after tho opera, Bob Jones, tho
dramatic man of Tho Orb, may favor me
'with a furtive wink from under his tile
tho ancient, tho weatherworn but ho
novor presumes to bow.

Tho boys liko me, or appear to. And
bo It bus gradually coma irbout that a
good many of them mako mo tho deposi-
tory of their hopes and ca. s. When
Jack Mills scores a failure with his play
ho comes to mo and curses tho critics.
And when Fred Itneburno has another
etory refused it is into my tender bosom
that ho pours his grief, Somo say that
this fqiblo of tho scribes is owing to tho
fact ,"iat I keep a brand of particularly
lino cigars and a lot of good old brandy in
myrooms, but then Mino people would
say anything.

Ono'dny I had como up town rather
early, and was just stepping into our r,

when I felt a great thwack on mv
back, and a hearty voieo exclaiinq
"Hello! How's his nibs?" turn
around and recognized Fred Hncburne.
Now, I hato to bo hit in tho back and
called "his nibs." It hurts both my
spinal cord and my amour propro. So
with somo asperity I informed Fred that
my health was as good as aould bo
expected under present circumstances.
But Fred has the skin of a rhinoceros.

"Going up to seo Kitty Clyde?" he con-
tinued, oblivious of my irony. "Same
hero." And ho learned" at tho elevator
boy. "She is a dear little woman. Eh!
old man?"

Scimc here."

Idont fancy taking the elevator boy
into my confidence as a regular thing, so
although 1 quite agreed with Fred about
Miss Clyde's attractiveness I merely mut-
tered something about "most estimable,
I am suro." You cannot bo too careful in
ahouso with ladies tlio elevator boy is
their home journal. But notwithstand-
ing my hints, both of manner nud speech,
Fred kept on inipertuilmbly asking mo all
Borts of personal questions and comment-
ing facetiously on my private aflairs until
the elevator stopped at tho door of Miss
Clydo s apartment.

Wo found it open, but Kitty was not in
Fight. Tlio studio was a place wit h which
wo were both familiar; a long room, di
vided across tho middle by a .Inpancso
hereon about four feet high. At the end
next tlio door was a carved oak mantel
pieco. having beneath it a deep llreplaco
in which burned a bright, soft coal lire.
About the walls hung art studies bits of
china, curios, odd pieces of armor and
bric-- a tirac Indeed it was a very pretty
room, giving proof of Kitty's good lasto,
and that among oilier tilings bho knew
what a Jananeso auction moaut.

Finding no ono in, Ifaeburno suggested
that wo'd bent wait for Kitty. So wo sat
down and lit cigarettes. Still smarting
under Fred's recent salutation, and being
in an ugly frame of mind anyway, 1 began
tho conversation wltlr

"Well, and how does tho coining novel
ist get on?

"Novelist be d d," nuoth Fred, Mid
denly blazing into a iino fury. "Mark
my words, old man, they'll bo sorry ono
of these days for the way tliey'vo treated
mo. It hasn't mattered to uiomtich until
this year. But now things uro different.
Now 1 m going to lomeuiber all thoso that
givo r.io a htono v. hen 1 nsk for bread. I'vo
got them on tho list When I am at tho
top of tlio ladder ft fame and tlio pub
Ushers corre to w, begging for stories,
then it wui to my tuin 'i ho public can
not go on imbibing milk and water for
ever. Tlicy v. ill grow up homo day, and
then they'll howl for meat. Then they
must como to me. It is a long fight, old
man, but i m uounu vi win in tho end.
Thev can't boon mo ('own forever. Sto
Ibis TiarreVr 1 rodw big ono from his over
coat jio. l.'t, vl.e.v J 1. ad observed it bulg-
ing. 'Th.il'iu icalUory no flimflam
Tbcro's real pathos, real comedy, real
traccdv h re. went on tho onthusiastli
author, v'olently pounding on tho arm of
mv chair his manuscript. "My characters
do'not merely bieatho and talk; they livo
and Ef.ffer. Tl.cy aro chastened In the
lires of adversity, thev lend tho real com
monnbico llfo of this humdrum world, and
yet 1 l..ivo thrown around thorn such a
giamo-- ot romance

"Havo von tried it on tho dog?"

Queried, cutting in as Ttaoburuo titoppod

Fred cL '- - 1 hhnsrlf suddenly in mid
flight ..r-.- . t .A to earth. Ho looked at mo
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for a moment, while a comical grin over
spread his rather good looking face.

"I'vo tried it on all thedogs lean think
of," ho admitted, looking ruefully at tho
parcel. "Novcr mind; they'll havo to ac-

cept something one of thoso days."
"Why tlu mischief don t yotiglvo it up

for the tue-en- f. Fred?" said I. "You havo
a llttlo money ; why not lio on your oars
for a while and wait for the world to
catch up with you."

"Well, 111 tell you, said lied,
his confidential manner. "But

mind, it's a secret. 1 spent last summer
at tho Isle of Wight, on tho Img Island
coast. There I luet tho loveliest girl"
Fred hero threw his eyes and a kiss to tho
colling. "Sim was stopping with somo
people tho ltutledges who had a cot-tag- o

theie. Well, Laura her nnmo is
Laura Laura Wiiulom is nn orphan. I

don't know that that lias anything to do
with tho storv, but then bho Is. Well, I
met her, nud then I met her once or twico
more, and then it seems to mo somo way
as if I didn't meet anybody but iier. Wo
nsed to play lawn tenuis and bathe and
urivo together, and tho result was that I
got well you know"

"Nover mind that; skip it," said I.
"You proposed and wcro rejected, I blip- -

poso?"
"No; accepted," said Fred, growing red

under tho liillucnceof somo lender rcmin- -

licence.
And vet people scotT at miracles," I

murmured viciously.
But when I cnino to talk to Mrs. Ttut- -

ledge," continued Fred, noticing my gibe.
"1 got it hot, and no mistake. Sho asltpd
mo whether it was acting liko a gentio-ma- n

to cngago a young girl's affections
just because 1 knew sho had a largo fort
une, isy .love, it lust knocked mo out.
You know I ha.vo about threo thousand a
year. 1 saw this girl Jiving witli tho
Kutledges; I knew sho was an orphan,
and 1 thought, 11 1 thought about it at
all, that in marrying her I was doing a
bit of tlio Cophetua business. I am
blessed if tho old woman did not row mo
for a fortune hunter. Sho said: 'Threo
thousand a year is nothing. 1 could not
live on it myself.' (That's a fact J Then
she went on to denounce" fortune hunters
in general and my iiupnduncn in particu-
lar. Sho told mo, among other things in
tho cour.--o of her harangue, that I couldn't
earn my She's wrong there, though,
old fellow," laughed Fred ' I think I
could do that. 1 dou't uo great deal.

Of course I was very much cut up
about the whole tiling." lio went on

Laura stuck to mo like a briek, though
(Fred has a nack of mixing his meta
phors), and said sdiodidn t nro what Mrs
ltutlcdgo said. Shu's doucodly fond of
me, you know" complacently caressing
his mustache. "But I ww not going to
havo that old cat saying that I had mar-
ried Miss Windom fur her money and
couldn't support her Would you';"

"Aot it I could help myself, I admitted.
But I don't seo quite how sho could bo

muzzled." Fred looked at nu for a mo
ment dubiously and went on- -

Une day it occurred Latin 1

her sometimes''
"Oh! You saw her viniotimes'" Iput in.
"Yes, of course. There was a lane

back of the Cedarhursl. track that sho
liked to drive through. I used to meet
hero there. As 1 was saying when you in
termpted me," with a severe glanro in
my direction, "it occurred to Laura that I

might try and tualce some money just to
show that I was good for .something. She,
of course, never doubted my ability, but
hho wanted me to convince othir people of
it. Fuunv I had not thought of it my
self, was it jiot"" queried Fred pensively.

Theie seenc-- t. tn to be no reply to
this. So I bow 1 my head in as-
sent.

Ve.--, exactly,' coutiu'i.vi Itaeburne
with n reproachful look in his face, as if
ho had ratlcr hoped to be contradicted

So then we talked over nil the different
sorts of business, Liura and I, and Laura
concluded he is very clover, you must
know that in it took night or ten years
to get a footing in any oIIit business,
and as we could not milord to wait, that
long, I mill- -

-- tart out and be an author
In earnest That, she said, was the only
trade where fame and fortune were ob
tained at mil'.. You know I havo dabbled
in verse mor - or lesf i have written somo
really lovely stanzas about Laura, but of
course she would not allow them to be
published. So all this f ill I have been
Irving ail l Knew to trot Hnmelliiug ol
mine accept ml. And that'.! tho reason I've
got to have vmii'thmg accepted, d

Fled emphatically, adding anv- -

iously, "Do )ou think 1 have a chance?"
Now, what .should one s:iy to a fellow

like that';
"Fred," said I, after considering a mo

ment, you havo my best wishes, old fel
low. But why don't you rind the girl
marry now anil then go on to lamo and lor
tune hand in haudV It sometimes tako.s a
year or two for a writor m (iothiii to
make his mark "

Saream is limply thrown away on
Fred.

"That - just what Laura sayH," he re-

joined cheerfully, "so wo havo decided
that whenever my first story is accepted
we will got married at onco."

"Thut is a very sensible detemnna
tion!" cried I Sueeess to 'Tho Carnival
of Ciime'' '

I seized the package out of Fred's
hand and waved it enthusiastically around
my head, offering up a silent prayer tho
whuo that somo cnllor miglit, In a mo
ment of temporary mental eclipse, be in
duced to accept it.

Just at this moment I saw I'aebtirno
suddenly riso from his chair and stare
open mouthed at tho screen behind mo
with eyes that stuck out llko hat pegs. I
turned in my chair and saw u sight that
Drought mo to my leet instantor uver

4" w - ri A3r' '- -

il.nf : I

(uracil in my ruu'r.
tho top of tho ccrccn nppcared tho head
and bhouldors of n most udorablo bloudo
girl, who, with a provoking sniilo on her
lips, btared at Fred. That gentleman
f.eoniod, on hi'i part, to bo smitten with a
Euddcn attack of rosoola.

II.
"Who tho ," I V'gau. Thrro I

fit-i-
1 1o tho Hauo upparluou roso

another bend that I knew well. It was
Kitty, wearing her most exasperating ex-

pression of countenance. When I nm
with tlio utmost fairness of reasoning and
tho utmost mildness of expression explain
ing to Kitty how such a man of our ac-

quaintance Is greatly overrated, or how
Mich another is a pretentions ass, and
Kilty looks up at mo from her painting,
with a brush bit wlso across her mouth
nnd that expression on her mobile fea-

tures, I always shut up. I don't know
why it Is. 1 hato to bo put down by any-
body. But thero's Fomethlng In that look
shuts me up liko a jackknlfo.

Tho brush was In Kilty 8 mouth now.
Sho removed it to remark sweetly:

"I trust wo sha n t disturb you, gentle
men. Mnko yourselves quite at homo.
Wo do not intrude, do wc'l"

Ilaeburno commenced to stammer a re
ply, but there was evidently something In
tlio situation that ovorcamo him, for ho
btuck fast. I took advtantago of his con
fusion to slido "Tho Carnival of Crime"
under a neighboring sofa. Then I turned
to Kitty and said bluntly:

"Wo didn't know you were at homo.
Why didn't you adviso us?"

".My dear, said Kitty, turning to tho
blondo maiden, without noticing my ques-
tion, "let mo lutrodtico you to Mr. Mal-

colm, a gentleman who sometimes deigns
to guido my faltering steps in search of
tho beautiful and tho true. Sir. Malcolm,
let mo present to you tho upper section
of my friend, Miss Windom."

Whilo Kitty was speaking I was bowing
in my most faultless manner to tho beau-
tiful head that roso above tho screen liko
a Baphacl's cherub. But when sho camo
to tho namo of tho fair unknown I

up so buddenly that I fancied
I could hear my backbone click liko an open
clasp knife.

'Miss Windoml I repeated. lli"n 1

looked at her and glanced at Fred. Both
had turned a beautiful peony color. I
transferred my gazo to Kitty's d cm uro
lace, ihero was a twinkle in tho corner
of ono of her eyes that was irresistible I
threw mybclf into an armchair nnd burst
into a loud guffaw. Kitty's demureness
rent nil to pieces in a moment and sno
went off into fits of laughter. Fred aud
the girl hesitated a little, meanwhilo go- - j

ing through thoso physico-menta- l pro-
cesses familiarly known ns "turning all
colors of tho rainbow" and "looking seven
ways for isut Kitty s laugh
was contagious, aud presently they wcro
forced to tom us, ho looking rather sheep
ish, and she with a most charming blush
on her cheeks and a flutter of tho down
cast eyelids that added considerable to my
admiration of her pretty face.

"Well, paid Kitty, alter wo had in a
measure recovered our equanimity, "Mr.
Malcolm, if you will fold back this screen
wo will come out, and then you can be
presented to tho rest of Miss Windom."

"that reminds me ot a story, said 1,
proceeding to remove tho bcreeu. Tho
Indies came out and took seats. Fred
ensconced himself on tlio fcofa besido his
fair inamorata, who indeed seemed noth-
ing loath.

"Aro there any ladies in this storyll"
asked Kitty. "You must know, Miss
Windom," she went on, turning her grav
eyes pensively upon Fred, "that Mr. Mal-

colm, liko Mr. Itaeburne, is a person of
whom our sex is apt tsix3 'deuced fond.'
That is the phrase, eh, Mr. Racburnef

Fred chc-pe- d his hands entreatingly,
nud besought his tormentor in dumb show
to have pity.

"Oh, let "up. Kitty, do," I put in, "or
at least let up on me. I've done nothing
to call for any such sarcastic remark on
your part."

"AH right," Kitty, "I'm mute.
Give us the story."

"You all know Mr. Claverhouse;" I be-

gan; "at lea-- t by reputation';"
They, of course, had all heard of that

celebrated wit.
' I met him onboard tho yacht of a mu-

tual friend, last summer," I went on.
"At dinner Mr. ClaverhouM) was very
entertaining, us usual. By and by he got
to telling us ubuut his yacht, tlio Fear-
less. He became quite eloquent in de-

scribing the splendors of her cabin. 'You
m m u-- t know,' he, 'that she
o e 's very well done up inside.
Vi 1. - ' she e e's got two pier
gla..'-- ii...i aie be be unties. You
look in one and you seoyo yo yo your-
self down to here,' indicating his knoe.s.
'Then y y on tack across and look in
tho o-- -o other, and y y you seo your-
self up to here,' indicating his chest
'Full view in t t two shots.' So,' con-
cluded I, 'I've gotten introduced to Miss
Windoni in two shots!'

The telling of this reniluiscenro had tho
ono good effect of relieving the awkward-
ness of the situation, which three of us
at least wcro willing to put behind us.
After this wo blid into a general con-

versation. Fred was at fi- -t a tritlo shy
But ns it appeared tl :'! Kitty had con
cluded to "let up on i. . as i nad sug- -

ge-ite- Fred graduall' uie out of winter
quarters nnd beamed i us again w ttli his
usual conversational i . 1 1 i .

. "I didn't know," mi id to Miss Win- -

dom, "that vou and Ki Miss Kitty wcro
acquainted. How long have you known
each othcrt"

"Let mo see, "ictumed the girl, looking
over at Kitty, "how long have we known
each other, Miss Clyde'"

Then tho two, for somo inexplicablo
reason, went off into another fit. It is
astonishing how much laughter that can't
1x5 accounted for is indulged in ut times
by tho sex.

"Oh, I dare uay Vt's very amusing," ex-
claimed Fred, in a fluster; "but don't you
think it would convey more information
to us who aro not in tho tccret if you'd
answer my quot loni"

"Como hero, Fred," said Miss Windoni,
resuming hor nud her perpen-
dicular ut tho samo time. "I've some
thing to bhow you. May IV sho asked of
Kitty, as sho passed licr.

Kitty shrugged her shoulders, and tho
young giii evidently taking this ns a sign
of assent, led licr swain to tlio further
cud of tho room, whero Kitty's easel
stood near a back w iudow. Tliero thoy
leaued over a picturo which stood upon
tho ca.sel, but which was invisiblo to mo
from whero I rat. Seeing them engaged
together I turtied to Kitty and demanded:

"Will you jilcaso Inform mo now, Miss
Clydo, how tills 'School for Scandal' bitu
atfon has como to bo precipitated upon ua
two offenslvo mortals'"

"Nothing easier," quoth Kitty. Then
Bho relapsed for n moment Into an amused
chucklo. "Excuso mo, Malcolm, but it
was so funny. When you two men got
out of your ehalra you looked for all tho
world as if you had Just been carted
around from tho Eden Musce."

I tried to appear amused, and walled
patiently for Ivltty'a explanation.

"You see," bho began, "I havo beosj do-
ing somo moro work for The Talltower.
This tlmo I havo been writing up tho
Gotham studios. Well, in my distribution
of pun's I did not forgot myself, you may
bo suro. I described elaborutely thoso
sketches I mado on tho Jersey coast last
summer. Tlio peu pictures were somo
bow u thI C .1 nicer than tho brush
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ones," commented Kitty pensively.
"Well, it so happened that Miss Windom
saw tho article, and, being nn amateur of
painting and having sketched on tho
Jersey coast herself, bho camo up to seo
my pictures. What's more, sho bought
somo of tlr 'iii," added Kitty, looking over
to where Miss Windom was just then
making a pretty picturo of herself, bend-
ing over the easel with tho winter sun-
light falling on her blondo head, turning
tho masses of her hair into gold.

"What have you got on the easel over
there';" I queried.

"It's a portrait of her Laura," Kitty
replied. "Sho liked my method so wcil
that she Insisted on my painting her por-
trait. You know slio's very rich, and sho
pays mo qtiito handsomely for It. Sho la
a dear, good girl, and I'm very fond of
her," looking affectionately at the subject
of her encomiums. "Sho comes up nearly
every day for a sitting. Wo wero at it
when yon camo in. I was just finishing
ono of her eyes, and told her to keep quiet
for a moment. Then tho conversation
out hero becamo so personal that wo
couldn't nnnounco ourselves.'' And Kitty
relapsed into nn amused giggle.

"Kitty," I said severely, "that joko la
getting to bo a chestnut."

At this moment tlio other two joined us,
nnd wo drew up together nronnd tlio cozy
llreplaco and prepared to spend a pleasant
afternoon together.

Kitty mado tea. I ordinarily hato tea,
but as Kitty makes it (liusslan fashion,
sho says), and served with a slico of
lemon, it is far from bad. By and by sho
got down her banjo mid played us two or
three soft, plaintivo melodies, which had
tho elTect of steeping us in a sort of ten-
der melancholy. Itaeburne, indeed, be-
came so maudlin that nothing would do
htm but that Miss Windoni should sing.
That is always tho way. Whenever I seo
a lovely faro which quite satisfies me,
somo idiot Insists on the statue opening
its mouth to disenchant me. I settled
back in my chair nnd prepared to hear
"While Wings," or "Tlio Lost Chord,"
with what fortitudo I might. Miss Win-
dom took tho banjo, btruck a few soft
notes, and then In a low, bwcet voice, full
of expression, sang tlio verses which fol-
low. I got a cony of them afterward
from liacliunio. It seems ho wroto them
ono moonlight night during an especially
desperato crisis of tlio tender passion.
Miss Windoni compofed tlio air. 1 was
surprised on reading them to find so llttlo
of the dreamy pathos that seemed to per-
vade them, when Miss Windoni sang
them.
Pwcetlieart o( mine, lapped InllicKloom I lie
'.Mid bitter thoughts. Yet, dear, I will rejoice,
It It be so, that I must mnko the choice,
To take my love and lot the world go liy,

Sweetheart ot mine.

Sweetheart of mine, far through the silent night
My heart turns toward raj- - darling whero sho

lies,
To bt cathe a kiss upon her fat .shut eyes,
Aud 1111 her sleep wllh happy dicnuis and

bright,
Sweetheart of mine.

Sweetheart of miae, whatever may bfn!l;
Come weal, come woe; come pleasure or come

pain :

Sorrows shall lie.it upon my heart In vain j

Your porfVet lovt Is recompense for nil
Sweetheart of mine.

When the last notes had died away
there was mi ."o vi,.nce. I mentally
followed ' i .' - 's.ihV. and handed
tho young lady my hat. But tho irre-
pressible Itaeburne could not long bo
muzzled.

"Thanks awfully, Laura," ho said. "I
could sit hero forever to listen to you.
Could not you, Miss Clyde';"

"Hardly forever, unless I was 'deuced-I- 7

fond' of her," replied Kitty, merrily.
I juin-- d Kitty's liugh this'time, though

In tn ' 'ho joke was getting shop worn.
But il t as well to have Fred squelch-
ed once '.'. while. If not lie's apt to e

so dreadtully universal.
Mi.--s Windon, with a little sigh, put

dovvn the banjo, and, rising, said with an
prs:dvo glance at Itaeburne: "I really

mi'.- -' jo Thank you very much for my
plea-1- . ' afternoon, Miss Clyde. May I
may I iy Kitty';"

"T; ' sou may." responded our little
hostess h- - artily. "I shall bo only too
pleased to have you."

Miss Windom strolled over to tho win
dow anil began drawing on her gloves.

"How strangely a few simple notes can
afTect one," said I, assuming my favorite
Colossus of Ithodes attitude tho
tiro. ' 1 remember in Paris onco being
awakened by a bund organ playing 'Home,
Sweet Home' beneath my i nl.,w, and do
you know"

"There Is sonn-b- . .f.,ing to play
'Home. Sweet IIoiv this win
dow," cried .Miss Wmdom, starting back
from tho easement, out of which she had
eeu pensively , .iing us sho buttoned

her glove
"What's the matter-- cri-- d Kit ty, hast

ening toward the '.v disturbed
damsel.

"Mrs Kut ledge- - earriago - at the
door," exelaimcd the hit ter. "She prom-
ised to call lor me. Oil, dear, what shall
I do? She will be simply furious if she
finds Fred here."

"Oil, never mind her," said Kitty reas
snringly. "Sho won't come up. She'll
send tlio footman."

"Oh, yes, sho will," said Miss Windom.
"t-ee- , sue exclaimed, peeinug cautiously
from the window, "thero she is getting
out and yes she's coming right into
the house.

'1 Hero was 110 doubt about it. Jn a
moment we heard tho clovator boy out-sid-

"That door, ma'am, No. 0."
"Thank you. Yes," a harsh voice re-

sponded, "I seo tho namo on tho door."
And then tliero came a loud, authorita-

tive knock. Luckily tho door was not
open, ns it had been when wo camo up.
Thero was a moment for deliberation. I
looked around.

"Tho screen I" I whispered to'Kitty.
"Tho very thing," sho murmured back.

"But, no. Mrs. ltutlcdgo b n regular
mouser. Whenever sho comes hero with
laura she invariably prowls over tho
wliolo placo and pokes into everything."

"Bat tat tat!" camo from tho door
insistently.

"I have" it," camo all at onco from Kitty
in nn exaggerated stago whisper. 'Hcro,
Laura. Tako your chair nt onco. Bo.
Now, then, Mr. ltacburuo, stand hero.
Hurry, Malcolm, help no to roll tho screen
around him. On your knees, Mr. Ilaeburno.
You can pray a llttlo in tlio meanwhilo, if
you want to, for our escape You miglit
uo something to assist tho general effort."

With tlds, nnd having Kacburno fairly
Imprisoned, bho proceeded to throw over
tlio screen a heavy portiere, wldch was
ono of the properties, so to speak, of her
atelier.

"Don't you daro even to breathe," was
Vcr parting injunction to poor Fred.

"I'm not likely to," camo In smothered
tones from under tho picture. "A chool
Whowl I low dusty that curtain isl"

Itat-ta- t tat-ban- camo from tho door.
Aud then a hand rattled tho knob lm-- !

patiently.
"What fchull I do with you, Maleob i"

(

gasped Kitty. "Oh, I know. Hero, linrry.
Take this cloak," producing an Immense,
dingy, red affair. "Now, tho hat," cram-
ming a big, flapping Mexican arrangement
over both eyes and oars. "Now, this
dagger. Thero, stand in this dark corner,
with your face to tho wall, and try to look
wooden no, don't try; Just look natural
and you'll do."

Having got mo thuu thoroughly dis-
guised as a lay figure tho llttlo woman
turned with an elaborate courtesy In tho
direction of tho door.

"Now, madam," she said, "I am ntyour
service."

Sho stuck a paint brush across her
mouth In business liko fashion, hung her
paletlo on her thumb nnd opened tho
door.

"Oh. Mrs. Itntlcdirn vou I'm so snrrv
to havo kept you '.vaiting." Unfeigned
stirprho was in every tone of Kitty's
snort speech.

Mrs. ltutlcdgo bowed without savlnr
anything in reply, and walked mnjestically
into tho room, amid a prodigous rustling
of silks. Sho surveyed tho apartment for
moment (l could seo her in a small mirror
that hung on tho wall directly in front of
mo), sniffed onco or twice and then asked
abruptly:

"Is there any ono elso here?
"Only Miss Windom. ns vou see.

madam," responded Kitty, innocently.
"Who's been smoking?1' demanded Mrs.

ltutlcdgo, with another snilf.
"Er only me." Kitty was evidently

taken aback by this question, which 'was
in tho nature of a Mser, but becing thcro
was but ono way out of the dilemma sho
walked into it liko the little heroine
sho is.

"You smoke?" queried the elder ladv.
severely.

"Yes," said Kitty. "You know wo Bo-

hemians will havo our little dissipations.
By tho way, if you don't mind I'll havo a
cigaretto now."

Suiting tho action to the word. Kittv
picked up mycaso where I had chanced to
lay it on tho mantel, --.elected a cigarette
with tho air of a connoisseur, lit it aud
began to puff. I could see a qualm pass
over tlio poor llttlo woman's fnco as sho
expelled-tli- first mouthful of smoko, but
with the resolution of a martyr sho stuck
to her cigarette to tho no small astonish-
ment and disgust of licr caller.

"I owo you an apology for keeping you
waiting, Mrs. Kutlcdge," explained Kitty.
"But the fact Is, I wus at work on a very
delicato part of tho portrait when you
knocked one of your ward's beautiful
eyes, nnd, not dreaming that it could be
you, I thought it best to finish beforo go-
ing to tho door."

"Oh, Kitty, you little pocket edition of
Sapphira, how glibly you did lie that win-
ter aftcrnoonl"

Mrs. Rutlcdgo turned to her ward.
"Aro you almost ready to go home,

Laura?" sho asked.
"Not quite, Mrs. Rutledge. But yon

needn't wait. I can walk quite as well.
It will bo tiresome f"t-yo- up hero with
nothing to do."

"I shall wait," till.- I tho matron
abruptly. Then goiug 1. . ' girl, she
looked nt her closely. "Laui .: sho said,
"what is the matter with you? You aro
flushed ami trembling. Laura (diapason),
have you been seeing that man again?"

"What man?" murmured poor Laura.
But hero a suppressed sneeze from

tho portiero interrupted her.
Mrs. Hutlcdgo turned hastily around.

"What was that?" she demanded, look-
ing suspiciously at the screen.

H ht ucis 'It rl." tffii'i
Oh, it was only tl ' v !oik,'

Kitty. lm--- ;' ing to an
aged specimen' of t hat kti. . 'niituro
standing in tho corner just 01 1 tlio
screen. You seo my clock is -0 ! ! Unit
tlio striking machinery in nil worn out.
When the hour comes round the old clock,
instead of striking, just give.-- a big wheeze
liko that. It often stui ties me just as it
did you."

' lirave Kitty, that was a pretty bold
bluff," said I to myself, that the
clock's hands are pointing to twenty-thrc- o

minutes pa- -t meeisely."
The explanation seemed to -- a'isfy Mrs.

Rutledge, however, as, after glancing
severely from Kitty to the clock nnd back
to the screen, she turned away with tho
remark that she Imped it wouldn't occur
again."

Poor little Kilty! the stars in their
courses fought against Siscru. aud now
they war against you.

"If I must watt for you, Laura,'' said
Mrs. But ledge, quite it rationally, but
uouo tlio Ies complainingly, "I shall tako
off my cloak, it's very warm up here."

So saying she slipped off her heavy seal
dolman' and throw it carelessly over tho
lay figure that stood near her. Now, as
you know, that lay figure was me, and
being totally unprepared to receivo this
uvalanrho of fur, and being taken oil my
guard and mv baianeo at tlio same time,
I incontinently tipped over m.d landed
in a sitting po'sture on tho (lour. In my
fall my Mexican sombrero was tilte'd

j back and hung over one car, so that as I
sat thero with my dirty red cap" wrapped
around mo 1 must havo looked like a very
dissipated lay figure indeed.
,"What Is the meaning of t ids, miss?"

gasped Mrs. Rutlodgo. "Wl.o is this
person?"

"A fiic:vl of ni'iip." said Kitty, impcr-turbabl-

"Mr. Y.al.olm, h t mo present
you to Mrs. Lutlodjo. Mis. Untlcdgo
Mr. Malcolm."

"Happy, I'm si.re," I managed to mnia
blo, at the samo tlmo trjij-j- to riso aud
divest myself of my absiud trappings,
that 1 might 00 prepared ler 1110 next in-
cident in the drama, which I verily be-
lieved wuuld bo nothing less than assault

j and battery. At that moment, however,
' a diversion was created by an unmis-

takable and vary lu..d sue'ezo from tho
Bcreeu.

"Tho cuckoo clockl" exclaimed Mrs.
Ilutledgo. "Tho cuckoo also is a friend
of yours, I suppo-- " einttnuod, with
fine Mari'hi-- j ntru. 1 the room sho

I.

dragged tho pMtlcro nwn from tho-scree-

Tho latter tumbled over at Iho-sam-

time, disclosing Fred, disheveled,
and dusly, kneeling on thetlwir. mid loolt
ing for all the world llko sotuo piou
chimney sweep,

Tho situation was too miuJi for Kitty
She went oft into peals of lnuglilir, in
which, I must confess, I joined, having:
by tills tlmo recovered from my own din
comfiturc. Fred got up off Iho ground
and sheepishly dtibted his clothes willi Ills
handkerchief. Miss Windom glanced,
timidly at tho matron. The latter wan
statue of wrath.

"But on your tilings at onco, Iiura,
and conic witli mo." she commanded, when
sho hud recovered her speech.

Laura meekly obeyed. Tlio stntuo or
wrath mnrched out of the room, looklng
nelther to tho right nor to the left, with
tho air of a tragedy queen on her way to
execution, It. V. K. Miss Windom fol
lowed her silently, but nt tho door sht
turned and throw a kiss baei; at us, which,
wo immediately proceeded to srramblc
for.

in.
We ail resumed our seats after wo liatl

heard Miss Windom and her aunt bestow
thcmselves in tho clovator.

Kitty and I wcro disposed to bo jocular
over the adventure. But nothing t !iat wo
wero ablo to say could cheer up 1 rod. IIo
was suro now thut ho had put an end onco
nnd forever to nil his hopes of Laura. IIo
mado two or threo sickly attempts to join
our laughter, but his mirth was too evi
dently assumed. Finally ho muttered
something about "not feeling quito up tr
himself," ami took his leave. I stayed
behind to have a llttlo chat with Kitty.

Wo sat together for a while in sileneo
after Fred hail gone, watching tho even-
ing shadows lengthen across tho polished,
floor, until they encountered tlio flicker,
ings from tho pleasant fire that burned in
tho hearth. Outside, as the night drew
on, tlio wind rose, and presently a few
tray flakes of snowdriftod past tho pano.

The contrast between tho comfort within
nnd the checriessness without soothed mre
into a pleauant reverie, which was stul
cieniy uy lutty s parrot crying out.
"Who's a Mugwump?" from ).ls"pcrch in
tho dark corner by the easel.

"Confound tho bird I" I exclaimed, ne.
had sent a cold shiver up my spine, bring
ing mo out of my comfortable day tlrcani
with a jounce. I sat bold upright and
softly swoio nt tho bird. The imp scemeU
to read my thoughts, for ho burst into
shrieks of fiendish laughter that set my
teeth on edge. I threw myself back In
my chair and covered my ears with my
hands.

"Kitty," said t, when the bitd had flu-idl-

relapsed into "what do you
think of it nil?"

"All what?" asked Kitty.
"Why yon know Fred and tho girt

They'll make a nice couple, don't you
think?"

"Very," said Kitty, shortly, nor fac
was hidden in tho shadow as sho leaned
back in her big arm chair in one corner ot
tho fireplaco whero tho flickering gleam,
from the flames could not reach her.

"I fcarthoio is but little chance of their
finally coming together," I suggested sym-
pathetically.

Kitty made no answer to this I re-
sumed:

"Yon know ho cannot writo any mow
than that ancestor of Peudennis, vhi
signed Magna Churta with his sword hilt '

Still no 1 espouse from Kitty's dark cor-
ner.

"But they seem to bo so fond of (ieh
other," I went on, "I don't seo why thoj
should keep apart. He has some"mone
aud she has plenty cf it. It's all foolish
ness, this wailing luitil ho has done some-
thing in a literary way. They'll die n,

bachelor and a maid if they wait for that
It's a gieat pit v. Don't you think so'v

lsenig thus directly appealed to, Kitty
came out of her dark corner, nnd, lean
ing forward so that the fuelight fell upot.
her plea-a- nt face, said, laughing:

Vou poer old Arcadian, why don t y n,

'
bind your brow with roses, get your-ei- f
nv (irnamenlul shepherd's crook and

lloi-k- in tho Happy valley"
'1 hunk jou for tl:o suggestion,' In

ed. "I II think of it. Will you ph t-

tell me what has caused this outburst
irony? Don't you hink Fred is goou
cuough fur your fiiend? Well, 1 doth- n'

I le.'lly didn't think anything at h'I
about it." But I know the" best wa tv
bring Kitty nut is to oppose her view-an-

I thought to do no now by taking up
the cudgels for Fled.

Oli. jou do, do win'.'" mui-muie- IL''
was. .

Yes, I do'" said I. a lillle bv
her maiii.. piti- - f myself. 'It urn
think -- In '. ton gi.i .or him because
happen- -' have n to t une, I dii"'t. .1 :

witli f,.i, that - all."
"Oh, mu don't!" ii'lir.ed Kit'.;. t

thought jou set up for a cynic," il."- - (.

iin, v. ith an amuseil smile.' "Let )

yo,-.-
. my fiiend, oi.i thing 110

Inn,-!- . These young people, liko i i'
.cm ,jf us, will have to row th"

. Also, people who push their
i'. o other people's allnim aw opt
1! im sadly pinched."

Hum. thanks," Hald 1. "Vou:
,'. Thru vou don't Intend t.

Lev ! !; d into lie eon'., ! r .1 m- -

men! i ilMivcly.
" can one do?" she naked.
Of eou' ", i ilidn't know, so I rolapioii

into silence. Jie-eiitl- Kitty arose.
"Do you know It's getting to bo m-e- i lv

dinner time?" she siiid.
1 was very comfortablo and dislnrlr.s

to move. But when Kitty intimates . :

solitude will bo agreeable to her, 1 !,: v
well enough to act upon the hint. I
took myself off.

The next day Fred came up tony r
in a stato of mind. Ho said he

his manuscript of tho "Car:n. I
Crime," and couldn't imagine wLut L ..J
dono with it.

"You remember." ho said. "1 1 :A
Kitty's. It was all staled up end :

to bo sent off to Tho Fclectic. 1'vj i

tho cheap dogs with it, aud row I'i
to fly at tho high game. 1 duro ,

. 1

icmpiiug out uoini.;
ture, nothing gain, jou kuov:."

1 remembered, of course, that I - I I
to loso tho nianusctipt uuder l! 0
Kitty's room. So Fred nud h .. ' . I
to tho littlo woman's stud! ', 1.'
found her nt vmrk tin Jii i. .

portrait. Sho was in vcrv -' ;l .

und singing blithely. I tuld I.l.m. ."

'ore cfter, and Kitty b;UJ i.; , i.il
cot', o t.'O late.

"I fjund the packet under the
this meiiiing," sho said. "I c.'.
what it was. It was till 1 v

for tho mail and dlrt:U. i '1

hist gave it to tho postman. 2 w;
havo bomo hand In f'urtheil.i. jo.,: . ,
tunes, Fred," bho siullod b.'tii i.;h '. :
that young mun, "and I thvi.g" t i n. . I
hasten tho story on its woy W tl 1

Ushers as much as possible '

l ied thanked her. "t dare-- r iy t i 1

use," ho said. "But I shan't 1 e

sending thut story to the pi. hi.. : . .1

every last cue of them has m: 1 u i


