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street clothes. Julio was pretty pale, too guess
he was wise, all right. They walked across the
floor, kind of hurriedly, and would have gone past
the table if the lady with the brown eyes hadn't
struggled to her feet and grabbed his hand. She
pulls this 'Robert' stuff again, and her voice was
so eager, and so trembly, and so lonely-lik- e that
it hurt. Then he seemed to see her for the first

, time."
Jerry paused, with a gesture that demanded

appreciation.
I "Orpheum stuff? Say, you never saw anything

. to tie it. As far as a setting goes, Dave Belasco
himself couldn't have improved it all the regulars
in their doll-rag- s sitting around, and the waiters
beating it back and forth, and the boys with me
tearing through a fast one-ste- p although I almost
forgot to play at times, I was that interested and
the lights, and all that stuff "

Jerry gave up in despair, and finished with a
wave of his cigarette.

"Just speed, that's all," he said. "Then there
was the tall dame holding onto Julio's hand like a
movie queen, and the old gent standing with one
hand on the back of his chair, his face the color
of a dubonnet cocktail, while the dapper lads were
draped around, kind of

"The girl cut loose with a line that would
have knocked you dead. You know before this
none of us knew anything about this Julio guy.
He and 'La Vere' had only worked here two or
three weeks up to that time. Of course, there
was a lot of speculation as to who he was he's
not a regular, as you can see.

"But right there we began to learn a lot.

"It seems that he had gotten canned out of
Cambridge, or some of those e bone-factorie- s

in England, and the girl had thrown him
down when his father who was a duke or some-
thing had done the same. The girl said that she
had been in bad with herself ever since. Her
heart had grown fonder with absence, or absinthe

whichever it Is until at last she couldn't hold
out any longer. So she had brought this gang
all the way across with her to find our little JUlio,
and to tell him that she really didn't mind hav-
ing him hanging around the kitchen after all.
You know that stuff."

I assented with an appreciative nod. Jerry
continued:

"It kind of got all our goats she was so pale
and spoke in such deadly earnest in her hurried,
quiet voice. I told you what kind of a looker
she was, and Tjelieve me, I had to hand it to Julio
more than ever when I learned that he was the
one who had made all the fuss.

"The dapper lads were still on the side-line-

registering surprise. The old gent was having
one fit after another. It looked to me as thought

, ho wanted to pull this 'fatted calf stuff, but his
Jolly pride or something like It was sticking in his
throat and choking him to death. And all the time
friend Julio was standing there, tall and pale,
with a strangle-hol- d on his partner's arm. I could
see his fingers and they aren't the kind that the
'Boss of the Road' fraternity sports, either work-
ing up and down like the very devil. And yet ho
looked as cool as a Scotch high-bal- l. Ever meet
that kind of a guy?"

I assured him that I had.
"Well," resumed Jerry, "this imported queen

was still pulling the heavy stuff. 'Pulling it' is
what I mean, too. Whv, on the dead, there' were
big, pearly tears rolling down her cheeks as sho
talked, and her big, dark eyes were swimming in
them. Seemed as though she was pretty crazy
about this Julio lad. How he kept from wrapping
himself around her feet I can't see.

j "You know he hadn't said anything at all. But

when she finally finished and sneaked her arms r

around his neck, he seemed to make up his mind
to start. First of all, ho unwrapped her arms,
and then he came through with something like
this:

"'I'm sorry, Mildred 'pon honor, I am. But,
you know, I couldn't consider resuming our en-

gagement. When I was bounced from college
you threw me over pardon the term, but it's
quite apt with father and the others. From that
I judged, you see, that you had dashed little faith
In me that you couldn't love mo as as a wife
should, unless you had more. Faith, I mean. Na-

tural conclusion, don't you think?
" 'So I came over here. Had quite a beastly

time of it at first better times later, though.
May sound a bit wierd, perhaps, but I've really'
(he pronounced it 'rally') 'grown quite accustomed
to this dancing business. It's truly sweet of you,
y'know, to speak to me this way. But even if I
were so inclined, I have ah other connections
that I fear would complicate matters quite ter-

ribly.'
"He appeared to be winded after this, and

lighted a cigarette as a bracer.
"This Mildred person gasped a bit at the last

part of his little speech, and says:
"'Other connections? Why, what do you

mean, Robert?'
"Julio stalled a bit, but bucked up like a man

with:
'"I dare say it would be hardly the square

thing, you know, to run off and leave my my wife
in the lurch, what?'

"With that the whole bunch chorused: 'Your
wife?'

" 'I beg pardon,' says Julio, sweet as milk.
'Allow me!'

"With that he produces the little dancing part-
ner 'La Vere' who hadn't ushered forth a sound.

"Consternation reigned supreme, as you might
say. The old gent blew up for fair. He raved
along when he could catch his breath about h&w

Julio's father (the duke) would die of shame
when he learned that his son had pulled such a
social error. Funny gang, that English nobility.
Seems as though you have to stay right with the
'Who's Who in the Big Leagues' as far as the
choice of a wife is concerned, or else spill the
beans all over the place. Which last is apparently
what Julio had done.

"The old gent went on to say that ho would
take Julio across the pond with him, and reinstate
him in his old standing, and fix things with his
father; and all that providing, of course, that
Julio would keep the family stock at par by throw-

ing over the little dancer.
"Whereat Julio replied, like seventeen healthy

glaciers in their prime:
" 'Really, Uncle Cedric, I fear you've quite for-

gotten yourself!'
"And with that he wished them 'good night,'

tucked his little friend under his arm, and sallied
forth."

Jerry blew a thoughtful smoke-rin- g into the
clusters of artificial grapes that hung from the
ceiling, and then, with a puzzled shake of the
head, appealed to me:

"Can you beat it?"
"I certainly cannot!" I replied, and signalled

a waiter.

An English professor, traveling through the
Kentucky hills, noted various quaint expressions.
For instance, after a long ride the professor
sought provisions at a mountain hut. "What d'
yo' all want?" called out a woman. "Madam,"
said the professor, ' can we get corn bread here?
We'd like to buy some of you." "Co'n bread?
Co'n bread, did yo' say?" Then she chuckled to
herself, and her manner grew amiable. "Why,
if co'n bread's all yo' yo' want, come right in,
for that's jest what I hain't got nothin' else on
hand but."
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