
TWO OF A KIND
By Homer Croy.

I had looked at it as a great
lark as a grod thing to put
down in my diary it never oc-

curred to me that anything seri-

ous would come of it; but I had
dec'ded that I must do it since all
the young men of my station did
t in the magazines. To tell you
ust how it was I will have to

sidestep for a couple of sentences.
I had disguised myself delib-

erately and wilfully as a com-
mon, every-da- y young man, as a
stenographer,and gone out to see
the world first-han- d, to see how
people really do live and work.
To get it off my mind: I was a
millionaire, a sure-enou- mil-
lionaire, my 'father having cor-
nered something or other, and I
had become a little bit languid of
the things that we millionaires do

I for amusement. A millionaire just
looks rich, according to the nt

magazines, and it can be de-

tected on him as soon as you clap
your eyes on him, but by diligent
effort and much practice I erased
all the earmarks of the demon
dollar until I was able to lead a
Jekyll-Hyd- e Iffe, happy as a poor
man with a clean conscience in a
Wilkins-Freema- n story. And
then I met Eve.

I hadn't told her much about
myself but wait until I give you
a' kaleidoscope of Flower. She
was willowy, and had blue eyes.
I guess that's about all that is
necessary to tell about a girl. Any
wide-awak-e man can get his men-
tal machinery" in motion from
that much of a pull at the lever of

imagination. She was stenogra-
pher for the vice president, wore
paper cuffs and was conscien-
tious. She brought her lunches in
a little paper box and went up to
the women's room to eat them.
She was a favorite among the
other girls but she never joined in
the office gossip. She hadn't told
me much about herself, thinking
herself of too little consequence,
I suppose.

But in my faux pas I was
caught with the goods ,on, neat as
could be, one day but I will have
to tack again. Flower had a hob-
by, or as I believe psychologists
call it a psychic constitutional
erratum. Of all things in the
world for a pretty girl to have!
And worst of all, it was sociology.
I had always thought about a
hobby as being a mania for col-

lecting autographs, or writing
one's name in public places, or ex-

ceeding the arresting limit, or
something that way, and so it
nearly made way with my breath
when I found out that she harped"
on sociology.

Coming up on the levator, or
whenever I stopped to chat with
Tier, she began to talk sociology.
If it had been anyone else, and if
she hadn't had blue eyes and be,en
willowy, I couldn't have stood it.
At last I gave up and let my eyes
and heart run away with me. It
was interesting and exciting, this
falling in love under disguise. But
I soon saw that if I wanted to be
in at the finish I would have to
compete with August Comte,
Vincent, Wallace and dthers too
numerous to mention, and so I
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