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T  was half-after six when I
entered Martin's from the 

■Broadway side. I chose a 
table by the north wall and 
sat down on the cushioned 
seat. I ordered dinner, and 
the ample proportions o f it 

completely hookwlnked the waiter 
as to the condition of my cardiac 
affliction; .being, as I was, deeper- 
<ately and hopelessly and miserably 
In love. Old owls say that a man 
,can not eat when he is In love. He 
can If he is mad at the way the object 
o f his affections has treated him; and 
I  was mad. To be sure, I can not re
call what my order was, but the 
amount o f the waiter’s check Is still 
vivid to  my recollection.
• I glanoed about At my left sat a 
young man about my own age. He 
was also In evening dress. At my 
right a benevolent old gentleman, 
Whose eye-glasses balanced neatly 
upon the. end of bis noseT’ was deeply 
interested in the Law Journal and a 
pint o f mineral water. A little beyond 
my table was an exiled Frenchman, 
and the Irritating odor of absinthe 
drifted at times across my nostrils.

With my coffee I ordered a glass of 
Daatzic, and watched the flakes of 
beaten gold waver and settle; and 
presently I devoted myself entirely to 
my own particularly miserable 
thoughts. . . To be In love and In 
idebt! T o be with the gods one mo-

Sent and bunted by a bill-collector 
e next!
Suppose, besides, that you possessed 

la rich uncle who mid that on the day 
o f  your wedding he would make over 
to you fifty thousand In government 
three per cents. Hard, wasn’t It? 
And suppose the girl was independent
ly  rich. Heigh-ho!

I find that a man needs more money 
Sn love than he does in debt. This is 
pot to  say that I was ever very hard 

reseed; but I hated to pay ten dol- 
arB “ on account” when the total was 

only twenty.
i And now It was all over!
1 I did not care so much about my 
uncle’s gold-bonds, but I did think a 
powerful lot of the girl. Why, when 
I recall the- annoyances I've put up 
with from that kid brother o f hers!
. . . Pshaw, what’s the use?

HIb mother called him “Toddy-One- 
Boy,’’ in memory of a book she had 
read long years ago. He was six years 
jold, and I never think of him with
out that Jingle coming to mind;
'••Little WlUle choked his sister.
She was dead before they missed her. 
wlllle’s always up to tricks.

A in 't he cute, he's only six!”
All these things I thought over as I 

sat at my table. Well. I would go up 
to the club, and if I didn’t get home 
till mor-r-ning, who was there to 
care?

The Frenchman had gone, and the 
benevolent old gentleman. The crowd 
was thinning out. The young man at 
my left rose and I rose also. We both 
stared thoughtfully at the hat-rack. 
There hung two hats; an opera hat 
and a dilapidated old Btovepipe. The 
young fellow reached up and, quite 
naturally, selected the opera hat. He 
glanced into It, and immediately a 
wrinkle of annoyance darkened his 
brow. He held the hat toward me.
I “Is this yours?” he asked.
! I looked at the label.
{ “No.”  The wrinkle of annoyance 
sprang from his brow to mine. My 
opera hat had cost me eight dollars.

The young fellow laughed rather 
ilamely. “Do you live In New York?’’ 
be  asked.
: I nodded.
I “ So do I,”  he continued, “and yet It 
is evident that both of us have been 
neatly caught.”  He thought for a .mo
ment, then brightened. “I’ll tell you 
What; let|s match for the good one.”
I I  gazed Indignantly at the rusty 
stovepipe. “Done!”  said L 
’ I lost; I  knew that I should; and 
the young fellow walked off with the 
good hat.

Angrily, I strode up to the cashier’s 
desk and explained the situation, leav
ing my address and the number of my 
apartment; - my name wasn’t neces- 
Bary.
. I  soon arrived at my apartments, 
and got Into a smoking-jacket I 
picked up Blackstone and turned to 
his “ promissory notes.’’ I had two or 
three out myBelf. It waB nine o’clock 
When t£e hall-boy’s bell rang, and I 
placed ,my ear to the tube. A gentle
man wished to see me In regard to a 
lost h at
< “ Send him up, James; send him 
top!” -1 bawled down the tube. "Visions 
o f $he dub returned, and I tossed 
Blackstone into a comer.
< Presently there c$me a tap on the 
Idoor, and' I  flung It wide. But my 
.visitor was not the benevolent old 
gentleman. He was the Frenchman 
Whose absinthe had offended me. He 
"glanced at the slip o f paper in his 
band.
} “I have zee honaire to address zee 
l—ah—gentleman in numbalre six?”
I *T live;here.’’ - ‘
! “Delight’.!; We have °meexed zee 
bats,; I  h$ve zee r-r-regret. Ees thees 
your\hat?” '  He held out, for my in-, 
■pe&iqn, "an' opera-hat ( “l  am so ab- 
jfcent-mihd’r-what you call deestralt?” 
•-affably,; - Vr
'• Itook th e  hati whlch at flrd  glance 
2 thought ■ t o b e ‘ mine,; and - wefit^over 
to  the rack,' taking down.the old^stoveV 

*“  ' - •-.,. ".v,"{pipe-.

“This Is yours, then?** I said, smil
ing.

“Thousand thanks, m’sleul Bet ees 
certain mine. I  have zee honaire to 
beg pardon for zee confusion. My 
compliments! Good night!”

Without giving the hat a single 
glance, he clapped It on his head, 
bowed and disappeared, leaving me 
his card. He hadn’t been gone two 
minutes when I discovered that the 
hat he had exchanged for the stove
pipe was not mine.

Tlng-a4ing! It was the boy’s bell 
again.

“Well?”
“Another man after a hat. What’s 

goin’ on?"
“ Send him up!”  I yelled. It came 

over me that the Frenchman had 
made a second mistake.

I was not disappointed this time in 
my visitor. It Was the benevolent old 
gentleman. Evidently he had not lo
cated his hat either, and might not 
for some time to come. I began to 
believe that I had carelessly given It 
to the Frenchman. He seemed to be 
terribly excited.

“You are the gentleman, who occu
pies number six?”

“Yes, sir. This Is my apartment 
You have come In regard to a hat?” 

“Yes,° sir. My name Is Chittenden. 
Our hats got mixed up at Martin’s this 
evening; my fault, as usual. I am al
ways doing something absurd, my 
memory Is so bad. When I discovered 
my mistake I was calling on the fam
ily of a client with whom I had spent 
most of the afternoon. I missed some 
valuable papers, legal documents. I 
believed as usual that I had forgotten 
to take them with me. They were no
where to be found at the house. My 
client has a very mischievous son, 
and it seems that he stuffed the pa
pers behind the inside band of my 
hat With them there was a letter. 
I have had two very great scares. A 
great deal of trouble would ensue if 
the papers were lost I just tele
phoned that I had located the hat.” 
He laughed pleasantly.

Good heavens! here was a howdy- 
do.

“ My dear Mr. Chittenden, there has 
been a great confusion,” I faltered. “ I 
had your hat hut—but you have come 
too late.”

“ Too late?” he roared, or I should 
say, to be exact, shouted.

“Yes, sir.”
“What have you done with It?”
“Not five minutes ago I gave it to a 

Frenchman who seemed to recognize 
it as his. It was the Frenchman, if 
you will remember, who sat near your 
table in the cafe."

“And this hat isn’t yours, then?”— 
helplessly.

“This” was a flat-brimmed hat of 
the Paris boulevards, the father of all 
stovepipe hats, dear to the French
man’s heart

“ Candidly, now," said I with a bit 
of excusable impatience, “do I look 
like a man who would wear a hat like 
that?”

He surveyed me miserably through 
hla eye-glasses.

“No, I can’t say that you do. But 
what in the world am I to do?" He 
mopped his brow In the ecstasy of an
guish. “The hat must be found. The 
legal papers could be replaced, but 
. . . You Bee, sir, that boy pht a 
private letter of his sister’s In the 
band of that hat, and It must be re
covered at all hazards.”

“I am very sorry, sir.”
“ But what shall I do?"
“I do not see what can be done save 

for you to leave word at the cafe. The 
Frenchman Is doubtless a frequenter, 
and may easily be found. If you had 
come a few moments sooner. . < .’ ’ 

With a gurgle o f dismay he fled, 
leaving me with a half-finished sen
tence hanging on my lips and the 
Frenchman’s chapeau hanging on my 
fingers. And my hat; wVtere was my 
hat?

So the boy bad put a letter of his 
sister’s In the band of the hat, I 
mused. How like her kid brother! 
It seemed that more or less families 
had Toddy-One-Boys to look after. 
Pshaw! what a muddle because a 
man couldn’t keep his thoughts from 
wool-gathering!

Fool that I was! I  rushed over to 
(the table. The Frenchman had left 
his card, and I had forgotten all about 
it. And I hadn’t asked the benevolent 
old gentleman where he lived. The 
Frenchman’s card read; “M. de
Beausire, N o .------Washington Place.”
I decided to go myself to the address, 
state the matter to  Monsieur de Beau- 
sire, and rescue the letter. I knew all 
about these Toddy-One-Boys, and I 
might be doing some girl a signal 
service.

So I reluctantly got into my coat 
again, drew on a top-coat, and put on 
the hat that fitted me. I had scarcely 
drawn my stick from the umbrella- 
jar when the bell rang once'again. '  

“ Hello!”  I  'called down the tube. 
W hy couldn’t they let me he?

“Lady wants to see you, sir."
“ A lady!”
“Yes, sir. A real lady; 1-a-d-y. She 

Bays she’s come to see the gentleman 
in number six about a plug "hat 
What’s the graft, anyway?”
,.i.“A plug-hat!" ...

^Yes, 8ir; a plug hat. She seems ft 
bit - anxlotis. Shall I  send her up? 
She’s  a  peach.*?,;
;^ "Y es, Betid ..her up.”  ,T  answered 
feebiy.snbugfu.

■ Andnow therewms awoman-tn> the
,ouai:'
m yhrow  andwtmdmr^'whJ^

Jove! .Vthe' Bister. of^ttolmlschlevoaa 
;hby! OldCM ttehd^tim Bt'have told 
[her; where,,,hebad;. gone,;and. a s h e . 
hasn’t  shown-up, she's worried. .It  
must be. a  tremendously Important let-' 
ter to causeaUthlshubbub. So I laid 
aside my hat and waited.
, Soon-there came a gentle tapping. 
Certainly the young woman had ahuhr* 
dant pluck. I  approached the door 
quickly, and flung It open.

The Girl herself stood on  the thresh
old. and we stared at each other with 

.bewildered eyes!

CHAPTER II.
She was the most exquisite creature 

In all the wide world; and here she 
was, within reach o f my hungry 
arms!

“You?”  she cried, stepping back, 
one hand at her throat and the other 
against the jamb o f the door.

Dumb as ever was Lot's wife (after 
the turning-point In her career), I 
stood and. stared and admired.

“I did not expect . . . that is, 
only the number of the apartment was 
given,”  she stammered. “I . . 
Then her slender figure straightened, 
and with an effort she subdued the 
fright and dismay which had evident
ly seized her. “Have you Mr. Chitten
den's hat?”

“ Mr. Chittenden’s hat?”  I repeated, 
with a tingling In my throat similar 
to  that when you hit your elbow smart
ly on a sharp corner. “Mr. Chitten
den's hat?”

“ Can’t you say anything more than 
that ?’’—impatiently.

“Was It your letter he was seeking?” 
I cried, all eagerness and excitement 
as this one sane thought entered my 
head.

“Did he tell you that there was a 
letter In it?”—scornfully.

“ Yes," guiltily. Heaven only knows 
why I should have had any sense of 
guilt

“Give It to me at once”—Impera
tively.

“The hat or the letter?" Truly, I 
did not know what I was about. Only 
one thing was plain to my confused 
mind, and that was the knowledge

“Oh, It Is.easily to.be seen that you 
do not trust me.”  I- was utterly dis
couraged.

“I did not Imply that,”  with the 
least bit o f  softening; “ Certainly I 
would trust you. But------"

“Well?*!—as laughingly as I could.
“I must be the one to take oat that 

letter,”—-decidedly.
“I offer to bring you the hat un

touched,”  I  replied.
“I insist on going.”
“ Very well; we shall go together; 

under no other circumstances. This 
Is a common courtesy that I  would 
show to a  perfect stranger.”

I put on my derby, took up the 
Frenchman’s card and tile, and bowed 
her gravely into the main hallway. 
"We did not speak on the way down 
to the street. W e entered the cab In 
silence, and went rumbling off south
west. When the monotony became 
positively unbearable Z spoke.

“I regret to  force myself upon you."
No reply.
"It must be a  very Important let

ter."
“ To no one but myBelf,”—with ex

treme frigidity.
”Hls father ought to wring his 

neck,”—thinking o f Toddy-One-Boy.
"Sir, he is my brother!"
"I beg your pardon." It seemed 

that I wasn’t getting on very well.
We bumped across the Broadway 

tracks. Once or twice our shoulders 
touched, and the thrill I experienced 
was as painful as it was rapturous. 
What was In a letter that she should 
go to this extreme to recall it? A 
heat-flash of Jealousy went over me. 
She had written to some other fel
low; for there always Is some other 
fellow, hang him! . . . And then
a grand idea came Into my erstwhile 
stupid head. Here she was, alone 
with me In a cab. It waB the oppor
tunity of a lifetime. I could force her 
to listen to my explanation.

“I received your note," I began. “It 
was cruel and without justioe.”

Her chin went up a degree.
"The worst criminal Is not con

demned without a hearing, and I have 
had none.”

No perceptible movement.
“ We are none of us Infallible in 

keeping appointments. We are liable 
to make mistakes occasionally. Had I
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that I wanted to put my arms around 
her and carry her far, far away from 
Toddy-One-Boy.

“Are you mad, to anger me in this 
fashion?” she said, balling her little 
gloved hands wrathfully. Had there 
been real lightning in her eyes I’d 
have been dead this long while. “Do 
you dare believe that I knew you lived 
in this apartment?"

“I . . . haven’t the hat.”
‘You dared to search it?”—drawing 

herself up to a supreme height, which 
was something less than five-feet-two.

I became angry, and somehow found 
myself. *

“I never pry into other people’s af
fairs. You are the last person I ex
pected to see this night.”

“Will you answer a single question? 
I promise not to intrude further upon 
your time, which, doubtless, Is very 
valuable. Have you either the hat or 
the letter?"

“Neither. I  knew nothing about any 
letter till Mr. Chittenden came. But 
he came too late.”

“ Too late?”—In an agonized whis
per.

“Yes, too late, I  had, unfortunately, 
given his hat to another gentleman 
who made a trifling mistake In think
ing it to he his own.”  Suddenly my 
manners returned to me. “Will you 
come in?”

“Come in? No! You have given 
the hat to another man? A  trifling 
mistake! He calls it a trifling mis
take!”—addressing the heavens, ob
scured though they were by the thick
ness o f several ceilings. “Oh, what 
shall I  do?”  She began to  wring her 
hands, and when a woman does that 
what earthly hope is there for the 
man who looks on?

“Don’t do that!”  I  implored. ‘Til 
find the bat. The gentleman left me 
,hls card. With your ; permission I 
will go at once in search" o f him."

‘1  have a cab outside. Give me the 
address.”
.. f“ I refuse to permit yon to  go alone."
. ‘Y ou  have .absolutely nothing to say 
In regard to where I  fthaill or shall not 
8 * % ', n t!j /•*fogUTit thlsone Instance. I  shall with
hold vthe address”  *:• _ - 
.r How her.eyes, blazed I

known that Tuesday night was the 
night of the dance I’d have crossed to 
Jersey in a rowboat but what I’d have 
kept my engagement.”

The chin remained precipitously in
clined.

“I am poor, and the case Involved 
some o f my bread and butter. The 
work was done at ten, and even then I 
did not discover that I had In any 
way affronted you. I had It down in 
my note-book as Wednesday night.”

The lips above the chin curled 
slightly.

“You see," I went on, striving to 
keep my voice even-toned, “my uncle 
Is rich, but I ask no odds of him. I 
live entirely upon what 1 earn at law. 
It’B the only way I can maintain my 
individuality, my self-respect and In
dependence. My uncle has often ex
pressed his desire to make me a hand
some allowance, but what would be 
the use of all that . . . now?"—bit
terly.

The chin moved a little. It was too 
dark to see what this movement ex
pressed.

“It seems that I am only a,very un
fortunate fellow."

‘Y ou  had given me your promise.”
“I know i t ”
“ Not that I cared,”—with cat-like 

cruelty; “ but I lost the last train out 
while waiting for you. Not even a 
note to warn me! Not the slightest 
chance to find an escort! "When a 
man gives his promise to a lady It 
does not seem possible that he could 
forget it . . . if he cared to keep 
i t ”

“I tell you honestly that I mixed the 
dates.”  How weak my excuses seem
ed, now th& they had passed my lips!

*You are sure that you mixed noth
ing else?”—ironically. (She after
ward apologized for this.) “It ap
pears that It would have been better 
to. come alone.”

“ I regret that I did not give you the 
address.”

“It is not too late."
.."I never retreat from any position 

I  have taken.”
-J -‘Indeed?*'
": !Then both our chins assumed an 

acute . angle and remained thus. When 
*  woman Is angry she Is about as

------ -----------------------------------------  ■
reasonable as â  frightened., horse; 
when a man is an grybe longs to hit 
something.'or smoke a cigar. Imagine 
my predicament!

When the cab reached Washington 
Place and came to  a stand I spoke 
again.

*<ShaIl I  take 'the hat In, or will 
you?”  I asked.

“ We shall go together."
Ah, U  only I had had the courage to 

say: “ I would it were for ever!”  But 
I  feared that It wouldn’t  take.

I rang the beU,;and presently a  maid 
opened the door.

“ Is Monsieur 4 e  Beausire In?”  I 
asked.

“No, sir, he Is not,”  the maid an
swered civilly.

“Do you know where he may be 
found?”

“If yon have a hill you may leave 
It,"—frostily and with sudden suspi
cion.

There was a smothered sound from 
behind me, and I flushed angrily.

“I am not a bill-collector.”
“ Oh; it’s the second day o f  the 

month, you know. I thought perhaps 
you were.”

“He has In his possession a hat 
which does not belong to  him.”

“ Good gracious, he hasn't been steal 
lng? I  don’t believe”—making as 
though to shut the door.

This was too much, and I laughed. 
“No, my girl; he hasn’t been stealing. 
But, being absent-minded, he has tak
en another man’s hat, and I am bring
ing his home In hopes of getting the 
one he took by mistake.”

“ Oh!” And the maid laughed 
shrilly.

I held out the hat.
“My land! that’s his hat, sure 

enough. I was wondering what made 
him look so funny when he went out.” 

“ Where has he gone?”  came sharply 
over my shoulder.

“If you will wait,”  said the maid 
good-naturedly, “ I will Inquire.”

W e waited. So far as I was con
cerned, I hoped he was miles away, 
and that we might go on riding for 
hours and hours. The maid returned 
soon.

’He has gone to meet the French 
consul at Mouquin’s.”

“ Which one?” I asked. “There are 
two, one down and one up-town.”

‘Tm  sure I don’t know. You can 
leave the hat and your card.”

“Thank you; we shall retain the 
hat. If we find monsieur he will 
need it "  And the only girl in the 
world and myself re-entered the cab.

“This Is terrible!”  Bhe murmured as 
we drove off.

“ It might be worse," I replied, think
ing of the probable long ride with her; 
perhaps the last I should ever take! 

“ How could It be !”
I had nothing to offer, and subsided 

for a space.
“If we should not find him !”
“I’ll Bit on bis front steps all night 

. . . Forgive me if I sound flippant; 
but I mean it.”

“We shall continue the search to
gether,”—wearily.

It was not far up-town to the res
taurant, and we made good time.

“Would you know him If you saw 
him?” she asked as we left the cab.

“ Not the least doubt of it,”—confi
dently.

She sighed, and together we en
tered the restaurant It was full of 
theater-going people, music and the 
hum of voices. We must have created 
a small sensation, wandering from 
table to table, from room to room, the 
girl with a look of dread and weari
ness on her lti.ee, and I with the 
Frenchman’s hat grasped firmly in my 
hand and my brows scowling. If I 
hadn’t been in love It would have 
been a fine comedy. Once I surprised 
ber looking toward the corner table 
near the orchestra. How many Joy
ous Sunday dinners we had had there! 
Helgh-ho!

“ It that he?*’ she whispered, clutch
ing my arm of a sudden, her gaze di
rected to a near-by table.

I looked and shook my head.
“We may have to go down-town.

. . . No! as I live, there he Is now!” 
—Joyfully.

“ Where?" There was half a sob 
In her throat.

“ The table by the short flight of 
stairs . . the man just lighting
the cigarette. I’ll go alone.”

“But I can not stand here alone in 
the middle of the floor . . . ”

I called a waiter. “Give this lady a 
chair for a moment;” and I dropped 
a coin In hlB palm. He bowed, and 
beckoned for ber to follow. . * . 
Women are always writing fool things, 
and then moving Heaven and earth to 
recall them.

“Monsieur de Beausire?”  I said In
quiringly.

Beausire glanced up.
“ Oh, eet ees . . .  I forget zee 

name?"
I told him.
“I am delight’ ! ”  he cried Joyfully, 

as If he had known me all my life. 
“Zee chair; be seat’ . . . ”

“Thank you, but It’s about the 
hats.”

“Hats?”
‘Yes. It seems that the hat I gave 

you belongs to another man. In your 
haste you did not notice the mistake. 
This Is your hat,”—producing the 
shining tile.

“Mon Dleu!”  he gasped, seizing the 
hat; “ eet ees mine! See! I  bring 
heem. from France; zee nom ees mine. 
V ia ! And-1 nevalre look In zee uzzer 
hat! I  am palr-flckly dumfound’ l” 
And his astonishment was genuine.

"Where is the other hat, the one I 
gave you?" I was in a great hurry.

*1 have heem -here,”  reaching to the 
vacant chair at his Bide, while the 
French consul eyed us both with some 
suspicion. W e' might be lunatics. 
Beausire banded me^tM benevolent 
old gentleman’s bat, and the burden 
dropped from itiy shoulders. “Eet ees 
such a meestake! I laugh; eh?”  He 
shook with merriment "I wear two

hats and not know see meostaks!?;/
I thaakedhhaand "made;^offf§ «u* \. 

gracefully, as I could. , The;:-,gln;;rp'*o . 
as she saw me r»turidn&>|^hMift' 
reached her side she waastandlng 
with her slender body IncMned; to
ward me. She stretched forth a handi 
and solemnly I gave her Mr. Chitten
den's hat Iwondered vaguely if any
one was looking at us, and, if  so," what 
he thought o f us. ' ;

The girl pulled the hat literally In
side out In her eagerness; but ber, 
gloved fingers trembled so that the 
precious letter fluttered to the floor.. 
W e both stooped, but I  was quicker. 
It was no attempt on ray part to see 
the addresS; my act was one of com
mon politeness. But I  could not help 
seeing thename. It was my own!

“Give It to me!”  she cried breath
lessly.

I did so. i  was not, at that particu
lar moment, capable o f doing anytldtig 
else. I was too bewildered. My oWn 
name! She turned, hugging the hat, 
the legal documents and the letter, 
and hurried down the main stairs, I at 
her heels.

“ Tell the driver my address; I can 
return alone.”

“I can not permit that,”  I objected 
decidedly. “The driver is a- stranger 
to us both. I Insist on seeing you to 
the door; after that you may rest as
sured that I shall no longer inflict 
upon you my presence, odious as It 
doubtless Is to you.”

As she was already In the cab and 
could not get out without aid, I 
climbed In beside her aud called the 
street and number to the driver.

“Legally the letter is mine; It Is 
addressed to me, and has passed out 
o f your keeping.”

’You shall never, never hive it!”—« 
vehemently.

“It is not necessary that I should,”
I replied, “for I vaguely understand.”

I saw that it was all over. There 
was now no reason why I should not 
speak my mind fully. !

“I can understand without reading. 
You realized that your note was cruel 
and unlike anything you had done, 
and your good heart compelled you to 
write an apology; but your pride got 
the better of you, and upon second 
thought you concluded to let the un
merited hurt go on.”

"Will you kindly stop the driver, or 
shall I?"

"Does truth annoy you?”
“I decline to dlBcuss truth with you. 

Will you stop the driver?"
“ Not until we reach Seventy-first 

street west”
“ By what right—”
“The right of a man who loves you. 

There, it la out, and my pride has 
gone down the wind. After tonight I 
shall trouble you no further. But ev
ery man has the right to tell one wom
an that he loves her and I love you.
I loved you the moment I first laid 
eyes on you. I couldn't help it. I Bay 
this to you now because I peroelve 
how futile It Is. What dreams I have 
conjured up about you! Poor fool! 
When I was at work your face/was al
ways crossing the page or peering up 
from the margins. I never saw a fine 
painting that I did not think o f you, 
or heard a fine piece of music that I 
did not think of your voice."

There was a long Interval of b1- 
lence; block after block went by. I 
never once looked at her.

“ If I had been rich I should have 
put it to the touch some time ago; 
but my poverty seems to have been 
fortunate; it has saved me a refusal. 
In Borne way I have mortally offended 
you; how, I can not Imagine. It can 
not be simply because I innocently 
broke an engagement.”

Then she spoke.
“ You dined after the theater that 

night with a comic-opera singer. You 
were quite at liberty to do so, only 
you might have done me the honor to 
notify me that you had made your 
choice of entertainment"

So It was out! Decidedly it was all 
over now. I never could explain away 
the mistake.

"I have already explained to you my 
unfortunate mistake. There was and 
Is no harm that I can see in dining 
with a woman of her attainments. 
But I shall put up no defense. You 
have convicted me. I retract nothing 
I have said. I do love you.”

I was very sorry for myself.
Cabby drew up. I alighted, and she 

silently permitted me to assist her 
down. I expected her immediately to 
mount the steps. Instead, she hesi
tated, the knuckle of a forefinger 
against her lips, and assumed the 
thoughtful pose of one who con
templates two courses.

"Havo you a stamp?”  she asked 
finally.

“A stamp?”—blankly.
“Yes; a postage-stamp.”
I fumbled In my pocket and found, 

luckily; a single pink square, which I 
gave to her. She moistened it with 
the tip of her tongue and . . * 
stuck it on the letter!

“Now, please, drop this in the cor
ner box for me, and take this hat over 
to  Mr. Chittenden’s—Sixty-ninth.” 

“What—”
"Do as I say, or I shall ask you? to 

return the letter to me.”
I rushed off toward the letter-box, 

drew down the lid, and deposited the 
letter—my 'letter. When I returned 
she xvas running up the steps, and a  
second later she had disappeared.

I hadn’t been so happy In all my 
life!

Cabby waited at the curb.
Suddenly I became conscious that 

I ‘was holding something In my hand. 
It was the benevolent old gentleman’s 
stovepipe hat!

I pushed the button, pushed It good 
and hard, presently I beard a window 
open cautiously.

“ What is It?”  asked a querulous 
voice.

“Mr. Chittenden r  
« y eB,"
“Well, here’s your hat!”  I cried. ’
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