
MOTHER workri. And it wit hm thu Ltiry btfu to
" Ht thinp dirrtnt " (u h* told hi* motlior) In
th< nutter of poUtkt.. Htn, toe, ho get anothw
impntiion o( MIh McCuty, from th* dotmne*
which h«r two room matn ihowwl hw and tho tlr
of right with which tht acctptod it—to ny nethlnf
of the (netful dl|nity of the wey in which th*
recUntd upon * *h*bby corner couch end li*ten*d
to th* argument between Larry and the Sodtlitt

She gave him an impreiiion not only of tuperior
*xpericnce and tuperior age, but even of tuptrior
culture: and when he left her that night he had
an uneaay tuipicion that afae wat, perhap*, "above"
him.

He wat ambitiouB. He wat alao proud—aa
proud at hit mother. And when he came to atk
the girl to call on Mrt. Regan with him, he gav*
the invitation at if it were a defiance. She accepted
it—after a moment'i reflection—with aome of that
feminine. Old-World dignity that refutet to neog.
nite a lover until he makct hit formal dedaratioa.

It wat thit dignity that carried her througl the
hiterview with Mrt. Regan outwardly unmoved;
and it wat thit dignity that tat ao ttiff upon her at
the journeyed back to One Hundred and Third
Street with Larry, in the roaring aubway, aftar
•he had refuted Mrt. Regan't cup of tea. There
wat nothing to uy; the noit* about them, in any
cate, prevented them from uying anything: and
Larry waited until they were in the ttreet before
he even atked when he might tee her again.

She replied calmly: "I don't know."
" WiU you come to—to the theatre to-morrow

night?"

" No, thank you," the laid.

"Why?"
Her manner replied that ihe did not feel h*

htd any claim upon her that would juttify th*
question. She looked ttraight ahead of her in
tilence.
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