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A score of Miss Birdie Clares smiled
their set smile at the noclialant De-
laney.

11e Iîghted a cigarette and unfold-
ed the newspaper. Perliaps he was a
littie bored. Ile was taking Miss Clare
to dinner because it was quite the
thing to take Miss Clare, or some
other Miss Birdie or Miss Fifi Some-
body, to, dinner. It was part of the
routine of a dozen years of bis his-
tory. Meantime lie read the paper.

Miss Clare appeared at Iast. Uer
liair was a masterpiece of well-ar-
rang-ed disarrangement -thanks to
Lucille. For the rest, shc was tailor-
made, witli eapliasis on the siender
waist. Uer eyes were tantalizingly
cool and saucy; lier moutli a bit liard.

Delaney eyed lier witli a degree of
satisfaction. Of course, it was lier
buisiness to look that way, but lie feit
obligedl to admit to, linself that sIe
did it very wcll. It occurred to him.
that lie iniglit kiss lier; and tîen it
occurred Vo, hi tliat, if lie kissed
lier, lie would disturb a relationship
that was already satisfactory-a re-
lationship wîicli was free from antan-
glement. Wherefore lie grinned at
lier casually, and, observing that she
still lad somethîng to, do Vo lier liat,
dipped again into the paper.

"Here's a queer one," lie remarked
preseritly. "Wliat do you tliink of
this 1"

He pointed to an item in the per-
sonal coluinn. Miss Clare paused in
the operation of adjusting a veil. Slie
stepped to the side of his cliair and
glanced down at tlie Uine print, bend-
ing tiil tlie plume on lier liat bruslied
Delaney's chieek. Sîe read. Slowly
she straiglitened up and in silence
moved across thie room Vo tlie wiudow.

"How's the che-ild going Vo know 1»
inquired Delaney. "Mother ouglit Vo
liave signed lier name-wliat ?"

Miss Clare did not answer at once.
Slie was looking out into the dark-
ness; but at last alie spoke measur-
edly.

"Harry, haven't you any home?">
"Sure thing 1" lie answered. "New

York, U. S. A."

"New York? Does lie live there r"
"I'm tIe fellow that was born lere,"

lie added. "Why ?"

Slie was sulent. H1e looked at lier
curiously.

"If you've got anytliing on your
mind, littie one," hie said, "Yeu mniglt
as well anload it."

"I1?" She Vurned and showed hihu
a preoccupied face. "çI've juast re-
membered something, Harry. I. can't
go out with you, after ail."

Delaney grinned.
"Who is it, Birdie 1"'
"Nobody- Don't ask questions. Be

a good fellow and rmn along."
Hie got up.
"WIat are you trying Vo, band ime t-

lie inquired.
"cNotîing that's likely tVo worry

you," she answered witî a liint of
weariness.

"Oh, well !" H1e surrendered easily
and took up bis bat. "el'il phone you
in a few daya, Birdie. Hope you liave
a good Tlianksgi-ving.",

As soon as the door had closed be.
hind Iim, Miss Clare sumnmoned lier
maid.

"Lueifle," sIec omlnanded, 'take
my purae and go and get tickets and
a stateroom for Portland, on the mid-
night."

Delaney, strolling down thie Street,began to be angry.
"The nerve of lier !" lie muttered.

«Tîrowing me clown like tliat-me!r
Hie flung tIe folded newspaper

fromn him. It aailed off ini an eccee-
trie curve and dropped lightly int>
thie tonneau of a big, aliiny moorc
tIat stood by tlie curb.

IV.
As slie went out Vo thie Motor-car~

witli lier liusband, Mrs. Edgeron
taut nerves were tingling with this
latest annoyance. Wliy did lie infiet~
his wislies on lier witli such irritatîg
placidity? Wliy was lie always pro-.
posing the impossible?

Her alarp ehin was lield disdahrLul
ly ligli as as stepped intO the ca
and seated lerseif as far away as sh
eould on the farther side. She w,,;


