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How, the, King of Keniish Town-
road was made to eut il.

By EDWIN PUGH

SAID the cyncal youth in the amazing collar:
"There's aý kind of Young mani who is merely
background., I mean, that without lis clothes
he wouldn't'be noticed."

HAll depends," remarked someonie. "If fie lived
in a swimming bath-

"I mnean," the youth explained, "that lie doesn't
exist-outside his ciothes."

"Few of us do."
'"flere was Bertie Amiplett, for instance,"ý said

the youith.
"Was there ?"
"You remnember him ?"
',Imiper fectly."
<Wow, tel] mne, how do youl remember him ?"
'"I remember huxn-as a perambulator."
"Good 1" cried the cynical yotuth. "You tell the

story, Flatface."
"This Bertie," you know,"~ said rlatface, "wa.s adetieE of a fellah. He~ didn't work 'in the Citysomnewhere.' Hie drew, I believe, a quid a week; butI vow lie neyer earned it. His wages went onclothes, mnostly, and Woodbines, and hittalis. Hisxmother was a dliar-wornan-when flot too ilI towork-and she kepf the back-room going. Bertiewas King of the local Monkey Parade. And if youdon't know what a nionkey-parade is asic Anderson

lere. E{e's straiglit off one.
<¶FtWs a place where the elite of the beau monde ofSu1burbia meet nightly, for purposes of flirtation.It's generally a big main thorouglifare. The fellahsan~d the girls wlnik and smirk as they pass, andbreak hearts at two yards with deadly precision.,'Vell, Bertie was king of one. The Kentisli

Town-road was his preserve, and lie pervaded itnightly, like a revolving sky-sign. There wasn't
any escaping him.

"You see, lie was a taîl cbap, and that isii't usual.Hie was good-looking, too, in the style of the novel-ette hero. And le really knew how to wear elothes.
In fact, it was in his blood, his father having beena sho-walker. Anrd so it came to pass that lis batdidx' ft him very weli, owing to bis suffering fromswelled head. The girls spoilt lim , you sec. They

hugon lis words. They played Sweet Alice tohi~sBeni Bolt-wept with deliglit when lie gave thema smile and trembled with fear at lis frown. AIlthat sort of thing. He'd only got to press the but-

who knew flot Bertie.
"But, of course, it didn't last for ever. Nothing

ever does last as long as that-not even a hundred
up between two stuckling billiardists. Minnie was
smitten with sickness, and had to go away for a holi-
day in Devonshire. And Bertie, bored in her
absence, and realizing that nothing cheers up a man
s0 mucli as the siglit of old faces-especially when
the old faces are young-returned, for one niglit
only, as lie phrased it, to the scene of 'former
triuimphs. But the altered state of affairs on the
MkNonkey Parade, instead of heartening, depressed
him.

"Aman of no accotint at ail came up and criti-
çized his hat. 'My dear old boy,' said the man of
.no account, 'where did you find it?'

"'What'sý the matter w'itl it?' fiquired Bertie,irately; but bis head had shrunk so that it f eit
several sizes too large already.

"'Ail I can say is,' w 'as the rejoinder, 'Popkînsý
wouldn't lie found dead in it.'

"'lie would,' retorted Bertie, 'if he's taken to
stealing hats 4nd' took mine.'

"'You know what I mean,' said the insufferable
one'

"'I do flot,' said Bertie. 'And who is Popkins
when he's at home?'

d'i1 don't know,' was the reply'; 'but he's a daddy
when he's out.'

"Now, this was galling. And Bertie was cven
less pleased wlen lie found that the girls no longer
played Alice to bis Ben Boit, dhoosing rather to
Play Juliet to Popkins's Romeo.

"'This must be seen to,' lie decided. And lie saw
to it. So deep stili was the old impression lie lad
,made that lie lad littie difficuity in re-establishing
bis supremnacy. Popkitis was suimmarily deposed.
The girls once more flocked to bis piping. In awedc lie was once more the Great Gazon of the
Monkey Parade, and ruffling it witli the keener
zest for lis temporary eclipse.

6eAT the back of bis new exaltation, howeyer,
'.lurked a feeling of resentment against the

memory of Minnie. He wondered wliat be ladseen in lier, flot kniowing that it was a gloriied re-
flection of himself mirrored in 1er limpid eyes. Anid
when the winsonte maid returned, expectant, paîpi-
tating witl glad anticipations of a blissful reunion,
lie cut lier dead.

"Tley met on the Monkey Parade on a Sunday
evening. Hie had a girl on eitler arm, and tbey
were both adorlng him and lating one another.
Mînnie's face paied. lier lips parted in a siglingbreatb of woeful dismay. She looked at him plead-
ingly; but le tilted bis chi and passed lier by, and
gave her' neither woi'd nor smiie.

"It was two or three weeks later that the secondact of this tragi-farce opened," said ~Flatface. "Sun-
day night again, and the Monkey Parade cirowded
*rom end to end with flamiboyant young bumans,ail bent on tender dailiance, Rertie walked mag-ni-ficentiy alonie, There was none too proud to do bim
reverence; but lie was a little weary of too-faciie
conquest, and ioriged for something better than the
sickly homage of these shallow nincompoops.

"Ami then, cjuite abrurntlv. therm. enierçyd fi.nn

-often arriving late, somnetimes flot turning up a
ail. Her 'name, he discovered, was Isabel Mirra
more , and she-this was the creafu and the joy o:
it!-waâs a marrjed woman.

"It was on a Sûnday'late in August that the las-
act opened. Bertie had arranged to meet Isabel ai
the corner of Prince of Wales-road, outside th(
undertaker's-a favolurite trystinig-place. rie waý
there to, the, tick, as, usual.; and she, as usuial, waf
not. He waited. Haîf'ani hour passed-a chasten-
ing time for Bertie; but bynow he had grown used
to such discipline. And then she appeared."

FLIAACE paused eloquently. "'She appeared,"
tie's lower jaw dropped, so that bis nose and mnouth
looked like a note of exclamation. For sue was not
alone. No. She had a companion, of dubious sex,
whose face made an indistinct pink smudge bebind
a thick creamy veil. lier companion was a~ baby,
and it rode in a perambulator, which Isabel pushed.
Lt was not even a smiart pra'm. It was one of those
old-fashionedl contraptions on. three wheels-the sort
of thing yoi nieyer see now, except in back-of-the-
world villages. She greeted the obfuscated T3ertie,
seeming ail unconscious of offence, and they shook
hands. Shie did not apologize for the outrageous
pram, or thie accursed kid either.

" 'Cyril did so want a ride, and lis nurse .is ill',
she explained, breezily.

"Bertie mioistened his dry, sticky lips. 'I'm awfully
sorry,' lie stammnered, 'but-'

"He was about to plead another engagement, but
shec looked inscru-tabl dangerous, as only, a weak
woman can, and lie dared not. He neyer had mas-
tered Isabel, and lie could flot dIo it at this crisis.

"'Let's go a quiet way,' lie uttered, hoarsely.
"Oh, no!' she cried~. 'Baby enjoys a crowd so!'

"And thus we behold this weird cortege tcundling
slowly up Kentish Town-road.

"Bertie had neyer before f elt so big and awk-
ward and hot and uncomfortable in ail the days ofhis short merry lfe. He felt as if lie must be ten
feet high at least, and that the pram was fuiiy as
large as a pantechnicon. Isabel wall<ed iieside him,
smiling serenely. ,Every now ai the.n she stooped
to fuss Up tbe abominable infant to prod him in the
wind and whisper words of loving kindness.~ Out-
side the raiiway station she deftly transferred the
handles of the equipage to ?Bertie. He would' haveprotested, but a dreadful clairvoyant feelingi op-

Mis rivais, and heard t
carded fIames.-as thouý
leard the raucous, jee
was horribly aware of
triuimplant mocicers trý
deftnitely.

"So tliey proceeded.
"They came out at k

Isabel yearned for iSe
silence Bertie wlieeled
chalet at the foot of the
sion of a table.


