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AND A FIRE-ESCAVfi

Jack wouldn't come to Dick, Dick went to Jack,

and presently became a great frcuiuenter of the roof.

His smart friends began to wonder what had

become of him, and were scandalized to discover

that he had taken up with typewriter girls—styl-

ish, i)retty-looking girls, but typewriter girls, for

all that, and girls wlio rode wheels on Sunday.

By this time Dick was so deliriously in love

that he did not care what became of him. Ah!

those long, beautiful rides under soft summer

moons, up lUverside drive, to Yonkers, to Fort

Lee, over the bridge to Brooklyn, and along the

cycle-path to Coney — delightful, disreputable

Coney, where they checked the wheels, and stollcd

out on the beach, and stretched themselves full

length on the sands, and looked up at the stars or

out on the ocean to the lights of passing ships; and

sang snatches of songs, and jabbered nonsense;

and ate sandwiches and hut tamales, and drank

sarsaparilla, root-beer, and other abominations.

"Sometimes," as Dorothy described these times

years after in her Murray Hill home. " we fell so

low that wo actually drank clam-chowder! "

The fo.ur went bathing Saturday afternoons at

Coney—than which nothing could be more per-

fectly dreadful, for everybody that's nobody

washes himself at Coney Saturday afternoons, and

nobody that's anybody ever goes there at all.

Dick proposed Manhattan Beach.
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