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did not throw your arm across his neck, first-off.

His hair was brown and closely dipped about a head
that would have gained the attention of the phren-
olopst, if not that of the casual passer-by. His
bumps, in the phraseology of that science, were good
ones. For the rest, he observed the world through
a pair of kindly, shy, blue eyes.

Young girls, myopic through ignorance or silliness,

•eeing nothing beyond what the eyes see, seldom gave
fcim a second inspection: for he did not know how
to make himself attractive, and was mortally afraid
of the opposite, or opposing, sex. He could bully-
rag a sheik out of his camels' saddle-bags, bu'. petti-
coats and lace parasols and small Oxfords ha ; the
same effect upon him that the prod-fing jtitk of a
small boy has upon a retiring turtle. But many a
worldly-wise woman, drawing out with tact and
kindness the truly beautiful thoughts of this young
man's soul, sadly demanded of fate why a sweet,
dean boy like this one had not been sent to her in
her youth. You see, the worldly-wise woman knows
that it is invariably the lay-figure and not Prince
Charming that a woman marries, and that matri-
mony is blindman's-buflf for grown-ups,


