‘““Three hundred dollars a plate,

Il you in New York, ‘Spendthrift Monroe’?’”’
: answered Wainwright, a bit
: ed. ‘““You don’t say that they call me
8pendthrift,’’

“What do you call yourself?’’ she asked.

then some new queer earnest look
Btrugeled to the fore. ‘‘What are you any-
Way?n ]

MONROE did not answer her. His face was
flushed, not with Bellamy’s wine, because

none had yet been opened, but with the distinet
and strange allurement in the eyes of the girl—
Something that was there appealed to him more
Strongly than had anything in his hitherto brief
Metropolitan career. She held his gaze quite
rankly, and it was with an effort almost visible

@haft Wainwright tore his glance from hers. He
Blanced up and down the room to find some
c’omm‘mp_]ace topic of conversation that might

Ielieve the strange emotion that obsessed him.

S‘uf,idenly he found it. .
h “Old-fashioned Southern Christmas dinner,”’
ae exclaimed, half aloud. ‘I should think it
;ﬁas. ' Look at the darky waiters; look at the

€ad waiter, great Secott.”’

For the fipst time, apparently, the girl looked,
And, as ghe glanced at the head
vaiter, she involuntarily shivered.

‘”’-somethjng like that, is it not? What do they .
e
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all the guests were affected by it. In fact, the
time came when everybody in the room, save
Bellamy himself, wondered what dire thing
would happen next. And then it happened.
Monroe’s waiter, purposely or by accident,
spilled a plate of salad down the shirt front of
his chief. Without a word, that huge savage,
waving his arms wildly in the air, swooped
down upon his lighter aide. The latter, less
burly, was more agile. He leaped suddenly
out of the way, switched his arm backward to
his hip pocket and drew forth, not a revolver,
but a razor. And then the figcht was on.
Immediately seven of the waiters leaped to
one side of the room, each with an open razor
in his hand, and confronted four others headed
by the chief. The rest was pandemonium. . . .
In the midst of it all Wainwright Monroe
was aware that he had arisen from his seat,
that he had caught the half-fainting Jocelyn
Jeffreys about the waist and had dragged her
into comparative safety in a far corner of the
room. He was aware of something else—that,
as he held her in his arms, he found suddenly
that her lips were lifted with infinite allure-
ment to his—found that he had kissed her. In
the confusion that followed, he forgot the
negroes—forgot everything save that one tre-
mendous fact—that he had kissed her.

entertaining after-dinner speech.

The negroes were nowhere to be seen.
Monroe drew the girl back to her seat, grateful
that the diners had never neoticed them, and,
no sooner had the company restored itself to
semi-mirth, then back into the room poured
the most orderly set of darkies that could be
imagined, each with a grin upon his face a
mile wide.

The diners rose and cheered them. The chief
waiter looked as sheepish at this unexpected
salvo as he now looked harmless, and again the
guests turned to Bellamy and raised their
glasses in a silent tribute to his genius.

Monroe grunted in disgust. ‘‘We’re con-
foundedly slow,’”’ he said to Jocelyn Jeffreys.

- ‘I ought to have known it all the time. That

razor fight was just one of Bellamy’s sensations.
He always has them at everything he gives.”’

The girl was still shivering. ‘It was worse
than a joke,’’ she exclaimed. ‘‘It looked too
real to be a joke.”’

He held her hand for an instant underneath
the table, and then suddenly a thought struck
him; and, obeying an irresistible impulse, he
rose in his place and extended his glance—a
lone figure—toward Bellamy. ‘‘Bravo, Bel-
lamy,”’ he exclaimed, as though from the bot-
tom of his soul.

The diners tittered at his be-

: ere did he get such a man?”

- She demandeq suddenly of Mon-

% “What, caterer would em- |-
2%y pl&y him?”

5 tﬁnme’ too, kept his eyes fixed

oy C Countenance of this negro.

.2 man had the proportions of a

Oﬁt::t and the face of an orang-

—Aang.  Al]l the brute in the negro

- Dature ¢ summed up and
czt‘hweu,” ejaculated Monroe,

- /ﬁette rest of them are not much
i Bzr" Which was quite true. J
1 ¥ E: m o

 Waiterg fY had provided a dozen

or perhaps fifty guests,
ﬁﬁﬂém the low-voiced exclama- j
the ' 0f Wainwright Monroe and
<) shbﬁ”ﬂ Were repeated around the
 Teal the fifty guests began to
L that they were in the
= w%me of the strangest set of
e 11;8 they had ever seen. There
o tﬁﬁuﬁg about them except
o e St’iemed to be aboriginal
eiyip: . almost untouched by
;_“7’1““&#?011, trained, perhaps, in
T e a:eSt side - restaurant, and
Sl 1the fifty guests watehed
f‘f'pv.b“‘;Vexf»or they could not
= Ut wateh them—the sullen o’
RSty of ‘lfh-e twelve began to |

ot his two right-hand
or by threw himself, purposely
poccident, in the way of the
Peoted g, waiter, as the latter
- ang g 1€ carving of the turkey
> Nice adjustment of the

~ chiep o On each plate. His burly . g
White 4 turned upen him in a flash showing
argon. Th'l'an'd uttering some unintelligible
- Bregyq 08 ill-will grew as the dinner pro-
28 hjg ﬁeand once Monroe detected in the air,
%

v .. Who was serving Bel-
P g and

ool m 8T0 served him, the genteel aroma of
: Q&k};&kgﬂ bemde. Monroe was shivering. She
Waiteng s’e?methmg impended. Suddenly the
ook d to divide into two factions.
Was Sides for and against their chief.
by ﬁh:ﬁfﬂn{)ed only by their mutterings
Pac d ostile Jostling of each other, as
i I and out the door.
» Who knew the negro thoroughly,
alarmed. His alarm erept along
a1d around on the other side until

lated acknowledgment, and he
slumped into his seat again beside
the girl.

‘“What’s the matter with you?’’
she whispered.

He waited until his fellow guests
had subsided into their customary
consumption of food and drink.

- Then he turned once more to her.
4 ““You don’t seem to understand,
Miss ‘Jeffreys,”” he exclaimed,
“‘that trick of Bellamy’s got me
what I wanted—a kiss from you.”’

The girl whitened perceptibly
. and turned the conversation back
into its original channel.

‘“Would you ever give a dinner
for me, Mr. Spendthrift Monroe ?’’
she inquired. ‘‘How much a plate
do you think T am worth?”’

MONROE was tremendously im-
pulsive and tremendously
energetic as well. Two days had
not elapsed before he had gained
an entree to Miss Jocelyn Jeffreys’
up-to-date apartments in the Bel-
vedere, before he was chummy
with her ecompanion, Miss Lieonora
Smith, a young woman quite as
ungainly as Jocelyn was comely,
and, in faet, it was on the evening,
of the second day after the Bel-
lamy dinner that he had the
temerity and the boldness to hand
to Jocelyn Jeffreys a little leather
case from Tiffany’s.
. ‘“A belated Christmas present,’’
he remarked genially, though

“Well,” mused Monroe, “l suppose I've to come. Who's going to be there any-

way 7"

How long they remained thus, he with his
arm about her and she with her hand laid in
some sort of frantic appeal upon his shoulder,
looking inte each other’s eyes—how long this
lasted they, neither of them, knew. They were
brought to their senses by a universal burst of
laughter and by the shrill voices of women and
the strong voices of men erying out:

“BRAVO, Bellamy, good boy, Archie.”” And

then they saw that the fifty guests, con-
vulsed with laughter, were reseating them-
selves at the table, which they had left but a
few moments beforesin alarm, and that Archie
was bowing his acknowledgments with beam-
ing face as though he had just perpetrated an

>

with some strange fear in his
heart that he was doing quite the
wrong thing.

They were sitting, he and she,
in her living-room at the Belvedere. In the
next room, reading the latest novel, sat the
discreet Miss Smith, always austere, always
ugly and always on hand, but she was too far
away to hear and the curtains between the
rooms were so adjusted that she could be
scarcely seen.

It was late, after the performance at the

(aiety, and Monroe had driven Joeelyn home

in his ear. She was leaning wearily baek in an
easy chair, her wraps thrown carelessly sside,
fatigued with the night’s work and the day’s,
too, for she had had a matinee, but her eyes
showed that she was frankly pleased and
freshened by his presence and his attemtion,
and she started from her chair and met him



