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young wife. He is a good-looking youth, and
pardon me, my dear cousin; but if women are
allowed to stray at will from under their husbands’
mulberry roofs, what is to prevent them from
becoming butterflies?

“Sing Foon is old and cynical,” said Mr.
Spring Fragrance to himself. “Why should
I pay any attention to him? This is America,
where a man may speak to a woman, and a
woman listen, without any thought of evil. ”

He destroyed his cousin’s letter and re-read
his wife’s. Then he became very thoughtful.
Was the making of American fudge sufficient
reason for a wife to wish to remain a week
longer in a city where her husband was not?

The young man who lived in the next house
came out to water the lawn.

“Good evening,” said he. *‘Any news from
Mrs. Spring Fragrance?”

“She is having a very good time,” returned
Mr. Spring Fragrance.

“Glad to hear it. I think you told me she
was to return the end of this week.”

“I have changed my mind about her,”
said Mr. Spring Fragrance. ““I am bidding her
remain a week longer, as I wish to give a
smoking party during her absence. I hope
I may have the pleasure of your company.”

“I shall be delighted,” returned the young




