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tunate than he expeets, for in the door-
way of the second he encounters his
man.

PFrank is standing whistling, his hands
in his pockets, his eyes on the street,
when Longworth uppronches md slaps
bim on the shoulder.

“ What, my Frank! What, my baby!”
(Mr. Dexter’s sobriguet in times past,
from his vast length of limbuand breadth
of shoulder, has been the Baby), “ have
I run you to earth at Iast? Bless the
boy, how swell he is loooking I”

“ Longworth, by Jupiter!” exclaims
Frank, grasping his hand; “who'd have
thought it? Awlully glad to see you all
the same.  What do you mean by hunt-
ing me down?  You hav'n't been look-
ing for me, have you ?

“ For the Just three hours, my boy.
Imow you crossed in the Hesperia.
Miss Iariott here 7

“ b, she told you,” says Frank.

It is quite characteristic of Mr. Dex-
ter to make this remark in-good faith

without pausing te think how she can
hiave done it, not knowing he was on
board until after they had started.

“Yes, she's here, but I don’t think

‘you can sce her to-night; she was dead
tired and went to bed carly. But [ say,
old boy, how uncommonly glad I am to
meet you. How are they all in Bay-
mouth ? . How is Totty ?

“ Blooming and lovely, and plamper
than when you loft.”

"y she ! Do you know, I tike plump
women. How is my Polly?"

“Your Polly is well, and as uncivil as
ever, A more disreputable old bird
never talked, O'Sullivan has taught her
to swear in Irish.”

“Mal hal!” laughs Frank., «Howis
that exiled Irish prince? I am going

‘down to Baymouth for a week or two—
going to hayve a yacht buils.”
" “Where is Trumps?’. asks Long-
worth,  “Youdidn't leave him in Bur-
ope, did you,” a present to ome of the
erowned heads Pl

s4. “ Not likely. - Here, Trumps!”

TFrank whistles, and the big New-
foundiand comes lambering up, and re-
‘eognizes  Longwortlh with demonstra-
tive doggish delight. ,

“I'd liketo take o dog down o
Totty,” says Dexter. “She told me
;once she would Jike a King Charles—

1
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they had an avistocratic souud, she said,
and I know a little woolly fellow she
could carry in hor pocket, Do you
think she would like it ?”

Among Mr, Dexter’s pol habits—aud
their nume is legion—is a great and ab-
sorbing passion for mnimals.  Down at
home, in the Georgian mansion, he
keeps n perfect menagerie, from small
white mice to great black dogs, cows,
and horses,

*Tol might,” responded Longworth ;
“but her mother wonldn't—she abhors
the canine race. A dug followed O'Sul-
livan home once. Stray curs alwuys
havea draggletniled habit of followtng
the O'Sullivans. e was about the ug-
liest beust that ever wore a tail at one
end and & bark at the other. . He had
ounly one eye and three logs—wus such
a hopeless nnd forlorn speetacle that the
O named him—from some association of
ideas with a certain lost eanse—Iend
Centre on the spot. I think the name
blighted him, as a bad name will blight
any of us. Althongh he grew round and
fat, and 'lazy and luxurious, tho moment
there was no ‘possibility of his ever
growing fatter or fuller, he disappear-
cd, vanished, evaporated, made himselt’
thin air, and never was heard of more.
O'Sullivan always had dark suspicions
of Mrs: Longworth and the cool, for hv
was of thievish propensities—the dog, 1
mean, ot O'Sullivan—and made away
with everthing he could lay his paws on,
But I always attributed it to his nume.
As a consistent Head Centre he could
not have acted otherwise.”

“TtLmay have been consistent ead
Centre nature,”” vetorts Dexter, ¢ Lo tuke
all he could get, and rob his benofactors,
but it wasn't consistent dog nature. I'll
bring the King Charles down to Totl all
the same.”

“What kind of trip did you have,
Baby? A good run and nice peoplo ?”

“ A spanking run and a splondid
crowd of fellow crentures.” Thero - was
one young lady—awfully jolly little girl,
with whom Miss Hariott struck up an
intimacy. I wish I could find her again
—never had a chance to say good bye
even.” e E

“YWhat was her name ?”

“ Mademoiselle Reine.”

“ What was hor other name ?”

“1don't know,  We goton with that,



