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his hat uphited. The Girl waved aside the ex-

tended flower with a disdainful toss of ‘her head, .

and followed her companion from the car.

The Dude smiled, the Boy grinned, and the
Countrywoman turned an embarrassed gaze to
the street outside, but the Young Man broke the
long stem of the rose, and placed the flower in
the lapel of his coat.

The Elderly Lady Speaks.

“James, what do you think? Who should be
on the car to-day but that dreadful Charles
Denton! Marjorie never looked at him, but
when she went out—careless girl—she dropped
one of her roses. And didn’t he jump for it?
Well, I should say he did!

“For a minute I fairly shook in my boots.
You know Marjorie was 3o silly over him just
a little while ago, and one never knows what the
foolish child will take into her head to do.

“But I was proud of her, James—proud of
her and of our success in weaning her from that
silly infatuation. She passed him by with the air
of a queen, and I never saw her in such high
spirits as she was immediately afterward, when
we met the Baron at the Waltons’,

1 Igc' was such a relief to me, James—such a
relief! ”

The Dude Speaks,

“By Jove, Algy, I'm all broke up, I am! Deuced
mean thing on the car this afternoon, don’t you
know. Pretty girl dropped a rose, wanted a
r])rtatxon, and all that; been making eyes at me
a'l the way from Twenty-third Street—by Jove,
she had! But a beast of a man opposite got
shead of me, don’t you know—common-looking
fcllow, no style, he picked it up first. ,

“Take it? Not a bit she didn’t! By Jove, she
was game! Just tossed her head and marched
out of the car like an empregs——she did!”

« As the Gifl left her seat, a superb’ red ‘rose slipped from
its, mates.in her hani'and fell fo the floor. i

The Countrywoman Writes.

“ Oh, Polly dear, hb‘w 1 'do wish you could have
seen the lady I did to-day. She was dress

beautiful; silk made with plaits—lots of ‘em—

and a hat that was all feathers and shiny beads.
She looked .30  pretty and sweet that 1 just
wanted to know her awful bad. I wanted to go

right over and speak to her and make her: ac-

quaintance.

“But, Polly, Pm glad I didn’t, She wasn't

sweet and lovely inside—not a mite. She drop-
ped one of her flowers, and a nice young gentle-
man opposite picked it up for her, real polite-
like, and handed it to her. And do you know,
she wouldn’t even look at him, much less thank
him, but she strutted out of the car as though

anything he had touched was poison. I didn’t

like. her then—not a mite!”

The Boy Speaks.

“ Gee, Bill, guess what I seen? Swell gal—
real high-stepper, yer understand—dropped a
posy in the car ter-day. Nice young gent that
sat opposite to her he picks it up, an’ gits walked
all over fer his pains. She jest mopped up the
floor with him—that's what she did!

“ Dea s :
: wodidu;t? d’”t’

“It's all right, Bob. . Sheidrapp
the car to-day, and let ‘me keep it;
and you can go ahead with the
I'm to meet her at Dorothy’
we are all to be at the church at |
sharp. The license and the ring are
my hands, and T know you'll have
OK at the church, so there'll be no. delay
“When it's all over, Bob, I'll' tell you
much 1 appreciate what you’ve done

Only think how it would have been if we hi

fad you and Dot to help usl Until ¢
then, g »




