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His tone was eloquent of sensibilities outraged, and his
dark eyes, l-aving first flashed a reproach upon his wife
swept the circle with a look of expected comprehension
in them, as if he knew that all would understand the deli-
cacies of the artistic temperament.

" Why, yes," admitted Rose, without a sign of resent-
ment. " I can get you something fresh if you will wait
a few minutes."

She slipped out to the kitchen from which presently the
odor of broilf • meat proceeded, while the artist coolly
rolled his ciga. ite, and, surveying without touching the
cup of coffee which John had poured for him, raised his
voice to call

:
" Some fresh coffee, too, Rose, please !

"

After this Langham leveled his eye on his brother-in-
law and asked airily, " Well, John, how's everything with

<< How

youi

" Fine as silk, Charles," replied Hampstead.
is it with you ?

"

"Never better," declared Langham. "Never saw
such sunsets in your life as they arc having up the
Monterey coast. I tell you there never were such colors
There was one there in December."— and he launched
into a detailed description of it, his eyes, his face, his
hands, 'us whole body laboring to convey the picture
which his animated spirits proclaimed was still upon the
screen of his mind.
As the description was concluded, Rose placed a plat-

ter before him, upon which, garnished with parsley, two
small chops appeared, delicately grilled.

Abruptly ceasing conversatio ., Charles sank a knife
and fork into one of them and transferred a generous
morsel to his mouth.

"Thanks, old girl; just up to your topmost mark." he
confessed ungrudgingly, after a few moments, during
which, with half-closed eyes, he had been chewing vigor-


