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to ~str th* 41thit-bad >a*-
p~I ~W~S at - a dreàzn. and,

g14èd -t bis iarm~s and gsad
S*Mygratified to o nd that

'wit.1 hýr out ot the room they -414
notaoemtn iy'longer or Zèbre l.,wk-

ivr1than thos of, the average

Sane -one lcept ,slippi 091.a. MUÉ-
back.aid forth across thie plans of

tl aWwing to his factory over
,vhkch he was wýorking, making a
spei f phantasimal.stage mystery.
Who was the maestro? Why
shoiuld it, make him, happy ýfor-
ev er tu havje Toinette beat a rail-

-road train? There was more to
the story than a -iwhim that she
shiould appear in Philadeiphia and
NeW York the same'eveninir.

The three -engagements which
had stared at him from the calen-
dar pad were brought underôee

haca the dinner hour. The Fal-
con, which rose above the krleam-
ing city on that crisp -winter's
night,, was a different looking
aeroplgne from the Falcon in her
summer rig. The boxtike struc-
ture over the seatuge the effect
of the body of a Brobdingnagian
interplanetary bird.. As warin as
toast when he descended to the
roof of the Aragon in Philadel-
phia, Rodd looked down on
skurrying men-in the streets ivith
their hands to their ears, and on
chauffeurs in rough furs resemb-
ling so many clumsy bears .with
heads drawn shiverinzly between
the shoulders.

When he entered the theater he
heard a sound like the distant
beating of surf, and he saw that
Toinette had J.ust gone on the
stage. When she came off, with
thunders of applause folloxi ing
her, she ran to Rodd and gave his
«fngers an. earnest press, while the
audience continued to cali.

q" love it!1 1 love to dance 1"
she cried. "But only oue enicore
to-night 1"

The instant she returned, ait
the theater was sulent, as if, in-
deed, the people were listening to
the singing of ber feet. A third
tirne she went back, but only to
kiss ber toe in adieu. Then her
maid threw a heavy fur coat about
h er and thrust the two Precious

flfeet in satin slippers into big fur
boots.

"And the make-up box? Mon
Dieu! That is everythinz!I1
must flot forget that t" said Tomn-
ete, which struck Rodd as odd,
coiçsidering that she was not
made-up at ail.

"Here t" said the maid, taking
a box off a chair.

. roinette slipped it under her
arm.

"Ail right, Meestaire Rodd-.
queeck!" Btit as they passed out
she paused long enough to pull
the long knotted forelock in the
center of the comedian's bald wig,
and that coniedian's round face
through -its grease paint, flashed
*with happiness like the moon
coming out frorn under a chaud.

They ran across the strect into
the doorway of the hotel aind wcvre
shot up in the back elevator to
the roof, where the Fa-lcon l's en-
gines xvere Êoftiy hning- iii in
readiness.1

"It's cozy!r she said. Nvhien shie
wvas seated insidethsikuou-

in."And wy tou iwooly itte
wires like à- cobweb' over - h'

> «They lceep uXs warmù,» answere
ed Rodd. .','OÇtherwise, we 'd b
frô-zen by the terrific ýspeed."

"Then I could iiot'dance at the
opéra to-nig," hesid, "flot un-

tthey, stood'me pip beside the
radiator and thawed me, out-and
then it would; be too late, too
late l"

The motors started ; the runners
:reaked on the frosty track; they
were already asceuding.

" «Oh - oh - oh 1" she trilled.
The lights of Philadeiphia were
trailing in confusion like th -ou-
âands of cornet tails. "«That is
your audience, Meestaire'Rodd,"
she cried, with a gesture earth-
ward, "and you wait 'net for the
encore 1"

"11Those toes-those verv val-
uable toes, are they tucked in
1nugly l» he said, bending over tQ
see fôr himself that they were.

i"Yes, those very valuable toes I
N'evaire do I go on the stage, but
I hive a littie stage fright for
them," she said. "What, if they
should not-not do as I bid themin
rhey are what you call my capi-
tal, my kingdom, my ail, is it not?
Every morning when I wake ùp I
look across the sheet at tbem Sa-
far âiway and say, 'Toes, are you
therer And they wiggle back,
'Ail right 1'
1 Yes, I know how you feel. AUl

the rods and planes and the in-
gines, they dance for me:' sa.id
Rodd.

"And do you have the stage
fright, toe ?"

"Yes," he confessed. '«I neyer
throw in the gear without a feel-
ing' that perhaps the Falcon wil
not respond. I neyer rise without
fresh wonder te find myseif flying.
But if I break a toe I can zet a
new one, and you can't 1"

"Non-nevaire t" She shudder-
ed. "And I will grow old and
can't dance any more. No! neo!"
She shook her head obstinately,
defiantly, as if shaking off this
shadow. "Non! 1 will keep
young! Oh, that was the river-
and it is gone like a needie shéit
through the cioth, n'est-ce-pas ?"e

Then she looked about her in-
quiringly and exclaimed: "Voila!
I can save the time !" and took i
mirror out of the box, hunir it in a
crotch of the asbestos-covered
wvires, and began making-up.

"«It is a part of the trick for the
maestro. Ah, but I have not tOld
you about the maestro!t" she add-
ed, turning ta Rodd in surprise at
the discovery, with one eyebroW
darkened. "I ask you to do every-
thing and explain nothing. Where
shall I begin this bonne histoire?
With what wvas the beginnirig, of
course! I wvas a littie girl this
tall"-she indicated th e height bit
holding out the rouge brush and
measuring carefully from the foot-
rest--"a waif! I ran the errands
for Madamne of the bake-shop.
'The bread you ordered l' 'The
cake s-ou ordered, my lady!' And
I dance-alvays I dance. The
inusic, it touched the little spriflgs
in nmv tocs! I danced for the lovie
of the dance, just like I breathe,
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