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P'^"^-«"d "«ten to the ladies." saidRutherg en in a confidential aside. " This is an off

?Ve ' Ta Tot' ^Cf
''" '^ ''^' ^' your™anyive got a tolerable sort of room upstairs, and if

y^o^Xn^ ^"' ^"^^"^^ '" ^^ cielUd totave

quickly^""^'*
"^' *° '°"'' ''"'^ '°"^^'" ^^id *he other

So the two men went up the stairs together, andurned mto a comfortable room that had been made

Htt^:tr.T.'f\^
sitting-room as possible a'da

little like a bedchamber. The bed had been screened

writiL\:r^' :' ^'^^P ^^P^^^— ^
there Ts a
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comfortable arm-chair, and a fewthings of that sort. Horace Rutherglen dropped into

ttitrn':;^^
''-' *° ^^^ "- -^^-'ntant

Young Mr. Batchelor. glancingwith quick eyes aboutthe room, seemed to glance also intolhe mind of theman who lived m it. There were one or two photo!graphs, chiefly of ladies in theatrical costumerwRh
flamboyantly affectionate inscriptions attached t^re

of expensive cigarettes. Also some cards-of invita-Uon^and otherwise-were stuck in the frame of the

time^Sn^r'^^"^' 1'""^'"' ' ^"^ °"* «t tW«time, said Rutherglen, puffing at his cigarette; "but
It happens that just now I'm not doing anythingA man can't afford to waste himself, you l^ow ^

^isimply dare not take any sort of shop that mJy' beoffered me
;
a fellow simply lowers himself. Wer^hesnugg ed down more closely and comfortablv into thearm-chair-" and what do you think of Sockitt's?''
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