
Japonette

"I think you don't understand/' she^^aid;
" this is Mr. Edgerton's apartment."
He looked at her oddly, then burst into

laughter.

" You clever girl I " he chuckled.
" Whatl" she said, bewUdered.
But he only smirked at her.

"Look here, little girl," he said, "suppose
you be,im to make your eyes behave, and come
down to actualities. You know what I want;
/ know what you want. We've been wasting
tune all summer. I'm no fool; neither are
you, as<you show by selecting this nice, little
nook for a good, sensible talk."

She only stared at him, thinking he had gone
mad, and he laughed and twirled his mustache.
"Nix for the baby stare," he said reprov-

mgly. " I tell you I know what a girl like you
wants—privacy, discretion, and the usual . . .

And I've got it, little girl—wads of iti

"

The grotesqueness of the dream seemed to
make her stupid; she tried to find some sense
and reason in what this man was saying to
her, strove to comprehend him, his visit, his
words.

" Are you asking me to—marry you," she
said, confused.
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