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Mrs. Cordelia
sunday morning paper that the invitations
for the mayors annual ball were ouwt
but the Monday morning mail brought

square white envelope to the charming

counlenance

Blossom saw by the

and-eyed and round-mouthed and
ind od woman whoe had inaugur
sted the City Beautiful movement

and had won the bitterly contested presid

ene of the lsis Club, and had wrested
the reins of acknowledged social leader
ship from Mrs Clars Pikyune

( olonel Watterson Blossom, gray-must
ached and gray-goateed and gray-haired

and slender and stiff as a ramrod, noted
with distress the decpening shade of
annovance on the features of the hand

most agreeable and most bhrilliant
young woman in the but. being
a gentleman of supernatural delioacy
he forbore to ply his wife with any imper
When Cordelia Blossom
would do
after, she
confid

sormest

world,

tinent questions

wished to confide in him she

and until such time. and

possessed the colonel’'s complete

ence, approbation and applause

AL the end of certain dayvs Mrs. Cordelia

Blossom, unable any longer to bear her
burden in silence, called on Mre. Jim
Fleecer. with no other purpose in mind
than to obtain her dear friend's recipe
for that delicious maraschinoe punch

Mrs. Jim Fleecer, who was fair and
dender and splendidly poised, and »
perfect foil to the dark-eyed Cordelia,
betrayed the secret of the punch with
charmingly generous explicitness and

easily meanwhile, waited for

chatting
the real errand While marking time
she mentioned the absurd prevalence

of purple in the early winter fashions
the quality of the ice cream in the gaudy

delicious

new confectionery store, the
work of the latest Russian violinist
the superiority of a certain merchant's

silk and the approaching mayor's ball

Cordelia Blossom never batted an
eyelash when this topic was reached
“Really, are you going?"’ she wondered
n a bored sort of way

Mrs Fleecer quickly suppressed the
spasm of pain which writhed to appear
upon her exquisitely controlled features

carelessly
Cordelia

| wearcely know.”" she

responded with a sinking heart

did not want her to go! *“I
suppose you will attend?”

“I think not,” returned Cordelia with

a smile, whereat Mrs. Fleecer, who owed

her social recognition entirely to the

Blossom

powerful and dlever Cordelia, felt her
heart descend another notch At all
previous mayor's balls she had been

endured and snubbed as the wife of the
notorious political boss, and this was to
have been her first big function” since
she had borne the seal of the elect upon
her brow Why wasn't Cordelia going?
“There's so much gayety planned for
this winter that we must really keep fresh
for it.,” went on Cordelia brightly
“What delicious macaroons, Georgia'
Where do vou get them?”

“Jemima makes them, ” bossted Mes
Fleecer. ponderiag closely Mre Blossom's
feason. It soarcely seemed adequate
Moreover, there was the hint that she
was to be included in Cordelia’s gayeties
"IN pet her recipe for you ou're
Quite rght sbout keeping fresh for the
more sprightly affairs #\4 carly formal
functions are weually so poky anyway,
and they do take so much out of one

There was the barest ficker of satle
fnetion in Cordelia's beautifully curving

cyelashes

“Anything that is the same your after
your s bound o becoma] poky.” she
agrend, delicately dipping & thin Jlee
of lemon in her ten ‘h one has
the same duty to perform¥sc often one
becomes careless, don’'t you thisk’ As

enguisite taste. | mast take you down
sometime for & trial bonnet. ™

"

Jim Ploscer, who was & Wl large
boned man with & quite visible jaw,
soowled st “Chuaky " Dwyer, whe wore
acigar as i It were part of his origionl
countenance

“We need o shake wp.” he fSnally
declared. “Look at this Bet.  Hall dead
ones'"

Dwyer glanced st the list apologeti-
r.u,

“Thay're part of the organisstion,
Jm.” be urped v * 9

“That's what I'm il you."
turned Flescer impatiently. “You'd

think the party was & soldians’ home. ™
“They weredall ‘good workers onee. ™
persisted Dwyer
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invitation list for an official function

requires rare and delicate judgment.”
he haze began to clear from Mms

Fleecer's usually quite lucid mind and

she felt better é’nlzinru always an-

noyed her

“Doesn’t it,”” she noncommittally agreed

smiling inwardly at the thought of
delicate judgment and the substantial
Mrs. Limber in combination, but making
no foolish political admissions

Cordelia Blossom stirred her tea medit-
atively

“How long has Mr. Limber been
mayor?” she inquired. .

“Forever, | think.” laughed Mrs

Fleecer. "It has come to be a sort of
tradition.”

“It must be dreadfully exciting to be
in politics,” commented Mrs. Blossom
“1 wish the Colonel took more interest
in such things. By-the-way, I found
the dearest little milliner just off Grace
Square. She’s French and has the most

“Just once,” admitted Fleecer. * They
hustled till they got on the payroll, and
they think it's a pension. ”

“1 don't see how we're going to get
rid of them,” puzsled the other

“1 do.” snapped Fleever. “I'm going
to split the party. You just pass the
word to these sleep-walkers that they're

going to wake up in the cold.” Dwyer
looked most uncomfortable. He drew
a fat city salary himself. He had drawn

it for years.

“You don’t mean a regular shake-up,
Jim?” he protested. * Y. you'd emt
all our throats.”

“They need to be cut-—yours with
the rest,” decided Fleecer

“You'll destroy the organization,”™
pleaded Dwyer
“A fancy ess, " returned Fleecer,

“Then I'll take the good half that's
left and build a better one.”
“AN right, captain, if that's your

program.”  sighed Dwyer mournfully

“dust count me in on "
Fleecer turned 10 bim coldly
Na.™ b decrend; “you're out of L
You're dend ”
Dwyer wobbled his cigar apidly to
the other corner
I don’t sen any wse in condag to an

open break, ™ he an . rising
Ge "way! DOS.:J Peecer, taking

some papers from his dingy desk. “I'm
by "

Dwyer stood & moment with his
hands on the back of his chalr.
bt captain, ” he haskily charged, and
wagged & red forefinger I the
word, and Jou wast to remem you
started thie

Fleccer got up and for & sscond, «ith
his big jaw protruding and his ayee
sarrowing, be simply glared down on
Dwyer, then he strode 1o the door and

opeaed 1t

"ot out!” he said curtly

“Sure,” agreed Dwyer with the swag-
ger of an independent man. As

approached Fleecer, however, his aye lost
e dignity, and as be passed he suddenly
bobbed his head.  Ploccer, angered, reach-
ed & long arm after him, grabbed him
|-, the collar and Md him M

“Look here, you cheap blufl!” he ob-
served, turning the man round. "N
| wanted to tnwh you you coulda’t duck
quick enough.”

Satisfied with this simple statement
of facta, he let the man go, and returned
to his desk with » Icntm'lly cor.
rugated brow. He drew toward him
the list which he had previously consulted,
and with the grave care of & judge ponder.
ed over ench name. He was still st this
when the telephone bell rang and if any
of his hard-driven allies or serfs had been
in that room they would have marveled
st the change in his voice as he answered!

“Why, hello, Frille!™

I hope you are not the h". Him, "
came the confident volee of Mes. Plescer.
Nothing on my mind but dinnertime, ™

he heartily assured her. “"What's
fusa?™

T'm in & state of mind about m
black-pearl  necklaee, Jim. Would (Q

compromise you in any way if 1 dida't
go to the mayor's ball?™

Certainly not,” be quickly sssured
her. “Limber's got nothing on me.”

“Then don’t make them hurry on the
resetting of the necklsce, please,” she
requested. “1'm so afraid they might
spoil it if they rush it.”

“All right, Tumpelly,” he agreed.
“What's the dbornu between you and
the mayor's bhall?"’

“Oh, it's sure to be & poky affair,”
she told him. A lot of us aren’t gaing.
Mrs. Blossom won't be there. '’

“Then it's in bad,” he decided. “N
that little lady don 't like it you're smart
to stick away. Why isn't she going?”

Mrs. Fleecer laughed.

“You won't believe it when I tell you,

she replied, lowering her voice, “‘Jim
she wasn't invited!”

4.:-:.. Cnint of ot ;;aw:“;h 'y.::
h"‘.'Mir.- Blossom called on me this after-
""f["('”“l stunt,” he approved. “She

came to Lhe right place to tell her troubles.
Of course you told her you'd fix it?"

“Why, certainly not!”™ choked Mprs.
Fleecer. “She would never really say
that she wasn't invited "

“How did you find it out thea?" he
persisted, puzzled.

“I honestly can’t tell you how I found
it oul,” she confessed, perplexed and wor-
ried by the masculine necemsity for proof,
“I just know it, that's all. She—she
told me so, but she didn’t say it.”

“Oh,” responded Jim Fleecer Hlli‘l‘.
He knew better than to question
urnnf{ of his wife's information, but
how in blages did women do these things?
Did they have a sort of unspoken lan-
guage?

“Bo just you siep thew ¢o B St
lace,” Mrs. Fleecer went on. *
home to dinner? Jemima's making
- "\" '”l:o‘(hti“ ing,” he promised,

“You ‘m coming,”
with a preliminary pain of hunger.
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