Ceopyright, 1907, by Thomas H, McKae.

HERE Is no occasion to make excuses for

Fanny and Pritz. When one {s—or

rather when two are frank and twenty.

and, at the same time, complacently and

conspicnously in love with each other, I

Y am not aware that it is a condition in which ex-

cuses are propérly made. Unauestionably they

would themselves, I dare say, rudely resent anv ex-

tepuation of their conduct. And any one else, as

matters ultimately turned out, will not greatly be

4inclined to lay at thelr doors the obsolescent charge

ol indelicacy. Cecelia—Cecella Francesca Purvis
—and Lucius Prettyman did not.

To elaborate a bit—Fanny Denton and Cecelia
Ptancesca shared together a battered apartment on
the roof of a great, gloomy, rambling structure, de-
voted to the housing of courageously impecunious
art students. 1 sav on the roof, since the case was
Just that: they lived in an Insecure-looking story
which the thrifty owners of the bullding had hastily
constructed on the top of everything to eontain a
mew lot more courageous and more impecunious
than the rest. Somewhere down the canal-like halls
¥ritz Allen also had a studio and Lucius Pretty-
man another.

In the davtime the four of them worked at an art

school nearby. Cecelia did minfatores. In a verv
fadylike and miniature way: Fanny inclined to

conventional designing: and as for Denton and Lu-
clus, the former dashed out fletitions illnetrations
for hiz fictitious imaginings, while TLucius toiled
worrisomely along in the “life class’ and breooded
deeply over the possibilities of large, depressing
canvases devoted to the depicting of death scenes of
famous generals, and like inspiring subjects.

Of a truth it cannot be sald of Cecelia and Ln-
cfus that they were In the bloom of their vouth,
though, to be sure, Cecelia’s spirit was innocently
{riexperienced to an appalling degree, and she was
wont to clothe herself in garments of a limply ar-
tistic drapery. suggesting. Iin hue at least. the im-
mortal, hlithe Botticelll maidens. At any rate her
soul was youthful and her nature unselfish and
baantiful.

Lucius probably never was young. The unnlia-
ble strands of his nature seemed never to loosen.
His high. pale brow bhetokened, in ita concentrated
little knot of lines above the nose, a spirit furrowed
with the ploughshare of Serious Effort. . . . He
moved in and out among his fellows, a gentle,
shabby, good-tempered, abnormally shy creature
whom all loved, when they were not consumed with
a helpless rage at the ponderous precision of his
mental and physical workings.

It was natural enough that the four of them, liv-
ing together in the ‘“‘Roost’’—so they called the
parlous top story—should be much in each other’s
company. Youthful art is not a pecullarly solitary
profession; and, moreover, thelr frank poverty, and
the franker attachment of Fritz to Fanny gave ad-
ditional etrength to thelr bond.

To Cecelia, the wooing of her roommate afford-
ed a first-hand observation of what to her was the
most thrillingly beautiful and complex emotion of
the world. Fanny. herself, belng somewhat prac-
tieal even in the affairs of her heart, did not en-
courage Cecella's sentimental out-breathings. So
it happened that Cecelia fell Into the habit of con-
fiding the progress of the delicate footsteps of love
to Luelus Prettyman.

The two men, of an evening, would drop into the
etudio of the girls—a very proper apartment, to be
sure, with the beds converted artlessly into divans
and all the feminine evidences hid In the closet.
Lucius really was brought in the beginning by
Fritz to divert Cecelia from the fascination of his
methods with Fanny. And it generally turned out
the two serious ones would early retire to the
kitchen—an elastic apartment made by the folding
of a screen about a little gas-stove—there to whis-
per and to cook up indigestible messes for refresh-
ment; while Fritz and Fanny—well, it really is not
our province to disclose the sweet story of their
affections. .

It was in late October when Fanny briefly ap-
vrised Cecelia that she was engaged to Fritz. Cece-
lia kissed her rapturously. “My dear, my dear,”
she cried softly, “isn’'t it wonderful!"”

“0, I don't know,” remarked her friend, sharpen-
ing a lead pencil judieiously. “Fritzie is a nice
bov. And I'm sure he's very lucky to get me.””

Cecella was staggered. “Oh, Fanny! How can
you! On, it seems to me love is the most beautl-
ful—"

“0, yes, everybody gets it sooner or later, they
Eay,” broke in Fanpy prosalcally. “It takes an aw-
ful Iot of your time, though. Heavens! I haven't
done a thing in 2 month.”

“Dear, how can you joke about
Cecella.

Fanny looked up in surprise. “Mercy, Cecalia,
it’s no joke. Lend me your gamboge, will you?"”

Poor Cecelia, she was too bewildered to reply.

That same might Fritz lounged into Prettyman's
room. Lucius was brooding solemnly over a pipe.

“Well, Lucy,” Fritz let fall casually, “the little
girl and I have hit it off.”"

“I Beg your pardon,” said Luclus uncertainly.

“Fanny and I, you know—engaged—'love, true
love, undying,’ grinned Fritz with appreciation

Luclus rose with grave ceremony and put out his
hand. “Allen, I—I congratulate you, sir, she’s a
splendid woman. You are a fortunate man.”

“Sure, Lucy, that's the eye. She's a little peach.
Guess we'll do the trick «11 right.”

Prettyman sat down heavily.
grasp the insouciant Fritz's attitude.

“But " he hesitated laboriously.

“You aren’t going to cry about it, are you?"”
his friend briskly, lighting a cigarette.

Lucius seemed about to reply; instead he lapsed
into a mood of impressive thoughtfulness. After a
long silence he stammered blushingly, “Ah—Allen
—ah—did—you—ah—if vou don’t mind my ask-
hq—wu it—ah—hard to do?"

“Was what hard?”

““Why, the—the—the asking her, Allen?”

Allen’s eyes twinkled. ““Well, o!d boy, it—It was
harder not to, you know."

*“Ah,"” ejaculated Lucius uncomprehending!y.

“Ever tried 1t?" confidentially remarked Fritz
Lueius flushed. “No sir, I—1—1 it

“It's great,”” sald Allen, as he departed. "vou
naver can tell t{l1 you try.”
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it?" sighed

He could not

said

Luclus Prettyman sat for hours that night alone
in his room, scarce!y coneclons of the chillin-
mosphere, musing modest!y on the strange nadden-
fing wavs of love. The result of his cozitations
amounted to this: “I ecouldn’t do it, I couldn't—1
don't see how thev do."

The next dav he overtook Ceecelia on her wavy
the art schanl. For some reason thevw
both finshed searlet at sight of each other. It was
vers difffenlt to start any suitable topie of conver-
sation. At length Cecelia timidly referred to the
flames of the divine fire which now puhlielv lit the
sonls of Fritz and Fannv., The two disenssed the

Thery wondered if
Ther geamed =0
Yesz, it was a nohle, a

home from

situation evasivelv after all,
“their love was

love, was such a

T.ove, rea)

But there was a new and discomforting element he.
tween Cecelia and T.nelus that attracted and ecom-
nelled. even while it distressed and hewilldered. Tt
was nrecigely as if theece two onlonkers somehow
were vicarifouslr assuming all tha sweat sanfusion,
all the tomnultons emotions., the modest ecstacies
that Fannv and Fritz seemed not to nnderzo
Ha
she went to hed with a nervons headache.

Nnes the rrarial hanre of encarement was over,
Fanny and Fritz
them. ‘Ther
great comnosnre

Coro.

Indeed, tnalr the ronversation =n K:(""‘n".:‘.':' that

had more leisure to look abnut

wreath of love with
And sinee thare is that in love
-which dislikes sincleness of ex

to involve

hore the rosvy

H¥e miz=fortune
periance, thes presently cast abont them
thefr unattached frlends in a tof! like thelr own

“Wonldn't 1t he simply perfeet If poor old Sissy
and Luev should fall in love with each other?" con-

gfdered Fanny., one aftarnoon.

“Those two?"” replied Fritz, “Why, there's no
maore chanece — "

“Oh. isn't there! Wateh them. Ceecclia 2 a
mush '

“"Bnt Luer—why., vou'd as soon think of a
Methodist chapel plaving on the beach at Coney Isl-

and. as Laey In love ™

“Pooh,” retorted Fannv, alrily, “he’s mad ahout
her. Don’t tell me. When thav're old and get it
thev're perfeetly dotty. TI've seen them.™

“Have they sald anvthing?"” inquired Fritz, fas-
cinated at Fannv's idea. o

“S8aild anvthing! They don’t dare

Of a truth, it would seem that the astute Fanny
had accurately diagnosed the situation of Cecelia
Francesca and Lucius. Up to the time of the cnl-
mination of Fanny's romance, the two had taken

I

I

almyieg

battle scenes and let his mind wander to the de-
Heghts of statuesane hours—with the face of Cecelia
washing their feet publicly on marble balconies
“When Fanny and Fritz were finally forced to the
usion that theiramorous devieesto entrap their
ilting fn anparent failure—for
Fanny's intuitions, agile as they were, could not
COY"\";:_GG a concealed love, ke the worm {’ the bud
—ther were frankly annoved.

“They're a palr of dubs.” sald Fritz, in {rrita-
tion

“Qigsy f= really the 1Imit," acaniesced Fannv.
“I'm snre we've done all we conld to help the thing
alone ™

“Oh. well, T move we shake them both. Thev're
too old ta fonl with Thev've had their chance.”
And with this Fritr elosed the discnssion

A few dav's lIater Fannv was alone in the stndio,
Aressine to go ont with Fritz, Discovering that at
the moment she had nn clesn pocket-handkerchief,
che resarted simnly tao Ceeelin’s stork., Rummaging
throneh the latter's modest trionk for the articie in
ane=tinon, ehe y1noearthed the miniatnra of T eejne

"Iall, my heavens!" she exclaimad. “The sillv
nld thine "™ “Wherennon cshe sat down abruptly and
ehrinkad with langrhter,

Trrit fnuv-.d her nan the lnnr, the m!n!n"nvo fn her
hand She held it out to him mutely. too
overcomea for words

""Crant gondnesz" he erfed. “it's T.vev—T.nev,
Toonkine 1ike n nerfoct 1adv aof the 1220 tyne'™

¥ recovering sneech,
I was

conct
friends

e roct

eleeling

asky yon'" heecan Fannvy,
“T aslkt vau' T fonnd it in Ceralia’s trunk.
laoking for a hankv. She did !

“Tha ely thing! Fan, this is great! What'll we do
with {2
B S T TR anre—wa'll nnut 1+ haelk,
=211 Aln if cshe knew we had seen it " said Fannv.
we'll put it back., T.et's have

L TR}
a4

“Nat on vanr 1{fa

some fun ont nf ¢+
“Rut Cecalia it
“Cecenlia pothing'! She's fooled us We'll fool

hor
"*"Now, Fritzie Y
“Oh, that's all it'11 he the
Hne A\h, sav, don't fuss. think of the fun
“Wall,” weakened Fanny, “it wonld be fun te do
ine with 1t.”
“I'Il tell you what' We'll do §t np and send it to
Lucins. He won't think of its being a fosh, anv-
And he knows that no one hut Sisev could

e

fnke nf onr

wnan't stand for
riecht

smet]

wav
possihly

**Mi's a swest
“Wa'll do it now while she's away
erazy abkont him No von snnnose he

“IWall, he will he, if he isn't now, when he gees
this assenred Fritz

The miniature forthwith was wrapped up dell-
catelv In white tissue paper and tied with a litlle
whita ribbhon. “That’s bully,"” declared Fritz joy-
ously, “and I'll leave it in Lucius’s room when he's

yinfatyre of him
ideay’ replied Fannv rapturonslv.
. . « She must be

doan

THE VICARIOUS LOVERS ¥ .v.cvv rornic. |

“Found it here, old man! You don’'t say so.

That's funny'"”

Allen sat down and eved Luciuns solemnly.

*It was here when I came home,” repeated Lu-
cins awkwardly. “T—It is very strange.”

“Strange' [ should sav so But—savy. Lnclus,
there's anly one person who could have done -

“Allen, what do yon mean?"”

“NMean. Oh, von know.
vis' That's whom T mean

T.ucins was flondad with sentimental blushes.
“Oh. no, T—Oh. no'"™

“Qure she did. ald bor. T—well, of course, T
don't want to hutt in on vour affairs—well, it looks

Cecella Francesca Pur-

von know. as if——
" wallen. T won't have vou talk that way about a
ladv""

“YWhry. no offense, Lucy. T'm sure.

e

It was mighty
niers of her

“Yan don't think, Allen. fhat she -

“Wall. Lucy, what T think fs this: That irl is
strong for vou. Of course, if vou don't care for her,
why =—...

T+ hannene that wav at times.  The most reserved
and timid of us reach a point when our doors are
onened wide., when we speak with the tonenes of
men abont the anrels. Tt was so with Lneius Pret-
Jia hegan to talk to Frit= He talked
wildle well Thers was nothine hidden in him that
waan't revealed Frvan the lieht-minded Allen be-
rame norvons and nneomfortahle And the bunrden
of T.neine's ennNe was alwavs r‘nﬂn‘lla_ r‘FPPHﬂ_ Cerca-
Iia Fritr had a sirkenine feeling that the thing
had rpnaad tn he a foke

I voan feel 161.':; all this vou sav yvou do, old
Ahan ™ Allen oot ant Tamealy. “von ought to do some-
thine ahant it "4 tell her "

“Oh. T eomldn’t. T don't think T conld.™ stam-
merad T.aring erold with faar at the 1hou!hf»

“1'11 tall van what” Fritr sneggeated honefulv.
“vni1 write hor a note and ask her to meet von in
tha Park to-morrow morning. and =av von hava
enamethine imnortant to tall her. Don’t mention
tha miniatyrs that wonld smharraas her. Jnst
tall hor van want to tallke to her, and I'11 slip 1t un-
Aor tha eirls' daor to-night.”

“TWanld cha®" Luerins got onf In awed tones.

-r!t-ﬂ"'d .‘"“"' whn*qtp

“Come——if 7T pﬁ]l'pd hnr‘_’"

“Qre ehe wonld Trv her.” Frifz was srowing
mare eanfident.  “Yon just write her. And T'll leave
it ~t their room now.”

Prettyman. hetween distracted love and awful
celf-nhasement. after tearing nn a dozen sheets of
paner. managed to set forth his modest reaunest.

“Wina.” salid Fritz heartilv when the letter was
snbmitted to his practised eye. “That'll draw her
like a plaster, von know.”

“Allen. T don't know how to thank vou-—for—for
——" TLueins was wringing Fritz's hand in the
excess of gratitude.

frman,
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“GREAT GOODNESS,” HE CRIED;

L]
each other's soclety fn a gratefnl, uneonscions free-

d_t?m. but now their slighest en ounter covered them
With a dreadful confusion. They became toneue-
tied, though the desire to tall: was riotous “.jt.',l‘.fw
rhpm._ The embarrassment of Lucius, in osn-—-u-.nfl
was distressing to observe. Cecelia clad herself in
dull draperies of a somber hue—as if she were
d[}i‘:;:‘:“ penitential office for the sanl of love In
fact, instead of performing the light-hearted ser-
vice of cup-bearers to the voung cods. Fannv anid

Fritz, they hung about funereally in corners.

Thi= abysmal condition was, in the early stazes. a
delight to the lovers. They cqnsidered it an enhe-
meral affectation, due in part to age and in part to
extreme inexperience. Therefore, to help matters
along, they made jovial comments with ill-concenled
meanings to Cecelia and Lucius—a form of diver-
sion of so ghastly and so indelicate a character to
the serious pair that Cecelia was wont to end the
evening in a burst of tears. So brazen were the
manifestation of affection on the part of the en-
gaged ones, and so poignantly barbed were the in-
sinuating arrows of their wit, Cecelia couid no
longer bring herseif to comment upon the case to
Ltucius. while he, in turn, almost dreaded the sight
of her.

They avolded each other. Prettyman no ionger
came of an evening to the studio of the girls. And
Cecella, anguished of heart, would retire alone to
the kitchen, there to sniffle weakly, her ears stuffed
with cotton that she might not lLear the lovers.
The very necessity, as they conceive ! it, that sun-
dered their companionship, worked, .s one might
expect, to the Incandescence o their ss vet, un-
named emotions. Cecelia, in a8 "ush of maidenly
indiscretion, secretly painted from memory a min-
fature of Luecins—which on completion sha hid.
Prettyman left off the {maginary composition of

“1T's Ltcy——"

ont to-night—he's golng to some beastly lecture on
Art.”
gone out for the afternoon and she's

“Sissy's
>oing o stay out for dinner, too, 2and the theater
afterwards."” reflected Fanny. “‘She has some grand
friends who ask her once in awhile, you know.

So “re perfectly safe. She won't miss the thing
to-night. . . . It's really dreadful to do it, but it's
so funn>'"

- L ] -

That evening at an hour when he judged Pretty-
man would have returned from his lecture, Fritz
Allen wandered casually in upon him. Lucius
seemed exressively confused at sight of his visitor.
He thrust something hastily under a pile of papers
on the table before him.

“What you hiding, Lucy?" began Fritz without
hesitation.

‘““Nothing. I—I 1

**Oh, =ay, Luey—I saw you now.
Out with {t. Can’t you trust me?"

Allen made a sudden dash for the table. Pretty-
man tried to intercept him. He was too late.
Fritz, warding him off with one hand, held up the
miniature in the other, yvelling with giee. ‘'O, Lucy,
O, Luey! It's a picture of you!”

‘““Give that here,” demanded Luclus, peonv-red.

Allen regarded the little portrait critically. “It's
mighty good, Lucy, it's fine. Who did it?”

“l—I—1 i

“Out with ft!*

“T don't know. T found it here,” confessed the
reluctant Lucius. “I suppose it's a gift."”

““Oh, tell that to the elevator-man' You ecan’t

What is It?

fool me."” giggled Fritz. “Naughty, naughty! Sa

who did it, Luey!” - T
_ Prettyman attempted dignity. “You needn't be-
lleve me if you don’t care to. I found it here

when I came home.”

With the letter in his hand, Allen hurried sur-
reptitously to Fanny. He judged that Cecelia Fran-
cesca had not yet returned from ker festal day. He
ranped cauntiously on the studio door.

*“Who is it?"” demanded Fanny, cpening the door
a hair's breadth.

“Me.""

“Mercy, Fritz, vou can't come in! I'm just =

“Yes, T know, but there's something doing. I've
got to talk to vou, I don't want to come in.
Can’'t yon—say, Cecelia isn’t there?"

“No. Wait a minute.”

Presently the door opened wide enough to allow
Fanny to put out her head. ‘What is 1t?"” she in-
quired with excitement. *“Did you give Lucius
the——""

‘“That’s it, T did.
He'’s foolicsh abont it.
ture like a monkey.

I've just been in his room.
Sat and grinned at his pic-
Went on about Cecelia till it
made me sick. He’s all up in the air—says he
lov;s her like’anythlag- Oh, Lord.”
anny was instantly impressed. “My 1
What did von say!" v i

“I—1I told him she was crazy abont him.
T did. He aszsked me what to do.”

“What did you tell him?"” demanded Fanny fev-
erishiy. * 3

“Well. you know, I—T felt sort of rotten about
it. He’s o serious over the thing. I—say, Fanay,
it looks to me like a mess "™

“Stupld, what did you do?”

“I told him to write her a note asking her to
meet him to-morrow in the Park—in the morning
—and I said I'd leave it ‘here for Sissy—she— "

“It is perfectly dreadful,” gasped Fanny, “she
sha'n’'t have that note.””

"Shl'n't "

“Certainly not.” Fanny was decisive.

“But—why, yon can’t—you’ll bust up their show

I think

=
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if you don’t let her

“Idiot! If Cecelia got that note the first thing
she'd do would be to go and look at that old minia-
ture. And it wouldn't be there. And she'd accuse
me. And there'd be a sickening time.”

“But Fan———"" Allen was utterly confused at
the turn of affairs

*You've got to get that picture back, somehow.
I don't care how, Give me that note. Give it to
me. Cecelia sha'n't have it till you get the minla-
‘ura‘D'

“How in the deunce can I get 1t?"

“When is he going to meet her?"” asked Fanny.

““At nine, T think."

“Well, while he's out then, von'll have to break
into his place and steal it and bring it here I'll
put it back. Then I'll give Cecelia the note and
say T found It on the floor.”™

“T ean’t see how that-

*“No, of course yon can't. But T ecan. Tt'll be
in her trunk. won't it? And she can't accuse me
of having taken it—at least, not right away. T'll
get out of it somehow."

“You're dreadfully virtuous all at once,” retorted
Fritz, sulkily.

“It's worried me all the evening—taking that
picture. And I'd never have done it if it hadn't
been for vou!™
“Well. T like that?
and "

“"Ssh! There's Ceernlia coming. Don’t yvon dare
to arene with me. You've got to get tha nicture.
Ceceslia, Aear, is that you? Yon mnust be tired to
death. Come in and let's met to bdd right off’*
sweetly finished Fannvy, hastily concealing Pretty
man's note in the folds of her roba de chambre.

In all probability the somewhat imperfect schema
of Fannv's wonld have worked In the fashion she
anticipated had 1t not been for a reason of which
she naturally, conld have known nothing. Tt had
ha-n Ceealia’s romantie enstom, sinea the paintine
of the miniatnre, to take it from its hidine-place
and to hid 1t the tender. whispered good-nights =ha
might not nroperly bestow on tha original. Sha
A4i4 this In the kitchen at ® moment when Fannr
was nnder the Impression that Cecelin was mavine
har nraveras, Tn conseguence, on this partienlar
evenineg, Cecalia Francesea went toa her trunk tn
nerform the last macred rite nf what had been tn
her a peenliariy hanny dav. WHer finmers, touching
the familiar nlace, A1d not feal the minlatnre. =ha
harriedly dashed ant the contenta of the trunk, her
hoanm heavine with anxiaty. Sha eould not finAd
the token., For a moment Cecelia stnnd petrified
with shame and fear ‘Then suddeniy the trath
fashed In nnon her. Fanny! Bhe must have tnken
ft. WNo nne elzse conld have. Tha gantle Cecelin
shonk with n torrent of anger. the Ilke of which aha
had never known. T.tke a wild noeturnal avenger
she flaw at Fanny In her bed.

“How dared von'!" she erfed, snatehing t™ha had-
rlothing from the tarrifiad conepirator. *O. how
Aared vou'™ Ehe shonk her violently. “Domn't lie?
T know von took 1t You stole 1t! Youn—yon-—von
thiaf' T hatea von?! Where In 11* Wheara 1s 1"

Cecelia 1arkad the collanaine Fanny from her ent
and towered ahove her. enwerine on the floor. "“It's
ervel' How eonld vou! Reant!™

Fannv eamavad fo sneak, but Ceeslla Tooked =o
tall and terrifving in the dim gaslieht of the room
that. for the lifa of her, she could not get out a
word

‘“React!*” repeated Cecelis, with awful tragl-
ecallty,

Fannv rercoverad herself slightly.
anavered, “it was onlr 1 foke, T

Rt Cacelia’s raee was anant. She msat dAawn
woakly on the trunk-ton and mnbbed. Yong. shir-
erine Araadful, convnlsive mobs. O t's mean'
Crnel’ Fanny, how ecould you! O dear! O Aear!
O Aear'™

To deserfhe tha mental state of Fanny iz hardl»
neregasarv. Sha dared not speak. she lav wrateh.
adly on her hed for half an hour, In her ears the
monntonnne moans nf the girl over there on the
frunk Sometimes Fannv was anraged, somatimen
renantant. sometimes hesterieally tearfol and some-
times 11 of nervone Ianghter. *7T shall dle 1f sha
Veanz thias wp murh loneer.,”™ sha ansured hereelf.
TMrplle ahe Teaned from her ent, flung on A wranner
pnA =linpnears. tied np her haad In n searf and nre.
cipitataly 14t the room. Rhe ran straight to Frits

“Peitz. Fritz.” she whispered, as xha heard
gleanv sannds within his quarters. *“Frits!*

“Fannv! What the—what {s it? Are you 11177

“rome ont hera, aniek?™

Tn a moment the astonndef Allen emers=d, his
%eand tonslad and over his pajamas s bathrobe.
“What nn earth e

“Nan't talk. Cerala’s discoverad that the nle-
tnre is gone. Rhe's made an awful scens. She
nearly tore me 'mb from 1'mh. T was so frizht-
erad T nearly dlad.  Bhe’s slitting theres now moan-
inr and goine on ke » maniac. Y neversaw wuch

Who found It first, anyway.

“Cacalln,"” she.
L]

a fonl. Wa've pot to do something. ™
“Do  something,” weakly repeated Tritz,
Ornn L
“Right now. Do somathing. If you senld hear
har' My heavens, T never had such a time In my
1ifes **

“Ant wh—wh-—what area yon going to do?" he
ns¥ad halnlegaly,

“I've thoueht 1t a7 ont. There’s Inaf ons chance
to gave our lives. - You've got to go and get Lmelus
and tell him Cecelia wants to see him.™

Allen gasped. *TLuey. But—O, my goof Lord!
Bnt supposa e

“Yon neadr’'t supnosa anvthing. Thera's Tuxf
one chanes'! Thev're hoth silly ahont aach other,
and if ha gets there and speen her, he'll trv to com-
fort her and—go—now. Tell him to bring the plec-
tura, ton.™

The thoroughtv confnsef Allen #Aapartad. rabh-
hing his eyes. He fonnd Tueclus wti’l sittine In a
dara hafors hig 1ittle tahla. tha portrait In his hand.

“Sav.” Fritz began awkwardly, “Cecella has sent

for von., She wants to mea vou to-night-—mow.
Don't wait. She’'s in a hnrry!™

“Wants to see me?"” asked Prettyman.
T hat L

‘“Now-—right off —In the studio. T don’t know
what for. Come on. Bring the minlature.™

“Bot—bot——**

“0. sav. Loev, the girl wants von. Coma an.™
And he half Arageed, half pnshed the older man
from his room. feehly protesting. Fanny sntole be-
hind them on tiptoe.

“Don’t mind what ghe savs,” encouraged Allen at
Cacelia’s door. “You go in and make 1t all right
with hart™

Without 1=tening to Prettyman’s vagne rame-
blings and distressed protests, Fritz opened the
door and shoved him In.

“Reach In and get the kev and lock the door—
on the ontsgide.” commanded Fanny at his elbow.

The key turned In the lock.

“Now, we'll have to stand here and walt
and " began Fannv.

“And prav.” finizshed Fritz.

From within came low murmurs—then long =l-
lepces—then again the murmurs. With chatter-
Ing teeth and shivering limbs Fanny and Fritz
walited-—waited, it seemed to them, for honrs. A
few dwellers Iin the fop-story passed them and
stared enriously, but Fanny and Fritz were obliv-
fona. After a long time they heard some one rat-
mn‘- at the door. Fanny drew a long breath.

“Open it,"” she directed. *“For better or for
worse ™

Lneins Prettyman emargad. On his face was a
sea::tlmental smile of utter blissfulness.

"We-—we're engaged.” he grinned hashfully.

- “Thank heaven, I can go to bed,” remarked
anny.

Princess,”’

y Henry M. Hyde.




