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OUR SHORT STORY
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ACNAIR came to the studio one after-

noon about four,
“Do you want a model?" he asked,

briefly. “Sherman sent me. I'm Mac-
nair.” s
“I'm looking for one,” I admitted.

““I remember Sherman spoke of you.”
Without more words the boy got out

of his clothes.
“You'll do admir-

“Good," 1
.bl,.“

The boy had not beem Jong In the
eludio when from his attitude of profes-
rlon and self-possession one might have
fmingined that we were comrades shar-
Ing one ateller. And yet he was shrewd In finding out
my personal habits, wishes, moods: these he never
violated—rather, In secret ways that he thought I
wid not detect, he sought to gratify them.

T'remently Lis supple fluzers took to lidle amuse-
6t In stray bits of elny. In the resta from posing
L0 oy divertsd himweelf by forming, with conslder-
1 le dexierousnes=, familiar animals—ents, dogs, and
Livdw, nad en occpsiong! huwan figure. These be
veould shew me with ra embarrassed laugh, then
eeh them into a clay g,

‘Nour fiuzers rre very clever,” -sald I one day.
“IMave you any resl notion that yon'd Hke to do that
tort of thing sevlonaly? The warld is full of fools
with deft Bugers <vou've got to have more than that.”

sald.

“I don't kpo=" he answered
rnguely. “I'd kivd of ke to do it
if I got a good chanee,” Later o

In the doy he reforrad to the matte
egaln,  “it takes a good deal o
atndying to be nn artist, don't it?
I'd like to go to Parla, It's n sporty
I'lnce. They booze a lot there, don't
they 1

“It depende. Yon ecan do as yom
Lke, Just a8 yon cun amywhere else.”

“Yom run't play foothall and bare.
ball aud booze—yeu're down and
ont If yon do. 1 don't hooze any.
Don't smdke bat one or two clgar-
ottes & dny. Do they play football
wid bomebinll Iu Parle?

“It Isu't the beet thing they do”
1 confessndd. *““They manags to have
8 good thme notwitbstanding”

e notded, his cyes clert with

the new klen.
“Yon'd better ¥tlck to foothall™
“Yem think I'd zo to hell In
Porie” he grinmsl, “Fivoryhody
eays I'm coinz to 7o to hell, Won-
dfler why 1"

‘Une day, sitting naked on the high
‘oul by the fire, his koees drawa up
der his chin, Lis feet on the top
Cut e punouneed that he wan go-
2 to ecollege. “Golng to fix it up
0 dny or two, There's two—
rhe three—colloges that wont me
v Jolp.  I's ke thix: two or three
‘ends of mine—college boys—have
o me play nnd they're ot for
aving me go to thelr eollege and
the teanm, 8ee? One fellow
Marlow ard another from
The ldea Is that you sort of
In avd pick out a fool stunt to
an art course, maybe., or farm-

up for
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C, L atudy up a little stuff.

At ibm of n fortnight Macoalr
entered Ward College. He came
he left, to may good-by. Ile wore
clothes of a highly collegiate fashion and a jaunty
bLine cap on the back of his head.

“So-long,” he smiled. “I won't forget you. Thanks
awfully for the .boxing and the sword practice. And
I goess you'll win that competition all right, all
right. Me for the art course now. So-long.”

Tt was during Christmas week of the following
year that 1 pext saw Macnoalr.

Toward wmidunight I had dropped Into one of the
big restaurants on Broadway for a bit of supper. I
was teo. tired to choose n more subdued resort. The
tables were nearly all crowded. Next me were a
gross, rod-chopped, diamond-studded creature and a
shrewd-eyed, pert, pretty girl. Beyond was a bols-
terous table unmnistakably of college boys. They
were evidently out 1o make a night of it; In fact,
the manuger had frequently to ealm thelr lusty desire
for song and tliarity, which secmed a pity since it
wps the most genuine note in the room.

To my mind a far greater cause for apprehension
wias the fut beast uett me.

you for?" he sud-

“Huh?" He proceeded to answer

demand: “Becausc I'm a fool.

That's why: You treat me like a dog. Ob, yes youn

do! You run away from me. You laugh at me. It's
for you. It ain't funny for me. Huh!'

The giri whispered something “No, I won't keep

lﬂl‘l.: vociferated ber outraged host. “You keep

The college boys by this time had turned their en-
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attention to this pew phase of the evening. And
the p L observed now, for the first time. Mac-

saw that he had been drinking; his tanned
were flushed, his eyes sparkled, his lips shone

as
oned to a waiter and gathered her
her as If she would go. A hairy lump of a
Jumped ocross the table, upsetting wineglasses,
caught ber wrist. “No, you don't, my lady.”
Dervous cry, more of anger than of pain
od herself free. “You hurt me.
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Don't.” Her eyes agonizingly besought the waiter, but

be llnlaugnr.
“L)—-— me.,” be stormed. “you always want to run
hla-. And I love you more when you're

Swddenly she leaned over and touched Macmair om the arm.

E M

wine and flung the contents straight at her. Tt
struck ber bare throat and ran down, dismally soak-
lug the chiffon and pale silk of her gown. *“Oh!"” she

sped.

It was Macnair who acted. He rushed over to the
young woman and with one hand began mopping her
throat with his papkin. the other, in fist form, he
thook under the retrenting nose of the beast. “You
dirty cownrd,” he stuttered, “you big——"

1 stepped to Macnsair's side. “Put her in a cab
and send her home,” 1 said, in a low tone,

IHis face softened in momentary recognition of me.
“But this bigz slob—" he began.

“Don’t talk! Do what I tell yon!™

He hesitated, then put his arm through the girl's
and led her away. past the staring eyes,

I went home and Macnair's compuanions also de-
parted, but Macnair himself did not return. I rather
expected that the encounter would bring a visit from
the boy, but It was not until a week later that he
appeared,

“Halloo, Mae,” said I, “I'm glad to see you.
rather expected you'd be turning up.”

“I'd have been around before, only I've been—"
he stumbled over the phrase—"“sort of busy.”

“Playing knight-errant?" -

“What 7

“Protector of the ill-treated female?"

“She’'s on the siage, in 'The Whistling Girl." That
wan the manager of the company sbe was with. She
suys he's bothered her to death hanging around her.
He's a swine all right. Bay, it's awful what girls
have to take from chaps like that, aln't It? And
they stand to lose their jobs If they try to resent it.
It makes you sick.”

"As you didn't come back that night, I suppose
you drove the lady——"

I've

“Her name is Heleen Beauvolr.
she says.”

“Miss Beauvoir then—home?"

“She was all to the bad in the nerves. I couldn't
leave ber, could 17

“Don’t you believe she ain't all right,” he said,
chailengingly. *’'Caunse she is.’

“My dear chap, I don't know the girl
shonid I think of her one way or the other?’

“Well, there's a lot of folks,” he went on doggedly,
;'whu ‘!hlnk that because a girl is on the stage she
> —— M

“Ob. nonsense, Mac,” T laughed. *“Tell me about
yourself. How's the art course? And football and
bazeball?"

He grinned. more like his old melf than he had

She’s part French,

What

been that day. *I'd hate to tell you about the art
course.,” he replled. *“The Prof. has got you stung
to death. He talks about it perfectly lovely and you

write down what he says in a foolish little book. Oh.
it's great: I love art. But 1 got on the teams, pitched
last spring and played end on the eleven this fall. I
was the maln squeeze. Marlow College tried to get
me disqualified because they sald I was a profes-
slonal, but they couldn’t prove anything.” He laughed
reminiscently. “We had some awful good Eames.
Ob, T was the candy rah, rah kid.”

“It's vacation now. I take it.”

He gave me a droll look. “College begun again day
before yesterday.™

“Oh! And . ¢

"I guess 1 won't go back. 1 know enough art now.
They are all right, those Ward boys, but it's pretty
dull there for me. They seem kind of young. I'm
not much on the college end of it. 1 like the ath-
letics, but the rest— Oh, I don't know. It's too tame
for my business. 1 guess I'll stay in New York and
get a chance here” He did not care to pursue the
subject. for he rose, lighted a fresh cigarette. and
strolled about the studio. “What's new?" he asked.
“Got any more prizes? 1'd like to see that one of
me finished.”

I showed him a bronze casting of the figure. He
scrutinlzed it In silence. After a time he made his
only comment. *“It's bully. but it—it's different from
me. Looks as if it had something Inside it that I

As he was leaving he said. “I'd Hke

haven't got.”
to bring my friend up to see that omc of me. Do

you mind?

“No. not at all, What friend

T should By At

- delighted,” T soberiy replied.
“Thanks. So-long. Good-by."

E

Toward the end of January I had a note from
him. *“If you are going to be in to-morrow.” he
brietfly wrote, “I'd like to bring my friend around to
see the studio.”

At four they arrived.

“It is Miss Beauvoir, Isn't it? T said, taking her
hand. and smiling at Macnair to save him the words
of introduction which I saw were sticking embarrass-
edly in his throat. *“It's good of you to come to see
the studio.”

“1 slmply love to visit studlos!"” she returned, with
& brilliant accent. *“It Is too sweet of you to let me
come.”

“Mac knows the place very well,” I laughed. “I
suspect he owns part of it.”

“He's always kidding,” said Macnair laboriously,
whereupon Miss Beauveir filled the room with ripples
of pleusant lnughter.

“Isn’t he the awful boy ' she demanded.

We soon _got more at our easse. I took her about
the place, pointing out what I thought might most
amuse her. and Macnair followed bhehind, silently.
The thing for which Mae had posed I kept until the
Iast. “This will probably Interest you as much as
anything.”

Miss Beauvoir put up her lorgnette to look at the
bronze. S8he encountered Macunair's eves and giggled.
“Mac, I do believe!™ she protested. Then they both
glggled. *“Excuse me, won't you?—she turned to
me with an effort of seriousness—"it's perfectly di-
vine, I think, but I might as well be frank, I don’t
think it is quite so nice-looking as Mae.”

My laugh dispellad her nervous fear of having of-
fended me. *“It was not meant for a portrait,” I ex-
plained.

“Ab, yes,”" she murmured, her gaze furtively on
Macnair. *“Art is #0 interesting.”

When it was evident that we were in the friendli-
est possible relation to one another. Macnair turned
to Miss Beauvoir and said bluntly, “Heleen, let's
tell him.”

“Mac, aren’t you dreadful! We]l. tell him then.”

Macnair grinned. “We got marrled last night.” He
reached out for her hand.

“Isn't it too awful that I should have this for a
husband?" she demanded, as they were departing.
“What am I going to do with him?”

“I can't imagine,” 1 replied.

It happened to be another year before T saw Mac-
nalr again. This was not remarkable, for he was a
creature to whom absences and silences meant noth-
ing. One gray, dismal, autuomnal afternoon I ran
ncross him. In Central Park. He sat on a bench
staring indifferently at a little girl, .with her nurse,
throwing nuts to a squirrel.

“0 Mac!” I smliled. “You?

u?”

“Halloo?" he responded listlessly. “Where'd you
come from?"

I noticed that he was shabby, shabbier than I had
ever seen him. His eyes were lusterless, his face
pale and without its usual tan. The note of his whole
personality was dejection. On his sleeve a black
band accentuated his despondency.

“You have had a losa?" I sald, touching the mourn-
ing badge. “I'm sorry.”

He nodded. “My mother—four months ago.”

“I'm very morry. And your wife? I went on. “I
hope she's all right. I have beem away In Europe
or I'd have looked you up before this. s

Macnair raised his eyes with a gleam of sardonic
amusement. “I guess she’'s all right; I haven't seen
her for six months. We've busted. That's all right,”
he Intoqumed. as I stammered an apology. “You
didn't know.”

To my suggestion that he walk over to the studio
with me, he complied without a sign of interest In
the matter one way or another. Once In the studio
he slipped down morosely into a chair by the fire
and lapsed irto silence. We smoked on., the twn of
us, neither yet at the talking point. Occasionally I
shot a glance at him, but never caught hils eyes. It
was hardly believable that this prematurely experi-
enced young man in the slovenly suit of summer gray
—too eadly thin for the autumn—worn-out, unpol-
Ished boots, soiled linen, his face rough with a three
days’ beard and marred with sleeplessness, boredom,
dissipation. was the boy who had once sat on that
high stool by this very fire, warming his naked, un-
spolled, victorious body.

“She chucked me,” said he, abruptly “Said I was
Iazy and wouldn't work.”

“Did you go on the stage?”

“Ub—buh! for a while. Had a little Johnny part,
walking on and off and saying, ‘Here comes the
Duchess, boys!""” A flicker of a smile lighted the
corners of his mouth. “It was too good for me. I
couldn’t stand the excitement of putting on a dress
suit every night and painting my face and running
out garly, sort of holding kands with a bunch of
Lizzie-boys, and then waving my little cane and get-
tinz rid of that ‘Here comes the Duchess, boys!" She
was the Duchess, you know. It made me sore to see
the fish-faced chump who had to make love to her
in the piece. One night I punched the fish-faced
boy's eye because he got too gay with her. And
there was a row and be got me fired. And she said
I was lazy and wouldn't work. After a while the
piece went on the road. T ala't seen her since.”

“Weil. Mac,” said I, sympathetically, after a long
pause, “what are you deoing now?"

“Nothing much. A fellow wanted me to learm to
be a chauffeur. It was a good chance. He had a
garage and rented automobiles. But after I'd learned
the thing burned up. I've been chauffing around a
little since, but I don’t ke it much.”

I reflected for & moment. “I've been married
gince I saw you last, Mac, and "

“Many happy returns of the day,” he put In, with
a touch of his old impudence. “I'm married myself.”

“Well, I don't live in the studio now. We have an
apartment outside. There's a bed here and the rest
of the things you need. You can stay here if you like.
I'd be glad if you'd pose for me, too. I've some work
to do and you are pretty well adaptcd for one of the
fizures. 1 dom't know what you have been doing and
it is none of my business, I suppose. But if I were
you I'd take a brace. You're young and sound. Get
together, Mac. Will you come?

“Will I? You won't see me coming for @Qust.” he
answered. “You've always been white to me. I don't
know why. I'll come and be glad of it. It's a fine
chance. I've been a little on the loose lately, but I
give you my word I'll pull up sharp.”

Unexpectedly, Macnair began in his spare moments
to returm to his earller amusement of modeling in
clay. He was most successful with animals. for
which he had a genuine love. One afternoon we were
holhlnthestudh.!mndmmewortofmy
own, and he putting the finishing touches to a de-
cidedly amusing maguette of a little cur dog be had
picked up in the sireets and adopted. *~It isn't bad,

commented.
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Halloo! How are

He laughed. but made no other reply. At that
moment the bell rang and young Mrs. Granville
came in.

“I've been intending to come all winter,” she ex-
plained in her debonair, enthusinstic volce, cutting
ghort my greetings. *1 really wanted to see your
work, not to come to one of your menagerie teas. So
to-day I happened to be passing and I made the man
stop. I hope you're not going to turn me out.”

“I'm too delighted,” I assured her, following her
about the studio in the flight which she immediately
began.

Young Mrs. Granville is very well known in New
York. She is a patroness of every art. including the
art of society. In the midst of it she asked abruptly,
in a lowered tone, “Who is that handsome creature
over there? A pupil of yours?

“I cannot characterize him in half a dozen words,”
I replied. “I'll tell you about him some day.”

“What’s he doing? May I see?”’

We went over to Macnalr and T presented him to
Mrs. Graoville. “It's too dear.” she sald at once
when she had seen his dog. “Do come some day and
do my darling little lupetto, will you, Mr. Macnair?
She's such a love.”

Macnair's polse was undisturbed. He smiled, and
I suddenly was aware of the fascination that smile
could have for women. *“I'd like to very much,” he
answered readlly.

“How perfectly charming of you. Come to-mor-
row. No, I'm busy then. Come the next day at half
after eleven. Can you?”

“Yes, T think so. Thank you.”

Mrs. Granville chatted good-naturedly with him a
moment longer and then, with a farewell word to
me, went away. Her departure left a flatness in the
atmosphere, as of a fresh breeze suddenly dying out.

“You seem to have made a homerun with Mre.
Granville.”

“She’s a wonder, isn't she? I've heard about her,”?
Mac answered.

n"! gather you are going Into art as a buine-.
ac.”

He winked.

The upshot of the visit of Mrs. Granviile was Mac-
nair's sketch of her dog. He showed It to me silently
when it was finlshed. It was clever and had signs
of life. With a quizsical smile, I nodded, also in
gilence. Nothing more was said about the matter.
Evidently his acquaintance with Mrs. Granville did
not cease with the completfon of the sketch. Her
footman was occasionally at the door with a note
for Mr. Macnair, which I gathered meant luncheon
or I:‘ll:u;w.-r. I did pot question, and Macnailr was
reticent.

A persistent cold that had I1ald hold of my wife
suddenly decided me to take her to the South, and
we set off without delay in the middle of Decem-
ber, leaving Macnair to his pet dogs and the care
of the studio. I had intended to pay a visit to
Mrs. Granville and find out her conception of him,
and also his conception of himself, or at least the
conception that he managed to palm off on her and
her friends. We had been some six weeks In Florida
when a letter came from Macnair. It was of a
length unusual for him. It ran:

DrAs Frienp: By the time you get this letter T shall
be on the briny. In fact I'm going abroad—to Paris—
to study sculpture. It's this way. Mrs. Granville has
got stuck on my stuff and she's got some folks inter-
ested and they are going to give me a thousand a
year between them to study. It's a peach of a chance

“'I's too dear,’ she said at once when she had seem his dog.”

for me, and although I know you don’'t believe I've
got a4 darued artistic thing in me I sort of think I'll
fool you one day and show you that your little friend
Mac isn't so much of 2 fathead as you think. I'm
mighty grateful to you for all your kindness for you
have =stood by me and beiped me out of a rotten hole
this fall. I was pretty much on the bum and I thank
u a lot and shall always consider you my best
friend. When I get there 'l] Jet you know bow things
are going in gay Paree. -

I've fixed the studio all 0. K. and the janitor
the key.

My regards to the missis and regards and thanks
to you. So long and don’t forget

Yours very sincerely, Mac”™

CNAIR
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The Cafe du Dome on the Bounlevard Montparsasse
has nothing In its cuter aspect that is distinctive. In
fact, the Dome is a refuge for young men who seems
to find Paris rather more French in character than
pleages them.

In a half-hearted search for two young cousin®
of mine, I dropped into the Dome late one aftermcom
in early June. The boulevards were ablossom with
life—warm, lazy, amorous life. Every lerrasse wan
full. Oune could not decide whether the day was
as gay as Parig, or Paris as gay as the day. As for
the cousins, I did not find them. I was content enough
to sit with a glass of coffee before me and to stare

umiably at the world.
Presently 1 became aware of a familiar voice in

the rear room devoted to billlards. I smiled, for It
was the volice of Macnalr, a voice I had not heard
for a year and a balf,

“Did you see me take that chance!' he was say-
ing. “Pretty neat, n'est peaf Well that's all for
you! Let's go out and flener around a little.”

Macnair and his companions came out into the
larger room. [ had the brief impression of a com-
placent young man, much stouter than in the other
days, dressed in vivid striped brown, a note of bright
red at his throat. At his beels trotted a French buill-
dog. He was talking loudly, Importantly, diffusing
an air of being tremendously accustomed to the place.
Ar he pushed by my table I looked up and put out
my hand.

“Halloo, Mac.”

“Well, I'll be—what you doing here?’ be exciaimed
with an enthusiasm I could not quite assay as real.

“Say, old man, I've got to go on with my friends.
They're walting. When can [ see you again? To-
night, eh? On the Boul MicA? Let's say Cafe d'Har-
court—or no, I can’t do it to-night. To-morrow after-
noon, here. Can you?! At four? Aw revodr! Mighty
glad to have seen you. To-morrow! Come along,
Bkeets. Great dog that, eh? So-long.”

At my rooms I found a petit blew awaiting me.
After 1 had read it the comedy seemed almost com-
plete. It was from Macnair's wife. "“Will m
come to see me to-night,” It sald, “at my
Grand—about half past eight or nine? 1 have some
thing important I want to ask you. Don’t let me pul
yon out at all, but if youn come it will be a great
favor to your sincere friend, Heleme Beauveoir (Mao
nair).”

Macnair's wife was waiting for me in the corridos
of the hotel when I arrived. i\ 3%

“I have not seen you for a long time,” I sgid, per
functorily. -

“No, not since Mac and me were married,” she said,
frankly. “Lots has ha since then. T've got on.
I've done awfully in my profession. Feldtman
is starring me now, and, well, tmen is Feldtman!
Yen, I've hit it off.”

“To begin with, I'm a fool,” she contioued. “Yea,
1 am. Tbat's why I sent for you. Not that 1 need
advice, or not that I'd take it. My mind is made up
I may as well tell you. I want Mac back, Now
what do you think of that!”

“Frankly, I think he'd be much better off belng o
husband than an artlst—or maybe you could combine

the two.” : "
She laughed. “He was a hosband model once. 1
can't say he ever was a model husband. No, he's &
dear, Mac {s, and he needn’t work at all If he doean't
want to. I don't mind. I want him back. And I'ms
golng to get him. I came all the way to Paris to do
it. I don’t know his address, and if I had I wouldn't.
have written to him. I want to sce him. I want
to have him see mne, rather, in my good clothes and.
—well, then we'll see what happenit
I guess I know Mac. That's why §
nsked you here to-night. I got you:
address from an art dealer {n Amer
fea and 1 just wrote to you, evenm
if you aré married. Now, can you
tcll me how I can msee Mac, sort of
accidentally? Can we do it to

to help her play out
“See here,” sald I at Ia
want to come with me now, just as

where all sorts and condl
students and their girls walk
about in cafes? Alaybe we may find
Mac there. I don’t know. It is just
a chance.”

“I'm game,” she answered prompt-
ly. “Walit til] I get a wrap and we'll
nﬂ

She was back in a moment and
we took a taximetre to the other
side of the river.

When I helped her out we began
our stroll.

“Look, there he s," she whis
pered sharply. “Juet abead of us.
With the two giris.”

She was right. Macnair was just
in front, arm in arm with two
women. They were in the extreme
of hilarity. all three., sauntering
along, Indulging In good-Datuored
Uiague at the expense of every fype
who caught their fancy. Presently
they haited at the crowded ferrosse
of the Cafe d'Harcourt. Half a
dozen or more of their friends shout-
ed out all sorts of diggraceful and
amusing greetings, to which they vi-
vaciously responded ns they sat
down at a little table.

“We'll go there, too,” Macnair's
wife said, calmly. “There's a table
just behind them. Don't Jet him "
see us.”

Suddenly she leaned over and
touched Macnair on the arm. He
turned abruptly and looked straight
into her eyes. The red waved tumultuously over his
face, into his very bair. For a moment be kept his
gaze on her; than his whole fiber seemed to weaken .
and collapse. He did not say a werd. His wife let
her hand rest on his arm. She herself did not speak,
but she smiled, smiled rather wonderfully.

“Helene,” be stammered at last. “You—"

“You little, little fool,” she answered, and ber voice
was more tender than if she had whispéered a love
poem. 8he stood up and put out her bhand. “Come
along, Mac, 1 want you.”

Marnair rose to his feet abruptly. “All right,

And they’
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honey; 1I'm ready if you are” he said.
went away together, with only 2 nod for me.
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