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_ many clubs.”

‘iand “'~archly—*'1 saw such a lot-of"

Miss x;rrison'a Heart.

By Epwix Poan.
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When I heard that Tom Frisby
was  marrEed the news came as 3
great shock \to ms. ¥ asked Jack
Gorey, my informant, **Is he married
much?!”

“Oh, frightfuliy!™ sald Goney.

“WWho is the creature?” I inguired, !
after a tenme pause.

And when he replied, “The eldest
Miss Carriz thers,”’ I was more shock- ¢
ed than ever. That Lillan—my bean-
tiful, wild white dove—should con-
sent to become a mere tame domes-
tic fowl-—and for Tom Frisby's sake,
sake, galled my sensibiiities. I re-
mem bered how ¥ had laid the offer-
ing ©of my own unflediged affections
at her feet. and how she had danced
an the elabrorate 2mbroidery of worda
in which | had clothed my passionate
svowal

“Ah, cam nothing induce you to
1isten?” | lxad cried.

“Anothexr man might,” she had an-
swered crzelly.

And another man had, it seemed;
and that oman, Tom Frisby.

Of courme, my love for her was
dead. and exven If 1t had stitl Hogered
on, khia last mortal blow to my ssif-
esieam womld have aain it. I have
neibigg to say againit Tom Frisby.
1 dappen to know that he wears bed-
sacks; but | suppose °‘a man may
have a quarrel to marry when he
will,”’ as Bacon eays quaintly, even
thouzh his circulation be as inde-
cqntky defective as Tom Frisby's.
The thing that grieved me most was

the Gismal pitifuiness of it all
“l ghall go and see¢ them,” 1 told
Ganey.

“They are well worth seeing,” he
nodded, “I71l come with you, if you
Hke "’

And 8p wwe went together.

I fpund@ that Lillag-—no, Mrs.
Frisbyl—w as already by way of be-
cont ng a soclal success. She was de-
vejoping in to that dreadful thing, an
ideal hostexss. She was obtrusively
tactful and offensively managing. It
was sald of her that she had a knack
of bringing the right people together,
which, belmzg interpreted, means that
she strove 20 palr off her guests as if
they had been vases.

Arisby Bimself was boisterously
happy and rosily content and, more-
over, most beautifully tralned to
obey his wkto's lightest word. He In-
vited us iIto his den, a cupboard
over the pantry, to drink inferior
Italien verzpouth, and having got ua
there, he mt once proceeded to pat-
ranlze us. .

“Ah," he sald, "you will ind your
affinkty somxe day."”

“Which of us do you mean?”
asked (Qoney,“with creditable haut-
eur.

“Both of you,”* he smiled.

“If both of us filnd my afnity,”
sald I, “there will be trouble.”

But he was in nowlise disconcerted.
He merely waggled his fat head at
us annd salA@: “We must look out for
a wife for wou.'>

To whichh Goney replted, obviously
plagtarizineg me, of course. “~“We
would rather have one aplece, Fris-
by, 1 we maust marry, and you dqn't
mind.” ,

“l think there are enough giris to
go round,” sald Frisby.

And frorm that moment began the
ynconscionable crusade against our
cloistral bacchelorhood, in which Fris-
by and his wife took a meddlesome
part, and which terminated {n the la-
mentgble contrctemps that it ia the
purpose of this siory to detail. She,
0f course, was the more subtle sin-
ner.

“1 ‘was tn Bond Street the other
4ay”" she mald to e one afternoon,

people.”

“le-opdon.” I remarked, *‘is dread-
fully overpwopulated—especially dur-
ing the seamon.”

“l saw you,” said she.

“T «m fatally comspicuous, I
xnow,"” g3l I; and then | asked her,
‘“What was I doing?” .

Aad | confessed that it was my
fpvorite cecupation.

“You weere not alone,” she went

“I% is & fact that I agﬂer fram
more friends than I have, any real
wee Lor,' [ mighed. '

"If you mre in the.)mbit of speak-
fpc of theens Hke that, ¥ don’t thigk
Jou deserve any at all,’” gaid she.

“I don't,”” said 1. “I have dous no-

Y _any harm.”

There was p little panee. and then
ghe sald g=ptly: “Mr. €raven, doa’t
you Lhink that yours is.a very nuuu
gort o©f life?”

“Tt is umeful to me,” 1 snummred
me kly.

“You waste go much of Jour
i‘ln(!-"

“It migkat be money,” 1 pointed
Qut.

“Perhaps It Is, as well. . .
keep bad hours.”

“But whkich are the bad. hours,
Mrs. Frisby 2"

“Ag it E knew!” she exclafmed.
“You smoke a great deal, too. You
o to muste halls. “Fou belong to 160

. You

“But 1 oaly frequent the others,”
I uwrged in extenuation.

“lT wish 71 couild fmbue you with
some wortkalor ideals,” she sighed.

“Ah, it' 18 too late mow,” I sa!d
ﬂth feeling.

T, she protested; T . . there -
are other women in the world.”

Annd them: Tom Prisby broke in on
us vwvery Emopportunely, and our
pleasant little chat came to an un-
timeky end.
. Wit that ‘night I sat late with Fris-

" suffering from oBe of those minor

. you,” he remarked.
' serious.”

‘ peated.

" broached the subject,” he faltered.

i odious trick you have of talking to

altmenta which seem only to af-|
flict the victims of matrimony.

It was our crucizl! whisky-and-
soda, and we were talking ag man to
man. We had heen telling each other
that we were both rather black-
guards really, but denced fne fel-
lows notwithstanding, and we were
consequently in & fine glow of gelf-
satisfagtion.

*“*One thing I've forgotten to say to
“It really s

**Searlous for whom?*” I asked.

He. paused, and then, dramatical-
‘For her,” he saild.

I dropped the poker into the fend

der with a crash. “For her!*’ 1 re-

“*What are you dirving at?”

v perhaps I ounght not to have

ly,

“You haven't,” sald 1.
“It's not fair teo her,” he jerked
out. "And yet it's al}l due to that

every woman you meet as if she were
the only oae of her sex in the world.”

1 don’t think they find that par-
ticularly odious,” said kK.

“But lookers-on do,”’ said he. “And
it ta a bit rough on 'em, you know,
old chap. Of course we who under-
stand you know {t's only your way,
but giris—innocent, young, unsoph-
fsticated—"

I zose also. “Good =night,” [ sald
abrgptly, offering my hand.

I'll tell you her name, then,” said
he, ‘*“It's little Miss Kerrison—if you
must kpow.”

*"Oh,” sald I, rather disappointed.
] know—the girl who is so awfully
conscious of her profile.'?

“My wife's cousin,” he satd stifly.

“And you mean to say that fooliah
chit is In love with me?®"

“Oh, come! Well, I suppose so.
But cemnfound your complacency,
anyhow!'"™

**Poor thing!"' I murmured. "Poor,
silly thing! Pretty, too! Well, what
would you advise me to do about
| { a0

He shrugged his shoulderﬂ o |
don't presume to advise at ail,” he
repued

**Best way, I suppose, would be to
put her out of her misery at once,’
sald [.

**There nre worse girls thnn Nina
Kerrison,'' he sbid.

**But do you think they would suit
me better?” | asked him

No,” said he. "You are not 8o
bad.”

**You overwhelm me,"” | observed,
“with those touching tokens of your
approval.”’

And then we talked of other mat-
ters. ‘

But somehow I coyld not get thé
image of Nina Kerrigon out of my
mind. It was not a very distinct tm-
mge. for I had never troubled to con-
sider Nina—I already thought of her
as Nina-—very critically. Iseemed to
remember that we had bored one an-
other consumedly whemever we had
been thrown together. Yet now thim
weak, susceptible maid who wor-
shiped me, as 1t appeared, from afar,
passionately, hopelessly, had sudden-
ly become the most Interesting wofn-
an in the world

I had had not the least intention
of going to the Chandiers’ dance the
following evening, hut now [ déter-
mined to go after all, aince Mias Ker-
rison was bound to be there, and it
we~e best to get thls painful busi-
ness over at once.

In the comservatory 1 made out a
dim, rounded form in filmy white,
and came face to face with Nina Ker-
rison. 8he sat thers motlonless, her
hands in her’ lap. as if awaiting her
Yate in the person of mysell.

*All alone?” | aald, lightly.

**1 prefer to be alome,”’ she saild
hastily, and rose as if to go.

But 1 understood what an infinity
of ‘meantng the studied curtness of
her words gould havq fain congeal-
Led,” and ‘1 whispered, ‘'Please. don't:
forsake ie. I—I came here to look.
for you."” .

“Why ?” she asked. A most awk-
ward question!

*““Why?” I repeated slowly, to galn
time. “Oh, because thoge people in
there bore me. And you—you never
do that, Miss Kerrison.**

“Well, it ls.something to.he a har-
bot of crefuge,”” she remsrked.
‘“IThank you. Then, by the way, ia it
really true, this time, that I am to
congrat: iate yon?"

“On my good fortune in finding.
you heze, 40 you mean? Why, ¢er-
tatply,” L.aaid.

“1 did.not mean that.” she weplied.
“I meant that—ithat—well, the:
usu.l cummer s gut concering you."”

“Indead!” I axclaimed. “But. whigh
of .the usual rumors do you sefer
to?’

“%here -is only ono—-lan't--ihere——
that is commonly linked with the
asme of an. sligible young bachelor.
But 4s it tryge?”

“Bellove me,” E.assnred har, “it is
m tme-”

“I am so giad!* ghe breathed soft-
ly. Poar girl! At least—that is—""
She would bhave covered up her indis-
cretion, but, percefving that it was
now too late, she paused abruptly
and lapsed into silence.

“Why are you glad?* I asked. I
Bed not intended to proceed on ox-
attly these lines, but T found It dI1¥4-
cuit to be sufficiently brutal now that
the necessity confronted me.

“0Oh,” she drawled, with a woeful
affectation of indifference, “I think,
as the song says, ‘You are owre
young to marry yet,’ you know."

I admit I was a litlle piqued.
Whed T say that whiat yod haves
heard is not truwe,” I explaluned, *1
meant that, so far, nothing i3 acta-
ally settled, yon understand.””

“There is some one, then?"*

~'"There may be—some day o
pxurmmd

“I womder what your wite will bﬂ

ke,” she went on presenily. “I 'do

1

i3 fhope she will be & nice, helpful sort |
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jonndey May 27--Gospel, St John, xv,

%8, 97— Venerabel Reada.

~-St. Augustine, biah&;x am?;‘
confessor.

Tueadny 29-St. Mary Magdﬁeme nt

Pazai, virgio.

Wedneedsy 30--8t. Felix 1, pope an;t

martyr.

Thursday 31—8t. Angela Meriol, wirgin '
Friday Jons 1-8t. Pamphilas, pnp&

and martyr.

Saturday ©2—-8S. Marcellines & Peter.;

martyrs.

Forty Hours Devotion

The Qevotion of the '*Forty Honr,”

will be held in the churches of the’
dlocese of Rochester as followa: )

May 27 — Tha Blasssd Sacrament

church, Rochester; Nunds; 8t. Aloysins,
Auburn; Clifton Springs; West Bloom—
field; Trumansburg; St "Mary's, Elmim;:
Naplea.

-of girl, and not a mere soclaty dut |
|

terfly—lke me.”

“It she were like you—"" 1 began,:
and stopped. j

“She won’'t be,”.ssid Miss ,Kcnl-‘fg
#on quickly. *3

My henrt ached for her. “One 53
seldom marries the woman one wanis

to,” 1 observed, for 1 was wishtul ta
lpxra her as much as possible, ;

“You kuow,” she explalned, “thaf
the ohiect of our first Tancy is so sel-:
dom the person to make us traly!
bhappy.if we but knew {t.’

1 remembered then that some one:
had told me this was Miss Kerrison's’
third season.

“Firdt love is the only lm " fi

sald Brmly. It ==s no tme for:
mawkish scruples, I had temporited
with my eonsclence too long already.”
She must now be made to realixe the
sad truth in all ita ghastliness, .

“That is not 80," aho mid. “Baelieve.
me, Mr. Craven, when 1 tell you tlmt
you are as yet far‘too young to know | §
what is best for your weélfare.” -

How she fought—as women will-—.
ageinst her'own happineas! k

“Pardon me,” 1 sald, I am not ap |
young as you seem to think. I am-—"

“Never mind the exact date of |
your birth,’ she broke in. “That you
are very young is plain enough, or]
you would not take the matter to
heart so0.”

“Anyway,” sald I, "when my uw
does come along—""

And then I made an abript imd.,
for she had suddenly bsgun-to-iaugh. ]
There could be no doubt mbout it.”
She was laughing—not hysterically,

-either, but with namistakable enjoy=

ment, as at an irresatible jest.

“Mr.* Craven—Mr. Craven!*” she
cried, ‘'Please~pleass don't look so
solemn. Laugh., Do lsugh, too. It's
tho only way you can save your solf~
respect.

“Mr. Craven,' she said at Ipst,
more seriously, I think I'll bs frank
with you. My honest dealing may
concelvably cost me your good opin-
ton, but only for a time. You'il like
me all the better afterward. And [
am sure you have enough common
sense, really, not to think me yn-
womanly or immodest in saying wlat
I am about to say to you now.’”

“Miss Korzison,” [ cried in sore
distress, ‘“‘forbear, reflect, consider.
Don’t speak yet. You may save us
both much pain if you keep silent.”

“Nonsense!*’ she exclaimed sbharp~
1y.

This was an affront. “Go on, then,
1f yoy will,". I said sternly.

“I've an ides,’” she sald, that we
are at cross-purpoies, and that it Js
all the fault of thoso dear, foslish
F'risbys. . Mrs. ¥Frisby has mid

something t0 ¥ou whout-—Well; AboHE-

meo, hasn’t she? Please be straights
forward, Mr. Craven.”

“No, she hqn't i | unuzerod

“Mr. Frisby, then

“Yem.'t .

"“What dit ho say?”

1 turned to ber \jn desperation,
“How I can repest what he .said?”’ [
cried. "Miss Korrison, let me {me
plore you to say no more. Let nie
entreat—"'

" “No,” she~replied. “1 wijl tedl you
what they sald. They told yon Joee
well—had a.pencbant for you.”

“They were wropg!” I mlumed,
still eager to spare her.

“Gf courss thoy -wers,’ 3he res
Joiged. “As wrong as they were when
they tojd me-—well--that .you wers
—adn late-—with my unworthy .mfl.
But—" And she began to° langh
again. This woman, 1 tell you, had !
no senge of humor, or of deeenuy.
either, 1 .should thigk. “But ths
moant Wwell, T sypposs. ‘And there's

the

perhaps. Anyway, they |

aould:have had umwusmmdly Teads 1

to the Wicked Place, does 1t7"

And she snxdled st me inserutably, |
and T think she would have added‘
some pleasant, salving words. But
Just then 3 man poked his head
round the bead curtain and she dart-
ed up and went forward to greet
him. I heprd her call him “Frank,"”
and I -gnessed -then that it Jras for”
him she had been walting 46 fueekly,
all alone. And af Tast 1 undeistond
«] knew-—that I-—~1 had merely pro¢
vided somg comic relief froxs the
tedlum of her vigfl.

Cats Like Perfumes,

A cat characteristic little recop-
nized even by lovers of the sinuous
pes is intense love of perfume. 1

The keenhess of scent so useful to -
pussykins in her huanting avocation
makes her quick to detect and roe- §
ognize the fragrance of natusral. fNpws |
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