MAN IN HIS TIME
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“If Mademolselle and Malegr will
come this was—thers is a cortadn ta
ble petite among QT An cx-
Pressive clirng  of  Freneh shonl-
e inid neain Alphunso hiad
proven himaelt o man of rare inlul
tlon and tacet Never did he make a
mistake in the placing of guestg, He

wag o senlhmentalist, wag Alphonse,
nnd had a revard for the fitness of
thing e could tell at a glance what
tubile Lo peal anvone who entersd the

teshilonable restanrant where hie was

one of the whiteaproned contingency.

1 AT this oceazion ‘\||-]||l||';u X
collod hlmselt.  Pride in hig art made
iy o it don 1o show these ||a>n||||-

what he could do, for it's
effort, aside

"
clated, 1l

worth an
rom the tip, to be
Lad rejoleed that the
unoeeupled when hao
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ceupeht the fivst glimpre of Margaret
Alden and Kimberloy Alphonse wns
LIt fussy aboul that alcove tnhle,
“IowaeE gomd ol you to come,”™ sald
Kimberly, when they were comfort
ably engeonsod In the prefty nook.

Bt it s the last time,” sald the
civl, It roally must be the last,"” She
Lad a plguant face and her attractive-
1 wWits acceninalad by an unusually
gt gown

Morgoret!  You eannot mean that,
denr Why, the very least we ean do

f2 to continue to moet,*

“Only makes it worse™ ghe sald in
A tone of weary finality ‘We must
botlh marey money That's the situa
tton roiduced to lowoest terms . 151t

Anid
helore nndd
fortnble ne

nwat ? haven't we heen aver it all
iettledd It up nice and com

the only thing to do?" Her

whirling hy

turnonts we e Now and
then she arned her face toward the
"older woman who was gpealking

You must decldoe to take him, Mar-

lend me a million or 8o, could yvou?"

The intrader dropped o silver
baecked brush with a elatter.

“"You've broken my Drosden tray,”
anid Kimberly reproachfully. “How-
( ever, it doesn’t matter, so don’t apol-
celze,

Kimberly was holding the revolver
in his hand and when the burglar

paret. We can keop this house only
n short time loneer—a fow months at
most—then what is to beeome of us
tll? Think of Mildred and Clare, O |
course It doesn't mattor abiout me, ns
I shall only Le here & short time any-
vny.
“Mother! Dan't talk like that,” =ald
the girl sharply., 1 shall accept Mr,
[ Appleton, MHe is coming today for
hi® final answor,
“My dear child! Why didn't yon
tell me hefore?  You have made me
s hppy, dear”™  Mrs, Alillen swopt

| heauty 2

| tike her place In

aeross the room and lofe
ter inoa perfonctory
"“"There is Mr
Margaret coldly
“In his

ol her dangh-
manner,

Appleton now,” sald
Panhard! lIsn't it a
exclihmed Mrs. Alden proud-

LAY
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Mre., Alden watehed her daughter
antomobile with
a gsmilo of trivmph

Ag Margaret dashed along in the
snnEhine hevide the white-haired man,

the  breeze  fluttered her vell and
brought the vivid color to her cheoks.

She bogan to think perhaps a futore
gharod with Appleton might not  be |
without 1ts moments. She sought to
| forget the distasteful pergonality  of
the man a8 zhe Hstencd to him ask-
ing her again to he his wife.

“As you already Know, AMr. Apple-

ton,” she =ald when he paused for her
answer, “1 love ‘\l!lll.l'll”ll.\' vlse, Yon
sty you can overlook this detall, Siit

manner wus cold and a harvd Httle line |

repdneed  the usnal
mont .
“If yon could only be contonted with

the Lttle 1 have,” he sald regretfally,

curve  in her

“And ruln your career at the very
gtart?" she demandod “You'd hate
it as mueh as I would after a time,
All the miserable  Hutle  economies
woulil be insufforable and the every-
dny domands would make your work
degeonorate into pot hollers, O, it is

g0 fmpossihle She leaned her pret:

tv elbows on the tahle and glanced al
i tragically over the pinkshaded
candles

It might nolt be so
argued inon low “We would be
ripping happy A little flat, modest,
Ferhaps, but in the best of taste, and
Lo

very bhad,” he

Voo

Their eyes met, The girl's face
soltened.
“Dear hoy," she said.

“Pegey! You will, won't you, dear?"
Ilis carncstness was compelling,. She
finshedd o dazzling smile across the
little table and Alphonse caught it
just as he was approaching with the
clams,

“1 ecould manage splendidly on a
Hitle,” she admitted,

he so artistie

yery "Une can

Pon't yon just love a living room in
dull green—quite simple. you know,
but harmonions? And for the

Suddenly she stoppoed, and her mood

changod.
"We are going to be very practical
and sengible—and modern,” she said,
“And miserable, you might add.”

His tane bitter.
“I must marry money,” she explalned
briskly,  “There are the girls and

wias

{ 1 shall not ehange my mind.

inexpensively nowadayvs. |

maother, 1 am to play lamb to Mr, Ap- |
preton’s wolf with dutiful meekness.
Cuite liko the old-fashioned novel!*

Kimberly's face turned white,

“You are going to marry me,”" said
the min through stern lips

“You promised not to talk about
¢hig” sald Miss Alden

There was w vielet near her plate
that had fallen from the buneh she
was wonring,  Alphonse pieked it up
thoughtfully, sighed, and put it In his
lau']-.u!

» L] L] - .

Margaret Alden stood at the window
leoking into the avenue where smart

you novd
I-l s, I
conlusion,

ameone o preside over your
need " Bhe stopped in

for the chauffenr had
turned doliberately around in his place
and starod straleht at the girl.
nitlon struggled in her face.

“What do you mean, Alphonge?" de-
manded Appleton, red with anger at
the man's presumption,

“Pardon. 1 thought
gpoke,” said the
sent,

L
Recog

Mademolgelle
man on the driver's

attention to the management of the
Cir.

“l—T—cannot marry you," satd Mar-
garet in a strange volee., "It 18 gquite

impossible, 1
what a

have
misfake it

realized
be, No.

sicddenly
would all

Hke to go home, please.”

“"Rack to Miss Alden’s, Alphonse,”
commanded Appleton, in a perplexed
rapa

- - . - L]

“I's cowardly,”

he  gazed

gald Kimberly, as
meditatively at the eight-

chambered revolver he turned over in |
hig hand,
A slight noise made Kimberly raise

Comfortably ensconsed,
his head and listen intently, The
apariment was quite dark save for the
ghimmer that came from the street.
Arising eautiously, he went to the
door of the adjoining room. A man

After that he gave his undivided |

{ wilil idea you are telling me?”

I would |

| she

vas going through his possessions by |

the aid of a dark lantern. Kimberly
stood for a few seconds watehing the
deft fingers at work. His first sensa-
tion was one of surprise that he had
auything that another man wanted.
“You'll be disappointed.,” he
confldentially., “Now, you

sald

couldn’t

drew one In defense he langhed lightly

amd tossed his on the dressing table,
“Smoke?" he asked pleasantly,
tdrawing out his case and passing it

to the man who stood undecided what
to do, “Now, don't let me interrupt
vour work. I never like to have peo-
ple dropping in when I'm busy, and
perhaps you are like that, That stick
pin on the cushion, by the way, is
better than it looks, Quile an inter-
esting story eonnected with it. Sorry
there isn't time (o tell you about it,
for it's a mizhty good story., 1 think

there  are =some other  interesting
things aver in that little Chinese hox,
The hend unserews.” Kimberly was
pufling his cigar and swinging his feet,
perched on a tall hamper,
There was a cerfain wild elation at be-

g able o enjoy

clothes

ihis encounter with
a burglar, absolutely without fear of
the consequences. A man about to
commit sniclde wonld prefeor to have
it neatly done by a professional: nor
does he fear for his possessions who
is nbout to leave them all behind,

The burglar threw down his weapon
and stood stapldly staring at Kimher-
1Y+

“A thonsand
cld not know these were
wents of the M'stour.”
howed obsequionsly.
recognize me?"

“No," said Kimberly, “1 have never
seen you before, Stjll——"

"Does not M'sieur remember a itle
dinner at the Adelphi with a eharming

M'sleur! |1
the apart-
The intruder
“Perhaps yon

pardons,

nademoiselle?  Ah—he does,  Tres
hien! I will tell to M'sieur soue-
thing. It was intended for me, Al

phonse, to
the M'sleur
selle.”

“Sit down,” sald Kimberly with eag-
er hospitality, “Now, what is this

mnke 2o
and la

happiness ol
belle Mademol-

Alphonse sat down gingerly on the
ciige of a chair.

“M'sieur has pardoned
sion?" demanded the
glar,

“That's all
cordially,

intru-
Lire

the

original
right,” sald Kimberly
"Glad you dropped In. 1s
cise of evolatlon i which
you have come to take the coin of the
realm in a lomp sum instead of hy
bitg, as at the .\'I"I[‘h“l“

your's a

The man smiled appreciatively
“Ouai, M'sieur.”
“You said you had something to

tell me?” said Kimberly seriously, bis
Lbantering tone quite gone,

b this began Alphonse
impreesively., “1 was, after I left the
Adelphi, a chaffeur a very small time,
for a man named Appleton. He bonght
z0 automobile as he thought It might
please ze mademolselle whom he
would marry. 1 recognized her when
she came down ze steps, and I, M'sieur

I remembered, A pity it was for cne
waarry ze oid one.  Par-

Wias way,"

50 Young Lo

dons, but a garean hears mueh he ia
not meant to hear, Monsieur Apnle-
ton asked ze mademoiselle to marry
him. Me, Alphonse would not let her

forget the fine M'sieur who loved bher.
I turned and looked at her hefore she
answered. She  knew meoe. Ah, no |
woman ever forgets Alphonse.” The
man who listened was perfectly white,
aund his eyes were fiercely bright

"Go on, man, go on,” he eried wild-
ly

I: Charles,” he

t  Alphonse shook hilg head and chick-
| Ted soltly as he slipped over the win-
dow slll.
L4 - L L] L 4

Kimberly and the new Mrs, Kimber-
Iy entered the ear in a hallstorm of
rice,

“Ior the lifo of me, I can't igare nut
bow they found
Kimberly,

“Since you enni that fortune
80 unexpectedly, you forget you are
a personagge,” she answered eheerfully.
I hadn't decided to try it on
nothing a year, happened,
think 1 {or your
money,

out about sald

us,"

info

Wi
before it
marrivd
wouldn't you, dear?”

you'd yon

|

“You'll be disappointed,’” he said con
fidentially.

“Fate and her undersindy, Alphonse,
have done a lot for us," said Margaret
“Why! v all that's wonderful
look across the alsle! 1Is it possible,
or i3 this frequent bobbing up of Al

plionse getting on my nerves until |1
see iim whore 1 look?”
“It 15, whispered Margaret exelted-

lyv. "What a coineidence!™

Kimberly strode across
and grasped the man's arm.,

Whon
decd the
his
unbounded
elubaorate

.‘\‘l.]-:!‘
phanse?"

l o 1o

the alsla
Alphonse realized it
two who had first attracted
romantie faney, his delight was
and hiz congratulations

was in-

are doing
they demandod

Vo now, Al

accopl a pozition ag valot

to a M'sieur who has just bhought a
fine place at Bue Bay., But 1 do not
Kkrow what he is called.’ Alphonse

shraugeed his shoulders

Margaret and

began to
laugh and continued to do 20 until the
Frenehman gazed at them in alarm.

Kimberly

“Why, Alplonse, 1 am the man!”
sald Kimberly, shaking with  merri-
i ment, The humor of the sftuation was

lost on Alphonse,

“Then | ask no greater happiness,”
he said solemuly,
pardon me—I'm
you.”

i{iill'll--'lT_\ nodded,

“In all

‘But, if M'sieur will
Charles, now, thank

the rol have

“.\“”

You

deeclared,

|-Eit3 L l].
never

have missed a cue.”
“Thank you for the compliment,”
said Charles, alias Alphonse, as he
| took a gmall whisk breom and began
to | the {rom
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Logical Reasoning.

Some years ago when the Demo-

“Ze potite table
music—ah
told

one

ze palms—ze sofl
remember all. Then
him no. The next day 1he
old gold his new Panhard,” con-
cluded the waiter-chauffeur-burglar

Kimberly eame over to his midnieht
caller and extended his hand.

“Nou don't know what you've done
for me,"” said Kimberly slowly, at last
breaking the sflence, *If there is sny-
thing 1 can do for you- =

“Mercl, M'sieur, You can do mnuch
if you keep my little visit entre noys.”

“Don’t mention it,” said Kimberls
“1 only regret that yvou found business
£0 dull. Belter luck next time'

l“'h!'

| of the del

cratic convention was held in Chicago,

all hotels were crowded: hence the
waiters were somewhat pushed and
could not walt on the EFuests a8
| promptly as the latter desired, One

after waiting an hour
bawled out:
“"Here
fee, and
an hour.”
“Hit's your own fault,
the colored walter; “you
walted for beefsteak, fish,
and almos' everyvthing else, ef you had
only ordered ‘em,
walted for coffee
order nuffin’ c¢lse,

ol 8n,
| ordered only a cup of cof
I've had to walt for nearly
sah,” replied
could ha'

pertatoes

D¢ reason you only
am bekase you didn't
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