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‘A Story of the Bachelor and
the Elusive Overhead Lodger

*

' By Charles Belmont Davis .

(Copyright by The North American Company.)

HE thought has ocourred to me of late, Wilh such
fraquency and with so much insistence, that I
mmmyimmdubqaﬂncmatunuuhn

always lain Jﬂomat somewhere in one of the
oells of my brain. As s child, and later 4s & young man,
1 enjoyed the same moderats eshilaration which all
clty-bred folk seem to fesl for the clean air, thé biue
#ky, the flowered fleids, and the sheltering forests of the
country; but sccording to this theory, of late so cons
‘stantly before me, | can not well but believe that the
original Intention of Fate was that 1 should live my
[ little span of yeurs on a well-watered, well-wooded farm;
that such a mind as had been allotted to me should
 ripen under broad skiss and a blazing sun; that my body
should grow strong in the opem fields; that thé horse
unching his oats In his stall, the fat pink pig in his
Q. the chickens and geese and the turkeys in the farm-
yard, 1 should count among ‘my Intimates. Just as sure
&8 I anr thac 1 should have broadensd In the pure air
and developed on the simple product of the farm, just
80 sure am 4 that under the same benlgn Influences 1:
should have mellowed in soul and body and some of Lthese
days withered awey in the twillgh?, ag it fell over the
flalds and ually /darkenad mto the purple night. But-
things do wnol alwgys happen as they were intendad.
Just am I"ats was about to leave me !n peuce at a nice
old farmhouse, somebody seems to have nudged Fate's
elbow, and | was Ipadvertently dropped into & three-
opm bachelor flat on a #ide street Letween Broadway
and Vifth avenue, although I must confess my imme-
digta neighborhood Is more reddlent of the fonmner
thoroughfare—the moral tong of the littls street iMprov-
ing greaily as it approaches the more aristocratic avenus,

Below me, on the street floor, there is a shop whers
guests from the nearby holels and many ladles of the
slage have Lheir solled gloves and lingerie shirt walsts
cleaned, and just over tlils there is a more orpately

scornted Moor where Madume Quelquechose sells Paris

fs and mantesux to a mowt exclusive carriage trade.
Above me there is one more three-rcom apartment, very
miuch like my own, ocoupled at various times by various
neighbors (names unknown) who glower at me and then
burry on through tha Ill-lit ballways Across the street,
Just opposite, there s the stuge door of a theater much
Elven over tg gomic operas, and in front of this there
is an iren railing enclosing a small yard where the
wurly doorkeeper sits all day and most of the night
playing with a black cat; and hers It {8 that the. chorus
giris linger for a last word with the men friends who
modestly accompany them afoot or mors ostentatiously
whirl them up In dark, silent hansoms or In glistening,
polsy, brass-bound automobiles.

At the Fifth avenue end of the street there is a most
wsiately lovking and somewhat old-fashloned apartment
house; noxt-to this twdo flne examples of the old-time
New York homes still occupled by descendants of the
original Dutch familles who bullt them. Both sides of
our streot are faced with shops much like those under
my own modest home, and above these there are many
hives for men and women bachelors, Of my neighbors
1 know, or the world at large knows, but little—the
blinds are down and the curtains drawn except on sucly
occasions as when a fire-engine clangs by or a parade
with a blaring bund passes along Fifth avenue.

Bo far as I can judge, most of us on this partioular
sida sireet, always excepting those at the two homes of
the aristocrats, lead pretty much the same kind of Iie
—that is, so far as our meals are concernsd. For
breakfast we depend on our “viaiting valets” and col-
ored malds, and for luncheon and dinner we go to the
Hofbravhaus or to the restaurant around the corner on
Broadway. Of course there are many and brilllant ex-
oeptipns to . this regime; . quite frequently at night a
® damae, usually accompanied by a jeune fille, from

! of the two exclusive homes, drives away in the

ooach, and hardly a night passes that a hansom
or a glstening brougham does not dash aroynd the
eorner at our end of the street and stop before one or
another of the dark, foreboding, brownstone fronts. A

L young man, in evening clothes, jumps lightly out, throws

away his cigarette, and disappears In the dark vestibule’
at the top of the brownstone steps; but we all con-
tinue 10 poek out from behind our green holland
Mhades, for we know that the best part is yet to vome.

Umes she keeps us waiting a jong time, but it is
[l 'rﬂh the while, for she ls siways looking gquite
X ¥ In her d!whu;?uu filmy ciothes and a lace ocoat

# blg bat (generally biack), & mass of %old trinkets
at her wamst and a square gold purse sw nging from
her white-gloved hand. As they pass we can See the
low of the girl's dress and the man's broad shirt

nt and the little red light from his clgaretie. 1t is
not difficult for us less fortunale o6nes to lmagine that
We ceh even detect the smiling features of the cillow
outh and hear the low Jaughter of the girl, for we
now. that they are off to the gay world of red lamp-

#s and- Hungurian bands, of vintege wines and the
vcrE) best of French cooking.

f the many lodgers who have oocupled the rooms
over my own I cannot recall any one who was the Im-
mtru gause of hansomk or highly burnished broug-

blotking our thorpughfare, Of the personality of

hese various lodgers, | have, as a rule, beén wholly
rant. At Intervals | have met tham on the AtRIrWHY;
once there was a little ¢hild who played abeut vne Ligll-
Ways in a lonely sort of way and with whom [ ex-
changed .reatuh;é] but for the most part my acquaint-

e has exten no further than a passing glance at

new and unkpnown name over the letter-box next to

own, and the occasional sound of anonymous footi-

s overhead.

I was a liittle surprised—not a little annoyed, too—
one afternoon, 10 have my nap interrupted by a sharp
rapping at my bedroom door. Although rather Inade-
umtely clad, I opened the door and saw & messenger

sfanding in the dimly 1t hallway., With one hamd
he offered me a telegram and with the other the boo
which he wished mv to sign. The llght was bad, an
my eyes were still heavy with sleep, and, at the first

lance, I falled to see my name on the solled page at
hich tha record was opened.

“Blgn it yourself,” 1 sald in a most -peevieh manner,
f..l'l talking the telegram from him, | slammed the door

face,

11 calling down curses on the correspondent who

80 thoughtlessly interrupted my nap, | switched en
e light and glanced at the writing on the envelope.
@ name was that of a woman, and one which | had
paver met with before. 1 hurriediy opened the door and
called down the stairway; but the messenger had dis-
appeared.

As the name on the telegram was not that of either
of the occupuants of the two nlwgn below me, | ot once
‘TeRched the jogical eonciusion that it must be that of
my rnknuwu neighbor overhead. Without more ailg, 1
#ot into my bathroom slippers, pulied on a long over-
o?ot. and started up the stairs leading to the apartment
aboye.

In answer to my knock the door was opened a
49;;‘:‘ girl, and, In the subdued light of tth:uom t:)};.ck

f her, it scemed to me the brilllancy of her beauty
w quite spactacular and almost too wonderful to be
of this workaday world. In any case, 1 know thal the
drowsiness from whioh I had been suffering left me as
suddenly and as completely as If 1 had been thrust Inte
& cold plunge.
+ The girl's costume Is not easy for me to describé,
but, apparently, it consisted Qf yards of himy lace, with
meany blde hows sewn on it, and endless narrow blue
ribbons running through it. On the whole, mo far as
:T_.Iannllty went, with the exceptlion of the bare arms and
throat, she was fairly well concealed. Barring the strip
of bare ankies, showing between the bhottom of my over-
coat and my bath slippers, I might safely make the same
claim for my own appearance. The girl was quite with-
out embarrassment, and for a moment stood al the door
‘#miling at my E\Tnful]?n:’._ " ta o

“Won't you come in?" she sald at last, and I fo}-
low«r her on to the center of the room. d ¢

My nelghbor was undoubtedly an artist, and | had
evidently stimbled into her workshop. Through a dim
orange llght 1 noted that the tinted walls were par-
tially draped with rlaeu of upeﬂlrr. ornately embroid-
e copes and stoles from the Italian churches of the
sarly part of the last century were thrown over the

3 of some splendid pleces of old furniture, and
half-Anished sketches

I mus

man and unframed portraita
; about on easels and lrlill.ll the walls of the room
An great confusion.

i

canfiess that the condition
room did not speak well for my neighbor In her

capacity | of housekeeper, The picfures, the draperfes,

«the furniture—even the floor—were covered with a thick

er “of dust.- which apparently had been allowed to

and was In the most extraor-
baauty
‘of the girl and the glistening freshpneps of her volumi-

nous lace petticoats,
"1 am wvery sorry to disturb you," ] said, bhm 1 have
meé by mistake.

.?'onlbt you & telegram, which was |
ou must pardon my dress, or rather the lack of it, but
the enger Inggmpt-ﬂ my forty-winks."”

~winks?" she repeated, and shrugged her pratiy
ulders. ““That's what it used to bs & long time age,
t pow it is falrly an orgy of sleep. You can not

Ny My unknown neighbe

-_IJ':

eny that, when you were young, an alarm clock suf-
. but today It is nepessary for your man to wake
{me for your dinmer hour.”

wigtful wmile, ds If vhe were quite oyt of humor
my bachelor ways: zighed, érossed the room to
e a hizh lamp stood. locked at the address on the

lelepram, »nd then carsfully tore off the end;of the
‘el g1 = ".- :‘l' ot r - .:: - ‘;»_ - A e »
R TAE L S e

r looked at me with a curious -

man-lo

her small, piquant face, with its deep. warm coloring,
half turped toward me; the soft golden light fell full
on & great mass of wavy bronze halr, the weil-rounded
throat, and the wonderfully pfk-and-white arms. I
could mot help wondering if I should ever see them
pgain. In all ways she was the embodiment of youth
gnd health eand condition, and yet the very brilliamey
of her beauty seemed to surround her with a -certain
glow which set her apart from the ordinary human, and
} wae immansely \mpressed, tod, by the fatt, both at the
time amd afterward, that when she walked the soles of
her tiny Turkish slippers left no mark on the dusty fioer,

When the girl had finlshed reading the telegram, she
put it back into its envelope and heid it toward me.

“Phis is not for me,"” she gaid,

*Then why did you rvead It7” 1 gasped, out of pure
sUrprise. ;

“Because ] wanted to know what was in it.”

“Do you copsider it youf right to know everything
that is In every telegram or letter?’ I asked. "I should
think your curlosity might lead you into considerable
trouble.”

She smiled at me pleasantly enough, but it was the
kind of smile that @ mother might vouchsafe her way-
ward ehild

“My interest,” she sald, “extends
ne father than Our Street. That is
my province.” s

“If that is your province, then,"
I said, “whera may I find the lady
to whom this is addressed?"

“Bhe is a vendeuss in thes hat-
shop of Madame Quelquechoss, on
the seoffond floor.” .

I bowed my thanks, and as there
saemed no further excuse for me to
remaaln, I started toward the door,
when | conceived what at the time 1
considered a splendid idea and &
subtle plece of detective work.

“Will you not write ‘opened by
mistake’ on this?” I asked? “and sigh
Yyour name?"

Again she looked at me with the
same sweaet, superior smile, and, with

a knowing look in her blg eyes,
slowly shook her head.
"I am sorry,” she sald. "“"You

know you were really very kind te

bring me the telegram. Goodby.””
"Goodby,” 1 repeated, ‘“seems
hardly mneighborly. Might it not

ruther be au revoir?”

“No,”” she cald, smiling, “I fear it
might not. Neighbors are, after all,
but a guestion of geography, and the
result of a certaln sameness of In-
come. An enforced meeting over a
stray telegram can hardly be said
to constitute an introduction.”

For the first time the tone of In-
difference, the almost severity of her
language, brought to me a painful
consciousness of my bare ankles and
my otherwise ewhat iInformal
gurb, and 1 cly y started to back
toward the door. '

“Oh, very well,” I sald, assum-
Ing. & manner as flippant as I could
well master under the gircumstances,
“if you prefer it that way—our happy
meeting will be just as If it never
was."' ’

Bhe slightly inclined her pretty
head, “‘Just as if it never was." she
repeated.

When 1 reached ths door 1
bowed low, trying my best to be gra-
cious, and, at the same time, to con-
cenl my bare ankles. “I can only
trust, then,”” [ added mas a parting
word, “"that fate will be so kind as to
once more throw us together in our
very narrow hallway.”

1 was well on my way down the
stalrwey when [ felt conscious of the
girl having followed me to her door-
way. As I turned she leaned over the
banister and whispered: “And you needn't look for my
:}wb;’nﬂth- letter-box in the hall; it isn't there, really.

I returned to my room, where [ found my breakfast
walting for me, but for the rolls that had etood tha

teat of fifteen years I had no appetite; and the t’-rtr-ﬂ\
tco struck me as unusuglly sour, 1 read my morning
paper, and, although I learned on the very firsi page
that one pear friend had been thrown from his automo-
bile and another had had his head cracked open &t polo,
1 could not switeh my thoughts from the young woman
overhead Here was beauty and health and condition
enougn to make the front page of any newspaper seam
dnll enough, and 1 confess that her indifference, which

might have been construed by the more fastidious as
crass rudeness, annoyed me a good deal. Hefors m
cigar was hal(-finished, [ threw aside the papers .

hurriedly finishing my dressing, went down to the ves-
fibule on the lower floor. Bhe was quite right; the lttle
brass letier-pox next my own bore the name of & ma
and, judging from the fact that it was stuffed full of
advertisements of uew cheap restaurants and ‘homas”
Inundres, It had evidently not been used for a long
time. As soon as |l remched my office 1 called up the
a,=nt from whom I rented my apartment, ~_The agent
was a pergonal friend—by disposition, a cotillon leader,
hut by Mmneritanrg the ownér and agent of many houses,
of which mine was ong,

“Pardon me, Grayson,” 1 said,. as soon as I could get
him to the telephone, **‘but 1 believe I have been a pretty
good tenant, have pald my rent the first day of every
month, and never complained about my neighbors."”

“You are in all things,” Grayeson drawiled, *the per-
fect tenant.”™

“Good!" gnid 1. “Now, after fifteen years, 1 am going
to ask you a favor.” !

“Is it a piumber or the man with the white enamel
palnt? 1t'e always one or the other with you tenants’*’

“Neither,” said I, “but 1 want to.know all you know
#bout the beautiful young person that lives In the apart-
ment over mine?"

“Nothing at all, personally,” sald Grayson; "but I'll
gak somebody in the office here.” .,

There wygs a few moments' delay, broken by the
rumblings ol an indistinguishable conversation through
the telephene, and then Grayson begun again;

“That apartment was rented to an artist chap named
Hofimeyer for six months on an unexpired lease. He

sald that, me lle was away from town sometlmes for
qulte & long while, painting portraits, he would pay in
advance, which he did, That's ull 1 know.”

“Dg you suppose the beautiful person is Mrs. Hoff-
on.

mever?’ | ashed, , . )

“How a&nhould I know?"' sald Gra *“Why don't
you run upstairs and ask her yourself?’

“Are you awaye,” I continued, somewhat aggrieved at
cirayson's ignorahce apd indifference, *“that the platform
of the fire-escape on that top floor extends to the build-
ings on either side, and, if the rear windows should be
left un'atched, any one could enter the back room of the
apartment either from the fire-escape or even the roof?

“fo von wine liva there,” said Crayson, with a most
aggravating nasal inflection. *I have no doubt that those
are most (lluminating and ulrrln¥ facts, but to a com-
muter from Irvington, llke myself, believe me, they are
wholly without interest. I knew or care nothing about
rour beauliful neighbor. However, in a gener waY,
; would take a commuter’s advice—'Stop, look, Hsten!" '

I have said that 1 did not know my neighbors., which
is quite true, but 1 dld know somethinF about one of
them, who happened to live almost directly opposite me.
Bhe was employed as a stenographer downtown during
the day and eked out a rather miserable existence by
making . necktiss Tar a very limited trade at might. I
watched for her the next.afternoen until I saw her
enter the house opposite, and a few minutes later open
one of the windows of her apartment. | huyrriad. over
and was at once admitted to her little sitting-room,
which looked out ovar the street. 1 told her the psten-
¥ible object of my visit and the name of the client who

had recommended her.

With a show of much pleasure she brought oyt a
reat variety of silk stuffs from which the ties were to
¢ made. Pleading a laek of light with which to see
the colors, 1 carried the silk to the window. hen,
casually. 1 looked at the windows of the a over
my own, end saw that they were not on closed and

the shades down, but apparently the window-sills and
the windows th ves were gEray with dirt and dust

“I Yve directly o?poaue." I #ald, *in Neo. 14. Appar-
ently neighbor in the apartment over my own Is
AWRY, ne must gross the sireet to reaily what
i= going on in one's own i?uu .

‘T never thought of thal,” sald Mise Dawson, “but I
belleve 1 do know more about neighbors across the
streef than of my own fellow M,tbtra. You must be
aulu alone at night pow Jn o8 ullding— win-

ows have nol been open r a long time?"

‘““You are sure!™ 1 asked.

rtmean

¢ ** she said, “I am uit-mboetuusder-

ng

sit there

- neighbor would have pass

noon smoking 4 pipe just about this time. i quite
miss him." 3

1 don't think 1 ever zaw him,” I sald.
wife, 1 belleve.” :

The girl shook her head. “Perbaps—but 1 never saw
her. I rather imagined he was &ione. A colored girl
used to clean up and cook for him. I think.”

I choss the silk for several ties, and, having given
my order, bia Miss Dawson good night. It was quite evi-
dent that I could learn but little of the beautiful lady
overhead from my neighbors across the street, and it
Was equally apparent that, for epe reason or another,
she chomeé‘to confine her gperations to the pear of the
apartrent, For the next few days mny ears were forever
listening for a nolse of gny kind from oyerhead, but I
coul hear mothing. The girl neither seemed to come
nor go, at lesst by the stafrcase, her letter-box re-
mained stuffed with eirculars, and the window-sills of
her front windows begrimed In dust. If ghe left or
entered the house, at least while 1 was in it, then I
was convinced that she did so by way of the fire-sscape
In the rear.

The days and nights passed on, and I heard or saw
nothing of her, and I admit that I became restliess,

“He had a

and bowed .with much condescension at her reflection”

peevish with my friends, and very ill at ecase. Thera
were times when 2 glance :.dnd B few words from a pretty
almost unnoticed, and have
been at once overwhelmed in e swirl of mfuar things.
But there was notsgo much a swirl to my life these
Aaye—it was much more orderly and more carefully regu-
lated in every way, and not neariy so full of ineldent or
adventure. I now préferred a quiet dinner at my clnb
to the noise and gayely of the restaurant; and whereas
I had formerly Deen a most persistent 1htaur¢nar. mt
present 1 found it difficult to «it through any‘fllr'. how-
ever worthy. Formal calls and parties I had glven up
entirely, and the women 1 had, grown up with and knew
really well, 1 found just a little old mand a little tgo
devoted to home interests and thelr daughiers’ social
succeases. Or course, 48 the mothers were a llttle too
old, the daughters themselves were just a little too young;
s0 there 1 was, a human ndulum swinging petween the
two generations—and thé pendulum wewinging a little
more slowly every year,
It was, perhaps., a week after my interview with my
1 had returned from a

neighbor when | saw her again.
supper party after the glls. and, although It was late,
1 pick up a book and, dropping into an easy chalr,
pre[.:zred for an heur's quiet rmdln{; before going to be
Ih blrc{& become really Interested when I heard the
daor of ¢t apartmefit overhead eclose, and, a few
moments later, & credk from the shaky banisters told
me et some one was coming downstairs, As noiselessly
as ssible | stole across my sitting-room, and, puilin
aslde the #llk curiain a very litile, Pelpcd out rou
the glass In the deor leading to the hall, and saw the
eyl cauntiously ngloelng Ler way down the stairs. Bhe
was. apparently dressed very much as had seen her
before, but her velumlnous and beribboned petticoata
were partally concealed by a wonderful pink afair of
lace and diaphanous gilk—a mest extraordinary garment,
L thought, for a young woman to choose for strest wear
&t 1 o'clock In the morning. Bhe wore no hat, nor head-
covering of any kind, but !m bronge-colgred hair had
apparently been arranged with the Hrutut possible care.
Even in the dim light of the hall she appeared most
lovely, and from my hiding-place I watched 'gol‘ until she
disappeared down the staircasd leading to the shops and
the street. The front door is @ heavy one, with a' stiff
lock, and it is impossible to open and shut It withou
making a considerable noise. ] stood in the center o
my room, walting for some moments, but, heari no
nolse of any kind, I opened my door and weaiked down
the hallway to the head of the stairs. They were guite
deserted, but a shafd of strong white [ight fell across
the haliway from the open door of the shop of Madam
Quelguechose. 1 .cautiously stole down e steps
gently knocked on the door-frame.

“Come {n,” sald the voice of my nelghbor from the
far end of the shop. It was a long, nasrow room, the
walls covered with.pink brocade, and at regular dis-
tances there were white-and-gold showcases,
mirrored doors; the floor was earpeted in dark green,

. and standing abont in carefully arraved confusion were

i number of gilded, spindle-legged chairs and many tai
dallcately stemmed stands, topped b{‘ gorgeously flower
and beribboned, ‘hatsy The girl had air y opened
several of the showcdses, and 1 saw bewildering rows
of lace coats and cloth wraps of many delicate shades.
My neighbor was standing before ¢ mirror; a heavy lace
coat fell from her shoulders, and ghe was eful]
placing on her well-poised head a breoad, black hat wit
a great bow of dark green velvet on the side. 3

“Do you llke 1t?7” she asked, softly patting the bronze
curls over her forehead.

“Beautiful!” sald 1, "““How did you t in?

“it's very simple. When Madame Quelquechose stays
late at night, she leaves the key under the dm:»r-r.-mt,t 89
that the boy can open the shop in the morning. It is
perfectly safe except from you and me. I stumbled over
the Kkey quits by accident.”

I carefully removed several! marveiously plumed hats

sat do‘:n.

-

from one of the spindle-legged . chairs an
“Do you come here often” of nights?” 1 asked.
The girl surveyed herself eoritically in the ﬁ,‘““ and
pushed the hat forward over her foreh and the bronze
curls. “Quite often,” she said. '‘It's rather an amusing
gtame. You see 1 flay I'm different people on Our
reet."”
“qﬂplendid!“ I sald. '“Who do you think yom are

Nnow .
She glaunced in the mirror at the reflaction of the
dash brilljant color, and then

t ith its
52'::"‘.‘%'11.‘: iooul‘ v hapnging coat, resching aimost
to !stg‘gtut-uuhu Ppers.

e oSl ot i | T owr ahe repeated. Now

her

persan you would introduee to your methér—although,

g:'hu vou might to your sister. Respectable, maybe,
tiu; er lg. 1 am a “l;le'];?ﬂtll-lhdi E u-!!:; nnitt;;;
T B yve plone: and, en & girl does that w :

s ety To Harlem, ‘the nélghbors qﬁl ik Add them’
cons ne with men alnne«-lha"ﬁﬂ

and shook her pretty at n-s but smile

played about red lips seemed just a trifie

— b

with long-

and rather worldly—"but yoy can't blame me, can you?
Ever since father lost his fortune in a wheat deal. the
flat uptiown 13 so terribly dull-and 1 do like & moo0Q
dinner after sitting about all day really deing nothing.
And then it lsn'y as If I didn't call on my people every
few days and spend a month during the summer with
them—is it?" Bhe sighed at her own #iial devetien

“Do you suppose the peopls on Our Btrest,’” I ssked,
“know just wifen you are wiarting out to visit your folks
and just when you are off to a matines?" .

“I wonder,"” ghe said, with & slight contrastion of her
delicate eyebrows, I wonder. But I do so love these
occasional dips Into Bohemis"

"The thresds which draw you back to the shores of

_¢omparative respeetability ‘after these dips,” 1 suggested,

“are, In reality, but slight. Be careful they don't snap
some day, and leave you floundering about amd calling
for help ' ‘

Thopl'iﬂ smiled most cheerfilly. ‘1 could get help
all right in Bohemia. R's belng leff to flounder on the
whores of the dead sea of respsombility that I fear
Mnhvnwmm'otthmmmmr_Mo
on the bot sands."

“Well enough for the present,” I sald, "but how
about the futura? Now Yyou have
health and beauty and the capacity
of youth for pleasure, but that won't
last always. Somas day the shadows

and it has
contented and eynieal. You forget
the day you oame 1o Our Btreet’ 1
wager you yeu had no thought of
crow's-fest and wrinkles then. I
doubt if you knew & natural com-
plsxien from rouge, or even enamel,
in those days.”

“Quite right, my dear,” I sald—
and the fact that I said “my dear”
was admigsion enough that her sup-
positions wera perfectly correct—"1
came here twenty years ago, and
every woman was beautiful then,
and every complexion was the work
of God. But now!'—1 threw up my
hands in mock horror.

Bhe turned and looked down on
me, wide-eyed, and slowly shook her
head. "Twenty years on a side street
in New York!” she sald. “What a
life—what a life! You are, of courss,
the oldest inhabitant, and your con-
stitution must be a marvelous affair
to have kept you going all that time.
You shéuld have crawled off to die
in your native town long before this.
A refuge for reclaimed women or an
inebjiates’ home should have had
your name carved over its door years
ago. Just think eof your spending
your own money for twenty years—
it's shocking! Don't you really feel
like dying? I should think your aches

. and pains would be quite unbear-
able."”

I slowly stuck my legs out be-
fore me and stretched my arms above
my head. *“You see,”” 1 said, “I am
still gquite strong. I admit that [ am
somewhat more temperate in  my
habits, and now that you mentien the
fact that I am awfully old, [ don't
mind confessing that I have been

thlnktlrny; e great deal of late of moving to 2 home in the
eountry.”

The girl turned ¥ from the mirror to which
she had returned and down at mm if to sat-
isfy herself that 1| was quite serious. that I
wis, shé broke into such loud and merry of ter
that the broa.dl : hat wnb:%%n:.ar head until it was neces-
sary to hold it on wit t nds.

“You '—she sald, with real tears of laughter giisten-
Ing In her eyes—"a couptry squire. You would die of
eunul in & weex!"’ ;

1 admit that her lpughter annoyed me, although I
confess her youthfui uty more than made up- for
this, for it ssemed to ate the more brilllantly every

new moment 1 was .
“You ?on‘l uM" I s=said with oconsiderable

grperity, “You're only a child and can't ate the
eauties of nature—the of. the middle-aged for
the blossoming flower of the flelds and the ldve we feel
for the :had?a in & erystal stream.”

Bhe ceased her lau and sat down on a chair
facl my own' and interlgced her long " pink fingers
behind the back

% ﬁ.h::‘Fn hea.t}. “l:l)ontt losg your
sense O mor,"’ ~''blossoming plants and crya«
tal streams, fiddlesticks OP "

the beauties of nature, I eoul

course | can appreciats
and never come back., I ::au
and dream awdy my Ilr er
or

leave all. this tomorrow
the birds and (nsects friends, but I _am ,young
and still sensitive to beautifd]l things; my pulse ig fresh
“ strong and my lungs are yet free from the tainted
air of your great city. Bhould you, for instance, draw
would probanly eoilsest emtirgly.  And i you: didat
wo ro ¥y entirely.
3 o back to this—and—and—

E

live on milk and honey
an apple tree, with only

you would Ope your Wway ]
rejuvenate. gy dear, ,ood old man—"

“1 am just turned forty,” 1 imterrupted.

“My desr, geod old man, she continued, “you may
dream of blossoming plants and crystal streams, but
the polson of -town in your veins. A man who
nas driven a r ear over olled row.r returns
to & top buggy. T overhead, € me, will

1 sald, “and with your lungs and
your heart, no deubt, still se pure, why do you not go
at m::! to your apple tree and your birds and your
secth?”

m""Wl:y?" .Iho ut;d ttll. “
ti ne. am_ jus I,no‘i
=troctl.n and 1 confess that 1t
able enough. I am like one of
will, fluttering in & ec¢ircle about th
well, but the circle is yet a larr nn1,
stil} ini"it. and 1 can fiy my should

the power to go is
wzs.:lg d o ‘Ot:r
and comfort-

mg insect friends if you
t e flame you love so
my wings are
so will it. Be-
i~ Ry
coat,

ad case, t d & white
simplicity, and drew it closely

sides, the wom Btreet do
coats.”'—8he put the broad hat an
and going over to the rror
cloth cape, exquisite in its
about her slim ’

“And pow? asked.

“Now I ain the Jeune Fllle at the end of the street”
—at the moment it sesem to me thuat her ex-

presgion had sof ma Ily, and there was a timid,
almost shy, laok the big eyes—"Poor, if il
1» continued, 'and lett benh  aadtn

_ : ashamed of my
ut still proud of my name. ¥y chances are dimmed,
of courme, by the ters of the trust kings from the
iddle w but ave still a few relatives who live
about Was n uare and a féw soattered along the
right side of the par 'l‘he{ give me teas when 1 come
out and me to their large dences In winter and
their country places in the summer. And I am always
carefully chaperoned.” ¥
‘And you get money
gested, “and your rich relatives speak
as if It was inherited tuberculosis.™
The girl sighed., but went back
;rilh & smile of pleasure
ace peeping out
the. white. cloth mantle.
“It's an awful st
ding her head at the !lea
in E:o ways of the worl
wit

of your poverty

Lol ROt ahexpain: uﬁ:;r"'-“d
i t

om the high bn&‘d Jfﬂ‘gr
I know,” she nod-
N ey Ay
and yo.tnjo&ook on &t It all
innocent, meaning eves, en, dear mother
i wo difficult. RBhe msnt understand why maoney should
rank above beauty and pure worth, and why the price
of egma l:d':ultg'h.n‘w while tth.l morals ¢ tb:uraunl
ltll::{yg%md" f, whose u:#gu have :?‘?Nd::lu p.'n'ﬂ:':
o wen ears, and whose wild = v baen
rnered long ago and forgotten under the dust of the

WOy me utmu 1 ing | b
5 ve, ., turning just far

enough to pee myself in: the nﬂw of & nelxhboﬂ{

showcase. “And yof my halr Is not even gray.

admit that 1 have racsnﬂy regarded marrizge as a

ed

remote ty., but— ¥ ;- 3

sou have your

& few

presents at Christmas?" I sug-

in five minutes af the same hour every morning. of the
year. You should apply 1o the nearcst hospital for a
trained nurse, not st one of our oldest homes for a
child.wife.” .

“You're ry discouraging.” 1 said. '“You forget
that a bachelor's pasasion for a qulet married life is
dearer to him than anythips, except his love of fresdom.
Can’'t you play you are somebody else?’

“Surely,” the girl apswered, in a most Alppant man-
ner. Bhe threw the chaste white cape over the nearost
ohalr, and, returning to the showcase, look down &
most bewildering affair, which, with a proper spirit of
awe, I draped about her whiie gheulders. [t a
wrap of great intrinsic worth and of superlative be uty,
all of gold-gpangled nct, over rose-golored echiffon, with
very large. ruffied sleeves and an Immense fichu of
vhiffon and lace. From one of the stands she took a
broad felt hat with a heavy binding and drooping
plumes, ‘all of the most exqulsite shade of, domingo
pink, and, going back to the mirror, placed It with
much ecare over (he mpss of bronse curls. With her
hands on her hips, she turned and twisted before the
pler-glass, untll she was, to all appearances, guite satis-
fled that the girl and hat and wrap were a combination
of mature and artifice at ts very best. With & broad
sweep of the mantle, a rlot of gorgeous color bgwilder-
ing In its very audacity, shg took a few wsteps toward
the chalr to which I had returned, and courtssied low
before me. There was po further any att te con-
céal the knowledge in her soul. It shome brazenly now
through the big meaping eyes, and about the arched
lips there was the suggestion of a most knowing smile.

“"Charming,” 1 sald, “quita charming!” and I drew
my cost over my broad wshirt-bosom as if hey very
presence ohilled mae. “But what a wicked, ecrue! Httle
smil, Whom does it belong to?"

“My idea,” she said, looking at herself In the mirror
with the most frank smile of adulation over her own
beauty, “was to be fascinating rather than ecruel. It
pleases me to think that I am the Bhow Girl who hag
sublet the apartment from the gizl in No. 37, the one
who has gone on the road with ‘The Maid and the
Mandarin.' " .

“A show girlL” I mused aloud. “Personally, I do
not like the type. 1 bave often seen you trall the
balayeuse of your silken wkirts acroes the pavement on
your way to and from your electric cab, but so far
you have been & stranger to me, I have evem bsen
urged to attend your supper parties, and eagh time I
have refused. 8o you see, my young friend, there is
ene crime on the calendar of QOur Street of which I am
sull innocent.”

“Stlll innocent!" she laughed at me, and I hated
her, .for her laughter seemed po very hard and had a
metallic ring. *Btll inpnocent! Quite right. I am &
bird of plumage, whose brilllancy dazsles only the un-
trained eye of the very yourng or the fading sight of the
very old, Boggy, middie-aged respectability knows me
for what I am, &8 mummy dressed by Paquin. Escaped
ma in your youth perhaps you have, but, after all, that
is long since, and 1 am & product of the present scantury.
But, I wager you, the swish of these sliken skirts will
yet be mualc to your faded hearing, and somas dary,
belleve me, you will be a willilng and an honored gEuest
at my supper table’ -

“As well say,” 1 protesied, “‘that 1 will ask the very
pretty vendeuse who Is forever leaning agdinst the
door-frame of No. 42 to dine at Sherry's, or that I will
put up &t my club the haberdasher's clerk scross the
way."

“"Pardon me,” saild the girl] haughtily, tilting her
dimpled chin In the most charming fashiop, and as If
my last remark had given serious .offense. “You are
quite wrong to mix the social and commenrcial life of
Our Btreet, The Vendeuse and the HMHaberdasher's
Clerk, however worthy, have Dot even the status of the
Extra Girl and the Chorus Man who use the siage-
door opposite; or ofl Carle the bootblack, who knows
the inside story of every pair of shoes on the blotk; or
even of the Telephone (3irl at the corner drugstore, who
can ripg any of us up without Jooking In the book.
Belleve me, the persons you mentioned have no stand-
ing whatever—and heaven forbld that they should have
any effect on our life. They are bul transients, at
best, and bave no more Intercourse with the people of
Our Btreet than they do with the casual shoppers from
Broadway or Fifth avenue.”

“I like that,” I sald. *“Do you consider yourself one
of us just because you have subleased an apartment for
months?” In some nuok or corner of the shop
my beautiful neighbor had discovered & curtain-rod

ted white, and, using it as a swfl, such as the

affected at the time of the empire, she proceeded
to parade slowly up and down im tront of the row of
mirrors, and smile and bow with much condescension
At her refiections, just s If she *{t’l greeting her lady
friends in some royal gardens. he really seemed 1o
have forgotten me entrely, and I found It necessary 1o
repeat my remark.

o use you have rented gn apartment In the
neighborhood,” 1 sald, *‘during the short run Im New
York of the company of whioh you are a member, does
that make you one of us?’ -

she mald slowly, stalking

“It makes no difference,”
with a manner up and down before the mirrors,
“whether or another show girl ocgcuples the room.
The character of the tenants nevier varies on Our Btreet.
The girl who sublet her apartments to me used the
same sachet powder In the bureau drawers as [ do,
and the same viciet ammonja tablets for her bath—the
scent was unmistakable In both cases. BShould your
gh.ott dare the natural hasards of Our Btreet and return
ere after your demise, it would find another bachelor
ensconced and very muoch llke yourself. There would

a different brand of Scotch on the gideboard, per-

, and & new face on the bureau-top, surely, but
the eral effect ‘uuld be quite the same.”
‘ *“You are terribly cynical for one so young,” I seldi

“Do you even consider yourself a fair example of your
tvpe? Do you really ?l' one moment think yourself
typical of a kind of neighbor with whom [ must, one
day be nelghborly? Even ¥ flowered flelds and run-
ning brooks are not fer me, surely do not tell me that
ane day 1 must kneel to yYpu and yovur cape of gold.
Because 1 have luteg sherry in my youth, must I turn
to brandy in my old age? If, from mere exhaustjon.
one drops out of the rush of a great city, ls It necessary
to look on such Y 88 yours before | can return

t tion?'’

bl ENSPRE 18 2w 40 o i, s fevris
er t, ET er s n t
hands ?gkod ste tly Into the gluss, as f§ she

were posing for a porirait
in anewer to my questlon,

m:;*ﬂtholn::aalntho 1 eraleit ol 1%
“I am of my_ class, an am pical o o
- cfty. 1 am for show, nruf 1 5!11. with

one who considers it most worth his whilp to pay
or my presence—the pleasure of dining opposite so
much beauty and such fine clothes. It is only a gques-
tion of time when most of you come to paying for your
pleasures—you love your restaurants better than your
owh dining rooms and your theaters betler than your
libraries. Belleve me, yours ls the eity of boughten
happiness. You ask me If I am Eple&l of my c}n'n. I
am no more typical of my class than you are of yours
B more typic than Cario the hootblack, orf the
Glrn? Who Makes Bilk Ties for exjra monﬁ' with which
to buy theater tickets, or the Jeune le who Is
stranded at the end the bl?c . or the Bachelor Mald
vesn’'t live with her folks, or the

biv some rru master, Then
?It slightly Inclined her head
ass.

acroes the way who

yed Centiswoman who runs the lingerie shop at
No. or the Telephone Girl at the rorner drugstore
or (he other denizens of the wids sireets, who, hind

drawn wshades, wabeh the lifie of the
through its great thoroughfares. Do any of us of the
side street er run for publis office or corner & whent
deal and become famous In a ht, or do any of us
fail and hang out the red flag of the auctjoneer? Not
we—we take the middle course and live on the sale,
eusy banks of the stream, and watoh the ebb and flow
of the tide—and walt.™

city rush on

/s The grl laid aside ber improvised wand, topk off
the pl hat, and _hung the spangled wWrap In the
mirrored case. rearrangsd the shop as

Toge '3 n

¢ had tmu\d it, l?cy the deor and hid the key under

Bo mat Miowiy T fotlowes bat lp 1o the landing b
-m s ane & ¥ rway n

t:"tlu I;I:mr above, she stopped an& ield out her han

to me.
“Goodby™ she said, “‘and for thk
"lur.lr,uol thet® 1 urged. 1
our name,”

TRy, ey she mid
’" o X
“Youth, if yon will”

the cross-town strests—I

last time.”
don't even know

“my name Is Youth.”

he ML 1 4 i f
.un ﬁu trritl::‘ onh’m?l;in'

read the mill— o
gu.r:. ;ohr. &r;lum.y - . Rt Seron
!{:kaanmneh,' back at me owver
shoulder.

o " #he whispsrsi; “goodby!”
!l%am“ T rald, "We've had m' good
You and 1, '_‘Hon's God speed tg you,

“Good

times t0g
i "51;. back ai me hewisted for & n
_ ment. : ?h.a:o:'m .woﬂbf uqhm Fbuw::t
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