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ARDON me. Are you not Miss 
Moore?” 

Miss Peggy Graham, 
stenographer, occupying a corner seat in a 
Broadway subway car, looked quickly over the top 
of her newspaper into the smiling eyes of the tall, 
dark man who had addressed her, and in a second 
decided that he was the most strikingly handsome 
man she had ever seen. 

Peggy had also some claim to pulchritude, 
being small, dark, and alive, with wide-open, 
inquisitive blue eyes and the expression of the girl 
who is learning and earning at the same time. 
Sometimes she was a very proper young lady, 
having careful regard for the proprieties. 

Just then she was not so sure. 
He had been seated opposite for two stations, 

but she had not noticed him before, because the 
serial story running in the newspaper had absorbed 
all her attention. Now he occupied the vacant seat 
beside her, and there was anticipation in his eyes. 

“May I return the buckle now?” he asked softly 
before she could answer his first question, and his 
hand moved to the inside pocket of his coat. “Or 
may I keep it? “ 

Peggy’s paper was lowered into her lap. 
“What buckle? I—I’m not—” 
The man looked hurt. 
“Please don’t fool me again,” he pleaded. “ It is 

a year since you lost it—remember? And though 
you seem to have forgotten me, I haven’t forgotten 
you. I’ve kept the buckle, hoping I’d meet you again 
and give it back to you or be given permission to 
keep it. May I? 

Peggy giggled. It was so queer and the hint of 

romance was very interesting. In fact, it gave her a 
little thrill. 

But her glance, avoiding his, sped up and down 
the car to see what the rest of the passengers were 
thinking. Since they were apparently taking it for 
granted that she knew the man, her courage and 
curiosity increased simultaneously. 

The stranger was watching her every 
movement hungrily, waiting for her to say 
something, and with a flitting, baffling glance into 
his face, she asked very demurely: 

“Do I look like Miss Moore?” 
“You are Miss Moore.” He leaned a little 

nearer to her. “Don’t you remember me? The 
Elwood’s dance—and the little seat under the 
palms, where you ran from me and made your aunt 
take you home? I followed you and found the 
buckle of your shoe, and when I called next day the 
maid told me you had left the city. I’ve been trying 
to find you ever since.” 

A cynical smile played on his lips. 
“That night is written on my memory indelibly, 

but it appears to have been a mere incident to you, 
that has passed, with a multitude of others, into 
obscurity.” 

Peggy did not laugh. She felt sorry for him, and 
wondered what sort of being her double could have 
been to have treated so handsome a man so 
unfeelingly. She was sure, even then, that she could 
not do so. 

“But I’m not Miss Moore,” she assured him 
convincingly. “My name is Graham, and I never 
saw you before.” 

The man’s face fell and he looked rather 
foolish, fumbling rather nervously with his hands. 
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“I—er—I beg your pardon.” He tried to smile, 
but the effort was somewhat sickly. “You—that is—
you must think me an awful ass, but—good 
heavens! I can’t believe it! You—why, land sakes! 
you’re more than just her double, even to the funny 
little way you have of looking at a man, as if you 
were afraid he was going to eat you! You’re not 
fooling me again, are you?” 

Peggy laughed low and musically, shaking her 
head. 

“No, I’m not fooling you. I don’t go to dances 
and sit under palms. I’m only a poor stenographer 
with a grouchy employer, and have no aunt. So I 
can’t be Miss Moore, can I?” 

The man looked still more embarrassed, then 
interested. 

“I—I’m sorry. Hope I haven’t seemed 
impertinent? Do I have to go over and sit beside the 
Senegambian again, or—” 

Peggy glanced across the aisle at the spreading 
proportions of a colored lady. 

“Perhaps there’s more room here,” she 
answered naively. 

“Thank you.” 
A long silence, into which the thundering of 

the train did not intrude. 
The man stared straight before him, but Peggy 

saw that he was biting his lips. She also noted that 
he had a wonderful profile; that his hands were lean, 
and intelligent, and his clothes a perfect fit, chosen 
in quiet, good taste. 

Apparently he belonged to a grade of society 
several rungs above her own, and it flattered her to 
think that she looked so very like Miss Moore, who, 
undoubtedly, was of his world. It was a compliment 
to her ability as a dressmaker and milliner, since she 
designed and made most of her own dresses and 
hats. 

“I—er—I hope you don’t think me a fool?” 
The question came suddenly and found Peggy 

taking stock of the stranger’s chin. 
“Of course not. I’m sorry you should have—” 

She stopped, coloring a little. 
“Should have what?” the man persisted softly, 

fastening the deep black of his eyes upon her. 
“It—it’s none of my business, and I don’t 

know you, and you—we’ve no right to—” 
“No. I suppose not. Convention is a strict 

taskmistress. But I was going to suggest something 
very in-conventional—and selfish. It is impertinent, 

too, and an imposition. May I say it?” 
The train ran into Ninety-First Street Station. 

Peggy had to get out at Ninety-Sixth, so she had not 
much time to decide. But it was not necessary. He 
said it, anyway, and she was glad to be relieved of 
the responsibility. 

“I should like very much if you would sit upon 
the other side of a dinner-table some evening, and—
just let me look at you?” 

Peggy’s big blue eyes grew bigger. 
“Oh, I—we couldn’t. It wouldn’t be—” 
“ I know that. It would be perfectly improper. I 

told you it was selfish and impertinent, but—well—
just once—an evening to look back upon as one 
remembers a dream!” He laughed softly and rather 
sadly. “Talking to you seems like rehashing things 
with her ghost.” 

Peggy did not know where to look. Somehow, 
she could not be dignified or indignant with him, or 
feel that it was at all funny. There was something 
insidiously attractive about the situation—romance, 
adventure, and a haunting, pleasing possibility that, 
because it was not very distinct, was all the more 
alluring. 

“It’s—it’s queer, isn’t it?” she hazarded 
timidly. 

“Queer! It’s uncanny. I can’t believe, even 
now, that you are not—” 

“I’m not.” 
“But you will, won’t you?” 
“What?” 
She knew very well what he meant, but she 

wanted him to repeat it. 
“Sit upon the other side of a dinner-table? It’s 

unorthodox and all that, but, just once—and then 
I’ll drift and never bother you again. I suppose I’m a 
fool,” he finished dully. 

“I don’t—I mean—” 
“Ninety-Sixth Street. Change for West Farms 

and Bronx Park!” 
Peggy started to her feet and the stranger did 

likewise.  
“Please!” he whispered. “Just once.” 
The girl looked up at him a little fearfully, 

feeling that he must be very serious and that she was 
more sorry for him than was comfortable. 

“Just once?” she asked very low and over her 
shoulder as she moved toward the door. 

“Just once,” he returned solemnly. “It would be 
an act of charity.” 
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Peggy laughed—a sound that defied 
convention, and she experienced something of the 
thrill of the explorer who plunges into unknown 
lands with fate leading the way. 

A few minutes later, as she squeezed into a 
crowded local train, she realized that she had made 
an appointment with Mr. Everard Fairleigh, who 
had given her his card, and, leaving him standing on 
the platform, waiting for the next Broadway train, 
she carried with her to Mrs. Telfers boarding-house 
on One Hundred and Twenty-Fourth Street a 
persistent memory of the sadness that was in Mr. 
Fairleigh’s handsome face. 

In Mrs. Telfer’s the “comforts of a home” were 
dispensed, so far as Peggy was concerned, at six 
dollars per week. She had a very small room at the 
top of the somber, brownstone house, and was one 
of a company of four occupying the lowest rung in 
the ladder of Mrs. Telfer’s esteem. 

Two indifferently paid clerks shareds the “top 
floor front”; Peggy had the cubby-hole at the top of 
the stairs, and in a slightly larger room adjoining 
there lived a Miss Grayson, who was considered “a 
little queer in the head.” 

She was a few years older than Peggy, with a 
shifting something in her attractive face that spoke 
of a mind constantly troubled, but no one knew very 
much about her, except that she was a milliner with 
strange notions about life and a horror of ferry-
boats. 

Peggy did not eat much dinner that evening. 
She was too excited. Something had happened to 
her; something; deliciously different from anything 
she had ever experienced before, and the little 
sensation of guilt she had only made everything so 
much more interesting. 

In the two days that followed she dreamed 
dreams, and though her cheeks burned sometimes in 
response to certain wild hopes she had, she scarcely 
ever questioned the right or wrong of it. 

Mrs. Telfer’s boarding-house became more and 
more somber, till she “hated the place.” Her 
“grouchy” employer seemed more disagreeable 
every minute, and once she caught herself 
whispering the consolation that she would not have 
to “suffer it much longer.” 

The haunting, alluring possibility that had had 
birth in the subway became very distinct, and at 
night she lay awake, painting pictures that were 
truly entrancing. 

And then, under delicately shaded electric 
lights, with dreamy music floating to her ears as 
through a fog, she was seated opposite him, 
allowing him to feast his eyes upon her face, while 
he spoke in softly modulated tones that drew her 
nearer and nearer to him, till, with the dessert, she 
was afraid of the nearness of the coffee, which 
marked the point where he would “drift and never 
bother her again.” 

Then, all at once, he was saying very earnestly: 
“Do you know, there is something about you—

a warmth and a gentleness that—well—as I’ve been 
sitting watching you, I’ve been wondering what it is 
in you that exudes an entirely different atmosphere 
from that which she created. 

“You’re—that is—you’re more comfortable. I 
can’t put it any other way. There’s a depth to your 
eyes that makes hers, as I remember them, shallow. 
And you haven’t that worldly, cynical air which I 
used to think so distinguished. You don’t mind me 
analyzing you like this, do you? I know it’s rude, 
but—you understand?” 

Peggy looked away quickly, and hoped he did 
not see how nervous she was. 

“I think you do,” he went on in a low tone. 
“You are a sympathetic little soul, and, if you’ll let 
me, I want to break a promise. I want to see you 
again.” 

“But—but you know you said—” Peggy began 
against her will. 

“I know, and I am entirely at your mercy. 
When I take you home to-night you will never see 
me again unless you say so. Am I so unworthy?” 

“N-no, but you know we shouldn’t. You 
wouldn’t respect me if I—” 

“Respect you! Good Lord, child! I—but I 
mustn’t say that yet. You wouldn’t believe me. But 
I am going to throw away a shoe-buckle to-night 
and—what will you give me to take its place?” 

“Oh, please! You mustn’t. I’ll feel as if I’ve—” 
The waiter interrupted with the coffee. When 

he had gone Fairleigh asked softly: 
“You’ll feel you’ve—what?” 
“Only made you more miserable,” Peggy 

concluded, lowering her eyes. 
“But you haven’t. You’ve made me happy, and 

can make me still happier if you care to try. Why 
can’t we be friends?” 

For the life of her Peggy could not see why 
they could not be friends. She felt that he was 
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inevitable, and that she had no right to rush in the 
face of fate. 

So she met him a second time and a third. She 
could not help it, and each time her dreams grew 
rosier and her heart beat faster, till her whole life 
and the world round about her seemed to change. 

When she went to the theater with him the 
romantic stories exploited on the stage were 
insignificant compared with her own, and when she 
knew that she had completely ousted her double 
from the seat of grace she felt that there was a good 
story going to waste for want of an experienced 
narrator. 

“First I loved a shell,” Fairleigh once told her, 
but she would not let him finish it, nor would she let 
him indulge in the luxury of taxicabs; which was 
neither caution nor economy, but a simple desire to 
prevent him saying that which he threatened to say 
every time she met him. 

She scarcely knew why she stayed the words 
she most wished to hear, but she felt that after they 
were said a pleasure that would never come again 
would be gone, and she wanted to save it as long as 
she could. 

Sometimes she pictured the moment when the 
bar of her resistance would snap, and he would take 
her into his arms and kiss her again and again and 
again. In her imaginings she could feel his arms 
about her, and her tired head found rest on his 
shoulder without any effort. It was a delicious 
prospect, and she hugged it jealously, feeling the 
desire to love and be loved grow more and more 
intense every day. 

But she was careful not to tell any one at Mrs. 
Telfer’s anything about it, though, of course, every 
one knew that she had “landed a swell beau”; and 
she bore the mild chaff that came her way with a 
superior sort of equanimity that, if she had been a 
little taller, would have been supercilious. 

Once or twice, as she was dressing to go out 
with Fairleigh, Miss Grayson, her top-floor 
neighbor, came into her room and sat upon the edge 
of the bed and talked or lent a hand with refractory 
hooks and eyes. 

Peggy was sorry for her, more so than ever 
before, and wondered, in those halcyon days when 
all the world lay at her feet, what had made Miss 
Grayson so queer. 

But Miss Grayson did not say. She looked at 
Peggy sometimes rather sorrowfully, and then, one 

evening, without a second’s warning, kissed her 
most violently and ran from the room. 

Then Peggy thought she understood, and the 
little incident made her very quiet; so quiet that 
Fairleigh noticed it and asked her about it. She said 
it was “nothing,” but when, as usual, he suggested a 
taxicab for the homeward journey, Peggy, to his 
great surprise, did not object. 

They trundled up Broadway, leaving the glare 
and the glamour behind, and passed into Central 
Park, where Peggy seemed to lean toward Fairleigh 
quite naturally, and her tired head, just as she had 
dreamed it would, found rest on his shoulder 
without any effort. 

His arms crept round about her and held her 
very close, and his lips burned upon her lips and 
eyes and cheeks and throat. 

There was no word spoken—scarcely a sound. 
Peggy was happy, breathlessly, almost 

hysterically happy; happier than she had ever 
thought she could be, and she clung to him, panting, 
with the memory of Miss Grayson’s kiss and look 
making her fearful that his arms might relax or his 
lips become less ardent. 

They didn’t; and the things he presently 
whispered into her willing ears would look foolish 
in print. 

She heard him say that he loved her and would 
take her away from the drudgery of her 
employment. They would live—Live! and she 
would be his forever and ever. They would go away 
to-morrow, any time, anywhere. Nothing mattered 
but her lips and her love and her; and to think that 
he had found her, so beautiful and gentle and 
good—in a subway train ! 

Peggy could hardly believe that, either, but it 
only proved all the more conclusively that destiny 
was not a factor to be trifled with, or true love a 
thing to be denied. 

As she climbed to her little room at the top of 
the stairs she was tingling and warm with joy. Her 
hair was a “sight,” her cheeks and lips were burning, 
and her head felt a little light; but love and life—
real life—were hers; hers to enjoy—hers to cherish 
and play with—hers forever and ever! 

A light in Miss Grayson’s room startled and 
quieted her a little. She slipped into her own cubby-
hole of a place, lit the gas, and, true to form, sought 
the mirror. 

“Gee!” 
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It was quite involuntary and justified, but a few 
deft touches put her hair in order and a powder-puff 
helped reduce the exhilaration in her cheeks. 

There came a low knock upon the door. 
Peggy started guiltily, but managed to call 

almost at once: 
“Come in.” 
Miss Grayson entered. 
“Oh, hello!” Peggy greeted her. “Been 

working?” 
“No. Just wasting time,” the visitor answered 

in her usual quiet, indifferent way, and with a smile 
that haunted her lips peculiarly. “You had a good 
time, hadn’t you?” 

Peggy’s glance shifted. 
“Yes—quite nice, thank you.” 
And then Miss Grayson was standing over her 

like a threat, and too near to be comfortable. But 
Peggy did not move. She was afraid to, though she 
could not have told why. Everybody knew that, 
though Miss Grayson was queer, she was harmless. 

“You are sure of this happiness of yours?” 
Peggy looked up sharply, then even wore 

quickly down again, and backed away a step. 
“What right—I mean, why do you ask that?” 
“Because I want you to be sure—very sure. 

And you have no one to guide you. You are alone, 
young and impressionable, and the man has money 
or he could not take you to the places he does. It is 
very easy to be mistaken and to slip. Some of us 
stop in time or are lucky in the choice we make. The 
others—well—I was one of them. I know.” 

Peggy studied Miss Grayson in an amazement 
that was mingled with fear. 

“You—Oh, I’m sorry.” 
Her voice had a little break in it. She was so 

happy that sympathy was easy. 
Miss Grayson’s haunting smile became more 

distinct, and her hand going out, she drew Peggy 
gently toward her. 

“You think he is wonderful, don’t you? I can 
see it in your eyes, and, three years ago I looked just 

as you do now when I gave up a good position to 
run off with a scoundrel. We went to Chicago—and 
he left me there. My baby died and—” 

Miss Grayson’s grip upon Peggy’s arm grew 
painful, and her confession halted as abruptly as 
though a hand had been clapped across her mouth. 
Peggy felt cold. There was a look in her 
companion’s eyes that spelled disaster for some one, 
and the smile that parted her lips was a ghastly thing 
to see. 

For a minute neither moved, and the house was 
deadly still from roof to basement. 

Then Miss Grayson’s grip relaxed; the look 
and the smile vanished, and she burst into a sudden 
flood of tears, out of which, with the assistance of 
Peggy’s quickened sympathies, came the sobbing 
end or beginning of the confession. 

“I—I had to tell some one. People think me 
mad, and sometimes I think I am. You were so 
happy—just as I was—and I thought you might 
understand. Pray that he’s good, Miss Graham—
good and kind above everything! I hope you will be 
happy, and some nights I’ve asked God to take care 
of you, because you are so young and this man is all 
your life to you. 

“Perhaps I have been foolishly afraid for you. 
Some women can trust their hearts. I couldn’t. 
When I met him I thought it was fate—that he was 
mine and mine only—made for me!” 

Her lips twitched and twisted.  
Peggy drew a long breath.  
“How—how did you meet him?” she asked 

timidly, and Miss Grayson’s eyes dulled. 
“On a Staten Island ferry-boat. I was leaning 

against the rail on the upper deck, watching an 
English steamer go out, when he came up to me and 
asked me if I was not Miss Moore. He said he had a 
shoe-buckle that—why—what’s wrong?” 

But Peggy did not answer. She slipped 
quietly—without a sound—to the floor at Miss 
Grayson’s feet, and lay very white and still. 

 


