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EE!” ejaculated Euphemia 
Regan as the door of the 
board-room closed behind the 

last of the Association members. “Gee! 
they’re an elegant bunch! Will you tell me 
how they’re ever going to make a 
gentlemen’s agreement?” 
 Miss Regan wrinkled her nice nose 
scornfully, as she spoke, and with a vicious 
stab thrust the pencil that she had just 
sharpened, into a coil of her plentiful 
golden hair. Her friend and co-laborer, 
Sadie Sanders, nodded acquiescence, and 
stripping the foil from a package of gum, 
she tossed a stick to the golden-haired one. 
 “Bite on that, dearie, and you won’t 
wear the edges off your teeth,” she advised. 
Euphemia took the gum and the advice, 
and then, deftly inserting a sheet of paper 
in her machine, began to type Form-letter 

I6a at top speed. Miss Sanders busied 
herself in like manner, and for several 
minutes nothing was heard but the clean 
staccato of the keys under their nimble 
fingers. Then the door of the inner room 
opened and let out a burst of loud guffaws, 
together with Willie, the office-boy, who 
was grinning widely and doubling himself 
with mirth as he came. 
 “That was a peach,” gurgled Willie, 
as soon as he had closed the door. “Want 
me to tell it to you, girls?” 
 “You dare to, and I’ll slap you 
dizzy,” warned Miss Sanders with an 
earnestness that evidently impressed the 
youth. “G’way, you imp, and get busy, or 
I’ll report you to Mr. Wenlock. —Ain’t the 
male sex the limit!” she continued, 
appealing to Euphemia. “Even an infant in 
arms like that!” 

“G 
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 “They give me sharp, darting pains 
in the back of my neck,” agreed Euphemia. 
“They were four days in session last 
quarterly. Four two-hour days, and the 
tiredest lot of business men that ever 
sagged into a front-row seat at a musical 
comedy! Talk about reporting! I’d like to 
report them to their home towns—and their 
trusting wives. Ugh!” 
 “Maybe they haven’t all got trusting 
wives,” suggested Miss Sadie. 
 “Well, I wouldn’t undertake to say 
about the trusting part,” Miss Euphemia 
conceded. “They’re all married, though.” 
 “How do you know, dearie?”  
 Euphemia smiled a Mona Lisa 
smile. “How long have you been 
stenogging in this bustling little burg?” she 
inquired. “If you can’t pick ’em by this 
time, you’d better get back to the sheltered 
life.” 
 “There’s Riggs—the Detroit man.”  
 “Sure. He doesn’t count, though; he 
ain’t a human being. And there’s 
Whatshisname from Keokuk; I don’t count 
him, either. He’s fairly decent. I heard 
some of them talking about his 
engagement. About time, at that.” 
 “How about the one they call 
Dick— Luttrell? None of the earmarks 
about him. And you can’t say he’s fresh.” 
Miss Sanders looked mischievously at her 
friend, who slipped another sheet of paper 
into her machine and began to write with 
an air of great concentration. She stopped 
at the first line, however. 
 “I’ve got his number,” she 
murmured—and then, with an access of 
energy: “They’ve got on my nerves, the 
leering, fat-headed old frauds! I’d like to—
” She bit her ruddy under-lip and made 
another spirited attack upon her machine. 
Miss Sanders watched her for a moment, 
smiling, and then, with a half-suppressed 
giggle, turned to her own work. 

IT may have been Horatio J. Joplin, the 
member from Silsbury, Indiana, who had 
particularly got on Euphemia’s nerves. The 
rest of them seemed inoffensive enough, 
even if they did take notice of the 
extremely personable stenographer. It may 
be here mentioned that Miss Sanders 
herself was, as Johnson of Racine 
expressed it, “no revolting spectacle,” but 
undoubtedly Miss Regan was unusual. 
 The trouble with Mr. Joplin of 
Silsbury was that his face was too pink and 
his eyes too little and slitty. Also his neck 
overflowed his collar, and his waistcoat 
was grossly protuberant in its lower region. 
Euphemia might have pardoned that, if he 
had not made a point of stopping at her 
desk on his way to and from the board-
room and trying to be conversational. 
During the last quarterly session he had 
complained to her most pathetically of his 
loneliness in the big city—particularly in 
the evenings—and told her how gratefully 
he would appreciate the charity of bright, 
youthful companionship. Euphemia had 
looked at him with her clear and candid 
Irish blue eyes—eyes of a glacial clearness 
and blueness and a contemptuous candor—
and remarked that he should have brought 
his family with him. “But you might hire 
one of the bright young bell-hops at the 
hotel to talk to you when you get too 
lonesome,” she suggested, and added, “—if 
you paid him enough.” 
 “Expense wouldn’t be any object,” 
Mr. Joplin had said. “But it’s a belle I 
want, not a bell-hop.” 
 “I wish you had one long enough to 
ring off,” Euphemia had replied. 
 That was a little discouraging, but 
Mr. Joplin was not altogether discouraged, 
for only two days after, he had come to the 
office rather late and laid a two-pound box 
of candy on her desk. “Sweets to the 
sweet,” he had observed originally, with a 
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greasy smile that almost obliterated his 
eyes. Then he had passed on to the meeting 
in the inner office. Five minutes later, 
Willie, the office boy, had come into the 
boardroom, bearing the opened box, which 
he passed around the big table, beginning 
with the president. 
 “Mr. Joplin’s treat.” Willie had 
explained, grinning; and that little incident 
actually had discouraged Mr. Joplin for the 
remainder of the session. But he seemed to 
be beginning again. 
 
ELEVEN-THIRTY! There was a stir in the 
board-room, and then the door opened and 
the members flocked out, some talking 
with the intense seriousness demanded by 
questions of business interest and some 
with the boisterous jocularity of schoolboys 
newly released from intellectual 
occupation. Altogether, they were a fine, 
representative lot of business men, well 
groomed, well clad and, with a few 
dyspeptic exceptions, well fed. They all 
made for the long hat-rack that flanked the 
stenographers’ desks (the lockers were for 
the regular office force) and donning hats 
and coats, straggled out by twos and threes. 
Mr. Joplin settled a glossy silk hat on his 
sleek, pear-shaped head, but removed it 
with a flourish as he paused by Miss 
Regan’s desk. 
 “And how are the young ladies 
standing the fatigue of the morning’s 
labors?” he inquired with a smirk. 
 He addressed himself to Miss 
Sanders, but his little eyes shifted to 
Euphemia, who was laboring without any 
sign of fatigue whatsoever. 
 “Fainting for food,” Miss Sanders 
responded with a long-drawn sigh. “Did 
you notice it? Were you going to ask us—
but no, it cannot be!” 
 “It could be,” said Mr. Joplin. 
“Anywhere you say and whatever you like. 

How about it, Miss Regan?” He looked at 
Euphemia hopefully. 
 The clicking of Euphemia’s 
machine stopped abruptly as she arched her 
eyebrows and smiled at the portly Joplin. 
“And any time we say?” she asked.  
 “The surest thing you know.”  
 Euphemia turned to her friend. 
“Let’s do, Sade,” she said, and as Mr. 
Joplin’s smirk broadened, she continued: 
“This is February twenty-fifth. S’pose we 
take Mr. Joplin up and make a date with 
him for the thirty-first?” 
 “Couldn’t suit me better,” replied 
Miss Sanders. “Reely, it’s the only evening 
I ain’t spoke for.” 
 “Same here,” said Euphemia. “The 
thirty-first of this month, then, Mr. Joplin. 
We’ll be duh-lighted.” 
 Joplin’s pink deepened, and his 
smirk stiffened until it became absolutely 
rigid. He bent over Euphemia’s desk and 
waggled a fat forefinger at her. “Naughty!” 
he whispered hoarsely. “Naughty!” 
 “You don’t happen to have such a 
thing as an egg about you, do you?” 
Euphemia asked coldly. 
 “She thinks you might be able to 
beat it, if you had,” Miss Sanders 
explained. 
 Just then Mr. Richard Luttrell of 
Birmingham, Alabama, appeared at Mr. 
Joplin’s elbow. One of the youngest 
members of the Association, Mr. Luttrell, 
but arrived and still going strong. Core-
boy, helper, puddler, molder, foreman and 
finally independent founder, he had 
supplemented the industrious work of his 
hands by remarkably judicious headwork, 
and his rise had been rapid. He was not 
quite so natty as most of his associates, and 
his big, sinewy hands and finger-nails, 
clean and well tended as they now were, 
still showed marks made by the pinch of 
castings and grubbing for “jaggers” in 
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those early days of his apprenticeship. He 
was further distinguished from the present 
quorum by an athletic build and a 
complexion neither too florid nor pasty. 
His eyes were brown, set well apart and 
usually harboring a twinkle, although just 
then they were somber enough. As a 
general thing, too, he smiled easily, a 
quick, illuminating smile in pleasant 
contrast with his normally grave 
expression; but while his voice sounded 
passably good-natured, he did not smile as 
he gripped Mr. Joplin’s arm. 
 “Going my way, Joplin?” he 
inquired briskly. “Come along!” With 
which he propelled Mr. Joplin to the door, 
out into the corridor and into an already 
crowded elevator that was just closing its 
gates. 
 “I’ll take the next down, Joppy,” he 
called as the elevator descended; but he 
turned away almost as he spoke, and 
reentered the office. Miss Sanders saw him 
and smiled at him with friendly approval. 
Euphemia saw him too and gave him a 
rapid and very stony glance, upon which 
Mr. Luttrell murmured, “Oh well!”—one 
might say sighed— and went back to the 
elevator. He saw nothing of Mr. Joplin in 
the lobby, but he hardly expected to. 
 
“WHAT’S eating you, Phemie?” inquired 
Miss Sanders as Mr. Luttrell’s broad 
shoulders vanished. 
 “What do you mean?” demanded 
Euphemia crossly. 
 “The gent’mun from Alabama. I 
thought you were strong for him. but he 
seems to have got in bad with you 
somehow, and he’s all broke up about it, if 
you should ask me.” 
 “Trying to kid somebody, ain’t 
you?” said Euphemia. 
 “Oh, I don’t know.” replied her 
friend. “Did you get that look of dumb 

anguish when you put him on long-
distance? Well. I did, and if sobbing in 
office hours wasn’t against the rules, I’d be 
soaking up my handkerchief with salty 
tears right now.” 
 “Chop it!” snapped Euphemia. 
 “Oh vurry well! but if you ain’t got 
any further use for him, I’m not too proud 
to do my little best. There’s many a heart is 
caught on the rebound, and I’ve got a fair 
catching average m’self.” 
 “You don’t need to jump for a 
foul,” said Euphemia. “Look here.” She 
glanced around the office and then opened 
the drawer of her desk and fished out a 
folded sheet of note-paper covered with 
writing in an angular feminine hand. Miss 
Sanders took it and read as follows: 
 

 —forget little Eddies 
shoes and be sure to get them at 
Kinder & Garten’s, and if you see 
a nice little silk sweater—garnet, 
and eight-year-old size—for 
Phoebe, I wish you’d get it, with 
the understanding that I can 
return it. There isn’t a thing in the 
shops here, and the poor child 
will be so disappointed if you 
come back without it. Kinder & 
Garten’s, remember. Meadows 
might have one, but everything we 
have got at K. & G.’s for the 
children has been so satisfactory. 
Dick, boy, it doesn’t seem like 
home without— 

 
 Miss Sanders handed the note back. 
“Ain’t that the limit!” she exclaimed 
indignantly. 
 “I guess he’s within his rights,” said 
Euphemia indifferently. “Being a married 
man is no crime.” 
 “Just a misfortune, I suppose he’d 
say,” sneered Miss Sanders. “But when 
they make out they’re carefree bachelors 
and—” 
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 “Mr. Luttrell never gave out that he 
was single,” Euphemia interrupted hastily. 
“I’ll say that for him. And he never acted 
like anything but a gentleman. I hadn’t got 
any reason to think—” She stopped, and 
something in her face made Sadie hasten to 
change the subject. But she recurred to it 
later, being human. 
 “Where did you get that note?” she 
asked. “Maybe it belongs to some of the 
others. Old Wingate’s name is Richard.” 
 “I—I saw him drop it,” Euphemia 
answered, “—out of his pocket.” 
 “Why’n’t you tell him he dropped it 
?” 
 “Well.” replied Euphemia defiantly, 
“how could I tell for certain it was his, 
without reading it? It wasn’t in an 
envelope.” 
 
MR. RICHARD LUTTRELL found he 
needed some cigars, and being rather 
particular about the quality of the tobacco 
that he smoked, he took plenty of time to 
make his selection at the lobby cigar-stand. 
Incidentally he entered into conversation 
with the proprietor of the stand, finding a 
starting topic of interest in the decline of 
the Pittsburgh stogie. In spite of his 
interest, he kept the tail of his eye on the 
elevators and did not fail to notice when 
Mesdemoiselles Regan and Sanders came 
down, although he did not look at them 
openly. 
 “Well.” he observed to the cigar 
man, as the young women left the 
building,— and the remark may have been 
a mere coincidence—“well, this won’t buy 
the baby slices.” 
 As soon as he was outside, he 
glanced up and down the street and caught 
sight of Euphemia’s black velvet, beaver-
fur-trimmed toque bobbing southward; but, 
alas! Sadie’s putty-gray hatter’s-plush 
sailor was bobbing companionably along 

beside it, and he decided that under the 
circumstances he would ask Miss Regan 
for an explanation on some other occasion. 
But he meant to have that explanation. 
When a girl has always shown herself 
friendly to a man,, and when she suddenly 
and without any earthly reason becomes 
blankly oblivious of his existence, or at the 
best acknowledges it grudgingly and with 
chilling disapproval—then certainly a man 
is entitled to know the reason why. 
 But the moment for demanding that 
reason was clearly inopportune, and so Mr. 
Richard Luttrell turned northward and then 
eastward to State Street and, locating 
Kinder & Garten’s, bought the baby shoes. 
 
OUT of the tail of her eye Euphemia had 
not failed to notice Mr. Luttrell at the cigar-
stand. If she had overlooked him, Sadie’s 
sharp pinch would have properly directed 
her attention. But Euphemia expected that 
the Alabama man would be sticking 
around, and Sadie was with her to render 
the sticking futile. It was against her 
preference, really, that Euphemia presently 
found herself lunching in Stoggin’s 
Cafeteria, though Sadie was a daily habitué 
of Stoggin’s. 
 “And you’ll come again to-morrow, 
wont you?” asked Sadie. 
 “Not after that, though, Sade,” 
Euphemia answered. 
 “Being as to-morrow is the last of 
the session, I s’pose.” 
 “I don’t get you,” said Euphemia, 
and it was an untruthful thing to say. 
 But the next morning’s meeting was 
to be the last of the special session, and that 
suggested another idea to Miss Sanders. 
With much giggling, she broached it when 
they got back to the office, and it is fair to 
say that Euphemia objected. 
 “I thought you were aching to 
frame up something on them.” Sadie 
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observed scornfully. “You need a charcoal 
stove for your feet.” 
 “You need something for your 
head,” Euphemia retorted. 
 “Listen, Phemie,” the other urged: 
“Nobody’s going to know a thing about 
it—ever. The deenoomong is sprung in 
their happy homes—see? And the next 
meeting they’ll get together at eight A. M. 
and adjourn sine die at six with a session’s 
work done. Meantime, their wives will do a 
little Chicago shopping. Phemie, you’ve 
gotta come in on this. You’ve gotta!” 
 “I don’t see where I come in, 
anyway.” said Euphemia, relenting, 
nevertheless. 
 “If I had your yellow mop, you 
wouldn’t have to, but I’m brown-haired; 
and brown hair stands for wifely devotion 
and all the domestic virtues. You haven’t 
read much, if you don’t know that, I bet 
you Mrs. Joplin has brown hair and a low, 
gentle voice. Oh, fudge! Brown wouldn’t 
be noticed, in the first place, and it would 
be all right if it was. Hubby would just stall 
about the way she sheds it. No, dearie, 
yours is the real siren shade-—the genuine 
trouble-breeding vampire hank.” 
 “Much obliged, but I’ll fool you 
just the same. You must think I’m easy.” 
 “It won’t hurt. Le’ me show you.” 
 Mr. Wenlock had gone home, and 
they were practically alone in the 
anteroom; so Sadie showed Euphemia, and 
Euphemia cried “Ouch!” 
 “I got hold of three at once,” 
explained Sadie contritely. “Now keep still. 
There, that didn’t hurt, did it?” 
 “Not more than pulling a tooth,” 
Euphemia replied sarcastically. But she 
submitted, and it was quite a sizable hank 
that Miss Sanders locked in her desk about 
five minutes later. 
 
THERE was no apparent necessity for 

chaperonage that evening. Sadie boarded 
an Ashland Avenue car; Euphemia lived 
with her Aunt Norah in a small North 
Avenue flat near Wells Street, and so they 
only walked together for a couple of 
blocks. It was a cold, wet evening with a 
threat of snow in the flurries of rain, and 
Euphemia had to struggle to keep her 
inadequate umbrella at a protective angle. 
She was so occupied with this that Mr. 
Joplin had to cough two or three times and 
finally take her by the arm before she 
became aware of his presence. 
 She disengaged her arm with a 
quick jerk when she saw who it was, and 
the look that he got ought to have been 
enough for him. But it was not. He only 
leered at her. 
 “G’d evenin’, li’le bright-eyes.” 
said he, clipping his words curiously and 
speaking with a certain huskiness. 
“Whither ’way?” He repossessed himself 
of her arm, and this time Euphemia knew 
that she was not going to shake him off 
easily. She saw that his face was very red, 
and he was close enough to allow her to 
analyze his breath. This did not alarm 
her—to speak of—but she was distinctly 
annoyed. 
 “I’ll be obliged to you if you’ll let 
go of me and chase yourself,” she said as 
calmly as she was able, deeming plain 
language best. 
 “Anything in world t’blige you, 
’cep’in’ that,” said Joplin. “Two ’mbrel’s 
not ness’r’y. Put yours down and c’m’up 
close und’ mine. No? Pu’ mine down, then, 
and come close und’ yours. Where you 
think you going to, kid?” 
 “I’m going to my car,” Euphemia 
answered with rising indignation. “See 
here, Mr. Joplin: I know you’re not 
yourself, so you might as well try to be a 
gentleman. If you don’t let me go, I’m 
going to slap you and then have you 
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arrested right here.” 
 “Bluff!” Joplin chuckled hoarsely. 
And he was right about that. Euphemia had 
a sharp tongue upon occasion; indeed, she 
had found it indispensable, but in spite of 
that and her always assured manner, she 
was as modestly averse from a street scene 
as any shrinking young highly-cultivated 
creature secluded in a ladies’ seminary. At 
that moment all her fortitude could not 
keep the tears from her eyes. 
 “Bluff!” Joplin repeated. “And 
you’ve got it wrong about that car. No 
night f’r young girlsh in stree’-carsh. Li’le 
dinner com’fly with y’ Uncle Dudley. Atta 
girl! Tackshy home. Been waiting all aft—
” 
 
THEY were crossing the intersection of an 
alley, and Joplin seemed to stumble on its 
rough paving, relinquishing his clasp of her 
arm. Euphemia instantly quickened her 
pace almost to a run, but at the same 
moment she cast a frightened look 
backward and saw, to her astonishment, 
there was no Joplin behind her. He had 
vanished! 
 Yet not altogether, perhaps, for she 
had a fleeting glimpse of a figure that 
might have been his. It was hard to tell, 
though, for another figure was immediately 
behind it, and the alley quickly swallowed 
both in its gloom. Nor did Euphemia linger, 
but made what speed she might to her car 
corner. There, however, she was obliged to 
wait. There were a dozen others waiting, 
and when the second overflowing car had 
passed, Euphemia, recovering from her 
natural agitation, surveyed them casually. 
Then she had a relapse. 
 Not Mr. Joplin, this time, but Mr. 
Luttrell. He was standing within ten feet of 
her, apparently as ignorant of her proximity 
as she had been of his. He carried no 
umbrella, but wore a rain-coat and a cloth 

hat with its brim well pulled down and 
looked quite equal to resisting the 
elements. One thing Euphemia noticed: 
that his rain-coat—a new and expensive-
looking garment—was torn, a long strip of 
the cloth with a button attached dangling 
from his breast below the collar-fastening. 
Obviously this was the result of a recent 
accident; Euphemia caught herself 
wondering why he had not pinned it up. 
What could he be doing here? 
 Another car came up, and 
Euphemia was aboard of it before it had 
fairly stopped. Making her way through the 
rear-platform jam with an insinuating skill 
due to long practice, she secured a strap 
just inside the door. The next moment 
Luttrell swung to the step and the car 
moved on. 
 They were at Chicago Avenue 
before Euphemia ventured another glance 
at him. He was on the platform now, 
standing half a head at least above the rest, 
and yet she almost persuaded herself that 
he had not seen her. He seemed unusually 
grave, almost stern, just as he had looked 
when she first noticed him at the corner. 
Several times after that Euphemia looked at 
him—quickly and furtively, at first, but 
soon with a more sustained regard; yet not 
once did she detect anything in his 
expression to indicate that he was aware of 
her. His face was half averted, but only as 
he happened to be standing—not 
purposely, she was sure. But at North 
Avenue he turned and unhesitatingly 
jumped off the car; and when she struggled 
out to the step, he was waiting to help her 
to descend. 
 
“NOW,” said Luttrell coolly, as they 
crossed the street, “now you’re going to tell 
me what’s the matter. Let me take that 
umbrella first!” 
 “I don’t know what you mean, Mr. 
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Luttrell!” Euphemia’s heart was beating 
fast, but her tone was as cool and matter-
of-fact as his own—and she allowed him to 
take the umbrella. It was still blowing hard, 
but he held it quite easily against the wind. 
 “Yes, you do,” he contradicted 
bluntly. “What’s the matter, Miss Regan?” 
 Why are you following me this 
way?” Euphemia flared out. 
 “To ask you that question. You 
haven’t given me any other chance. What’s 
the matter, Miss Regan?” 
 “Nothing’s the matter,” Euphemia 
snapped. “Now that I’ve answered your 
question, perhaps you’ll let me take my 
umbrella and leave me alone.” In a gentler 
tone, she added: “I didn’t think this of you, 
Mr. Luttrell.” 
 “Don’t get me wrong,” said Luttrell 
earnestly. “I certainly wouldn’t want to 
pester you, but I thought— We seemed to 
be on friendly terms, but lately— If I have 
done anything to offend you, I haven’t 
meant to, I know that. I want to be—
friends, Miss Regan. Won’t you tell me, 
please—” 
 “How did you tear your coat?” 
asked Euphemia. 
 Luttrell looked down at the 
dangling strip and was clearly surprised. “I 
didn’t know it was torn,” he said, “but I 
reckon that hasn’t anything to do with the 
question.” 
 Again Euphemia broke out angrily: 
“Why is it that you gentlemen think that 
any girl who works for her living— This is 
the second time this evening. Mr. Joplin—” 
 “Mr. Joplin won’t bother you any 
more. I promise you that,” interrupted 
Luttrell grimly. “And I’m sorry to have you 
even me with trash like him, Miss Regan. 
Did I ever act up like him?” 
 “No,” Euphemia admitted, “you 
haven’t, Mr. Luttrell. Don’t begin now; and 
let it go at that” 

 
THEY had reached the entrance to the 
modest little flat-building where Euphemia 
lived, and she ran quickly up the steps and 
into the shelter of the vestibule. Luttrell 
deliberately closed her umbrella, shook it 
and then followed her. “Give me a minute, 
please,” he said. He smiled for the first 
time, and Euphemia wished he wouldn’t, 
because when he smiled it was hard—oh, 
very hard—to feel what it was proper to 
feel under the circumstances. 
 “Then, if I haven’t done anything; 
we’re friends again?” 
 “Why—yes,” Euphemia faltered. 
She almost took his extended hand, but the 
proper feeling came on her with a rush. 
“No,” she said with spirit, “we’re not 
friends, and we’re not going to be. “What 
do you want with my friendship? Why 
don’t you amuse yourself with girls of your 
own class? Oh, I know!” 
 Luttrell laughed, honestly amused. 
“My own class!” he exclaimed. “Why, girl, 
there’s no class to me. That’s the trouble 
with me, I guess. I’m plain as an old 
shoe—just home folks, Miss Regan.” 
 Euphemia’s eyes sparkled with 
anger. “Home folks,” she echoed with 
bitter emphasis. “Yes, I know you are. 
Well, if you ask me, I think you’d better go 
home—and stay there.” 
 She almost whirled to the door, 
opened it and darted up the stairs. The door 
swung back, and its latch clicked viciously. 
 Luttrell stood staring blankly for a 
full minute and then reluctantly left the 
building. He almost slouched back to Clark 
Street, and it may also be said that he 
looked the foiled villain to a marvel. 
 “Didn’t make much by that.” he 
muttered. 
 IT was quite evident the next 
morning that Euphemia had caught cold in 
the rain. Her eyes showed it, and so did the 
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swollen condition of her nice little nose. 
Sadie was all sympathy and immediately 
produced a menthol inhaler for present 
relief, and Euphemia was obligingly 
sniffing at it when the members of the 
Association began to arrive. Then she took 
up her work and at once proved that the 
unpleasant malady had not affected her 
fingers. She was so intent upon what she 
was doing that she noticed neither Mr. 
Luttrell’s arrival nor Mr. Joplin’s failure to 
arrive. Sadie presently informed her of the 
latter circumstance. 
 “All here but him,” she said 
dolefully. “The curtain up and all set for 
the play, and no Hamlet. Wouldn’t that jar 
your sensibilities! But cheer up!” she 
continued hopefully. “Maybe he’ll come in 
after a while, staggering under a load of 
hot-house flowers. Still, we wont wait for 
him.” 
 She took something from her desk 
and was starting for the coat-rack when 
Euphemia called to her. “Lay off that, 
Sade,” she said sharply. “I wont stand for 
it. Bring that hair hack here.” 
 Miss Sanders stopped, and then 
seeing that her friend was in earnest, stuck 
out her tongue and began to busy herself 
among the coats. 
 “Oh, well,” said Euphemia with a 
sort of listless resignation. She went on 
with her work, but in a moment or two she 
straightened up and beckoned imperatively. 
“Sade!” 
 As Sadie refused to come, she got 
up and went to her. “Don’t put any in Mr. 
Luttrell’s coat, anyway,” she requested 
earnestly. 
 Sadie gave her a queer look. 
“Which is his coat?” she asked, and 
Euphemia pointed it out—a shaggy ulster. 
 “Just as you say,” Sadie consented, 
and Euphemia went back to her desk and 
paid no further attention to the matter. 

Sadie resented that. Euphemia was not 
acting in a sportsmanlike manner, she 
considered, leaving it all to her. 
Nevertheless she went on with it zestfully 
and she did it artistically—not so that the 
long golden hairs would be at once 
perceived, but that from their concealment 
beneath coat-collars, in sleeve-linings, 
behind lapels and under pocket-flaps, they 
would in time work out to the confusion of 
those who had Unknowingly harbored 
them. And she put an extra allowance in 
and about the shaggy ulster belonging to 
Mr. Richard Luttrell. 
 
ELEVEN-THIRTY arrived, out came the 
victims, but they did not, as 
Mesdemoiselles Sanders and Regan 
expected, linger to exchange hand-shakes 
and farewells. That was the usual thing at 
the end of a session, but now the members 
assumed their coats and hats without any 
indication that they were parting to meet no 
more until the first Monday in April; and 
presently, amid the babble, arose the voice 
of Legette, of Marion: 
 “You can make the six-thirty easy 
enough, Peterson. We’ll be all through here 
by four o’clock.” 
 The young women looked at one 
another in consternation. “Gee!” whispered 
Sadie, “they’re coming back this 
afternoon.” 
 It was only too true. Willie, the 
office-boy, confirmed it. Some little 
measure was still to be debated and voted 
upon—little but important. 
 “Can’t be helped,” said Sadie, “and 
maybe it won’t make any difference, 
anyway. We’ll hope so.” 
 But it did make a decided 
difference, for the afternoon debate had not 
begun when Riggs, of Detroit, discovered a 
long golden hair on Mr. Luttrell’s shoulder 
and gleefully proclaimed his discovery. 
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Euphemia and Sadie heard the jovial uproar 
that ensued, and their faces blanched with 
apprehension. Presently the board-room 
door opened and disclosed Mr. Riggs, who 
held his closed finger and thumb delicately 
before him. He looked narrowly at Miss 
Regan,—at her coiffure particularly,—and 
a roseate flood of color overspread Miss 
Rcgan’s attractive young face; whereupon 
Rigg’s grinned broadly and withdrew, 
closing the door carefully. Again noisy 
laughter, and above it Luttrell’s voice in 
sharp remonstrance. Comparative silence 
then, but only for a minute. Somebody 
uttered a yell of delight and shouted, 
“Here’s one on Bristow, too!” and another 
burst of laughter greeted the 
announcement. 
 Euphemia started up, nearly 
overturning her chair, and hurried to her 
locker. In record time she jammed the 
beaver-trimmed toque down atop of her 
shining tresses, pinned it and slipped into 
her coat. Her face was still crimson, and 
she dabbed quickly at her eyes with her 
handkerchief before she slammed the 
locker door—at which instant Sadie came 
up. Sadie was thoroughly alarmed. 
 “Where are you going, dearie?”  
 “I’m going home,” Euphemia 
answered, with an effort to control her 
emotion. “You can say that I am sick—and 
you bet I am. Oh, see what you’ve done!” 
 “But dearie—” 
 Euphemia broke from her detaining 
hand and fled. 
 
IN the parlor of Mrs. Hennessey’s select 
boarding-house on Ashland Avenue, Sadie 
Sanders, that evening, related the story of 
the following events to Mr. Art Brenker, 
who was lucky enough to be her steady 
company. 
 “I was sorry for the poor kid,” said 
Sadie, “but believe me, I was some 

twittered when I thought of what was going 
to happen to little me. Mr. Wenlock, our 
manager, is easy dispositioned most of the 
time, but when he gets sore, he ain’t got no 
more chivalry than a rabbit, and I didn’t 
lose time getting to those coats to gather up 
the circumstantial evidence. But no, I 
hadn’t picked half a dozen hairs when out 
he comes and I’m caught in the act. He just 
looks at me like a wooden Injun for about 
an hour and three-quarters—it might have 
been less, but that’s my guess; then he asks 
me where is Euphemia, and I tell him she’s 
gone home with the lagrippe. 
 “‘A very good place for her,’ says 
he, and walks up to the coat-rack and 
begins investigating. ‘What were you doing 
here just now, Miss Sanders?’ 
 “‘Picking ’em off,’ says I. ‘It was 
me put ’em on,’ I says nobly. 
 “‘Oh, did you indeed?’ he says—
just like that. ‘Did you, indeed? Willie, 
come here and carry these coats into the 
board-room.’ He takes an armful himself, 
and Willie takes the rest. When he comes 
back, he fires me in a few well-chosen 
words; so here I am.’ 
 “I should worry!” said Art, happily. 
“Kiddo, how long is it going to take you to 
get good and ready? I’ll give you till the 
day after to-morrow morning.” 
 “Make it a week from now and 
you’re on,” was Miss Sadie’s blushing 
response. “But Art, dear, don’t you never 
think that two can live as cheap as one. 
This recklessness is going to put an awful 
crimp in your pay-envelope.” 
 A little later Sadie said: “I feel 
mean about Euphemia. It ain’t the job so 
much, because she can get another ’most 
anywhere, but it’s that skate Luttrell I was 
telling you about. Art, the cold gray dawn 
will soon be breaking, and this has been my 
busy day, so I’m going to let you go and 
treat m’self to—to—a n-nice little w-
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weep!” 
 
EUPHEMIA’S cold was worse the next 
morning. Her eyes, her Aunt Nora told her, 
were “like two burned holes in a blanket,” 
and her nose “a sight to behold.” Going to 
the office was out of the question. 
Euphemia agreed that it was out of the 
question, Sadie having acquainted her by 
telephone with what had transpired there; 
so she kept her room and submitted to Aunt 
Nora’s ministrations. It was hard to be 
obliged to lie and think and fight against 
thinking and then think again all through 
the day with no other distraction than 
quinine capsules, herb tea and beef broth. 
There was so much to think of that hurt. It 
was not, as Sadie had said, so much the 
loss of her position; yet that was to be 
considered. But that humiliation of the 
afternoon before! Her body tingled with the 
shameful recollection. 
 And she had laid herself open to it. 
Sadie had proposed the mischief, but she, 
Euphemia, had consented to it; it had even 
seemed quite justifiable to her at the time, 
aside from the joke of it. Now the thing 
appeared in its true light—an unmaidenly 
folly whose consequences might have been 
serious enough. Those men were not all 
Joplins. Some of them were decent, so far 
as she really knew. That was a bitter 
thought, too, and she had to think of it. 
 But, as Sadie had said, it wasn’t so 
much that, as that skate Luttrell; and the 
worst of it was, Euphemia had come to the 
conclusion that he was not a skate. She had 
fancied admiration in his eyes,—or 
something more,— when it was nothing 
but pure kindliness and good nature. 
Thinking it over, it was not until she found 
that note and basely read it that she had 
really thought— And now, oh, why was he 
so tall and strong, and why did he smile in 
that quick, sunshiny way and let that little 

twinkle come into his eyes even when he 
seemed most grave? And why did she so 
like to hear him laugh or speak. when— 
 Hard to be obliged to lie and think. 
 The day went, somehow. Once, 
during Aunt Nora’s absence for necessary 
marketing, Euphemia went to the telephone 
and called up the office. Ed Rogers, one of 
the clerks, answered the call and told her 
that Mr. Wenlock was out. 
 “Will you please tell him that I’m 
not able to get down to the office and that 
be had better, please, get somebody in my 
place. Say I’m sorry, please, Mr. Rogers, 
and—have they got through with the 
session?” 
 “Got through yesterday afternoon, 
Miss Regan,” Rogers answered. “They are 
all home by this time. Is there anything I 
can do?” 
 “Thank you very much,” said 
Euphemia, “—just the message to Mr. 
Wenlock. That’s all.” 
 “That’s settled,” said Euphemia to 
herself. “I couldn’t go back.” 
 
NEXT morning, Euphemia decided, she 
would start out on her search for new 
employment; but with the morning came 
rain in torrents with the usual late February 
admixture of sleet; and although her cold 
was much better and her eyes and nose of 
nearly normal appearance, Aunt Nora 
sternly forbade any out-of-doors nonsense; 
so Euphemia contented herself with a 
careful perusal of the advertisements in the 
morning paper. The paper exhausted, she 
tried a novel, but there was no thrill in the 
book now, and it hardly carried her though 
the morning. Then there was lunch, and 
some little domestic tasks that were better 
than none, Shooed from the kitchen, she 
discarded her apron, rearranged her hair 
and got into a pretty little house-dress-
which was an inspired proceeding, for she 
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had hardly made the change before the bell 
rang and Aunt Nora at the speaking-tube 
said: “Yes, she’s in. Mr. Luttrell, is it ? 
Well, come right up.” 
 Euphemia flew to stop her, but it 
was too late. There was nothing for it but to 
open the door and admit him, which she 
reluctantly did. Mr. Luttrell had been quite 
obviously exposed to the weather, and this 
circumstance removed some of the 
awkwardness of the meeting. 
 “Why, you’re wet through!” 
exclaimed Euphemia with real concern. 
“Haven’t you an umbrella?” 
 “Yes, but I didn’t need it,” Luttrell 
answered with a smile. “I’m not wet 
underneath my coat. Here’s the umbrella. 
It’s yours. I—er—thought I’d bring it to 
you.” It was quite embarrassing to 
Euphemia, the way he looked at her. He 
had never stared before; but then he’d 
never seen her in that particular little dress 
and with her hair in that particular style. 
 “You should have worn your 
raincoat,” said Euphemia when they were 
seated. “Couldn’t you get it mended?” She 
was still a little confused. 
 “I suppose I could have, but I didn’t 
think of it,” Luttrell answered. “It’s good to 
have you talking to me again like this,” he 
continued with sudden warmth. “Like old 
times.” 
 “Not very old time?,” said 
Euphemia a little coldly. 
 “No.” he agreed in a regretful tone. 
“But—we’re friends now, aren’t we?” 
 Why not? Euphemia thought. Yes, 
they could part friends—perhaps. But— 
 “Perhaps you wouldn’t want—” she 
began nervously. And then: “Will you 
excuse me for a minute, please?” 
 She left the room, but returned 
almost immediately and handed him the 
fatal note. “This is something of yours.” 
she said very steadily. “I saw you drop it, 

but I picked it up and read it. Do you think 
that you would want to be friends with a 
girl that would do such a thing as that?” 
 Luttrell, who had given the note the 
merest glance, answered that he thought he 
would. 
 “And that—that—the day before 
yesterday—in the office—” Euphemia 
continued, not quite so steadily. “I didn’t 
mean—at least I did mean to, but it was 
more on Mr. Joplin’s account. He was so 
horrid and I thought it might teach him a 
lesson and—and—” 
 “And teach me a lesson too?” asked 
Luttrell, looking gravely at the note in his 
hand. 
 “Sadie didn’t put any in your coat, 
did she?” Euphemia exclaimed, her eyes 
widening with horror. 
 Luttrell nodded. 
 “Truly, I told her not to.” 
 “I’m glad she did. Anyway, Joplin 
has had his lesson. I took him away from 
you the other night (I don’t think you saw 
me then)—took him into a quiet alley and 
bumped it pretty thoroughly into his 
understanding.” Luttrell spoke 
indifferently—absently. Apparently he was 
reading the note. Suddenly he looked up, 
and his eyes seemed to blaze with 
understanding as they met Euphemia’s. 
 “Lord!” he cried. “You thought I 
was a married man!” 
 He laughed and crumpling the note, 
let it fall to the floor. “That s from my 
sister Bessie,” he explained. “She and the 
kids came to me when her husband died.” 
He got up, and Euphemia would have got 
up too, but all at once she felt too weak for 
the effort—too weak to resist when he took 
her hand and turned her averted head 
toward him. 
 “I believe there’s a chance for me. 
Phemie. Phemie, is there?” 
 He would have been very dull 
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indeed if he had had to ask the question 
twice. 
 
BUT presently Euphemia pushed him away 
in a panic of doubt and fear. 
 “You didn’t really care until just 
this minute,” she breathed. “It’s an 
impulse. You haven’t thought what it 
means to you—and to me. Mr. Luttrell—
please!” 
 “Listen,” said Luttrell earnestly. 
“I’ve been in love with you from the first 
minute I fairly saw you, and I never gave a 
girl or woman a second thought in that way 
in my life. Listen to me, Phemie, darling. 
Perhaps I was too busy with other things, 
but it’s so. And it didn’t make me happy to 
be in love with you, because it seemed to 
me I was too rough and top homely, and 
maybe, too old for a girl like you to care 
for. I was afraid of you—afraid to speak to 
you, almost. And when I did speak to you, 
and you were nice to me—why, I thought, 
maybe, if I was very careful, went very 
slow, perhaps— ..... But it got too much for 
me. I fixed up this special session because I 
couldn’t wait any longer to see if I had a 
show. I said, ‘I’ll ask her to marry me 
anyway;’ but I held myself in pretty well, 
didn’t I, dear? And then you stopped me—
short. Then I thought there was somebody 
else, maybe, and that you had guessed how 
I was feeling about you. I thought that even 

when I came into this room just now—
honest!” 
 He fumbled in his waistcoat pocket. 
“I don’t often buy jewelry but—this is 
something that belongs to you, Phemie, but 
I wasn’t going to return it to you. Look.” 
 It was a massive locket, gemmed 
outrageously, that he showed her. His big 
thumb pressed its spring, and it opened. 
Behind the gold-edged circle of glass was 
more gold—a thick coiled strand, every 
thread of which had made Euphemia wince 
with pain as it was plucked from her head 
for the disruption of possible happy homes. 
 “It’s all there,” cried Luttrell 
triumphantly. “I got it all, and I meant to 
take it back with me, anyway. I can take all 
this back with me, too, can’t I, Phemie—
dear little Phemie?” 
 He put his hand gently on her head, 
and the locket fell to the floor with a 
thump, entirely unregarded. In fact, it was 
Aunt Nora who picked it up— some little 
time later. 
 “And what may this be?” she asked. 
 “It’s a locket,” answered Euphemia, 
blushing. 
 Luttrell showed some little 
embarrassment too, as he took the trinket; 
but he leaned to Euphemia and quoted 
Hood: 
 “The next tithe I come, Love, I’ll 
come with a ring.” 

 


