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THE METROPOLITANS

o Ll full moon, sailing across the sky
"-Lif:.“' ‘”\‘ #ove Staten Island, in serene indiffer-
& vnce to mundane revel, might have per-
5 céived that the fifth annual ball of the
I¥unt Club was nearly at an end. Her
light on the hoar-frost made grass and late foliage
everywhere sparkle with myriad crystals, hid itself in
hollowed wave and nmbrageous forest near, and only
gave way before long pencils of warmer, rosier rays,
which shot forth now and then from the open doorway
of u great illuminated building. The brittle earth
crackled beneath the hoofs of champing horses wait-
ing outside. Tmpatient coachmen came and went, flap-
ping their arms together to keep warm, like grotesque
birds in livery; finding small comfort in the fitful
bursts of music which came from within, but more
in visits to the rear premizes of the Goldenrod Inn,
whenece they issned wiping their mouths with the backs
of their hands,

“There & to be another supper affer the women
goes. I’'m here till mornin’, I 'd wager me soul!™
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2 THE METROPOLITANS

grumbled Mr. Pundit's eoachman, with a prodigious
FAWLL

“Vy don't you bet somethin' large!” responded
Lady Mellon's man, disdainfully. *That there yawn,
fir i'stance. I thought you 'd a-swallerred me! ™

#No; Lain't takin' bitters in mine,” chuckled Denis,
restored to good humor by the subtlety of his own
ratort courteous,

In the new wing of the Goldenrod, the great ball-
room resounded to the strains of the Hungarian band
hidden in an alcove, from whieh protruded two arti-
ficial heads of horses apparently feeding.

“Ins that what you end-of-the-century moderns call
realism in decoration, Mr. Penrose1” asked, with a
smile, a pleassnt-faced old man, directing his neigh-
bor's attention to these bronzed effigies.

“T rather fancy, Mr. de Mansur,” said the younger,
adjusting his eye-glasses, #that Archie Pundit prides
himegelf especially on that touch. He generally orders
natters—and takes the fatal slide from the artistic
to the ridieuloms. Otherwise, those corn-stalks and
sheaves of straw and pompking and vines, and the _
rest of the weeds, are not half bad as a background
for the men’s pink coats and the women’s gowns.”

“Why are you not in pink yourself!” asked the
elder man, kindly, looking up at his tall, thin compan-
ion, whose quite smooth face, with its marked features
and very fair coloring, made him noticeable. “I hear
that you ride very straight to hounds?””

#T am not & club member—only an invited guest.”

WWell, cncullus non facit monachum. I think I've
heard something of an imprompta leap, was it not?
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But now I must find my danghter and go. You young
fellows may sit np the rest of the night at your late
supper, but I want a few hours’ sleep before going back
to the city.”

He went off with & roll in his walk suggestive of in-
creased avoirdupois. Stephen Penross, who remained
behind, looked as expressionless as usual; but he had
noted, with those near-sighted eyes which missed very
little, the withdrawal of Miss de Mansur and her last
partner into 8 nook among the vines, where they would
not be easily found.

This partner, whose straight, well-knit figure and
eclear, dark tints went well with his scarlet eoat, was
leaning over Katherine st the moment, and mur-
muring :

“The quotation ie trite, but ecannot be improved,
when I say that when you danee with me I wish that
you might ever do nothing but that.”

“(0h,” smiled the slim girl in pale blue and silver,
still a little breathless from the last measures of * San-
tiago,”  what a nzeful carcer you would sketeh out for
me in this age of enlightenment, progress, and women's
elubs! Even papa, who would not have me & jodge,
say, or a railroad official, approves of fresh-air societies,
hospital missions, and needlework guilds, not to speak
of art clubs and Browning societies. Life was a mneh
gimpler matter in Perdita’s time, yon know. Her prin-
cipal ccoupation seemed to be picking flowers and pay-
ing compliments ; but now, in this year of grace, I shall
feel that to-night's pleasure ealls for some bit of un-
comfortable, disagrecable work, by way of equalizing
things with my conseience.”



