
David called in the evening, little Molly
ran to me calling:

“It’s your Soul Kiss, Daisy!” She
Was so innocent about it that I couldn’t
scold her, and I was too proud to tell
my other cousins how repulsive such a

name was to me when applied to David.

However, I was very glad to see him
again, in spite of all 'the talk that had
Coneon, which had left me the feeling of
having my spirit stripped naked, because

it’s awful not to have any privacy for

your thoughts. I soon forgot all about

the unpleasant things that had happened
and felt freer with David than I ever

had before. But as he said, “Finding
one of one's own intellectual kindred in

a city like New York gives one a rare

sense of fellowship.” So with Pauline
and Uncle Solon and Aunt Matilda in the

end of the flat I had a feeling of tran-

quillity that I never expected to have

after David's first call. The place was

quiet, and altogether there was an aspect
about it that made David say, “How rest-

ful it is to be with you, Daisy!” I gave

myself up to the charm of being with
someone I understood and that under-

stood me. I remember we were talking
about how long we had known each

other and how this meeting had caused

Our friendship to flower, when the door

bell rang. The little burr of the electric
bell sounding far oft', made my heart
feel queer. David, not knowing the sounds

of the flat as I did, went right on talk-
ing, but I could hardly answer him. I

heard someoneasking in New York tones

if Miss Shoemaker was in. Then it
flashed over me that it was Thursday
night and it was Will Mason come to

call on Pauline!

I could hear him taking his things off in

the hall, and the maid telling him to go
in and be seated. I am sorry to say
that both David and I were provincial
enough to let a silence fall on us and it

made me feel angry at David. It’s a

man’s place to help one out in anuncom-

fortable situation. I was so cross at

David that I couldn’t gather my wits

tibout me to break the awful silence—-

you know that silence creeps about you
sometimes when you feel as if you had
been doing something wrong. After a

long time something made me glance at

Will, Mr. Mason 1 suppose I ought to call
liim. As I peeped up he was looking at
me and there passed between us one of

those looks that sometimes you can’t

help giving to strangers, a quick glance
of comprehension which made me feel
more uncomfortable and more angry at

David, and also made me wonder if I

ought to bow to Mr. Mason and speak,
even though he hadn't been introduced,
end altogether I felt like a little country
jay; and in the bottom of my heart 1

Ibid a funny little triumphant feeling,
I knew just as well as anything that

M ill Mason would like me whether I was

a country jay or not, and perhaps all the
better because I was. There! I can’t
tell how long we three sat there without
speaking, and while we sat there it flashed
through my mind that I ought to have
known Will Mason was coming, because
Pauline was all dressed up. I kept get-
ting angrier at David and angry at my-
self, because I couldn’t help looking
sideways at Will Mason sitting perfectly
serf-possessed in his chair waiting, I
knew, for me to look at him. After an

age Paulino appeared, and In a moment

more we were all then to my

surprise I saw David staring at Pauline
as if he thought she was extremely good
looking. I am the least jealous person
in the world, but I felt surprised that
anyone of Pauline’s type should appeal
to him. I would be the first one to deny
that Pauline isn’t a very pretty girl—-
but under the bloom of her youth she is
just as hard as an iron saucepan. There
isn’t a gleam of sympathy about her. I
don’t mean this in criticism any more

than if I said her eyes were large and

blue, which they are. Pauline had no

intention of keeping the conversation
general. Very soon she and Mr. Mason
were chaffing each other along, each
one handing out more slang, every
minute, just as if we weren’t in

the room at all. The talking with David
was for me like walking in a ploughed
field. We have always talked of Real
Things, and simply hadn’t any small talk
whatever to fall back on; so for the
first time in my life I respected small

talk and realized its value.

I would have given ten years of my
life to have been able to chat along as

Pauline did. To tell the truth, we both

got more self-conscious every moment
until our conversation sounded more like
conversation in a German grammar than

anything else. Beside that, the light
fell upon Pauline and made her look to
her best advantage, and David’s glance
kept falling on her in an absent-minded
way.

Just as things began to get a little
better I heard Aunt Matilda and Uncle
Solon going to bed. For some reason I

felt awfully embarrassed. Pauline didn’t

appear to notice and chatted on as if we

weren’t sitting talking like two stone
bottles on one hand, and her mother go-
ing to bed on the other. Just then
there came a pause in the conversation,
and I heard Aunt Matilda’s voice saying
with awful distinctness:

“I don’t believe your last year’s flan-

nels are warm enough, Father! Seems
to me they washed awful thin last year.”

If I'd had anything to say this would

have taken it from my mouth, but Paul-
ine was quite equal to the occasion. She

rose to her feet and said,
“Let’s all go out and make a rarebit,”

but Mr. Mason proposed we all go out

with him and get a lobster, and, as if
he hadn’t heard Aunt Matilda going to

bed, asked if Mrs. Shoemaker wouldn’t

go with us. He came over and began
talking to us so we wouldn’t hear Paul-
ine talking in the other room. For the

first time in my life I realized what the
meaning of savoir faire was.

Of course.Aunt Matilda couldn’t go,
so Bob was fished out of the cellar,
where he was talking with the janitor,
to go as chaperon in her place. By some

chance I found myself walking with Mr.

Mason, while Bob and David and Pauline
walked on ahead a few steps. I found

Mr. Mason surprisingly easy to talk to.
I wanted awfully to tell him that he

semed to me like a nice, frank boy with
a lot of tact, but of course I couldn’t.

AVe had a very good time, except that
David’s conversation died as soon as we

were all together.
On the way home David walked with

me, and he surprised and pained me by
saying right away,

“You seem to like Mr. Mason very

much—for a man you’ve met for the first
time.”

“Why, yes,” I replied eoldlv. “Don’t
you?”

“No,” he answered, “I don’t. He’s too
smooth ami too glib. He’s not the kind
of fellow I’d want hanging around my
sister. You can’t tell what that sort of
man is like under his veneer of good
fellowship.”

Now there’s nothing I hate more than
injustice and suspicion unless it’s jeal
ousy, and I saw right away that David’s
dislike of Mr. Mason was founded on

this unworthy emotion. I had no idea
before that he had such things in his dis
position.

“I notice,” I said, “that it didn’t pre
■vent your accepting his hospitality.”

“No,” he answered gloomily, “I didn't
know how to get out of it.”

“You can be sure,” said I, pretty exas-

perated by this time, “he would have
known how to get out of accepting
yours.”

“Oh, he, he’d know how to get out of

anything.”
I said something sharp in answer but

David only replied with a queer note of

pathos.
“I don’t know how to do things like

that, and neither do you, Daisy.” I felt

softened toward him, when he spoiled it
all by saying: “I’m sorry a nice girl like
your cousin does.”

Well, I suppose we got very near a

quarrel, for David didn’t make, me feel
any pleasanter by saying that Pauline

was “so natural and so full of the joy of

life.” I wanted to answer, “So is a cat,”
but refrained for fear of being misunder-

stood. So by the time we said good-
night I felt perfectly wretched. David
and Mr. Mason walked off together, and
as we climbed the stairs (the elevator
had just stopped), Bob said,

“Look out for storms, Daisy, you’ve
made a hit with Pauline’s best young
man,” which vulgar word sent me to bed

still more unhappy. Why couldn’t I

have a pleasant time with Mr. Mason

without .Bob’s saying such things, and

why need Pauline mind? I went to bed
feeling that 1 had offended everybody,
and that David would never come to see

me again, and that I didn’t much care if
he didn’t, which made things awfully de-
solate.

You see how soon that miserable flat
had made trouble between old and dear
friends. That Pauline put it gently to

me that she would see I had an evening
all to myself if I would see she had an

evening clear, only made me furious.
“Well, you’ll never have any fun if

you’re as stuffy as that,” Pauline told
me.

“I don’t want any,” said I, but I did
want fun and companionship—and—and
everything jdst like any girl, and wished
awfully that I didn’t have something in

me that wouldn’t let me accept Pauline’s
suggestion, but I just couldn’t, it seemed
so awfully eold-blooded to arrange like
that to be alone with David.

So I have to confess that I was glad
enough when Pauline took matters in her

own hands. She happened to be at home

one afternoon when David came to call
on me, and told him that she thought I

would be there the next evening.
“And I can tell you one thing; Daisy

dear,” aaid she, “I may not be a high-

brow like you, but I can settle this fam.
ily a lot better than if I were. I’ll tut
’em so you won’t see one of ’em.’*

“Well,” asked Bob, “what you goin* to
de about me, Daisy ? You needn’t say to
me, ‘lt’s the coal bin for yours,’ becana*
two of the fellers are coming down to-
morrow night. They’re coming from aw-
fully far.”

“Your Uncle Solon and I,” Aunt Mat-
ilda suggested, “can jest sit in our own

room, and you needn’t be afraid, my
dear, that we will make a sound. 1 have

had to do it for Pauline more than once.”
I said nothing, but I saw that Pauline

would have to sit in there, too, with Bob
and his friends in the dining-room, and
the children in the bedroom.

Still, by that time I had gotten
so I wanted to see David awfullly,
and I was glad enough to have him
come even under those unfavour-
able circumstances. I think David had
wanted to see me, too, for there was a

different expression in his face from any
1 had ever seen, and as soon as he came

in he said in a voice that seemed to me

loud,
“Oh, Daisy, I can’t tell you how I have

been looking forward to to-night! See-

ing you has brought me back to myself!
I did not know how far away I had been

drifting from what’s real.”

■Someway I wished he had not said it

just that way. I knew Pauline couldn’t
help hearing everything, so I answered;
in a very low tone. He did not take the
hint and it seemed to me that he fairly
yelled,

“It’s strange how the isolation of al

great city throws people together.”

“Yes, isn’t it?” said I, rather nervous-

ly. “W hat’s that book you have in your
hand?”

“It’s a play of Yeats that I brought to
■read. It’s got some beautiful pas-
sages

”

“What’s the matter, Daisy,” he broke
off. “You don’t seem yourself. Are you
nervous?”

An awful desire to laugh came over me.

Not myself? I would like to know what
girl would feel herself when her Uncle
Solon and Aunt Matilda were separated
from her by only the thinnest kind of
folding doors and. a grating over them,
and besides that, her eousin Pauline. I

grew hot all over, for I could just sco

Pauline’s puffs shaking at the things
David was saying. I cannot explain it,
but I felt as if I was Pauline myself, and
the things David said sounded silly to

me, and yet they were just the sort of

things I always liked to talk about.
“I’m all right,” I answered, “I’m just

a little tired. It would rest me to hear

you read.” For anything, I felt, would
be better than having them listen to

David’s tender speeches.
“Have I done anything you don’t like,

Daisy,” he asked, “You seem so different
someway.”

“Oh no, of course you haven’t, David,”
I answered rather shortly. “Do read,
please.”

“Poor little girl,” said David, “this big
city has gotten on your nerves.”

He began to read and soon looked up
to me for appreciation, but I had not
heard what he Baid; I was listening to

some stealthy noises in the other room,

followed by two little thuds. I knew

what it was; it was Uncle Solon remov-

ing his shoes with great care, and I don’t

"Just then there came a pause in the conversation, and I heard Aunt Matilda's voice saying with awful distinctness, 'I don't believe your last year's flannels are
warm enough father! Seems to me they washed awful thin last year.'"
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