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Bigelow opened the door softly and advanced steathily into
the room. When he got just at the back of the abstracted Batchellor,
his mouth and eyes opened wide with amazed suspicion, and he could not
keep back the astonished exclamation that escaped him,

"Caught !® you great greasy grind!" said he, and pounded the
other across the back.

Batchellor sprang to his feet, breathing hard with excited
embarrassment. His face was deeply flushed and he had hastily dropped
to the floor the little shoe he had been rapturously admiring and
caressing.

"Where did you get 1t? Who is she? - - of all the unmit-

Vi
igated forxes! Tet's see the‘Trilb} and Bigelow reached out for the

shoe .
"Isn't it a dandy!" sald Batchellor with glowing enthusiasm.
"It is kind 'o pretty" admitted Bigelow, turning it over in
his hand. W%Who is she,Batech ? Out with it nowi"

Batchellor was runinating. He did not reply at onece and
when he finally did so, it was with a great air of confidential mystery.
"Mow look here, Bige., can you keep your mouth shut?" he
began with assumed hesitation. "Sa-ay)l'm on to the dandiest thing
that.évef‘happenedt"

"flell?" insisted Bigelow, the most notorious gossip in

Columbia,Uadusreditd ""hy don't you speak up like a man then?"
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Batchellor leaned against the back of his chair, anrnd folded als
| arms across his heart.
| "I've decided to keep rum after all"™ he sald slowly. "You
know very well, Bige., vou couldn't keep it to yourself to save your

ungodly soul fram perdition.”

"Oh, "returned Bigelow nonchalantly,"of course it's your own
affalr - and yet - By Jove, Batch., as I've already said, you're the
foxiest fox in the College. Here you've been posing as so blamed
virtuous, that a fellow couldn't drag you from your almighty cramning,
if we dangled the reddest peach in llew York before your eyes, and all
this while - when we fellows thought vou were interested in only one
thing on earth,-how to get through your exams. creditably, you have

been hugging up to your bipg self a neat little "affair" and a - er -

neat - little shoe - and the Lord knows what else.

#3Say Batch. she has, reaily you knogz§$gﬁétty, pretty little
foot, hem - from the looks of that there. Know her pretty well?"
Batchellor shrugged his shoulders carelessly. "Oh so, sol"
sald he - "You see when a fellow can get a girl's shoe and - "
"What else have you got?" sniffed Bigelow suspiciously.
Batchellor got up and stretched himself.
"That's my little affair Bige." he saiditszning. . i
Q yptafprr ath N a AT~
Bigelow stared at him, with adoirins—ermsperat-ion
"Well," he said, and stopped thoughtfully a moment half

way across the roon - "So long!" he added suddenly and went out,

banging the door behind him.
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As the door closed, Batchellor picked up the little shoe .
and regarded it ruefully.

"You little devil" he sald softly, "Vou're going to glve me
some fun, are you? It'll be all over the place be fore this night
wanes, God wot , and, By Jove, I'llyhave to keep it up too."

He put the shoe down on his washstand before him, lit a
cigar and sat forward in his reading chalr,looking thoughtfully and
sentimentally at it through the dreamy mazes of the smoke that drifted
about himn.,.

It was a little dancing slipper - Fo. 2. It had once been
exquisitely pretty and stylish, with it's little hizh French heel
and dainty black satin covered with jet bead work,and the pretty
ribbon bow above the instep. And yet in its worn and battered condit-
ion now/it was prettisr than it ever could have been when it had first
left the shoenaker's, for a perfectly moulded little foot had
danced and warmed its way into the heart of the shoe, leaving the
imprint of its shape and form. The toe was crushed at the tip show-
ing where the shoe was a wee bit too long for its wearer, but apart
from thié and the bewitching incurves at the sides ,it still re-
tained 1t's shape. The satin was frayed and worn in places and its
light sole was on the verge of breaking.

Prom the very first Batchellor had bheen in love with it.

He was a dreany, imaginative young fellow and despite his great bulk
was almost girlish in his sensitiveness. The tiny shoe apnrealed to

his imagination and his first enthusement had simmered down to & quilet



love for it that was reallw bretty to see. He had gotten into the
- o 8

hablt of fondling and even abostrophising it. He called it his
"Mascot" and wore it in his ~&E&s-whenever he played with his teanm.
He fancled he could study better when the little shoe was in his
sight, and he delighted in making a secret asAmv—receiver of it.

About two weecks later a delegation of seven strapping,
grinmming and important gﬂg?g Columbia boys waited upon Batchellor
in his room at the Dormitory. Bach man was the partieular
spokesman for the party and thevy all spoke at once, just like a
crowd of glddy young school girls or fiichty women might have done.

"ow look here,Batch., we're on to you! " went off the
first firecracker.

"Confession is good for the soul, my bovi" niped one 1little
chap, with an irresistible air of paternal patronimity.

"What's yrour latest, Datch.” ? inquired another.

A Gbrsetl" squeeled a youngster, named Mount, in high

e
glee.

"A corsetl” echoed Bigelow with immense scornm - "A corset -
nothing! He's got a pair of garters now if you please, dirty as dirt
too, they are. Good Tord, I did imagine the creature was something
dainty and bewitching after the little shoegq - but pshaw! those

corsets and garters,they're rottent"

"L.ook a herel!" said Batchellor good naturedly "I wish vou
fellows would clear out of here. What in the diclkens do you want

anyhow?"
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"W ant! echoed Bigelow with a world of disgusted expression

- and "want" echoed the'kid shrilly - "We want to know all about
this bird you have on the string?

"Batch.", sald another, popularly known as Wihe Qﬁrson",
"where did those shoes come from? Tho gave you that mooshoir
handkerchfef? - who wore those celestial garters and dirty corsets
eh? "

"A No. 2 shoe, a NMo. 34 corset, that looks as if it had
been worm by a cow, a dirty pair of garters and a little girl's
glove! - - do yvou really mean to say that you think we're goinﬁ
1o believe they helong all to one and the same person? "

"Mo. 341" echoed Batchellor uncomfortably; "well, what's
wrong with that, eh?"

"Only that Mo. 24 corsets might f£it an elephant, while No.,
2 shoes belong to a fairy( "

"Nonsense!" said Bat chellor getting out the corsets, and
opening them ; "you dent sunpose anyone could squeeze into anything
smaller than these? Good gracious, they don't £0 half round any-
how!"aMbhe aﬂjusted them about his own unsupple waist amid the cheers
and jeers of the others.

It was not so very long after this, and while Batchellor
was still the object of much suspicion and speculation, that the

little shoe was pgiven a rival. Batchellor had fallen in love agalin)

in fact, this time with a young girl.



He had met her at a small entertalnment given by one
of the Frats. at Barnard, and had lost his heart and head to her
almost at once.

In a short time he had managed to overcame his
customary bashfulnsss with her sex sufficilently to seek he?wout,
and eventually haunt h2r like an ardent and persistent shadow.

And the girl, who was Jjust as nice as she was pretty,
with a woman's quick intuition, perceiving how it was with him,
proceadsd to fulfil the words of the Scripture that"Love begats
love",

She blushed delicately when they met ( accidentally,
of course,) when going back and forth from Columbla to Barnard.
She blushed vividly and shyly when he accosted her, asking if
"he might carry her books for her and see her home," and she
blushed all rosy red, even to the tips of her 1little ears, one
night when he had kissed her 1little hand at parting, with all a
veung fellow's ardent adniration and devotion. And all the night
long Batchellor talked in his sleep of a girl with blushes - -
all kinds - soft pink, deeply scarlet, vividly glowing red
hlushes.

In the morning he whistled like a humming bird as he
dressed, and even halled Bigelow whom he had grown to detest,

with a hearty " Hello, o0ld fellow!"
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Meanwhile the girl, whose name by the way was June Ber-

trand and who lived in one of the big dormitories connected with
: e
the college, was sitting upes her bed, with her little knees drawn
up under her night gown, resting her chin on her clasped hands,
and listening with a little white face to the gossip of her room-
mate.
L} i
"And I think it horrigﬁ that boys should be so horrlqa!

] Ldea .

The idea «-+{a corset, of all thingse-- and a pair of garters! and

a -- look here, June, there's no trusting these earnest looking,
sincere, deceitful men, I tell you! The ideal! I told you to look

out for him,- didn't I ? Now didn't I ? and you ought to've had

more sense than to get so -- so familiar with him. Good gracious!
June -- you look me square in the face,-- now have you -- did you--
did you -- have you ever permitted that -- that man to kiss you ?"

she ended in an awful whisper.

"No!" said poor little June passionately, and then she
turned abouq&her face in her pillow and fell to weeping.

Then the other girl immediately melted and began con-
soling her in this wise:

"There, don't cry, June,- there! dasit ----That brute .--
he isn't worth it. Don't! Don't! It ::::LIE be true anyhow! -—-
I for one don't believe it. No, sir! Don't cry so, dear. That
comes of trusting men! He needn't deny it either! mﬁiows

it's true. My goodness gracious! didn't Mr. Bigelow tell brother

Bob about it, and Bob himself went over, and saw them with his own
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. eéyes,- yes, iIndeedy =-- saw those awful corsets! Don't you mind,
June -- and t ee!ﬁh&srwerq{thirty—fours, think of it -- a great
big, ugly cat of a woman, and oh, my,Bob said it was the prettiest
shoe -- only 24-- think of it! Small as yours, June-- Ah -- h -~
there".

That day about three in the afterroon Batchellor waited in
vain fbr June to pass a certain door of the library building, where
they had been in the.habit of meeting each other. It was a cold
day, and Batchellor stamped his feet and shivered as he walted.

And for three whole days there was no sign of the girl. 'Then
Batchellor went out of his way, missed a class and stationed him-
sel f where he knew it would be necessary for her to pass when leav-

inéAE;r\n&aés:

was smiling faintly until she saw him, and then the 1ittle smile

She came out with a number of other girls. She

seemed almost startled from her face, and instead of blushing rosi-
ly as hitherto, a cold, freezing expression came to her face, and
it was in the most distant and haughty fashion that she returned
his bow.

Poor Batchellor, distracted and baffled, spent the rest
of the day in crazily and unavaillingly trying to search his mind
for some cause of her coldness. Tor two other weeks following,
and whenever he met the girl, he was treated in the same seant
fashion, though it seemed to his frenzied imagination. that her
recognition of him grew fainter and more frigid each_time. And no

wonder! From day to day June was hearing more of the mysterious



