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absently, had nice shoulders in the slim-
fitting blue chauffeur’s uniform. She
could almost envy the nonchalant man-
ner in which he drove. But Douglas,
of course, hadn’t any monetary worries
hanging over those nice shoulders of his.

Carola stopped thinking about Doug-
las and started concentrating on Pemby’s
will. Four years since she’d heard it
read—she had been at finishing school
then, and far too sincerely broken up
over Pemby’s death to pay much atten-
tion to the actual terms. But now, her
ey¢s narrowed suddenly. She was back
in the offices of Spratt & Philipps—she
remembered herself, a tall, gangling
young thing, weeping. And into her
mind came a dim flash, a sonorous voice
rumbling : .

“ a thousand dollars a month un-
til she reaches the age of twenty-five, or
such time as she shall marry, when the
handling of my entire fortune shall re-
vert te her »? ’

Yes, of course, that was it! That was
what the will had said! And Carola’s
eyes, from narrowed blue slits, became
suddenly wide, gay. Carola’s blond hecad
jerked backward and her laughter rang
out. There was a way, after all, to beat
the two old fools, a way to gain control
of the bulk of Pemby’s fortune.

She was still smiling as she leaned
forward, tapped slim, white-gloved fin-
gers against the smooth glass. Douglas
half turned, and she caught the even line
of his profile. She nodded her head, and
he pulled up instantly. '

Carola got out, ran around, opened
the door of the driver’s seat. She got
in calmly. Twin jubilant little devils
danced in her eyes.

“Don’t look so ungodly surprised,
Douglas. 1 want to talk to you.”

“Yes, Miss Pembroke,” said Doug-
las, and started driving again. But the
wondering look didn’t leave his face.

Carola stole a glance at him. Two
glances. The second one convinced her
of a quite amazing fact—Douglas was

good-looking. Funny she’d never no-
ticed before how very even his features
were, the nice way his dark hair grew at
the temples, made a frame for his
bronzed face and deep-set black eyes.
And he was tall, too. Not that it really
mattered.

“Douglas,” she began, and told her-
self hurriedly that it was ridiculous to
have qualms regarding one’s own chauf-
feur, “Douglas, are you married ?”

“No, Miss Pembroke.” He was driv-
ing now with his old composure.

Carola drew a long breath. “Then,”
she said, slowly, “will you marry me?”

The wooden exterior cracked. Doug-
las’s head swung around sharply, and he
turned startled black eyes upon her.
Somehow, under that frank, piercing re-
gard, Carola discovered she had the
grace to blush,

“Oh, I know,” she said, hastily, “it
must sound crazy to you. But you see,
it’s very important to me and—well,
anyway, will you?”

For an instant, Douglas reminded her
of a drowning man trying to catch his
breath. Then he asked, abruptly:

“Is that a question, Miss Pembroke,
or a command ?”

Carola thought a moment. “A com-
mand,” she said then, brazenly. She
waited, anxious. :

Somehow, she couldn’t quite read
Douglas’s expression. Was it docility
that lurked there? Or—this seemed in-
credible—amusement? Then he was
nodding his dark head tranquilly.

“Very well, Miss Pembroke. If that’s
the case—you understand that in my
position as chauffeur——"

“Yes, of course,” Carola assured him,
eagerly. “Quite!” '

Douglas sighed, eyes fixed straight
ahead. ‘“And with jobs hard to find
these days—well, even though it is a
sort of peculiar request, Miss Pembroke,
I don’t think I ought to refuse.”

© “Certainly not, Douglas,” Carola
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pathetic congratulations on capturing
the craziest young woman alive!”

“Thank you,” said Douglas modestly,
and Carola kicked him, .

“Of course, we all congratulate you,”
said Priscilla. “Do you know, I never
realized it, but Douglas must be a most
exceptional one-armed driver. By the
way, Douglas, have you a first name?”’

Douglas turned his dark gaze se-
renely on the dashing young widow.

“Certainly, Mrs. Whitely. You may
call me ‘Nap.””

“There!” said Carola. She looked at
her husband, beaming delightedly. “Isn’t
that nice of him, Priscilla?”

“Very,” agreed Priscilla, but her
smile wasn’t altogether as captivating as
usual. “Positively intriguing.”

It wasn’t until then that Carola real-
ized that of all her guests, one person
alone at the table had remained curi-
ously silent. Down at the far end, young
Barry Vines sat moodily twirling his
wine goblet. There was something in
the droop of his brown-blond head, the
forlorn expression of his sensitive mouth
that shot a faint pang through Carola’s
heart. She hadn’t, she thought a trifle
regretfully, meant to hurt Barry.

She didn’t get a word with him until
they were all in the living room. Carola
lit herself a cigarette, watching Barry,
while a servant set up two bridge tables,

“Ten of us,” Chet announced. “We'll
have to cut in.”

“I’'m not playing,” said Carola quickly.

“Nor 1,” said Barry, looking at her.

Chet turned to Nap. He was leaning
against a corner of the open fireplace, a
tall, slim black-and-white silhouette in
the lamplight. Of them all he seemed
the most nonchalant, at ease.

“Of course,” said Chet, the least bit
too breezy, “you play contract, old
man ?”’ _ ,

Nap looked at him an instant, hard.
Then he smiled. “Why not?”

Priscilla’s long fingers lifted the ivory
“cigarette holder from her bright mouth.

“I told you,” she said, smiling, “Nap
had hidden accomplishments.”

As the others sat down at the two
tables, Barry moved swiftly to Carola’s
side.

“I must talk to you,” he said, low.

For an instant the large hazel eyes re-
minded her more than ever of a wor-
shiping Airedale. Then she slipped her
arm through his.

“All right.”

A minute later they were facing each
other in the delightful book-lined room
that was Carola’s library. In the dim
light of the golden lamp Barry looked
somehow younger, more boyish than
ever.

“Carola "’ he began.

“Yes, I know.” She perched herself
on Pemby’s old oak desk, swung slim
legs, smiling. “How could I?”

Barry’s hands lighting a cigarette were
not quite steady. “Exactly.”

“Blame it on Pemby.” She shrugged
lovely bare shoulders. ‘“He tied up his
money so I couldn’t reach it, and I
thought I'd fool him by getting married,
only——" She broke off, lips com-
pressing.

The flame in Barry’s fingers died
slowly. He stared. “You mean to say,
you married your chauffeur for money,
when you could have ?

“Married you for the same reason,”
Carola said softly. She shook her blond
head. “But you see, I knew you hap-
pened to be in love with me, Barry. It
would have been—well, a dirty trick, I'd
say.” _

Barry went on staring at her and the
something not quite decipherable in his
eyes made Carola shift her own gaze,
the least bit uncomfortable. Then, ab-
ruptly, he was straightening his slim
shoulders. _

" “You were right.”” There was a
sharp, alien bitterness in his tone. “I
do happen to be in love with you. And
T’ve stood by, ever since I’ve known you
and watched you do a lot of crazy things,
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Carola. But this last gesture—or should
I say jest?>—well, I don’t think I can
quite forgive you that.”

He turned on his heel and without an-
other glance, walked from the room.

Carola sat perfectly still where she
was. Only her legs had stopped swing-
ing. And for just an instant she wished
she could wipe that misery from Barry
Vines’s eyes, from his soul.

But she knew thea that she couldn’t.
Barry was a dear, the sort of person
she might have wished a brother to be.
But love? Well, Barry just wasn't the
type, that was all.

And Carola closed her eyes, and won-
dered with a tiny wistful rush if she'd
ever meet him, the sort of man she could
fall in love with. She didn’t know what
he’d be like exactly. Except that he'd
have to be strong and have character and
make her respect him above heaven and
earth.

BY midnight the last of her guests

were gone. And Carola, who had
been waiting impatiently for this moment
all evening, threw back her shoulders
with strange zest, lifted her gaze, firm,
resolute to Nap Douglas’s face.

“Just a moment, Nap!” And as he
looked at her, dark brows raised ques-
tioningly: “I want to talk to you.
There’s the matter of my allowance to
be arranged. I shall want five hundred
a week.”

Both hands slid slowly into his trousers
pockets. “So?’ he said, after a mo-
ment. “Sorry, Carola, I'm afraid that’s
out of the question. Your present al-
lowance seems to me ample.”

Carola’s eyes opened, round. Had
she heard aright? Was he actually re-
fusing her?

She drew in her breath sharply.
“How dare you?” she said, low.

Nap took his hands out of his pockets,
His fingers lighting a cigarette were
brown, slender.

“‘A reasonable allowance to be set

for her by her husband,’” he quoted,
lightly.

“Yes, but ”  Carola broke off,
suddenly. For the first time, looking at
him, she saw him actually as an indi-
vidual. Hitherto, he had been merely
a convenience, to be molded, tempered
to her will. Now She sat down
very slowly, very oddly. Then, all at
once her eyes shot fire, her hands
clenched in her white chiffon lap. Her
voice came, iced: “We may as well
settle this once and for all, Nap. If you
imagine for one instant you're going to
crack the whip over me o

“It is settled,” Nap said calmly. “You
get two-fifty a week.”

“Oh!” She was on her feet again like
an angry white flash. “You—you ?
She choked, trailed off.

Nap smiled. “You're sputtering.”
Then he nodded, understandingly. “Of
course, it is annoying to have one’s
chauffeur dictate to one.”

Somehow, she managed to gain con-
trol of herself again. Her head jerked
up, imperious, haughty.

“Not in the least!” Her lips nar-
rowed, bitter-sweet. “You see, there
are very simple ways and means of get-
ting rid of chauffeurs!”

Nap was blowing beautiful smoke
rings. He nodded agreeably. “Natur-
ally. Now a husband—well, he’s a little
more difficult to fire.”

“Not so very much more difficult,”
Carola assured him acidly. “All one
really has to do is grab a train for
Reno!”

She faced him, head still flung high,
triumphant. She meant that last with
all the passionate spirit of her mettle-
some nature. She hadn’t anticipated
this nor anything like it from Nap Doug-
las. But as long as he thought he could
play the demigod over her——

Nap was staring at her queerly. Ca-
rola didn’t quite like the way his dark
eyes narrowed, nor the set, cool look
about his mouth.
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“Why not?” she demanded, bridling.
Then she took firm control of herself.
“After all, we’ve got to keep up appear-
ances.”

To her surprise, he agreed with her
there. But she couldn’t shake him on
the Europe idea. That was definitely
out. He gave no reason.

“How about your place in the Adiron-
dacks ?” he asked presently. “We could
run up there—just the two of us, no
servants.” He smiled. “Don’t you
think a husband and wife ought to get
to know each other?”

Carola didn’t think so. She said as
much. “If you think,” she added, dis-
paragingly, “that I'm going to cook for
you_—i’ .

“Well,” said Nap, quietly, “I think
you're going to learn.”

Carola opened her mouth wide, ready
to issue another burst of heat, and then,
abruptly, closed it.

“Very well,” she said, after a mo-
ment, with such surprising sweetness,
that Nap stared at her oddly. “Of
course, Nap, if you think it’s best we
go to the Adirondacks——"

And that was all. Within two hours
their packing was done, and they were
on their way. They had taken Carola’s
small car, and Nap was driving. All
the way along, she kept up a running
chitchat of talk and Nap listened. Only
his eyes, glancing at her now and again,
wondered a little at the brightness of
her own.

He didn’t have to wonder, finally.
At Danley, the nearest village to Ca-
rola’s place, she calmly suggested they
stop for gas.

“You needn’t bother about supplies,”
she added, carelessly. “Mrs. Beams
always sees there’s a good stock kept at
the lodge. All we need is butter, milk
. She broke off suddenly, and
Nap, as though instantly alert, followed
her gaze. “Why, there they are!”

“There who 1is?” he demanded,
quickly.

Carola turned to him, smiling. “Why,
the folks I invited to join us, Nap! You
see, I thought after a while, we'd be
horribly bored o

“Quite,” said Nap, grimly.
more.

Then Carola was leaning out of the
car, hailing the big car parked across the
way in the narrow village street.

“Chet—Barry! Hello, there!”

They. came running over instantly.
Chet and Nona, Barry and Ca-
rola’s eyes narrowed ever so faintly
with displeasure as they took in the tall
figure of Priscilla Whitely, managing to
look incredibly slender and charming
despite its bundling of expensive furs.

“Greetings, every one!” Carola’s wave
was gay, light.

“Greetings, newlyweds,” Chet grinned.
“Say, what kind of a honeymoon do you
call this? Why, when Nona and I
were——"’

Priscilla’s voice cut in, easily : “Incur-
able romanticist! This is honeymoon
a la mode—right, Carola?”

“No,” said Carola, very sweetly, “just
in the usual original Pembroke manner.
Oh, Nap, will you run over and get
those things, please ?”

“With pleasure,” said Nap,
sounded disconcertingly convincing.

“T'll go with you,” Priscilla offered
quickly, and slipped her arm through
his, as he jumped lithely from the car.

Carola’s eyes watched the two tall
figures crossing the street, but she said
nothing. Trust baby-faced Nona Somer-
set to do that. :

“Carola, dear,” Nona squeaked, low,
“I hate to mention it, but hasn’t Pris-
cilla rather got her talons out?”

Chet laughed swiftly. “Don’t worry,
darling! If she has, she’ll get them
clipped all right!”

Carola turned suddenly to Barry.
“Barry dear, I simply must get some
things at the drug store.”

And as they moved off together, she
glanced up at him fondly. “It was swell

Nothing

and
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of you to come, Barry. Then you have
forgiven me?”

He looked. down at her, and for just
an instant the set expression in his eyes
tormented her.

“You know the old story,” he said,
forlorn. “‘A fool there was——""

“You're sweet, Barry,” she said, on a
sudden grateful rush. .Then her brows

came together, perplexed. “But did
you have to bring Priscilla?”
“I'm afraid so.” He shrugged.

“Vivian Astley couldn’t make it.”

Not, Carola told herself fiercely, that
it mattered.

It was almost dark before they were
comfortably ensconced at the lodge.
After their long ride in the cold, in-
vigorating air, the big living room, with
the bright-figured rafters overhead and
the blazing fire in the open grate, seemed
drowsily soothing. To Carola’s sugges-
tion that they send for the servants, as
long as there was going to be a party,
Nap had moodily given way, telephoned
to New York.

She had to admit though, he didn’t
look moody dancing with Priscilla to
the soft strains of the radie. He looked
—well, definitely alive, interested. And
for some reason or other, Carola walked
to the big bay window, stood staring
out, an annoyed frown creasing her
blond brows. :

From behind her, Barry strolled up,
stood close. ‘‘Dance, Carola?”

“No, thanks.” She shook her head,
not turning.

Barry waited a mement. Then:
“Look here,” he said, and his voice
sounded the least bit embarrassed,
“you’re not letting Priscilla’s stupid ob-
viousness get you down ?”’

“Of course not.” Carola shrugged.
“She’s only doing it, hoping to annoy
me.” She turned her head then, looked
at him, and her eyes gleamed all at
once. “I assure you, darling, she isn’t
succeeding!”’

“No,” said Barry. Then after an-

other pause: ‘“Do you want me to go
and get her away from Nap?” :

Carola’s chin jerked up. “I thought
I told you this marriage was purely one
of convenience. Nap is perfectly free
to do as he likes, providled——" She
did not say any more, but turned back
to the window. “Barry, look at the
snow. 1 don’t ever remember seeing it
fall so heavy and fast before.”

“Nor 1.” He peered out into the thick
whiteness. “The wind is howling. like
a banshee, too.”

Within an hour the storm which had
been brewing outside broke. Giant
flakes of snow came down in rhythmic
sheets, the wind lashed at the windows,
shook them angrily ; then, unable to gain
admittance, wailed like a lost soul.

Nona, curled up.on a ‘cushion before
the fire, giggled delightedly.

“Oh, a blizzard! What {fun!”

Priscilla’s dark eyes, slumberous
above her cocktail glass, went to Nap,
his tall figure bent over, busy feeding
more logs to the flames. _

Her voice, .with its careful musical
drawl, came softly. “More fun,” she
said, “then I've had in ages.”

Carola, concentrating on fifteen-card
rummy with Barry, said:. “I've got a
dream hand, Barry—fifty cents, please,
darling.” _

The telephone rang stridently. Nap,
nearest to it, picked it up.

“Hello? Yes—what?’ He waited,
listening. Then he turned, looked over
at Carola. “It’s Mrs. Beams—she and
the others are in Danley. She says
they’ve been advised the roads are pretty
bad, considered dangerous. She doesn’t
think they ought to leave Danley to-
night.” '

Carola, sorting cards, shrugged. “We
can manage till morning.”

Nap nodded, spoke into the mouth-
piecce. “Mrs. Beams, you can——" Ab-
ruptly, he broke off. Carola, watching
from the corner of her eye, saw him
stiffen a little. “Hello—hello!” Nap
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IN the morning, the blizzard was still
raging. But for the most part they

had accepted the fact of being snowed-in..

in the spirit of an adventure. After all,
they had plenty of wood, a fair amount
of food supplies in the way of canned
goods, and there was the radio to dance
to, cocktails to mix and sip at one’s
leisure. All in all, Carola thought, .it
was rather a lark.

During the day, oddly enough, she saw
little of Nap. Or perhaps, not so odd,
because Priscilla was seeing a good deal
of him. When Nap went into the
kitchen to prepare food, it was Priscilla
who volunteered to help. When he
went down into the cellar to get wood,
it was Priscilla who offered to lead the
way with the flashlight.

But if Carola thought anything when
the two dark heads were held close to-
gether in laughter, she said nothing.
Mentally, she assured herself Priscilla’s
particular brand of flirting was to be
shrugged aside. Yet the fact that she
knew she was constantly having to shrug
it aside became gradually annoying.

By evening she hardly knew what was
the matter with her. Before dinner was
over an hour she had snapped at Barry
quite unnecessarily three times. Play-
ing cards with him again, she lost con-
sistently. And to top all, it seemed as
though her nerves were becoming more
jagged by the moment.

“This damn snow!” she said, sud-
denly, and pushed aside the cards.
“Now I know how Sadie Thompson
felt in ‘Rain’!”

“Drink ?” Chet Somerset offered.

She shook her head, pulled her white
wool sweater down over her slim green-
skirted hips.

“T don’t mind the snow,” Chet assured
them. “Not while this brandy lasts.”

“And you've got me,” Nona
prompted, swiftly.

“And Priscilla’s got Nap,” Carola
thought suddenly. She glanced over to
where the two dark figures made a

single graceful stem, dancing together.
All at once she rose, walked across the
hardwood floor. -

“Cut,” she said briefly. “Mind i I
borrow my husband a moment, Pris-
cilla?”’

The brown-black eyes with the almost
Oriental lift at the corners smiled their
most honeyed look.

“Not in the least!” Priscilla’s laugh
was rich, warm, but its dart was deep.
“Thanks for taking him off my hands,
darling. 1 really need a rest!”

For just an instant, Carola’s eyes, fol-
lowing the lovely slim figure disappear-
ing through the door, blazed blue fires:
Then she was slipping easily into the
circle of Nap’s embrace, feeling once
again the ripple of those strong arms
about her, : .

“By the way, > she said casually, after
a moment, “aren’t you rather lettmg
Priscilla make a fool of you? ”

“I wasn’t aware of it.” Nap’s voice,
as he twirled her lightly round was
equally casual.

“Every one else is.”
her tone was sharp.

Nap shrugged.
occupied yourself.”

She knew he meant Barry. But how
explain to him that she was merely
sorry for Barry, while Priscilla

“Priscilla is an extremely intelligent,
interesting young woman,” Nap said.

And Carola retorted, privately:
“She’s an artful, scheming minx!”
Aloud, she said:

“Every man thinks a woman interest-
ing when she puts herself out to go
after him.”

Nap looked down at her, his mouth
amused. “What do you suppose she’s
after? My money? As a matter of
fact, she’s been kind enough to offer to
get me a job in her father’s firm.”

Carola’s eyes opened. ‘“You intend
to work?”’

“Certainly,” he retorted,

Despite herself,

“You're pretty well

irritated,
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“Did you expect me to live on your
money ?”

Carola didn’t know what she’d ex-
pected. But one thing she was fast
learning—you could always trust Nap
to do the unexpected.

Presently, she was dancing with
Barry. Then the orchestra played a
rhumba, and she and Chet staged an
exhibition dance. When she looked
around again, breathless, laughing, Nap
was gone,

He was gone some considerable time.
So was Priscilla. * And after a while,
when they didn't come back, Carola
heard herself saying carelessly:

“Think I'll go paint a new face on
me.”

But outside in the hallway, she made
no effort to mount the stairs. Instead,
she walked softly along to the den.
The door of the small book-lined room
was open, ajar. Voices and soft laugh-
ter issued. And Carola, shoulders
squaring oddly, paused outside.

From where she stood she could see
quite clearly into the room. Priscilla
sat, or rather half-reclined, on the big
leather couch. A book was turned face
down in her lap. And Nap’s tall fig-
ure was bending over her, his hand tilt-
ing back her provocative oval chin. His
white teeth gleamed in his dark face an
instant. Then Carola heard his deep
laugh.

His eyes stared down intently at the
warm crimson promise that was Pris-
cilla’s mouth.

“All right,” he said softly, “you’ve got
me, you siren. You know that, don't
you?”

Priscilla nodded, smiling. Even from
where she stood, Carola could see the
bright light of triumph in her eyes.

“Perfectly, darling!”

Suddenly, Priscilla’s arms went
around Nap’s shoulders. Her fingers
were white red-tipped flowers at the
nape of his neck. Then, still smiling,
she was pulling his dark head down to

her own. With a sudden flash of pas-
sionate abandon, her mouth claimed his.

Outside, Carola moved swiftly, turned,
as though some force apart from her
own will was urging her to blot out that
sight. Without quite realizing what she
was doing, she walked into the kitchen,
stood there a moment, staring into space.

It was ridiculous, of course. She
wasn't jealous. Nothing of the sort!
What she really felt was merely a right-
eous indignation, because, after all, Nap
was her husband and Priscilla

Priscilla, Carola thought, teeth
clenched, was a despicable, outrageous
flirt. And for just an instant she re-
membered the way Nap had kissed her,
Carola—had he kissed Priscilla in that
same -disturbing fashion?

And suddenly, looking down, she saw
that the knuckles of her slim fingers
were white over the back of a chair.

“I've been looking for you, Carola.”

She spun around. Barry was stand-
ing on the threshold of the big kitchen.
He came toward her slowly, grave-eyed,
looked down at her.

“Do you know I haven’t had a word
alone with you since we came here ?”

“Haven’t you?” Her laugh sounded
shaky, a little too high-pitched.

For a moment Barry said nothing.
Then his voice came, gently: “You
know what I want to say to you, don’t
you, Carola? You know that I want to
ask you to give up this ridiculous mar-
riage and—and marry me, as you should
have done in the first place.”

Carola stared up at him. As she
should have done in the first place.
After all, wasn't Barry right? Wasn't
this whole marriage of convenience a
crazy childish prank from the very be-
ginning? One that was fast turning
into a stupid farce?

“Carola”’—Barry took her hand, held
it, patient, adoring.

She closed her eyes suddenly, feeling
a little faint, a little tired. Barry was
good. He was sweet. He loved her.
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cigarette and sat down on the ledge be-
side her as though they were old friends.
“In case you want to know more about
me, I’'m an engineer, a trouble shooter,
for a big chemical company in Chicago.
I dash around from one factory to an-
other around the country. I'm single,
and usually sober. O. K.?”

“It sounds all right. I'm just a girl
from New York staying in that big log
house down there with Rena Tree.”

“Then you ought to know the way
up to the lookout on this mountain since
it’s right in your backyard. Wouldn’t
you like to show me the trail ?”

It was as simple as that. When they
reached the tower at the top they found
a sheltered spot out of the wind where
they could watch the changing shadows
of the clouds over the valley. There they
talked some more, and he was reluctant
to leave her when they finally returned
to their starting point.

“How about a ride to-morrow?” he
suggested. “Shall I ride around by your
place about three ?”’

“I don’t think you'd better,” she said
slowly. “You see, I'm engaged to Mar-
vin Tree. He’s in Europe.”

A sudden shadow wiped all the
laughter from his eyes. -

“We're leaving the day after to-mor-
row,” she added, “and as soon as he
gets back I'm going to marry him.”

“I see, But there wouldn’t be any
harm in one ride, would there?”

“Rena wouldn't understand.”

“Then why not just ignore Rena and
meet here quite by accident?” He saw
her hesitate and did not press her. “I'll
be here anyway and you come if you
can.”

RENE TREEL, twice divorced, was

dark, chic and disillusioned. Al-
though she was just Lenore’s age, the
dark circles under her eyes at luncheon
that day made her look much older.

“My heavens, what a head after last
night!” she moaned. “I asked that

awful Jerome couple over this afternoon
and now I have a cocktail party on in
the village. Can you take care of them
for me?”

“I'm sorry, Rena,” said Lenore, to
whom this had happened too frequently.
“I'm going riding this afternoon. Do
you remember an engineer named Raf-
ferty ?”

“And how long has this been going
on?”’

“Nothing’s going on.
and why shouldn’t I go?”

“That’s just too sweet! Nice way
for a girl to behave in her fiancé’s own
house !”

“If I were ashamed of it, I wouldn’t
have told you,” said Lenore hotly. “He’s
perfectly harmless and I intend to keep
the date.”

“Marvin  would appreciate that,”
snapped Rena, looking out the window
at the clouds gathering over the valley.
“Well, T hope you get drenched.”

If Lenore had not been so annoyed,
she might not have started in the face of
that angry sky, and her face still was
shadowed as she rode up to the ledge
where Tim was standing, hatless, beside
his horse.

“Scared of the weather?” he asked,
smiling.

(‘No."

“Then what’s the matter ?”

“Just a little opposition, but never
mind. I think if we follow the Thunder
Lake trail we could find a shelter cabin
at the timber line in case the storm hits
us.”

He asked me

Little was said as the black horse and
the pinto plodded softly over moss and
pine needles, occasionally striking iron
against a stone. The forest was still,
at first, until the first soft patter of rain-
drops, with a faint rumble of thunder.
Far off, down the valley, threads of
lightning lay against the mountainside.

“You don’t want to go back, do you?”
asked Tim.

“No. This is my last day.”
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“Please, Tim. Deon’t!” Her voice
was low, frightened.

“Don’t worry. We're cut off from
all the rest of the world here, but I
wouldn’t take advantage of that. Just
tell me honestly: ?

The room was dazzling white with
lightning, rocked by a loud crash of
thunder. ‘

“Tim!” she cried, grasping his hand
in panic. His arms went around her
and in terror she clung to him for a
minute,

“It’s all right now. It just scared
me for a minute,” she said uncertainly,
drawing away. But Tim held her close.

“Lenore, darling, I love you. You
know it and you could love me. You
don’t want to marry this man. You're

not sure. You're not happy with his
people. If you were sure you'd know it.”

She did not resist his hard lips on
hers, nor struggle against the strong cir-
cle of his arms. The lightning flashed
again, the rain beat on the roof, and
through a crack a thin trickle dripped
sizzling on the stove,

“Please, Tim,” she pleaded. “I don't
know what I'm doing.”

“Poor child, you were terrified,” he
said tenderly, releasing her, but still
holding her hand.

“That bolt struck so close,” she shud-
dered.

“I'm not sorry, Lenore,” he said
slowly. “Are you? I think, though,
that I'd better go out and check up on
our horses.”

The room seemed dark and empty
when he had gone; and she was glad
when he threw open the door again.

“They’ve gone! Broke loose. Must
have stampeded at the big crash. I've
got to look for them.”

“I'll go, too.” :

“Ne. You stay here,
lost, too, and it’s not long till dusk.”

Turning up his collar, he strode off

and she watched, through the dirty win-.

You might get

dow as he vanished into the gray veil of
rain. Below them was* the maze of
twisted trees, above them, the wilderness
of boulders. Suppose he should get lost.
Suppose she was left alone. Suppose
= She turned resolutely away from
the window and busied herself straight-
ening the cabin: She ran to the door
when she saw him coming, almost an
hour later, but his face was somber.

“No trace of them. They may have
gone home.”

“Then we’ll have to walk. We’d bet-
ter start.”

“I'm not so sure, Lenore. It's raining
harder now. It'll be black as pitch be-
fore we're halfway down that trail. We
haven’t any flashlight.”

“You mean we'll have to stay here!”

“It’s up to you. I don’t think we can
keep to the trail in the dark and it's no
tea party to get lost in the dark in the
woods during a storm. It’s too bad to
worry your people, though.”

“Oh, Rena won’t worry. She’d be
delighted to have me fall off a cliff.”

“Then we stay ¥’

“We stay.”  There was only the
slightest tremor in her voioe, and she
added briskly, “There’s more coffee on
the shelf and beans.”

" “Not Longchamps, but we won't
starve.”

They lingered over their camp fare,
deliberately prolonging the ceremony of
dining in that little cabin where the smell
of coffee blended agreeably with the
wood smoke and tobacco. They washed
the dishes together and then there was
nothing to do but settle down for the
night.

“There’s only one old blanket here,”
said Tim, when the inevitable moment
came. “It’s dirty and I don’t think
you'd liké it. I'll give you my coat and
raincoat for your bunk.”

He fixed the stove, brought her the:
coats Would he kiss her again?  She
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half wanted him to, and then was afraid -

that he would.

“Thank you so much. Will you
promise to wake me at the first sign of
dawn so I can get back to the house?”

“Sure thing. Good night.” He looked
at her with tenderness, with longing in
his eyes for a moment, then blew out
the lamp and dropped down on the other
bunk. For a long time she was too tense
for sleep, but with the drone of the rain
outside, and the cozy warmth of his coat,
she gradually dozed off.

THE next morning she remembered-
later as hurried and businesslike.
She awoke to the rattle of the coffeepot,
and after a hasty hot drink they started
down the rain-swept trail.
came out, turning the water on the trees
to a thousand rainbows, promising to lift
the damp chill from the forest. Birds
chirped, two deer ran across their path.

When they reached the road around
the bend from her house she held out her
hand.

“Good-by, Tim.”

He looked down at her silently, all
the pain of the farewell in his eyes, as
he took both her hands.

“Thank you for being so decent,” she
added unsteadily.

“I didn’t want to be, God knows!”

“You're a grand sport,” she said
softly. ‘“Some one is going to love you
very, very recklessly.”

“I don’t want some one. I want you!”

“I'm sorry, Tim. But I'm meeting
Marvin’s boat before the week is out and
the wedding is the next day. I won't
see you again, but I wish you all kinds
of luck.”

“You will see me again, Lenore. You
can’t get rid of me so easily.”

He gave her a quick, hard kiss and
strode off without turning back. For a
moment she stood, weak and shaken, in
the road, then made her way back to

SL—3

The sun-

the house, tiptoed to her room, and
dropped down on the bed, hiding her
face in her hands. She fell asleep there
finally, and it was not until luncheon
that she saw Rena.

“Well,” asked Marvin's sister icily,
“did you and Mr. Rafferty have a good
sleep? Your horses, at least, had sense
enough to come home.” '

“I hope you weren't upset,” said
Lenore, her cheeks crimson.

“Upset? That’s a laugh. But how
do you think Marvin would take it?"”

“He’d understand. We were caught
in the storm, our horses ran away, it was
dark so we had to stay in the cabin. T’ll
tell him about it myself. After all, I
give Marvin credit for being unusually
broad-minded.” :

“Well, that’s one good thing,” said
Rena looking at her oddly. “Maybe the
joke’s on him. We're leaving at five,
you know. So have your things ready.”

Just before the train left Denver a
telegram was delivered to Lenore. She
tore it open apprehensively.

LEAVE TRAIN AT LINCOLN STOP DRIVE
WITH ME TO OMAHA WHERE YOU CAN
TAKE IT AGAIN STOP MUST SEE YOU
AGAIN TIM

She looked at it as though the yellow
sheet were a bomb to blow her ordered
world to bits again, until Rena laughed
maliciously.

“Love and kisses from Mr. Rafferty ?”

“A sort of farewell message,” she ad-
mitted.

But it was a strange sort of farewell
message, she knew as she tossed in her
berth that night trying to decide what to
do. The simplest thing was to stay on
the train, and follow its straight and
narrow path back to Marvin Tree. She
should let her farewell to Tim stand.
But struggle as she would, she could
not banish the memory of the warm cabin
in the storm, the intimacy of Tim’s coat
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HE was silent for a few moments, as

she sought the right words to tell
her story. The fresh morning breeze
whipped the golden curls loose from
under her white hat, heightened the rose
of her cheeks until they matched her
dress. Before her eyes the endless green
plains changed to the downtown office
of the Duplane Corporation, where she
was reporting nervously for her first
day’s work on a new job.

Marvin Tree, tall, dark, with the
heavy build of a former football star,
turned in his swivel chair to inspect the
new stenographer when the office man-
ager introduced her. '

“Lenore Atkins! You didn’t used to
play around the rocks in Bar Harbor
with my kid sister, did you ?”’

“Rena Tree! Of course, and I re-
member you, too!”’

He was curious to know what she was
doing as a stenographer and she ex-
plained, without embarrassment, that
the failure of his bank, during the de-
pression, had ruined her father and that
he had died soon after. As her mother,
too, was gone, she went to live with rela-
tives. But they had lost money through
her father and she was not happy there.
As soon as she could, she finished a busi-
ness course, and went to live alone.

“As soon as Marvin found out who I
was,” she told Tim, “he was very solici-
tous and wanted to help me any way he
could. I told him I was getting along
perfectly well and to please regard me
as merely a new stenographer. I think
he liked that, and felt I had done the
right thing when I didn’t go out to
lunch with him right away.”

“And then, like all office romances,
one evening he asked you to work over-
time.”

“How did you know? That was it
exactly. When we finally came out
there was a salt wind, the sort that oc-
casionally strikes Manhattan, and it
made me a little homesick for my child-
hood days along the coast. We began

to talk about old times, and he told me
I shouldn’t keep on working. He wanted
to make things easier for me.”

“Meaning what ?’

“Oh, an easier job. Social secretary
to an aunt or something, with lots of
time to play around.”

Tim raised his eyebrows.

“I declined, naturally, but when he
asked me, as a spedial favor, to forget
that he was my boss for the evening I
agreed. Don’t look so savage, Tim.
He was very nice and I liked him a lot.
He was the sort of person I had grown
up with. I felt at home with him and
we had a good time. Dinner, movies,
dancing, home in a taxi. It was fun,
but T suspected it wasn’t going to work
out for me to stay in his office.”

Some one had seen them dancing to-
gether, she learned the next morning,
and pointed remarks were bandied
around the office. “Takes something
important to get M. T. working over-
time,” whispered one girl and her neigh-
bor giggled. “TI’ll say, or to take busi-
ness trips abroad.”

She ‘did what seemed the only sensi-
ble thing, told Marvin she wanted to re-
sign, that she would be happier working
somewhere else. He looked at her in-
tently, then stood up beside her.

“I don’t want you to work, Lenore.
I wantyto take care of you. I'm going
to marry you.” '

“But,” she gasped, “I'm not sure I
want to marry you.” There was some-
thing in his tone that implied that she
was another problem that the executive
mind had solved. “I’'m going to look
for another job, and if you still want
to see me you can, but let’s let things
rest right there.”

He seemed puzzled, but agreed to her
suggestion and only asked that she stay
the week out.

But she never found the other job.
The teasing warmth of early spring
turned to wet snow and slushy streets,
bringing a train of colds, grippe, pneu-
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monia. -Before the week was over she
was in bed with a raw throat and a
fever,

HE was so good to me,” she told

"Tim. “Brought me a doctor, sent
a nurse, kept my room full of flowers,
and as soon as I was over the worst he
came to see me every day.”

“What a break for him, a chance to
play Santa Claus.” .

“That’s not fair. He didn’t talk about
personal things when he came; he was
very thoughtful and I came to look for-
ward to his visits a great deal. Then,
when I was able to be up, he took me
out in his roadster one day in May. It
was beautiful in the country, with the
violets, the dogwood, and the wistaria
hanging over the stone walls.

“He asked me to marry him, again.
It's funny how I can remember every
little thing about that day. The car
was parked in a side road, there were
robins hopping around, chirping in the
trees, everything smelled so fresh and
springlike, and there were carpenters
pounding somewhere on a new home, It
seemed like a perfect day to decide your
future, I told him I loved him and
would marry him as soon as he
wished.”

“And you really did
Lenore?’ demanded Tim.
just the idea of security?”

“Yes, I did love him and not because
it meant security in the way you think.
Not money. Rather the sense of being
with some one of my own sort. I didn’t
realize how much I had missed that in
the years since I had struck out for
myself. We spoke the same language;
childhood influences can be very strong,
you know. I was ready, then, to marry
him at any time, but he said he would
have to wait because he had to go
abroad with a group of men from the
company for about six weeks.”

“You didn’t like his going, did you ?’
asked Tim.

love him,
“It wasn't

- “No. I was afraid of those six weeks,
for no real reason. I would have mar-
ried him before he left if he had asked
me, but he didn’t. He looked a little
annoyed when I asked if he re