
REMOVE YOUR
"Beautiful Eyelashes and Eyebrows, Beauti­

ful Figure Merely a Question of 
Willingness to Try.”

__________ —HELEN CLARE

Superfluous Hair, Pimples and Blackheads Disappear “Like 
Magic,” Say Letters

This clever woman has perfected a -m ethod  simple and yet 
‘'marvelous” In the opinion of hundreds o l sister women, and the 
result has brought a wonderful change In her facial charm. "In a  
single night.” says Helen Clare, “I have sensed the working of my 
method, and for removing wrinkles and developing the form, reports 
from nearly every state in the Union are even more pronounced 
than my own—and rapid.”

In an Interview Helen Clare said: ‘‘I  made myself the woman 
that I am today. I brought about the wonderful change In my own 
appearance, and there are hundred* of my friends who know how 
I did it (in a secret, pleasant, quiet, yet harmless manner). My 
complexion to-day Is as clear aud fair os that of a  child. M y  
figure, formerly almost scrawny. I have developed into a beautiful 
bust and well developed form. Thin, scrawny eyelashes and eye­
brows, so poor they could scarcely be seen, have become long, 
rliiek and luxuriant: and by my own method.” Referring to 
pi tuples, blackheads and superfluous hair, Helen Clare continued: 
‘ I banished mine in my own way and by my own method, using 
nothing but my own simple homo treatm ent, which any other 
woman cau now have the personal benefit of and do as well as I 
have done “If” — “I f ’— "If”—they will only, make the effort and 
have even a little teeny bit of faith In themselves as well as in me."

Hundreds of women are so delighted with tho results from Helen 
Clare's methods that they write her personalty the most enthusiastic 
letters. Here are extracts from Just two:

"Thank you for what your Beauty Treatment has done for me. 
Ir has cleared my face of black heads and pimples. M y com­
plexion is as smooth as a child’s now. It will do all you claim.” 

"And your treatment for removing wrinkles Is wonderful—  
removed every wrinkle from my face."

The valuable new b e a u ty  b ook  which Madame Clare Is sending 
free to thousands of women Is certainly a blessing to  women. Ail 
our readers should write her at once aud she will tell you absolutely 
tree, about her various beauty treatments, juid will show our readers:

How to  rom ovo w rin k le s ;
How to  d ev e lo p  t h e  b u * t;
How t o  m a k e  long , t h ic k  e y e la sh e s  a n d  eyebrow *;
How to  rem o v e  su p e rf lu o u s  h a ir?
How to  rem o v e  b lac k h e a d s , p im p le s  a n d  f re c k le s ;
How to  rem o v e  d a rk  c irc le s  u n d e r  t h o  ey es;
How to  rem o v e  d o u b le  c h in ;
How t o  b u ild  u p  s u n k e n  c h e e k s ;
How to  d a rk e n  g ray  h a ir  a n d  s to p  h a i r  f a l l in g ;
How to  s to p  p e rs p ira t io n  o d o r.

— Simply address your letter to Helen Clare, Salto A615, 3311 
S. Michigan Avenue. Chicago. 111., and don’t  send any money, 
because particulars are free, as this charming woman Is doing her 
utmost to benefit girls or worneu fn need of secret Information 
which will add to their beauty and make life sweeter and lovelier 
in every way.

— SEX KNOWLEDGE—
ILLUSTRATED

A book for men aud women which*a3vea you all the in­
formation necessary. Sent postpaid on rereipt of SI.25.

B I R T H  C O N T R O  L— LIM ITATION OF OFF­
SPRING, *2. ADVICE TO WOMEN, 50o. 

SCIENCE OF A NEW LIFE  *2, cloth bound. 
WOMAN, H E R  SEX A ND LOVE LIFE. *3.50, cloth 

bound. Send for free circulars of our other books.
MODES! BOOK CO., Dipt. 803, 32 Union Sqoare, Niw Turk City

High School 
Course in 

Two Years!
You W ant to Earn B ig Money!
A nd you  w ill not b e  ta t iif l .d  unless y o u  earn steady pro­
m otion. But are you prepared for th e job ahead or you? 
Do you m easure up to  th e  standard that Insures success? 
F o ra  m ore responsible position a  fairly good education is 
necessary. T o  w rite a  sensible businesa letter, to  prepare 
estim ates, to  figure cost and to  com pute interest, you  
must have a  certain amount o f preparation. All this you  
m ust be able to  do before you w ill earn promotion.
M any business houses hire no  m en w hose general know­
ledge is not equal to  a  high school course. Why? Because 
big businesa refuses to  burden itself w ith m en w ho are 
barred from prom otionbythelackof elem entary education.

Can You Qualify for a  Better Position
We 
plete

____ less. I t  w ill prepare you to  hold your ow n where
competition 19 keen  and exacting. D o not doubt your abili­
ty , but m ake up your mind to  it  and you w ill soon have 
th e requirements that w ill bring you success and big  
m oney. YOU CAN DO IT.
Let u s show you how  to get on th e road to success. It will 
not cost you a sing le  working hour. W e are ao sure o f be­
ing able to  help  you that w e w ill cheerfully return to  you, 
at the and of ten lessons, every cent you sent os if  you are not ab­
solutely satisfied, what fairer offer can we make you? Write 
today. It costs you nothing but a stamp.

AMERICAN SCHOOL
DcptJf-3189. Dream! A v e , and  5 8 th  St. C hicago  „
Explain how I can Qualify tor position checked 3 

___Lawyer.
$5,000 to $15,000

.....Mechanical Engineer.
$4,000 to $10,000

......A rchitect. K.000 to  115,000

- • ^ c -W S S w i.
...
......Automobile Repairman.

$2,500 to  $4,000
to  116.000

......Structural Engineer,
$4,000 to $10,000

......Businesa Manager.
S-CwQ to  $15,000

......Certified Public Accountant
$7,000 to 115,000 

......Accountant and Auditor.
$2,600 to r,000

......Draftsman and Designer.
$2,600 to $4,000

......Electrical Engineer.
$4,000 to $10,000 

......General Education.
lo o se  year.

Name,.

......Shop Superintendent
$3,000 to $7,000 

...... Employment Manager.
$4,000 to $10,000 

......Steam Engineer,
$2,000 to $4,000

___Foreman’s Course
$2,000 to $4,000

......Sanitary Engineer.
$2,000 to $6,000

.....Telephone Engineer.
$2,500 to $6,000 

......Telegraph Engineer.
.  $2,500 to $5,000

.....H igh School Graduate.
In two years. 

..—.Fire Insurance Expert.
$3,000 to $10,000
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That Little Room 
Upstairs

A NOVELETTE

By Eugene Brooks

AN INNOCENT LOOKING PLACE and, 
as for Sybil, she seemed gayly harmless as her 
chiffons. Yet for unsuspecting Jessica the tea 
room proved a trap and Sybil’s “friendly assis­
tance” a sinister scheme.

Y OU’RE really seeing far too 
much of Miss Parsons, 
John. Will you never 

learn to be discreet? People are 
horrid. I know, and they have no 
right to say things about you. 
But you ought to realize that the 
moment a man looks beneath him 
everybody agrees that he's out for 
an affaire. So do be careful! You. 
of all men, must keep your reputa­
tion clear.”

Sybil Dalton, as she delivered her 
harangue, sat cuddled up in a fra­
grant heap before her boudoir fire. 
Her feet were tucked up under her 
in the big chair where she was re­
clining. It was characteristic of 
Sybil never to strike a conventional

attitude. At this moment she sat 
sideways, crumpled-up between the 
two broad arms of her chair, for all 
the world like a Jack-in-the-box. 
Her audacious snub nose, was nes­
tled into the bank of colorful cush­
ions that had been piled behind her 
head by an attentive footman. She 
was smoking a cigarette with a 
simulation of languor, inhaling ru- 
aiinatively and doing her best to ap­
pear of a large-minded seriousness. 
She was succeeding only in looking 
outlandishly expensive and pert and 
mischievous. Her teagown, frothing 
and sparkling around her, was cut 
very low. Now and then she would 
shift her position slightly and, lean­
ing over to rearrange her fluffy robe
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in becoming- folds, she would inno­
cently expose much of her perfect, 
gleaming-white llesh. As her hus­
band had once said of her, “Sybil's 
clothes do their decent duty less 
than those of any other woman I've 
seen. The poor dear can't seem to 
have any privacy!”

“You, of all men, must keep your 
reputation clear,” Sybil repeated in 
her bell-like tones that always 
sounded in tune for arch flirtation 
and that she couldn't succeed in 
modulating to the key of serious 
sermonizing. As she spoke, she took 
up her vanity case and, with lip­
stick poised for action, contemplated 
her image with sweet satisfaction.

“I am older than you, John,” she 
pursued, smiling to herself at the 
thought that her childlike face had 
actually seen the light of day for 
twenty-seven years. “Besides, I am 
a married woman, and I know more 
of the world than you do. So you 
really will do well to listen to me 
and to take my advice.” Impul­
sively, she bent over to him and 
laid one slender hand on his knee; 
frowning, he averted his glance from 
the flower-white, budding vista dis­
closed so innocently by her action. 
“You’re not angry, John?” she 
coaxed. “You see that what I say 
is true?”

He got up abruptly from his 
chair.

Her little hand dropped at her 
side and she pouted. “Well—-you 
needn’t be such a bear!” she told 
him “If you resent my attempts to

help you, I ’ll be quiet and let you go 
to the devil if you want to.”

John Wellington, standing now 
with his back to the lire and resting 
one arm on the mantel, shook his 
head reflectively two or three times. 
Then lie said:

“I don’t want to be a bear, Sybil; 
I ’m sorry if I've acted like one. But 
I can’t abide the standards of your 
particular crowd; that’s all there is 
to it. I know you’re a darling at 
heart; that’s why your frittering, 
frivol us life* makes me so hot. Y'ou 
and your friends spend twenty-four 
hours a day painting like Chinese 
dolls, dancing till you’re worn out, 
flirting with one damned fool after 
another, gambling away the money 
your husbands give you to be chari­
table with, and buying dozens of 
gowns that you can be looked at 
through and under and over!”

Sybil threw her hands up over her 
head and burst into purling, in­
fectious laughter.

“Oh, John, that's lovely!” she ac­
knowledged. Chuckling, she went 
over his last remark. “Through, 
under, and over!” She clapped her 
hands delightedly. “The best de­
scription yet of the modern frock!”

John had joined her in her mirth. 
Xow, however, he quieted down and 
continued his lecture.

“I wonder how many of the men 
you dance with and gamble with 
have any sense of decency. I could 
name a dozen of them right now—a 
dozen of your own set—who have 
establishments for chorus girls.
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Why, the lives of most of them are 
unspeakable!”

Sybil nodded, then shuddered deli­
cately.

“It is sordid, isn't it? But you’re 
right, John. I could name a dozen 
myself." In all seriousness she be­
gan to drum out the list on one 
silken knee. “There are Xic Town­
send and his Vera Duchette; Larry 
Gibbon and that t-ously-headed 
French girl in the Midnight 
Frolic—”

John interrupted.
“For heaven's sake, Sybil, be 

quiet. I t seems to me you ought to 
be ashamed of yourself; instead of 
that, you take a positive delight in 
naming over the crimes of your 
intimates.”

She shrugged.
“You misunderstand,” she cor­

rected him. “With society in its 
present deplorable state, all the men 
are rakes. We women find it use­
ful to know about their peccadillos; 
otherwise we might believe what 
they tell us—find then we would 
be lost!” *

John glared at her. She tossed 
her head petulantly at him, then 
buried her nose again in her cush­
ions and began to hum a gay ditty. 
At last she faced him and remarked:

“I set aside this afternoon so 
that I might give you a dressing- 
down. Instead, you take things into 
your own hands and tell me what 
a nasty, immoral, disreputable hussy 
I am. I haven’t time for such talk.

Perhaps I am beyond redemption.
The point is, you’re not and I want 
to save you.”

“Save me!” John scoffed and 
threw up his hands in desperation.

She made an angry face at him 
and wagged her curly pate to give 
her words emphasis.

“Granted that society is what it 
is, there are certain things a man 
doesn’t do. He doesn't pay atten­
tion to the secretary of his sister 
without being misinterpreted. You 
and Miss Parsons have been seen 
together at the theater, even at the 
opera. You can’t deny it, John.”

“Deny it!” he cried out. “But, 
good God, Sybil, who’s attempting 
to deny it?”

She could meet this.
“You should be attempting just 

that. There are rumors already 
that you and she are carrying on 
an affair right under my nose. It 
puts me in a painful position, John. 
Moreover, it isn’t right to the girl 
herself. She seems a nice, harmless, 
pretty little thing. But she is in­
discreet; there's no denying it.”

“You and your crowd call your­
selves discreet, I suppose,” John 
sneered. “Just because you act like 
a crowd of half-world women, you 
take it for granted people will un­
derstand that you’re estimable. And 
here is a perfectly I’espectable, quiet, 
unassuming young girl who has 
been seen at the theater with me;, 
and you all pounce like a pack of 
hounds on a rabbit for the simpD
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reason that she works for a living. 
You countenance it demurely when 
your men friends openly, shame­
lessly keep women of the stage; but 
you hold up your hands in horror 
when a man with some decency acts 
in a friendly way towards a girl 
who you all know is decent.”

“It’s the way of the world,” Sybil 
rejoined philosophically. “Besides, 
we don't know that she’s decent. 
But"—and she unwound her feet 
from the yards and yards of lacy 
train that had kept them fettered 
under her in her chair, and got 
up with graceful insouciance—“let’s 
not talk any more about it, John. 
1 have warned you. I ask you not 
to behave so carelessly in future. 
After all, you know, she is in my 
employ and, in a way. at my mercy. 
So please look out or public opinion 
may compel me to get rid of her.”

After that broadside, she put her 
hands lightly on the shoulders of 
the astounded Johu and, lifting her­
self up on her tiptoes, looked into 
his eyes with a sweet wistfulness 
and gave him a soft kiss on the 
cheek. Then, with a gay laugh, she 
wound up: “The meeting is ad­
journed for the time being, man 
chcr'? and swept, with a swirl of 
draperies and a graceful wave of 
oue bare arm, out of the room.

II

At seven-thirty that evening, Jes­
sica Parsons sat at her desk in Mrs. 
Dalton’s study and ran her eye cur­
sorily over the list of dinner guests.

Xodding her head when she had 
completed her survey of the names 
and murmuring half-aloud, “That's 
all right,” she thrust the paper 
aside. Her work to-day had been 
trying and her fingers ached; she 
exercised them for a moment, run­
ning them up and down the desk as 
if she were practicing scales on a 
piano, then she took up her pen and 
turned to the pile of unfinished cor­
respondence that lay before her. “I 
wish to goodness she’d let me write 
these things on the typewriter," she 
mused.

Ten minutes later, she tossed her 
pen down and, stretching her arms 
above her head, fell to thinking. 
For some time now, Jessica had 
found herself a helpless victim of 
John Wellington's spell whenever 
she left off work and gave herself 
up to reflection. His eyes, his smile, 
his lean figure rose in her mind and 
usurped it. A pleasant languor 
would creep over her; it was as if 
his image were palpable, as if he 
were forever bending over her and 
kissing her on her offered lips. Jes­
sica. a girl of acute imagination 
and. besides, a girl in love, often 
awoke with a start of surprise to 
the realization that she was not 
actually in the man’s physical em­
brace.

Suddenly she dropped her arms to 
her sides and sprang up. “I have 
too much work to do to be maun­
dering like this,” she scolded her­
self, She rang and ordered her 
dinner-tray to be brought up at 
once. Then, still a bit unsteady
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from her nursings, she went to the 
window and pressed her forehead 
auainst the icy pane. Her dizzy 
thoughts slackened speed and re­
sumed their customary precision 
gradually. ^

All at once, Jessica snapped her 
lingers with impatience and hur­
ried to the door. She had noticed 
that the usual patch of light thrown 
upon the ground beneath her win- 
dove from the conservatory was not 
visible to-night-. It had been a stiff 
rule in the Dalton household from 
the days when old Mrs. Dalton had 
been a young matron that, on nights 
of festivity, the queer, boxlike, old- 
fashioned conservatory should be 
illuminated. Sybil was always mak­
ing fun of this time-worn custom; 
but since her husband felt it a trib­
ute to his mother to keep the old 
rite going, she gave in with good- 
humored raillery and always ordered 
lights in the “cucumber-frame.” 

Jessica, consulting her watch, had 
seen that it was almost eight and 
that the guests would he arriving 
almost at once. Knowing the hustle 
belowstairs at times like this, she 
decided to go down herself and turn 
on the conservatory lights.

She was a bit startled, as she 
reached the threshold of the pitch- 
black room, to hear a sound within 
and to see the fiery tip of a cigar.

“I beg your pardon,” she said, re­
gaining her composure. “You won't 
mind if I turn on the lights?”

She advanced a step, her arm 
raised and her fingers gi-oping for 
the .switch. Before she was fully

conscious of what had happened, she 
felt her wrists caught in a firm, hot 
grasp; the next moment she was 
swept into the man’s arms. He had 
thrown his cigar to the ground, and 
its small light sent a few crazy 
shadows of palm-fronds over the 
glass walls. Jessica shut her eyes, 
and it seemed to her that the sound 
of her heart as it leaped and fell in 
her bosom filled the universe. Then, 
close to her ear, she heard the hard, 
thumping, explosive beat of the 
man's pulses, and it seemed to her 
that the combined throbs of their 
hearts were as one tumultuous mu­
sic that sang triumphantly of love.

She had dreamed of this moment 
-—ah, how often! Her lips parted, 
fluttering open before her gasping 
breath. Then his lips were on hers, 
drinking in her ardor, crushing her 
mouth as if it were a flower that 
was being made to give up all its 
sweetness and fragrance. Half- 
fainting, she yet had'enough energy 
to be afraid of this transport, to be 
ashamed of herself and of him for 
this sudden abandon, and finally to 
be angered at his well nigh brutal 
embrace. She tried to free herself, 
but he held her more closely; she 
strove frantically to rid herself of 
his lips, but to no avail. Then, with 
a stifled scream of mingled terror 
and fury, she regained all her 
strength in a rush; the blood forced 
a stinging way through her veins 
and she was able to strike him off 
with a quick, frenzied power.

“Who are you?” she gasped, her 
cold hands pressed to her face.
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lli* laughed delightedly. "Who 
am I? As it you didn't know! If 
you're not sure, I'll show you.” 
Swiftly he raised an arm and the 
lights twinkled on. "Lawrence Gib­
bon, at your service."

Jessica was full of self-loathing 
that she had been held in this man's 
arms and been kissed as one of his 
mistresses would have been kissed 
and all the time had felt that her 
visions of the past weeks had been 
fulfilled. This was what she had 
been fool enough to call her pure 
love for a good man! She had 
thought the caresses were John Wel­
lington's; but that didn't make her 
blameless, that didn’t vindicate her 
vivid response to those shameless 
kisses! She felt contaminated; she 
was sickened as she stood there.

Meanwhile, the rebuffed Larry 
was staring at her with real curi­
osity and, as he noted her ghastly 
pallor, with a growing contrition. 
Complete rake though he was, he 
was still as impressionable as a boy. 
llis pleasant, candid face, with a 
thick flush induced by a preliminary 
bout of cocktails and also by the 
amorous bout of a minute ago, ex­
pressed at present nothing but 
boyish sheepishness and awkward 
pleading.

‘‘I say—I am sorry!” he stam­
mered. “I thought you knew, you 
see—I swear I did. I thought you 
liked me. That day I came to tea 
and Mrs. Dalton was late and you 
entertained me—do you remember? 
Why, I was positive—”

Jessica raised her head and, quite

calm at iast, surveyed him with per­
fect coolness.

“I understand, Mr. Gibbon." she 
said in even tones. “I understand, 
of course. I don't think, however, 
that my politeness to you on that 
one occasion several weeks ago suf­
ficiently excuses your action to­
night." With this awkward answer 
to his apology, Jessica turned away 
and walked to the door.

Sybil Dalton, exquisite in a lus­
trous dinner gown of white satin, 
with a single rope of milky pearls 
around her throat and a great white 
Paradise fan in one little hand, 
stood on the threshold. She looked 
for all the world like a decadent 
twentieth century Frenchman's idea 
of an angel. She was dazzling in 
her whiteness, to be sure; but her 
eyes, looming big in her dainty face, 
had a glimmer of mockery and of 
mischief in their depths. She shook 
her head now several times in the 
direction of the abashed Gibbon and 
at the same time extended a solicit­
ous hand to Jessica.

“My dear. I am so sorry!" she 
murmured in a tone of sweet con­
dolence to the girl. “I haven't been 
watching or spying; I've only just 
arrived on the scene. I»ut I know 
quite well what lias happened. 
Larry, I am really getting beyond 
my endurance—so far as you're con­
cerned. You have no right to ac­
cept my hospitality and then betray 
every trust as soon as you get the 
chance. I am vexed—more so than 
you think, perhaps.”

With a delicious hauteur, she
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tiirev.' up her lovely head and gave 
him a stern glance. Then, address­
ing Jessica once more, she remarked :

“Will you please come to me to­
morrow morning at twelve-thirty, 
Miss Parsons? There’s something i 
want to talk over with you, some­
thing very much to your advantage." 
Tenderly she bent over the girl and 
laid a cool little kiss on her flushed 
cheek. "Good night!'’

Alone with Gibbon, Sybil said, 
all her sternness melting into thin 
air: “You are too dreadful. She 
simply won't stay in my house after 
this iusult. Put”—she shrugged 
prettily—“I’m not angry with you,
I have other plans for her. You've. 
done me a service with your dal­
liance, Larry. So I forgive you— 
though you had no idea you were 
helping me by kissing her under my 
cucumber-frame.’'

I l l

“Mn. Gibbon is an old friend of 
my husband's. I really can’t see 
my way clear to forbidding him the 
house, Miss Parsons. But he’s a 
persistent wretch; now that he has 
decided lie likes you, he’ll be wait­
ing for you in every dark corner. 
It’s so awkward!’' Sybil, lying in 
her dainty bed with as much grace 
as a goddess lolling on a bank of 
puffy clouds, indulged in a fleeting 
frown. “Yes, it's awkward,” she 
repeated, stretching out her bare, 
white arms and yawning with an 
obvious relish in her languorous 
sleepiness.

Jessica, who sat on a chair drawn 
up to the bed, hastened to agree.

"I realize, of course, that it's an 
absurd predicament for you, Mrs. 
Dalton. And for me it's intolerable 
—this being tracked down in the 
house of my employer. I really will 
have to leave; I see no other way.”

Sybil reached out a hand and 
touched Jessica’s face softly,

“You won’t be glad to leave me. 
Miss Parsons?” she asked with pret­
ty tenderness.

Jessica shook her head decisively. 
“No. indeed !" she exclaimed. “It 
has been very pleasant here—”

Sybil interrupted. “Please don’t 
think I am planning to throw you 
over, to get rid of you," she cried. 
“I hyve the most delightful project 
for you. my dear. You have been 
working so hard; you look fagged. 
It's time you gave your brain a rest. 
Now, what should you say to a dar­
ling, smart little tea room—a snug. 
Cozy place near the shopping dis­
trict where my friends and I could 
drop in between fittings for ff bite 
to eat?” She gave Jessica an intent 
Scrutiny as she broached this propo­
sition.

Jessica stiffened slightly in her 
chair.

“Ali, that's very kind indeed,” she 
acknowledged. “But. since I hare 
family and traditions back of me, 
I don't think I should like anything 
so commercial.”

Mrs. Dalton pouted and in her 
wonderful eyes there was a look of
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pain. She smiled bravely, however, 
to hide her sense of injury at this 
rebuff.

“But, my dear Miss Tarsons,” she 
protested, “it's quite the smart thing 
nowadays to control a small, artis­
tic establishment of that sort. After 
all, you know, one is simply the host­
ess for one's friends. The waiters 
are mere servants, just as they are 
in one's own house, i should not have 
mentioned the plan if I hadn't felt 
you would understand. It's the 
passion to-day of decayed gentlefolk 
—this high-bred restaurant idea. I 
could name over a great many of my 
oldest friends who have had finan­
cial reverses and have been quite 
happy in ruling over some such duck 
of a place as I have in my mind's 
eye for you. Ah, Miss Parsons, do 
consider it—do!”

Jessica smiled and returned: ‘‘You 
make it sound most attractive, I ad­
mit. But even the tiniest place here 
in town is too expensive for me:’ 
The moment she had spoken, she re­
gretted it. It sounded like a brazen 
hint.

It was Sybil's cue.
“Naturally, since it was in my 

house you were insulted, I feel re­
sponsible for you, Miss Parsons. 
Besides, my affection for you and 
my gratitude for your services dur­
ing the past year make it my very 
earnest hope that you will let me 
help you in this.” This elaborate 
speech was not at all characteristic 
of the inconsequent, erratic, ellipti­
cal Sybil; as a matter of fact, she 
had been rehearsing this particular

harangue for the past half-hour. 
Now, after its eloquent delivery, she 
flashed on Jessica a triumphant 
smile.

Jessica was too genuinely grate­
ful at this moment to notice any­
thing. There were tears in her eyes 
as she said: “Thank you—ah, thank 
you, Mrs. Dalton! You are extreme­
ly good.”

Sybil darted up vivaciously to 
sitting posture. “Then, you agree? 
Then, we can go right to work?”

Jessica, startled out of a train of 
thought far removed from Sybil's 
dainty bed chamber, stammered out, 
without knowing exactly what she 
was saying, “I—I agree. I can 
never thank you enough, Mrs. Dal­
ton.”

That was sufficient for Sybil. She 
bent forward and enveloped her 
companion in a warm, fragrant em­
brace. Jessica felt as if a big dewy 
flower had suddenly come to life and 
were clasping her to its heavily- 
scented breast. Sybil's nightrobes 
always had this effect of great silken 
petals that waved and fluttered and 
surrounded her white body without 
in the slightest degree covering it 
or even veiling it.

“I am so glad,” said Sybil. “We 
shan't lose a moment.” She paused. 
Then: “Would you mind taking a 
few letters from dictation?” she 
asked.

Sybil was not without her prac­
tical side. Until the very day when 
Jessica woiild open her proposed 
tea room, she would be held down
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by her sweet employer to every 
single duty possible to a secretary,

IV

J essica,  by the tim e her trim 
little restaurant was ready for busi­
ness, was simply captivated with tlie 
whole project. There was in her 
mind not the dimmest presage that 
in this frothy, dainty place the 
great crisis of her life was to occur, 
the darkest tragedy of her existence 
to be staged. It looked like a bright 
bird cage, her adorable tea room; it 
seemed framed for light-hearted 
songs and sunshine.

During the bustle of preparation, 
Jessica lead seen almost nothing of 
John Wellington. Sybil had been 
indefatigable, wonderful in her 
dauntless energy. She, even more 
than Jessica, was responsible for 
the speed and precision with which 
the whole thing was put through. 
She handled landlords, plumbers, 
carpenters, and prospective chefs 
and waiters as if she had been born 
simply to haggle prettily and barter 
coaxingly and triumph slyly. She 
did triumph every time, too. The 
hardest mechanic always turned out 
mere wax in her white, deft hands. 
At last, when everything was com­
pleted but the few finishing touches. 
Sybil confided to Jessica that she 
had grown so to adore the little 
place that she wanted to be left 
alone with it for one glorious day,

“When the artistic in me gets 
working, I can't bear to have a soul 
around; it robs me of my inspira­
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tion. And I have, in niy soul at this 
moment, the vision of those few last 
touches." So she confessed to Jes­
sica. Moreover, she insisted on the 
girl's taking a holiday—somewhere 
out in the big open spaces that Sybit 
loved to talk about but never looked 
at when she found herself in their 
midst.

Jessica had puckered her brow in 
the vain attempt to Hunk up a big 
open space within a few minutes of 
Yew York. John Wellington, enter­
ing at that moment, had begged to 
be enlightened as to the cause of the 
intensely knitted brows. There was 
nothing for if. then, but to tell him.

“Splendid 1" he had crowed. "I 
know just what you're after. I will 
take you in my motor and we can 
share the view!"

Sybil was in an indulgent mood. 
She said it would be very jolly, she 
was sure. When Jessica lifted an 
inquiring gaze, to make certain il 
was quite all right, Sybil smiled her 
complete approval. So it was ar­
ranged.

The day's outing formed, for Jes­
sica. one of the serene periods of 
her perplexed existence; it was like 
a deep well of dear blue sky in a 
heaven banked with somber clouds. 
Alone in the world ns she had been 
since the death of her father, her 
struggle against poverty had been 
persistent, uninterrupted. Reared in 
an atmosphere of well bred pros­
perity. she bad had no suspicion 
that life could he a hazardous un­
dertaking. Then her father, ruined
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and broken by the collapse of his 
railroad interests, had succumbed 
to apoplexy, and she had found her 
sheltered life at an end. There was 
nothing for it but for her to step 
into the pushing world and begin 
her fight against odds. She had not 
hesitated. But henceforth she had 
had few breathing-spaces in the con­
flict. So to-day was a blessed respite, 
a balm to her tired nerves, a re­
juvenation.

Wellington was perceptibly more 
tender and solicitous than he had 
ever allowed himself to be in the past. 
Yet the strange part of it was that 
at first Jessica had felt a slight in­
definable depression, a hurt sense 
that he was holding off from her. 
Then, of a sudden she understood 
and felt her cheeks go hot with 
shame: there had still lingered in 
her mind the recollection of that 
embrace in the conservatory as his 
embrace. She shivered and shut her 
eyes to the recollection. Soon the 
realization that this man had never 
once kissed her stirred in her con­
sciousness and brought its comfort.

It was difficult for Jessica to sep­
arate clearly the fact from the 
dream. Once she had got a firm hold 
on reality, however, she became 
flooded with a sweet content. She 
could see at last that Wellington 
was warming to her at present as he 
had never done before. He was 
tinglingly aware of her. happy to 
have her at his side and at the same 
time restless and uneasy from the 
augmented throb of his pulses. Jes­
sica herself was vaguely tremulous.

Wellington was an extremely reti­
cent man. To the world at large he 
passed as indifferent; as a matter of 
fact he was a deeply emotional man, 
and when a tiling took hold of him, 
his very heart's blood was in it. He 
wasn't the sort to talk about his en­
thusiasms, that was all. To-day it 
seemed as if Jessica's presence ex­
erted a spell over him, as if she ca­
joled from him a complete unbos­
oming of his innermost thoughts. 
He talked on and on in low tones 
about himself, not deliberately but 
involuntarily. It was evident to Jes­
sica that she had become as close to 
him as his own consciousness, that 
he was incapable of keeping from 
her the thoughts that had always 
before formed his silent communion 
with himself.

‘‘People think,” he had said as 
they drove slowly along, his bright 
blue eyes never once leaving her 
face, “that I am wasting my time. 
It's generally believed that I went 
in for law just because it was the 
fad. The easiest way to loaf gen­
teelly and make a bluff at working! 
That's not true, Jessica. Xo man 
has ever worked harder than I. I 
have slaved and toiled and worn my­
self out—in secret. Do you know 
why? There's no way that I can 
prove to you how much you mean to 
me; but I can hint at it when I say 
that I have never told a living soul 
—you will be the first, apart from 
the men actually associated with me 
—what my plans and hopes and 
longings are.” He paused and guid­
ing the motor to a protected spot at
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the side of the road, brought it to a 
standstill. Then he bent closer to 
Jessica and took her hands.

.“I was brought up in a sophis­
ticated atmosphere/* he pursued. 
“And long before I was out of col­
lege I began to think pretty deeply 
about things. I saw how thwarted 
the lives of my friends, my relatives, 
my own sister, were. I swore that 
I would find out the true cause. 
And I have found it. It's the gam­
bling craze that makes men lose 
their equilibrium, their hold on 
themselves and, eventually, their de­
cency. Drinking, immorality, every 
other vice follows gambling.

“Gambling!"' He cried it out to 
the quiet landscape. “It's more 
pernicious because in the beginning 
it seems innocent enough. A person 
with decent instincts doesn't com­
mit acts of physical impurity or 
make a beast of himself by getting 
drunk. But a man with decent in­
stincts docs allow himself to gamble, 
because it is at worst a venial sort 
of sin. After a few years, though, 
his ideals and his sense of values 
get damnably warped, and lie's pres­
ently plunged into all the other 
vices that he would have abhorred in 
the past. Oh, I sound like a snif­
fling preacher, I suppose! But I've 
seen so many lives ruined that it's 
no wonder I want to shout protests. 
It's just the same with the lower 
classes, too, as with the rich. Gam­
bling is the fountainhead of all evil, 
Jessica.''

lie  smiled and patted her hands 
gently.

“Don't look so frightened, please,” 
he begged. “I do sound like one of 
the real fire-and-brimstone gang, 
don't I? But the point of a ll'th is 
talk is that for three years I have 
been carrying on an investigation 
of illegal gambling in IXew York. 
It's  been strictly on the quiet, but 
my work is going to bear fruit very 
soon, Jessica. In a year's time I 
hope enough will have happened to 
make you proud of me.

“Hove I've made a clean breast of 
it. Can you guess why? I've told 
you this to—to work up my courage 
to ask you a question. I've showed 
you how much I trust you, how 
much I need you. I've showed my­
self, too, how wonderful it would be 
always to have you near me, always 
to be able to tell you my deepest 
secrets. I have given myself the 
courage, the courage of desperation. 
I've got to the point where I can't 
stand the uncertainty any longer.’’

He broke off, panting from ex­
citement and from the breathless 
haste of his recital. For a tense 
second he watched her. His eyes 
were blazing ami his hands, holding 
hers, shook uncontrollably. Jessica 
felt the warm color on her cheeks 
die away and a faintness creep 
through her veins. She tried to 
speak, but tears choked her. Some­
where under the pallor of her face, 
IioAvever, there was a glow of joy 
and exaltation that irradiated her 
skin like a candle-flame held be­
tween the hands. Yfellington saw 
it and needed no words to force 
home its meaning.
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•‘Jessica, Jessica,” he whispered 
aud swiftly swept her into his arms.

She citing to him silently, head 
forced back, her eyes closed. Her 
body was pressed to his, and she 
felt of a sudden his lips on her 
throat, on her cheeks, on her eyes, 
then at last on her month. Her 
longed for moment had come. She 
knew now how feeble had been her 
imaginings in contrast to the ful­
fillment.

But Jessica was still very young. 
She expected this embrace of her 
true lover to be utterly different 
from the embrace of the worthless 
Gibbon. She had hoped that the 
transport would be somehow spiritu­
alized, etherealized when she was in 
Wellington’s arms. Instead, she 
found it acutely physical, a sharply- 
sweet playing upon the chords of 
sex. And of a sudden a slight re­
currence of the remorse she had ex­
perienced before stirred in her. Ah. 
her heart was throbbing now as if 
had throbbed then; Wellington's 
whole frame was being shaken by 
the hammer-like blows of his pulses. 
Was this true love; could she be 
horribly mistaken? Jessica felt 
afraid and abashed and even miser­
able as she remained there in 'Wel­
lington’s arms.

Of a sudden, she pushed him away 
with impatience, recoiled from him 
and burst into bitter sobs.

Wellington was at once solicitous, 
tender, the ardent lover in him giv­
ing way to the sympathetic com­
panion.

"But Jessica, Jessica!" he pleaded. 
"What is is? Tell me what the mai­
ler is." A quick fear awoke in him 
aud he asked: "You—you do love 
me, Jessica?”

She was still crying pitifully. Bui 
she smiled with a rueful softness al 
this and returned:

“Oh, yes, yes. I love you. Bur 1 
feel ashamed of myself. Don’t ask 
me why, please. I couldn’t explain; 
I’m afraid I am a silly fool.”

They were both happy again in a 
moment. But in the future those 
words of Jessica's, "1 feel ashann-d 
of myself." were destined to ring 
diaholically in Wellington's ears.

V

W ellington, before they had re­
turned to New York that day, had 
begged Jessica to marry him with­
out delay. She had been obdurate, 
insisting - that she was bound in 
honor to remain at the helm of her 
little restaurant until she had es­
tablished it on a paying basis. In 
a year's time, perhaps, she would be 
able to break in somebody else 
aud vanish gracefully without being 
missed, Wellington had grumble! 
a bit. After all. lie let her know, 
Sybil would be the better for the 
knowledge that other people's ex­
istences weren't entirely dependent 
upon her caprices. But Jessica had 
remained firm. She owed Mrs. Dal­
ton this, and she couldn't he happy 
if she funked it.

The opening of the restaurant
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proved a delightful success. Jessica 
had been unable to sleep the night 
before. She had imagined the most 
impossible' and hair-raising mishaps. 
She had shuddered at the thought of 
how much she was at the mercy of 
the chef, Suppose he should be in­
competent or unreliable! Why bad 
he insisted on lobsters for the first 
dinner? She had read such fiendish 
things about whole parties , being 
poisoned and killed off with abomin­
able convulsions as a result of eat­
ing lobster! With the coming of 
dawn, however, her fears had van­
ished. The day of busy preparation 
had been simply inspiring. Sybil 
had fluttered in and out, giving deft 
suggestions; incidentally, she had 
wanted to hear again and again 
from Jessica and her own friends, 
who dropped in to have a look at the 
pretty place, all the delightful com­
pliments about her own genius as a 
decorator. Sybil adored flattery; to­
day she couldn't bear to leave the 
restaurant for a moment, for fear 
she might miss people's gracious 
comments.

The place threw open its modest 
white-and-gold doors at six o'clock 
for dinner. Sybil had supervised 
the sending out of the cards of an­
nouncement. “You want only smart 
people/’ she had declared. “If the 
other kind should blunder iu ever, 
let them see they're intruders.”

To-night the room was pleasantly 
full: all the tables bad been en­
gaged ahead and Jessica found her­
self playing hostess, as it were, to 
a very fashionable throng. Every

few moments she would wander up 
the pretty Colonial staircase at the 
back of the main restaurant on some 
pretext or other; as a matter of 
fact, these excursions were made 
with the sole idea of getting the 
place in bird's-eye mew. It was a 
charming, indeed a brilliant scene. 
The dining room itself, simple and 
judiciously decorated, seemed part 
of a spacious private house at a 
time of festivity. The tables were 
set well apart from each other; the 
linen was lustrous, the silver glinted, 
the flowers made warm patches of 
cloudy brightness. The polished 
floor reflected the lights from the 
shaded candles in rose-colored 
circles; the wall-sconces and the 
central chandelier were reflected in 
trickling rivulets of flame, like har­
bor lights in water. The Avails were 
a perfect background of a pale yel­
low damask with here and there an 
ivory-white door.

She drew in her breath sharply 
from sheer ecstasy at the thought 
that this adorable bower was hers. 
Of course, it ay as really Sybil's. Her 
daintv fancv was evident in evervt. ts t.
slightest detail. It Avas her concep­
tion of a cozy, modest tea room. 
When she had handed her husband 
the bills for it, Avith a slightly inco­
herent explanation about the fabu­
lous prices one bad to pay for the 
cheapest sort of furnishings, he had 
raised his brows indulgently and, 
tossing aside the bills, had drawn 
her down on his knee with the 
comment, “You little expensive 
devil!” But Sybil had pouted and
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looked injured and explained with 
a delicious .simulation of haughti­
ness that it was simply her charita­
ble motives, her desire to aid poor 
Miss Parsons, that had induced her 
to carry the thing through.

Jessica's patrons to-night were 
dressed with a daintiness and an 
elaborateness that set off the res­
taurant like a charm. Sybil had 
engaged one-half of the room and, 
at a long table, presided over a care­
fully picked dinner company. Her 
very presence in a room was enough 
to communicate an electric thrill 
to the atmosphere; she could gal­
vanize the most corpselike fossils 
to a semblance of gayety.

To-night she set the pace of 
the restaurant opening and man­
aged to make the event something 
charming and extraordinary. It all 
went off like the pop of a cham­
pagne cork. It is not often that the 
success of a venture is assured the 
moment the thing is launched. J<>s- 
sica was elated, excited, jubilant; 
but she couldn't he]}) reminding her­
self that it was nor her fault that 
the dinner had proved such a rip­
roaring success, livery bit of credit 
was due the incomparable Sybil.

As Jessica stood on the landing 
of the stairs just before the Dalton 
party broke up, she murmured to 
herself in deep gratitude, “How im­
mensely I am in her debt! Oh. dear, 
it’s an obligation that I shall never 
be able to repay.” She wasn’t even 
vaguely aware that the demurely 
roguish Mrs. Dalton was just as

conscious of that, debt as she was 
herself.

Sybil was not the sort to point 
her knowledge, of course; she was 
much too clever for that. She was 
extravagantly complimentary, going 
out of her way on every possible 
occasion to load Jessica down with 
thanks and to assert that she and 
all her friends could never show 
their appreciation enough for the 
service Jessica was doing them. And 
the place was so exquisitely run. 
the servants so well ordered, the 
cuisine so delicious! Jessica was 
both pleased and abashed by these 
exalted praises. Her heart was 
warmed to Sybil at last. She felt 
that, for all this frivolous madcap's 
weakness, she was genuinelv kind. 
I t would have been quite easy for 
Mrs. Dalton to take the credit to 
herself tmd to treat Jessica as a 
more automaton. But, no! Jessica 
was the guiding spirit; Mrs. Dalton 
could not say enough nice things 
about her. So, after the triumphant 
opening and the consequent pub­
licity the newspapers gave the res­
taurant. Jessica was straightway 
the proprietor of au extremely 
flourishing establishment. She be­
came the vogue; a night seldom 
went by with a table unengaged in 
advance. And she felt she owed it 
all to Sybil.

Sybil and her friends continued 
to patronize the main dining room 
for a couple of weeks. Then one 
morning she had tripped blithely in 
upon Jessica with a new proposi­
tion. Jessica was in her model
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kitchen discussing the menu with 
her chef (who also had turned out 
to be it modelj when the swing-door 
from the pantry was pushed open 
and in glided Sybil. She made an 
incongruous ligure, in her great bil­
lowy chinchilla cloak, with her ex­
travagant Paradise-plumed hat and 
her famous pearls about her neck; 
but, then, Sybil loved to be an in­
congruous ligure.

Here she was, magnificently at­
tired, in a kitchen; and at once she 
began to apologize for her appear­
ance.

"Please don't look at me, Miss 
Parsons,’’ she pleaded prettily. "1 
had to rush out early, and I just 
Hung all my old rags about me. Do 
let me sit down here where ifs 
warm.” And she drew up a chair 
beside the big range and proceeded 
lo toast her hands and her little 
feet.

"I've come on a very Special mis­
sion," she pursued in a moment. 
"It's about that private supper room 
we fixed up on the second floor. You 
remember, I said we might just as 
well pay no attention to it till we'd 
found out whether the main room 
was too big or too little for the 
diners?”

Jessica nodded.
“Oh. that Jnrrltf little room ! I. 

have been longing to use it, Mrs. 
Dalton. And really the crowds ax: 
getting too large to be accommo­
dated with comfort downstairs."

Sybil smiled radiantly.

“Yon arc a wonderful person, 
Miss Parsons. My husband is 
amazed; he was positive the thing 
wouldn't last a month. He takes 
off his hat to you, and no mistake. 
That's just what I came here for to­
day—not to tell you what my hus­
band thinks, but to talk about that 
private room. Don’t you think that 
my little dinner-parties could be ac­
commodated best up there? I don’t 
have many people, but there are 
usually enough to hog most of the 
space downstairs. I love it down­
stairs—but I think I would like the 
•supper room just as well. I ’m bring­
ing some people Thursday night. 
Shall we open up the private room? 
I leave it to your judgment, Miss 
Parsons.”

Jessica did not attempt to con­
ceal her joy. “Ah, yes!” she cried. 
"Do let me get it ready for Thurs­
day night.”

So Sybil, on her next visit to the 
restaurant, entertained her guests 
in the exquisite little white-and- 
gold room upstairs.

“I t’s so adorable and cozy here,” 
she remarked to Jessica as they 
stood together in the doorway; and 
touching her caressingly with her 
great orange fan, she continued, 
“It's the sort of place one Jitujcn 
in, my dear. Heaven only knows 
when we’ll get away. So just serve 
us dinner and then forget us; it 
would be simply imposition to keep 
your servants running around for 
us. I’ve brought some champagne 
with me and oue of my footmen. 
He'll attend to us. Xow, remember.
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Miss Parsons! After dinner's over, 
just slide in a cake of ice for the 
champagne and pay no more atten­
tion to us.”

Jessica echoed Sybil's gay burst 
of laughter; she was so happy at the 
brilliant picture her supper room 
presented that she had followed only 
vaguely the other -woman's innocent 
prattle. Later in the evening, how­
ever, she began to wonder at the 
whole business. Somehow the jolly 
party had a clandestine air about i t ; 
Jessica, tallying up the guests si­
lently, realized that they comprised 
Mrs. Dalton’s gayest but not her 
most estimable associates. Besides— 
and this struck Jessica as particu­
larly ominous—Mr. Dalton himself 
was not one of the gathering. But 
she had soon decided that there was 
no need to worry; restaurant proprie­
tors couldn’t afford to be too fussy, 
and there wasn’t a place in New 
York, however smart, that wouldn’t 
have envied her that party in her 
adored supper room* So she threw 
off her uneasiness, gave orders that 
Mrs. Dalton and her guests were 
to be let alone after dinner, and 
promptly forgot that Sybil’s pres­
ence might be problematical.

Jessica's place was always well 
patronized by the better sort of 
theatergoers who. after the piny or 
the opera was over, wanted a bile of 
something dainty without the ac­
companying confusion of music and 
dancing. From eleven to twelve, the 
main dining room was sure to be 
occupied by some half dozen discreet 
and well bred parties who discussed

in low, eager tones the merits of the 
performances they had just seen.

On the night of Sybil's party 
in the supper room there was a 
particularly conservative company 
downstairs. By this hour, Mrs. Dal­
ton and her guests were obviously in 
an uproarious mood. Though the 
door of the supper room was shut, 
the unmistakable sounds of revelry 
floated down the staircase. Ex­
tremely frequent bursts of laughter 
reached every nook and corner of 
the restaurant; the unrestrained 
shouts of men accompanied by the 
lighter gush of feminine mirth. Even 
at a distance, it was obvious that 
the merriment was of that helpless, 
almost delirious kind that results 
from the imbibing of champagne 
and from nothing else in the world. 
Now and then there would be heard 
the scraping of chairs and the im­
pact of feet on the floor above would 
cause the ceiling of the downstairs 
room to echo dully.

Jessica was by this time dis­
tinctly nervous. As she walked up 
and down between the tables and 
exchanged polite remarks with her 
patrons, her mind was busy think­
ing up possible ways in which she 
could approach Sybil and ask her 
frankly to be a little more careful in 
future. Really, the babble and hub­
bub that was filtering down the 
stairs sounded simply orgiastic ; she’d 
have to impose some restraint, that 
was all there was to it. At this 
point in her reflections, she was 
startled by the sound of a man’s 
voice singing in a stentorian tone a
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ribald parody of "The Rosary." His 
slightly tipsy outburst was followed 
by thunderous haud-clapping.

Jessica, her cheeks darkly flushed, 
felt a gentle tug at the sleeve of her 
dress. “Yes?" she said mechanically, 
and bent down in all politeness to 
hear what the stiffly brocaded, pro­
fusely begemmed but frigidly aus- 
iere woman who had signaled to her 
might have to impart,

“I  only wished to say,” the dig­
nified creature remarked, "that we 
sympathize with you. Your place is 
cxtremelv nice, extremelv daiutv. 
it's a great pity that your neighbors 
upstairs can't resemble you. My 
husband is a lawyer—" and she 
waved a vague hand in the direction 
of the man opposite to her—- “and 
he tells me you should have no diffi­
culty in having these others ejected 
from the building. I don't wish to 
intrude, but I felt you. might appre­
ciate a suggestion." She smiled with 
a chill attempt at cordiality.

Jessica was terribly at a loss, 
she remained for a moment in a 
seething confusion, then, hardly 
knowing what she said, stammered 
out:

"Thank you—thank you. It's most 
kind of you. . . ."

She turned away with uneasy 
abruptness, pretending that she was 
being signaled from another table.

A moment later, the boor of the 
supper room burst open with an ex­
plosive report, and Jessica, pale 
now and trembling, heard the sound 
of feet in the corridor upstairs.

Voices rang out sharply, with an 
undercurrent of light laughter and 
heavy guffaws. Presently the stair­
case was inundated by a brilliant 
flood of multicolored gowns and 
dazzling cloaks, with here and there 
the” soft fluttering of fans. Above 
the sea of frocks rose the women’s 
faces, pretty, flushed, slightly mazed 
as to expression; and the poppy-bed 
countenances of the men made big 
splotches of crude color against 
the dainty, pastel-like tints of the 
women. Aware that the eyes of the 
quieter diners were all fixed in as­
tonishment upon them, Sybil and 
her guests proceeded to play up to 
their audience. The procession down 
the staircase resolved itself into a 
daring, flirtatious frolic.

Jessica looked on in a frenzy of 
dread. She found herself praying 
fervently that the champagne-flushed 
troop would, when they reached 
(lie foot of the staircase, continue 
straight on into the side-corridor. 
The amazed patrons might think 
then that she had consented to al­
low the people from the “other res­
taurant" to use her stairs when they 
left. An absurd idea, of course, but 
she stuck to it. Her heart gave a 
great throb of relief when she noted 
that indeed Sybil’s guests were 
turning when they reached the 
ground floor and filing out into the 
corridor.

Rut of course Sybil was not the 
sort to make a modest get-away. 
She had been in the very center of 
the crowd as they swept triumphant­
ly down the stairs. When she
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reached the foot, she separated her­
self from the rest, stood still for a 
moment to enable all the frumps in 
the dining room to get a good look 
at her, then swam impulsively up to 
Jessica.

Grasping both the girl's hands, 
she shook them vivaciously and 
cried out:

‘'All, Miss Parsons, it is simply 
delightful in the supper room. So 
cpiiet and out-of-the-way; really, it 
was like a picnic in a dear old Co­
lonial house in the New England 
woods. We couldn't believe we were 
still in New York.’’ She looked de­
murely around after this absurd 
simile, then wound u p : “We all 
wish to thank you and to tell you 
we want the darling place every 
Thursday night for the next hun­
dred years.” Whereupon, she re­
leased Jessica’s hands and, with a 
radiant smile and a bright “Good 
night, my dear, and thanks again,” 
she swept, like an apparition of 
froth and sable and diamonds, out 
of the room. Jessica noted with 
weary despair how she bumped 
smartly against one of the tables 
and, flashing a slightly bewildered 
smile, murmured a sweet apology.

So this was the kind of festivity 
her lovely little place was fated to 
house! She shut her eyes tight for 
a moment in an effort to gain con­
trol of herself.

The next thing she heard was the 
voice of the lawyer whose wife had 
proffered such unfortunate aid.

“Waiter, waiter!” the lawyer’s

voice snapped out in fuming dignity.
“My check—and at once.”

*

VI

“B ut, my dear, it was a perfectly 
respectable party. If the people 
downstairs didn't approve they must 
have been excessively narrow. It's 
our sort that help restaurants; the 
other sort of patronage wouldn’t 
support you. So don't worry any 
more, please."

Thus the solicitous and facile 
Sybil. Jessica had gone to Mrs. Dal­
ton's house on the morning after the 
first rousing Thursday night dinner. 
She was extremely vexed, extremely 
indignant at what she considered 
Sybil's underhanded ruse. She had 
gone straight to the point with the 
announcement:

“T am very sorry to have to say 
this, Mrs. Dalton. But, really, if 
you have been kind and generous to 
me simply in order to be able to 
stage parties at my place that you 
wouldn’t care to put on at your own 
house, I shall have to retire and let 
you get somebody else.” There were 
angry tears in her eyes as she spoke.

In fifteen minutes, however, Sybil 
had succeeded in drawing such a 
roseate veil over the bald facts that 
Jessica had become convinced of her 
own unseemly haste in arriving at 
conclusions.

“Good Heavens, Miss Parsons, if 
you expect the people in your pri­
vate dining room to be as quiet as 
mice you’d better shut it up right
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off. Xow don't be a horrid, blue­
nosed little Puritan. Be sensible and 
resigned to a little noise. And we'll 
do our best to behave more prettily 
next time.-"

So Jessica found herself involved 
helplessly. She must needs accept 
those overgay occasions; her hands 
were tied by a strange inability to 
combat Sybil in her dazzling unrea­
son, and by her painful knowledge 
of the obligations under which she 
was weighted. The process was, in 
a way, gradual. By the time she had 
at last seen clearly through Mrs. 
Dalton's intentions, she had already 
shut her eyes to so many things, had 
accepted so much, that a protest at 
this late day was quite absurd.

Her will seemed somehow para­
lyzed. She felt desperately weary, 
weakly reluctant to cross swords 
with Sybil. Every sparring match 
between them ended in victory for 
Sybil and a duller acceptance than 
ever before from Jessica. The Thurs­
day nights went on apace, gathering 
impetus with each successive occa­
sion, and before long Jessica knew 
when the dreadful day dawned that 
she would go to bed that night with 
a splitting headache, induced by the 
nervous strain and by the actual as­
saults of the festive tumult on her 
poor eardrums.

The result of Sybil’s parties, so 
far as the reputation of the dainty 
restaurant was concerned, was in­
evitable. The nice, quiet people 
dropped away; their places down­
stairs were taken by a bright, ex­
travagant throng that flaunted the

reddest lips and the barest backs 
and the most painfully unmodulated 
voices. On one point, however, Jes­
sica was obdurate: whatever went 
on upstairs, down here people must 
behave decently or she would have 
them ejected. The conduct of her 
colorful guests, therefore, was much 
more decorous than their costumes. 
But, little by little, Jessica’s estab­
lishment acquired the reputation of 
“one of those ripping places where 
-—well, you know; where the lid’s 
off.”

Jessica was hurt often at the 
contrast between her present pa­
trons and the sedate crowd of a few 
weeks back; but it never occurred 
to her that her restaurant could be 
acquiring a sinister name. A thing 
like that simply couldn’t happen. 
Had she harbored the slightest sus­
picion that men were actually shad­
owing her, that two detectives were 
watching events shrewdly from a 
house across the areaway, she would 
have sprung to action at once and 
disentangled herself from these toils 
with one indignant movement.

John Y\Tellington at this period 
was Jessica’s only haven of rest. He 
was fiendishly busy with his secret 
work, but this did not prevent him 
from dining at least four times a 
week at Jessica’s restaurant. At the 
dinner hour, there was nothing in 
the atmosphere of the place to 
arouse suspicions; and Wellington 
was too immersed in his labors to 
have time to hear rumors or to visit 
the little place late in the evening. 
Jessica, knowing that he had much
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to worry him, refrained from broach­
ing to him her own problems. To 
his eager questions, she always re­
turned that everything was going de­
lightfully, that Sybil had been mar­
velous, a perfect fairy godmother.

Then, by a stroke of mocking fate. 
John arrived one night—one Thurs­
day night—at about half past nine. 
Sybil and her crowd were still de­
cently under control, but al ready 
Jessica could hear a loud outburst 
now and then, like a preluding note 
of the imminent uproar. They were 
beginning to tune up, as it were.

John, as he shook bauds with Jes­
sica, remarked in an undertone: 
“Ah, you look fagged, dearest ! If 
only we could have one more day in 
the country! Please sit down and 
talk to me, Jessica. You are quite 
worn out.”

Obediently she sank into a chair 
across the table from Mm. Of a 
sudden, the desire to be free of if 
all, to come to rest at last in this 
mail’s anus, to shut her eyes to 
everything but I he throbbing lure of 
sex, swept over her like a flame, and 
she shuddered. She leaned across 
impulsively, her eyes flashing, her 
breathing uneven. At that moment 
she was on the point of saying : “I 
can’t go on. I can’t go on like this. 
I've been misled, hoodwinked by 
Sybil. Take me away from tins place. 
Ah, John, marry me; that's all I 
want in the world—now.”

But Wellington was deep in 
thought and did not see her. She 
hesitated, and before she could find 
courage to speak, he had said:

“1 >o you know, this refuge of 
yours is simply providential. My 
work has piled up and up until it's 
way over my head. If you'd mar­
ried me when 1 wanted you to, you 
or my mission would have suffered." 
He smiled, “hi other words, my 
mission would' have suffered. But 
now, by giving my undivided atten­
tion to my work. I shall have it 
done by the end of the year and on 
your wedding day you'll have a hus­
band who won't be considered the 
dub he's thought to-day."

Jessica, very pale and calm now. 
smiled her pride. She was about to 
speak when a shout of laughter from 
the upper room interrupted her.

•'Hello! What's up? Have you 
taken to staging bachelor dinners, 
darling?" John asked humorously.

•Jessica's face was suffused on tin* 
instant with a hot flush. “No, in­
deed." she returned with apparent 
uneasiness. “Your sister is giving a 
little dinner to-night upstairs."

“Really?" John seemed pleased. 
“Why. it's months since I've seen 
Sybil," he cried. “At least, it seems 
so. May I run tip now and give her 
my brotherly greeting?”

Jessica felt herself go faint and, 
shut ting her eyes, fought against 
her dizziness. They were silent for 
a long moment, while John in as­
tonishment watched the miserable 
girl. At last, she straightened and 
opened her eyes.

“No. don't go up.” she said. “She 
doesn't like being interrupted.”
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‘‘But surely, in the case of her 
beloved brother—?” he pressed..

-She shook her head impatiently.
“Xot even for her beloved brother/’ 

she told him. “She'll be annoyed 
■with me if I let .you go up. Besides, 
the door is locked. She'll refuse to 
see you."’

“Refuse to sec me!” He whistled. 
“What mischief are you and that 
little imp up to, anyhow?-’ His tone 
was bantering-, but there was a note 
of earnestness behind it.

“I'm  sure I haven't an idea what 
she does it for/’ Jessica defended 
herself stoutly. “She brings her 
own champagne, and I believe she’s 
afraid to let us see how much her 
guests consume." It was the first 
time Jessica had ever allowed her­
self to criticize Sybil to Wellington; 
she was sorry, as soon as she had 
spoken, for her bitterness.

“Look here, Jessica’’— Welling­
ton's voice was urgent: “is Sybil 
taking advantage of you in any 
way ?’’

She shrugged the question away.
“Xo, indeed. She has made my 

place; she has accomplished mira­
cles." Scrupulously she kept all 
irony out of her words.

They fell silent. Then, suddenly 
aware of a stir in the corridor out­
side, Jessica sprang up. She gave a 
quick glance about her and re­
marked : “I hear somebody fighting 
a way in. People never will believe 
the man at the door when he says 
there are no tables to be bad. It's

always up to me to conciliate them.”
She gave Wellington a tender 

smile and hurried out of the room.
When she reached the corridor, the 
first thing she noted was the pale, 
scared face of the attendant at the 
door. He was whimpering out inco­
herent protests to four men who 
stood in front of him, and with their 
backs turned squarely to Jessica. 
With her eyes on those massive 
shoulders, Jessica felt herself sud­
denly at a loss. “Good heavens,” 
she thought, “If those brutes de­
mand a table and I  refuse them, 
they may get ugly and smash things. 
They're probably drunk.”

But she summoned her courage 
and, walking deliberately up to 
them, said in her sweetest tones:

“I am so sorry. But there won’t 
be a table for half an hour. Could 
you come back then?”

The hugest and brawniest of the 
four intruders swung around and 
faced her.

“We don’t want a table,” h« thun­
dered. “Not one to eat off, anyhow! 
Are you Miss Jessica Parsons?”

She stiffened and, with her head 
high, replied: “I am Miss Parsons. 
And I must ask you to leave my 
place unless you can act like a gen­
tleman.” At a loss, vaguely fearful 
as to the meaning of the man’s enig­
matical smile, she repeated in her 
haughtiest way, “There are no tables. 
Please go.”

“Ob, come now!” her antagonist 
continued, this time with clumsy
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good-humor. “Drop the air of in­
jured innocence. We have < ome to 
demand entrance to the private din­
ing room upstairs. Is that definite 
enough? Do you understand now?"

Jessica recoiled with a stifled cry 
and, with her hands pressed against 
her turbulent heart, gazed wide-eyed 
at the ominous group before her. 
The other three men had turned 
now and were facing her with know­
ing grins. One of them, like the 
man who had spoken to her first, 
was in plain clothes; the other two 
were policemen. They stood in front 
of her in a semicircle, like four 
great dogs who have trapped a timid 
hare.

‘•Don't try any heroics, miss," the 
first man went on. “It won't do 
any good. All you've got to do is to 
escort us politely into that supper 
room. No harm in that, is there, 
seeing as everything that goes on up 
there is so nicely on the level?" 
He winked meaningly at his subor­
dinates and, advancing with offhand 
cordiality, grasped Jessica by the 
arm.

She wrenched herself free savage­
ly, her eyes blazing.

“This is an outrage!” she cried. 
“I am fully licensed. I refuse to 
allow you admittance to that room. 
Do yon think I owe nothing to my 
patrons?"

“Xever mind what you owe them; 
what we want to know is what they 
owe you. So you won’t let us in up 
there?" He jerked a huge thumb at 
the ceiling.

She shook her head decisively.
“I've told you I wouldn’t.”
“Stubborn little devil,” remarked 

the gang's spokesman in a philo­
sophical tone. “I'm sorry, miss. 
That means we'll have to break 
down your pretty door."

He beckoned to Ids followers, and, 
brushing past Jessica, who was cow­
ering against the wall, they strode 
heavily through the corridor. Just 
before they reached the side door ar 
the rear of flit1 dining room, she 
sprang; forward and cried:

“W ait !"
The leader's hand shot out at 

once.
“You're going to give me that key 

after all?" he put it up to her.
She was in a panic by this time. 

In the mad, dizzy whirl of her 
thoughts, the oue idea that leaped 
clear of the turbulence was the wild 
desire to hide all this from her 
lover. Faint and stricken as she 
was, she was unable to explain ln‘i‘ 
motive; she only knew that she was 
being swept into a perilous mael­
strom, that somehow she must not 
let Wellington suspect. So she re­
marked, with an effort after steadi­
ness :

“If you insist on it, at least don't 
go through my main dining room." 
She forced a gently pleading smile. 
“Let me take you through the pan- 
tries and up the back stairway."

“You may hi1 stubborn, hut you've 
got an eye to business. I'll say." 
commented her chief opponent. “If
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you must be raided, let it be by the 
back way so nobody but the cook'll 
know.” He roared at his pleasantry 
and the others joined in obediently.

“Well," he shrugged, “we might 
as well go up one way as another. 
And there’s no use talking, I do 
approve of a woman with an eye to 
business. Lead the way, miss.”

He bowed profoundly, and Jessica, 
with an attempt at dignity but with 
a perfect comprehension of what an 
absurd figure she was cutting, 
opened a door and ushered her un­
bidden guests into the pantries.

A moment later they stood before 
the fragile white-and-gold door of 
the supper room. The chief raised 
Lis hand, commanding silence, and 
they listened with intensity. By this 
time, Sybil and her friends had 
passed the tuning-up period and were 
in the full swing of their gayety.

“Do you hear anything?” the chief 
asked in a hissing whisper.

“Nothing—only people talking and 
laughing and drinking,” replied one 
of his subordinates mysteriously.

The next instant, the leader of the 
hand flung up his arm and brought 
his fist down with a smashing blow 
on the panels of the door.

The noise within the room died on 
the instant, Perfect silence! Then 
Sybil’s voice, gentle and caressing:

“Yes, Miss Parsons? Everything 
is perfect, the dinner was enchant­
ing, particularly this delicious new 
kind of sorbet we’re eating now.”

At once the dinner-party resumed

its gay babble, but this time the 
noise was more hectic, more tumul­
tuous thau ever before. Sybil had 
beeu clever enough to know that the 
crashing blow on the door had not 
come from Jessica; she was evi­
dently inciting her friends to make 
a prodigious racket while, under 
cover,of that tumult, some mysteri­
ous concealment, some swift sleight- 
of-hand might go on, as it were.

But the minions of the law were 
no fools. The leader swung off and 
hit the door another bang.

“Open at oncel” he shouted. 
“Open at once, or we’ll break the 
door down.”

Sybil's reply was full of a bright 
insouciance.

“How peremptory you are! Has 
Miss Parsons discovered that the 
oysters came from insanitary beds? 
Are you the doctor sent to save us?” 
She laughed gayly.

Her unknown, unseen opponent 
was furious now.

“Do what I say, do you hear?" 
He rattled the knob and, grabbing a 
pistol from one of the policemen, 
cracked a panel of the door with 
one blow. “Now, then, you see I 
mean business!” he shouted. “Open,

“Presently, blasphemer!” Sybil’s 
voice' was prettily censorious. “As 
soon as I can get this wretched key 
to turn.”

That was too much for the man 
on the other side of the flimsy 
wooden barrier.
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“Never mind your damned key/’ 
he cried. “Just stand out of the 
way if you don't want to get hurt!"

The next moment he had his pow­
erful shoulder up, ami, with a 
spring forward into the air, had 
landed squarely against the door. 
There followed the raucous, hideous 
sound of .splintering wood; there 
was a. big ragged hole torn in the 
central panel. The man thrust in 
l.is great Stef, turned the key inside 
neatly, and on the instant had 
rushed across the threshold.

•Jessica, who was trembling un­
controllably now, without in the 
least knowing why, leaned helplessly 
against the wall. A murky cloud had 
suddenly swept across her vision; she 
gasped for breath, But, by a su­
preme effort, by a convulsive asser­
tion of will, she succeeded in con­
trolling to a steadier beat the tu­
mult of her pulses. She lifted her 
head high, like a tired swimmer 
who, after sinking once in the 
stormy welter, has managed to rise 
once more to the surface. With an 
anguished curiosity, her glance dart­
ed to the door of the supper room.

She could see nothing but the 
broad backs of the four intruders 
close together in the entrance. 
Sybihs voice could be heard, still 
archly defiant, but with a strident 
note in it now; It was obvious that 
she was angry and finding it diffi­
cult to simulate mocking coquetry.

“'But, my dear man, this is ab­
surd, preposterous! I ’m sure none 
of us knew we were being objection­
able. That makes no difference?

Why, I never heard of such a thing! 
I warn you to take care; my hus­
band is a hot-tempered man, apt to 
act on the spur of the moment. You 
will have to answer to him. Come, 
take my advice and go away quietly. 
Scenes are so vulgar! You look rea­
sonable and gentlemanly; I ’m sure 
you detest scenes quite as much as 
I. Ah, do be sane and sensible—”

Bill her opponent was adamantine, 
a perfect stone wall against which 
Sybil's ineffectual words purled 
sweetly in vain.

“It's  no use, madam, no use at 
all,'* he told her. “You might as 
well face the music. I don't cure 
who the hell your husband is; if he 
objects to my actions to-night, lie'll 
have to light the whole police force 
of New York City.” He glared 
around him. “Where is the gentle­
man?''" he asked. “P'raps he and I 
can come to an understanding; I 
never did like to argue with a 
woman."

Sybil managed to laugh out a cor­
dial r®*ponse to this.

“I ’m sorry, I ’m sure, to have to 
disappoint you. My husband was 
called away on business about fif­
teen minutes ago.”

Jessica could stand the suspense 
no longer. She walked firmly to the 
door and. touching one of the po­
licemen on the arm, said:

“Will you let me in. please?” He 
made way for her with a clumsy 
deference and gave her a look of 
sheepish sympathy. “Thank you,” 
she rewarded him with a grateful
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smile. She crossed the threshold and 
was in the room.

Sybil swept up ro her. Hushed, 
nervous, excited.

“My dear, this is so unfortunate, 
so inopportune! But I'm sure it's 
nothing serious: it can be arranged 
without difficulty—if only people 
will be reasonable and sane.” This 
reiteration of her desire was made 
in a harsh tone that pointed her real 
weariness and fear. “By the way"— 
and she turned to her indexible an­
tagonist—“what is the fine you are 
planning to collect? I'm quite will­
ing to pay any amount—within rea­
son—“

The man gave her a thunderous 
scowl.

“I said nothing about a tine, 
madam," lie informed her, "it's no 
question of that. This isn't going to 
be a silent, pussv-footing raid; this 
is for example and not tor cash."

"While Sybil bad been speaking. 
Jessica had turned her eyes to the 
huddled guests of the evening. They 
were clustered in a palpitating semi­
circle about a mysterious object in 
the right-hand corner of the room. 
Of a sudden, Jessica's eyes had be­
come fixed in a stare of utter amaze­
ment. Her heart stopped dead, then, 
gaining way against the rush of 
blood that had choked back into it 
from her veins, gave an explosive 
bound. The force of that tierce beat 
shook her whole frame. In a flash 
she had seen the truth.

Directly hack of the hysterical

group of Sybil's friends, Jessica bad 
seen a half-open narrow door. The 
sight of this aperture in what she 
had thought an unbroken wall had 
at lirst bewildered her, but the next 
moment her intuition had leaped 
forward and seized the meaning of 
the thing. W'ivh perfect calm, she 
stepped forward and walked across 
the room in the direction of that 
door. Her eyes, unwinking and un­
naturally dilated, took in with cold 
scorn the furtive, half-simpering, 
half-bold glances that Sybil's friends 
cast at her. She paid no attention 
to them.

When she was halfway across the 
room, the chief of the raiding expe­
dition raised his voice in a warning 
shout.

“Don't you touch those little toys, 
miss. Do you hear me? Don't touch 
them."

Jessica stopped short. She had 
forgotten the existence of anything 
iu the world hut the secret panel in 
the wall and its deplorable contents. 
Now, however, recalled to the actual 
crisis, she felt herself reeling. Catch­
ing at the air blindly, she felt a 
chair-back under her hand. Swiftly 
she sank down on the chair and, 
with her elbows on the dining-table, 
buried her face in her hands. Site 
did not weep; she hail no inclination 
to dp that. In her mind now there 
was only one sensation: hot. bitter 
anger against Sybil. She saw with 
brutal clearness what the events of 
to-night would mean. For herself, 
financial ruin, utter loss of reputa­
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tion, an inevitable break with Wel­
lington; for Sybil, a slight worry 
and annoyance for perhaps a week, 
then a delicious little anecdote of 
adventure and guile with which to 
regale a dinner company from time 
to time. Oh, it was wrong, wrong!

Jessica wished desperately at this 
moment that it was in her power to 
rise np and denounce Sybil in a 
manner that would be convincing. 
But she knew the impossibility of 
this. What ordinary mortal would 
credit her story? Who but a fool 
would believe that she herself could 
have been so completely, miserably 
hoodwinked and cheated? No, it 
would only do her harm to tell the 
truth. She could do nothing, nothing, 
but acquiesce dumbly in whatever 
charges were brought against her. 
She could see Sybil now and then 
steal at her a glance full of an un­
easy, ineffectual compassion. Yes, 
this woman pitied her, was repentant 
just now for what she had clone, but 
lacked utterly the courage to con­
fess her own guilt. Jessica’s fury 
burned higher. She wanted to spring 
up and do some reckless sort of 
physical violence to the other woman 
in her impregnable armor of social 
strength.

All at once she heard the chief 
speaking.

“Listen to me, Miss Parsons. I 
suppose you've seen that I got in 
here before your guests had a chance 
to lock those things away safely in 
the dinky little secret panel?’’

Jessica raised her head.

“Yes, I see,” she answered dully.
“Well, I've looked ’em over,” the 

man went on. “A fairly complete 
gambling outfit, I must say. You 
don't do things by halves, miss. A 
fairly complete outfit,” he repeated, 
“/u-clucling a roulette table.” He 
accented the first syllable of includ­
ing as if he attached immense sig­
nificance to that trick of speech.

“Including a roulette table,” Jes­
sica murmured. She got up from 
her chair. “Do you wish to make 
an inventory and have me check it 
up? Let me see—” She took a step 
forward, and, as the chief waved her 
back warningly, she smiled with in­
effable weariness. “I won’t do any­
thing violent, I promise,” she said. 
“I simply wish to have a last look.”

She went over to the corner and 
examined with fierce intensity the 
array of gaming accessories ranged 
on shelves in the secret closet. The 
roulette table had been drawn out 
into the room and had evidently 
been pushed halfway into the closet 
when the door was broken down. 
The strong arm of the law had ar­
rested its progress to its hiding- 
place, and there it stood disclosed, 
looking for all the world like some 
innocent kind of children’s Christ­
mas game.

Jessica, bent over it.
“My roulette table,” she said, with 

a scornful glance at Sybil. She 
waved her arm in the direction of 
the closet. “Mg lovely outfit!”

She broke off and gave a low, de­
lirious laugh.
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Sybil, evidently feeling the twinges 
of conscience less when she was 
doing the talking herself, turned 
with hectic vivacity on the glower­
ing chief.

“But vou must, vou must fine us. 
My dear man, money is the only 
sensible thing to deal in in an emer­
gency like this. Now, wouldn't five 
thousand dollars be adequate? 
Speaking of example, don't you 
think that five thousand dollars di­
rected by you into the proper chan­
nels for doing good would be more 
effective than the slight newspaper 
notoriety this—er—raid of ours 
might get?”

The man squared his shoulders 
and shook a big fist furiously in 
Sybil's face.

“See here, madam,” lie bellowed, 
“if you want to get me hot, just re­
peat that damned bribe of tours 
once more.”

“Bribe?” Sybil was incredulous. 
“Bribe?”

“Yes, bribe!" he shouted. “That's 
what I said, and that’s exactly what 
I meant.”

Jessica broke in at this point with 
weary exasperation.

“Please stop arguing; it can’t do 
any good... We'll simply have to ac­
cept the inevitable. We are in this 
man’s hands. He's been sent by his 
superior to hunt for a gambling out­
fit. Well, lie's found what he was 
after, and that’s all there is to it.” 
Her voice was harsh, fagged, but 
there was a note of command in her 
tone that even Sybil couldn’t resist.

“All right, then.” Svbil shrugued. 
“Have you a police patrol or some­
thing equally cozy waiting for us in
the street?" She grimaced archly at 
the obdurate chief.

Then it was that Jessica, with a 
hoarse cry of protest, an involun­
tary outburst of deep bitterness at 
the hideous injustice, of her lot, 
shrank against the wall and hid her 
face in her hands. She had per­
ceived, framed in the open doorway, 
the figure of John Wellington.

“'W'nat is the row?” John's voice 
was heard. He stood on the thresh­
old and blinked at the brilliantly 
lighted scene as if lie had just 
emerged from a dark room. “Such 
a fearful racket you’ve been making. 
Sybil—Jessica—” He became silent 
and looked in amazement from tlie 
one to the other.

All at once, lie uttered a bewil­
dered exclamation and sprang into 
the room.

“Parker!” He addressed the head 
of the raiders - with a peremptory 
sharpness. “What’s the matter 
here?”

Parker beamed proudly upon him.
“Just the neatest kind of a job 

for your inspection, sir. Tomlin­
son's orders, sir. But we didn’t ex­
pect you, Mr. Wellington.”

Jessica’s resistance, her self-con­
trol, had broken down now. She 
turned her face to the wall and 
burst into agonized, racking sobs.

Parker’s voice went jubilantly on.
“Tomlinson said you’d be cer-
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tainlv glad to hear of this job's 
being put through successfully, sir. 
A nice haul!'' lie bent over Well­
ington with elaborate confidence and 
hissed out: "Roulette, sir. and ev­
erything—all titled into that closet 
there, like a glove, as you might 
say."

Throughout this harangue*. Sybil 
had been uttering exclamations of 
unbelief, of protest, of ill concealed 
joy. Now site burst out loudly:

‘‘John, my dear hoy, how astound­
ing! iso this is the wonderful ca­
reer you hinted at so often! Ah, I 
knew it was something noble and 
self-sacrilicing. Haven't 1 always 
showed it in my attitude, even though 
I was completely in the dark? My 
poor, i)Oor boy, this is most inoppor­
tune ! Because, don't you see. in­
stead of reaping glory and all that 
sort of tiling from to-night's work, 
you'll have to sacrifice yourself again 
and get Miss Parsons and myself 
out of this miserable mess we've 
blundered into. 1 am sorry, terribly 
sorry. But you really will have to 
do this. Raiding one's own sister 
simply isn't done, John."

With a gas2>, Jessica took a swift 
ste}) forward. Her arms had flmpjted 
to her sides. She had determined at 
that moment to face John and tell 
him the whole wretched tale of her 
Stupidity and ignorance. Surely he 
would see the tru th ; surely lie of all 
men would trust her and believe in 
her words, preposterous as they 
might sound to all the world besides. 
So she hastened forward, her eyes

feverishly bright through her tears, 
her breast heaving unevenly.

“John !" she cried—and ceased.
lie had given her one quick glance 

(hat had struck her like a crushing 
blow. Ilis whole face seemed sud­
denly to have changed from flesh to 
rock; every muscle was set to an im*. 
placable hardness. And his eyes, as 
they flashed their light over her, 
seemed to give out a cold, searching 
flame that froze Jessica's blood on 
t lie instant. For a moment she re­
mained standing, though she had al­
ready lost consciousness. Then her 
body, robbed of warmth and spirit 
aiid life, tottered crazily and, before 
anyone could give assistance, had 
crashed to the floor.

Wellington, with his warm love 
turned to hatred by this spectacle 
of Jessica's deceit and cowardly con­
nivance with, his sister, was yet in­
capable of dismissing all pity at the 
[dight of the miserable girl. Sybil 
too was stricken to the heart now. 
and, dropping to her knees, she lift­
ed Jessica’s head from the floor and 
pillowed ir in her arms. Welling­
ton was at her side in an instant.
] tipping his fingers into a glass of 
water that somebody had presented 
to him, he moistened the forehead 
of the girl he had so loved and 
trusted. Bitterly he remembered the 
sharp, tingling thrill through his 
whole body that the slightest con­
tact with her flesh had brought him 
in the pafcS. And now—he pitied her 
as he would have pit ied a woman 
of the streets who had come to grief.
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Exit love, passion? That had died 
on the instant she had shrunk away 
from him and buried her guilty head 
in her hands.

Sybil, at his side, murmured:
“I am afraid, John, this is more 

than an ordinary faint. The shock, 
you know—” She paused. -Then: 
‘‘You will let me take her to my 
house? I’m afraid she will need a 
great deal .of care. Poor girl!"

Sybil looked straight at Welling­
ton. For a moment her heart
throbbed with a quickened beat; her 
lips trembled and upon .them were 
the first words of a complete con­
fession. Then, with a shiver, she 
thought of her husband.

‘‘John,” she said, “you’ll really 
have to drop this affair. No one 
must know. George—” The very 
mention of her husband's name 
made it impossible for her to go on.

Wellington g;ot up wearily from 
the floor. With despair at his heart, 
with his love and Ms mission in life 
seared away by this night’s events, 
he faced his subordinates and said:

“I will have to ask you to leave 
us. I am sorry you should have had 
all this trouble for nothing. Tell 
Tomlinson I will see him in the 
morning and explain everything.”

A look of dismay, of utter unbe­
lief, then of disillusion and disap­
pointment crossed simultaneously 
the faces of the four men. It was 
evident that their dogged devotion 
to this man was on the instant shak­
en to its foundation. Wellington saw 
this and sighed wearily.

“I will explain to Tomlinson,” 
he repeated. “Good night—and 
thanks.”

The men turned around silently 
and Med out of the room, two and 
two, with as lugubrious solemnity 
as if they had been carrying out a 
coffin.

Wellington was quite calm now. 
He turned to one of Sybil’s awe­
struck guests.

“Will you have Sirs. Dalton’s 
motor brought around at once?” he 
asked.

The man hurried away. Then 
Wellington stooped and caught up 
Jessica in his arms. To Mm this 
moment was that of supreme defeat 
and despair. The girl whose heart 
had smote against his side giddily 
as they had clung together just a 
little while ago, whose body pressed 
to his had seemed by some miracu­
lous fusion to become his body, 
whose lips had sent a fire through 
his whole being—this girl was now 
as dead to him as if in fact her 
spirit had left her. Her head was on 
his shoulder, her lips but a few 
inches from his, her body swaying 
against Ms. And all he felt for her 
was a scornful pity! Not by a single 
quiver did his nerves betray that 
this was the woman who had so 
often played upon them irresistibly 
by her very touch..

So, with his aims about her, Well­
ington strode down the stairs, out 
into the corridor, and through the 
door to the street. Sybil’s motor 
was waiting, the footman holding
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open the floor and trying not to ap­
pear curious. Wellington stood at 
one side till his sister hall got in; 
then he put .Jessica down gently be­
side her, helped to arrange the head 
of the unconscious girl in the other 
woman's lap, and afterwards, step­
ping out quietly, lie raised iris hat 
aud walked away.

Suddenly he stopped short. Aud 
in the darkness of the street he ut­
tered an inartieulate cry. He had 
seen her for the last time! His past 
was a closed book. What would his 
future he?

VII

W ellington had left Xew York 
the next evening. He had had a 
long talk with Tomlinson, his assist­
ant in the gambling investigations 
that had been destined—or so In; 
had foolishly thought—to he his 
great life work. To-day he had been 
quite frank with Tomlinson, telling 
him that be had found himself in­
capable of bringing justice down on 
the heads of his own flesh and blood. 
That raid, conducted on the side by 
t lie enthusiastic Tomlinson with a 
view to surprising aud delighting 
his chief, had boon of importance in 
one respect: it had proved to Well­
ington that he wasn't fit for his big 
mission. So, despite the violent pro­
tests of Tomlinson, Wellington bad 
resigned his responsible office and 
bad insisted on raising the bewil­
dered assistant to the position of 
chief.

“You're a better man for it than

I am, Tom," Wellington had said 
as he shook hands at parting. "Go 
ahead and make a big thiDg of it. 
My very best wishes will go with 
you.'’

Eight o’cloi-k that night found 
him in a last train on the way to 
Canada. Wellington owned a camp 
in the Xew Brunswick woods; it 
was there he meant to bury himself 
till he should have regained his hold 
upon himself and life. The cozy 
dwelling built deep in a hollow in 
the midst of the whispering forest 
had been for him a refuge many 
rimes when he had been at grip with 
some problem. He had come to look 
upon it as his home, his haven of 
peace, the place fitted pre-eminently 
for his big sorrows, his momentous 
decisions and his supreme joys. He 
longed to shut himself up there now, 
away from everything but himself, 
lie recalled bitterly, as the train 
sped along, how on the day of his 
happy excursion with Jessica, that 
day when she laid puzzled him by 
murmuring, “I feel ashamed of my­
self," he had told her of his camp in 
Canada and. while lie held her in 
his arms, had whispered: “We'll go 
there—on our wedding-day. We'll 
spend our first month together 
there." And she had assented dream­
ily, while his lips, seeking liers, had 
imposed upon them both the silence 
of supreme moments.

For three weeks Wellington re­
mained ar his camp. They were 
weeks of anguish for him. Often he 
would get up in the morning re-
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solved to go away before night; his 
refuge this time had proved but a 
torture and he grew to loathe ir 
more and more. But a lethargy had 
stolen over him, and lie hadn’t the 
energy to escape. The man and the 
woman who lived in his camp all 
the year and who acted as his serv­
ants during his visits, saw the 
change in him and bothered him 
fearfully by their tentative curiosity 
and their officious plans for his 
greater comfort. Several times he 
lost his temper and scared them 011 1  

of his presence, lie had come here 
to reach a decision, he kept telling 
himself; instead, he simply moped 
about and found himself incapable 
of sustained, connected thought. 
This was no way to regain posses­
sion of his old sanity, he knew; but, 
he didn’t care now.

It was the vision of Jessica as a 
bride in these silent rooms that mad­
dened him. The fading out. on that 
tragic night of the raid, of her phys­
ical attraction for him had proved 
but a temporary dulling of his sen­
sations. Here, where he had planned 
to install her as his wife, he fell: 
once more and with increased fer­
vor the delicate spell of her sweet­
ness. She was before his eyes every 
moment of the day. He saw her. 
with a terrible sense of the mockery 
of it, as he had visualized her in his 
happy dreams.

When lie sat at the table in the 
dining room, she was there, facing 
him and smiling at him. As he 
tramped doggedly through the snows, 
she strode at his side; at times, he
3—S. S.

could scarcely repress a start to see 
that the track of his feet in the 
white landscape was not accom­
panied by the impression of smaller 
feet. But it was at night that he 
could least bear the solitude. He 
would lie wakeful and despairing in 
his bed and wince at the 'thought 
rhat this room had been destined to 
be tlirir bridal chamber. He would 
sneer weakly, scornfully, at the diz­
zying visions sweeping through him. 
After all, he would retlect. what un­
der the sun did she mean to him but 
a prosper! of bodily satisfaction? 
How would his life with her have 
been different from the career of a 
man and his mistress? Why not 
cluck all this damned regret, go 
back to New York, find any woman, 
and bring her back here to this 
room? Wouldn't that expel Jes­
sica's haunting presence effectually? 
But through the turbulent singing 
of his blood be would of a sudden 
hear her soft voice, see her lovely 
dusky eyes lived in a dumb protest 
upon him. Then, overwhelmed by a 
swift unreasoning remorse, he would 
fling off the bedclothes and, mutter­
ing: “I didn't mean it, good God, I 
didn't mean it. Whatever she is, she 
isn't that. Whatever she is, she's 
clean." he would stride up and down 
the length of the icy room, oblivious 
to the cold, oblivious to everything 
but his bumble plea: “Forgive me, 
Jessica. Forgive me!”

How long Wellington would have 
remained in this state of bitter, use­
less stagnation it is impossible to 
conjecture. At the end of the three
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■weeks a telegram reached him, and 
on the instant it was as if a chill, 
bracing wind had blown upon him 
and scattered the clouds of Ids un­
rest and indecision. The message 
read:

“Come back to Yew York at once. 
Have good news for you. Something 
to explain away what happened two 
weeks ago Thursday

George..

George! George Dalton! “How 
the hell," Wellington mused, “has 
he found out about it?'’

One thing: Sybil had certainly 
not given her husband any informa­
tion. Moreover, George was such an 
indulgent, easy-going chap that it 
would never have occurred to him to 
suspect anything, to begin any sort 
of investigation. Could it he that 
Jessica herself had in some way 
cleared the mystery up?

At any rate, Wellington jumped 
upon the first train and was in 
George Dalton’s library just forty- 
eight hours after the wire had 
reached him. Those two days had 
been nerve-racking. His spirits had 
soared on bright pinions one mo­
ment, and the next had dropped like 
lead.

“It cannot be that Jessica is 
vindicated," he kept telling him­
self. “It simply means that George 
has found out somehow about Sybil, 
and that now he’s calling me back 
to tell me her latest lie, thinking 
it was because of ;ter I cleared 
out.* Despite this deliberate check 
upon his hopes, he was unable to 
steel himself against great sweeping

waves of exultation that took him 
off the earth in a flash and left him 
swinging giddily in space. Suppose 
there had been some horrible mis­
take? Suppose Jessica had been 
innocent? At that, he would shake 
his head savagely and tell himself 
he was a damned fool to think of 
such a thing.

George had got right down to 
business the moment the welcoming 
handshake was ever.

“Yoti probably think I ’ve brought 
you here on a wild goose chase, 
John,” he began with a smile. “But 
you'll find out you're wrong.” He 
clapped him on the shoulder and 
pushed him into a chair.

Wellington, helping himself to a 
cigar while George mixed a stiff 
high ball, dropped with an attempt 
at the casual note:

“It’s something about Sybil?”
George straightened.
“Yes, something about Sybil. Poor, 

silly, adorable, unscrupulous little 
liar! Yes, she’s in my story—up to 
her ears.”

Wellington’s heart sank.
“Oh!” he said, trying to make the 

exclamation sound like interest. He 
set his jaws hard and told himself 
silently that lie had been a damned 
fool.

George had been quick to note the 
shadow that had descended of a sud­
den on Wellington’s face. As he 
handed the younger man his drink! 
he bent over him and remarked:

“It wasn't on account of my poor
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rattlebrained wife that I summoned 
you, John. It was because of some­
body else. You must think I'm a 
rotten sort of dried-up fish, if you 
think I've never noticed about you 
and Miss Parsons—"

Wellington sprang up and faced 
Dalton.

“Jessica!" he cried out. “What 
about her? Tell me, George. Oh, 
for God's sake don't stand there 
gaping 1 Tell me, damn i t !”

Dalton couldn't suppress a slight 
smile. “I mean to tell you, my boy, 
if you’ll give me two minutes of 
your time,-’ he remonstrated indul­
gently. “Just sir down again and 
keep quiet and I'll begin."

‘T have a double purpose in ail 
this." Dalton remarked after Well­
ington had sunk resignedly into his 
chair. “First of all, I want to give 
you back your Miss Parsons. Sec­
ondly, I feel it lay duty to give my 
wife the fright of her life—she de­
serves it, John; she deserves it— 
and, when I've done that, to save her 
from jail by consenting to let her 
have a gambling-joint right here in 
my house. I suppose that's a pretty 
weak surrender on my part, but the 
truth of if is, Sybil’s got the gam­
bling fever, and she'd sell her shirt— 
and mine—in order to satisfy her 
craving." He smiled rather grimly, 
then went on: “I don't blame the 
little devil; she's been trained from 
the cradle to believe that anything 
she does is quite all right and per­
fectly innocent. Take this fearful 
mix-up of Miss Parsons; Sybil was

damned sorry and penitent, but she 
couldn't get over the idea that a 
neat sum of money would fix the 
poor girl up. And she couldn't be­
lieve her eyes when Miss Parsons, 
the minute she was strong enough 
to move, got up and bolted out of 
the house without a sound—”

John sat up suddenly.
“When was that?" he asked.
"The very day after your little 

raid," supplied Dalton.
“Where did you hear of that 

raid?" John asked sharply. “Not— 
not from Sybil?"

The other man couldn't restrain 
a chuckle at this. “Good God, no!" 
he cried.

Wellington's impatience got the 
better of him now.

“Honestly, George," lie said, “I 
don't want to hear the whole story, 
if you don't mind. I w ant to know 
that Jessica's innocent, and then I 
want you to tell me where she is.” *

"Slu* is innocent, and I know 
where she is," returned Dalton.

Wellington sprang up again, but 
bis companion laid a restraining 
hand on his shoulder.

“I'm doing you a service, old 
man." he said. “And you've got to 
show your gratitude by listening 
to me and helping me. If you 
can't bear to sit down quietly, just 
walk up and down; the room’s big 
euough.”

Wellington, too excited to rejurn 
the other’s humorous smile, obeyed
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Ms suggestion and began to thresh 
up and down the room while Dalton 
sulked.

“Of course I saw something was 
wrong—aicfidhj wrong—the moment 
Miss Parsons bolted out of the 
house. Sybil was as nervous as a 
bag of fleas, but tried to pretend 
she was perfectly calm and uncon­
cerned. I knew, of course, that the 
Thursday night parties at the res­
taurant had an air of mystery about 
them. Sybil had been damned care­
ful to pick Thursday, knowing that 
was the day I always spent in my 
Philadelphia office. About a month 
ago I had a rotten cold—you re­
member?—and had to give up my 
Thursday jaunt. My wife was very 
apologetic about leaving me—but 
she didn't require much persuasion. 
And—she took Knot with her. I've 
noticed for years that whenever 
Sybil carts that particular footman 
along, she's up to mischief. Of 
course you know Knut—”

Wellington nodded. The man was 
an old family servant; he had been 
Sybil's abject slave from the time 
when she was a petulant child of 
three.

“Indeed I do know the old ras­
cal,’-' John interpolated. “If Sybil 
wanted him to, he'd blow up the 
whole of New York.’’

“I'd always had the idea, when 
that pair stole away together, that 
gambling was in the wind,” Dalton 
continued. “Your father used to tell 
us, I remember, about Knut’s early 
career at Canfield’s and liow he

smuggled a gay crowd, including 
your Dad, out the window one night. 
I can imagine the tip lie got from 
your Dad! No wonder he was glad 
to enter the Wellington house when 
he decided to be straight and nar­
row in his ways! I recall so well—'•’

Wellington swung around.
“Now, for God's sake. George,” he 

snapped, “don't begin to tell me stale 
anecdotes about Dad's career. What 
about Sybil—and Jessica?-’

Dalton was unruffled.
“Well, the day after the raid—I 

knew nothing of it then—I strolled 
around to Miss Parsons' place. Pic­
ture my astonishment when I read a 
big ‘Closed Till Further Notice’ 
pasted on the door. The entrance was 
locked, so I sauntered around to the 
back door. Just in time, too! That 
old dog of a Knut was standing up in 
a van superintending the loading of 
a lot of carefully wrapped up bun­
dles. I didn’t make my presence 
known, just walked out into the 
street, hailed a taxi, and waited for 
the van. I followed the thing, old 
Knut sitting up, looking important, 
beside the driver. They stopped at a 
queer rickety storehouse. Then I 
stepped out of my lair, greeted the 
reverend knave, and, when the load 
had been packed away in a room and 
the van bad disappeared, I told him 
he was to unpack those things at once 
and before me. I guess I was a brute 
to the poor old fool that day, because 
he broke down finally and told me 
the whole story.” George paused, 
then shook bis head, and said:
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‘•'I ought to have given Sybil her 
way at the start, and let her put 
up her gambling tilings right in the 
house. But at the time I forbade it, 
I had no idea she’d go to these ex­
tremes. See here, John: I suppose 
I'd better tell you that my money— 
anonymously—has been behind your 
fight against gambling. You had no 
idea I suspected what you were up 
to, did you? Well, it was because I 
was so crazy over your scheme that 
I  refused point-blank to have any 
gambling at my house.'-' •

Wellington stopped short, aghast. 
Then, with a stammered, incoherent 
flood of thanks, he grasped the other 
man's hand.

“That’s wonderful, George, won­
derful! And I never suspected—”

Dalton veered the conversation 
neatly.

<;I've got old "Ellul so pie-eyed 
with fright at my inhuman cruelty 
that he has confessed to me every­
thing my wife lias entrusted him 
with in the past fortnight. If he 
keeps anything back, out he goes, 
say I; if lie tells Sybil one word of 
my interference I'll hear of it soon 
and—out he <jocs! To be torn away 
from his adored Sybil would be 
death to Knot. So lie's like wax in 
my hands.” Dalton drew a long 
breath and smiled delightedly at the 
fixed, impatient glare of his brother- 
in-law. “Xot much about Miss Par­
sons yet. is there?’' he asked. “But 
—just be patient. We can talk 
about her in the motor—on our way 
to give Sybil her scare. For two

weeks after the raid, Sybil swore up 
and down to Knut that she's never. 
never gamble again. Then all of a 
sudden she changed her mind, had 
the gambling apparatus brought out 
of the storehouse and sent to a new 
place—the proprietor of this one 
has been in gambling scrapes be­
fore, and Sybil held her in reserve, 
thinking a person like Jessica was 
safer, so far as the authorities 
went.” Dalton blew out his breath 
loudly. “My God, what a tangled 
web that little piece of Dresden 
china can weave!” he moaned. Then:

“Sybil’s dining at this place to­
night—-for the first time. Get your 
things on now, John. I'll join you 
iu the hall. You and I are going 
there, too. Only instead of march­
ing through the front door, we're 
going to break our way in.”

With that enigmatic statement, he 
broke off abruptly and strode out 
of the room with a mumbled:

“Got to get my things, too. Meet 
you in hall—five minutes.”

y iit

F ifteen* minutes later, Welling­
ton and Dal con were perched on a 
narrow back fire-escape on the top 
floor of a six-story house. Welling­
ton had heard, on the way in the 
motor, the tidings of Jessica for 
which Ms heart had yearned ever 
since he had been summoned by Dal­
ton’s telegram. His heart was beat­
ing tumultuously from sheer rhap­
sodic joy. His present mission was
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for him too unimportant to keep his 
mind from wandering blissfully in 
i he regions of rosy romance. As he 
stood there with his back against 
the flimsy railing of the tire-escape, 
he was in fancy closing upon him­
self and his wife the door of their 
bridal chamber in the Canadian 
wilds.

Suddenly Dalton clutched his arm.
“No sentimental maundering just 

yet, my boy/’ he growled. “Wait 
till this little farce has been played 
out.”

Wellington shook himself and man­
aged to dissipate the warm dreams 
that had been in his heart He 
brought, himself back to the present 
and looked about him. It was ob­
vious that Sybil, this time, had de­
cided that a lofty perch was safest. 
The window on the fire-escape was 
heavily draped; one could see the 
shadow of file thick hangings upon 
1 lie drawn-down blind of the win­
dow. A faint buz/, of voices, ac­
companied by a soft blurred laugh­
ter floated out to the two men. In 
the midst of the confused murmur, 
Sybil's voice, light ami gay, could 
be made out.

Dalton shrugged wearily.
"The little devil’s incorrigible—no 

doubt of that !” he grumbled.
Then, without warning, he swiftly 

raised his walking-stick and brought 
the heavy knob of it down with all 
It is might on the windowpane. There 
came a metallic, tinkling jangle of 
broken glass; Dalton's hand darted 
through the jagged hole lie had

smashed, and, turning the lock, lie 
threw the window wide open. In 
his haste, he had given himself an 
ugly cut; but, not even aware of his 
wound, he had straddled the sill and 
leaped into the room before his wife 
and her guests had recovered from 
their first accession of astonishment 
and fright.

Wellington followed Dalton quick­
ly into the room. To him, what en­
sued was all a confusion of wreck­
age and furious denunciation and 
outlandish din. Dalton, like a gored 
hull, had rushed upon Sybil and 
flung at her one frenzied epithet of 
insult after another. For one mo­
ment, she had striven to appear au­
dacious and amused at his tirade; 
hut lie had interrupted her in the 
midst of a bright laugh by seizing 
Iter roughly and throwing her down 
upon a chair with such violence that 
she was left gasping.

“What do you and your ----- d
friends think I am?” George roared, 
“A poor fool that’s not worth bother­
ing about, eh ? Somebody to pay your 
filthy bills, somebody to hoodwink, 
somebody to laugh at! And this is 
ihc way you spend your time! Do 
you suppose I intend to put up witli 
it? You find it very easy to sneak 
away from your own house when­
ever you please for a little gam­
bling. I’ve come to my senses now, 
Sybil. I have found you out in one 
little lie. I don’t propose to wait 
around to be fooled in some other 
worse wav, too. I’m through. You’re 
a liar and a sneak. You’d better get 
out of my house at once aud get
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Dalton Lad not waited for Lev toyoui- divorce, and then marry one 
of your fine friends—if any of them 
will hare you. You've tried to de­
ceive - me once too often, my dear. 
Yow you’ve got to face the music."

Sybil had been sitting quite still 
in her chair. Yow, however, she 
got up and faced her husband. Her 
face was deathly pale, but her eyes 
shone with a courageous defiance.

(,I suppose it's true; I have pulled 
the wool over your eyes, George,” 
she said, her voice hard and steady. 
“But, remember, I warned you first. 
I  told you how I loved this sort of 
thing, how the gambling fever had 
been iu my veins for years. I asked 
you to humor me; you refused, and 
I didn't make a very profound secret 
of what I was doing. But you're 
right; I admit I've fooled you for 
three years.” She paused, and drew 
iu her breath sharply. “But you 
have no right to accuse me of hood­
winking you in that other way. If 
you believe me capable of that—if 
you have the slightest suspicion of 
it—I'll be glad to leave you at once. 
We could never live together again 
with u thing like that between us. 
It seems to me you're cruel and un­
just to think it; but perhaps I'm 
wrong,- perhaps I've driven yon too 
far, and it's only natural you should 
believe anything of me. If that's 
the case—very well! I won't go 
back to your house.” She hold her 
head high, hut in the depths of her 
great black eyes there was a fright­
ened pain, a desperate timidity be­
fore the new future of loneliness and 
helplessness.

finish. He had elbowed aside the 
cowering figure of Hunt beside the 
roulette table and had proceeded to 
smash things right and left. Sybil’s 
last defiant words were lost amid 
the sound of splintering wood, snap­
ping wires, and bellowing curses.

She turned now to Wellington.
“John, can’t you do something?” 

she asked. “This is disgraceful.”
Dalton turned on her a purple 

countenance. “This raid,” he an­
nounced, “is official. There are men 
outside—waiting. There's to be no 
begging off to-night.”

Sybil caught her breath. Then 
suddenly she sank down into a chair 
and, covering her face with her 
hands, hurst into incoherent pro­
tests and a torrent of weeping. For 
a time, there was complete silence 
in the room except for her sobs and 
murmured excuses, which were so 
muflled by her tiny handkerchief as 
to be incomprehensible.

AH at once, she ceased abruptly. 
Only the tremulous pouting of her 
upper lip betrayed her emotion. She 
shot a furtive, petulant glance at 
her husband.

“'Well—” she remarked— “I ’m 
glad o? it. I'm glad the men are 
here. I ’d much rather spend the 
night in jail than at your house, 
George. At least in jail they won't 
suspect me of more than one thing 
at a time. Besides, they won’t be­
have like hears and smash the furni­
ture iu my cell.” Miserable, unhap­
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py, she yet was having difficulty iu 
suppressing her sense of humor. On 
her deathbed, Sybil would relish her 
perverse witticisms. So now she 
turned sweetly to Knut and an­
nounced: “limit, have the police pa­
trol at the door in five minutes." 
Then she burst into a tit of delirious 
mirth and, making a wry face at her 
husband, turned her back on him. 
At that moment, however, the deso­
late sweep of her future suddenly 
unrolled itself before her eyes. She 
saw herself alone, deserted by this 
man she had always loved in her 
mocking, ironic way, this man she 
had never respected but had adored 
after her own whimsical, dishonest 
fashion.

She faced about • abruptly, made 
her way impulsively up to Dalton 
and said:

‘T am a liar. I lied when I said 
I didn’t want to go back to your 
house under suspicion, liven if you 
suspect me of being disreputable 
and immoral—a perfect jade—won't 
you please take me back until you've 
proved it? Ah, George, icon't you? 
If 1 promise never to gamble again, 
except maybe bridge in somebody’s 
house? If I go down on my dis­
honorable knees and swear—for the 
hundredth time—on my honor and 
my hope of salvation?" She was 
speaking in a soft, ingratiating way. 
A half smile played over her lips.

But Dalton, looking into her deep 
eyes, saw fear in them and despair 
and loneliness. For the first time in 
her life, Sybil was face to face with 
tragedy, the tragedy of her own

weaving. She knew it; she knew 
that if her husband turned away 
from her now, she was lost. She 
had learned a lesson to-night, and 
an important one. In future, indeed 
in a day’s time, she would be the 
same incorrigible creature, for the 
most part, that she had always been. 
She would continue to tell her pret­
ty fibs, to hoodwink Dalton deli­
cately; but henceforth her ways 
would never precipitate a real crisis 
and her deceit would be of a sort 
that could do no one real harm. 
And, in fooling Dalton, she would 
be careful first to drop a decided 
hint for his benefit. So, though she 
would still have the satisfaction of 
believing herself the mischievous 
trickster, the whole Ihing would 
really be a game of blind-man’s buff 
in which Dalton was given the priv­
ilege to peek-. Sybil was done with 
leaping the whirlwind. To-night 
had been immensely valuable to her 
in showing her the danger for her­
self of going too far. The vista of 
her own ruin had been sufficiently 
horrible to impress indelibly even 
the charming, piquant, and frivolous 
Sybil.

So, with a heart that shuddered 
and quaked rather than beat, she 
waited for a long moment for her 
husband to speak. He watched her 
narrowly, saw the blind terror in 
her eyes grow, noticed the convul­
sive trembling of her whole frame. 
Then, gruffly, he announced:

“Very well, you may come home 
with me. But, remember, it’s to be 
on strict probation.”
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Sybil gasped, and for a moment 
found nothing to say.

“Hadn’t John better call his men 
away?” she asked at length. Then, 
catching a quick interchange be­
tween her brother and husband, she 
exclaimed: “As if I had believed for 
a minute that this was a genuine 
raid!" She chuckled gay]y. It was 
(lie first harmless lie of the new life 
she was to lead.

Dalton said nothing, but beckon­
ing her sternly to his side and, nod­
ding to Knut to unlock the door, he 
stalked out of the room. Sybil 
flashed a radiant smile of farewell 
upon the assembled company and 
disappeared flatteringly. At that 
moment, Dalton underneath his sav­
age scowl was reflecting, “Little 
devil! In a month the big room on 
the top floor of my house will be 
boasting a whole gambling outfit.”

IX

That night, the beginning of a 
new life with Sybil and George 
Dalton, was also the commencement, 
of a deeper and truer love for Jes­
sica and Wellington. Dalton had 
told his brother-in-law of -Jessica's 
existence during those tragic three 
weeks. At first, all of Dalton’s ef­
forts to locate her had been unavail­
ing. At her small apartment, the 
janitress downstairs had proclaimed 
volubly that Miss Parsons had gone 
away, where she did not know. 
From that time on. there had been a 
mad search for clues. For a fort­

night, Dalton would report every 
morning to the janitress and learn 
nothing; Jessica’s movements from 
the moment she had left the Dalton 
house were shrouded in impenetra­
ble mystery. Then, without warn­
ing one morning the janitress had 
buttonholed Dalton, taken him into 
her own little sitting room, and con­
fessed. She had got to the point of 
believing that this good-humored 
gentleman had the girl’s interest at 
heart. So she told him that Miss 
Parsons had never left her rooms 
since the day, over two weeks be­
fore, when she had returned home 
ill and broken. She had remained 
in her bed and the janitress had 
served her. She had at last come 
to the conclusion that something 
must be done.

“So I’m blabbing it all to you," 
she told Dalton. “My God, the poor 
dear’ll give me the devil if she finds 
out,” she had wound tip.

“Don't let her find out,” Dalton 
had said. He had gone directly to 
a telegraph office and wired Well­
ington.

In the motor with Dalton on the 
way to Sybil’s second raid, Welling 
ton had protested:

“But how can she be innocent ? 
How could she be ignorant of that 
devilish gambling outfit?”

Dalton had laid a hand on his 
shoulder.

“That business was all installed-— 
secret panel and everything—that 
day you and Miss Parsons went
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junketing all over tlie country. That 
was why Sybil sent you oil'. And— 
don't you see—every Thursday night 
Sybil locked herself into that sup­
per room. Of course they made 
such a racket no one could hear the 
little buzz of a roulette wheel."

So it was that Wellington, mak­
ing Ms way up the stairs of Jes­
sica’s house, stationed himself out­
side her door and cried out to her 
his pleas, his love, his threats to 
commit suicide unless she opened 
the door to him. At first not a 
sound had answered his voice; but, 
knowing she was there, he had kept 
up his clamor. In the end, she had 
been forced to open to him. Five 
minutes later, after he had ex­
plained everything to her brokenly, 
incoherently, passionately, she had 
crept into his arms and remained 
there while he kissed her hair, her

somber eyes, her quivering lips. She 
had been called from her bed by his 
summons; as he held her to him, he 
was intensely aware that beyeatli 
her heavy morning-wrap she wore 
only a flim,s4, lacy nightdress. So 
he had released her, not daring to 
hold her longer, and they had sep­
arated with a final kiss.

Two weeks later, however, Well­
ington, opening the door of their 
bedroom in the Canadian wilds, mur­
mured softly, “This is our room,” 
and, sweeping her to him, no longer 
felt afraid to trust himself with her. 
And, as their lips met, Jessica could 
smile with a faint bliss, without any 
thought in her mind that remotely 
resembled shame. She knew now 
that the surging music in her pulses 
could be listened to with exultation, 
with a joy unmingled with pain or 
fear.

In or Out?
By Leslie Nelson Jennings

She would have wept had we been caught 
Playing our silly game, or fought.

I kissed her in a casual way—
Of course, I hadn’t meant to stay.

But she—she smiled and turned the key— 
And oh, the difference to me!



By W alter De Leon

IT WAS ALL A PRACTICAL JOKE, but 
this bride and groom saw nothing funny in 
what happened after they missed their train. 
But can you help laughing at the imroman tic 
mix-up that resulted ?

10:00 P.M.

THE wedding celebration was 
proceeding in an entirely 
gratifying manner. The 

bride, dimpling, demure, divinely 
confident with the sweet assurance 
of nineteen, presented a picture that 
had driven the unmarried guests 
to envy, the married ones to the 
punchbowl, and her mother to tears.

The groom throughout the eve­
ning had been in the places he was 
expected to be at the moments he 
was supposed to occupy them,. He 
had remembered to put: the ring 
where it could he located at the 
crucial moment. Altogether a model 
groom.

For the fortieth time that eve­
ning, the groom satisfied himself 
that a certain envelope still reposed 
in the inside pocket of his coat, an 
envelope containing a Pullman car 
drawing-room reservation and two

railroad tickets to Niagara Falls. 
For (lie fortieth Time, lie surrepti­
tiously consulted his watch. it: 
seemed to Bonny that the evening 
was dragging interminably.

His roadster was hidden in a 
clump of trees at one side of fhe 
road a short distance from the 
bride's family's farmhouse. It was 
a five-mile drive to the station, from 
which a train would hear them into 
New York a scant half hour before 
the Buffalo Express was due to de­
part at eleven thirty. Cautiously, 
slowly. Donny removed two suit- 
eases from behind the woodpile on 
the back porch where his bride had 
secreted them. Tiptoeing through 
the darkness in the yard, he put the 
suitcases with his hat and overcoat 
in his ear. His heart thrilled in 
anticipation of the surprise pres­
ently awaiting the guests whose 
laughter and shouts were wafted 
toward him. when they should dis-
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cover that flic bride had elusively 
disappeared into the night.

Again Donny glanced at Ills watch, 
The hands had not moved since last 
he had looked at them. A wave of 
giddiness swept over him as he re­
membered he had not wound the 
watch that blithesome nuptial morn.

The young man ran unsteadily 
back to the house, through the 
kitchen to the door of the dining 
room. He caught his bride's eye and 
discreetly beckoned. Three minutes 
later they were silently running arm 
in arm down the lane.

Donny stepped on the starter of 
the roadster. Only the grinding of 
cogs followed. Hurried manipula­
tion of gas and spark levers proved 
unavailing.

“Something must be wrong, I 
guess, dear.” Donny tried to speak 
casually.

Flashlight in hand, he peered un­
der the hood of the car. The four 
spark plugs had been removed and 
laid neatly atop the cylinder block.

“Well, well!" Donny forced a thin 
laugh. “That certainly is a joke on 
ns, isn't it. dear?”

“Yes, isn't it, dear?” echoed his 
bride,

-Donny climbed back into his seat, 
wiping grimy hands on a perfectly 
new white handkerchief. The en­
gine coughed, sputtered, and settled 
down to a steady, confidence-inspir­
ing pur. Donny slipped In the 
clutch. A succession of jarring 
bumps ensued.

“Feels like a flat tire, doesn’t it, 
dear?" It was—two of them.

“There's such a thing as carrying 
a joke too far.” quoth the perspiring 
groom before pumping up the sec­
ond tire.

“Much too far/1 agreed his bride.
When they were finally speeding 

toward the station, Donny reached 
over and, patting his wife's hand, 
said brightly:

’’You—you know we’re going to 
miss our train, don't you, dear?"

“Xot the Xiagara Falls train?” 
Gazelda quavered.

“I'm afraid so. There's a later 
train we can take, though. We may 
not be able, at this hour, to secure 
a drawing-room on it, but—”

“Oh, Donny dear," cooed the bride, 
“now that we've really started, I 
just know everything is going to be 
peiuectly lovely.”

12:00 G. 11.

D oxxy approached the Pullman 
ticket window at the Grand Central 
Terminal with, his best effort at a 
winning smile.

“T missed the eleven thirty,” he 
told the clerk.

“Half an hour ago,” that indi­
vidual replied.

“Yes. When does the next Buf­
falo train leave?”

“Twelve twenty-five,” the clerk in­
formed him.

“Good!” cried Donny, delighted.
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“Only twenty-live minutes to wait. 
Give me a drawing-room, please.'7

"Sorry, but I haven’t a drawing­
room on her.77

"Have you a compartment?77
“Xo compartments."
“Well, then, a lower." Donny was 

determined to be cheerful.
“All sold out," the clerk returned. 

“I haven't a thing left on the train.7' 
He glanced at his charts. “Wait a 
second. Here's one just turned 
back.77 The groom's spirits soared 
ceilingward.^ “Car 102, upper 6. 
Eight in the middle of the car.77

“Wh-wh-when does the next train 
after this one leave?” Donny asked, 
drawing his hand across his moist 
forehead and leaving a narrow trail 
of grease thereon.

“Eight thirty in the morning:" the 
clerk said.

Donny walked slowly over to his 
bride.

“Listen, sweetheart, there i~ only 
one thing for us to do. We'd better 
go to a hotel to-night. The only 
thing I can get is an upper berth, 
and they are so unhandy to get in 
and out of.'7

“Donny, dear, your face is dirty,” 
Gazehla murmured.

“Tkanks.” Donny endeavored to 
erase the narrow trail with the heel 
of his palm and succeeded in draw­
ing a parallel black line. “It -will be 
nicer, I think, to take the morning 
train and make the trip by day­
light.77

“Whatever you think best, dear,77 
Gazelda smiled, her eyes soft in 
blissful surrender.

Bags in hand, they sallied forth 
and entered the first large hotel that 
met their youthful gaze. They were 
shocked to learn that the accommo­
dating clerk was unable to accom­
modate them. “The Auto Show-,'7 
he explained. “The city is overrun 
with visitors. Try the Commodore.77

The Commodore was equally as 
sorry and equally as congested. 
Furthermore, all that the clerks in 
four other near-by hotels could offer 
Mr. and Mrs. Brantine were their 
condolences. Donny's burden was 
beginning to bear heavily upon him. 
He sw-ore inaudibly as he stooped to 
wind his handkerchief around the 
handle of the bulkiest suitcase.

“You poor dear!” Gazelda sympa­
thized prettily. “You must he worn 
out lugging those heavy hags. I 
wouldn't have put in my electric 
iron if I'd known. Unless wre soon 
find a room you'll be simply ex­
hausted. Can't you leave them 
somewhere?”

“Of course,'7 Donny cried. “I'll 
check them at the station. What a 
wonderful, thoughtful little wifie 
you are!” He stole a hasty kiss.

“Donny! On the street !77 Ga­
zelda scolded alluringly.

“I can’t seem to get any place 
else to kiss you,” the groom de­
fended.

Removing the weight from his 
arms apparently reacted on Don-
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ay's spirits, lifting’ them out of the 
depression into which they had sunk 
during the previous half hour.

‘‘Perhaps," lie squeezed Gazehla's 
soft, rounded forearm—“perhaps we 
would have a better chance at a 
smaller, not so well known hotel 
like—like that one across tire 
corner."

“ It's a bit dingy, isn’t it, dear?"
“That's only the outside. Prob­

ably the interim- is unite comfort­
able. At least we can rind out."

Behind the desk, an elderly clerk 
of varied experience- watched the 
solicitous manner in which Donny 
opened the door for tin; girl, watched 
die wide-eyed appraisal Gazelda 
made of the small lobby, watched 
the bell boy scurry toward The* for 
the suitcases that were conspicuous 
by their absence.

Donny seated his wife and walked 
to the desk.

“I'd like a room with bath, please."
The clerk removed a cigar from 

his lips, which but emphasized the 
tired expression of his countenance.

“.Nothing doing, buddy," he 
drawled.

Something in the man's tone made 
Donny unaccountably ill at ease.

“Have you a room without bath?" 
he persisted.

“I can't do a thing for you,” the 
clerk told him. “Try a rooming 
house.'' Then, as Donny opened his 
mouth to speak, he added: “No.
I couldn’t tell you where to go. 
Good night."

Suiting Jlr. Broutine scowled at 
the clerk, swung abruptly on his 
heel, took his wife on his arm, and 
stalked out to the sidewalk.

"What was the matter with that 
man?" Gazelda questioned. ‘T didn't 
like the tone of his voice a little 
bit. And the silly grin he gave me 
—it was positively insulting."

“Did he grin at you?" Donny's 
protective instincts surged wildly. 
“I'll go back and—'1

“.Xu. Donny, please," Gazelda 
begged earnestly. “I—I guess it 
was just my imagination." Quickly 
she sought to divert lier husband's 
mind. "Look. Isn't that a hotel on 
the next block there?'’’

“Perhaps if we went uptown, 
further away from the station, we 
might have better luck," Donny 
suggested. “I suppose a great many 
people miss trains every night and 
go to the' nearest hotels. And, be­
side. almost any place will do us 
for one night, you know, dear,’’

“Any place that is respectable," 
amended his blushing bride.

. A. 31.

Mr,, and Mas. B raxtixe, their 
steps sagging and weary, accosted 
a taxicab driver on Fifty-ninth 
Street near Broadway.

“We missed our train and can’t 
find hotel accommodations. Can you 
recommend some place?" Donny rat­
tled the loose change in his pocket.

“You’re traveling, you say?" the 
chauffeur asked.
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“Yes.”
The driver looked in vain for 

handbag or suitcase and immediate­
ly misinterpreted the clinking of 
the coins in Donny's pocket.

‘•Hop in. I know a place."
Within the taxi, Guzel da yielded 

tenderly to the connubial embraces 
of her husband as the car sped along 
the dark streets.

<;Xo matter if the room isn’t very 
elegant/’ Donuy whispered, “it is 
a lot better than sitting up in a 
day coach ail night."

“I should say so.” And Gazelda 
snuggled closer to her new lord and 
master.

The taxi turned a corner and 
slackened speed as it approached a 
sign, hanging over the sidewalk, 
reading “Transients.” Just before 
the car came to a stop, a police 
patrol wagon, with clanging gong, 
dashed past and pulled up directly 
in front of the taxi. A dozen men 
jumped out and ran up the stairs 
over which hung the illuminated 
sign.

“What’s the matter?” Donny 
asked his driver.

“A raid—they're pinching the 
place,” answered the chauffeur, 
shifting gears with alacrity and 
backing toward the corner.

Donny frowned.
“I don’t understand.”
“They're raiding the joint there 

where I was taking you. That”; all 
right. I know another place.”

“What;" shouted the outraged 
groom.

“What's eating you now?” the 
driver queried.

Donny puffed and purpled with 
indignation. “What are you think- 
iny of—to take us to such a place! 
You ought to be arrested. What do 
you take us for, anyway? Let me 
toil you—”

“Witit a shake,” interrupted their 
guide and counselor. “Let me tell 
you something. Why don't you let 
me take you to a pawnshop where 
you can buy a cheap hag or some- 
tiling? I could do a lot better—"

“ S'top!" Donny wondered dizzily 
how much of it all Gazelda compre­
hended and resented. “Drive us 
hack to the Grand Central. My 
bags are checked tliere.”

“You mean vou left your bags in 
t lie station when you started room 
hunting?’’ There was stark unbe­
lief in the driver’s inflection.

“Certainly.”
The driver stared a moment in 

silence.
“You ought to go out through the 

Park some day,” he advised. “What 
a wonderful welcome the squirrels 
would give yous two.”

Jolting back toward the Terminal, 
Donny waited anxiously for Ga- 
zelda's first words.

“Donny dear/’ she at length whis­
pered, “wasn’t it lucky we weren’t 
in that hotel when they started to
raid it?”
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"Luckyr exclaimed her youthful 
spouse, with a twofold sigh of re­
lief. “Can you imagine going to 
sleep on your wedding night and 
being waked up by a policeman!"

The bride shuddered.
“Oil, Donny! They shouldn't al­

low such things."
“Such tilings as what, dear?"
“Raids."
Onee again at the station, the 

pungent odors of the lunchroom 
assailed the pallid pilgrims as they 
wended their despondent way to­
ward the main waiting room.

“Suppose before we start out 
again we res! a few minutes and 
have some lunch and hot coffee,” 
Donny suggested.

“Coffee?" Gazelda was dubious. 
“Aren't you afraid it might keep us 
awake all night, dear?"

“Well." Donny debated, “under 
ordinary circumstances it might, 
but I think a little stimulant would 
really be good for you."

“Whatever you think best, dear,” 
the gentle Gazelda vouchsafed, en­
ticingly acquiescent.

During the course of their re­
freshment, Donny evolved a new 
method of procedure, After paying 
his check, he made his way to the 
clerk at the Pullman ticket window.

“Isn't there any plaee in this 
town where a man can find a bed 
except in jail or the hospital?” he 
began jovially.

The Pullman agent laughed. “I

leave a friend who couldn't even get 
into u hospital this week. And lie 
was sick, too."

“He's no sicker than I'm getting,” 
Donny replied.

He glanced compassionately at 
Ids bride sitting a few feet away. 
Even the coffee had failed to bring 
back the color to her cheeks. Her 
hands drooped pathetically. He 
noted the dark circles under her 
heavy eyes, and her hat. slipped fur 
over on the wrong side.

“Listen, friend," he pleaded. 
“Can't you give me any tip?"

The clerk looked into the burning 
eyes before him, at the muscles 
working convulsively in Donny "s 
face. He scribbled a few words on 
a piece of paper.

“Try this place," lie said. “The 
night clerk is a personal friend of 
mine. It's a small family hotel, but 
he may he able to do something for 
you."

Donny secured their suitcases 
from the checkroom, and, giving 
1 heih to a Red Cap, requested him 
to lead them to a taxi.

4M  A.M.

Youxo Mu. Braxtixe presented 
the Pullman agent’s note to the 
night clerk at the Benedict, That 
gentleman scratched his head.

“Pm afraid I haven’t a thing,” he 
said, “except—” Two fond hearts 
thumped painfully.

The clerk saw an opportunity to
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combine pleasure with business, to 
favor liis friend with profit to him­
self. The man in Suite 302 had 
that day left word he would be out 
of the city for several days.

“I've a suite—Three Hundred 
and Two—sitting' loom, bedroom, 
and bath, with twin beds, on a light- 
well, a fine room, but rather ex­
pensive.”

Expense! Donny snorted. What 
was expense at four o'clock on a 
night like this!

“How much?” he asked, care­
lessly.

“Fifteen dollars a day,” ventured 
the clerk.

Donuy stripped two bills from the 
roll in his pocket.

“I'll take it."
A few moments afterward, the 

bell boy deposited their bags on the 
table in the sitting room and closed 
the door behind him. Bride and 
groom flew into” each other’s arms 
and smiled rapturously.

“Isn't this a heavenly room?” 
Gazelda sighed, her fair head nest­
ling on Bonny's proud shoulder. 
“ [ just knew everything would be 
all right.”

“Em the luckiest and happiest - 
man in the world,” proclaimed the 
groom in clarion tones, pressing the 
girl closer to him.

Through the opened window on 
the light-well there came a queru­
lous masculine voice.

“Would you mind pulling down

the blind? I'm insomniac enough 
as it is.”

Ten minutes later, Donny, in pure 
white silk pajamas and brand new 
dressing gown, switched out the 
lights in the sitting room a ml walked 
to the door of the twin-bed room. 
The rattle of a key in the hall door 
behind him abruptly checked his 
footsteps. Before he could reach if. 
the door opened and a large, rotund 
gentleman of genial appearance, ex­
uding the aroma of Forbidden Juice ,  
entered smiling, slightly swaying, 
his hat pushed far buck on his gray­
ing head. ITis eyes focused on 
Donny and he extended, a pudgy 
hand.

“Hello, frien’,” he wheezed. “Glad 
to meet you. Did Eddie give you a 
key too?”

Donny calculated the gentleman's 
weight at sixty pounds more than 
his own. Diplomacy was by all 
means to be employed.

“Guess you're in the wrong room, 
mister." The young man was sternly 
courteous. “You’ve been drinking, 
haven’t you?”

“Guilty as charged,” replied the. 
big man affably. “That’s why I ’m 
going to bed.”

“But not in this room,” corrected 
Donny, forcing a smile.

A slight movement of the bed­
room door informed him that Ga­
zelda was .watching his every move.

“Not in this room? Isn’t possible 
I’ve made a mistake? This is Room 
Three. 0, Two, ain’t it?”
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“It is, but—”
“Then, this where I belong. I’m 

going to bed.” The large gentleman 
started to remove his coat.

“Just a minute!-’ Donny halted 
him. “This room—er—-the bedroom
is occupied.”

The other man smiled paternally.
“Tlia's ail right. That don't worry 

me. I ’ll sleep in here on the couch.”
“Oh, no, you won’t, old man.”
“Oh, yes, I will.”
“I say no. My wife and I en­

gaged this room—”
The jovial gentleman interrupted 

with a majestic motion of his hand.
“Wait. Le’ me understand you. 

You say your wife and you engaged 
this room?”

“Yes.”
The heavy gentleman wagged his 

head solemnly.
“Can’t be. My friend Eddie en­

gages this room by the month. 
Eddie gave me the key this morning 
because I had important business 
engagement and expected to miss 
last train home.”

Donny decided to bluff.
' “That doesn’t make any difference 

at all. I paid for this room, and I 
intend using it.”

“Who’d you pay?” demanded Ed­
die’s friend.

“The night clerk, of course. Now, 
please get out.” Donny placed his 
hand on the man’s arm and began

easing him gently through the open 
door.

“Wait a minute.” The genial in­
truder caught the jamb and effectu­
ally resisted the attempt to guide 
Ills steps further. “This is serious 
matter. This room was paid for 
once. Eddie pays by the month. If 
the clerk took your money he’s a 
grafter.”

The harassed groom quickly took 
advantage of this new opening.

“Why don’t yon go downstairs 
and have it out with the clerk?” 
he asked eagerly.

“'Good idea,” the big man com­
plimented. “Well both go. Come 
on.”

“I can’t—in these.” And Donny 
pointed to his garb.

The inebriated one gravely’ stud­
ied the situation.

“Listen,” he said, “do you like 
those light silk pajamas? I always 
wear the good old-fashioned—”

“Never mind what you wear.” 
Donny’s slow temper was visibly 
heating. “This is my room. I paid 
for it, and I ’m going to use it. If 
you have any complaint, make it to 
the night clerk.” The vicious shove 
Donny gave caught the big fellow 
unprepared, and he went stagger­
ing oUt into the hall. In a second 
the door was slammed shut and the 
night bolt slid into place.

“T never heard of such a thing!” 
gasped Gazelda, righteously indig­
nant. “The very idea of a drunken 
man walking right in here where—”
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"He's out now,” lier husband ex­
ulted savagely. “If he goes down 
and bothers the night clerk, lie'll 
get thrown out by the house de­
tective."

"Detective?"' Gazelda queried.
"Yes. All hotels have them.”
"Why?"
"Oh, for jiroteotion and—and—” 

Bonny broke off with a startled 
exclamation. "By George!”

"What's the matter?” Gazelda's 
overwrought nerves became taut.

"I forgot to tell the clerk what 
time to call us in the morning." 
A sudden new thought sprang full- 
formed into his head. "Listen, 
sweetheart, it's so late now, suppose 
instead of trying to catch the eiglit- 
tliirtv train, we wait over and—"

A loud knock on the hall door cut 
the balance of his suggestion short. 
Bonny hopped out of bed and into 
the other room.

"What do you want?'- he de­
manded angrily.

"Open the door,” came the night 
clerk's strident tones through the 
transom.

“I will not!" Donny refused ve­
hemently.

"Listen, frien'," the alcoliolical- 
ly inclined gentleman intervened. 
"Clerk and me, we just want to 
explain.”

"There’s nothing to explain." 
shouted Bonny.

"It seems I made a mistake,” the

clerk apologized. "I'm very sorry. 
This gentleman is a friend of Hr. 
Brown, the guest whose room I let 
you have. Mr. Brown gave this 
gentleman his key and permission 
to use the room. You see, he really 
is entitled to it.”

"I gave you fifteen dollars. Doesn't 
that entitle me to anything?" Bon­
ny rasped.

" 'Sli! Please—not so loud!" the 
clerk begged.

"I paid fifteen for this room. Xot 
some other room, hut this room, 
didn't I?" cried Bonny, doubling 
his tone.

"I'll be glad to return it to you. 
Only, please don't talk so loud."

“I'll not give up this room, and 
I'll talk as loud as I d—n please.” 
yelled Donny, beside himself.

"Yow, don't get funny with me, 
or I'll have you put out," the clerk 
snapped.

The shrill feminine shriek that 
came from the bedroom carried 
away the last shred of Bonny's self- 
control.

"Put out,” he squealed. "Come 
on and try it. Call a cop! I wish 
you would. You took my money 
under false pretenses. You're a cheap 
crook, and I'll tell the first police­
man I see that you are a cheap 
crook."

Across the light-well, an insom­
niac sufferer tottered to the tele­
phone and in a querulous voice 
called up the nearest police station 
and turned in a riot call.
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At the same moment, the Benedict 
house detective pussyfooted around 
the turn of the hall leading to Suite 
Three Hundred and Two in search 
of the disturbance.

“What’s the trouble, Bill?” he in­
quired of the night clerk.

Briefly the clerk detailed his di­
lemma. The bibulous gent insisted 
on sleeping in his friend's room. 
Brown, whose room it was, was a 
guest of long standing. If his 
friend were refused admittance be­
cause the clerk had rerented the 
room, the complaint Brown would 
undoubtedly lodge would result in 
the engagement of a new night 
clerk. On the other horn, the hec­
tic gentleman at present behind the 
bolted door persisted in remaining 
where he was. If he were physical­
ly forced to vacate, there was noth­
ing to prevent him from carrying 
out his threat to expose the clerk's 
petty graft. In which case also, 
said clerk would presently be look­
ing for a new position of trust.

MeGurk, the detective, thought it 
all over, seeking a loophole.

Bang! A thick fist thudded on 
the panel of the door.

“Open up !” thundered MeGurk.
The unexpected blow to his quiv­

ering nerves shook Donny from head 
to heels.

“Open it yourself,” he shouted.
“You’re going to save yourself a 

lot of trouble by doing as I say,” 
McGurk’s tone was ominous. “I ’m 
the house detective.”

“I don’t care if you’re Sherlock 
Holmes. I won’t unlock the door. 
The sooner you fellows get that into 
your thick heads the quicker my 
wife and I can—”

“Did you say your wife?” MeGurk 
interrupted.

“I did. W-i-f-e, wife.”
The detective turned to the night 

clerk.
“Did he register her plainly, 

Bill?”
Before the clerk could answer, 

Donny yelled: “You bet I registered 
her plainly—\D. W. Brantine and 
wife’!”

“That is, you say she’s your wife.” 
MeGurk fancied he had discovered 
the loophole. “How long have you 
been married?”

“To-night! We—er—we just got 
married.”

“Oho!” The exclamation reeked 
with suspicious sarcasm. “ J ust mar­
ried, eh? How, tell me, are you 
sure you really were married to­
night?”

A bundle of white lace and chif­
fon, trailing ribbons and perfume, 
streaked out of the bedroom toward 
the hall door.

“How dare you!” Gazelda quav­
ered, her modest delicacy and virtu­
ous pride ravished and affronted be­
yond all bearing. “How dare you!”

“But, lady,” protested the detec­
tive, lowering his voice, “how do I 
know you’re married?”

“My ring—my wedding ring! I
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can show you my ring/’ tlie bride 
stated triumphantly.

“Aw, wedding rings is cheap. 
That don’t mean nothing'. Show me 
your marriage license—your wed­
ding certificate.’’

Simultaneously, Donny looked in- 
quiringly to Gazelda, and Gazelda 
looked inquiringly to Donny. Cork 
shook their heads negatively.

WI gave it to the minister to sign,’-’ 
whispered Donny. “I thought I 
saw him return it to you. Didn’t 
he give you a long white envelope?'’

<-The only envelope he gave me 
had a ‘Happy Thought For Every 
Hour' calendar in it,” the bride 
moaned.

“Listen, officer.” Donny was at­
tempting an ease and sang-froid lie 
was far from possessing. “It seems 
that I haven’t our wedding certifi­
cate with us.”

“I’d be more surprised if I hadn't 
expected to heat* you say that,” 
McGurk replied.

“You see, immediately after the 
ceremony, my wife and I left for a 
trip to Niagara Falls. I neglected 
to get the certificate from the min­
ister. Now—er—officer, are you a 
married man?”

“I am.”
“Well, do you always carry your 

wedding license with yon when you 
go out of town for a few days with 
your wife?"

“I never go out of town for a 
few days—with my wife.” McGurk

pleasantly rellected that he had suf­
ficient grounds to justify an evic­
tion. "Listen, you in there: I'll 
give you five minutes. If you ain't 
out of the room by then I ’m coming 
in and drag you out.”

Gazelda, on the floor, a wretched 
heap of trousseau and trouble, 
sprang to her feet.

“Don’t you dare break in here 
until I'm dressed!’’ She staggered 
into the bedroom and feverishly 
searched for her stockings.

“Come and drag me out,” defied 
Donny. “I ’ll sue this hotel till it 
begs for mercy. And I ’ll collect. 
There isn't a jury in the world— 
male or female—but Avouldn’t give 
me damages when I tell them what 
you have done to me.” Donny 
started yanking on his trousers.

“Donny, dear”—Gazelda was toss­
ing lingerie and apparel about in 
unrestrained confusion—“I can't 
find the skirt to my suit.”

“Never mind your skirt. Get 
dressed,” Donny ordered, trying to 
button In's collar to the neck of his 
pajama coat.

“Look here, Mac,” the clerk whis­
pered to Ills friend, “if they are on 
the level and we put 'em out, you 
know where we get off, don’t you?”

“You told me to get 'em out of 
the room, didn't you?” replied 
McGurk, adroitly passing the buck.,

“Sure, but—”
“Listen,’’ the inebriated gentle­

man begged. “Do I go to bed or do 
I stand up in the hall all night?”
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There came the rapid patter of 
running feet on the staircase. Five 
burly uniformed police dashed down 
the hallway.

“Where's the trouble?" a Sergeant 
asked.

The sleepy gentleman pointed to 
I he door of Room J02.

“In there, Chief."
The squad listened for a second 

to the racking sounds of the com­
plete hysteria to which Gazelda had 
abandoned herself. A panel splin­
tered as two of the officers crashed 
against the door.

“Come on !" yelled Donny, stuffing 
an armful of clothes Into a suitcase. 
“Put me out. Put me out.’’

“Don't worry!" shouted one of 
Xew York's very finest and largest. 
“You're coming out."

“Was it you that turned in the 
riot call?" the Sergeant asked 
McGurk.

“Not me. I don't know where it 
came from.”

“Wait!" Donny implored the men 
breaking through the door. The 
complexion of the situation had 
changed. A riot call signified that 
the wagon was waiting below. Also, 
it was one thing to he ejected by the 
hotel employees on suspicion, and 
entirely a different thing to he taken 
out by the police on a charge of dis­
orderly conduct.

“Listen,” the young man besought, 
as a possible and more dignified way 
out flashed across his racing rea­

son. “'I’ll open the door. I ’ll un­
lock it. We’ll go quietly-—do any­
thing you say. Just give my wife 
a couple of minutes to finish dress­
ing.”

lie pushed back the night-bolt. 
The eight men entered and posted 
themselves around the room.

Donny had worked quickly to 
make a small-si/.ed roll of a large- 
sized bill. When the house detective, 
.McGurk, entered, the young man 
walked over and stood in front of 
him with his hack toward the de­
tective, the money showing in the 
hand he held behind him.

"What have you to say for your­
self?" the Sergeant demanded of 
Mr. Brantine.

“Not a thing. I got into an argu­
ment with the clerk about the room. 
The detective came along and mixed 
up in the fight. I—I've had a hard 
day and what with one thing and 
another I became very angry and 
started a noisy row.” Donny felt 
the bill being slowly removed from 
his hand. “I suppose someone heard 
the racket and phoned for you gen­
tlemen.” He turned to the clerk. 
“And right here let me say that now 
I’ve cooled off; I see the clerk was 
absolutely right. Mr. Clerk, you 
don't owe me a cent.” The smile of 
relief which followed told Donny 
of another enemy vanquished. “Yon 
understand. Sergeant, my wife—we 
intend catching the morning train 
to Niagara Falls-—she was here and 
something was said that I thought 
shouldn’t have been said. However,
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I leave it to the clerk. Ask him if 
he wishes to lodge a complaint.”

“Not oue,'’ heartily affirmed the 
clerk. “Mr. Brantine is a little ex­
citable and hot-headed, maybe, but 
as for anything of a serious nature, 
why, he hasn't done a thing/’

“What do you say, McGurk?’’ 
questioned the Sergeant.

“Me? Anybody can tell by look­
ing at him that he wouldn’t harm a 
mosquito. And his sweet little wife 
here—you didn’t know, Sergeant, 
that they'd just been married, did 
you? Just this evening—by a min­
ister. See the lady's ring? Let me 
congratulate you, missus.” McGurk 
wrapped a huge paw around Ga- 
zelda's frozen hand.

Donny extracted another yellow- 
backed bill from his roll.

“Sergeant, I wish you would take 
this and see that my wife gets some 
coffee and—er—something sustain­
ing while your men take me to the 
station house.”

The policeman waved away the 
bill.

“There'll be no taking anybody to 
the station house,” he asserted. 
“Every cell and bed there is filled 
now.”

From the couch came the voice 
of the large plump gentleman.

“I wish to God you guys would 
get out and let me go to sleep.”

At the Sergeant’s signal, two po­
licemen seized the traveling bags 
and followed the bride and groom
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to the street. A shining, brightly 
polished auto patro l was backed up 
to the curb.

“'Step in and we’ll drive you to 
the Grand Central,” the Sergeant 
invited,

Gazelda's limp, wilting form stif­
fened rigidly for a second and then 
slumped quietly to the pavement.

“Thanks, Sergeant,” Donny de­
clined, struggling to raise the inert 
figure, “'I think a little walk would 
do us a world of good.”O

6:00 A.M.

F ed Cap Number Twenty-three 
Avondered idly Avhat the tAvo forlorn, 
desolate, disheveled persons reclin­
ing against eacli other in the far 
corner of the Avaiting room might be 
ta lk ing of.

“Only tAvo hours and a half more 
to wait, dear.” Gazelda's mouth 
quivered piteously and a scalding 
tear streaked her storm-tossed coun­
tenance. “They're just getting up, 
down on the farm.”

“If I only knew why!” Donny 
muttered. “What did we do to de- 
seiwe a honeymoon like this?”

The AvindoAv of the Pullman ticket 
office Avas raised.

“Lean against the wall a minute, 
Avill you. sweetheart?” Donny asked 
his bride.

He stood up and walked stiffly 
aAvay. Gazelda indulged herself in 
an orgy of Aveeping.

In a few moments Donny returned,
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a colored pasteboard iii his grimy 
hand, a wan smile on his pale ica- 
! ures. lie slipped a consoling arm 
about his wife's shoulders.

•‘Look, darling. I  got a draw ing  
room oil the eight thirty . Unless

you'd rather look at the scenery, 
we can sleep all the way to Buf­
falo."

"Whatever you think best, dear," 
Gazelda sobbed with conjugal com­
plaisance.

Would You Believe It!
By Harry J. Williams

Hint head was mi his shoulder,
Her bmu.fi was on his cheek,

Which should have made him bolder, 
Though he was far from meek.

ITe guessed that peaceful slumber 
Had closed her pretty eyes,

And kisses without number 
(’ould be his luscious prize.

But, though in tempting fashion,
Her ruby lips were pursed,

He viewed them with dispassion—
In teal's sire could have burst.

And there he sat, abstracted,
And gazed into the fire;

To kiss Uiis maid, distracted,
Evincing no desire.

Mow, don't get wroth and spiely 
About tin's strange display;

Tt could not happen, really—
Tt didn't, anyway!



Mei-Li the 
Beautiful

A Story of the Chinese Underworld 

By Jay  Gelzer

“YET IS BEAUTY A TROUBLED POS­
SESSION” . . . Mei-Li, with greater
beauty than is granted most women, when 
she looked for love, found a great strife.

MOY YEXG, who had loved 
her, found Mei-Li the 
1 team i i'ul floating face 

upward in the silver waters of the 
sunken pool, agitated goldfish flash- 
in."' away to either side of her in 
swift red flight, upon her slim 
throat the violet imprints of ten 
powerful fingers.

And because, even in death, she 
was slid fair, Moy Yeng, who was 
both poet and artist, disregarded 
his grief to pay involuntary tribute 
to that deathless loveliness.

“Mei-Li . . . always the Beauti­
ful!"' lie sighed sorrowfully, looking 
downward to where silver rays of 
moonlight impacted against that 
floating face. And then;

"Yet is beauty a troubled posses­
sion !”

And indeed, in the tragically brief 
life of Mei-Li from its beginning in 
the yamen of a mighty official of 
China to the moment when that 
same life flickered out in a gasping 
struggle in the waters of the sunken 
pool, tlxe single fact of her amazing 
beauty stands out starkly, like the 
scarlet thread coloring a bit of dull 
old tapestry.

Every crisis in her life was pro­
duced and decided by that beauty; 
the various people influencing her 
destiny themselves reacted to it, 
each in his own fashion, with emo­
tions of jealousy, envy, hate, or 
love.
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Mei-Li was the daughter of a pow­
erful Chinese official and liis con­
cubine, unwanted, in the beginning, 
iu view of her sex. Later the fact 
of her promised beauty endowed her 
with a prestige of her own which 
reflected upon the mother, a circum­
stance of which the concubine was 
not slow to take advantage.

“See, O Lord of My Heart,” would 
purr the slave girl contentedly to 
the official. “Begard what beauty 
has my child, which is also thine— 
like a lotus bud newly unfolded, or 
a willow tree in spring. . . . AMI 
^Nowhere in all this land is such a 
one!”

A nd : “Hoes not this child come 
rightly by her heritage of beauty, 
O Most Fair?” would argue the of­
ficial politely. “Is not the beauty 
of her mother like to the full moon 
floating in the midnight skies, or to 
a flowering cherry tree?”

“Such compliments for a lowly 
one purchased for a handful of 
Chinese silver!” would protest the 
slave girl then, leaning back hap­
pily against the broad shoulder clad 
in silken robes of state, the fra­
grance of peach-blossom reaching 
him from her shining black hair, 
carrained lips drooping into a child­
ish pout of pleasure.

And, listening, all the content in 
the heart of the Great Wife of the 
official, whose beauty was not like 
to a full moon floating in midnight 
skies, curdled into the acid of 
jealousy.

“Truly the clucking of the slave

woman over the beauty of this little 
female dog does offend mv ears!” 
she said to herself more than once.

Wherefore, at her command, the 
child was stolen at dawn from the 
side of the sleeping mother, to be 
thrown into the near-by river.

But that same beauty which had 
so incensed tlie Great Wife, softened 
the heart of the coolie carrying out 
her instructions. Standing upon the 
muddy banks of the swirling river, 
he gazed dubiously from the tiny 
upturned face in his arms to the 
eddying depths of water.

“The fate that yawns greedily for 
its victim will not be cheated,” 
reflected the coolie to himself sapi- 
ently. “If  this child be meant to die 
by drowning, then die by drowning 
she will, regardless of me. Where­
fore it will be unnecessary for my 
hand to assist in the accomplish­
ment of destiny. Thus, by refrain­
ing from the actual act of drowning', 
will I gain both in peace of mind 
and in standing with the gods for 
a deed of mercy.”

So thinking, he shrugged aside re­
sponsibility by leaving the infant 
in its wrappings beside the road 
which followed the river, and re­
turned to the palace where the slave 
girl, awakening to an emptiness of 
shielding arm. was destroying the 
peace of dawn with her lamenta­
tions.

Eventually, under the influence of 
coercion the mere relation of which 
would be horrifying to occidental 
ears, the coolie confessed his crime.
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But by this time Mei-Li had van­
ished entirely, and, sitting beside a 
window facing the river, watching 
buzzards wheeling in the air and 
dunking of the horrible fate that 
had possibly overtaken the frail 
biossoui of her rit-sh. the slave girl 
;vc-:y-d a:.d pitied and finally died.

Tf V  • '• S  S ’ . ' -  I ' . *  * ’ : 1 ; ■ OT1* >

Vung. a Chinese genrleman learned 
in matters of Celestial art. chanced 
upon the bundle wrapping Mei-Li.

"A girl child!” lie exclaimed in 
disappointment and moved a few 
steps onward.

Tk‘-u. remembering the promised 
beauty of that tiny face, Chang 
Yung, gentle of heart and lover of 
all things beautiful, was irresistibly 
drawn back, resuming his flight

1 1:. ids arms, ‘he

ing the price from the  qui lted money 
jacket which he wore, purchased a
shop from a '-onunyman desiring 
in his old age to return to the land 
v, ]d h had given him birth.

The rooms above the shop lie fur­
nished gorgeously with lacquered 
furniture, quaint flowerpots bearing
insignia of dragon and chrysanthe­
mum, embroidered screens, couches 
heaped high with pillows of purple 
and gold and crimson, the finest of 
dishes and copper cooking imple­
ments. and. lastly, a shrine with its 
acendan* incense pots.

Behind the- shop he laid out a 
<-• oirtyard which might have luvn 
lifted bodily from that land lie bad 
so loved, with its tiny pagodacd tea 
house, its trailing vines covering 
rough stone walls, its paths tracing 
between gorgeous flower beds, and 
its sunken goldfish pool.

And here, for fifteen years there­
after, Chang Yung lived in great 
peace and tranquillity, respected by 
all and happy in his business of sell­
ing tilings of beauty. From one io 
another of his rare bits of porcelain 
nr carving, he would pass in ecstasy, 
now raising a piece of chair, spinach-

; mu* hi c<.mt j ade to admire
>1.ladiit-g of color, now

up a hr of rare embroidery
r h c* _ r ''. t on its faded tones,

iucin^r. \v ith a tin•ill of sheer
O T - Tt Ming figairiiie euii-

ningly fashioned by fingers long 
since turned to dust. And some* 
;iires. with a feeling akin to rever- 
>-u«;e. he would strike softly upon a 
gong niched from some ancient tem­
ple, reconstructing from its mellow 
chimes the scene of its original set­
ting: the immense figure of the God­
dess of Mercy, perhaps, with ihe 
thousand yellow-painted hands and
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rov,' upon row of candles, the gray- 
robed old priests, the petitioning 
women worshipers, and the wailing 
beggars without.

And then, for a brief interval, the 
heart of the exile would be heavy 
with hunger for the banished land 
with its superstitions and its cruel­
ties, its streets cluttered with cheap 
life, its rivers crowded with sam­
pans, and its gardens fragrant with 
plum and cherry. But always across 
the drift of his memories the thought 
of Mei-Li the Beautiful would cut 
like a pungent and arresting per­
fume, dissipating them into mist.

Something of the ecstasy he had 
for liis rare objects of art blended 
subtly in his feeling for Mei-Li. She 
was perfect to look upon, little Mei- 
Li. bio sculptor in pink marble 
could have given her more delicate 
lines or more tender modeling of 
dainty limbs. Straight, dark hair 
piled high over a delicately broad 
forehead, tiny ears, hands, and feet, 
dark slanting eyes, and a crimson 
flower of a mouth—the meekness of 
the slave mother and the fire of the 
haughty official . . . all these were 
Mei-Li the Beautiful.

‘‘Truly in the land from which 
we came your feet would have been 
bound to insure their smallness,'’ 
would sigh Chang Yung, gazing 
upon the untrammeled Mei-Li, dart­
ing around the garden in her satin 
trousers. “And yet, watching you 
dance, I am reminded of tall lilies 
swaying in the breeze.’’

She was reared in the cloistered

seclusion of a maiden of old China, 
little Mei-Li, in ways of modesty 
and decorum. Xot for- her the free­
dom of the noisy .streets with their 
inevitable harvest of unsavory knowl­
edge. For as Chang Yung, smoking 
in company with his associates at 
the Gathering Place of the Most 
High, often said: “She is as beauti­
ful as the pink of unfolding dawn 
. . . and as unspotted with the 
taint of evil.’’

Just to look at her with her gowns 
of gay brocade, her ornaments of 
pearl and jade and beaten gold, her 
perfumes of sandalwood and musk 
and jessamine, her shining hair 
smoothed into elaborate coiffure, her 
skilled fingers drawing from silver 
lute or quaint guitar the melodies 
of the far East, was to see a vision 
lifted from the courtyard of some 
old Chinese castle. Chang Yung, in 
his hunger for the banished land, 
never tired of seeing her dance be­
side the sunken pool in her gleam­
ing satins, or of hearing her sing 
in her clear, sweet voice some sa-c- 
charinely svceet melody of flowers 
blooming, of blue skies and a pair 
of lovers.

Sitting placidly in the shadow, his 
thin yellow face calm and peaceful 
under its black skullcap, his body 
decorously clothed in dark satin'as 
befitting a man of substance, white 
silken socks protruding from black 
velvet padded slippers, Chang Yung 
would sit and dream beneath the 
magic of that limpid voice, refilling 
his tiny tasseled pipe time and time 
again from a pot of rare tobacco.
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So, all in all, Mei-Li was an un­
ceasing joy to him. Every luxury 
lie could procure was hers, and 
when sometimes she would protest 
against his extravagance, he would 
hold his head a little to one side, 
like some kindly old bird, and re­
tort :

“Sufficient to the jewel must be 
its setting—and I ask you: where 
is there jewel more worthy of its 
setting?”

But if in his careful rearing of 
Mei-Li Chang Yung followed the 
customs of old China, in one thing 
he departed from ancient rule* 
When, through the Street of a Thou­
sand Delights, rumor spread a re­
port of the beauty of Mei-Li, bring­
ing suitors in plenty for her hand, 
always, disregarding the advantages 
of the proposed match, Chang Yung 
made the same reluctant answer to 
each:

“When the fruit leaves the tree, 
then is it gone forever. . . . Where­
fore should it be allowed to ripen 
fully upon the tree!'’ he would say 
in his gentle way. A pause; and 
then: “Moreover, some things there 
are in my stock of wares which I 
sell to any purchaser. But other 
things there are—and which I have 
loved the best—which I do not sell 
until the right purchaser comes. For 
always is there the rightful owner 
for everything of beauty. And what 
have I more beautiful than Mei-Li 
the Beautiful?”

Because Chang Yung was highly 
respected in the Street of a Thou­

sand Delights, patiently the suitors 
bided their time—all except Hugh 
Sing, the importer.

He was both rich and powerful, 
the tall, lean, wrinkled Hugh Sing, 
with his Hat forehead, his tiny pig- 
eyes spraying out fanwise into lines, 
and his enormous, sinewy, yellow 
hands. In the Sing Tong of which 
he was head, all members rose to 
their feet when he entered, and re­
mained standing until he was com­
fortably and deliberately seated up­
on his heap of cushions. Quite natu­
rally, since he was accustomed to 
deference in all things, Hugh Sing 
was irked by tbe edict of Chang 
Yung.

“Truly,” he pointed out with dig­
nity to the inappreciative Chang 
l rung, “is it an honor for the head 
of the Sing Tong to ask in marriage 
a girl found abandoned upon a road­
side. How know I that the mar­
riage will meet with the favor of the 
gods? Yet because of her exceeding 
beauty—which burns in my heart 
like flame—will I overlook the mat­
ter of her ancestors. Moreover”— 
his desire for Mei-Li overcoming his 
natural thrift—“will I give you a 
thousand pounds English.”

But Chang Yung, his eyes fixed 
placidly on a strip of yellow satin 
covered with Chinese ideographs set­
ting forth sayings of the unknown 
Chinese philosopher who came be­
fore Confucius, smiled indifferently.

“There are in my shop articles 
not for sale at any price—save to 
the rightful owner,” he repeated.
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“Many summers have passed over 
your august head, O Prince of Mer­
chants, insuring wisdom. Yet is 
wisdom not admired by the young, 
requiring the savor of maturity for 
full appreciation. Youth calls to 
youth, O Most Wise. Mei-Li the 
Beautiful is but a humming-bird fly­
ing in the sun of youth, while you, O 
Highly Respected One, are a beetle 
courting the shadows of age. And 
it is the nature of a humming­
bird to yearn for a humming-bird. 
Some day there will be for Mei-Li 
the Beautiful another humming­
bird, a male humming-bird. O Most 
High. . .

His gentle old eyes brooded off 
into space. He seemed oblivions of 
the presence of Hugh Sing.

While with rage, Hugh Sing took 
himself away, to plot and connive in 
secret, desire for the beauty of Mei- 
Li gnawing at bis very soul.

Another year passer], during which 
Moy Yeng, nephew of ('hang Yung 
and generously educated at his ex­
pense, came from England to help 
care for the shop and to sit beside 
Chang 1'ung, while pretty Mei-Li 
danced in the moonlight. Together 
the two young people made music 
for the gentle old man. the tall, 
solemn young Chinese with his deep 
brown eyes and his carefully spoken 
English, and dainty Mei-Li with her 
dreaming face and her laugh like a 
cadeuce of tiny silver bells.

Sometimes, catching the eyes of 
Moy Yeng fixed upon her, Mei-Li 
would feel a dawning glory in her 
heart, causing her breath to flutter

with its very sweetness. And Moy 
Yeng, gazing upon the tender beauty 
of Mei-Li, would-feel, with a sudden 
dimness of vision, a rush in his 
brain not unlike the whirring of a 
flock of teal into motion. But be­
tween the two at that time was only 
a wistful drawing of each to each, 
which, given time and opportunity, 
would ripen into the love not yet 
present.

So, in the house of Chang Yung 
life was very pleasant In those days, 
but in the dwelling place of Hugh 
Sing with its bare floors, its enamel 
furniture, and its costly beds hung 
with scarlet curtains, life was not 
so pleasant. Madam All Tsi, mother 
of Hugh Sing, and Sail Me, his wife, 
no longer in her first bloom, clung 
together in mutual amity, burying 
their grievances against each other 
as the craving of Hugh Sing for the 
beauty of Mei-Li quickened his tem­
per and hardened his hand.

“Truly," queried Madam Ah Tsi 
acidly of her son, hitting at his ac­
customed stinginess, “does thy purse 
gape with coin eager for the spend­
ing? And is not the symbol for 
trouble two women under one roof? 
Then, wherefore add to trouble by 
putting three women under one 
roof?"

“Had 1 mountains of silver I 
would give them all for Mei-Li!" re­
torted the infatuated Hugh Sing, 
growing more sullen as time passed.

“Truly." complained San Me in 
secret. “I know not whether it be 
worse if lie win this interloper or
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worse if he fail !” Then, raising her 
voice to the point of tears in com­
plaint : “XIave I not been a good, 
wife? Have I not been the mother 
of son* to mourn at Ills grave—long- 
distant be that day? Have I not 
been docile, obedient, patient? In 
what have I failed?”

“All these things have you been,’’ 
consoled the mother-in-law, “Yet 
are these things as nothing when 
love enters the heart of a man. For 
what, is past is past. -And what is to 
be . . . will be’”

Whatever his ultimate plans for 
Mei-Li, Chang Yung did not live to 
see them fulfilled. Unexpectedly he 
dropped asleep, sitting in a great 
armchair, caressing an exquisite bit 
cf carved jade with his thin yellow 
lingers. From that sleep he never 
wakened, and in due time, in a 
handnnme metallic coffin, he went 
hack to that land which had driven 
him forth, and which opened to re­
ceive him again into its vast silence, 
affording him the futile pomp of 
fifty mourners clad in white and 
a procession of ten shaven-headed 
Buddhist priests intoning the vir­
tues of the departed.

And on the very day that Chang 
YTiag went baek to China, Hugh 
Sing, repairing to the Gathering 
Place of the Most High to enjoy a 
pipe of choicest chandoo, entered 
there into deep converse with two 
others of the Sing Tong, the brothers 
Lu.

“I hear the esteemed Chang Yung

has ascended the dragon,” said 
Hugh Sing decorously when the 
small black cube was sizzling in the 
blue fame.

“Indeed so,” assented the elder 
brother, a plump little man with 
beady eyes not unlike the currants 
in an English bun,

“'Before he most regrettably—ah 
—passed on, ho did promise to me 
in marriage Hei-Li the Beautiful,” 
purred Hugh Sing.

“A most auspicious marriage!” 
pronounced the other agreeably.

“Yet the nephew, Moy Yeag, not 
knowing of this promise, may de­
mur,'’ pursued Hugh Sing. “Where­
fore, were you and your highly es­
teemed brother witness to the prom­
ise of Chang Yung, it would be Most 
fortunate . . . and worth much 
money to me.”

The eyes of his two listeners met, 
narrowing swiftly.

“The possession of a good memory 
outweighs the value of precious 
jewels!” proclaimed the younger 
brother. “As clearly as a pond 
mirrors the bending sky, do we re­
member the occasion of which you 
speak.”

Whereupon the three fared forth 
to the shop of Moy Yeng, lading 
him in ecstatic contemplatioa of a 
consignment of rare tapestries.

“Chang Yung, who is no more 
and regrettably cannot testify, had 
promised to me Mei-Li the Beauti­
ful,” informed Hugh Sing smoothly, 
after the customary flowery Chinese
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courtesies had been duly observed 
and the four vert* comfortably 
seated on cushions in the room be­
hind the shop.

“Indeed!" retorted Moy Yeng 
thoughtfully. "Yet he made no men­
tion of his vigil to me."

“Who can foretell to-day vhat to­
morrow will bring forth?" shrugged 
Hugh Sing. “Would Chang Yung 
know that the days of his life were 
numbered? Moreover"—indicating
the brothersLu—“are these two wit­
nesses of his agreement with me."

“We are witness," proclaimed the 
brothers sonorously.

A silence. Hugh Sing took up 
the argument again.

“You stand in place of a son to 
Chang Yung, who regrettably had 
no son of his blood to mourn for 
him." he said softly. “And the first 
wish of a dutiful son is to honor 
the command of the dead, thus in­
suring peace to the departed spirit."

“It. is trued' agreed Moy Yeng, 
frowning. “And yet . . .”

Something of the gossip he had 
heard regarding the shrewish mother 
of Hugh Sing filtered into his 
disturbed mind. Involuntarily he 
thought of the tender beauty of Mei- 
Li at, the mercy of unkind hands.

“It is the duty of a Chinese son 
to honor the wish of the dead," re­
peated Hugh Sing inexorably.

And at that, the weight of accu­
mulated centuries of deference to 
the wishes of dead ancestors brought 
pressure upon Moy Yeng, overruling

his personal reluctance, offsetting 
all the years of his education in a 
foreign land.

“If the marriage pleased my 
uncle, it pleases me." Moy Yeng 
spoke politely, but with something 
of regret pulsing beneath his cour­
teous words.

Palm met palm, sealing the agree­
ment.

After Hugh Sing had departed 
with his silent witnesses, Moy Y'eng 
sat on in the deserted room, think­
ing over the coming marriage. Pres­
ently he went slowly out to where 
Mei-Li, sitting upon the stone cop­
ing of the sunken pool, was throw­
ing breadcrumbs to the goldfish.

“Soon must you exchange the 
snowy garments of mourning for 
the crimson ones of rejoicing," lie 
said haltingly to her.

The bread in her slender fingers 
dropped unheeded to the ground. 
Into the eyes of Mei-Li came a soft­
ness. One hand went up to her slim 
throat.

“Soon you go with your belong­
ings to the house of Hugh Sing, who 
is, when all is said, a man of wealth 
and power,-’ continued Moy Yeng.

And then, without looking at her. 
he knew that ail the brightness had 
vanished from her face.

“I . .  . must leave von?" whis­
pered Mei-Li the Beautiful, regard­
ing him with the eyes of a child 
given a blow where a caress was ex­
pected.

“Chang Yung, Who was my uncle,



Jay Gelzer 65

arranged the marriage. And in all 
things must his wish be obeyed," ex­
plained Moy Yeng, wondering at 
his own feeling of guilt.

“I did not think that Chang 
Yung, after many years of kindness, 
would prove unkind at last,” said 
Mei-Li gentlv.

“Yet most his wish be honored,” 
insisted Moy Yeng, gazing upon her 
beauty with a troubled hunger. “We 
are not as the foreign devils, living 
for "ourselves alone. Always do we 
honor the wish of the dead before 
that of the living.”

And then, looking at the clean 
young strength of Moy Yeng with 
a sort of wistfulness that held a 
prevision of the vanished youth and 
shrunken ugliness of Hugh Sing, 
Mei-Li flamed surprisingly to words 
of protest.

“Was I saved from the river for 
this?” she demanded passionately of 
the startled Moy Yeng. “Must the 
life of a Chinese woman be doomed 
to the hazard of unhappiness from 
birth? And is love, which is the 
song of all the world, to be left al­
ways to chance, when life without 
love has a gray ness like unto a 
weeping day? How know I if Hugh 
Sing be young or old, handsome as 
the dawn, or ugly beyond compare?”

Remembering Hugh Sing, Moy 
Yeng was moved- to pity.

“The wish of Chang Yung must be 
obeyed,” he repeated dully.

As suddenly as it had come, re­
volt died out of Mei-Li; the deeply
5—S. S.

ingrained habit of obedience reas­
serted itself.

“What is left for me but to obey?” 
she munnured. “Truly is life a 

.flower with many thorns!”
With hanging head she moved 

away, and Moy Yeng, watching the 
drooping figure recede, felt as if in 
some way he had betrayed a trust.

“Truly is the path of duty set 
with sharp stones for the feet of the 
unwary!” he sighed to himself. 
“Yet always, beyond all else, must 
the wish of the dead be honored.”

So, in a rented hack decked with 
crimson, Mei-Li went to Hugh Sing, 
and with her first glance at his 
wrinkled face the sense of being 
cheated strengthened until it over­
shadowed all else.

Hugh Sing was kind. Moreover, 
under the influence of the alien emo­
tion that flamed in his middle-aged 
breast, he was generous. Gifts with­
out number he showered upon his 
bride, delighting in the beauty which 
so enthralled him. And, seeing, Ma­
dam Ah Tsi, his mother, and San 
Me, his wife, waxed sullen and re­
sentful.

Always Mei-Li was conscious of 
their unchanging enmity. Their ful­
some compliments were spiced with 
insincerity, their frequent criticisms 
with the malice of envy.

“He has given to this waterfowl 
dresses of silk and satin and rare 
jewels, yet to me, the mother of his 
sons, has he given nothing at a ll!” 
sobbed San Me angrily to Madam 
Ah Tsi.
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Madam Ah Tsi spread her hands 
in a gesture of resignation,

“When love comes in at the door, 
wisdom goes out at the window.’'’ 
Placidly she filled a cup with tea, 
sun-dried, with yellow flowers of 
jessamine. “And certainly Hugh 
Sing loves Mei-Li the Beautiful!”

“Her beauty blooms in his heart 
like some exquisite flower, making 
him young again," wailed San Me 
in a tone of anguish. “And me— 
I am old!"

The slanting eyes of Madam Ah 
Tsi narrowed.

“Likewise am I old,” she acknowl­
edged. “But in my life have I seen 
many strange things. Even have I 
seen love used as a weapon to de­
stroy the thing beloved! Moreover, 
though he bar with gold his silver 
door, a man cannot keep the wife 
who loves him not."

“You are most wise, O Honorable 
Mother,” returned San Me respect­
fully, her nimble fingers busy with 
a strip of fine embroidery. “Yet 
could thy wisdom rid this house of 
the hated Mei-Li, then would I hail 
thy wisdom as greatest in all the 
world.”

In her turn, Madam Ah Tsi re­
garded the pale, red-eyed San Me 
with something of sympathy.

“You have been a dutiful daugh­
ter to me,” she said, not unkindly. 
“And it is not right that a mother 
of sons be shoved aside for a new­
comer with beauty, since, after all, 
more precious in a woman is a vir­

tuous heart than a face of beauty.” 
She filled and drank another cup 
of scalding tea deliberately. “To him 
who waits comes ever his oppor­
tunity , * . even for revenge. Wait, 
then, O Mother of Sons, for the 
opportunity which will be ours."

“Seven causes are there for the 
putting away of a wife,” suggested 
San Me hopefully.

Madam Ah Tsi sniffed scornfully.
“And were there seventy times 

seven, Hugh Sing in his folly would 
hold Mei-Li the Beautiful!”

She reflected, passing one hand in 
deep thought over the scalp black­
ened carefully to conceal her bald­
ness.

“If th e . door of a cage be left 
open, will not the caged bird fly?" 
she brought out at last. And smiled 
-—a smile which left the watching 
San Me slightly chilled by its under­
lying malevolence.

There followed for Mei-Li the 
Beautiful lonely days in the house 
of Hugh Sing, when, fleeing the 
actuality of her aging lord with his 
wearying compliments and his gloat­
ing delight in her beauty, her ro­
mantic fancy returned to other days 
and the society of Moy Yeng of the 
luxuriantly-lashed brown eyes and 
gentle voice. Sitting listlessly, day 
after day, behind closely shuttered 
windows, gazing out through a 
shimmering haze of golden light 
that revealed indiscriminately the 
clutter and disorder of the Street of 
a Thousand Delights and touched 
the cobalt blue of the distant ocean
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with splashes of silver and rose and 
emerald, occasionally she recognized 
the tall, lithe figure of Mov Yeng, 
following it through the crowds with 
something of wistful pain.

No longer was there any joy in 
the elaborate toilet she made each 
morning, arranging her shining hair 
in satin smoothness, rubbing per­
fumed honey upon her white skin 
and dusting it into creamy white­
ness with rice powder before she 
painted delicate circles of unfading 
pink upon the even whiteness. Even 
in the contemplation of her own 
beauty there was no longer any hap­
piness for Mei-Li.

And, in his turn, Moy Yeng never 
failed to gaze up at the shuttered 
windows as he passed the dwelling 
of Hugh Sing, remembering Mei-Li 
dancing in her voting beauty besideO  1 . 0  x/

the sunken pool, and recalling the 
extinguished gladness of her face 
when he had told her of the coming 
marriage.

A time came when Moy Yeng 
found his garden haunted with 
memories, and when the poignant 
thoughts of Mei-Li turned ever 
more often to the round ball of sleep 
which has afforded escape to many 
a Chinese bride.

And Madam Ah Tsi, watching the 
changing emotions upon the face of 
Mei-Li, judged the time ripe for 
interference.

“Always does my tender heart 
sorrow for a caged bird mourning 
its freedom,” she spoke softly to 
Mei-Li one day when Hugh Sing

was away on a business trip, stealth­
ily regarding the tears forcing down 
from under the girl's full white eye­
lids.

Mei-Li failed to reply, and craft­
ily she proceeded.

“Moreover, where a bird flies will­
ingly into a cage, who shall be 
blamed for shutting the door? Yet 
where the bird is caged by a trick, 
then is advantage taken unfairly.’’

“There is a meaning in thy words, 
O Honorable Mother, which does 
escape the slowness of my wits,” re­
turned Mei-Li heavily.

And then, watching carefully, see­
ing the sudden rush of angry color 
in the young face opposite, Madam 
Ah Tsi related the tale of Hugh 
Sing's trickery with the witnesses.

“Never did the highly respected 
Chang Yung mean you to marry 
Hugh Sing,” she finished. “Many 
times did he refuse him, saying: 
'Always for everything of beauty 
is there the rightful owner.’ ” She 
paused. “Hugh Sing would be most 
angry if he knew I told you of this,” 
she finished. “Yet is right right 
and wrong wrong, and the tongue 
of a liar forms a noose by which 
many a wise man has been hung.”

Softly she withdrew', seeking the 
society of San Me.

“Seed have I sown which will 
bear fruit,” she told the eager 
San Me. “There remains but to 
wait.”

In which she was entirely right. 
To the heavy heart of Mei-Li her
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words brought a storm ot emoiLm, 
ibe feeling of having been cheated 
and betrayed deepening into actual 
hatred of the wrinkled Hugh Slug. 
Close upon this came a glory of 
hope; Chang Yung had not meant 
her to marry Hugh Sing I Perhaps 
there would yet be escape from this 
dreary prison, escape from the gloat­
ing fondness of Hugh Sing. . . . 
Perhaps? in that garden she had so 
loved, Moy l reng still remembered .. .

Later, on that same evening, Mad­
am Ah Tsi and San Me awaited 
Hugh Sing, dressed in their best, 
and with triumph in their bearing.

He came on eager feet
“Where is my Lotus Bud?” he de­

manded with his first breath. “Many 
and rare gifts have I brought to 
her: necklaces for her neck whiter 
than the pearl of which they are 
made, silks for the beauty of her 
tender flesh, ornaments for her hair 
which shames the blackness of the 
night . . . ”

Madam Ah Tsi smiled at him 
placidly.

“31 ore precious in a woman is 
a virtuous heart than a face of 
beauty,” she replied pointedly. “Mei- 
Li the Beautiful, after days of 
grieving, has returned to Moy Yeng 
who was her lover before she was 
thy wife.”

uAhi!” whispered Hugh Sing, the 
little veins in his temples swelling 
into prominence, his small pig-eyes 
glazing over. Again he heard the 
slightly mocking voice of Chang 
Yung: ‘‘Some day for Mei-Li the

Beautiful there usill be another hum- 
ming-bircl . . .  a male humming­
bird,''

“Wherefore, because of this thing 
does the shining honor of Hugh 
Sing bear a stain/' finished Madam 
Ah Tsi.

The eves of the two women met. 
San Mo shivered with fright,

A silence followed during which 
breath came unevenly through the 
sagging lips of Hugh Sing.

“Honor which bears a stain must 
be cleansed,” he affirmed at last. 
“Men die, women die, love dies—” 
his voice trembled—“yet is honor a 
deathless thing, handed down from 
father to son.”

Deliberately he moved toward the 
door with a new and terrible de­
cision contracting his enormous yel­
low hands.

“Is it not a wise mother who 
knows her own son?” inquired 
Madam Ah Tsi composedly of the 
shrinking San Me. “Said I not 
that love becomes a weapon to de­
stroy the thing beloved?'-'

“He will kill her!" whimpered the 
frightened San Me, regarding the 
carefully painted face of Madam Ah 
Tsi in baleful fascination,

“'He will kill her,” affirmed Ma­
dam Ah Tsi indifferently, filling her 
tiny scarlet tasseled pipe with a 
single lunch of tobacco. “With his 
great yellow hands, lie will wring 
the life from her reluctant body as 
easily as I twist a flower between 
my fingers,”



Jay Gelzer 69

Then, emptying the tiny pipe, and 
regarding the trembling agitation 
of San Me with kindly contempt:

"Every age has its compensation, 
0 Sheep-Hearted One," spoke Ma­
dam Ah Tsi sapiently. "To Mei-Li 
was given much beauty, yet to me 
is given much wisdom. And wis­
dom. is ever a match for beauty.”

In the garden Chang Yung had 
built, Mei-Li and Mot' Yeng were 
together, Mei-Li coming tipon him, 
the living embodiment oi the dream 
that haunted his evenings: the same 
wide, dark eyes, the haunting smile, 
half sweet, half sad. the same poig­
nant delicacy of throat and face, 
which caught his heart and melted 
it into tenderness.

"Mei-Li!" he cried aloud in won­
der.

“T have come back!'-' she said, 
with a sob of sheer happiness, And 
then, holding out both hands to him : 
“Why have you given me to Hugh 
Sing?'-' she demanded reproachfully,

“Because my uncle Chang Yung 
so willed,” returned the puzzled Moy 
Yeng.

“And if Chang Yung. had not so 
willed?" inquired Mei-Li with 
dainty coquetry.

"A hi!'' sighed Moy Yeng regret­
fully.

Mei-Li came closer, walking- 
straight into the arms which invol­
untarily closed around her, and to 
Mm came the perfume of sandal­
wood from her clinging satins, the 
scent of peach-blossom from her

shining hair—all the mysterious al­
lure which was hers.

“Do you love me?” asked Mei-Li, 
looking deep into his eyes.

Moy Yeng endeavored to regain 
his firmness of purpose.

“A Chinese wife does not seek 
refuge from her husband,” he pointed 
out. “Did the loungers on the street 
know you were here, your name 
would be a jest upon their lips.”

“Do you love me?" she insisted 
tremulously, "Am I not Mei-Li the 
Beautiful?"

And then, stammering, Moy Yeng 
made it very clear that to her beauty 
Ids very soul paid homage, that his 
heart beat in time with the sweet­
ness which was hers, and that to 
him the world without Mei-Li was 
but a place of arid waste.

“AM!” sighed Mei-Li gratefully, 
letting her head droop to his shoul­
der. “These words have my ears 
long hungered to hear!”

Still leaning against him, she 
poured out the tale of Hugh Sing 
and his duplicity, feeling the shoul­
der beneath her head stiffen into 
rigidity.

“It is not permitted any man of 
honor to steal the wife of his friend,” 
said Moy Yeng when she had fin­
ished, sucking in his breath sharply. 
‘‘Yet is it permitted any man to re­
gain what has been stolen unlaw­
fully from him!”

Then, holding to him closely all 
the beauty which was Mei-Li, he re­
flected aloud anxiously:
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“Long- is the arm of the Sing 
Tong, wherefore we must fly beyond 
reach of that arm, There is, far 
away, another land, my Plum-blos­
som, a land to which entrance is 
sometimes denied. Yet for those 
with money are there arrangements 
which can be made—”

“And in this land we shall be, 
each to the other, enough !*' mur­
mured Mei-Li happily.

“And we shall be, each to the 
other, all in all!” assured Moy 
Yeng gravely. “And what against 
this is a matter of rare tapestries, 
or jade, or houses, or gardens? . . . 
Wherefore I will go at once, O Rose 
of Happiness Which Blooms for 
Me, to arrange our passage. By 
the kindness of the Lord Buddha, 
there is a boat sailing this night.”

“Hugh Sing returns to-night," 
shivered Mei-Li, and caught him 
suddenly with frantically clinging 
arms, “Do not leave me!” she im­
plored.

“I go but to return,'’ reassured 
Moy Yeng. “See, Little Frightened 
Dove, I go to arrange passage to the 
new land where we shall be happy."

But Mei-Li sobbed pitifully,
“The shadow of something ter­

rible has crossed my heart, clouding 
the sun of my happiness!” she told 
him between sobs.

Gently Moy Yeng endeavored to 
soothe her fears.

“Here where we met, you will 
wait for me, My Lotus Bud," he said 
tenderly. “And memory of thy 
beauty will speed my returning foot­
steps. See, Most Beautiful, let me 
go!”

Reluctantly the clinging hands re­
laxed.

“There is no place you go so dis­
tant I shall not follow S” said Mei-Li 
strangely. “Nor is there any wait 
so long we shall not be together 
again!” Looking deep into his eyes, 
she smiled. “For where two are in 
their hearts as one, then is no sepa­
ration possible!” finished little Mei- 
Li softly.

When he had gone, she dropped 
on her knees beside the stone coping 
of the sunken pool, watching the 
goldfish swim lazily back and forth, 
of a sudden holding up both slim 
arms to the full-blown moon riding 
in a tranquil sky.

“Little Sister Moon—I am so 
happy!” sang Mei-Li the Beautiful 
liltingly, “Never was anyone quite 
so happy!”

But in the very moment of saying 
it a chill wind blew across her heart, 
from every shadow and rustling leaf 
exhaling a subtle menace.

Then, gazing down into the clear 
water of the sunken pool, with terri- 
lled eyes she saw reflected there the 
figure of Hugh Sing behind her, im­
mense and terrible.



By K atharine M etcalf Roof

IS WOMAN CLOSER TO THE SAVAGE 
THAN MAN ? Now, don’t get angry, for 
how do you know, if you were the girl, you 
mightn’t have preferred the dark-haired bandit 
of this play?

7~1 HE curtain rises on a dark room. Voices arc 
heard without, and the sound of a hand feel­
ing for the door knob. Two people are heard 

entering. A moving point of light from a pocket 
electric torch pierces the darkness.

A Man 's Voice
I t’s all riglit, come on in. Don’t 

be afraid.
A Girl's Voice

But it's so dark. Why is the 
house so dark?

Man's Voice
Wait till I strike a light.
(The point of light is seen cross­

ing the stage. The man finds a 
candle on the mantel piece and lights 
it, revealing a girl, young and pret­
ty. standing surrounded by her trav­
eling bags and. rugs. The room is 
quite empty except for a rickety 
chair with a broken seat, and a pile 
of miscellaneous rubbish in a dark 
corner. The room has the inde­
scribably desolate look of the aban­

doned house gradually crumbling 
to ruin. A strong wind rattles the 
loose window panes.)m

The  G irl (shivering)
How cold it is! . . . Why—this 

can’t be my room—
(The man, having lighted the 

candle, turns and faces her. He is 
seen to be a young man with a mop 
of picturesque black hair. He wears 
a soft black hat of the Spanish brig­
and type and a vivid scarlet tic.)

Max (with a grin)
You don't seem to be expected! 

I guess they didn't get your letter.
Girl

But this can't he the place. The 
room is empty . . . the whole house 
is empty!
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M ax

Maybe they’re out taking a moon­
light swim in that bottomless pool 
we just passed.
Giri* (striving to control her trem­

bling voice)
But there isn't any moon. It's 

all dark outside.
(Man crosses the room behind her 

back, closes the door, locks it, 'puts 
the keg in his pocket, and stands 
with his back against it in a negli­
gent pose, his hands in his tmusn-s 
pockets.)

M ax

That was a pretty little love story 
you told me coming from the sta­
tion about how you ran away from 
that boy that wouldn’t stop pro­
posing to you. (A sinister note 
coming into his voice) I hope 
you’re not going to regret having 
scorned a good man’s love.

Gum (cockily)
Regret nothing! He was a hor­

rid, conceited boy who made a wager 
with some other horrid boy that he 
could make me accept him in forty- 
eight hours.

M ax

So you couldn’t love him—I sup­
pose he was personally repulsive- 
looking?

G irt,
No. He is very good-looking— 

and knows it.
Max ( g r i m l y )

Well, you're out of his reach now.
G irl (startled)

What do you mean?

Max (slowly, approaching her) 
Have you any idea where you are?

Girl
You told me you were taking me 

to Rosebud Cottage at the Hoof Tree 
Inn.

M a x

No, you’re wrong. That's where 
you told me to take you.

Girl (looking fearfully about) 
Then . . . where am I?

Max (slowly, with deliberate effect) 
Forty miles in the opposite direc­

tion, on a lonely road where no one 
passes. You are in a deserted house, 
absolutely at the mercy of a man 
who has brought you here to— 

(With a cry, the girl runs to the 
door, tries to open it, finds it locked, 
leans against it, panting with fright. 
ds the man comes toward her, she 
screams again and puts out both 
hands. The man utters a smothered 
oath.) I'll give you something to 
scream about! (Selves her by the 
arm and flings her roughly from the 
door against the wall, where she 
drops, half fainting, to the floor. Tie 
follows her and stands threateningly 
before her with folded arms.) Now, 
you keep still, or I'll beat you to a 
pulp before I take your sparklers. 
How much money have you got on 
you ?

Girl (trembling)
I t’s in here. (Indicates her bead 

bag. Tic snatches it roughly.)
Max

Where's your jewelry?
G irl

In my handbag.
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M ax (taking the hag)
What else have you got?

Girl
Nothing much.

Max (brutally)
Yes, you have. Get up. (tihe 

struggles to her feet.) I  see a gold 
chain on your neck. (He seizes it, 
roughly dragging her toward him 
by the chain, which contains a pen­
dant. He snatches it off. He then 
systematically rummages her per­
son, talcing everything of value from 
her. When he is through he flings 
her from him.) Now, make yourself 
comfortable on your own luggage. 
I don’t see anything else to sit on 
but this chair (drawing it forward), 
and I need that myself. (He si Is 
down on it and begins to smoke, 
surveying her insolently.) Got any­
thing in your stocking?

Girl (in smprise)
In my stocking! fJL-$ he rises.) 

Oh, no, no!
Max

Sure? Guess I'd better look. 
(Comes toward her. The girl seizes 
the edge of her skirt with a shriek.) 
You’re quite sure? What’s that 
lump I see about there? (Indicat­
ing the region above her knee with 
the howl of his pipe.)

Girl (beginning to cry)
I t ’s n-mnothing but the bu-b-b- 

buckle on my garter.
Max ('making a incitement as if io 

inspect it)
A diamond buckle?

Girl
No, oh, no! Only silver.

Max
Silver's worth something these 

days. However—I’ll let you keep 
them. (Draws a piece of rope from 
his hip pocket.) Now, I ’ll just make 
you safe for democracy and say 
good-by. (He binds her hand and 
foot, stands considering her a mo­
ment.) Do you think you can stand 
perfectly still there? (The girl nods, 
her terror-stricken eyes fixed upon 
Ms face.) You’d better, you know, 
or we might have a little acci­
dent. . . . I'd like to have a bit of 
target practice before I  go. (He 
stands a few feet off and draws his 
revolver from his belt.)
Girl (in a low, terror-stricken voice)

Are you going to kill me?
Max (easily, examining Ms revolver)

I hope uot—not if you keep still. 
I am aiming (as he takes aim), as 
you see, over your head. Now, you 
just imagine that you’re a soldier 
standing against the wall to be shot; 
that’ll give you the necessary cour­
age. Heady? Now steady—there—- 
(He discharges Iris revolver three 
times. At the last shot, the girl 
drops. The man calls to her easily.) 
Did, I hit you? I'm awfully sorry. 
I  didn’t mean to, on my word. 
(The girl is sobbing softly. He 
kneels beside her, examines her none 
too gently, then rises.) Not hurt at 
all, just frighteued. I (bought you 
had more nerve. (Pockets his re­
volver, relights his pipe, and surveys 
her carelessly.) Shall I leave you 
there? Or would you rather lie on 
the rugs?
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Girl
Oh, you aren't going to leave me 

here all alone?
Man (with a grin)

Did you want me to spend the 
night?

Girl
Oh, oh, oh— !
(The man picks up the rugs and 

throws them on the floor beside her, 
lifting her to a. comfortable position 
on them.)

Man (with relish)
There! Pleasant dreams. Shall I 

leave the light? That candle won't 
last long. Soon you’ll be all alone 
in the dark.

(lie crosses to the door, unlocks 
it, stands a moment, then goes out, 
locking the door behind, him. The 
girl, left alone, cries softly, then, 
rousing herself, begins to call for 
he!]). After a moment the sound‘ of 
feet is heard without. Someone be­
gins to baiter down the door. At­
las t  it gives way and flies open. .1 
blond young man rushes wildly in. 
The girl shrieks.)

T iie  B oy
Marie!

Girl (looking up and giving a cry of
Joy)

Oh, Billy, Billy Chalmers! Is it 
really you?

B illy (rushing up to her)
Marie, my poor little girl! (Kn c els 

beside her, cutting the cords that 
bind, her.) God, I wish I ’d killed 
the brute that did this! Are you 
hurt? Poor little delicate wrists!

(Kisses them.) Xow, can you stand? 
(She rises, stands falteringly, reach­
ing out a hand\ toward him for sup­
port.)

Marie
I guess Pm all right, Billy. (Look­

ing up at him.) How wonderful 
that you should have come down 
this lonely road just at this minute 
to save my life!

B illy
Xot so wonderful. You see, I fol­

lowed you to AViudhurst station. I 
was in the car behind. I saw you 
drive away with that thug and fol­
lowed you. But he gave me the slip 
at the last crossroad, so I got here 
a little late. (With a shudder.) 
Thank God, not too late! I caught 
him just as he was stepping iuto his 
Ford. (Bavagcdy.) And I guess I 
gave him his all right!

Marie (incredulously)
You mean you thrashed him— 

you?
B illy

You better bet I did! I'm think­
ing lie'll find a few highly colored 
spots on his anatomy to-morrow 
morning.

Marie
Y o u  thrashed that brutal, power­

ful bandit '*
B illy ( e x h i b i t i n g  h i s  h a n d s )

Singh1 — or, strictly speaking, 
double-liended—I thrashed him.

Marie
I never would have believed it!

B illy
IT1 prove it.
(Draws forth her purse, her bag,
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and her jewelry from his pockets 
and {.exhibits them.)

Marie (convinced and overcome)
Billy! You’re saved my life.

Billy (striking a negligent pose)
It was nothing. Any other chap'd 

have done the same.
Marie

But no other chap did! Oh, Billy!
(He goes eagerly toward her. She 

draws back. He stops, looking crest­
fallen.)

Billy (handling the loot)
Any reward offered for recovery 

of jewels?
Marie

Reward?
Billy

If I were to ask you once more—
Marie

To marry you?
Billy

That’s the idea.
Marie

jSTo, Billy dear—anything but that.
Billy

But that’s the only thing I want. 
(As she shakes her head.) Say, what 
do yon think would have become of 
you if I'd left you here weltering in 
your own gore? (Marie shudders.) 
Yes. well—then, don't you feel that 
'"On owe me a little something?

Marie
Yes . . . but not everything.

B illy
Say. what is your objection to me, 

anyhow? Just because I fell in love 
with you at sight? Just because I

knew a good thing as soon as I saw 
it? Why get down on me because 
it didn’t take me a solid year to 
find out?

Marie
But the wager—that low, vulgar 

wager!
Billy

Low? Vulgar? Because I said 
I'd make you marry me in forty- 
eight hours, and Uncle Dick said if 
1 could do it he’d give me a job to 
get married on? I don’t see any­
thing the matter with that—except 
your failure to cooperate.

Marie (turning aside)
I'm very much obliged to you for 

saving my life aud my bead purse, 
but, you see—I don’t love you, Billy.

Billy
Well, then. I play my last card. 

I bate to say it, Marie, but you’re 
compromised. When it’s known that 
you and I have been alone together^ 
all niglit in this lonely spot your 
reputation will be ruined—unless 
you marry me.

Marie (airily)
Tool) 1 Xobody would believe a 

thiug like that about me.
Billy' (struggling to survive the

shock)
They wouldn't, eh? Don't you 

know that old cats lore to believe 
things like that about a pretty little 
girl like you?

Marie (i neon segue ntly)
Well—let them.

Billy (staring)
You are shameless!
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Marie (with bent head)
Xo—I'm in love.

Billy
In love? With someone else? Oh, 

no, no, Marie! Say it isn't that.
Marie

I'm sorry, Billy, but I have fallen 
in love (her eyes taking fire) with 
a stronger man.

Billy (passionately)
Curse him! (He flinys her money 

and jewels at her feet and covers 
his face with his hands. After a 
moment, in a loir, broken voice) 
His name?

Marie (with an inspired f a c e )
I have always felt that I could 

love a caveman.
Billy (huskily)

His name—
Marie (still exalted)

I don't know.
Billy

Von are just trying to torture me.
Marie

It's the truth, Billy. I don't 
know his name. It's—it's the man 
you saved me from to-night.

Billy
That thug—that crook!
(lie turns away, leaning against 

the mantel, his face hidden, appar­
ently overcome by a conflict of wild 
emotions.)

Marie (gently)
Billy dear, don’t take it like that. 

I'm awfully sorry, especially after 
your saving me like this. But. you 
see, I couldn’t help it—love comes 
unbidden.

Billy (raving)
You can’t love him, you can't— 

that thug Avho beat you‘up, and stole 
your jewels, and left you here at the 
mercy of—of any thing that passed!
Marie (with a thrill in her voice)

And set me up against the wall 
and shot at me three times!

Billy
Oh, they were nothing but blank 

cartridges.
Marie k i n d i g n a n t l y )

Xo such thing! They were real, 
live bullets! What do you know 
about it?

Billy
Oh, I forced his story from him 

with my gun against his teeth.
Marie (grimly)

Didn't that make it a little diffi­
cult for him to tell it?

Billy
Oh, Marie darling, you don't mean 

it—you couldn't love a brute beast 
like that!

Marie
Love him? I adore him! I would 

give a year of my life to see him 
come in that door.
Billy (after a moment, savagely)

All right! If you want him—- 
take him! (Crosses to door and 
opens it.) I left him out there, 
bound band and foot not twenty feet 
away.

Marie (rushing toward the door)
Out there!

Billy (putting up his arm to bar 
the way)

Wait. I will give you up to the
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stronger man, but I can't let you 
play with another manly heart as 
you have played with mine. You 
must be quite, quite sure.

Marie
Oh, I am sure, I am.' If he were 

standing there in your place I'd 
marry him this minute,

Bili.y (intensely)
On your word?

Marie
On my word.

Billy
Your hand cn it. (Marie puts her 

hand in his. After a moment, in a 
husky, broken voice) God bless you, 
little girl. Be happy with your 
caveman. . . . Good-bv; (In the 
voice of a soldier) Shall I call him 
in?

Marie (her voice a whisper)
Yes.
(Billy goes out, leaving Marie 

staring ecstatically into space. In 
the dim corner where the pil: of 
rubbish is stacked the mound begins 
to heave up and down. The form of 
a man slowly uncoils, rises, and 
struts toward her. Tic is seen to 
be a very disreputable-looking, •un­
shaven tramp. Marie, hearing his 
approach, looks up and screams.)

Tramp
Quiet, young lady—I won't hurt 

you if y&u keep quiet. I don't want 
anything but these. (lie goes toward, 
the pile of jewelry and monry that 
Billy has flung on the floor.)
. Marie (making a brave stand)

There are two men outside that

door. And one of them has a gum 
Tramp ( with a grin)

So have I, and I guess I ’d better 
use it first! (He goes toward her, 
Marie screams. He covers her mouth 
with his hand. She wrenches her­
self free. The tramp, gathering up 
a handful of loot as he goes, fol­
lows her with pointed revolver until 
he gets her with her back against 
the wall beside the door.) Yow, if 
you move I'll shoot. And if any­
one else comes in that door I'll shoot 
him first. (He slips the jewelry 
and money into his pocket with his 
left hand while he covers her with 
the revolver.) Your rescuers seem 
to be a trifle slow. Guess they’re 
giving me time to collect a ldss or 
two.

(He begins to walk toward her. 
Marie shrieks and, forgetting his 
firearm, runs swiftly from him 
toward, the other side of the room. 
In turning to pursue and cover her, 
the tramp is forced to take his eyes 
from the door. lie slowly ap­
proaches the cowering girl, who 
shrinks against the wall, her eyes 
on his face. Just as he is upon her, 
the dark-haired bandit rushes in, 
leaps upon his back, knocks his re­
volver from his hand, seizes his 
hands and rapidly binds them to­
gether behind his back, throws him 
into the rickety chair, lies him to 
it. disarms him, takes back Marie's 
stolen property, and stands survey­
ing him.)

Bandit
You r a t ! You scum of the earth ! 

You bale of stable straw-—■
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Tramp (beginning to weep) 
Hold your peace, brother; you are 

addressing a man of God.
B andit

You blasphemous crook!
Tramp (sniveling)

I t’s the truth. I swear it. I ouce 
stood in the pulpit of the Second 
Methodist Church of Pink Store, 
Xew York, and preached the gospel. 
Then, one day—Wall Street brought 
me to this.

B andit
Oh, no, oh, no! You never cracked 

a safe in Wall Street.
Tramp (h a u y h t ih j )

Cracked a safe! Sir, I am a min­
ister of the Gospel. I speculated in 
Wall Street and lost.

B andit
Sunday school collections don't 

go far to-day, do they? (Drawing 
a handkerchief from his pocket.) 
We aren’t interested in the story of 
your life. (Ties the handkerchief 
about the tramp's face and turns 
him, face about, to the wall. To 
Marie) Girl, what I want I take. 
(Seizes her violently and kisses her. 
Marie succumbs to his embrace.) 
You gave your word to that poor 
boob out there that you’d marry 
me to-night. If you don’t keep it 
I’ll kill you!

Marie (rapturously)
When I die I want to die that 

way! (With a change of tone.) 
But just now—I ’d rather live and 
be your wife.

B andit
You love me, eh? I thought so.

Marie (intensely)
I loved you from the minute you 

threw me against the wall.
Bandit (consulting his watch) 
Three-thirty. It must be growing 

light. (Goes to the window and 
raises the shade, letting in the pink 
light of sunrise.) We’ll make West­
brook Junction in half an hour and 
drag some parson out of bed to tie 
the knot. If you want to .make a 
wedding toilet, there’s a glass in 
the next room.
Marie (putting hasty hands to her 

head)
Oh, do I look a fright?
(&he hurries into the next room. 

The bandit closes the door behind 
her, then cautiously removes Ms hat. 
The mop of dark hair comes with it 
leaving the blond head and face of 
Billy Chalmers completely exposed, 
lie makes a hasty toilet, replaces 
the hat, adjusts the wig and, putting 
on his hat again, is setting it down 
well over his eyes as Marie enters.)

B andit
My girl! (Embraces her vio­

lently.)
Marie (speaking softly and rap­

turously)
My cave man!

B andit (releasing her)
To the parson! Pick up your 

bags. (Marie obediently picks up 
the heavy bags under which she 
staggers. In a generous, relenting 
tone) Here, I’ll take that one. 
(He takes the small handbag. They 
move toward the door.)
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Marie (pausing to look about)
Poor Billy! Do you think lie’s 

killed himself?
Bandit

Probably. But don’t worry about 
that milk-and-water Billy. The last 
words he said were (reproducing the 
noble tone): “It's all right, old chap, 
1 understand. She loved the better 
man.”

Marie (brushing aivag a tear)
Dear old Billy! I used to think 

I could love him—until you came!
(ALs they are about to pass out 

the bandit catches sight of the 
gagged and bound tramp. f fe  
strides across the room and turns 
him about.)

Bandit
About that Methodist Church—
Tramp (through his bandage)
Wf-f-f-f-f-fff-fffff—-

Bandit
I daresay you’re right, whatever 

it is. (Re Wo res bandage.)
Tramp

My left vest-pocket—the paper 
there. (Bandit draws out a dirty 
folded paper and glances at it.) It's 
straight! This broken blossom;was 
ordained minister of the Second

79

Methodist Church in Pink Store, 
Mew York, in 1SS7! (Considers the 
bound man, an idea strikes him.) 
I say! Why waken a parson at 
Westbrook -Junction when we've got 
one right here? (To the tramp.) 
I suppose you can tie us without the 
aid of hands and feet? Good! Then 
marry us right now and HI give 
you your freedom for a marriage 
fee.

(He draws the tramp to his feet. 
They stand before him.)
Tramp ( icitk a sudden change to a 

ministerial voice)
Marie, do you take this man to be 

your wedded husband? Will you 
love, honor, and obey him so long 
as ye both shall live?

Marie (rapturously)
I will.

Tramp (to bandit)
Your name?

Bandit (after a brief hesitation) 
William tie Gorganzola de Pa­

prika Tabasco. . . .
Marie (ecstatically)

Spanish blood ! How wonderful!
Tramp (as the curtain falls) 

William, do you take this woman 
to be your wedded wife—



The Star Girl
By Robert E. Hewes

THE sky throbs alive to-night, and the stars melt in a warmth of 
purple. The pulsating rhythm of flowing light in the great 

stream of heaven sends waves of color rippling throughout that 
jeweled sea. From my window I  see the Pleiades, the six eelestrial 
sisters, that “glitter like a swarm of fireflies tangled in a silver braid.” 
There is melancholy Merope . . . shameless Alcyone . . . laughing 
Maia . . . bold Electra . . . dancing Celamo . . . and the blushing 
maiden Pleione. . . . But, oh, how shy they veil their blushes 1 . . . 
Tremble they still for that wanton sister!

For the tale tells that a seventh Pleiad left her sensuous couch 
of pui'ple to love a mortal. . . . And the sisters, paled at her way­
wardness, have ever since trembled shy!

Long ages have mortals sought the lost maid of the skies, and 
through many weary vigils have the stars awaited her return . . . 
but both seek in vain. Mayhap the night shall come when the wanton 
shall creep back to her couch, the blush of shame in her cheeks and 
the light of knowledge in her eyes. . . . And shall her daring love 
be forgiven? I wonder. . . . Strange thoughts stir me to-night . . . 
wild fancies burn in my heart. Some sweet secret tantalizes me . . . 
cajoles . . . eludes. . . .

A warm presence stirs behind me . . . the dusk of voluptuous 
hair touches my cheek . . . the scent of roses intoxicates me . . .  a 
petal drips red to my lap. A thousand years in Hell for one moment 
with those soft arms about my neck, those lips melted on mine!

Tremble, you pale watchers in the blue-black sea! . . . For 
though you wait through all eternity you must never see your strayed 
beauty return . . . for to-night I  hold her in my arms!

Forbidden Fruit
By Cynthia Woolford

1 AM the forbidden fru it!
I am the luscious ripe, rounded thing that all men have sought 

from the first age, when Eve and Adam walked together in Paradise. Men 
have died for me, cities have fallen because of me. Bright sunlight has 
fallen on my cheek, glinting softly gold and scarlet, and shadows have 
enfolded me, half hiding my lusciousness; and men have still sought me. 
I  am at surface sweet and thirst-appeasing, and at core bitter. Men have 
known this from all time, yet have they still desired me. For I am the 
bitter-sweet that is necessary to all life and love and death.

I am a peach !
80



A Bedroom Farce
By R ay Cummings

DO BEDROOM FARCES EVER REALLY 
H APPEN? The hero (?) of this story said
they never do, except on

THE St. Georgian is a resi­
dential and transient hotel, 
one of the largest of its 

kind in New York City. It has a 
spacious, onyx lobby, and upstairs 
its several hundred rooms open onto 
long, narrow hallways of concrete, 
cold and gioomy-looking. Under its 
great roof life brings many joys and 
sorrows, comedies and tragedies. 
And sometimes a little of whimsi­
cality.

For instance:

The older man carelessly flicked 
his cigar ash on the rug of his little 
parlor and smiled cheerfully.

“Of course I liked it, Harry. 
But— ’

They were friends of a year’s 
standing—both lawyers, permanent 
residents of the hotel. Their names 
were James Hart and Harry Lynn. 
They had just been to the theater to­
gether and were sitting in the little 
parlor of Hart's two-room suite.
6— S. <.

the stage—and then . .

Lynn had gone straight to the 
theater from his office that evening. 
He tossed his leather briefcase on 
Hart's couch, laid his hat and gloves 
on the table, and sat down luxuri­
ously in the only big chair in the 
room.

“Oh, well, it was diverting, of 
course,” he answered his friend’s 
declaration. “But honestly now, 
Jim, you wouldn't consider that re­
alism now, would you? It wasn’t 
exactly ‘holding the mirror up to 
nature,’ now was it?”

“You mean a French bedroom 
farce never could happen in real 
life?”

“Exactly.”
Hart puffed on his cigar thought­

fully.
“I’m not so sure things like that 

couldn’t happen—life is very whim­
sical sometimes.”

“Nonsense! I never saw a farce 
yet that—”

81
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“But I do not agree/’’ Hart inter­
rupted, “that a bedroom farce is en­
tirely untrue to life. I think that, 
given the proper, necessary chain of 
circumstances—all of them logical, 
usual, in fact—a situation equally 
as ‘impossible’ as some of those we 
saw to-night would develop—quite 
naturally and inevitably.”

“Bats!” said Lynn. “It never 
could.”

And they let it go at that.
Lynn picked up his hat and gloves 

ten minutes later.
“All right, if you've got work to do 

yet to-night I ’ll quit you. I'll take a 
walk and turn in.” He occupied a 
single room in another part of the 
hotel. At the hall door he stopped. 
“ByHhe way, Jim, my fiancee's com­
ing down from college to-morrow— 
going south to her folks for Easter. 
She'll stop over a day. I'll intro­
duce you.”

Hart was already at his desk and 
only answered with a wave of his 
hand.

Lynn grinned at this abrupt dis­
missal. “I’ll phone you to-morrow 
evening. You'll like Butli—peach 
of a girl.”

Left alone, Hart worked at his 
desk for nearly an hour. The hotel 
was very quiet—only the footsteps 
of an occasional passer in the corri­
dor broke tbe stillness. He was 
deeply immersed in his work when, 
sometime after one o’clock it must 
have been, he heard a door slam vio­
lently near at hand, followed by a

low, suppressed feminine cry. Lynn 
had left the hall door partly open, 
and the sounds seemed to come from 
just outside.

Hart left his desk and, crossing 
the room swiftly, looked into the 
hall. Hardly more than six feet 
away a young girl stood fumbling 
with the knob of the door next to 
his. Hart stared in amazement, 
for the girl was clothed only in a 
filmy pink nightdress. Her long- 
brown hair fell in two braids over 
her shoulders as she stood bending 
forward.

For an instant Hart remained 
confused and undecided. The girl 
had not noticed him, but went on 
fumbling- the doorknob, with low 
cries of dismay. Beaching a sudden 
decision, he turned back hastily and 
from his bedroom got his dressing- 
gown and simpers. As he stepped 
into the hall again the girl looked 
up. He could see she was a very 
pretty girl, hardly more than twen­
ty. As lie hesitantly approached her, 
she shrank up against the unyield­
ing door. He tried to look past hoi* 
vacantly, and offered the dressing- 
gown, in which she immediately 
wrapped herself.

“It’s cold out here,” he said. He 
wondered if he were speaking as 
impersonally as he hoped. “Here, 
take these.” He offered the slippers. 
“You mustn’t stand on this cold 
floor in your bare feet.”

A sudden sense of the absurdity 
of his matter-of-fact manner struck 
him, aud he added confusedly:
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"I—I beg your pardon—”
The girl put on the slippers swift­

ly.
“I'm—I ’m locked out.” She

stood up and faced him. Her face 
was very red, but she met his grave 
glance steadily. “I ’m locked out. 
I'd just gotten to sleep when some­
thing woke me up. I thought it was 
a fire-alarm or something—this is 
my first night here. And—and I 
got up to look out into the hall. The 
door must have blown shut behind 
me. I don’t know—I w as only half 
awake. And—and now I'm locked 
out,”

She poured out the words swiftly.
“Oh, dear, I don’t know what I ’ll 

do! I can’t get in—the floor's locked 
now and—” She broke off and man­
aged a smile. “It’s very good of 
you—” She stopped again helpless­
ly, holding his sheltering dressing 
gown closer around her.

His glance followed hers down the 
empty corridor. Someone might 
come along at any moment. It 
would be awkward for her, to say 
the least. He tried her door.

“It is locked,” he said. “But they 
have a duplicate key in the office. 
I'll go down and get it for you—I 
won’t be a minute.’’ He thought 
that better than phoning; he could 
report her predicament more imper­
sonally to the night clerk that way.

He started down the hall. Then 
lie stopped abruptly. He would be 
five minutes or more at the very 
least. Meanwhile she was standing 
there in the corridor. Someone

would almost surely come along. 
And, besides, it was cold out there.

“You’d better wait in my sitting 
room,” he said with sudden decision. 
He indicated his open door. “Flo 
one will notice you then—and it’s 
warm in there. I won’t be long.”

At the head of the stairs (it was 
only one flight down to the lobby) 
he paused again. Just how would 
he explain it to that particularly 
suspicious, uncivil night clerk? He 
could just see the little clerk’s side- 
wise glance and his nasty smile; he 
would listen as though he didn’t be­
lieve a word of it.

Footsteps from down the corridor 
aroused Hart from these unpleasant 
thoughts. The girl had disappeared 
—into his apartment evidently. 
From where he was standing he 
could see his hall door still partly 
open.

Just past his door a branch of the 
corridor turned abruptly to the 
right; some distance beyond this, in 
the other corridor, a second stair­
way led to the lobby below. As 
Hart stood confusedly listening to 
the approaching footsteps, Harry 
Lynn appeared suddenly from 
around this corner. He did not no­
tice Hart, who was standing some 
distance away, partly hidden by an 
angle of wall; and before the older 
man could call out to stop him, 
Lynn, seeing his friend’s opened 
door, had pushed it wide uncere­
moniously and entered.

Hart hurried back toward his 
room. Had the girl really gone in?
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He wondered why lie did not al­
ready hear their voices. As he got 
to his threshold he saw Lynn, with 
3iis leather briefcase in his hand, 
just crossing the sitting room to­
ward the bedroom door,

“I forgot my case," he greeted 
Hart. “Where the deuce were you? 
I thought maybe you were in tailing 
a bath or something—only, your 
front door was open. I was just 
going in to look.''"

“Wo," said Hart. “I—”
He stopped. Where was the girl? 

He glanced around the room uncer­
tainly; through the doorway he 
could see a part of his bedroom— 
empty. Had he better go in and 
see if she were there, or explain to 
Lynn first?

“Funny thing, Harry,” he said. 
He wondered if he looked as guilty 
as he felt. “You know just a few 
minutes ago—”

He stopped transfixed. At his 
bedroom door stood the girl, with 
his dressing gown wrapped tightly 
around her, braided brown hair fall­
ing nearly to her waist, and beneath 
the dressing gown his bedroom slip­
pers looming grotesquely large on 
her bare little feet. The expression

of her face confused him even more 
than her sudden appearance. And 
on Lynn's face Hart saw a look of 
horrified recognition.

The girl stood only an instant; 
then she flung herself forward and 
into Lynn's reluctant arms.

“Oh, Harry dear !” she sobbed on 
Ids shoulder. “I—I thought Fd sur­
prise you—I came down a day ahead 
of time. I phoned your room when 
I registered, and they said you— 
you were out. So I—I just c-eame 
upstairs and went to bed. I was 
going to surprise you in fhe morn­
ing !”

Ten minutes later when Kuth had 
gone ’back to bed and Lynn had re­
covered somewhat from his first 
shock of surprise, Hart reverted to 
his former argument.

“I don't agree, Harry, that the 
farce, as we see it on the stage, 
never occurs in real life.” He smiled 
quizzically as lie quoted his words 
of an hour before. “I believe that, 
given the necessary chain of cir­
cumstances — all of them logical, 
usual, in fact—an ‘Impossible’ farci­
cal situation can occur—quite natu­
rally. You see I ’m right, Harry. 
Don't you?”

• v  f c

W omen are always suspicious of men except when they are bring told 
something of which they should be suspicious.



eturn of 
.Belasco

{An  Uncritical Review')

By Thom as G rant Springer

Da v id  b e l a s c o , our own
David Belasco, lias re­
turned to us. For a long 

time—for, lo, these many seasons, 
he has been wandering in the vague 
vaporings of the spirit world. At 
all times, ■while we were trailing 
after him, we did not exactly follow 
hin.'. It began, I think, with "The 
Beitirn of Peter Grimm" — this 
Oliver Lodge meandering after the 
whatness of the which. Then came 
v‘The Case of Becky,'’' that startled 
Starr study of the bughouse ward. 
“Vanderdecken,” the Flying Dutch­
man, flew too high or too low, but 
evidently got in Dutch and struck 
a reef and came to grief outside the 
dramatic port of Xew York, and 
Broadway harbored him not. But 
"Tiger, Tiger" coaxed us into “the 
jangles of the night" and lost us in 
its misty and passionate mazes, and 
"One,” the twisted, twining twin of 
an uncertain destiny, still leaves us 
vaguely whispering, “What is it?”

But now he comes to us with 
Sacha Guitry's “Debttrau,” leading 
by the hand that sterling actor 
Lionel Atwill to join the Pleiades 
of Broadway. Here is the old 
Beldfeco, the Belasco of “DuBarry,” 
of “The Bose of the Kancho,” and 
“The Darling of the Gods,” and so 
once more the darling of the adoring 
public. “DeburarT’ is noticing short 
of dramatic philanthropy, the elab­
orateness of its production, the fidel­
ity of its costuming and character, 
the pageantry of its setting and fig­
ures make it an artistic rather than 
a financial success. All the sup­
port that the public can give it will 
never repay the outlay of time, 
money, and thought that has been 
spent upon it. For a long time the 
theater has been a gray waste of 
realism lighted now and then by the 
foolish flutter of farcical lingerie, 
but this season has witnessed a 
renaissance of the romantic, and 
none more welcome than “Debttrau,”
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which, besides being laid in the pic­
turesque period of 1831), is rendered 
from the French in rime by Gran­
ville Barker. The fact that Mr. 
Atwill triumphed over the handicap 
—for three hours of rime delivery 
is nothing short of that—was the 
greatest proof of the mastery of his 
art. This is no discredit to Mr. 
Barker, for verse at its best is like 
wit, happiest in its brevity. The 
mere discovery of enough English 
rimes to keep a play moving is in 
itself an achievement, if not a lit­
erary one.

First of all, Deburau is of the 
theater, by the theater, and for the 
theater, like the theoretic principles 
of our great country. It deals of 
the stage, front and back, through 
the life story of Paris' greatest 
Pierrot. Like Pagliacci of the 
opera, it shows the tragedy of the 
comedian, who, like the literary wits 
and the flippant dramatic reviewer, 
is a man saddened by his art. Pub­
licly he shakes the cap and bells, 
privately he shakes his head—and is 
often shaken. His white mask often 
conceals a shy and tender soul as a 
fat man's avoirdupois hides a senti­
mental heart. So let us look at 
Deburau behind his painted mask, 
look into his mind and heart, as his 
admiring public never had a chance 
to do.

We are invited to step into the 
auditorium of the Follies Theater on 
the night Paris really discovered 
the artist. The mighty ones of 
Paris' intellectual world have as­
sembled to do him honor, and the

theater, until then obscure, is made. 
Then we witness a snatch of the 
performance itself—rather educa­
tional it was, too, for, aside from 
Winthrop Ames' production of 
“Pierrot the Prodigal," we know 
little enough of real pantomime. 
And then the audience leave and the 
players come out of their dressing 
rooms to discuss the hit of Deburau. 
Of course there is petty professional 
jealousy, bickering and backbiting, 
for no actor is ever an artist to his 
fellows, then or now. The fact that 
the critics have been kind and the 
manager has raised his salary do 
not tend to make Deburau any more 
popular with his own. When he ap­
pears in street clothes there is no 
round of applause from the inner 
circle, and Deburau, being a sensi­
tive man, is hurt by it. But there 
are compensations to his art. for 
almost every night ladies wait for 
him, and it is even so this eve. But 
Deburau is a very peculiar actor: 
he doesn't fall for them just because 
they fall for him. ’No. sir, Deburau 
is not a bad actor off the stage. He 
is a married man with a young son, 
and he isn't playing around after 
business hours. For instance, wit­
ness :

Clare
8he’s waiting. There, see the tip of 

her dress.
Dehlrai'

What a nuisance. Don’t leave me 
whatever you do.

(Goes to lad;!.')
Madam, are you waiting to see me?

The Lady
Rather to hear you speak.
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I t ’s uncanny to have so much to say in 
silence.

Deberau
The whole thing lies in the art of 

listening.
The Lady

Forgive me—-would you turn your eyes 
to the left a little?

Your friends here are experts in the 
art, I fear.

So suppose we went—anywhere
A little less crowded—and empty.
My carriage is in the square.

Debt.'kau
Quite so— ( B e g in s  f e e l in g  i n  his

■pocket.)
The Lady

Your watch. I t’s not late.
Debeeae-

No, not my watch—a miniature. Here 
we are.

The Lady
What is it?

Debeeae ( s h o w i n g  i t )
My wife. Pretty, isn’t she?

The Lady 
Very.

Debeeae
Most women think so. I  wish she were 

here,
But if one day you care to pay her a 

visit
I ’d so like you to meet her- May I tell 

her we met?
The Lady 

I regret
I've detained you

Debeeae 
I fear

That I ’m more satisfactory seen and 
not heard.

T he Lady
No, indeed, you’re quite magnificent.
Good night. Give your wife my con­

gratulations.
Which was ft fine hint for actors.

If they would only carry their wife’s
picture about, but - they usually
carry their own.

But, ladies, I beg you not to he 
discouraged, for after all Deburau 
was only a man, and man is not as 
sure-footed as the proverbial mule 
when he is on the rocky path of 
virtue: No matter how they try to
watch their step they are liable to 
trip, tangled up in a skirt. There 
is another lady waiting for him. 
And what a lady! The moment we 
saw her we bet he wouldn’t pull any 
miniature on her. And he didn't; 
in fact, he didn't even pull an argu­
ment. He just went right along, 
and I ’ll bet right there that his wife 
liad a long wait for him that eve­
ning, for, as the curtain fell we 
were pretty sure it was curtains for 
him.

Now, if you read your Dumas fils, 
and most of us have, you will re­
member Marie Duplessis, the Lady 
of the Camellias. Well, she is the 
one who has lured Deburau from 
his happy home, and we find him at 
hers, where he has been for a week, 
and still going strong. But lie isn't 
playing pantomime, at least when 
the curtain rises. Not much! He 
is so full of poetical conversation 
that he is running off at the head 
like a spring freshet Believe me, 
he isn't talking like a respectable 
married man, not to Marie,

Deberau
I ’m not going to pose to you—
Silly riddles about the past. You’re a

woman, you’re a mystery,
Well, stay so for me 
Whale I hold tire present fast.
Or, if I  onlv sit beside you,
Sit and look and look,
That’s enough.
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Tilings that are the very stuff
Of life—one should look them through

and through,
So quickly they pass.
Think what a fool if I never took 
My chance to tear the veils that hide

you.
Now I ask you, is that any way 

foi’ a married man to talk to an­
other woman?

Well, he keeps right on like that, 
only worse, until Madame Eabouin 
is announced. Now, Madame is an 
old lady who sells perfumes and 
tells fortunes, but most of all acts 
as go-between for ladies like Marie 
and their admirers. Being a sensi­
ble sort of woman, sbe isn’t as 
strong for Deburau as Marie seems 
to be. His sort of love doesn’t pay 
—in cash—and that is the basis that 
Madame figures on. So she manages 
to tell Deburau *s fortune by bis 
hand, prophesies disaster, and so 
he turns on her in a tirade and 
leaves in a huff. At least he sees 
Madame’s game, if not Marie's.

Having gotten rid of Deburau, 
Madame says what she has come to 
say to Marie. She is afraid that the 
girl is serious over the affair, but 
Marie assures her that she is never 
serious over love; she leaves that to 
the other sex. She takes all but 
gives nothing, and her stock in 
trade is that she can take without 
giving. Deburau has been an amuse­
ment. Sbe has drained him of all 
interest and is tired already. Ma­
dame is delighted at this, for she 
had a young man who is crazy to 
meet Marie, a gentleman with much 
wealth beside his wealth of love. He

is willing to pay, and pay gener­
ously for her favors—also, we take 
it, a commission to Madame—and 
she begs Marie to consider him seri­
ous] v. Marie does, for that is the 
only kind of gentlemen whom she 
does consider seriously. So Madame 
lets him in, and Marie takes him in, 
as has ever been the way with 
women.

Yorxo Max ( a t  M a r i e ’s  f e e t ) 
Whore shall I  find the words in which 

to tell you
All that it means to be at your feet'/ 
No worth of wealth of mine that can 

compel you
To squander on me of your store com­

plete
Of beauty and of tenderness one glance. 
Pity me for the little that I have 
To bring you, but your love can make 

it more.
I love you, and I  love you, that is all. 

Marie
But words of love sound always new 

and real
When the voice speaking them is new. 
If I know that you love me 
What more need I know?
We often lose beauty in life because 

we shrink
From looking at tilings close enough. 
We should look them through and 

through.
AYhen they are the very stuff 
Of life—don’t you think?
What’s amiss?

Yot.’xg Max
Nothing. But I can’t speak.
Oil. the touch of your very dress 
Seems to have life in itl 

Marie
Touch with your hand 
The tip of my ribbon—no. not with 

your lips—
That I shall feel for sure.
Very well, lay it against your cheek. 
Yes, a current indefinite
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Of pain, of joy, somehow- slips 
Its way to my heart.

Y ouxg Max 
Oil, my heart!
You can’t send me away now? I can't

endure
To be sent away.

Marie
"Well, for a little while stay.

And just then in walks Debui-au 
on the tableau, and he has with him 
his little boy, a bird in a cage, and 
a dog? As a matter of fact, it looks 
as if he is ready to move right in 
with his family—well, all of tlie 
family that is left—for his wife has 
left him after he left her, and now 
he finds himself left with Marie. 
He explains it all to her.

Rather nice of him, too, I thought, 
for few men are such good losers. 
So Marie hears his tale of woe out 
and then introduces him to her new 
lover, who wants to meet him, find­
ing out he is Deburau, but not 
knowing that he is stepping into the 
actor's shoes. And the curtain falls 
on the fall of Deburau, and he isn't 
the first man who has fallen for a 
woman who was ready to chuck him 
for the next.

We are asked now to let seven 
years elapse before we step into 
Deburau's apartment in Paris. We 
find him grown much older, sick, a 
bit down and out, and his son a boy 
of seventeen, with much of his 
father in him, All the time Deburau 
has not forgotten Marie, though it 
is more than evident that she has 
forgotten him. He is waiting for 
her to show up almost every day, 
which showed us that the old boy

is a hit cracked in the dome. It's 
all very well to wait for a woman 
seven hours, or even seven days, but 
when it comes to seven years that's 
stretching a lover's patience a bit 
too much.

Young Charles is doing a hit of 
waiting on his own account, hut not 
for a woman. He is waiting to step 
into his father’s shoes, who now 
seems to have laid them aside for­
ever, for he too wants to be an actor. 
But Deburau is still jealous of his 
name and fame, and in spite of fit® 
fact that tlie boy shows undoubted 
talent he is for holding on a while 
or letting the youngster make things 
for himself.

And then one of tlie company 
from the Follies comes in to visit 
the sick man. He chats about how 
bad business is with him out of the 
cast, gets the boy up at the window 
reading a book, and then comes to 
the real point of his gossip.

Robillard
Well, you wanted to know what had 

become—
Deburau

Of my wife. I suppose I did.
Robillard

I've seen her, not three hours back.
I thought I should never get on her 

track.
Deburau

Go on. I suppose .it’s as we feared 
The poor wretch has come to utter 

grief?
Robillard

No, she’s all right. She appeared 
A little older perhaps—and plumper— 
But more content. That was the chief 
Thing that I noticed. I hadn’t to 

pump her.
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She wanted to tell me, and so I let her. 
Well, there she is with a man 
Who keeps a big jeweler’s shop.
I gather lie’s very well-to-do.
She was charmingly dressed, not at all 

the frump
She used to be. It seems he’s good 

sort of fellow, too.
Deburau

A tradesman. Rather a drop 
From what she was used to with me. 

Robillard
She’s all but married to him, you see, 
Calls herself Madame—

Deburau
She’s taken his name 

And given up mine?
Robillard

Well, you mustn’t blame
Her for that.

Deburau 
But what taste!

Here’s a nice touch of irony.
I honor that creature with my name, 
She flings it back to me at the very 

same
Moment her son is up to the felony 
Of trying to steal it. Oh, but why 

waste
Time on a woman who, without a 

pang,
Let’s her husband go bang!

Robillard
But had vou a flood of tears ready to 

fall
For her loss?

Deburau 
Hot at all.

I never told her with my eyes full of 
tears

And a sob in my voice and my arms 
round her neck

That I’d die if she left me. But for
ten solid years

She said that to me about once a week. 
Robillard

I ’m sure she meant it 
And she suffered then,
When the smash came.
But she couldn’t prevent it,

So she picked up the pieces and started 
again.

Women do.
Deburau 

Do men?
Robillard

Yes, why shouldn’t they do the same? 
Deburau

Because
There are different laws 
A man loves under.

Which of course we couldn’t see, 
even if he did. If he wanted to love 
Marie, I don’t see why his wife 
should stick around and not love 
somebody else. She had better be 
tire mistress of a good jeweler than 
the wife of a bad actor. Deburau 
seemed to have hard luck with his 
women.

And just then lie thought it had 
turned to good luck, for here comes 
Marie herself to call on him. He 
sends the hoy and his friend out and 
perks up amazingly when left alone 
with her. But it doesn't last long, 
for all too soon he finds out that she 
didn’t come of her own accord, hut 
because some of the hunch at the 
theater wrote that he was sick,

Deburau
It took that to bring van. 

Yevm a thought of me when I was 
well,

Marie
Yes, I have thought of you very often.

Deburau 
Still loving me?

Marie
Still loving you—- 
As much as ever.

Deburau
You should not have come.
Are you unhappy?
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Marie
I have some unhappy times,
But since I love him I prefer to be 
Unhappy.

Deburau 
At last you understand.
Now we can sing love’s litany 
Together, hand in hand.

Marie
AYhy did you sing love’s litany to me? 
I think that taught me to believe in it. 
You were the first to tell me— 

Deburau
Now you are wiser than I. 

Now what’s the trouble? Let’s have it 
laid bare.

You must give me my share.
Marie

They want me to leave him for good 
and all,

Ilis father wants him to marry, 
lie came this morning to tell me so. 
The maid said, ‘‘'Monsieur Duval’s in 
■ the hall.”
Borne joke of Armand’s, I thought.
In walked his father.
Would. I please let his son go ? 
lie put it a little crudely.
I told him I would, just to get rid of 

him.
Deburau

AY ill you?
Mari re

Never, never, never!
Bo, after all, her visit doesn’t do 

Deburau much good. But she has 
brought her doctor, having a cough 
herself, and insists on his seeing him 
while she runs along.

Now, Deburau doesn't want to see 
tlie doctor at all. He knows what 
is the matter with him better than 
the doctor, and his medicine has 
been handed him by pretty, but 
cruel hands. He swallows the hitter 
pill and listens idly to the doctor 
diagnosing his case as nerves and

recommending diversion, prescribing 
the theater. Not knowing who 
Deburau is, lie tells him to go and 
see the one man in Baris who will 
make him forget himself, make him 
laugh and cry and see things of real 
interest behind the mask of Pierrot. 
This bucks Deburau op a bit. He 
thinks he is still worth something, 
even if his wife has gone with an­
other man and Ids sweetheart loves 
still another. He realizes that there 
is something else in the world be­
sides women, and if he can't have 
them he can have fame. Just then 
his son comes in.

Deburau
Show the doctor out.

( Charles show s  h i m  in to  the  p n m i j c ,  
r e tu r n in g  a lm o s t  im m e d ia ic h i . )  

He’s right—
That’s the way.
AAliat have you been about?

Charles
I've been to the theater. I saw— 

Deburau
Well ?

Charles
Pierrot on the seesaw.

Deburau
AAdiat are they playing to-night? 

CnARLES
They’re playing “Old Gov”

Deburau
AYlio plays the* part? 

Charles
Legrand.

Deburau
Docs he, indeed? That’s a poor 

sort of joke.
Give me my hat, give me my civic. 
Don’t stand there and stare.
Bum on and tell them I’ll b e  there 
And ready to start.
I fear Legrand’s prospects are hardly 

bright,
7 play to-night.
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And as the curtain falls he is off 
to show the matinee girls that he is 
still worth looking at, even if a 
couple of women have thrown him 
down.

The last act shows us the back- 
stage of the Follies and Deburau 
trying to come back. But, like many 
an athlete, dramatic and otherwise, 
it can’t be done. After a woman has 
put a man down for the count, he 
is out, and so it is with Deburau. 
Having turned out a bad actor off 
the stage, the audience are for turn­
ing him out as a bad actor on, and 
in place of the old lime applause 
now comes hisses and boos from a 
displeased populace.

At last the curtain falls, and with 
it Deburau. He realizes that he 
lias made his last appearance. There 
is another show to he played that 
night, but he hasn't the ghost of a 
show to play it. The ghost, in fact, 
has walked for the last time for 
him. The manager is up in the air, 
and if they close now the house is 
ruined. Ho has got to put on the 
second show and must send for the 
deposed Leg-rand.

At this Deburau bucks. He will 
name his own successor and not let 
Ills name go off the bill. Ibis own 
son shall go on. Deburau will still

be Deburau, the boy will have his 
chance. He has always wanted it, 
he is up in all the parts, he has the 
lire of youth banked by the ashes 
of old age. The boy will have his 
chance. And so his father makes 
him up, gives him instructions out 
of the years of past success, sets 
his feet upon the boards, and from 
the prompter's place in the wings, 
age coaches youth to follow in its 
footsteps.

So the curtain is rung down and
up. The boys goes on, and we hear 
the crowd acclaim him. fiLc Roi est 
wort, vice le Roi." We see the dane- 
iug feet of youth moving to the 
rhythm of a young heart, and then 
the lights fade out, leaving only 
Deburau's face revealed to us in the 
prompter's place. Slowly it fades 
as the applause rises. He is passing, 
passing, and youth is dancing in his 
shoes. And so finishes Deburau, in 
every sense of the word.

And so Belasco has returned to 
us, the Belasco of old and happier 
days. We thank him, not only for 
the magnificence of the production, 
the beauty of the pictures, the care­
fulness of the staging, but the intro­
duction of a new star, one who, we 
hope, and think, will brighten the 
more or less Milky Way of Broad­
way with a steady, artistic glow.

Marriaof. is the greatest blessing man was ever cursed with.



Folly Id. Love
A TWO-PART STORY-PART II

By W. Carey Wonderly

THE PREVIOUS INSTALMENT TOLD HOW
EOLLY OF THE CABARET finds herself without a job when the ginger-ale 
law forces Little Romany to close down. The sick boy Barker, whom she has been 
nursing in the ballroom next to hers, is moved in her absence to a hospital and 
she is unable to trace him. Martinez, a repellent South American, is pursuing 
her. He knows she is without both money and work, and he urges her to marry 
him. But she fears him and refuses.

Alec Hollister, a writer of established reputation, offers Folly a situation at 
this crisis in her affairs. Hollister has written nothing for two years, since. Rich­
ard, the youth whom he calls his adopted son, has disappeared. Yow Hollister's 
arm is broken, and he is ordered to his Long Island estate for a complete rest. 
Folly, with her whimsical wit, has tickled his sense of humor at Little Romany 
one night. Hollister offers her a salary to stay with him at Tranbv until he 
recovers. Folly agrees to clown to him, an audience of one, in place of the 
nightly cabaret crowd.

THE Hollister place on Long 
Island, Tranby, was on the 
brow of a hill, and from 

the broad, sunny verandas one got 
a glimpse of the Atlantic itself. 
The house faced the south, and 
March was ushered in with a prom­
ise of finer weather, so that the 
household, transplanted from steam- 
heated Zsew York, faced the future 
with steadily rising spirits.

Of the household only Hollister's 
man William knew that Folly wasn't 
exactly the “young lady’’ who helped 
Mr Hollister “write his books.”

Mr. Hollister wasn't writing at pres­
ent, that was true, hut Miss Fon­
taine was always at hand in case 
the arm mended and Doctor Faris 
gave his permission to resume work. 
Folly was familiar with this pleas­
ant romance, and while her love 
of fairness told her she ought to 
rebel and stand in her true colors 
before the servants, she . . . yes, 
she held her peace. But she wasn’t 
the secretary: though the cap and 
bells were unseen, she was never­
theless Alec Hollister’s clown. How 
she tried alwavs to remember that!
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It was a difficult role. When she 
joined Hollister after breakfast, 
often she had to torture herself 
with memories uf Little Komany, of 
Xita and Gladys and Irene, of Joe 
Martinez, in order to remember the 
part she was engaged to play. It 
was usual for them to spend the 
morning together in the library. 
There were books and magazines and 
newspapers—invariably Alec would 
offer her the different journals first. 
Then talk. . . .  It was a bit be­
wildering to stand upon one's head 
so quickly after reading about poli­
tics, the theater, obituary notices. 
Folly felt that her clowning wasn't 
as successful as in the past, though 
she tried nobly.

On fine days they went, motoring- 
in the afternoon. Hollister’s dis­
eased spirits were a greater calamity 
than his broken arm. Faris wanted 
him out in the air and the sun­
shine ; Ashby wanted Folly along, so 
that the author might continue to 
study her under all conditions. She 
confessed she had never ridden in a 
private car before. Little by little, 
Hollister learned there were un­
believably many things of which 
Folly knew little or nothing. She 
had been born on a farm—that 
seemed to slip out in an unguarded 
moment, and immediately she was 
in character again.

“Oh, dear, yes; on a farm! A 
hundred acres more or less at New­
port, along the ocean front. Every­
body who was anybody came to us 
for week-ends. We had titles where 
other people only have children.

I should have married a Bussian 
prince, only an English duke pre­
vented it; he prevented it with an 
expose—whatever that is. But I 
didn't marry him—either him. The 
expose was directed at me, you un­
derstand. But it was a delightful 
farm, with us all milking cows—”

“Milking cows?” questioned Alec, 
who thought he detected a flaw in 
her painting.

“Why, of course! In imitation of 
that French queen who set her court' 
to dairying when all other games 
grew stale. We were real toft’s!”

Such odds and ends she had 
learned from the cinema, and while 
Hollister admitted the screen's pos­
sibilities as an educator, an odd 
feeling, which may have been jeal­
ousy, led him to ask himself why 
he shouldn't do as much for Folly 
as the pictures had done. She was 
eager to learn, quick to grasp. Once 
or twice he caught her iteeping into 
the books in his library.

So it came to pass that Alec 
Hollister challenged the movies, and 
undertook to teach Folly at least 
as much as they could. Garrett 
Ashby one afternoon found Alec and 
Folly with their heads close together 
over a French grammar. The pic­
ture they made was a bit disturb­
ing until Ashby had time to assure 
himself that Hollister was no phil­
anderer, or if he was, Folly wasn’t 
to be taken seriously. Some men 
turned to butterflies, and others to 
coin collecting, in moments of brain­
fag, and Alec to this odd girl.
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At table the publisher had a 
further chance to study Folly. lu 
the first place, though old Alec 
didn’t appear to notice the differ­
ence, the other man concluded 
her entire salary had been expended 
for clothes: dark, simple things. 
The serviceable navy blue frock she 
was wearing didn't transform her 
into a howling beauty—such things 
are sacred to the drama; but it did 
lend a simple dignity to Folly which 
stood her well throughout Ashby's 
visit.

After dinner the two men went 
into the library to smoke, and Folly 
was footloose for the evening.

“You are teaching her French,” 
Ashby started in. “Does that mean 
you are tired of her comedy? I 
suppose you find her efforts with the 
Gallic tongue amusing enough. In 
spite of your genius, you were al­
ways a splendid business man, you 
know.”

Hollister laughed.
“One has to be, with fellows like 

you to deal with,” lie retorted. 
“You’d make a penny puzzle out of 
Gioconda's smile. As for Folly, I 
have never uncovered such -fertile 
soil in all my life. She simply 
absorbs ideas. And heaven knows 
I owe her something, after all she 
has done for me! I’d be in a strait- 
jacket before this, if it weren’t for 
her—I’m serious!"

Ashby nodded thoughtfully.
“But are you quite fair?” he 

asked, after a moment. “Why fill 
the girl's head with French, to go

back to Little Romany and . . . 
dance the shimmy?”

The smile that struggled to escape 
as he pronounced the final word was 
sufficient to kill the thought in back 
of his speech, and Hollister found 
himself grinning like a mischievous 
schoolboy.

“Ah, my friend,” he cried, “it 
is better that I should teach her 
French, than that she should teach 
me . . . the wiggly dance you just 
mentioned. An old dog, a sad dog, 
if you will, but not a gay dog. I 
can’t.”

“You can't—what?'’
“Shimmy—either on tea or terra 

finna. Garrett, I wish Richard 
were home. Tranby isn’t half-bad 
with spring in the air. I got out 
my writing pads and pencils the 
other night, after everybody had 
gone to bed. If Richard were here 
and Fails were decent about my 
using my arm, I—I believe there 
is something I might say.”

“You've heard nothing from the 
detective agency regarding Rich­
ard?”

“Xot a word.”
Ashby was silent for a minute.
“At least you have the satisfac­

tion of knowing that the best agency 
in the country is handling the case 
for you, Alec. Buck up! With— 
with spring in the air, who could 
resist Tranby? ►Some day Richard 
will come home when you’re least 
expecting him. . . . Shall Are join 
Folly? I think I hear the pianola.”



96 Folly in Love

“It was Folly lierself. Her touch, 
is a bit mechanical at present. She 
is just learning,'5 explained Hollis­
ter, with pride in the subject.

The men rose together and went 
towards the drawing room.

IX

At the end of the month, Hollis­
ter begged for an additional two 
weeks’ grace, and Folly, upon re­
flection, which was acting pure and 
simple, said with such dignity as 
she could command that she would 
stay. Stay! There was nothing 
she desired more. The very thought 
of returning * 0  Xew York, of living 
under the Hibberd boarding-house 
roof, earning her bread and bed in 
the old way, and eluding Joe Mar­
tinez as frequently as she could— 
the very thought was a nightmare 
and unnerved her for hours! From 
the moment she had arrived at 
Tranby, she had been shut off from 
her old world. At times she tried 
to tell herself it was all- a bad 
dream, but that some day there 
must be a returning, if not to Little 
Romany, then to some other resort 
of the same character, Folly be­
lieved deep down in her heart.

“I'd rather make a hole in the 
river,’’ she reflected, while the very 
thought of Martinez turned her 
faint. Once away from Hollister 
and Tranby. Joe would find her, 
and, once found, she would never 
escape him again. Often she won­
dered how it was he hadn’t traced 
her here. She knew the man she

had to deal with. He had selected 
her for his mate, and such an honor 
wasn't to be lightly cast aside. Once 
the gates of Tranby closed upon her, 
there was nothing left her but sui­
cide or marriage with Joe.

When such thoughts crowded, it 
seemed a foolish, wasteful thing to 
spend hours pouring over bocks, to 
bother her head with history, Eng­
lish, music, French. What good 
would they do her when she left 
Tranby?

Then she would peep into Alec’s 
workshop and glimpse him at his 
desk, she would walk out on the 
veranda and discover spring at 
every turn, she would hear the 
bark of dogs and the coo of pi­
geons, and feel heartily ashamed. 
Life itself was but a season. If her 
portion was to be a day, then that 
day must count. Folly worked all 
the harder for her fits of depres­
sion.

She had many hours to herself 
now. Alec was at work again. He 
had triumphed over circumstance, 
come to think of i t ! He luid learned 
to write with liis left band. One 
of those authors who could never 
express himself fully by dictation, 
Hollister was in the habit of filling 
block after block of jiaper with 
words and more words, and then 
engaging a secretary to copy his 
manuscript.

When Doctor Faris continued 
to forbid him making use of his 
right hand and words foughr for 
expression, Alec had taught him­
self to hold his pencil with his
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left lingers. The time had come 
when he had to write!

He never spoke of his work to 
Folly; Hollister had never dis­
cussed unfinished work with anyone. 
In the morning he slipped away 
quietly to his desk, and he started 
guiltily when anyone, even his serv­
ants, caught him with pencil and 
paper.

Folly had ransacked the library 
and failed to discover a single vol­
ume of Alec's, but a note and a 
money order to his publisher, 
brought her, one at a time, his 
eight novels. And she devoured 
them as secretly as Hollister wrote 
—read and wondered afresh at the 
man with the boyish grin and the 
erect, athletic carriage at forty.

Her last day at Tranby was up 
on Monday. She would return to 
New York that night. Without the 
faintest idea of what her future 
was to be, without a plan, Folly 
had made up her mind that nothing 
could induce her to remain at 
Tranby an hour after sundown. 
Come to think of it, it had been a 
long time since she had clowned 
for Hollister’s amusement. That 
is what they had engaged her for. 
She hadn’t earned her salary in 
weeks, and honesty, if nothing else, 
forbade her remaining longer in his 
house.

The servants, with whom she 
was a favorite, knew Folly was 
leaving, and there had been little 
offerings from the housekeeper and 
the gardener, while the cook had
7—S. S.

made her a frosted cake. The 
household seemed to buzz with the 
announcement of her departure, but 
Alec, at his desk, worked on, obliv­
iously. Of course a man wdio 
wrote such books as he wasn’t to 
be expected to take account of . . .  a 
clown’s exit. Stoutly Folly main­
tained this point, and all alone 
went to say good-by to the dogs, the 
horses, the pigeons, all the many 
wonderful things that made Tran­
by the most wonderful spot in all 
the world.

She spent an hour out-of-doors, 
and then turned back, to find the 
household topsy-turvy, with serv­
ants bristling with excitement, and 
most important things at loose 
ends.

Just inside the library stood 
Alec and Ashby, an awed and dazed 
Alec, a rather important Ashby, 
who talked in undertones and ges­
ticulated like a small time actor. 
There was no need to be told that 
trouble haci descended upon Tran­
by, and Folly was too sympathetic 
to question Hollister. She turned 
away, though his hand went after 
her in mute appeal; but this, of 
course, she didn’t know.

The housekeeper, Mrs. Dickson, 
came to her in the upper hall.

•'•'.Just to think! They’ve found 
Mr. Bichard!’’ said the woman in 
tragic tones.

Folly looked at her and didn’t 
understand. This should be an 
occasion for joy. Then:
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“You don't mean he is. . .dead?'-'
“It's dying they believe he is, 

Miss Fontaine. The detectives 
found him in a hospital, mind you! 
Mr. Ashby was communicated with, 
and now Doctor Paris is bringing 
the young gentleman down to Tran- 
by, with nurses and such, while Mr. 
Ashby came ahead to prepare Mr. 
Hollister. Did you notice him? He 
looks like he needs a doctor him­
self, say I.”

On the stairs, Folly came upon 
Garrett Ashby, who Avas coming in 
search of her, he said. Folly had 
been going to him.

“Mrs. Dickson told me. How ter­
rible for Mr. Hollister! Surely 
there is hope?”

“Well, you may depend on it that 
everything possible will be done 
now,*® said Ashby, with a long 
breath. “Poor Alec is cut up. 
You've got to stay and help, you 
know. One of the servants said 
you were leaving, hut you can’t quit 
us like this. The household is all 
at sixes and setams—nobody Avorth 
a picayune. Paris. Avith Richard 
and the two nurses, will be here in 
less than half an hour.”

“Is there a room ready?” asked 
Folly.

“I doubt it. Everyone’s off his 
head.”

Folly nodded.
“Fll do Avhat I can,” she declared. 

“I  suppose I can’t  leave now. I'll 
stay the night, a t least.”

She retraced her steps upstairs

and set to work bringing order out 
of chaos. When the ambulance ar­
rived, the room was in readiness, 
and Alec Hollister had swallowed 
a pony of brandy while Folly stood 
by and watched him take it.

“You won’t go?” he said, turn­
ing to Folly, when she attempted 
to coax him into the drawing room, 
beyond sight and sound of the slow- 
moving procession Avhich heralded 
Richard's home-coming.

“Xo, I shan't go now,” she prom­
ised and Avas rewarded by liis eyes.

Doctor F aris  was in  the sick­
room, w atching beside the bed, and 
Avhen Folly appeared in  the door- 
Avay, he beckoned lier to him, not 
w ishing to leave the boy for a  mo­
ment.

“'Come in, you won't disturb 
him,” he said.

InstinctiATely, as one does in a 
sick chamber. Folly tiptoed towards 
the bed, glad of the opportunity to 
get a glimpse of Richard. She had 
heard about him constantly since 
coming to Tranby, knew that Alec 
blamed himself for the boy's disap­
pearance, and liad spent many un­
comfortable months in consequence. 
This homecoming a v u s  far from be­
ing an occasion for joy, but at least 
he Avas home. Folly leaned for­
ward eagerly, iron Avliile her hearr 
was filled with pity for both the pa­
tient and his guardian. Rut what 
she saw froze the smile on her lips. 
She was left speechless.

Richard A va s  the man Barker, of 
Mrs. Hibberd’s third-floor back
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x
Doctor F aris whispered a few 

words w ithout taking liis eyes off 
the sick boy, to which Folly replied 
mechanically, and a  moment la ter 
she was in  the hall again, alone, 
Outside the door she stopped short, 
really to collect her wits. H er im ­
agination was running Avild; su r­
prise SAvept her off her feet, She 
had no recollection of AA'kat the doc­
to r had said to her.

I t  seemed to Folly a wonderful 
th ing th a t the boy Richard, Avliom 
Alec H ollister loved as a son, should 
be the youngster she had nursed in 
her incompetent bu t honest Avay 
in the lodging house in  the W est 
Forties. I t  seemed as glorious as 
any fairy ta le—he Avould get Avell 
soon; there AA’ould be a happy end­
ing, of course. Both Richard and 
Alec had suffered so deeply! She 
had neA'er ceased to think of the 
sick boy; there Avas neA'er a morning 
th a t she hadn 't searched the obitu­
ary columns in the papers, fear­
fully, for the name of Barker.

Footsteps on the stairs, and she 
turned just too late to escape Hol­
lister and Ashby. W ord had gone 
forth that Alec could visit the sick 
room and lie avus on his Avay there, 
suddenly grave and old, Avitli all the 
boyishness gone from his face. He 
passed into the room Avithout speak­
ing. but to her surprise. Garrett 
Ashby remained outside Avith her.

“You’ve seen Richard?” the pub­
lisher asked, after a moment.

“Yes, I've seen him,” Folly an- 
SAvered. And then, because slit' 
could see no reason for withholding 
the truth, she added, “I know him."

Ashby's eyes Avere on her face in 
an instant. “Wliat?” he demanded. 
“Why, AA'hat do you mean?”

“I mean exactly that—I knoAv 
him," Folly declared. “He liAred in 
the same house with me—his room 
Avas just across the hall. They took 
him to the hospital one night while 
I Avas at AA'ork—the A'ery night I  met 
you and Mr. Hollister at Little 
Romany. He AA-as desperately ill 
then.”

“Good heavens! In the same house 
AA'ith you, Avhile Alec Avas searching 
the city! Have you told Alec this?"

“Xo, I hadn't time, and then—1 
Avasn't sure—” She put the ques­
tion squarely to Ashby. “Should 
I tell him—I mean evervthing? 1 
shall say to-morrow, probably, the,! 
I had met Richard in XeAAr York, 
but . . .  he Avas terribly poor. He 
OAVcd Mrs. Ilibberd for tAvo weeks— 
there Avas money for neither food 
nor medicine. Surely Mr. Hollister 
needn’t knoAv tha t!”

“Xo, no. He blames himself— 
you . . . did AA’hat you could?”

“I did Avhat I could, yes. But i! 
Avasn't much, Avasn't enough. My 
salary at Little Romany was smab 
—rhe shoAv closed doAvn without 
paying our last half Aveek’s salary, 
you knoAv. If Mr. Hollister k n e w  
the true facts, I am sure he Avoukl 
worry himself i ll!”



100 Folly in Love

“Probably you're right. Nothing 
had better be said, for the present, 
at least,-'’ agreed Asher.

After hours with only defeat star­
ing them in the face, a defeat which 
Paris and Alee refused to acknowl­
edge, the boy had taken a turn for 
the better, and it was reported that 
he had spent a comfortable night. 
Doctor Paris said if Bichard had 
been sent anywhere but to Trauby, 
where he received all the care and 
attention that money could provide, 
he would have died. Probably this 
would have been better, Garrett 
Ashby decided privately, for there 
wasn't any doubt that Richard’s 
mind was affected, though knowl­
edge of this had been carefully kept 
from Hollister.

“He will mend quickly now,” pro­
nounced Faris, “In a week he will 
be down in his chair on the ver­
anda." But he said nothing about 
the patient's mental conditioin, leav­
ing that phase to a specialist he was 
bringing down to Trauby.

Alec Hollister looked like a man 
who had gone through a long siege 
of illness, and when the crisis in 
Richard's case was safely passed, 
Folly half expected him to go to 
bed. He was still dazed for the 
rest of the week, but the vigor that 
was Ids even approaching forty 
stood him in good stead, and the 
spring sunshine and south winds 
did the rest. For instance, Folly 
insisted on daily motor rides, and 
she donned the cap and bells again, 
hoping to bring forgetfulness with 
her clowning.

Presently he resumed his work, 
and Folly continued her studies, 
and the household settled down in 
its former comfortable routine, un­
consciously waiting, perhaps, all of 
them, for that day when Richard 
was himself again.

It was during one of their auto­
mobile rides that Folly decided to 
speak to Alec of those days at Mrs. 
Hibberd's.

“I didn't tell you before,” she 
commenced, “that I had met Rich­
ard before he came to Tranby, It 
was at my lodging house—we both 
had a room at the same address. It 
was at Mrs. Hibberd's that he was 
taken ill, you know.”

Hollister was surprised and 
showed it. The thoughtful, anxious 
look had returned to his face almost 
with Folly's first words, and as she 
continued she was conscious of a 
decided frown, which might have 
been born of the reopening of an 
old wound.

“Why didn't vou tell me beforev *
that you were acquainted with Rich­
ard?” Alee demanded, after a short
silence.

Her voice was gentle.
“T didn’t know that the boy who 

was my neighbor in New York was 
your Richard. He was called Bar­
ker, at Mrs. Hibberd's. I didn’t 
know until I saw him the night 
Doctor Paris called me into the 
sick-room. Then I discovered that 
his patient and my patient were 
one and the same. I spoke to Mr. 
Ashby. We concluded I had better
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Avait to tell you until another day."
'•This is another day,-" said Hol­

lister, with a certain grimness. “Sup­
pose you tell me iioav.”

And so Folly spoke of the house 
in the Forties, of the lodgers one 
met on the stairs and in the halls, 
and touched humorously upon the 
Hibberd basement boudoir, where 
she had found the paper with the 
account of Alec's accident. That 
Rickard was ill in the room across 
from hers, that she had nursed him 
and lost him wh en he Avas sent to 
the hospital AA'hile she Avas at work, 
she touched on as lightly as pos­
sible. Her one thought was to spare 
Alec, and she didn’t realize that this 
A*ery lightness robbed her story of 
sincerity. Her effort to play up the 
character of Mrs. Hibberd, to make 
him laugh at the droll sketches of 
the rooming house, fell somewhat 
flat, and her auditor got the im­
pression that there Avas * something 
she was trying to conceal.

“In the morning there was one 
grand rush for the bathroom. You 
Avould have imagined that Mrs. Hib- 
berd’s menagerie was whiter than 
the driven snow, but in the words of 
the poet, you’d be surprised. Talk 
about the charge of the Light Bri­
gade ! And the patter of little feet! 
My AA'ord, Augustus! Probably youwe 
seen the queue of galleryites outside 
of the Metropolitan on gala nights? 
Even so Madam Hibberd's, outside 
iSie bathroom door. We brought 
camp-stools and newspapers. If 
cleanliness is next to godliness, that
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madhouse would have gone to glory 
a la Abraham.”

She Avon a smile, but the effort 
must haA'e been apparent even to

XI

Later, Alec paid a visit to the 
house in the West Forties and had 
an intervieAV Avith Mrs. Hibberd in 
the very room Avhich Folly had de­
scribed so humorously. This visit 
wasn’t occasioned solely because 
Hollister doubted Folly’s story; it 
was because he Avanted to hear 
more about Richard. Incidentally 
he discovered from the landlady 
that the boy's rent Avas unpaid and 
that Richard Avas indebted to her 
for a hundred and one different 
comforts and kindnesses. The mo­
ment she glimpsed Hollister, Mrs. 
Hibberd was ready with her sym­
pathy t and tears, until the man 
came away half-inclined to believe 
that Folly had been unduly harsh 
with the woman.

“That he is alive to-day, I don't 
mind saying is due almost entirely 
to me,” Avas Mrs. Hibberd's part­
ing shot. “T got the doctor, and ar­
ranged to send the young man to 
the hospital. There was one crea­
ture living here at the time that Avas 
so jealous of your boy. Mr. Hollister, 
that she tried to nurse him her­
self, Avithout letting anybody else 
get near him. But I fixed belt*’

It was with the strangest sensa­
tion imaginable that Alee Hollis­
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ter came away from the house in 
the West Forties, a feeling of dis­
appointment, of disillusion. He 
knew now that Bichard had been 
hungry—and that Mrs. Ilibberd 
had provided him with broth and 
milk. He knew that she had sent 
the boy to the hospital in order to 
save his life—for the landlady, of 
course, said nothing about the new 
lodger who was set down in Bich­
ard's room almost before the bed 
was cold. Folly was called a “crea­
ture,” who had watched Dick jeal­
ously—Mrs. Ilibberd thought the 
“girl” must have known there was 
“money in the family.”

“My God!” breathed Alec, wip­
ing his brow. He had to stop and 
look up at the sky to make sure 
that the sun was still there.

Heartily he cursed himself for 
coming to New York. He had heard 
more than Folly had told him about 
Bichard—he had heard too much!

“It isn't true,” he said to him­
self, as he walked to the Astor in 
search of a taxicab, but whether he 
referred to Bicliard's destitution or 
Folly’s treachery, who can say?

It was May at Tranbv, and Bich­
ard had been coming down on the 
south veranda for several weeks. 
The trained nurse had given way 
(o a man, who was convalescent 
attendant. He was with Bichard 
when Alec returned from town. 
The boy had filled out, and looked 
quite normal again; he spoke breez­
ily to Hollister, and put down his 
magazine and cigarette. To all ap­

pearances, he was his former bril­
liant self. But his conversations 
were limited; he had a trick of for­
getting, so that often from day to 
day he failed to recall the servants' 
names; and his books were mostly 
illustrations. Mr. Payson, the at­
tendant, was always at his elbow to 
prompt him.

“Here comes Mr. Hollister now,” 
lie said. And the boy, taking his 
cue like an actor, cried:

“Howdy, Hollister! Have a 
smoke?”

Bichard had called him Uncle 
Alec in his school days, and later, 
when grown to young manhood, he 
had been simply Alec. It wasn’t 
the old Bichard avIio  called him 
Hollister, but at least it was Bicli- 
ard, and for the rest the great 
specialists were most encouraging. 
Best, cheerful quiet, sunshine, and 
time would bring him around, they 
averred.

Hollister dropped into a chair 
and accepted a cigarette from the 
box that Bichard proffered.

“I have been in town,” said Alec 
slowly, “to have an interview with 
Mrs. Hibberd—Mrs. Hibberd who 
lives in the West Forties.”

“Ah, the ladies!” smiled Bichard. 
“All dressed up and playing the so­
ciety game, eh? Mrs. Hibberd!” 
He turned the name over on his 
tongue, but his face remained as 
bland as ever. “A little widow is 
a dangerous thing, they tell us. 
Hollister.”

Alec stifled a groan and rose.
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“The woman keeps a rooming 
house, and I ’m sure I haven’t the 
faintest idea whether she’s a widow 
or not,” he said, with some trace of 
bitterness. “It was business, not 
society, this afternoon.”

“Have it your way.” The smile 
and shrug was the Richard of yes­
terday; fftid yesterday Richard for­
got.

As Hollister was leaving, Folly 
came out on the porch and, seeing 
Alec, she would have returned to 
the house, but Richard had glimpsed 
and waved a friendly hand at her.

“Why, it is Miss Fontaine!'’ 
prompted Mr. Payson, in an under­
tone; and Richard cried:

“Why are you running away, Miss 
Fontaine?’’ He had been known 
to confuse her with Miss Leightner, 
the nurse, and sometimes he called 
the pretty housemaid Folly. The 
pity of it all was almost more than 
Hollister could bear at times.

When Folly had joined the group 
Alec dropped back in his chair and 
set himself deliberately to watch— 
yes, just that. He wanted to study 
this boy and this girl together, to 
look into her eyes, and listen for 
unguarded speeches. Richard was 
quite gay with Folly, but then he 
was gay with everyone, generous, 
full of laughter. Once the hoy 
called her Mrs. Dickson, and that 
he and Folly had ever met away 
from Tranby was furthest from 
his thoughts. That was it—he ac­
cepted to-day, lived to-day. What­
ever they had been to each other

in the past, it remained for Folly 
herself, or time, to disclose.

Hollister tried to make himself 
believe that he read mysterious 
somethings in the girl's manner, if 
not in her words. When she was 
tender he thought it was love which 
couldn't quite disguise, itself; when 
she was boyishly frank and boister­
ously gay, Alec said she was acting. 
He reminded himself of her ability 
to get beneath the characterization 
of Farrar's Carmen.

“'She is a born actress,” he re­
flected, referring to Folly.

During these anxious days and 
weeks it was usual to find both 
Doctor Faris and Garrett Ashby 
at the Hollister home- over Sunday, 
visits which to all appearances 
were purely social ones, but which 
Folly knew included a professional 
examination of Richard. It was 
the physician's theory that one of 
these fine days the boy's mind 
would become normal, and his past, 
return to him quite without warn­
ing, somewhat in the manner of a. 
magician producing a live rabbit 
from out the clear sky.

Xow Folly said that when Rich­
ard was himself again she would 
leave Tranby. Often from his work­
room window Hollister would see 
her with Dick, either on the ver­
andas or in the garden, the girl 
always intent upon the task she 
had set herself, urging the boy to 
talk of his youthful days, question­
ing him about the dogs aud horses 
on the place. When he “remem­
bered” that the colt, My Friend,
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was foaled the first day of March 
two years ago, and the household 
verified his statement, she was over­
joyed and most encouraged. For it 
was a fact that he had never been 
able to recall either his own or 
Alec’s birthday. He knew the col­
lie was Jock Stuart and the ter­
rier was Beans now.

“Yes, indeed! I do notice im­
provement, Miss Fontaine,” Mr. 
Payson assured her, when she spoke 
of these things to him.

Arriving for the week-end, Faris 
was pleased to report most favor­
ably of the boy’s progress. The 
doctor took full credit for the con­
dition of the patient, and prepared 
himself for an enjoyable visit. On 
the other hand, Garrett Ashby was 
prompted at last to speak outright 
to his friend Hollister about his 
forthcoming book. He knew from 
Folly and the servants that Alec 
was at work again, but so far the 
author had maintained a stony si­
lence on the subject.

“I’ve been wondering,” said he, 
“when we may reasonably _ expect 
the first draft of your new novel, 
Alec?”

Hollister merely looked at him 
with replying for a moment or two.
- “But I ’m not writing a new 

novel, Garrett,” he declared at last.
“Not writing—! Good heavens, 

what are you doing, then?” de­
manded the publisher.

Alec glanced across the drawing 
room, where Richard and Faris

were gathered around Folly at the 
piano and, finding them preoccu­
pied, he beckoned to Ashby to come 
with him into the library.

“I’ll take you into my confidence 
and show you the work which has 
been occupying my time for the 
past few months,” he said, with a 
visible satisfaction.

XII

W hen Garrett Ashby returned to 
the drawing room, an hour later, 
his features were so distorted with 
anger that Folly, alone in the room, 
was frightened. She didn’t grasp 
for a moment or two that it was 
anger which moved him so strongly, 
and, jumping at conclusions, her 
first thought was that something 
had happened to someone of the 
household.

“What is it?” she cried, rising to 
her feet and laying down the book 
she had been reading. “Is it—- 
Richard?”

“Where is he?” Ashby asked.
“Gone for a game of billiards with 

Doctor Faris. Is there anything 
wrong, Mr. Ashby?”

She came towards him; they were 
alone. Hollister had slipped out on 
the veranda for a cigarette in the 
moonlight. Going over the events 
of the day, Ashby decided that this 
was the time to act, with no one 
near, and with Folly all to himself.

“Sit down," he said, not unkind­
ly. “Yes, something has happened.
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I am going to be frank with yon, 
frank because I believe I can be. 
May I add that I have always con­
sidered you a most unusual young- 
woman? When you've heard what 
I have to say I'm satisfied that you 
will see things in my light—in other 
words, you will understand. You 
know that I am Alec Hollister’s 
friend even before I am his pub­
lisher, I think?”

She inclined her head. “Yes, I 
know you are good friends.”

“Then you must believe that I 
have his interest at heart—that Alec 
Hollister’s career and standard are 
very close and dear to me. We 
have always published his books, my 
father before me. Therefore it is 
safe to assume that we know what 
the public demands of him. Alec 
has gone far, but he can go further. 
A man in his position can't stand 
still. If he doesn’t go ahead, he will 
slip back. You know, I believe, 
that Hollister has published noth­
ing in two years. That was because 
of Richard's escapade, of course.”

He paused, and Folly spoke 
quickly, eagerly.

“But Mr. Hollister is at work on 
a new book now, isn't he?”

“He has just shown me his work,” 
Ashby replied. “Because his former 
novels have been of a certain high 
excellence, Alec Hollister’s public 
has remained faithful to him dur­
ing his two years of silence. His 
readers have remained faithful—and 
waiting. His new book will sell a 
hundred thousand copies, but , . .

it must be at least as fine a piece 
of writing as his former efforts. 
The composition he has just shown 
me is . . . trash, coming from Hol­
lister's pen.”

Her low little cry of horror, of 
disappointment, was most genuine.

“Oh, no, Mr. Ashby! You must 
be mistaken! Why, Mr. Hollister 
has been so—so full of this new 
work— His enthusiasm was won­
derful, beautiful! You must be 
mistaken.”

“I am not mistaken, I have read 
it. It is piffle! For one thing, he 
has attempted something entirely 
foreign to his style, his sympathies. 
He-has taken for his subject—what 
do you think, Folly?”

Her hands lay clasped in her lap; 
everything about her breathed sin- 
ceritv.

“I don't know. I could never 
guess. I know I am dying to 
read—”

Ashby interrupted dryly.
“You won’t have to read it, you’ve 

lived it. Alec’s written about Little 
Romany.”

“Oh, no!”
“Yes.”
“But . . .  he has never done any­

thing of that sort before!”
“Let's hope he never does again,” 

said Ashby grimly. “It's not his 
sort of stuff. He'll ruin his career 
if it’s published. You’re a most 
interesting girl in the flesh, as I 
tried to point out to him, but when
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he attempts to transfer yon to 
paper—”

“ire! You said me? He has 
■written a book about me?'5

“About a girl of your . . . pro­
fession. Good stuff, good for a 
laugh, from anybody but Hollister. 
Leaving out the question as to 
whether it was quite fair to you to 
bring you to Tranby and then turn 
you inside out—”

“Oh !" She seemed propelled from 
the chair, and began pacing the 
room with nervous steps, her. hands 
pressed to her breast. “As for 
that—”

Ashby rose and came towards her.
“Holly, you understand, don't 

you? .Alec Hollister comes within 
an ace of being a really great man. 
lie mustn't be allowed to ruin 
everything in this manner. He 
must never finish this novel.”

She questioned him dumbly with 
her eyes.

“In tlie vernacular, it is up to 
you," Ashby continued. “Without 
you near him to study, to inspire 
him, I believe he will never finish 
the book. Yow, I think you had 
planned once before to return to 
Yew York—”

“Of course!" She dabbed shame­
facedly at lier eyes. “Yever fear : 
I shall leave Tranby to-night.”

“Yo! In the first place, there 
isn't any train at this hour. I am 
returning to Yew York on the 
seven fifteen in the morning. That 
is before the household here is

awake. If you'd care to come with 
me—I shall be most happy to look 
after you until you get settled. If 
you should care to go . . . west—”

“Oh, don’t mind me! I can get 
along—"

“But. . ,1 want to think about 
you,” Ashby told her. “Simply 
because one man chooses to regard 
you solely as a subject, something 
to study under a microscope, is no 
reason for you to suppose that an­
other isn't your friend. If you'd 
prefer to leave Tranby quietly, 
without farewells, say. and seek 
your fortune in the West some­
where—'' ,

Her hack was towards • him, and 
he could study the heaving shoul­
ders, the unsteady hand that 
clutched the handkerchief.

“Yes, probably that would be 
best, I think I shall go to my 
room now. Excuse me. . . . What 
time did you say the early train 
left the station here?"

Long after the house grew still 
and the "lights in the living rooms 
downstairs were extinguished, Folly 
sat on the side of her bed. trying 
to piece together the odds aud ends 
of her shattered world. For a long 
time, anger and sorrow had waged 
a merry battle—anger to think that 
Alec should have used her for 
commercial purposes, sorrow that 
he should endanger his reputation 
as a writer because of the per­
verted inspiration come from her.
. . .When she spoke of going before, 
he had asked her to stay, not because
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of Richard's illness, but because the 
book wasn’t ready. It wasn’t ready 
now—it must never be finished!

Anger returned and the flush of 
indignation appeared in her cheeks, 
so that she sprang to her feet, 
fighting mad. Of course she had 
clowned—clowned in an effort to 
make him whole, make him forget. 
Hadn't he been able to see it was 
all acting, as much acting as her 
imitation of Farrar? Why did he 
suppose she went through life with 
a quip on the end of her tongue? 
Often she had to laugh in order to 
hide the tears.

Crossing the room, Folly opened 
the door and then crept along the 
corridor and down the stairs, quiet­
ly. Only the night lights were burn­
ing in the lower hall. She stopped 
at the library, felt with her fingers 
for the switch in the wall, and 
pressed the button. Beyond this 
was the little room known as Alec’s 
workshop.

Desk and drawers were open, for 
in Alec Hollister’s world there was 
no need for lock and key. Quickly 
Folly found what she wanted and, 
taking a handful of the precious 
blocks of paper into the library, 
prepared to burn them. There had 
been a log fire smoldering on the 
open grate all evening, but the serv­
ants had smothered it for the 
night, and Folly experienced some 
little difficulty in getting a blaze. 
She was down on her knees before 
the dying flame, when the door 
opened and Richard walked into

the room. From the other side of 
the table he observed the girl for 
a minute or two without speaking, 
scarcely breathing. Then, when 
she rose, picked up a block of man­
uscript and tossed it into the fire, 
he shouted.

Looking at him, she knew. . . that 
something happened. Pose, speech, 
eyes—all were different. Richard 
had become another man. It had 
come just as the doctor said it 
would—of a sudden, without warn­
ing, the boy was himself again!

“What are you doing?” he re­
peated when she didn't answer.

In her surprise, her great joy, 
Folly's anger melted; she forgot to 
be sullen and bent on revenge. Her 
arms went out to him; he might 
have been a child, for all the differ­
ence it made. Her one thought was 
that he was whole, was indeed Rich­
ard, and something that sounded 
suspiciously like “Thank God!” 
rose to her lips.

But Dick looked very stern and 
unbending.

“What are you doing with Mr. 
Hollister's manuscript?” he de­
manded.

Folly glanced at the charred pa­
per on the hearth and sighed.

“It wasn’t only his story, it was 
my heart, as well,” she said.

“Your what?”
“Alec Hollister had put me under 

a microscope and set down word 
for word what he saw through the 
glass.”
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Eicliard came around the table, 
looking down at the several blocks 
she had under her hands, ready to 
add to the flame.

‘‘You mean that Alec has made 
you the heroine of his new book?" 
he said.

Her smile was distorted and un­
pleasant.

“Is my sort of girl ever a hero­
ine?’'' she asked. “No! Just a 
clown: his clown, perhaps, but
never his heroine. He has written 
all about. . .Little Romany and 
Mrs. Hibberd's. You remember Mrs. 
Hibberd’s in the West Forties, 
Richard?”

He said he did, said “Yes" be­
cause it dawned upon him that lie 
had said “No” so often, just a lit­
tle while ago.

“I thought Mr. Hollister wanted 
me here to—to sort of cheer him 
up,” Folly continued. “I didn't 
mind playing fool for him. But 
when it comes to writing me up. to 
putting me out at so much a copy 
for the public to chuckle over— Be­
sides, it’s a poor hook, anyway."

“How do you know it's a poor 
book? Have you read it?"

“No.”
“How do you know, then?'’ de­

manded Richard.
He picked up a block of manu­

script and read steadily for several 
minutes.

“It isn’t a book at all, it’s a 
play,” he announced at last.

X III -

lx  the morning, when Folly crept 
downstairs, ready to steal out of 
the 3iou.se and out of Alec Hollis­
ter's life as well, she found the au­
thor waiting for her in the lower 

* hall.
Alec took her bag from her, 

opened the library door, and urged 
her gently into the room.

“I don't want you to leave us yet 
awhile, please/-' he said. “Some­
thing very wonderful has happened 
to Richard, for one thing. After 
vou liad gone to vour room last 
evening and I returned to the lib­
rary, I noticed a. . .great restless­
ness had seized the boy. I spoke to 
Faris, and be said that probably 
the moment had come for the 
brain's awakening. We went for a 
walk together, we three. By the 
time we got back to the house, the 
old Richard had returned.”

There were tears in her eyes; she 
made a little expressive gesture 
with her hands.

“Then, you see? You don't need 
me any longer. Your arm is quite 
all right, and Richard has come 
back to you—”

“T need you, Folly,” was all he 
said.

She couldn't bring herself to look 
at him, to raise eyes to his—not 
after- last night. She wanted to go 
away and hide, or else to die, quite 
alone, like a villain in a photoplay.

Richard came bounding into the



W . Carey Wonderly 109

room, tlie new Richard, clear-eyed, 
ready-tongued, eager. Seeing Folly, 
he hesitated, but only for a moment. 
After a cheery “'“Good morning," he 
turned impatiently to Hollister.

‘•'If we’re going to Imre our 
tramp before breakfast, Alec—"

“Right with you, old fellow," 
echoed Hollister, and his nod was 
so completely dismissal that Rich­
ard went, out on the veranda to cool 
his heels.

Left alone with Folly, Alec drew 
a step nearer and perhaps uncon­
sciously his voice took on a softer 
note.

•You won't leave us, at least 
until you've heard me," he begged. 
“There's something I want to say 
to you. It's rambling and far-reach­
ing, I'm afraid, and I haven't time 
to speak my little piece just now, 
but . . , wait, Will you do that? I 
suppose your conscience has been 
at work again, and it's told you 
that you’ve overstayed your time 
at Tran by and that Yew York 
needs you." Smilingly he shook 
his head. “Don't believe Friend 
Conscience this once. Let me tell 
you how necessary you are to . . . 
Tranby's very peace of mind. 
Please don't run away like this.”

The two men were going on a 
three-mile hike before breakfast, as 
they had done in the old days, and 
Hollister didn't dream, naturally, 
that it had been deliberately planned 
by Richard as the best possible 
means to get the older man quite 
alone for an hour, nor that the boy

was wholly lacking in that senti­
ment which so completely was a 
part of himself.

“Quite like old times," declared 
Alec, as they cut through the kitch­
en garden and sought the highway 
by means of the back entrance.

•“There is something I want to 
tell you, Alec.” Dick commenced, as 
they walked along. “I want to tell 
you at once—now—so that you can 
never say I remained an hour 
under your roof without your know­
ing—well, everything. I couldn't 
tell you before, but since last 

-night—I think I lay awake until 
dawn. I was tempted to try the 
theatrical, but—it must be the 
truth. I can be no tiling, less than 
absolutely honest with you. Have 
—have yon never guessed?'’

“Guessed? Guessed what?" de­
manded Hollister.

“I  see you haven’t." Richard 
sighed. "Well, here goes—I am 
going to marry Folly Fontaine. I 
am going to marry her at once, so 
that this time neither God nor man 
can intervene."

Alec stood stock still in the mid­
dle of the road, and when he spoke 
his voice sounded strangely unfa­
miliar to his own ears.

“I must confess I don’t under­
stand . . .

“What more can I say?"
Alec leaned a little forward, for 

the truth was lie was short-sighted, 
and he wanted to see Richard's 
face.
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‘Ton said something about . . . 
Folly, I think.”

•*Fm going to marry her. Noth­
ing you can say will make me 
change mv mind. If you decide to 
turn us out of doors, I—I can't help 
if. This recent illness has made a 
different man of me, Alec—that 
must be it. I feel . . . stronger, both 
mentally and physically. I shan't 
run off and hide like a baby this 
time. I can work for my wife, if 
necessary.”

Hollister continued to stare.
“This time!" he muttered, as if 

to himself.
Richard nodded.
“Before, when I told you I was 

going to marry a chorus girl, you 
threatened me like a child. You 
forbade me—absolutely! And be­
cause I hadn’t any money of my 
own and had never worked, I grew 
panicky. I—I postponed my wed­
ding. And then I fell ill. There 
was Folly near to nurse me, but— 
I should have married her before; 
1 shouldn't have let you frighten 
me the way you did."

After a moment, Hollister said, 
way down in his throat:

“But I didn't want you to marry 
a chorus girl.”

“dust the same. I am going to 
do it,” replied the boy.

“Meaning . . . Folly?"
“Yes, Folly.”
Hollister looked away.
“But that is different.” he said

in a shocked tone. “Folly is Folly."
“She was Folly a year ago, Alec.”
“Eh? What the devil are you 

talking about, Richard? You say 
you want to marry Folly Fontaine. 
Well, what has Miss Fontaine to 
do with that—that young woman 
you were infatuated with a year 
ago?”

Richard's jaw dropped.
“It was always Folly,” he said. 

And then he laughed very loudly. 
“It was Folly a year ago too!" he 
cried. “Good Lord, didn’t you 
know that? Folly Fontaine is the 
chorus girl I wanted to marry, the 
girl you called uncomplimentary 
names, and—and kicked up such a 
fuss about generally that I turned 
idiot and ran away? Folly is Folly. 
Thank God, we are together again 
and can marry without delay!’’

Hollister had started to walk 
again, head down, eyes straight 
ahead on the road. Swinging along 
beside him, Richard now and again 
shot him curious, questioning 
glances, but wisely held his peace. 
Old Alec must have time to digest 
this piece of news. For an imagina­
tive fellow, the old boy was the 
slowest wit ted person he had ever 
met, Richard decided, and this de­
spite his sentimental side.

Patience was rewarded at last, 
and Hollister broke the silence. It; 
was almost as if he thought out 
loud.

“Folly is the girl! I must have 
forgotten the name or possibly I 
never heard it.”
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“If you’re talking about what 
happened a year ago, you'd never 
let me state my case, if you remem­
ber,” said Dick. “Probably you 
never heard the girl's name, but, if 
so, it was because you wouldn’t let 
me tell you about her. She was 
always ‘that young woman.’ Good 
God, if I  had died without making 
Folly my wife!”

Hollister shot him a quick, ques­
tioning glance. “She . . . cares for 
you? Still cares?—you're sure of 
it?”

Richard seemed bewildered, dazed. 
“Why, I don't know what you mean, 
Alec”’

“And yet I speak plainly in every­
day English!” His voice was harsh, 
his manner abrupt. “I asked you if 
you were sure Folly still eared? I t’s 
been a year, you know.”

Xow the strained expression left 
his face, and Richard laughed. “Oh, 
thatl” he cried, with the magnifi­
cence of youth. "Well, I believe she 
does care for your graceless cson.’ 
Alec. Unworthy, of course, hut—

The older man interrupted ruth­
lessly. “'And if I don't give my 
consent even now?"

“I have told you ; it will make uo 
difference. We shall marry just 
the same.” Richard's jaw was 
'thrust forward, bulldog-fashion.

“In spite of—?■’
“In spite of anything and every­

thing!” the hoy cried. “'She is 
mine, I am hers. God! you make 
me say these things. We were man

and wife in sight of Heaven a yeaf 
ago. We were to be married then, 
and I fell ill. Suppose I had died? 
I tell you, I'm going to marry Folly 
Fontaiue to-morrow.”

Alec Hollister's silence breathed 
the horror he experienced at the 
hoy's words. He couldn’t look at 
Dick, couldn’t trust his voice. Once 
Richard stumbled over some ob­
stacle in the road, and Alec darted 
back—if the boy had caught at him 
to save himself, Hollister knew he 
should have struck him down.

Without sign or agreement, when 
they had gone scarcely a mile, the 
two of them turned and retraced 
their steps in the direction of 
Tranby.

“One thing more,” said Richard, 
Avith fine, boyish effect. “I believe 
in Folly—I believe in her future. 
She isn't going to remain a chorus 
girl. She lias real dramatic in­
stinct, and if she could get the right 
kind of part she'd make Broadway 
sit up and take notice. She's an 
actress— !”

“I think she is.”
. “Eh?” Richard's mouth and eyes 
were wide.

“I think you are right—she is a 
horn actress,Y repeated Hollister 
quietly.

“Alec!” The hoy seemed over­
joyed. “'You mean it?”

“I mean it so much that I ’m 
writing a play for her now,” the 
author announced. “'I. shall finish 
it at once. It is hers; take it and
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do with it as you like. Or, rather, 
1 suppose you’ll scarcely find a 
producer willing to finance an un­
known star,” he added lamely. 
“Perhaps—”

“Perhaps . . . you will? Alec, 
you've forgiven us I Folly's won 
you over! I must run ahead and 
toll her.”

“Wait! Wait!" Hollister's voice 
was sharp and shrill. “I promise 
nothing. I said nothing about fo r­
giveness. The play is hers, of 
course—nothing can alter that. I 
wrote it for her, and no matter who 
it is she chooses to marry, the play 
belongs to Folly Fontaine. I had 
certain plans for her. I didn't tell 
her, just let her go her way, live 
her life, study—” He seemed to be 
talking to himself. “I meant to 
give her the script this summer, 
with all vacation time to talk over 
the part with her, and then in the 
autumn—” He broke off abruptly 
and seized the young man by the 
arm. “Boy, you’re sure?” he de­
manded.

“Sure? Why, Alec—”
“Never mind. You care? You 

care more than heaven or hell, life 
or death? You . . . love her, Rich­
ard?”

Dick nodded vigorously.
“So much that I ’ll give you up, 

Alec, rather than Folly.”
“I see. Well— And she cares 

too? She wants to marry you?"
Richard’s voice was bland and 

significant.

“Can you doubt it?” he whis­
pered. “Can you doubt it, now I've 
told you everything?”

XIV

F oi.i .y had gone to her room, 
taken off her hat and coat, and 
was back in the library-in time to 
witness the return of Alec and 
Richard. As the two men came 
toward the house, she left the win­
dow, and stood in the library door. 
Hollister walked a little ahead of 
the younger man, and though he 
must have seen Folly there, he 
neither paused nor spoke, but con­
tinued straight along across the hall 
and up the stairs to his own apart­
ment. And Folly, who was still 
aglow with the memory of his words 
an hour since, was too dumfounded 
to move. Had Alec swept her into 
his arms then and there and kissed 
her before Richard and the world, 
she would have been less surprised 
than she was by this strange be­
havior. Hurt, perplexed, she was 
dropping back, when Richard came 
along and. gently taking her by the 
arm, led her into the room and 
closed the door.

“He has been explaining his plans 
for the future to me,” declared the 
boy, hunching a shoulder ceiling- 
ward to indicate Hollister. “It 
a play he is writing, and not a book 
at all. The book comes next, and 
he expects to go to the other side 
of the globe to write it. I believe. 
Whoever it was put ugly thoughts 
in your head about his present
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composition, Folly, is the greatest 
scoundrel unhanged. Alec is too 
fond of you to put you between 
bookeovers. He spoke most enthu­
siastically of you! Said he believed 
in your future as an actress, and the 
play he is writing was for you— 
for you! What do you think of 
that?’’

Folly's face was half-turned from 
view.

don't want his play,” she mut­
tered sullenly.

“But old Alec is most interested 
in your future—and mine,” per­
sisted the boy. “He said—he said 
he’d like to see .. . , everything set­
tled before he started off on his 
trip around the world. Aud that 
isn’t the only thing he said either, 
Follv.”A

“I don’t want to hear it.” She 
presented an uncompromising back 
to him.

“He's known so many disappoint­
ments!” sighed Richard.

Folly turned fiercely upon him
“Has it been all rose color for 

the rest of the world? Answer me 
that?” she cried.

Shrewdly Richard steered into 
other channels

“I like to think it was you who 
saved my life. Folly Yes!”—as she 
attempted to interpose—“it was you 
that nursed me and caved for me 
at old Hibberd's! But for yon I'd 
be six feet under the daisies now, 
I guess, Alec knows this—he’s a 
sentimental old chap. Folly, can't

you guess what it is he—he wants 
to see before he goes?”

“Richard, I ’m sorry!'’ Her hand 
went out, She was sorrv, for botli 
of them.

“Alec's word has always been law 
with me,” muttered the boy. 
“Folly, I ’ve always loved you!”

“You scarcely know me, Rich­
ard,” she answered him.

And then, because she knew him 
better than he did her and because 
she had had her dreams besides his. 
sick couch once, she colored fur­
iously. Until Barker became Rich­
ard, she had fancied herself in love* 
with Barker. It Avas the man's re­
appearance ou the scene that had 
shown her the folly of her secret 
love.

Upstairs in his room, looking out 
across the green hills, fresh in the 
morning dew and sunshine, Alec 
Hollister was facing pretty much 
the same discovery. Now he knew 
that Richard’s mother Avas little 
more than a sentimentalized dream.

Folly, head doAvn, went blindly 
tOAvards the door Avhere Richard, 
anticipating her move, Avas waiting 
for her. He tried to take her hands 
in his own.

“You hate me!” he cried, play­
ing on her sympathies.

“No, Richard. I'm fond of you, 
and it Avas the happiest moment of 
my life so far Avhen I saw you Avell 
and strong and yourself again. 
Don’t think harsh things of me. 
Only . . . .  I must be alone for a 
little Avhile-”
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She luid missed the early tram, 
hut there was another at nine some­
thing she could catch, and Folly, 
donning hat and jacket again, crept 
down the broad stairs at Tranby 
for the second time that morning. 
This time she made good her escape, 
caught the train at the station 
without mishap, and less than an 
hour later found herself on the fa­
miliar soil of Times Square. What 
she was going to do, where she was 
going, remained as unsolved as the- 
riddle of the sphinx. Crowds bewil­
dered her; old memories frightened. 
After a moment of indecision she 
walked info a Broadway hotel and 
asked for a room.

Folly felt neither safe nor happy 
here, but at least it was a refuge 
until such time as she could decide 
upon a definite plan. She had a 
few hundred dollars saved out of 
her salary, and this money would 
keep her out of the street for a 
time, but work was needed for 
heartsease as well as for bread and 
butter.

The next morning Folly awoke 
in the same world, with the same 
problems staring her in the face. 
Towards noon she felt the need of 
sunshine and fresh air and, dress­
ing herself carefully and wearing 
a veil, she left the hotel and ven­
tured out on Broadway. The street 
was a colorful mass of humanity. 
Even at this hour electric lights 
twinkled from the facades of thea­
ters and restaurants^ Surface cars 
moved at snail-like pace through 
solid flanks of people. Misery and

jest rubbed shoulders, and too often 
the jests concealed misery.

Five days slipped away, pretty 
much ’as the first, except that her 
fears lessened, and her determina­
tion to seek her fortune elsewhere 
weakened with every hour she re­
mained in Xew York. Why, the 
island metropolis was the very fin­
est, safest hiding place on the globe! 
A person could live a more secluded 
life right here in Manhattan tiflfcu 
out in Sahara. Joe Martinez might 
be in Frisco or purgatory, Folly 
bad glimpsed neither him nor any 
of the familiar faces from Little 
Romany in five days on Broadway. 
As for the inmates of Tranby, well, 
she wouldn't let herself think too 
much about them. Alec was sail­
ing for the other side of the world 
and, as for Richard—Richard was 
a boy who must learn the meaning 
of ‘•no."

Had Folly known better the work­
ings of Master Richard's mind she 
wouldn't have dismissed him so 
lightly, as a mere youth. For he 
was far from being the innocuous 
boy she believed him to be. Prob­
ably tlie pretty mother who had 
made a tool of Alec Hollister, first 
as a lad in order to effect a mar­
riage with tire man she wanted, and 
later on her deathbed as a savior 
for her son, was directly responsible 
for Richard's disregard of truth and 
honor. Whatever the cause, he left 
no stone unturned when he had set 
his heart upon a certain object. 
Just at present this object was 
Folly Fontaine—Folly and the play
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"written for her by Alexander Hol­
lister. Richard knew the financial 
worth of his guardian's name.

When Richard first learned that 
Folly had taken French leave of 
them at Tranby, he successfully 
concealed his anger and disappoint­
ment and accounted to Alec for 
her absence in his own inimitable 
way.

‘“She had gone up to town for a 
few days. There is so much she 
has to attend to before our mar­
riage. Clothes—you know the la- 
dies, Alec. Folly will stop at a 
quiet hotel and when she is ready 
I will join her and then—the par­
son/’

Alec wanted to ask why Folly 
had gone away without seeing him, 
without stopping to say good-by, 
but the words stuck in his throat. 
After all, why should she stop to 
bid him farewell?

“When you see her again, please 
say it is quite all right so far as I ’m 
concerned," he told Richard. “I—I 
didn't know before—that was it, of 
course. I suppose the words ‘show 
girP frightened me. My fault—I 
should have stopped to meet the 
lady before expressing myself. I ’ll 
do everything in my power, please 
say, to make amends for what hap­
pened a year ago."

““I’m sure you will, Alec F cried 
Richard, gripping his hand.

The next day he announced that 
a message from Folly urged him 
immediately to New York.

Those ancients who painted Time

as a grim and hooded figure, ready 
with scythe and crossbones, pos­
sessed a strange notion of humor, 
for time, as all the world knows, is 
twin brother to Fate, and he is the 
merriest comedian of them all. Up* 
on his arrival in town, Richard 
registered at the very hotel under 
whose roof Folly had been a guest 
since her first day in New York. 
And the elevators — more farce- 
comedy !—did the rest. Dick walked 
out of one car at the very moment 
Folly was in the act of entering 
another. Instead, at his urging, she 
retired with him to the dining 
room.

He didn’t lose sight of her again. 
Neither did a scarred, dusky fel­
low lose sight of Master Richard. 
The Latin had watched and waited 
and prayed these many days. Here 
was his reward.

XV

F olly had reached that frame of 
mind where nothing much matters. 
She had been talked to—steadily— 
for three days by Richard. She 
had heard of Alec’s wishes, or his 
hope for forgiveness, of his plans 
for their future; she had heard, 
too, of Richard's love for her, and 
remained cold and unresponsive. 
She was impatient, as one is with 
love undesired; it was so simple 
to forget that at one time Richard 
outranked all other men of her ac­
quaintance just as at present one 
man stood head and shoulders 
above Richard. When this other
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man's gliQst would not down, she 
grew desperate and called upon her 
pride . . . only to discover there 
was precious little of it to stifle 
such a great affection. And through 
it all Richard talked and talked 
and talked. . . , Someone told her 
once that drowning was easiest 
when a person refrained from strug­
gling. In the end Folly knetv that 
Richard would marry her; so why 
not surrender gracefully?

“Yes, yes, yes!'’ she fairly hurled 
at his head, when lie started away 
on his familiar discourse for the 
hundredth time. “I know all about 
what Alec desires, what he will give 
us, where he is going, when, why. 
I know every thought and heart­
beat of Alec's. For heaven's sake, 
forget such a person exists! I don't- 
love you, Richard—I've told you 
that over and over; but if you are 
determined to marry me. if you 
want to marry me under those con­
ditions, well and good. I'm beaten! 
I'm so tired I could go away and 
sleep for _a million years. I'm so 
sick of tills eternal harangue I 
could do without companionship 
throughout eternity. Marry me if 
you will, take the play, and do as 
you please with it! Only, let me 
alone—let me alone!’’ «■

This was on Monday night. The 
next afternoon Folly learned that 
Joe Martinez had discovered her 
whereabouts and was following her 
whenever she appeared on the 
street. Richard had withdrawn from 
the same building that housed his 
fiancee and taken up quarters in a

hotel across the’ street, but there 
was a maid installed as jailer and 
Folly was too spent to plan escape, 
anyway. When Martinez appeared, 
she knew that flight was hopeless, 
and besides she felt safer with Rich­
ard than with the musician.

One afternoon, 'Unaccompanied, 
Folly sauntered forth from the 
hotel, Ira® she hadn't gone fifty yards 
before she sensed the musician on 
her heels, stopping suddenly, she 
turned and faced him with chal­
lenging glance, if quaking heart.

“What do you want, Joe? Why 
will you Insist upon following me 
every time I venture on the street?’’ 
she asked,

He seemed nonplused by her 
words no less than her action; he 
scowled at her and refused to an­
swer, muttering to himself.

"Very well, since you won't an­
swer, since it is evident you don't 
come in t lie guise of a friend, I 
must ask the police to assist me in 
getting rid of your unwelcome at­
tentions,” Folly declared.

A short, ugly laugh was his an­
swer.

“The devil you say! What are 
you trying to put over, eh, with 
your big-time u ords? Who's learned 
you fancy language, eh? That damn'. 
girl-face toff—- ! Well, kid. I'll have 
to give you credit, and you was 
always out of your element with the 
roughnecks at Little Romany.”

Her voice rose a note; face to 
face with danger, she was 'singu­
larly unafraid.
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“I will not be followed on the 
street, Joe—

“You're afraid I'll tell him. eh?"
"Tell whom? . About what?" she 

challenged.
“Once you promise' to marry me. 

Folly."
“Fever—never in my life!" she 

denied stoutly.
“I believe' you was a good girl." 

He shook a long, thin, cigarette- 
stained finger in her face. “I be­
lieve' it and I want to marry you. 
Fow—now look at you!"

“Look at yourself. You've sunk 
to the gutter—

“Because of you—because of you. 
Folly! I can't eat, I can't sleep, I 
can't work! All the time I think 
of you and search and wait. Fow 
I find him—”

“But if you don't want to marry 
me, if you think I'm no longer a 
good girl, why shouldn't I marry 
someone else?"

“Ah, that fancy man! . . .  I dare 
you! I dare you. Folly Fontaine! 
You belong to me!"

His manner became threatening, 
his voice loud. Passers-by turned 
and -looked at them, a smartly 
gowned young woman and a scarred, 
gesticulating Latin, there on Broad­
way, almost at blows.

Folly swung round. face towards 
her hotel. /

“IFyou follow me a step. I shall 
turn you over to the policeman at 
the corner,” she said through her

teeth, and either her manner or her 
words had the desired effect, for 
Martinez held his ground, without 
moving ah inch, so long as she was 
in sight.

Once in her room. Folly discov­
ered she was on the \erge of col­
lapse. All the light was gone and 
she was trembling and afraid. Sink 
ing down on the nearest chair, she 
began to cry like a little child, and 
the maid Anna, finding her in 
this condition, lost no time in com­
municating with Bicliard, across the 
street.

“ . . . Indeed. I don't know what's 
happened, sir, but she's all to pieces, 
crying and taking on. I thought 
you'd want to know/' said Anna 
across the wire.

Bichard answered he would be 
over to see Miss Fontaine at once.

XVI

It had been a warm day. with 
a thunderstorm threatening, and 
along Broadway life moved slug­
gishly. as it is apt to do in late 
spring and early summer. Under 
the metal roof and confined within 
the narrow quarters of a great ho­
tel. Bichard had been restless and 
worried since daybreak. He wasn’t 
to meet Folly until seven o’clock, 
when .tthey were to . dine together 
for the last time before the mor-m
row. which had been set for their 
wedding. He was glad of the in­
terruption of Anna's telephone mes­
sage. and lost no time in getting
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his hat and stick and hurrying 
away.

At Forty-fourth Street he brushed 
against a muttering, trembling piece 
of humanity, a man emaciated and 
swarthy, with his face disfigured 
by a dark and ugly scar. Richard 
swore, and the wreck, coming sud­
denly to life, turned and followed 
the young aristocrat with eyes that 
were like pinpoints of fire.

All unsuspecting, Richard walked 
on. As he placed his foot upon the 
great stone steps of Folly’s hotel, 
something sinister crept up behind 
him. A hand shot out; there was a 
flash of steel; and the. immacu­
lately groomed gentleman went 
down like a cardboard house.

Immediately a crowd gathered.
“Somebody . . . shot me, I think,” 

Dick gasped. The effort of talking 
brought a flow of blood to his lips. 
“Xot—there,” he muttered, as a 
move was made to carry him into 
the hotel, “isot in there, I say. 
Take me . . . home.”

Several hours later Richard be­
came aware of time and place and 
people again in the white iron bed 
of a hospital room. It was the loss 
of blood rather than the wound 
itself which had caused him to 
faint, but he didn’t know this, and 
the lightness of mind and the heavi­
ness of body led him to believe he 
was dying. He turned'painfully on 
his pillow and glimpsed a wren­
like little nurse at his bedside.

“I want to see somebody—got to

see somebody—at once,” he whis­
pered fretfully.

The nurse called the interne, and 
he himself telephoned to Tranby, 
urging Hollister to come with all 
possible speed to the hospital.

Alec drove up to town in his 
motor car and the trip wTas made 
in less than an hour, so that by nine 
o'clock he was at the boy’s bed, 
shocked, grieved, asking himself as 
so many have asked before him the 
why and wherefore of life and love 
and death. It seemed a terrible 
thing that Dick, so young, with so 
much ahead of him, should be lying 
here like this.

“What a cowardly thing to do— 
to strike a man from behind!” he 
cried, with blazing eyes. “Richard, 
who could have done it?”

“I don’t know. It doesn’t mat­
ter much; he made a good job of 
it.” Tears of self-pity rose to the 
boy's eyes and rolled down his 
white cheeks,

“And Folly—where is she?” asked 
Hollister, after a moment.

Richard spoke. “You might send 
for her, too—she's at the Hotel 
Splendid. Yes, send for Folly, but 
. . . she’ll have to come quickly!”

He was quite prepared to die, it 
seemed. Someone was directed to 
telephone for Miss Fontaine, and at 
a sign from Dick Alec drew nearer 
to the head on the pillow.

“It was all a lie!”
“What?”
“It was all a lie,” repeated the
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boy. while tears bowed unchecked. 
‘•About Folly, you know. There 
was nothing between us at old lady 
Hibberd's madhouse. She—Folly—* 
was just kind to me. When I was 
ill that time—and before—she might 
have been my sister!"

Hatred black and naked rose in 
Alec Hollister's breast. Probably 
it was reflected in his face, for 
Richard said wearily:

‘T knew how it was with you— 
I saw. when I came back to Trauby 
and found Folly there. I had lost 
out—with you. I mean. I was no 
longer the young lord, heir to the 
manor—that stuff. O-oli. I'm not 
complaining—now. You'd a per­
fect right. God knows you've been 
the whitest, squares!— ! If I had 
been your own son— ! And I took 
advantage of it—yes. I've ‘worked’ 
you almost from the day I came to 
live with you—a mere kid. Often 
I've wondered deep down inside of
me if von reallv liked me. the real

«*
me, I mean! . , . Don't answer! 
Why should you like me? How 
have I repaid your kindness, and 
generosity? I made a big mistake 
when I ran off and stayed away a 
year, for when I got back , . . 
there was Folly."

Alee heard him with bowed head.
“It would have made no differ­

ence." he said presently in a choked 
voice.

“Yon say that because you prob­
ably didn't know, then." Dick 
laughed faintly. “But I saw it at 
once. Long before I could reason

things out, I used to notice the way 
you looked at her. It was always 
supposed you wogld never marry— 
your heart was ru the grave and 
that nonsense. When a wonderful 
girl like Folly came along • you 
pretty soou discovered that: love 
isn't something to be written about 
only. I saw myself in the discard. 
You, with a wife and family— 
where'd I be? I couldn't reason­
ably expect to inherit Trauby and 
your fortune in case you married, 
could I? So . , . I put the jinx 
on .it. I lied about Folly.''

“Richard, Richard, be careful!-’ 
warned Hollister, beside himself.

“You can't do anything to me 
now," the boy muttered. “I'm done 
for already. I don't want to die— 
I can't die!—until I straighten 
things ouf for you and her. There's 
little I can do In return for your 
goodness—"

His voice failed. He began to 
weep silently. When he opened his 
eyes agaiu and speech was possible 
once more, there was a shadow 
flung across the foot of bis hod, the 
shadow of a frightened girl.

“Oh. Dick, Dick! I'm sorry!" she 
cried, with clayey-white face and 
beseeching hands.

“What?" Then he recognized her. 
“Fill glad you've come. Folly. 
Somebody stuck me with a knife— 
did yon bear? I don't know why. 
Maybe he had a hunch that I wasn't 
on the level with you and Alec. I 
swear I don't know why! Folly, I 
told Alec that you were the girl I
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wanted to marry a year ago. It 
isn’t true, of course. Nor any of 
the rest I said ô him, either. It 
was all my greed, my ingratitude. 
I said what I did because I knew 
it was the only thing that would 
make iiim surrender you to me 
without a fight to the finish. And 
I knew if it came to choosing be­
tween us, I ’d lose out. You love 
him! I know it, and so I told him 
-—I told you, Alec, that1”

“Don't! Never mind, Richard. 
Get well first,” pleaded Folly.

“That listens good, only—”
He shook his head, and for a sec­

ond or two the dark, feverish eyes 
were closed. Then he began again, 
as if he had to get the load off his 
mind, had to make a clean confes­
sion of it all before it was too late.

“And about the play,” he whis­
pered, beckoning them closer. “When 
I learned Alec had faith in your 
ability as a great actress, Folly, I— 
I saw millions in it—in you and 
the play, you know. I just had to 
have them—both of them. Lies, 
more lies, but I was desperate. 
Alec never cared for me in his heart 
as much as he did in his mind, 
and with you—with Folly on the 
scene— What could I do? I 
couldn’t drive a truck or peddle 
matches! Folly and the play—”

In spite of herself, the words 
came, escaped, were flung at him.

“Dick, how could you?” cried the 
girl.

“Never mind.” A ghostlike smile

accompanied the nod of his head. 
“It'll all come right now. Alec 
knows. And the very best fellow in 
the wide world, Folly. I know— 
though you wouldn’t think it. . . . 
I ’m tired! . . .  To strike a man 
from behind, that’s a cowardly thing 
to do—Alec says so himself. I ’m 
tired. I guess I’ll try to sleep. . .

XVII

W hen  she saw Alec coming down 
the terrace with the letters and the 
cablegram, Folly put aside her fancy 
work and waited for her husband, 
empty-handed and smiling. As he 
bent over her chair to whisper- com­
plimentary nonsense in her ear, she 
had never looked so handsome in her 
life before. Alec told her that. He 
liked her in white, with her hair done 
simply, and the bit of scarlet silk 
lending a thread of color to the pic­
ture.

“Only—don't stop sewing,” he 
begged. “Do something. Your 
hands are so pretty that I like to 
watch them among the colored silks. 
Like tiny white mice among the flow­
ers in the corn-field. It—it seems 
so much prettier than—”

“Than what?” Folly demanded, 
when he broke off abruptly and 
turned to his letters with gently 
twitching mouth.

“Than a—spear, I was going to 
say,” he returned calmly, refraining 
from looking at her.

She pretended to take him ser­
iously.
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‘‘Thank you, I have carried pretty 
much everything that a real honest- 
to-goodness chorus-lady ever carried, 
Mr. Hollister—including a spear, 
yes. But . . .  I too like this best,’’ 
she added, with a new shyness, turn­
ing to her embroidery.

“Darling!" Alec's glance was on 
her cheek and she could feel the 
warmth and kindness of it there. 
“You really mean it?”

“Really and truly.”
“Then you don't regret the play— 

one little bit?”
“Never! Never for a minute, 

Alec.”
He couldn't doubt the sincerity of 

her words and eyes, and, satisfied, he 
sat down beside her to read the mail. 
The cablegram was the most impor­
tant—in appearance, at least—and 
so it was opened first.

Play went over big. Miss Hildreth 
magnificent in star role. Sure of rec­
ord run, with London engagement of­
fered. Shall make production there 
myself. Letter following.

Richard.

“That’s splendid! I'm so glad!” 
cried Folly, looking up from her 
work. “Of course I never doubted 
that your play would prove a huge 
success, but it is kind of nice to know 
the facts. And London! Richard 
ought to make a lot of money, and I 
hope he does.”

“Righto!” echoed Hollister. “The 
play is his, to have and to hold. So 
long as I have you—”

Folly shook her head and sighed.

“You're not at all a shrewd busi­
ness man, Alec,” she teased. “I’m 
perfectly satisfied that all the time 
Master Dick preferred your play to 
—to me. Why, directly he got out 
of hospital, though we were about 
to start on our honeymoon, he—-he 
began to put weight on most alarm­
ingly. Now, a love-sick, Tenny- 
sonian youth doesn't do that. He 
pines away and—and so forth and 
so on. You made a bad bargain, my 
dear.”

“Not I !” Alec's glance was as 
full of mischief as a schoolboy. 
“You see, I can write another play.”

“And can't you find another wife, 
poor man?”

“Heavens, my own is quite 
enough!”

They laughed as loudly as they 
dared, with the terrace and gardens 
full of smart, well bred people. At 
their feet lapped a turquoise, south­
ern sea, and beyond the oleanders 
and ilex life beckoned with all it 
holds for the world’s fortunates. 
A little silence followed directly 
upon their mirth, but it was a 
peaceful silence.

“You’re happy?” Alec asked, 
watching her with a lazy, satisfied 
smile.

“Supremely!”
“When we get back to America. 

Richard will be in London with 
the play. You won't have to face 
him again for years, I guess, unless 
you care to.”

Folly dropped her embroidery
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aucl gazed earnestly into his eyes.
“I .shan't mind meeting Dick 

again—after a little. The last thing 
in the world I'd have you do on my 
account is to neglect the boy or 
think unkindly of him. What he 
has done is in the long ago. like Joe 
Martinez and Little Romany and 
Broadway. I think lmrshly of none 
of them, Alec, and feel real pity for 
Joe, for. after all, I am the only 
girl he ever ‘honored’ with a pro­
posal of marriage.’’ She smiled 
briefly, faintly, with a smile that 
suggested pity. “Often I think it 
was better that he should go out by

his own hand rather than fall into 
the clutches of the law. Poor Joe!’’

“Don't be sad,” Hollister begged, 
hating the little frown which came 
between her honest eyes at her last 
words.

In a twinkling she stood in mot­
ley, ready with cap and bells.

“But, dear, I can't very well 
stand on my head, or wiggle my 
ears, before all these sensitive peo­
ple !" she protested.

And straightway Alec knew that 
all was well; Folly was herself once 
more.

Love’s Tempo
By Randolph Pruett

I t thundered on tire sea 
And lightened terribly,
Ir quaked beneath the earth, 
When my Love came tc birth.

There was a certain thunder and a quaking 
Accompanied that novel undertaking.

The sea is quieter 
Since I am tired of her.
I weary of her touch:
The earth quakes not so much.



A  Matter of Taste
By Berton Braley

'T'HOUGH handsome is as handsome does 
And beauty's only froth and fuzz,

The maids that I prefer to buzz 
In to^n or city,

Are very easy on the eyes;
Perhaps the homely girls are wise 
But though it's such I ought to prize,

I like 'em pretty.

The “violet by a mossy stone"
May have a glamour all her own,
But I prefer the rose full blown 

Whose mind is freighted 
With worldly wisdom, who has wit 
To wear glad rags that smoothly fit—
In fact. I like the Janes a bit 

Sophisticated.

Nix on the ingenues who pout,
I'll take for mine the “darned good scout” 
Who clearly knows her way about 

This earthly bubble;
Who's gay and blithe and full of pep,
But none the less is wholly hep 
And knows the way to watch her step, 

Avoiding trouble.

In short, the sort of girl you can 
Talk frankly to. as man to man,
And yet who does not wholly ban 

The thought of kisses,
A merry type of miss indeed '
Who likes to dance and smoke and feed,
Yet who makes, for all her speed,

A dandy Mrs.
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WHY IS A WIFE
le f t ,  a f t e r  th e  h o n e y m o o n  h a s  w a n e d , to  s t a r e  in to  th e  m ir ro r ,  lo o k in g  
fo r  th e  f i r s t  f a in t  lin e s  t h a t  m a r k  th e  p a s s in g  of y o u th ?  D o e s  th e  m e re  
f a c t  t h a t  sh e  is a  m a n ’s w ife  m a k e  u p  to  a w o m a n  fo r  a n  e m p ty  life  a n d  
a  h u s b a n d  w h o  ta k e s  h e r  fo r  g r a n te d ?  . . . T h o s e  o n  th e  in s id e  lo o k in g  
o u t ,  a n d  th o s e  o n  th e  o u ts id e  lo o k in g  in , o n  t h a t  g r e a t  t r a g e d y - f a r c e  s p e c ­
ta c le  c a lle d  M a r r ia g e ,  w ill w a n t^ to  k n o w  w h a t  h a p p e n e d  to  Elsa w h e n  
sh e  tu r n e d  h e r  b a c k  o n  th e  s le e p y  is la n d  a n d  in d if f e r e n t  J im , in  B o b  
D e x te r ’s co lo rfu l n o v e le t te  o f a  S o u th  S e a s  m a t r im o n ia l  ta n g le :

Island Wives
in

FIRST APRIL SNAPPY STORIES 

(Out March 1 Oth—Buy Your Copy Early!)
A w h iff  o f th e  sp ic y  v a r ie ty  of th e  r e s t  of th is  is s u e : " T h e  Im p o r ­

ta n c e  o f L e g s ,” a  c h o ru s -g ir l  c o m e d y  b y  C . S . M o n ta n y e -  “ A u r o r a ’s 
C h i ld r e n ,” a  l i t t l e  d o m e s t ic  d r a m a  of p e a r ls  a n d  lo v e ; " T h e  B lu e  E y e s  of 
W a n g  H a i , ” a  s to r y  w r i t t e n  b y  J a y  G e lz e r , w h o  k n o w s  th e  C h in e se  
Q u a r te r  o f M e lb o u rn e  w ell, a n d  s e ts  f o r th  th e  m e e tin g  o f th e  t r a d i t io n -  
b o u n d ,  p o e t ic a l  E a s t  a n d  th e  w id e -a w a k e  ta w d r in e s s  o f th e  b a c k w a s h  
o f th e  A u s tr a l i a n  s e a p o r t . .  T h e n :

The Magnet
A  T w o - p a r t  s to r y ,  b y  K a th e r in e  M e tc a lf  R o o f, w ill g iv e  m y s te ry ,  

a n d  th e  h o t .  fie rce , s u d d e n  ro m a n c e  of M e x ic o , th e  sc e n e  of th e  th r i l l in g  
e v e n ts  of P a r t  1.

Jazz-bo
L a s t ,  b u t  n o t  le a s t ,  w ill h o ld  f o r th  on  th e  n ew  p h o n o g r a p h  re c o rd s .

1
i.



Free for 10 Days’ Wear
S en d  no m oney—ju st  your nam e and ad­

d ress. W e w ill th en  send j&ou on e o f  th ese
genuine T ifn ite  gem s to  w ear fo r  10 
N o t i ................................ r 10 d ays, 

a lon gsid e  
i  te ll th e

o te  i t s  d azzlin g  brilliancy. P u t i t  a. 
th e  co stlie s t  diam ond. - I f  you can te ll th e  
T ifn ite  from  a  real diam ond send it  back.

Like a REAL Diamond
A genuine TifDite has all th e  fire and flash o f  a 

real  ̂diamond. And like a real diamond, every  
T ifn ite  is  set in a beautiful solid  go ld  m ounting.
Gents' Ring No. 1

G en u in e  T ifn ite  g e m .  
A lm o st 1 k a r a t  in w e i g h t .  
So lid  go ld  ro tg . W ide f ia t 
b an d . 8 - p ro D g  s e t t in g  to  
ho ld  s to n e  secu re ly .

Ladies’ Ring No. 2
.N e w e s t  s ty le  m o u n tin g . Solid  

go ld  * n d  b a n d -m a d e , g u a ra n ­
te e d .  G en u in e  T ifn ite  g e m , al- 
m ost_ 1 k a r a t  w e i g h t  • »  
e x q u is ite ly  r ic h  s e t t in g .

r f H  m m W e h av e  on ly  6,000 of 
* & U i C B £  tb e s e  r in g s  to  qu ick ly  

_ . Z r  . in tro d u c e  o u rse lv e s  to
n e w  c u s to m e rs ,  r  r ic e s  sp e c ia lly  low , te rm s  v e ry  ea sy  
E v e ry th in g  on p re -w a r  b a s is . S end  s t r ip  o f  p a p e r  f ittin g  
a ro u n d  se c o n d  j o in t  o f  f in g e r  fo r  y o u r  r in g  .size . W e will 
s e n d  you  y o u r  cho ice  o f th e s e  T ifn ite  r in g s .  W hen  i t  a r ­
r iv e s ,  d e p o s it  83.50 w ith  p o s tm a s te r .  W e a r  i t  10 d ay s  a t  
' " ’"■ e x p e n se . I f  a n y o n e  c a n  te ll  i t  fro m  d iam o n d , s e n d  ittc nnri T&a anil .afimS ~ ' ..1_— --- **■ giaiuumi, senu li
b ack  a n d  w e will re fu n d  y o u r  d e p o s it .  I f  you  d ec id e  to  b uy ,
m e re ly  pay  th e  b a la n c e  a t  $3.00 p e r  m o n th  *’----------- ' 1
" trice  o f  $12.50 is p a id . W rite  to d ay .

THE TIFNITE COMPANY
@ 511 S. Plymouth Ct., Dept. 1200, Chicago, ill. ra
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Are You In Love?
S tu d V y o u r  lo v e r !  Find out if he 

is suited to you. Has he traits that 
will make vour marriage a failure?

A wonderful booklet for 10 cents 
will, tell you more about your lover 
than you will perhaps ever find out 
from any other source.

We can send you this booklet for 
10 cents, if you will send us the-b ir th ­
d a y  of the one in whom you are in­
terested.

Character Studies, Inc.
Desk 5, 37 West 39th  St., N. Y .C .

DESTROY 
H A I R

and Roots on Face
arms or b ody p e r m a ­
n e n t l y  w ith ZIP.
A O  E L E C T R I C I T Y .
U n l i k e  depilatories 
which m erely burn off 
surface hair, leaving 
the roots to thrive.
Z IP  is  th e  r a p id ,  h a rm le s s , 
p a in le ss  a n d  ft a g r a n t  com ­

p o u n d  u se d  by  a c tre s s e s ,  
d e b u ta n te s ,  b e a u ty  sp e c ia l­
is ts .  E asily  ap p lied  a t  hom e.
Z IP  in s ta n t ly  rem o v es  all 
u n d e s ira b le  h a ir  w ith o u t p a in , le av in g  th e  sk in  s o f t  and  
sm ooth .

A t vour dealers or direct by mail in plain wrapper. 
Treatm ents a t  better class B ea u ty  Shops repre­
senting me. W rite for F R E E  Illustrated B O O K ,  
“ A T alk  on Superfluous H air.”  C all a t  office 
to have F R E E  D E M O N S T R A T I O N .

ITS OFF Icu U iA Z  IT'S OUT

□ 0  Specialist
12 West 40th St. 

D e p t .  C  
N e w  Y o r k  C i t y B

I S  T H IS  D A Y  A N D  A G E  
attention to yourappearanee 
la an absolute necessity if 

you expect to make the most 
out of life. N o t only should 
you wish to appear as attrac­
tive as possible for your own 
self-satisfaction, which is aiono 
well worth your efforts, but you 
will and the world in general 
judging you greatly. If not 
wholly, b y  your “lo o k s , "  there­
fore It pays to “ look your best”
at all times. P e r m it  n o  on® 
t o  s e e  y o u  lo o k in g  o t h e r ­
w ise; it will injure your wel­
fare! Upon the impression yon 
constantly make re3ts the fail­
ure or success of your life. 
Which la to be your ultim ate 
destin y?  M y new N o s e - S h a p e r  
" T rados”  (M odel 24) corrects 
now 111-shaped noses w ithout 
operation, quickly, safely and 
permanently. Is pleasant and 
does not interfere w ith one’s 
occupation, being w ornatnlght.

Y O U  H A V E  A  B E A U T I F U L  F A C E
BUT YOUR NO SE?

B efore After
W r i t e  t o d a y  f o r  f r e t  b o o t ie s ,  w h tc H  t e i l i  v o n  h o ts  to  c o r r e c t  iU - th a p e d  n o s e s  w i t h o u t  c o s t i f  n o t  s a t i s f a c to r y  

M .  T R I L E T Y ,  Face Specialist, 1 4 2 4  A c k e r m a n  B ld g . ,  B i n g h a m t o n ,  N .  V



Becom e Slender! 
Look Younger!

Reduce 
10 to 60  

Pounds

Gently
Pleasantly

Safely

At the it now l

F o l lo w  th e  W o n d e r f u l ly  E ff ic a c io u s  K o re in  S y s te m , in c lu d in g

T A B U L E S

The G ent/c W ay To R e d u c e

If y o u  r e m a in  o v e r -s to u t  you are shortening 
your life; did you ever see fat people at an old 
age? Reduce your weight, improve your 
health, d e te r m in e  to  le n g th e n  yo u r  life .

O b ta in  K o re in  ta b u le s , follow the simple, 
easy directions of Korein system; b e c o m e  
slen d er  g ra d u a lly . The flabbiness in your 

face and neck should disap­
pear, your eyes should become 
brighter, your figure should be 
what Nature intended. E e-  
co m e  su p p le , alert, graceful. 
Your brain should serve Von 
better, no more “fathead" 
dullness; become mentally ac­
tive and efficient.

W o n d erfu l r e su lts  rep orted  
by users of Korein who follow 
our easy system. Reduction 10 
to GO or more pounds (whatever 
von need.) guaranteed; or money 
refunded.

K orein  is for either sex, abso­
lutely harmless. A ccep t no  
s u b s t itu te ;  there is only one

KOREIN COMPANY, NA-257,

genuine Korein. Users often make such re­
marks as - T h e  f a t  te e m s  to m e l t  a w a y ” 
and “I  f e e l  so  m u c h  b e tter  every  d a y ” and 
“M y  f r i e n d s  are. a m a z e d  a t th e  im provem en t- i l l  
m y  a p p e a r a n c e .”  The shadow pictures below 
show the human figure before and after reduc­
tion of weight and measurements.

Im p rove y o u r  figure; be­
come graceful. In Korein sys­
tem are no drastic doses, no 
strenuous exercising, no starva­
tion rules. Eat all you need— 
even an allowance of sweet foods.
Weigh yourself and take your 
measurements often. B eg in  
n o w  to  en jo y  your life !

So ld  by d r u g g is ts  in  all 
p a rts  o f A m erica  and at drug 
counters of department stores.
Ask for Korein (pronounced 
ko re e n ) in tabules. If you pre­
fer, you may buy a box of us.
Price, SI, postpaid. Or write 
for FREE BOOK, entitled • R e ­
d uce  W e ig h t  H a p p i l y ,” to

Station X, New York, N. Y.



CIRCUMSTANTIAL EVIDENCE
Should That Ever Be Enough to Doom a Man?

*
C ir c u m s ta n t ia l  e v id e n c e  a lo n e  w o v e  th e  n o o se  t h a t  se e m e d  t i g h t ­

e n in g  a b o u t  th e  h e ro  in  A lice  L . T i ld e s le y ’s a p p e a l in g ly  h u m a n  m y s te r y -  
n o v e le t te ,

“ W E  J U D G E  O U R S E L V E S ”
F a m ily  in f lu e n c e  w as  a ll t h a t  s a v e d  th e  p r is o n e r  f ro m  th e  d e a th  s e n ­
te n c e ;  a n d  th e n  . . . w h e n  th e  a c c u s e d  b o y  w as  f re e d  f ro m  th e  g r ip  
o f th e  law , h e  fa c e d  th e  b i t t e r e r  t r ib u n a l  o f a  f a m ily  p r id e  t h a t  c o u ld  
be  a s  r e le n tle s s  a s  th e  h a r i - k i r i  d e m a n d  of o th e r  d a y s ,  w h e n  a  m a n  w ip e d  
o u t  h is  o w n  d is h o n o r  w i th  h is  o w n  b lo o d  o n  a  s w o rd  b la d e .

Less dram atic, b u t ju s t  as absorbing is The Unknown  
Goddess, by H oration Winslow, which one of our ed itoria l 
readers described as “ The best s to ry  I’ve found in a year—  
by Jove!” In th is issue, too, Harry Irving Shum w ay w ill 
am use you  w ith  “Bold, Bad M onte,”  Jay Gelzer charm  you  
w ith  the w is tfu l appeal o f  “ The Love Lady,” and John 
Peter Toohey take you  back-stage, in to  the confidence of 
a star in “ Second Balcony Seats.”

APRIL LIVE STORIES
(Get your copy early March 15th)

Beauty and How to Possess It
Women! Girls! Write today—'get full particulars of the world’s
greatest books ever written on beauty—“Science of Beauty” in 8 volumes—S marvel­
ous books on beauty. They contain in excess of 70,000 words—scientifically cover 
over 250 subjects and thoroughly explain how to eradicate every known barrier to 
beauty; diet to gain w eight; diet to lose weight and beauty of form through exercise. 
Nothing like them ever printed. It took over 6 years of research work and cost in 
excess of $20,000 to prepare these wonderful books for the press.
They are endorsed by eminent medical authority; used by motion 
picture stars; recommended by specialists; consulted by society and 
should be in the hands of every woman.

Special Limited
of a novel. Write today—get our 5 days free examination offer and 
full particulars of our limited, rock-bottom offer on the entire set. 
Do it now while this special money-saving offer is open to you.
BURLINGTON PUBLISHING CO., Inc. Dept. 82, 15 P a rk  Row,N.Y.

Ma r g u e r it e  Arm stro ng . 
th e  “ U niversal S ta r ”  says 

. o f “ S c ie n c e  o f  B e a u t y " :
‘I have ju s t  finished reading1 your 

excellent w ork ‘Scienceof B eau ty .”  
I t  is th e  m ost in te res tin g  of i ts  kind 
I have ev e r read .

“ I t  seem s to  m e t h a t  m any wom en 
desirous o f im p ro v in g tb e ir  looks and 
h ea lth  will find it to  th e ir  ad v an tag e  
to  study  “ Science of B eau ty ”  and 
benefit from  th e  m any vaJuablesug- 
geetions th e re in .”  Cordially, 
iSigned :) Ma r g u e r it e  Arm strong



WANT TO 
GROW HAIR?

If you desire to grow hair on that bald 
spot, or to stop falling hair, or com­
pletely banish dandruff, you should test 
the true value of Koskott. We offer

$ 5 0 0 . Cash
Guarantee

that we can produce over 1000 genuine 
voluntary testimonials

H \ / / .  COPELAND [photo abate reports: 
"M y hair is improving right along, the bald 
spot looks darker; l  am thankful l  heard of 
Kosbott."

READ THESE EXCERPTS FROM LETTERS; WE HAVE LEGIONS MORE.
“ F or  ei.^ht  or  n in e  years  I have  been  a ba ld -  

h e a d e d  m a n ;  the  top of my bead was as bare as 
my hand. Now hair is growing again; it  is the m ost 
wonderful thing I ever saw ."— Lee Fish ,  Clayton 
Co., Iowa.

“ I c a n  n o  lo n g e r  f ind t h e  p lace  w here  t h e  
ba ld  s p o t  w as;  the  hair is as long there as on any 
o ther place of the  h ead ."— M a t t  Bagley, Itasca  
Co.. M inn.

“ M y h a i r  lias q u i t  f a l l in g  o u t ,  m y scalp itches 
no more and new hair is growing th ic k ly . '— M rs. 
J .  L u n d e e n ,  M ultnom ah Co., Oregon.

“ A fter  b e ing  b a ld  20 years ,  m y head is m ostly 
covered w ith new hair; am  well pleased."— Geo. 
V anW yck ,  Union Co., N . J.

“ T h e  b a ld n e s s  on m y  h e a d  h a s  e n t i r e ly  d i s ­
a p p e a re d ,  being covered with hair, by use of 
K oskott H air G row er."— Prof.  C. E. B o w m a n ,  
M aryland.

“ F or  g row ing  h a i r  a n d  m a k i n g  i t  b e a u t i f u l
there is nothing like K oskott, for m 3' hair is now a 
surprise to all m y friends. I am  telling everybody 
of your wonderful hair g row er."— M rs .  W. R a b ig e r, 
Alleghany Co., Pa.

" K o s k o t t  h a s  s t a r t e d  a  n e w  g ro w th  of hair on 
my head."— R. C. C u n n i n g h a m ,  Abbeville Co., S.C. 

" T h e  h a i r  is no w  a b o u t  a n  i n c h  long on my
head where there was not a ha ir in 30 years: K oskott 
did it ." — J.  J .  E llis , M innesota.

" F o u r  m o n th s  ago  m y scalp was bare; now it is 
covered with a  nice grow th of hair and it is growing 
nicely."— VY. C. Col m a n . Red R iver Co., La.

" O n e  s a m p le  box and one full box of K oskott 
have, grown hair on m y head where 1 was perfectly 
bald ."— A. W. B ow ser, B utler Co., Pa.

" I  w as ba ld  and never could find anything to 
bring the hair back until 1 used K osko tt."— E s th e r  
A rn e tt .  'Wallace Co.. Ky.

Ml<6. J i-.V. v i i .  D.-U IS, who 
rep. Jits Jut! grout In over com­
pletely bald head in a fete 
weeks. She used Koskott ex­
clusively.

BOX FREE TO YOU
W e offer to  sen d  y o u  a te s t in g  box of K oskott FR E E , postpaid. 

It is probably different from anything you ever used on your scalp before. 
It is inexpensive because concentrated. W e know that K oskott has 
su rp rised  a n d  d e lig h ted  m any who were losing or bad lost their hair 
and feared they must remain bald throughout life.

What Koskott has done for others’ hair, why not for yours?
If you  have en tire  or p artia l b a ld n ess , alopecia areata (bald spots', 

barbers’ itch, d an druff, dry scalp, brittle hair, fa llin g  h a ir , if you get 
a lot of hair on your comb whenever you use it. i t c h in g  sca lp , or other 
hair or scalp trouble, try K o sk o tt.

G R O W  H A F R ! You need only a s k  for a f r e e  box of K o s k o tt  - a  p o s t­
ca rd  will do. I t  will com e to  you p ro m p tly , w ith  full 
d irec tio n s, a n d  you can  soon d ecide  w h a t i t  will do  for you.

Koskott Laboratory, KA-257, Station F, New York C ity


