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The Magic

Of Dreams

By Barbara Dunmar

YLVIA ERCOTT sat, elbows
propped on the desk before her,
palms supporting her chin as

she gazed down into the handsome
face which looked back at her from
the illustrated paper lying open be-
fore her.

Underneath the half-page photo-

graph was printed:

The latest portrait of Mr. Dane Sinclair,
one of the most brilliant analytical chem-
ists in the country. Mr. Sinclair, who is
just thirty, is the head of the firm of Sin-
clair, Staton & Co. It is whispered that
he has just perfected the process for a
new aniline dye, which will go near to
revolutionizing the industry.

LS-1D

A little sigh escaped Sylvia, al-
though as she abruptly folded the
paper and thrust it into a drawer,
she told herself she was a fool. Why
did she waste her thoughts on a man
who never looked twice at her, and
who was never likely to do so?—she
wondered.

For the last six months she had
been Dane Sinclair’'s secretary, and
almost from the first moment she
had seen him, her heart had passed
out of her keeping. She knew that
apart from the fact that she was a
very efficient secretary, Dane Sin-
clair found her utterly uninteresting.



2 Street & Smith’'s Love Story Magazine

He was a worshiper of beauty, and
for a man who loved beauty, she did
not hold any attraction.

Deliberately taking out a hand
mirror from her drawer, she studied
her reflection. She had irregular
features and light-brown hair, dull
and lifeless.

No, she told herself brutally, her
best friend could not possibly have
described her as anything save plain.
Her eyes were her only good feature.

As she thrust the mirror out of
sight, she gave a little laugh. Per-
haps it was just as well that Dane
Sinclair so seldom glanced in her di-
rection.

There were not many other girls
in the plant, for Sinclair, Staton &
Co. employed mostly men, and Syl-
via had been engaged in a hurry by
the manager of the firm when Dane
Sinclair’s last secretary had met with
an accident.

The manager had warned her that
the position might only be a tem-
porary one, but Sylvia had been kept
and there seemed no sign of her hav-
ing to leave. Sometimes she won-
dered what she would do if she were
to get fired, how she would feel when
each new day came and she knew
that it would bring no sight of the
man whom she secretly adored.

What folly—she thought bitterly.
Yet she knew that she could not help
herself. She could not conquer her
love for a man who was totally in-
different to her.

She started from her reverie as the
bell from Sinclair’s office rang beside
her desk. With the dull color staining
her cheeks she picked up her note-
book and pencil, and crossing her
small office, knocked at his door.

As she entered in answer to his,
“Come in,” her employer was seated
at his big desk, facing her. He
glanced up with a rather curt “Good
morning,” and then returned his

gaze to his task of sorting his morn-
ing mail.

Apart from mere good looks, he
had a strong, rather cynical face—
the face of a man wbo is a born
fighter and to whom life has left
few illusions. He had had a hard
fight before success came to him, and
even though he was still quite a
young man, his early struggle had
left its mark upon him, and now he
was inclined to be ruthless. Up to
the present women had played a
very small part in his life; his work
meant too much to him to allow any
outside distractions to interfere
with it.

“Please take a few letters, Miss
Ercott,” he said, and as Sylvia
opened her notebook, he began to
dictate.

She was unaware that two or three
times he raised his head to glance at
her, a little crease between his brows,
though once she did raise her eyes
and encountered his.

Sylvia had beautiful eyes, long
and perfectly shaped, and the green-
blue of an aquamarine. It was the
first time Dane Sinclair had ever no-
ticed them and they gave him a
shock, for just at that moment he
had been thinking: “Why doesn’t
the girl try to do something to im-
prove herself—but | suppose it
would be a hopless task!”

“Perhaps you will be good enough
to get those letters out at once?” he
requested, rather more curtly than
usual. “Please bring them to me in
Mr. Rogers’s office.”

Sylvia rose at once and went back
to her small office.

As the door closed, Dane Sinclair
looked frowningly after her, with
amazed annoyance, realizing that his
pulses were beating a little faster
than usual. For once a girl’s eyes
had sent a strange thrill through
him.
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Lovely eyes they were, but how
utterly wasted in such a plain girl!
More out of temper than he had
been for a long time, he went down
to the manager’s office.

Sylvia sat before her typewriter,
her fingers flying over the keys.

As soon as she had finished the
letters she took them down to Mr.
Rogers's office, as she had been re-
guested to do, and as she went in,
Dane Sinclair broke off his conver-
sation.

“Thank you, Miss Ercott. If you
will leave them, I'll sign them and
have them sent up to you again.”

Outside she paused, stooping to
fasten her slipper, which had come
undone, and suddenly her em-
ployer’s irritated voice came floating
out to her.

“How did you ever come to en-
gage that girl, Rogers? Of course,
she is very efficient, but, good
heavens, it gives me a headache to
look at her. Plain girls should be
drowned at birth! | must say-—-- "

But Sylvia heard no more. With
a little involuntary movement she
pressed her hands over her ears and
fled.

Back in her own office she sank
into a chair, covering her face.

“Plain girls should be drowned at
birth!”

Suddenly it seemed as though all
the love with which her heart had
been filled for Dane Sinclair turned
to hatred.

No man had any right to be so
cruel, so callous. “Oh!” she thought,
her hands clenching. “If only |
could make him pay. Some day I
will—1 swear | will!”

Had Dane Sinclair dreamed that
his secretary had heard his frank
criticism of her appearance, he would
have been upset, for he would not

deliberately have hurt any girl's
feelings.

It was he himself who brought
back the letters he had signed to her
office. If he had looked at her he
would have noticed how pale she
was, might even have read the re-
sentment in those suddenly discov-
ered attractive eyes of hers, but fol-
lowing his usual custom, he did not
look at her.

“By the way, Miss Ercott,” he
said abruptly. “l shall be away
from the office for a few days. Have
you finished typing that formula I
gave you to do?”

“Yes.”

She opened a drawer as she spoke
and took out some papers.

He paused to glance through
them.

“Thanks. That is excellent. You
are quite certain that no one but
yourself has seen this?”

With a satisfied little nod he went
away. Sylvia knew the typewritten
matter she had just handed him was
the formula for his new dye. A se-
cret worth hundreds of thousands of
dollars. She had been thrilled and
flattered to think that he trusted
her with the typing of it, but now
she no longer cared.

She hated him, she almost wished
that she might never see him again.
She told herself that she could not
bear to go on like this—to remain
in an office with a man to whom she
knew she was repulsive, was impos-
sible. She would resign Saturday
and begin to look for another posi-
tion at once.

When she left the office that eve-
ning, she felt restless and unhappy.
She was not a girl who made friends
easily, leading a solitary life, and to-
night she felt that she could not face
the loneliness of her rooms. She de-
cided that she would go to the
talkies.
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The picture she saw only empha-
sized the attraction of beauty, and
yet she was clear-sighted enough to
realize that the star without her
lovely clothes and luxurious sur-
roundings would be just an ordinary
sort of girl whom very few men
would look at twice.

Sylvia was tired by the time she
got back to the house where she
roomed, and letting herself into the
house with her key,, climbed slowly
upstairs.

As she turned on the light, she
caught sight of a square white en-
velope propped against the clock.
Picking it up she turned it over, and
her breath caught, for printed on the
back of it was the name of a well-
known advertising firm.

With trembling fingers she tore it
open. Fastened to the letter was a
slip of green paper, but she hardly
glanced at it before she eagerly
scanned the few typewritten lines.

Miss Sylvia Ercott.
We are happy to inform
you that you have received first prize in
our advertising slogan contest. We are in-
closing our check for two thousand dollars.

With congratulations* and best wishes,
we are, Very truly yours,

New Line Advertising Company.

Two thousand dollars! She had
won two thousand dollars! Sinking
down into a chair she gazed at the
check, hardly able to believe her

Dear Madam:

eyes.
And then in a flash came the
qguestion: Could it buy beauty?

To-morrow she would find out.

It was three o’clock the following
afternoon when Sylvia passed
through the glass doors which gave
access to the premises of Madame
Lorraine’'s well-known beauty estab-
lishment.

She had telephoned for an ap-
pointment, and after a good deal of

difficulty had managed to obtain
one for that day.

Then she had gone down to the
office and informed Mr. Rogers that
circumstances made it imperative
for her to leave at once. The man-
ager had protested at her leaving on
such short notice, but remembering
his chief's remarks regarding her, he
had not made as much fuss as he
would have done in other circum-
stances, and so Sylvia, thankful
that Dane Sinclair was away, had
gone into her office and hastily col-
lected her belongings.

Among the collection of papers
and other things she took from her
desk was the paper she had been
looking at the previous day, contain-
ing the picture portrait of the man
who until now had been her em-
ployer—the man whom she still told
herself she hated. She was on the
point of destroying it, and then re-
membering that she could not leave
the pieces lying about the office, she
put it with her other things.

She had left the office with the
determination in her heart that if
ever she and Dane Sinclair met
again, it would be under very dif-
ferent circumstances.

As she passed up the stairs lead-
ing to Madame Lorraine’s salons,
she wondered if she were beginning
a new life, and if so, what it held
for her.

As Sylvia waited she caught sight
of herself in a long mirror, and the
impulse assailed her to turn and run.
She had never taken much interest
in her clothes because she had never
been able to afford the sort she
wanted, but now she realized how
dreadful her coat was, how unbecom-
ing her hat.

At that moment a tall slender girl
came forward.

“What can 1 do for you?”
asked courteously.

she
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“1 have an appointment with Ma-
dame Lorraine,” Sylvia sttammered.
“Miss Ercott------- "

“Oh, yes. Will you come this
way!” was the polite response.

But somehow as she followed that
slim back Sylvia was certain there
had been a gleam of laughter in the
other girl's eyes— and suddenly into
her mind leaped the sound of a man’s
voice saying: “Plain girls ought to
be drowned at birth.” She set her
lips as she passed through the door
which the girl opened.

The room which Sylvia entered
was very different from the one
which she had just left. There was
a black carpet on the floor and the
walls were dead white and quite
bare, so that as the room was lighted
from the top by an enormous sky-
light, the effect of light was almost
dazzling. There was no furniture
save two straight-backed armchairs
and a big desk. Behind the desk sat
a slender dark girl, whose perfect
brunet complexion was the last
word in flawless art. She wore a
plain black satin dress.

She did not rise, and as she looked
at her client, a slight smile on her
carmined lips, Sylvia felt an instinc-
tive mistrust of her. But she smoth-
ered the feeling, irritated at herself.
After all, what did it matter whether
she liked this girl or not? She had
come to her because she had heard
that she was the cleverest beauty
specialist in New York.

“Miss Ercott?” said Madame Lor-
raine. “You wished to consult me?
Please sit down.”

Sylvia sat down, aware that the
light from the window above was
pouring down upon her.

“Yes,” she answered a little
breathlessly, and then summoning
all her courage: “Look at me, ma-
dame! Can you make me beauti-
ful?”

There was silence. Julia Lorraine
stared at her, her dark eyes search-
ing, merciless. Then with a sharp:
“Take off your hat!” she rose and,
coming around the desk, stood in
front of Sylvia.

On a long, slender platinum chain
which hung about her neck she wore
a tiny magnifying glass which she
raised and examined Sylvia through
as though she were some interest-
ing specimen in a museum. She
turned her face to the light, studying
every feature with frowning concen-
tration, then she examined her hair.

“Your hair is terrible at present,”
she said with ruthless frankness,
“but at least it has red lights in it.”

“1t was red when | was a child,”
Sylvia told her.

“Good. Then we can restore the
color, and washes and massage will
do the rest. Of course,” continued
the beauty specialist, “your skin is
in an awful condition. Nevertheless,
it has a good texture, and | never
met the bad complexion yet that
could get the better of me. Your
mouth is big, but it is a beautiful
shape and your teeth are good.
Your eyes are lovely, and that ir-
regular nose is going to add charm to
your face. Yes, Miss Ercott, | can
make you beautiful if you will put
yourself entirely in my hands—even
go to the people | advise for your
clothes. But—pardon my frankness
for this establishment is run on
strictly business lines—can you af-
ford my services?”

Sylvia flushed.

“That depends on what you are
going to charge.”

“Let me see!” The other consid-
ered, then named her fee.

Sylvia rose. There was no hesita-
tion in her manner, for though the
fee was more than she had expected,
she felt that it would be worth it.

“Very well,” she said.
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If she could be made beautiful,
then she would find some way of
meeting the man who had scorned
her, and in some way she would
make him pay!

“1 have never in all my life seen
a more wonderful transformation.”
Julia Lorraine sitting behind her

He held out his hand to her.
this!”

desk, surveyed the girl who stood
on the other side of it smiling con-
fidently down at her. A slender girl
in an exquisitely black-cloth en-
semble and with a white crepe-de-
Chine blouse and a string of aqua-
marines the exact blue-green of her
eyes, about her neck, a girl whose
soft waves of burnished hair just

"Come, Miss Eastcote, let us dance
he said.
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peeped from beneath her smart,
close-fitting hat of black felt.

“You are really pleased?” asked
Sylvia, for it was she. “You think
that 1 do you justice?”

“Do you know”—the other bent
toward her—“1 would willingly pay
you back the money | took from
you and treble the amount, if you
would allow me to publish a photo-
graph of you as you were and as you
are now—and say that it was | who
brought about the change.”

Sylvia laughingly shook her head,
although her eyes were shadowed.

“Not for untold wealth. 1 want
to forget the fright who came to you
and requested to be made beautiful
—so much so that I am going to
change my name and | shall be
known in future as Sylvia Eastcote.”

“And why, I wonder,” said Julia
softly, “have you done all this?”

During those six weeks they had
become quite friendly, but somehow
Sylvia had never quite lost that first
distrust of the beauty specialist and
she did not intend to confide in her.

“1 told you,” she smiled, “when I
won the prize money that | was de-
termined that if it were possible, it
should buy me what I wanted all
my life—beauty.”

“1 often wondered,” Julia’s nar-
rowed dark eyes were on her face,
“if there was some man involved in
the case!”

“My dear,” Sylvia fenced, though
to her annoyance she felt the color
surging into her cheeks, “what man
would have looked at the sight |
was?”

Before the other could make any
further comment the door opened
and one of the girls announced:
“Mr. Beresford is waiting, madame.”

“Show him in.” Julia turned to
Sylvia. “Don’'t go. It is only my
cousin Gerald—you have met him
before.”

As Gerald Beresford entered a
moment later, his handsome dark
eyes, which were so like Julia Lor-
raine’s, lighted up at the sight of
Sylvia. It was still new to her to see
that look of admiration in a man’s
eyes, and it gave her a little thrill of
pleasure.

“This is splendid, Miss Ercott!”
he exclaimed. “Do come and lunch
with us!”

“Sylvia is going to be Miss East-
cote in the future,” his cousin in-
formed him, and as he looked at
Sylvia, she nodded confirmation.

“Yes, I'm tired of my name,” she
observed carelessly, “so why should
I not change it?”

“l should not think you would
have the slightest difficulty in doing
that,” he said, and as Sylvia realized
his meaning, she colored.

They both laughed, but there had
been an underlying seriousness in his
glance, and she wondered a little ap-
prehensively if it could be possible
that this man whom she had met
only two weeks before, could be fall-
ing in love with her. Though she
found him a pleasant acquaintance,
she felt no interest in him otherwise.

Julia Lorraine had gone into her
dressing room to get ready. She
came back now.

“Gerald,” she said, “can’t you per-
suade Sylvia to change her mind
and sail with us at the end of the
week? She has never been abroad,
and | have promised her that I will
give her a good time. Besides, she
is such a perfect advertisement for
my preparations—look at that skin.”

“My dear,” he said with decision.
“You will never persuade me that
skin was not as perfect before it ever
knew your creams.”

The two girls exchanged a laugh-
ing glance.

“Do come, Miss Eastcote,” he con-
tinued. “It really will be fun, and
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while Julia is busy seeing clients I'll
look after you.”

Sylvia hesitated. Julia Lorraine
had a branch of her business in Nice,
and always went over to take per-
sonal charge for some weeks at this
time of the year. Several times she
had broached the subject of Sylvia
accompanying her, but the girl had
refused because she felt that by re-
maining in New York she had more
chance of meeting Dane Sinclair.
But this morning she had read a
paragraph in the paper announcing
that he had gone abroad for a short
time.

“Perhaps | will change my mind,”
she said on a sudden impulse. “But
if 1 do, 1 shall not stay more than
two weeks.”

But as she made the decision, she
little dreamed how momentous it
was destined to be.

Three weeks later Sylvia was un-
packing her trunk in her bedroom
at the Hotel Towers, Nice.

Everything that had happened
since she decided to accompany
Julia Lorraine seemed to have held
a fresh thrill for her. The crossing
of the ocean—she, who had never
been out of New York before!
The day they had spent in Paris,
when under her companion’s guid-
ance she had bought more lovely
clothes. Then the journey to this
exquisite, exotic Paradise by the blue
Mediterranean.

She hung up her dresses one after
the other, humming a gay little
snatch of song. Of course, she told
herself, she ought not to have come,
and she could not possibly afford to
stay longer than ten days. Two
thousand dollars does not last very
long when it is spent as Sylvia had
been spending. She only had a few
hundred left now, but with a new
recklessness she told herself that she

did not care. She would have ten
glorious days—ten days of gayety
and admiration, and then—well,
then it was time enough to think of
what would happen.

After all, if she had to get work
she could obtain a good position.
Pretty girls did not have to go beg-
ging, she thought cynically.

As she removed the last garment
from her trunk, she saw a flat brown
envelope lying in the bottom of it,
and for a moment she stared at it,
puzzled. Then she remembered. It
was the envelope of things she had
taken from her desk in the office the
day she left. She had never looked
through them, and coming across the
envelope while she was packing, had
thrown it into the trunk.

She glanced at her wrist watch.
There was half an hour before she
need begin to dress for dinner. After
a slight hesitation she stooped and
lifting out the envelope, opened it.

What a lot of rubbish! The first
thing she found was the paper with
Dane Sinclair's photograph in it.
As she looked down at the stern,
handsome face, she felt her heart
beating violently.

Oh, how she hated that man!
How she prayed that her oppor-
tunity of getting even with him
might come soon! And yet, how
hopeless it seemed. How was she
going to get the chance of meeting
him?

She flung the paper angrily into a
corner of the room, but her hands
were trembling as hastily she went
through the small pile of typewritten
papers which she picked up next—
old statements, carbons of business
letters of her own. Then a little cry
escaped her—for among all these
was a paper which had no business
to be there. Glancing hurriedly
through it, she recognized it as one
of the carbons of the dye formula
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which she had typed for Dane Sin-
clair!

She could not think how it got
among her own papers, and her first
impulse was to destroy it, for it was
a dangerous thing to leave about.
Then, on an unexplainable impulse,
she folded it carefully and put it into
her bag.

No, she would not destroy it. She
would keep it carefully with her
wherever she went—and then when
she returned to New York she would
take it to Sinclair—it would be her
excuse for getting in touch with him
again.

Hastily tearing up the rest of the
papers and throwing them into the
wastepaper basket, she began to get
ready for dinner.

It was almost an hour later when
she entered the Palm Court where
Julia Lorraine and Gerald Beresford
were waiting for her, and she knew
with a quickened, elated beating of
her heart that people were looking
at her in the way in which people do
look at a lovely and very attractive
girl.

In her gown of gold lame she was
beautiful, with pearls about her
throat, and the lights turning her
hair to molten copper.

There was no mistaking the look
in Gerald Beresford’'s eyes as he
moved forward to meet her, and with
that reckless mood still upon her she
flashed a smile up at him. Then
suddenly the laughter died on her
lips and her eyes widened as she
caught sight of a man who had just
entered.

His height would have made him
remarkable anywhere, and he wore
his evening clothes as can only a
well-bred American.

Julia Lorraine, looking at Sylvia
in surprise, followed her eyes, and
under her make-up the color drained
from her face.
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“What is the matter, Sylvia?” she

asked, and her voice sounded
strange.

“Nothing.” Sylvia colored. “I
just recognized a man |—used to
know.”

“So | gathered,” said Lorraine.

“Where did you meet Dane Sin-
clair?”

Sylvia’s head went up with a jerk,
and as she met the other’s glance,
she realized with a shock that it was
full of hardly veiled hostility.

With the knowledge that Julia
Lorraine and Dane Sinclair were not
strangers to each other, Sylvia sud-
denly felt that the other girl was the
last person in the world she wished
to know about her own former ac-
guaintance with him, and without a
moment’s hesitation she answered:

“Dane Sinclair? Isn’'t that the
great scientist?”

The other looked at her suspi-
piciously— but at that moment Dane
Sinclair passed close by them, and
turning his head, saw the beauty
specialist.

He bowed to her a little stiffly, and
for a second Sylvia thought he was
going to pass on, but Julia held out
her hand, so that he was obliged to
turn back and take it.

“This is a surprise!” he said, and
Sylvia was somewhat certain that it
was not a very pleasant one as far
as he was concerned, though there
was no doubting that the girl was
pleased.

As their hands fell apart she
looked up at him with an expression
which was almost like pleading in
her eyes, but the smiling glance he
bent upon her was cold and imper-
sonal.

“You know my cousin, | think!”
she said, indicating Gerald Beres-
ford with a gesture.

He bowed again, this time with
unmistakable coldness, and Julia
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Lorraine’s glance became sharp as
she continued:

“Sylvia, may | introduce Mr. Sin-
clair—Miss Eastcote, Dane.”

As he turned toward her, Sylvia
caught her breath. Of course, there
was not the slightest chance of his
recognizing her, and yet for the mo-
ment she felt nervous. She told her-
self it was that which caused the wild
beating of her heart, but even while
she was telling herself that she hated
this man more than she had ever
thought it possible to hate anybody,
she gave him one of her most charm-
ing smiles, and felt a thrill of what
she believed to be satisfaction as she
met the unmistakable admiration in
his eyes.

Watching them as a cat watches
a mouse, Julia Lorraine drew in an
inaudible breath. She must have
been mistaken; these two did not
know each other. Then she remem-
bered. A couple of months ago Syl-
via had looked very different from
what she did now. Her suspicions
were awake again.

Always in her heart she had felt
sure that the reason for the other
girl’s fierce desire to become beauti-
ful and attractive must be some

man. What if Dane Sinclair was
that man? Her intuition was
sharpened by jealousy, for the

thought of any other girl attracting
Dane drove her frantic.

Two years ago she had been en-
gaged to Dane Sinclair. They had
met one winter in Switzerland, and
from the first she had made up her
mind to win him for her husband.

She had a strange, alluring fasci-
nation of her own, and for the first
time Dane Sinclair believed that he
had found love, and a girl capable
of sharing his work and his ideals.

It was only when they returned
to New York that he discovered his
mistake. Julia was madly jealous

of his work, and always making
scenes when she thought it received
more attention than she did. One
day in a fit of rage she returned his
ring, breaking off the engagement.
She had expected that dramatic ges-
ture to bring him to her feet, but to
her horror he accepted the situation
calmly, writing and telling her that
he was glad she had discovered what
a mistake their engagement had
been.

Desperately she tried to remedy
matters, but without avail. Dane
Sinclair knew that a girl of her type
could only bring them both intense
unhappiness. She had cured him ir-
revocably of his infatuation for her,
and so she found out that it was
useless for her to try to make up the
quarrel.

She still loved him in her wild, un-
disciplined, utterly selfish way, and
always she had lived in dread of
hearing that he was going to marry
some one else. She knew that she
would stop at nothing to prevent an-
other girl winning him.

“Are you here alone?” Julia asked.

“Yes,” he replied. “l1 am here on
business.”

She laughed lightly, though there
was an underlying note of bitterness
in the sound.

“You are about the only man |
ever heard of who came to Nice on
business.” Then she added swiftly:
“But since you are alone, do join us
for dinner.”

He hesitated, casting about in his
mind for an excuse which would not
make his refusal seem too discourte-
ous.

Julia Lorraine glanced toward
Sylvia and Gerald who were talking
together.

“Do come,” she urged, lowering
her voice. “It isn't much fun mak-
ing a third.”

Dane frowned. After all it would
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look ungracious to refuse and then
go and sit all by himself at a table.

"Thanks very much,” he said
rather formally. “I shall be de-
lighted.”

A few moments later they were all
seated at a table in the large dining
room.

Dane Sinclair could be a delight-
ful companion, and he chose to exert
himself to-night, but all the time he
was wondering how far the affair
between Sylvia Eastcote and Gerald
Beresford had gone. The girl must
be mad, he thought, to encourage
such an insufferable cad! He had

“I've always loved you, Dane—it is killing me, having to live without

you.

Only take me back—I will be your slave—anything—"
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always disliked and distrusted Ber-
esford.

Throughout the meal he covertly
watched Sylvia. There was some-
thing about her which intrigued him.
It was not that she was so beautiful.
He had known a dozen girls who
conformed more closely to the classi-
cal standards of beauty, but she had
something about her, an allure, a
charm which drew him even against
his inclination.

She continued to ignore him and
direct most of her conversation to
Gerald Beresford, but Sylvia was
fully aware that he was watching
her, and once she raised her eyes
and met his.

Sinclair felt a sudden thrilling in
all his pulses. Where had he seen

eyes like that before?—he asked
himself.

He suddenly leaned across the
table.

“Do you know, Miss Eastcote, |
cannot help wondering where we
have met before,” he said.

Sylvia’'s breath caught. She knew
that Julia Lorraine was watching
her, and with a great effort she kept
her voice steady.

“We never have met before, Mr.
Sinclair. | should certainly have re-
membered you if we had,” she told
him.

“And it hardly seems possible that
I should forget,” he answered. “I
must have seen your photograph
somewhere.”

Sylvia shook her head laughingly.

“Not likely. | am anything but a
celebrity.” Then almost deliber-
ately she turned and resumed her
conversation with Gerald Beresford.

After dinner was over they went
back to the Palm Court where an
orchestra was playing and dancing
was in full swing.

In duty bound Dane Sinclair
asked Julia Lorraine to dance with

him, but Sylvia, saying she was
tired, refused Gerald Beresford’s re-
quest.

They were sitting together when
one of the bell boys came to say that
he was wanted on the phone—a call
from Paris—and he reluctantly left
Sylvia to answer it .

As Dane Sinclair was bringing
his partner back to her seat, Julia
met some friends who had just ar-
rived, and paused to speak to them.

Dane moved on alone, and look-
ing up with a start, Sylvia saw him
standing in front of her. The or-
chestra had just started to play
again, and he held out his hand to
her.

“Come, Miss Eastcote,
dance this!” he said.

There was something compelling
about him, and to her surprise Syl-
via found herself rising. The next
moment his arm was about her and
they were dancing to the lilting
strains of a slow waltz.

He danced divinely, and with his
arm about her, Sylvia felt the blood
running through her veins like fire.
This, she told herself again, was the
man she hated, the man on whom
she meant to be revenged!

Yet his nearness took her back to
those days in his office—the days
which now seemed as though they
were a thousand years away. It
must have been another girl who
had  worshiped Dane Sinclair,
whose heart had leaped so wildly at
the mere sound of his footstep. And
yet she could still feel that old pas-
sionate thrill of longing. It seemed
impossible as she glanced up into his
handsome clear-cut face that she
had ever thought she hated him.

Then suddenly as though they
had been spoken close beside her,
the words echoed in her ears: “Plain
girls ought to be drowned at birth.”
She saw a girl standing outside an

let us
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office door, her hand pressed to her
heart which felt as though it had
been pierced with a knife.

Involuntarily she stiffened, miss-
ing a step.

“What is it?” he asked.

She colored.

“Nothing—except that I am very
tired. Do you mind if we don't
dance any more?”

Without a word he led her back to
her seat. Julia Lorraine had re-
turned to the table and sat sipping a
cup of black coffee. She had been
watching them as they danced, her
eyes narrowed, burning jealousy in
her heart.

Had they met before? The ques-
tion tortured her. If only she could
find out!

On the plea that he had an ap-
pointment, Dane Sinclair excused
himself, but it was only an excuse.
Hatless as he was, he went out into
the hotel grounds, and lighting a
cigar, he paced up and down.

It was an exquisite night, a night
of stars and the perfume of flowers,
with the whispering sound of the sea
like music in the near distance.

A sigh escaped him. He felt rest-
less and lonely. He was haunted by
a pair of eyes the color of aquama-
rines—or the sea on a day when it
is more green than blue. Where had
he encountered a pair of eyes like
that before, and why should this girl
whom he had only met an hour
since, have such power to disturb
him? For there was no avoiding the
fact that he was disturbed.

He started as some one spoke his
name, and turning, he saw Julia
Lorraine standing looking at him
closely.

“l came out for a breath of fresh
air,” she said with an uncertain little
laugh, “and—1 thought it was you.”

Inwardly annoyed at being dis-
turbed he turned to pace the path
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beside her, tossing away the end of
his cigar.

“Do you know, Dane,” she said in
a low, unsteady voice, “it’'s just won-
derful to see you again! Why do
you never come near me in town?”

“l am a very busy man,” he an-
swered lightly. “Besides--—-—- ”

“Why should you?” she finished
for him. “l see. But isn't there
ever to be a chance of our even be-
ing friends?”

Suddenly she stopped dead, laying
a hand on his arm.

“Dane,” she pleaded, “have you
forgotten so completely? Is there
no chance of forgiveness for me?
Oh, if you only knew how | have
suffered!”

“Please don't let us go over all
that again,” he begged. “My dear
girl, what is the use of trying to re-
vive the past?”

“But don’t you understand?” His
nearness and the knowledge of his
indifference almost drove her mad.
“1've always loved you, Dane—it is
killing me, having to live without
you. Only take me back—I1 will be
your slave— anything------

“Julia, for Heaven'’s sake!” As she
would have flung herself into his
arms he pushed her gently but firmly
away from him. “You are not your-
self,” he told her. “To-morrow you
will have forgotten all this—as |
shall have done. Let me take you
back to the hotel.”

But with an inarticulate sound she
ran away from him, and looking
after her hesitatingly for a moment,
he decided that it was better to leave
her alone.

And Julia leaning against the low
wall and looking over it toward the
sea, clenched her hands until the
nails bit into her palm.

For the second time she had hum-
bled herself to Dane Sinclair and he
had scorned her—but she told her-
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self that she would be even with him
some day.

Sylvia tossed restlessly on her pil-
lows, telling herself persistently that
she hated Dane Sinclair, while mem-
ories surged upon her, memories that
had taunted her the whole night.

She rose early, feeling as though
the room were stifling her, and hav-
ing bathed and dressed left the hotel
and began to walk briskly along the
road by the sea, leaving Nice behind
her.

She had gone a mile when she be-
came aware of a man swinging along
in front of her, and with a strange
thrill recognized the tall, broad-
shouldered figure as the man who
was occupying so much space in her
mind.

For a moment she hesitated, half
tempted to turn back. Then, with a
defiant little smile, she walked on.

She overtook and was in the act
of passing him without glancing in
his direction, when he turned his
head and gave an exclamation of
mingled pleasure and surprise.

“Miss Eastcote! This is an unex-
pected pleasure! You are out very
early.” But he did not add that he
had been thinking of her only a mo-
ment before.

She smiled up at him enchant-
ingly.

“Ah, Mr. Sinclair!
ous morning.”

“Exquisite!”

His eyes were on her face, and in
spite of herself she felt the color ris-
ing under the admiration she read in
that look.

They walked on together. She
knew that her companion was
studying her, but she was sure there
was no fear of his recognizing her.
She wanted to laugh when she
thought of how she had always
wanted to attract his interest, and

What a glori-

how amazed he would be
guessed her identity.

As they passed through the hotel
grounds on the way back, they en-
countered Gerald Beresford, and
seeing them together, a look of anger
flashed into his eyes.

“Good heavens, Sylvia!”

if he

he ex-

claimed. “l wondered what had
happened to you. |I've been search-
ing the place.”

As Sylvia paused, Sinclair raised
his hat and walked on. He did not
know why the other man’s familiar
manner toward her should make him
so angry, but it did!

Gerald Beresford looked after him,
filled with jealousy, but he knew bet-
ter than to show it.

He turned to Sylvia with a laugh.

“You'll get into trouble, my dear,
if you go poaching in that quarter,”
he warned.

“What do you mean?” she asked
sharply.

He shrugged his shoulders.

“Let us sit down for a minute be-
fore we go in.”

As she seated herself on the seat
he indicated, he followed, selecting a
cigarette from his case and carefully
tapping it on the back of his hand.

“Didn’'t you know,” he asked,
“that Julia and Dane Sinclair were
once engaged? They had a row and
she broke it off, but I don’t think
there is the slightest doubt but that
it will be patched up again!”

Sylvia caught her breath involun-
tarily. The man watched her
closely.

“Frankly, | should be sorry if that
is so, because | personally hate him,”
he said.

“So do | hate him!”

The words were spoken before she
could prevent them, and she would
have given the world to recall them.

He caught her hand.

“You have known him before?” he
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demanded. “I1 thought as much.
Well, our mutual dislike of him
ought to be one more bond to draw
us together.”

The state of nerves and misery in
which she was, made Sylvia respond
to his sympathy as she would never
have done at any other time. At
least she knew that she meant some-
thing to this man. He had never
looked at her with scorn, she told
herself, forgetting that he had never
seen her when she was plain and un-
interesting! A sudden, wild longing
to confide in him rushed over her—
and hardly realizing what she did,
she found herself telling him every-
thing. She did not tell him of her
secret love for Dane Sinclair, al-
though he was clever enough to read
between the lines, and guessed al-
most more than she knew herself,
but she told him how she had suf-
fered because of her lack of beauty.

“Great Scott!” He gave a little

incredulous laugh at the finish. “I
don’t believe you ever were unat-
tractive, but if you were, only a fool
could have failed to see below the
surface. 1 should have seen.”
x He was the last man in the world
who would have been likely to do
any such thing, but he believed he
was speaking the truth.

“Of course,” she said hurriedly, “I
don’'t want him to know who I am.
But, oh, how | would love to get
even with him!”

There was a moment’s pause.
Then glancing hurriedly around to
see that there was no one within
hearing, he bent toward her.

“You were his private secretary,”
he reminded her. “Surely you must
know some secret of his which would
injure him if it got out! Why not
strike at him that way?”

“No—no— 1 couldn’t do that!”

But even as she spoke the thought
of the paper lying hidden in her bag
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flashed into her mind. She started
at his next words, for it was almost
as though he must have read her
thoughts.

“For instance,” he told her, “I
happen to know that he has dis-
covered a wonderful new dye. He
is here to negotiate the sale of it with
a man who is meeting him here for
the purpose. | also happen to know
that there is a certain firm that
would pay any money for the secret
of that dye. If you knew that-—--—- "

“1 wouldn't sell it for the wealth
of the world!” she retorted fiercely.
“If I fight, at least | fight with clean
hands.”

“If | were you,” he said, “I
wouldn’t care how | fought, so long
as | got even. But let us forget
Dane Sinclair, Sylvia, and speak of
ourselves. Dearest, | have to go to
Paris early to-morrow. Before | go,
I must tell you what | think you
must know already. | love you. |

want you. Sylvia, won’'t you love
me a little? Won’'t you promise to
marry me?”

He had risen, drawing her to her
feet, and suddenly he swept her into
his arms.

“My beautiful!” he whispered, his
eyes on hers. “You can’'t turn me
down.”

He caught her closer, and bending
would have Kkissed her lips, but she
turned her head quickly and his
mouth only brushed her cheek.

“Please,” she begged, “please let
me go! Gerald, I do not want to
marry any onel!”

“But, darling,” he pleaded, “can’t
you learn to love me?”

“l don’t think I am capable of
that sort of love,” she answered.

He laughed unsteadily.

“Have you ever looked at your-
self in the glass? You were made
for love.” And then before she
could speak, he went on: “Listen,
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“1 believe," Julia said, "that you are engaged to marry that girl.
Well, I wish to warn you that she is a thief and an adventuress."

Sylvia. Let me ask you again when
I come back from Paris? Try to
think kindly of me while I am away,
and if you can bring yourself to say
‘ves/ | shall ask very little of you.”

Instinctively he knew that this
was the way to woo her, and he
meant to win her, no matter what
the cost.

“Very well,” she agreed a little
hesitatingly, but as they strolled
back to the hotel together a few mo-
ments later she little dreamed that
the business which called him to
Paris was with that very firm which
was so anxious to obtain the secret

of Dane Sinclair's new dye, and that
he himself would have given any-
thing for the paper in her bag.

Sylvia stood by her bedroom win-
dow, looking out over the moonlit
gardens. The night was oppressive
and the thought of going to bed held
no attraction. She felt too wide
awake to sleep.

On a sudden impulse she moved
back into the room. She would go
for a stroll along the silver-drenched
paths before going to bed.

Wrapping a cloak about her she
left the room and went down in the

LS—1D
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elevator, passing swiftly through the
hotel lobby, which was deserted, and
made her way into the moonlit
gardens.

In a few more days her vacation
would be up, but she knew that there
was no need for her to go unless she
wished to, for on the night before
Gerald Beresford left, he had taken
Julia Lorraine and herself to the ca-
sino, and she had had an unusual
run of luck—winning over two thou-
sand five hundred dollars.

Remembering it now, she could
still feel the thrilling excitement of
gathering in the money. When she
rose to leave her bag was packed
with bills, and he had suggested
when they arrived back at the hotel
that as he thought it was dangerous
for a girl to have all that loose
money about her, he should take it
and give her his check. She had ac-
cepted and deposited the check the
following day, so that she was de-
cidedly well off. But in spite of that,
she felt that the best thing to do
would be for her to return to New
York.

She could not understand herself.
Everything she had ever desired
seemed to be coming her way, and
yet she was not content.

She sank down upon a seat, look-
ing desolately before her. Had any
girl in the world ever been so utterly
lonely?—she wondered.

Suddenly, with a little hopeless
gesture, she covered her face with
her hands and burst into tears, and
intent on her grief, which came from
a heartache she could not under-
stand, she had no idea that any one
was approaching.

It was an exquisite night, with a
moon almost at full, shining down
like a great silver globe from the
sky, and the alluring scent of roses
and stephanotis in the air—a night

made for love rather than tears.
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It was of love that the man who
came walking slowly along the de-
serted path, a cigar between his
teeth, was thinking, and turning the
bend, he stopped suddenly, seeing
the girl on the seat, her head bent in
such utter abandonment of grief.

The next moment, flinging his
cigar away he had reached her side,
and was bending over her tenderly.

“Sylvia—my dear— my dear, what
is it?” he asked.

As she raised her head she was
drawn up into a pair of arms which
closed about her, holding her with
passionate tenderness, while Dane
Sinclair’'s voice murmured again and

again:
“Little sweetheart, what is it?
What is it?”

Like the tears of a child, Sylvia's
stopped as suddenly as they had be-
gun. Amazed and incredulous, she
raised her eyes, and in the moonlight
met his, softened from their cus-
tomary sternness by a tenderness
such as she had never dreamed of,
and as they looked into hers a flame
leaped behind that tenderness, a
flame which seemed to set a light
to all her veins until she felt the
blood running through them, like
fire.

With Dane’s kiss upon her lips,
Sylvia knew the secret of her own
heart—knew that what she in her
blindness had taken for hatred was
love? She had loved this man from
the beginning, and she would love
him until she died. With his arms
about her and his lips on hers, noth-
ing else mattered in all the world.

“Darling!” he whispered. “Sylvia,
my own—the only girl in all the
world that | have ever loved! Won't
you tell me that you love me a
little?”

Even then jealousy would not be
stilled, and before she replied she
had to ask:
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“And what about Julia Lorraine?
You were engaged to her.”

“Do you think that I would have
let her break the engagement if I
had loved her?” he asked, with an
arrogance which thrilled her. “Do
you think I would let the girl I loved
escape me, that I am going to let you
escape?”

“But | don't want to escape,” she
said breathlessly, and in that con-
fession and the passionate flame of
her mouth beneath his own, he
learned all he wanted to know.

For a long time they clung to-
gether, the scent of the stephanotis
all about them, the sea crooning its
love song beyond the garden walls,
and the wise old moon looking down
upon them.

At last he drew her down beside
him onto the seat.

“When are you going to marry
me?” he demanded.

She gave a little tremulous laugh.

“1 don't know. As soon as you
like.”

Her head was resting against his
shoulder, but suddenly she started
upright.

“What is it?” he asked.

“Nothing.” She listened, glancing
around. “I thought | heard some
one coming.”

“There isn't any one, darling.”

He drew her closer again, but as
their lips met there was a little nerv-
ous tremor marring the happiness in
her heart, and her voice was uncer-
tain when she spoke again.

“Dane, there is something you
must know. | wonder if it will make
any difference?”

“Nothing in the world could make
any difference,” he answered.

“You know---——-- ” she hesitated,
“we have met before.”

“1 was certain of it!” he exclaimed.
“There is not another girl in the
world with eyes like yours.”

He bent to Kiss them as he spoke,
and she was glad to be able to close
them, as she made her revelation.

“It isn't very wonderful that you
did not recognize me. You see, |
looked so different before, and | was
called by another name. 1 changed
it because | wanted to be a different
girl altogether. Dane, | used to be
Sylvia Ercott—your secretary.”

He stared at her incredulously.

“But, darling-—-- " And then:
“Fool that 1 am, | ought to have
known! Heavens, Sylvia—did |

love you all the time?”

“No.” There was a tiny trace of
bitterness still in her voice. “You
despised me.”

“Sweetheart—1 didn't,” he pro-
tested. “You were the best secre-
tary | ever had, and you went off so
suddenly. Besides— I'll confess now
—the only glimpse | ever had of
Miss Ercott's eyes disturbed me so
much that | was thoroughly an-
noyed. Now, tell me all the rest.”

But she could not find the cour-
age to do that. She told him only
of her longing to be beautiful, and
the chance that the prize money had
given her. She could not tell him of
her desire for vengeance; it sounded
too mean, too petty. Perhaps some
day she would have the courage to
tell him, but she felt it would spoil
the first wonder of their love to do
SO now.

But one thing she did remember
to tell him.

“Do you know, Dane,” she said,
“that | found a copy of that formula
I typed for you among some of my
papers?”

“What did you do with it?” he
asked quickly. “Did you destroy
it?”

She shook her head.

“I've been trying to make up my
mind to give it back to you, but
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“Darling, where is it?” he broke
in.

“1 always carry it in my bag,” she
explained. “Shall I get it? 1've left
my bag in my room.”

“No—nothing can happen to it,”
he answered. “But please burn it
to-night. 1 don't want any old
copies of it hanging around, because
| happen to suspect that some one
is after the secret.”

“Yes, | know---—-- ”  She broke
off, realizing that it was a foolish ad-
mission, and she could not tell him
what Gerald Beresford had said to
her in confidence. That is,” she
added hastily, “1 am sure that it is
most valuable.”

When at last they parted for the
night and Sylvia went to her room,
she was so filled with her new-found
happiness that she forgot all about
the formula until she was ready for
bed. Then hastily pulling out the
drawer where she knew she had put
her bag that afternoon, she took
it out.

As she opened it and searched for
the folded paper, a little gasping cry
escaped her. She turned the con-
tents of the bag out onto the bed
searching”™ but without avail. Then
she went to the drawer itself, her
other bags—but with no success.

The paper had disappeared!

Julia Lorraine was in her private
office at the Nice branch of her
beauty establishment late the fol-
lowing afternoon, when one of her
girls came to inform her that Mr.
Beresford had arrived. A moment
later she was shaking hands with
him as the door closed leaving them
alone.

“You left a message for me at the
hotel,” he said. “How did you know
I was coming back?”

“Because | telephoned to Paris
last night and they told me you

Of Dreams 19

were on your way,” she replied.
“Also because | have some news for

you. Dane Sinclair and Sylvia are
engaged.”

“It isn’t true!” He turned deathly
pale.

“Yes, it is perfectly true—at pres-
ent,” she assured him, but though
her tone was cool, there was a dan-
gerous light in her dark eyes.

He caught his breath and dropped
into a near-by chair.

“Do you think you are the only

person who feels like that?” she
asked sharply.
“But she hated him!” he ex-

claimed. “She told me so. She must
mean to throw him over. She is do-
ing this deliberately.”

“She adores him and always has,”
was the acid retort. “I always sus-
pected that there was a man behind
all her desire to become beautiful,
and Dane was the man. | know that
beyond any doubt now. | tell you
she loves him! | know!”

He sprang to his feet, clenching
his hands.

“By heavens, I'll-—-- "

She caught his arm.

“There should be no secret be-
tween us, Gerald. You are as inter-
ested in parting these two as | am,
and if you listen to me, it should not
be very difficult. Look here”—she
opened the blue leather bag which
lay on her desk as she spoke and tak-
ing a paper out of it, u